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TITE DEATH OF SHERLOCK HOLMES,




MEMOIRS OF SHERLOCK HOLMES.*

SILVER BLAZE.

AM afraid, Watson, that I shall have to go,”
said Holmes, as we sat down together to our
breakfast one morning.

“(o! Where to?”

“To Dartmoor—to King’s Pyland.”

I was not surprised. Indeed, my only wonder was
that he had not already been mixed up in this extra-
ordinary case, which was the one topic of conversation
through the length and breadth of England. For a
whole day my companion had rambled about the room
with his chin upon his chest and his brows knitted,;
charging and re-charging lus pipe with the strongest
black tobacco, and absolutely deaf to any of my questions
or remarks. Fresh editions of every paper had been sent
up by our newsagent only to be glanced over a..d tossed
down into a corner- Yet, silent as he was, I knew per-
fectly well what it was over which he was brooding.
There was but one problem before the public which could
challenge his powers of :mal_ysis, and that was the
singular disappearance of thg .favom:ite for the Wessex
Cup, and the tragic murder of its trainer. When, there-
fore, he suddenly announced Lis intention of setting out
for the scene of the drama, it was oniy what I had both

expected and hoped for-

¢ Copynght, 1892. in United States of Americn, by the Auther.
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“I should be most happy to go down with you if I
should not be in the way,” said I.

“My dear Watson, you would confer a great favour
upon me by coming. And I think that your time will
not be mis-spent, for there are points about this casc
which promise to make it an absolutely unique one.  We
have, I think, just time to cateh our train at Padidington.
and I will go further into the matter upon our journey.
You would oblige me by bringing with vou your very
excellent field-glass.”

And so it happened that an hour or so later I found
myself in the corner of a first-class carriage, iying along,
en route for Exeter, while Sherlock Holines, with his
sharp, eager face framed in his carflapped travelling cap,
dipped rapidly into the bundle of fresh papers which he
had procured at Paddington. We had left Reading far
behind us before he thrust the last of them uuder the
seat, and offered me his cigar case.

“We are going well,” said he, looking out of the win-
dow, and glancing at his watch. ¢ Our rate at present is
fifty-three and a Lalf miles an hour.”

¢“I have not. observed the quarter-mile posts,” said I.

“Nor have I.  But the telegraph posts upon this line
are sixty yards apart, and the calculation is a simple one.
I presuwne that you have already looked into this matter
of the murder of John Straker and the disappearance of
Silver Blaze ?”

“I have seen what the Zelegraph and the Chronicle
have to say.”

“It is one of those cases where the art of the reasoner
should be used rather for the sifting of details than for
the acquiring of fresh evidence. The tragedy has been
80 uncommon, so complete, and of such personal immport-
ance to so many people that we are suffcring from &«
plethora of surmise, conjecture, and hypothesis. The
difficulty is to detach the framework of fact—of absolute,
undeniable fact—from the embellishments of theorists
and reporters. Then, having established ourselves upon
this sound basis, it is our duty to see what inferences may
be drawn, and which are the special points upon which
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the whole mystery turns. On Tuesday evening I received
telegrams, both from Colonel Ross, the owner of the horse,
and from Inspector Gregory, who is looking after the case,
inviting my co-operation.”

“Tuesday evening !” I exclaimed. ¢ And this is Thurs-
day morning. Why did you not go down yesterday ?”

“ Because I made a blunder, my dear Watson—which
iz, I am afraid, a more common occurrence than anyone
would think who only knew me through your memoirs.
The fact is that I could not believe it possible that the
most remarkable horse in England could long remain con-
cealed, especially in so sparsely inhabited a place as the
north of Dartmoor. Irom hour to hour yesterday I ex-
pected to ‘hear that he had been found, and that his
abductor was the murderer of John Straker.  When, how-
ever, another morning had come and I found that, beyond
the arrest of young Iitzroy Simpson, nothing had been
done, I felt. that it was time for me to take action. Yet
in some ways I feel that yesterday has not been wasted.”

« You have formed a theory then ?”

« At least [ have a grip of the essential facts of the
case. I shall enumerate them to you, for nothing clears
up g case so much as stating it to another person, and I
can hardly expect your co-operation if 1 do mnot show you
the position from which we start.”

I lay back against the cushions, puffing at my cigar,
while Holmes, leaning forward, with his long thin fore-
tinger checking off the points upon the palm of his left
hand, gave me a sketch of the events which had led to our
journey. .

« Silver Blaze,” said he, “is from the Isonomy stock,
and holds as brilliant a record as his famous ancestor. 1le
is now in his fifth year, and has brought in turn each of
the prizes of the turf to Colonel Ross, his fortunate
owner. Up to the time of the catastrophe he was first
favourite for the”Wessex Cup, the betting being three to
one on. e has always, however, been a prime favourite
with the racing public, and has never yet disappointed
them, so that even at short odds enormous sums of money
have been laid upon him. It is obvious, therefore, that
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there were many people who had the strongest interest in
preventing Silver Blaze from being there at the fall of the
flag next Tuesday.

“This fact was, of course, appreciated at King's
Pyland, where the Colonel's training stable is situated.
Every precaution was taken to guard the favourite. The
trainer, John Straker, is a retired jockey, who rode in
Colonel Ross’s colours before he became too heavy for the
weighing chair. e has served the Colonel for five years
as jockey, and for seven as trainer, and has always shown
himself to be a zealous and honest servant.  Under him
were three lads, for the establishment was a small one,
containing only four horses in all.  One of these lads sat
up each night in the stable, while the others slept in the
loft.  All three hore excellent, characters.  John Straker,
who is a married man, lived in a small villa about two
hundred yards from the stables. Ile has no children,
keeps one maid-servant, and is comfortably off. _The
country round is very lonely, but about half a mile to
the north there is a small cluster of villas which have
been built by a Tavistock contractor for the use of in-
valids and others who may wish to enjoy the pure Dart-
moor air. Tavistock itself lics two miles to the west,
while across the moor, also about two miles distant, is the
larger training establishment of Capleton, which belongs
to Lord Backwater, and is managed hy Silas Brown. In
every other direction the moor is a complete wilderness,
inbabited only by a few roaming gipsies.  Such was the
general situation last Monday night, when the catastrophe
occurred.

“On that evening the horses had been exercised and
watered as usual, and the stables were locked up at nine
oclock. Two of the lads walked up to the trainer’s house,
Wwhere they had supper in the kitchen, while the third, Ned
Huntel} remained on guard. At a few minutes after
Nine the maid, Edith Baxter, carried down to the stables
].}lS supper, which consisted of a dish of curried mutton.
She took no liquid, as there was 1 water-tap in the stables,
and it was the rule that the lad on duty should drink
nothing else, The maid carried a lantern with her,
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as it was very dark, and the path ran across the open
moor.

“Edith Baxter was within thirty yards of the stables
when a man appeared out. of the darkness and called to
lier to stop.  As he stepped into the circle of yellow light.
thrown by the lantern she saw that he was a persoﬁ of
gentlemanly bearing, dressed in a grey suit of tweed with
a cloth cap. lle wore gaiters, and carried a heavy stick
with a knob to it.  She was most impressed, however, by
the extreme pallor of his face and by the nervousness of
his manner. His age, she thought, would be rather over
thirty than under it.

“<(an you tell me where I am?’ he asked. ¢I had
almost made up my mind to sleep on the moor when 1
saw the light of your lantern.’

«¢You are close to the King’s Pyland training stables,’
she said.

«eOh, indeed! What a stroke of luck !’ he cried. <1
understand that a stable boy sleeps there alone every
night. Perhaps that is his supper which you are carrying
to him. Now I am sure that you would not be too proud
to earn the price of a new dress, would you?’ He took a
piece of white paper folded up out of his waistcoat poclket.
¢See that the boy has this to-night, and you shall have
the prettiest frock that money can buy.

«She was frightened by the earnestness of his manner,
and ran past him to the window through which she was
aceunstomed to hand the meals. It was already open, and
Hunter was seated at the small table inside. She had
begun to teil him of what had happened, when the
stranger came up again.

« ¢Good evening,” said he, looking through the window,
¢ T wanted to have a word with you." The girl has sworn
that as he spoke she noticed the corner of the little paper
packet protruding from his closed hand.

« ¢ What business have you here ? " asked the lad.

«¢It’s business that may put something into your
pocket,’ said the other. ¢You've two horses in for the
Wessex Cup—Silver Blaze and Bayard. Let me have the
straight tip, and you won't be a loser. Is it a fact that at



) MENOIRS OF SHERLOCK HOLIES.

the weights Bayard could give the other a hundred  yards
in five furlongs, and that the stable have put their money
on him ?”’ .

“¢So you're one of those damnefd touts,” eried th’e Iad.
¢ I'll show you how we serve them in King’s Pyland.” lle
sprang up and rushed across the stable to unloose the dog.
The girl fled away to the house, but ax sh.e ran s<he looked
back, and saw that the stranger was leaning through the
window. A minute later, however, when Ilunter rust.el
out with the hound he was gone, and though the lad ran
all round the buildings he failed to find any frace of him.”

“One moment ! " I asked.  “Did the stable hoy, when
he ran out with the dog, leave the door unlocked behindd
him ?” )

“ Excellent, Watson ; excellent ! murmured my com-
panion.  “The importance of the point struck me s,
forcibly, that I sent a special wire to Dartmoor yesterday
to clear the matter up.  The boy locked the door hefore
he left it. The window, T may add, was not large enongly
for a man to get through.

“ Hunter-waited until Lis fellow grooms had returned,
when he sent a message up to the trainer and told him
what had oceurred.  Straker was excited at hem‘ing the
account, although he does not scem to have quite realized
its true significance. It left him, however, vaguely un-
easy, and Mrs, Straker, waking at one in the morning,
found that he was dressing. In repl ¥ to her inquiries, he
said that Le could not sleep on account of lis anxiety
about the horses, and that he intended to walk down to
the stables to see that all was well. . She begged him to
remain at home, as she could hear the rain pattering
against the windows, but in spite of her entreaties he
pulled on his large mackintosh ang left the house.

“ Mrs. Straker awoke at seven in the morning, to find
that her husband had not yet returned.  She dressed her-
self hastily, called the maid, and set off for the stables.
The door was open ; inside, huddled together upon a
chair, Hunter was sunk in a state of absolute stupor, the

favourite's stall was empty, and there were no signs of his
trainer.



‘A MAN APPEARED OUT OF THE DARKNESS.”

[Page 5.
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< The two lads who sleit in the chaff-cntting loft ahove
the harness-room were quickly aroused. They had heard
nothing during the mght, for they are both sound sleepers.
Hunter was obviously under the influence of some power-
ful drug ; and, as nc sen=e could be got out of him, he was
left to sleep 1t oft whilz the two lads and the two women
ran out m search of the absentees. They still had hopes
that the trainer had for some season taken out the horse
for early exercise but on ascending the knoll near the
house, from which all the neighbouring moors were visible,
they not only coula see no signs of the favourite, but they
pcrcei\'od something which warned them that they were
in the presenee of a tragedy.

¢ About a quarter of a mile from the stables, John
Stpaker's overcoat was flapping from a furze bush. Im-
mediately heyond there wasa bowl-shaped depression in the
moor, and at the bottom of this was found the dead body
of the unfortunate trainer. His head had been shattered
by a savage blow from some heavy weapon, and he was
wounded in the thigh where there was a long, clean cut,
inflicted evidently by some veiy sharp instrument. Tt
was clear, however, that Straker had detended himself
\'igorously agamst his assailants, for in his right hand he
hold a small knife, which was clotted with blood up to the
handle, while in his left he grasped a red and black silk
cravat, which was recogmised by the maid as having been
worn on the preceding evening Dy the stranger who had
visited the stables.

« Hunter, on recovering from his stupor, was alse quite
Jositive as to the ownership of the cravat. He was
equally certain that the same stranger had, while stand-
ing at the window, :lrllgge(l his curried mutton, and so
deprived the stables of their watchman,

« As to the missing horse, there were abundant proofs
in the mud which lay at the bhottom of the fatal hollow,
that Le had heen there at the time of the struggle. But
from that morning he has disappeared ; and although a
large reward has been offered, and all the gipsies of Dart-
moor are on the alert, no news has come of him. Finally
an analysis has shown that the remains of his supper, left



(] MEMNOIRS OF SHERLOCK 1{01AFES.

by the stable lad, contain an appreciable quantity of pow-
dered opium, while the people of the house partook of the
same dish on the same night without any ill cffect.

“Those are the main facts of the case, stripped of all
surmise and stated as baldly as possible. 1 shall now
recapitulate what the police have doue in the matter,

% Inspector Gregory, to whom the case has heen com-
mitted, is an extremely competent officer.  Were he but
gifted with imagination he might rise to great heights in
his profession. On his arrival he promptly found and
arrested the man upon whom suspicion naturally rested.
There was little difficulty in finding him, for he was
thoroughly well known in the neighbourhood. Ilis name,
it appears, was Fitzroy Simpson. He was a man of excellent
birth and education, who had squandered a fortune upon
the turf, and who lived now by doing a little quict and
genteel hookmaking in the sporting clubs of London.
An examination of his betting-hook shows that bets to
the amount of five thousand pounds had been registered
by him against the favourite.

“On being arrested he volunteered the statcment that
he had come down to Dartmoor in the lope of getting
some information about the Kings Pyland horses, and
also about Desborough, the second favourite, which was in
charge of Silas Brown, at the Capleton stables. e did
not attempt to deny that he had acted as described upon
the evening before, but declared that hie had no sinister
designs, and had simply wished to obtain first-hand in-
formation. When confronted with the cravat he turned
very pale, and was utterly unable to account t:or its
presence in the hand of the murdercd man. His wet
clothing showed that he had been out in the storm of the
night before, and his stick, which was a Penzmg. lawyer,
weighted with lead, was just such a weapon as might, by
repeated blows, have inflicted the terrible injuries to
which the trainer had succumbed- )

“On the other hand, there was 10 wo'und upon his
person, while the state of Straker’s knife ‘.‘ I)l}}d show that
one, at least, of his assailants must hear ey A"““'k upon
Lim. There you have it all in a nutshell, Watson, and if
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you can give me any light I shall be infinitely obliged to
vou.’

I had listened with the greatest interest to the state-
ment which Holmes, with characteristic clearness, had lail
before me. Though most of the facts were familiar to me,
I had not sufficiently appreciated theirrelative importance,
nor their connection with cach other.

¢ Is it not possible,” I suggested, *“that the incised
wound upon Straker may have been caused by his own
knife in the convulsive struggles which follow any brain
injury ?”

‘]t is more than possible ; it is probable,” suaid ITolmes.
«In that case, one of the main points in favour of the
accused disappears.”

« And vet,” said I, “even now I fail to understand what
the theory of the police can be.”

«] am afraid that whatever theory we state has very
grave objections’ to it,” rc:turned my COIIEl)allioll. _ “The
1io]i<:(x imagine, 1 take it, tha_t tl}ls Fitzroy Sunp‘son,
having drugged the lad, and having in some way obtained
a duplicate key, opened the stable door, and took out the
horse, with the intention, apparently, of l<1(!!1111)11111g him
altogether. His bridle is missing, so that Simpson must
have put it on.  Then, having left the door open behind
him, he was leading the horse away over the.moor, when
lie was either met or overtaken hy the trainer. A row
naturally ensued, Simpson beat out the trainer’s brains
with his heavy stick without receiving any injury from the
<mall knife which Straker used in self-defence, and then
the thief either led the horse on to some secret hiding-
place, or else it may have bolted durmg‘ the struggle, and
be now wandering out on thq Moors. llmt.ls. the case as
it appears to the police, and improbable as it is, all other
explanations are more improbable still. However, I shall
very quickly test the matter when I am once upon the
spot, and until then I really cannot see how we can get
much further than our present position.”

It was evening before we reached the little town of
Tavistock, which lies, like the hess of a shield, in the
middle of the huge circle of Dartmoor. Two gentlemen
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were awaiting us at the station; the one a tall fair man
with lion-like hair and beard, and curiously penetrating
light blue eyes, the other a small nl.ort, person, very neat
and dapper, in a frock-coat and gaiters, with trim little
side-whiskers and an eye-glass.  The latter was Colone]
Ross, the well-known sportsman, the other Inspector
(iregory, & Man who was rapidly making hiz name in the
English detective service.

«1 am delighted that you have come down, Mr.
Holmes,” said the Colonel, «Tle Inspector here has
done all that could possibly be suggested ; but T wish to
leave N0 stone'unturue(_l in i;}'ymg to avenge poor Straker,
and in recovering my horse."

«Have there been any fresh developments ¥ ™ asked
Holmes. .

«] am sorry to say that we have made very little
progress,” said the Inspector. ¢ We have an open car-
riage outside, and as you would no doubt. like to see the
place before the light fails, we might talk it over as we
drive.”” .

A minute later we were all seated in a comfortuble
landau and were rattling through tle quaint old Devon-
shire town. Inspector Giregory was full of his case, and
poured out a stream of remarks, while Ilolmes threw in
an occasional questlop ormterjection. ('olonel Rosx leanwd
hack with his arms iol.cle(l and his hat tilted over his eyes,
while I listened with interest to {])e dialogue of the two
detectives. Gregory was formulating his theory, which
was almost e:;ztctly what Holmes had foretold in the train.

«7he net is drawn pretty close round Fitzroy Simpson,”

emarked, “and I heliey 3 i
he remarked, “and I be leve myself that he 1s our man.
At the same time, I recognise that the evidence is purely
cl-chrgstantml, and that some new development may up-
set 1t.”

“ How about Straker's knife 7 »

“We have quite come to the conclusion that he
wounded himself in Lis fa)) *

“.0“3,{3;:3“31](1 Dr. Watson. made that suggostion to me as
Simp;on.” own.  If so, it would tel) against this man
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“ Undoubtedly. Ile hasneither a knife nor any sign of a
wound. The evidence against him is certainly very étrong.
He had a great interest in the disappearance of the
favourite, he lies under the suspicion of having poisoned
the stable boy, he was undoubtedly out in the storm, he
was armed with a heavy stick, and his cravat was found in
the dead man’s hand. I really think we have enough to
go before a jury.”

Iolmes shook his head. ¢ A clever counsel would tear
it all to rags,” said he. ¢ Why should he take the horse
out of the stable? If he wished to injure it, why could he
not do it there? Has a duplicate key heen found in his
possession ¥ What chemist sold him the powdered opium ?
Above all, where could he, a stranger to the district, hide
a horse, and such a horse as this? What is his own ex-
planation as to the paper which he wished the maid to
give to the stable boy ?”

# He says that it was a ten-pound note. (ne was fou‘ud
in hix purse. But your other difficulties are not so for-
midable as they seem. He is not a stranger to the dis-
trict. He has twice lodged at Tavistock in the summer.
The opium was probably brought from London. The key,
having served its purpose, would be hurled away. The
horse mav lie at the bottom of one of the pits or old mines
upon the moor.” .

“\What does he say about the cravat?”

« He acknowledges that it is his, and declares that he
had lost it. But a new element has been introduced into
the case which may account for his leading the horse from
the stable.”

Holmes pricked up his ears.

« We have found traces which show that a party of
gipsies encamped on Monday night within a mile of the
spot where the murder took place. On Tuesday they were
gone. Now, presuming that there was some understanding
between Simpson and these gipsies, might he not have
been leading the horse to them when he was overtaken,
and may they not have him now ? »

¢ It is certainly possible.”

The moor Is being scoured for these gipsies. [ have
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also examined every stable and outhouse in Tavistock, and
for a radius of ten miles.”

¢ There is another training stable quite close, I under-
stand ? ”

“Yes, and that is a factor which we must certainly not
neglect.  As Desborough, their horse, was second in the
betting, they had an interest in the disappearance of the
favourite. Silas Brown, the trainer, is known to have had
large bets upon the event, and he was no friend to poor
Straker. We have, however, examined the stables, and
there is nothing to connect him with the affair.”

“And nothing to conuect this man Simpson with the
interests of the Capleton stable ?

“Nothing at all.” -

Holmes leaned back in the carr
ceased. A few minutes later
neat little red-brick villa with overhanging caves, which
stood by the road. Some distance off, across a paddock,
lay a long grey-tiled out-building. In every other dirce-
tion the low curves of the moor, hronze-coloured from the
fading ferns, stretched away to the sky-line, broken only
by the steeples of Tavistock, and by a cluster of houses
away to the westward, which marked the Capleton stables.
We all sprang out with the exception of Holm:s, who
continued to lean hack with his eyes fixed upon the Sl{y in
front of him, entirely absorbed in his own thoughts.” It
was only when I touched his arm that he roused himself
with a violent start and stepped out of the carriage.

“Excuse me,” said he, turning to Colonel Ross, who
had looked at him in some surprise.  “I was day-dream-
ing.” There was a gleam in his eyes and a suppressed
excitement in his manner which convinced me, used as I
was to his ways, that his hand was upon a clue, though I
could not imagine where he had found it.

“ Perhaps you would prefer at once to go on Lo the scene
of the crime, Mr. Holmes ? said Gregory.

“I think that I should prefer to stay here a little and

g0 into one or two questions of detajl. Straker was brought
back here, I presume 2

“Yes, he lies upstairs.

inge and the conversation
our driver pulled up at a

The inquest is to-morrow."”
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¢ He has been in your service some years, (olonel
Ross?” i

“T have always found him an excellent servaut.”

“ [ presume that you made an inventory of what he had
in his pockets at the time of his death, Inspector ?*

“T have the things themselves in the sitting-room if
you would care to see them.” )

“I should be very glad.”

We all filed into the front room and sat round the
central table, while the Inspector unlocked a square tin
box and laid a small heap of things before us.  There was
a box of vestas, two inclies of tallow candle, an A.n.p. briar-
root pipe, a pouch of sealskin with half an ounce of long-
cut Cavendish, a silver watch with a gold chain, ﬁ?(*
sovereigns in go]d, an alumininm pencil-case,a few papers,
and an ivory-handled knife with a very delicate inflexible
blade marked Weiss and Co.. London,

«This is a very singular knife,” said Holmes, lifting it up
and examining it minutely. I presume, as I see blood-
stains upon it, that it is the one which was found in the dead
man's grasp. Watson, this knife is surely in your line.”

« Tt 15 what we call a cataract knife,” said I.

“1 thought so. A very delicate blade devised for very
delicate work. A strange thing for a man to carry with
him upon a rough expedition, especially as it would not
shut in his pocket.”

¢« The tip was guarded by a disc of cork which we found
beside his body,” said the Inspector. ¢ His wife tells us
that the knife had lain for some days upon the dressing-
table, and that he had picked it up as he left the room.
It was a poor weapon, but perbaps the best that he could
Jay his hand on at the moment.”

"« Very possibly.  How about these papers ?”

«Three of them are receipted hay-dealers’ accounts.
One of them is a letter of instructions from Colonel Ross.
This other is a milliner's account for thirty-seven pounds
fifteen, made out by Madame Lesurier, of Bond Strect, {o
William Darbyshire. Mrs. Straker tells us that Darby-
shire was a friend of her hushand’s, and that occasionallv
his letters were addressed here.” ’
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“ Madame Darbyshire had somewhat. expensive tastes,”
remarked Holmes, glancing down the account. & Twent y-
two guineas is rather heavy for a single costume.  1low-
ever, there appears to be nothing more to learn, and we
may now go down to the scene of the e¢rime.”

As we emerged from the sitting-room a woman who had
been waiting in the passage took a step forward and laid
her hand upon the Inspector’s sleeve. [lor face was
haggard, and thin, and eager; stamped with the print of
a recent horror.

“ Have you got them * Have you found them ¥ she
panted.

“No, Mrs. Straker; hut Mr. Holmes,
from London to help us, and we shall do
sible.”

“Surely I met you in Plymouth, at a garden party,
some little time ago, Mys. Straker,” said Holmes.

“No, sir; you are mistaken.”

“ Dear me ; why, I could have sworn to it.  You wore 2
costume of dove-coloured silk with ostrich feather trim-

here, has come
all that is pos-

ming.”

“I never had such a dress, sir,” answered the Jad Y.

“ Al ; that quite settles it,” said IHolmes; and, with an
apology, he followed the Inspector outside.” A short walk
across the moor took us to the hollow in which the body
had been found. At the brink of it was the furze bush
upon which the coat had been hun .

“There was no wind that night, I understand,” said
Holmes.

“None; but very heavy rajn.”

“In that case the overcoat w
furze bushes, but placed there.”

“Yes, it was laid across the bush.”

“You fill me wit]y interest. I perceive that the ground
has been trampled up a good deal. No doubt many fect
have been there since Monday night.”

“ A piece of mattin g has been laid here at the side, and
we have all stood upon that,”

“ Lxcellent.”
“In this

as not blown against the

bag I have one of the boots which Straker
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wore, one of Ifitzroy Simpson's shoes, and a cast horse-
shoe of Silver Blaze.”

“ My dear Inspector, you surpass yourself! ™

Holmes took the bag, and descending into the hollow
he pushed the matting into a more central position. Then
stretching himself upon his face and leaning his chin
upon his hands he made a careful study of the trampled
mud in front of him.

“ Halloa! " said he, suddenly, ¢ what’s this ? ¥

It was a wax vesta, half burned, which was so coated
with mud that it looked at first like a little chip of wood.

“I cannot think how I came to overlook it,” said the
Inspector, with an expression of annoyance.

“It was invisible, buried in the mud. I only saw it
because I was looking for it.”

“What! You expected to find it ?”

. “I thought it not unlikely.” He took the boots from
the bag and compared the impressions of each of them
with marks upon the ground. Then he clambered up to
the rim of the hollow and crawled about among the ferns
and bushes. ‘

¢ T am afraid that there are no more tracks,” said the
Inspector. “I have examined the ground very carefully
for a hundred yards in each direction.”

¢ Indeed!” said Holmes, rising, “1 should not have the
impertinence to do it again after what you say. But I
should like to take a little walk over the moors before it

rows dark, that I may know my ground to-morrow, and
I think that I shall put this horse-shoe into my pocket for
luck.”

Colonel Ross, who had shown some signs of impatience
at my companion’s quiet and systematic method of work,
glanced at his watch.

“I wish you would come back with me, Inspector,” said
he. ¢ Thereare several points on which I should like your
advice, and especially as to whether we do not owe it to
the public to remove our horse’s name from the entries for
the Cup.”

¢ (ertainly not,” cried Holmes, with decision; I
should let the name stand.”
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The Colonel bowed. “I am very glad to have had
your opinion, sir,” said he. “You will find us at poor
Straker’s house when you have finished your walk, and
we can drive together into Tavistock.”

He turned back with the Inspcetor, while Holmes and
[ walked slowly across the moor. The sun was beginning
to sink behind the stables of Capleton, and the long
sloping plain in front of us was tinged with gold, deepen-
ing into rich, ruddy brown where the faded ferns and
brambles caught the evening light. But the glories of
the landscape were all wasted upon my companion, who
was sunk in the deepest thought.

“It’s this way, Watson,” he said, at last. < We may
leave the question of who killed John Straker for the
instant, and confine ourselves to finding out what has
becone of the horse. Now, supposing that he broke
away during or after the tragedy, where could he have
gone to? The horse is a very gregarious creature. If
left to himself his instincts would have been elther'to
return to King’s Pyland or go over to Capleton. Why
should he run wild upon the moor? IHe would surely
have been seen by now. And why should gipsies kidnap
him? These people always clear out when they hear of
trouble, for they do not wish to be pestered by the police.
They could not hope to sell such a horse. They would
run a great risk and gain nothing by taking him. Surely
that is clear.”

“ Where is he, then ?”

¢TI have already said that he must have gone to King’s
Pyland or to Capleton. e is not at King’s Pyland, there-
fore he is at Capleton. Let us take that as a working
hypothesis, and see what it leads us to. This part of the
moor, as the Inspector remarked, is very hard and dry.
But it falls away towards Capleton, and you can see from
here that there is a long hollow over yonder, which must
have been very wet on Monday night. If our supposition
is correet, then the horse must have crossed that, and
there is the point where we should look for his tracks.”

We had been walking briskly during this conversation,
and a few more minutes brought us to the hollow in
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question. At Ilolmes’ request I walked down the bank
to the right, and he to the left, but I had net taken fifty
paces before I heard him give a shout, and saw him
waving his hand to me. 'lhe track of a horse was plainly
outlined in the soft earth in front of him, and the shoe
which he took from his pocket exactly fitted the im-
pression.

% See the value of imagination,” said Holmes. ¢TIt is
the one quality which Gregory lacks. We imagined
what might have happened, acted upon the auppoqtlon,
and fisid ourselves justified. Let us proceed.”

We crossed the marshy bottom and passed over a
quarter of a mile of dry, hard turf. Again the ground
sloped and again we came on the tracks. Then we lost
them for half a mile, but only to pick them up once more
quite close to Capleton. It was Holmes who saw them
first, and he stood pointing with a look of triumph upon
his face. A man’s track was visible beside the horse’s.

¢ 'The horse was alone before,” I cried.

¢ Quite so. It was alone before. Ilalloa! what is
this?”

The double track turned sharp off and took the direc-
tion of King’s Pyland. Holmes whistled, and we both
followed along after it. His eyes were on the trail, but I
happened to look a little to one side, and saw to my sur-
prise the same tracks coming back again in the opposite
direction.

“Qne for you, Watson,” said Holmes, when I pointed
it out; “you have saved us a long walk which would
have blouaht us back on our own traces. Let us follow
the return track.” :

We had not to go far. It ended at the paving of
asphalt which led up to the gates of the Capleton stables.
As we approached a groom ran out from them.

“ We don’t want any loiterers about hele,’ said he.

“T only wished to ask a question,” said Holmes, with
his finger and thumb in his waistcoat pocket. ¢ Should I
be too early to see your master, Mr. Silas Brown, if I were
to call at five o’clock to-morrow morning ? ”

¢ Bless you, sir, if anyone is about he will be, for he is
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always the first stirring. But here he is, sir, to answer
your questions for himself. No, sir, no; it’s as much as
my place is worth to let him see me touch your money.
Afterwards, if you like.”

As Sherlock Holmes replaced the half-crown which he
had drawn from his pocket, a fierce-looking elderly man
strode out from the gate with a hunting-crop swinging in
his hand.

“What’s this, Dawson?” he cried. “No gossiping!
Go about your business! And you—what the devil do
you want here ?”

“Ten minutes’ talk with you, my good sir,” said
Holmes, in the sweetest of voices.

“I've no time to talk to every gadabout. We want no
s;‘lt,l‘a;lgel's here. Be off, or you may find a dog at your

eels.”

Holmes leaned forward and whispered something in the
trainer’s ear. He started violently and flushed to the
temples.

“It’s a lie!” he shouted. « An infernal lie!”

“Very good! $Shall we argue about it here in public,
or talk it over in your parlour?”

“ Oh, come in if you wish to.”

Holnes smiled. <1 shall not keep you more than a
few minutes, Watson,” he said. *Now, Mr. Brown, I am
quite at your disposal.”

It was quite twenty minutes, and the reds had all faded
into greys before Holmes and the trainer reappeared.
Never have I seen such a change as had been brought
about in Silas Brown in that short time. His face was
ashy pale, beads of perspiration shone upon lhis brow, and
his hands shook until the hunting-crop wagged like a
branch in the wind. His bullying, overbearing manner
was all gone too, and he cringed along at my companion’s
side like a dog with its master.

“Your instructions will be done. It shall be done,”
said he.

¢ There must be no mistake,” said Holmes, looking

round at him. The other winced as he rcad the menace
in his eyes.
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« Oh, no, there shall be no mixtake. It shall be there.
Should I change it first or not 2 ™

Holmes thought a little and then burst out laughing.
% No, don’t,” said he. * I shall write to you about it. No
tricks now or: ?

% (h, you can trust me, vou can trust me!”

“You must see to it on the day as if it were your
own.”

“You can rely upon me.”

“Yes, I think I can. Well, you shall hear from me to-
morrow.” He turned upon his heel, disregarding the
trembling hand which the other held out to him, and we
set off for King's Pyland.

“ A more perfect compound of the bully, coward and
sneak than Master Silas Brown I have seldom met with,”
remarked Holmes, as we trudged along together.

« }e has the horse, then ?”

« He tried to bluster out of it, but I described to him so
exactly what his actions had been upon that morning, that,
lie is convinced that I was watching him. Of course, you
observed the peculiarly square toes in the impressions,
and that his own boots exactly corresponded to ‘them.
Again, of course, no subordinate would have dared to have
done such a thing. I described to him how when,
according to his custom, he was the first down, he per-
ceived a strange horse wandering over the moor; how he
went out to it, and his astonishment at recognising {rom
the white forehead which has given the favourite its uame
that chance had put in his power the only horse which
could beat the one upon which he had put his money.
Then I described how his first impulse had been to lead
him back to King's Pyland, and how the devil had shown
him how he could hide the horse until the race was over,
and how he had led it back and concealed it at Capleton.
When I told him every detail he gave it up, and thought
only of saving his own skin.”

< But his stables had been searched.”

¢ Oh, an old horse-faker like him has many a dodge.”

« But are you not afraid to leave the horse in his power
now, since he has every interest in injuring it ?”
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“My dear fellow, he will guard it as the apple of his
eye. He knows that his only hope of mercy is to produce
it safe.”

“ Colonel Ross did not impress me as a man who would
be likely to show much mercy in any case.”

“The matter does not rest with Colonel Ross. I follow
my own methods, and tell as much or as little as I choose.
That is the advantage of being unofficial. T don't know
whether you observed it, Watson, but the Colonel’s manner
has been just a trifle cavalier to me. I am inclined now
to have a little amusement at his expense.  Say nothing
to him ahout the horse.”

¢ Certainly not, without your permission.”

“And, of course, this is all quite a minor case com-
pared with the question of who killed John Straker.”

“And you will devote yourself to that ? »

“On the contrary, we both go hack to London by the
night train.”

I was thunderstruck by my friend's words. We had
only been a few hours in Devonshire, and that he should
give up an investigation which he had begun so brilliantly
was quite incomprehensible to me. Not a word more
could I draw from him until we y

vere back at the trainer’s
house. The Colonel and the Inspector were awaiting ns
in the parlour.

“My friend and I return to town by the midnight ex-
press,” said Holmes. «Wg have had a charming little
breath of your heautiful Dartmoor air.”

The Inspector opened his eyes, and the Colonel’s lip
curled in a sneer.

“So you despair of arre
Straker,” said he.

Holmes sln’ugged his shoulders. « There are certainly

grave difficulties in the way,” said he. I have every

ope, however, that your horse will start upon Tuesday,
and [ beg that you will have your jockey in readiness.
Might T ask for 4 photograph of Mr. John Straker?”

The Inspector took one from an envelope in his pocket
and handed it to him,

“My dear Gregory,

sting the murderer of poor

you anticipate all my wants. If I
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might ask vou to wait here for an instant, I have a ques-
tion which [ should like to put to the maid.”

“I must say that T am rather disappointed in our
London consultant,” said Colonel Ross, bluntly, as my
friend left the room. I do not see that we are any
further than when he came.”

“ At least, you have his assurance that your horse will
vun,” said I.

“Yes, I have his assurance,” said the Colonel, with a
shrug of his shoulders. I should prefer to have the
horse.”

I was about to make some reply in defence of my
friend, when he entered the room again.

“ Now, gentlemen,” said he, “I am quite ready for
Tavistock.”

As we stepped into the carriage one of the stable lads
held the door open for us. A sudden idea seemed to
occur to Holmes, for he leaned forward and touched the
lad upon the sleeve.

“You have a few sheep in the paddock,
« Who attends to them ?”

“T do, sir.”

« [{ave you noticed anything amiss with them of
late?” '

«Well, sir, not of much account; but three of them
have gone lame, sir.”

I could see that Holmes was extremely pleased, for he
chuckled and rubbed his hands together.

« A long shot, Watson; a very long shot!” said he,
pinching my arm. ¢ Gregory, let me recommend to your
attention this singular epidemic among the sheep. Drive
on, coachman!”

Colonel Ross still wore an expression which showed the
yoor opinion which he had formed of my companion’s
ability, but I saw by the Inspector’s face that his atten-
tion had been keenly aroused.

% You consider that to be important ?* he asked.

« Exceedingly so.”

«Js there any other point to which vou would wish to
draw my attention ?”

” he said.



26 MEMOIRS OF SHERLOCK HOLMES.

“To the curious incident of the dog in the night-
time.” o . .

“The dog did nothing in the night-time.

“That was the curious incident,” remarked Sherlock
Holmes.

Four days later Holmes and I were again in the train
bound for Winchester, to see the race for the Wessex Cup.
Colonel Ross met us, hy appointment, outsirl> the station,
and we drove in his drag to the course beyond the town.
His face was grave and his manner was cold in the ex-
treme.

“ I have seen nothing of my horse,” said he.

“I suppose that you would know him when you saw
him ?” asked Holmes. .

The Colonel was very angry. I have been on the t urt
or twenty years, and never was asked such a question
as that before,” said he. “A child would know Silver
Blaze with his white forehead and his mottled off fore
leg.”

¢ How is the betting ?”

“Well, that is the curious part of it.
got fifteen to one
shorter and shorter
one now.,”

“ Hum!” sajd Holmes.
that is clear!”

As the drag drew up in the enclosure near the grand

stand, I glanced at the card to see the entries. It ran:—
Wessex Plate. 50 sovs. each, h ft, with 1,000 sovs. added, for four

and five-year olds,  Sccond £300. Third £200. Ncw course (one mile

aud five furlongs),

1. Mr. Heath Newton’s The Negro (red cap, cinnamon jacket).

?. Colonel Wardlaw’s Pugilist (pink cap, bluc and black jacket).
Lord Backwater's Desborough (yellow eap and slecves).

4. Colonel Ross’s Silver Blaze black cap, red jacket).

5. Duke of Balmoaral’s Iris (yellow and {;luck stripes).

6. Lord Singleford’s Rasper (purple cap, black sleeves).

“We scratched our other one and put all hopes on

your word,” said the Colonel. « Why, what is that?
Silver Blaze favourite ?

You could have
yesterday, but the price has become
» until you can hardly get three to

“Sowmebody knows something,
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“Five to four against Silver Blaze!™ roared the ring.
“Iive to four against Silver Blaze! Fifteen to five again§t
Desborough! Five to four on the field! ™

*#There are the numbers up,” I cried. “They are all
six there.”

“ All six there! Then my horse is running,” cried the
Colonel, in great agitation. “But I don’t see him. My
colours have not passed.”

% Only five have passed. This must be he.”

As I spoke a powerful bay horse swept out from the
weighing inclosure and cantered past us, bearing on its
back the well-known black and red of the Colonel.

¢ That’s not my horse,” cried the owner. “That beast,
has not a white hair upon its body. What is this that you
have done, Mr. Holmes ?”

«Well, well, let us see how he gets on,” said my
friend, imperturbably. For a few minutes he gazed
through my field-glass, ¢ Capital ! An exc:elleut start!”
he cried suddenly. ¢ There they are, coming round the
curve!” .

From our drag we had a superb view as they came up
the straight. The six horses were so close together that a
carpet could have covered them, but half way up the
vellow of the Capleton stable showed to the front. Before
they reached us, however, Desborough’s bolt was shot,and
the Colonel’s horse, coming away \\:1th a rush, passed the
post a good six lengths beforp its rival, the Duke of
Balmoral’s Iris making a bad third.

«It’s my race anyhow,” gasped the Colonel, passing his
hand over his eyes. I confess that I can make neither
head nor tail of it. Don’t you think that you have kept
up your mystery long enough, Mr. Holmes?” .

« (ertainly, Colonel. You shall know everything. Let us
all goround and havea look at the horse together. Here he
is,” he continued, as we made our way into the weighing
inclosure where only owners and their friends find ad-
mittance. “You have only to wash his face and bhis leg
in spirits of wine and you will find that he is the same old
Silver Blaze as ever.”

“You take my breath away!”
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«] found him in the hands of a faker, and took the
liberty of running him just as he was sent over.”

“My dear sir, you have done wonders. The horse
looks very fit and well. It never woent better in its life.
I owe you a thousand apologies for having donbted your
ability. You have done me a great service by recovering
my horse. You would do me a greater still if vou ecould
lay your hands on the murderer of John Straker.”

“T have done so,” said Holmes, quietly.

The Colonel and I stared at him in amazement.
“You have got him! Where is he, then?”

“ He is here.”

“IHere! Where?”

“In my company at the present moment.”

The Colonel flushed angrily. “I quite recognise that I
am under obligations to you, Mr. Holmes,” said he, ¢ hut
I must regard what you have just said as either a very
bad joke or an insult.”

Sherlock Holmes laughed. ¢TI assure you that I have
not associated you with the crime, Colonel,” said he;
s the’ real murderer is standing immediately behind
you!”

He stepped past and laid his hand upon the glossy neck
of the thoroughbred.

“The horse!” cried both the Colonel and myself.

“Yes, the horse. And it may lessen his guilt if I say
that it was done in self-defence,and that John Straker was
a man who was entirely unworthy of your confidence.
But there goes the bell ; and as I stand to win a little on
this next race, I shall defer a more lengthy explanation
until a more fitting time.”

We had the corner of a Pullman car to ourselves that
evening as we whirled back to London, and I fancy that
the journey was a short one to Colonel Ross as weli as to
myself, as we listened to our companion’s narrative of the
events which had occurred at the Dartmoor training
stables upon that Monday night, and the means by which
he had unravelled them.

“] confess,” said he, “ that any theories which I had
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formed from the newspaper reports were entirely erroneous.
Aund yet there were indications there, had they not been
overlaid by other details which concealed their true import.
I went to Devonshire with the conviction that Fitzroy
Simpson was the true culprit, although, of course, T saw
that the evidence ngaiust him was by no means complete.
« It was while I was in the carriage, just as we reached
the trainer’s house, that the immense significance of the
curried mutton occurred to me. You may remember
that I was distrait, and remained sitting after you had all
alighted. 1 was marvelling in my own mind how I
overlooked so obvious a clue.”

could possibly have ,
the Colonel, ¢ that even now I cannot

«I confess,” said

see how it helps us.” » . . .
«It was the first link in my chain of reasoning.

Powdered opium is by 1o means tasteless. The flavour1s
not disagreeable, but it is preceptible. Were it mixed
with any ordinary dish, the eater would undoubtedly
detect it, and would probably eat no more. A curry was
exactly the medium which would disguise this taste.
By no possible Supposition could this stranger, Fi'tzroy
Simpson, have caused cwry to be served in the trainer’s
family that night, and it is surely too monstrous a coin.ci-
dence to suppose that he happer}ed to come u]qug with
powdered opium upon the very night \\‘hgu a dish hap-
pened to be served which would disguise the Havour.
"I'hat is unthinkable. Therefore Simpson becomes elimi-
nated from the case, and our attention centres upon
Straker and his wife, the only two people who could have
chosen curried mutton for supper that night. The opium
was added after the dish was set aside for the stable boy,
for the others had the samne for supper with no .111 effects.
Which of them, then, had access to that dish without the

aid seeing them?
m’::(}geforecdecidiug that question I had grasped the
significance of the silence of the dog, for one true in-
ference invariably suggests others. The Simpson inci-
dent had shown me that a dog was kept in the stables, and
yet, though someone bad been in and had fetched out a
horse. he had not barked enough to arouse the two lads
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in the loft. ~ Obviously the midnight visitor was someme
whom the dog knew well.

“I was already convinced, or almost convinced, that
John Straker.went down to the stables in the dead of the
night and took out Silver Blaze. IFor what purpose ?
For a dishonest one, obviously, or why should he drug his
own stable boy? And yet I was at a loss to know why.
There have heen cases before now where trainers have
made sure of great sums of money by laying against their
own horses, through agents, and then prevented them
from winning by fraud. ~Sometimes it is g pulling jockey.
Sometimes it is some surer and subtler means. What was
it here? I hoped that the contents of his pockets might
help me to form a conclusion.

“And they did so. You cannot have forgotten the
singular knife which was found in the dead man’s hand, a
lnife which certainly no sane man would choose for a
weapon. It was, as Dr. Watson told us, a form of knife
which is used for the most delicate operations known in
surgery. And it was to be used for g delicate operation
that night. You must know, with your wide experience
of turf matters, Colonel Ross, that it je possible to make a
slight nick upon the tendons of a horse’s ham, and to do
it subcutaneously so as to leave absolutely no trace, A
liorse so treated would develop a slight lameness which
would he put down to a strain in exercise or a touch of
rhieumatism, but never to foul play.”

“Villain! Scoundrel! ” cried the Colonel.

“We have here the éxplanation of why John
wished to take the horse out on to the moor.
a creature would have certainly roused the
sleepers when it felt the prick of the knife,
lutely necessary to do it in the open air,”

“I have been blind !” cried the Colonel,
that was why he needed the candle,
match.”

“Undoubtedly. But in examining his belongings, I
was fortunate enough to discover, not, only the method of
the crime, but even its motives, As a man of the world,
Colonel, you know that men do not carry other people’s

Straker

So spirited
soundest of
It was abso-

“Of course,
and struck the
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bills about in their pockets. We have most of us quite
enough to do to settle our own. I at once concluded that
Straker was leading a double life, and keeping a second es-
tablishment. The nature of the bill showed that there
was a lady in the case, and one who had expensive tastes.
Liberal as you are with your servants, one bardly expects
that they can buy twenty-guinea walking dresses for their
women. I questioned Mrs. Straker as to the dress with-
out her knowing it, and having satisfied myself that it
Lad never reached her, I made a note of the milliner's
address, and felt that by ¢ ling there with Straker’s
photograph, I could easily dispose of the mythical Darby-
shire.
“Jrom th
out the horse to
invisible. Simpson, in his

at time on, all was plain. Straker had led
2 hollow where his light would be
flight, had dropped his crovat,
and Straker had picked it up with some idea, perheps,
‘that he might use it in securing the horse’s leg. Once iu
the hollow he had got behind the horse, and had struck a
light, but the creature, frightened at the sudden glare,
and with the strange instinet of animals feeling that some
mischief was intended, had lashed out, and the steel shoe
had struck Straker full on the forehead. He had already,
in spite of the rain, taken off his overcoat in order to do
his delicate task, and so, as he fell, his knifc gashed his
thigh. Dol make it clear?”

& Wonderful ! * cried the Colonel. ¢ Wonderful! You
might have been there.”

« My final shot wwas, I confess, a very long one. It
struck me that so astute a mau as Straker would not
undertake this deiicate tendop-nicl\"ing without a little
practice. What could he practise on? .My eves fell upon
the sheep, and I asked a question which, rzlther to my
surprise, showed that my surmise was correct.”

¢ Vou have made i* perfzctly clear, Mr. Holmes.”

«\When I returned to andon I called upon the milli-
ner, who at once recognised Straker as an excellent
customer, of the name cf l)qrbyslnre, who llq(l a very dash-
ing wife with a strong partiality for expensive dresses. I
have no doubt that this woman had plunged him over head
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and ears in debt, and so led him into this miserable
plot.”

“You have explained all but one thing,” cried the
Colotiel. ¢ Where was the horse ?”

¢ Ah, it bolted and was cared for by one of your neigh-
bours. We must have an amnesty in that directiou, [
think. This is Clapbam Junction, if I am not mistaken,
and we shall be in Victoria in less than ten minutes. If
you care to smoke a cigar in our rooms, Colonel, I shall be

haPlf}' to give you any other details which might interest
you.
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THE YELLOW TACE.

N publizhing these short skefches, hased upon
the numerous cases which my companion’s
singular gifts have made me the listener to,
and cventually the actor in some strange
drama, it is only natural that I should dwell
rather upon lLis successes than upon his failures. And
thig is not so much for the sake of his reputation, for
indeed it was when he was at his wits’ end that his
energy and hLis versatility were most admirable, but
hecause where e failed it happened too often that no one
else suceeeded, and that the tale was left for ever without
a conclusion. Now and again, however, it chanced that
even when he erred the truth was still discovered. I
have notes of some half-dozen cases of the kind, of which
the affair of the second stain, and that which I am now
ahout to recount are the two which present the strongest.
features of interest.

Sherlock Holmes was a man who seldom took exercise
for exercise’s sake. Iew men were capable of greater
muscular effort, and he was undoubtedly one of the finest
hoxers of his weight that I have ever seen; but he looked
upon aimless bodily exertion as a waste of energy, and he
seldom bestirred himself save where there was some profes-
sional object to be served. Then he wasabsolutely untir-
ing and indefatigable. That he should have kept himself
in training under such circumstances is remarkable, but. his
diet was usually of the sparest, and his habits were simple
to the verge of austerity. Save for the occasional use of
cocaine he had no vices, and he only turned to the drug

D

Xc)




4 MENOIRS OF SHERLOCK HOL]/S.

as a protest against the nionotony of (:xish-nvv when eases
were scanty and'the papers uninteresting.

One day in early spring he had =0 far yelaxed as to o
for & walk with me in the Purk, where the first faint
shoots of green were breaking out upon the chns, and the
sticky spearheads of the chestnuts were Just beginning
to burst into their five-fold leaves. For two hours we
rambled about together, in silence for the most part, as
hefits two iten who know each other intimately, It was
nearly five hefore we were hack in Baker Street once
more.

“Beg pardon, sir,” said our page-boy, as he opened
the dvory “there’s been a gentleman here
sir.”

Holmes gianced reproachfully at me. «So much for
afternoon walks!” said he. ¢ ITas this gentleman gone,
then? @

“Yey, sir”

SDidu't you ask him in?2”

“Yes, sir; he came in.”

“How long did he wait 2

“Ialf an hour, sir.  He was a very restless gentleman,
sir, a=walkin® and a-stampin’ all the time he was here. 1
wis waitin® outside the door, sir, and I could hear him.
At last he goes out into the Passage and he cries: ¢ Is

that man never goin’ to come ?’ Those were his very
words, sir. ¢ You'll ouly need to wait a ljttle longer,’ says
L. ¢Then I'll wait in the open air, for 1 feel half choked,’
savs hie. ¢Tl be hack before long,” and with that he ups
and he outs, and all T could say wouldn’t hold him back.”

“ Well, well, you did your best,” said Holmes, as we
walked into our room.” “Jt's very annoying though,
Watson. T was badly in need of a case, and this looks,
from the man’s impatience, as if it were of importance.
Halloa! that’s not your pipe on the table! Ile must
Lave left Lis behind him. A nice old briar, with a good
long stem of what the tobaceonists call amber. I wonder
how many real amber mouthpieces there are in London.
Some people think a fly in it is a sign.  Why, it is quite
a branch of trade, the putting of sham flies into the sham

asking for you,
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amber. Well, he must have heen disturhed in his mind
to lol\e a pipe behind him which he evidently values
highly.”

* How do you know that he values it highly?” I asked.

“Well, I should put the original cost of the pipe at
seven-and- -sixpence.  Now it ]1.1~ you sce, been twice
mended : onee in the wooden stem and once in the amber.

Sach of these mends, done, as you observe, with silver
hands, must have cost more than the pipe il originally.
The man must value the pipe highly when he prefers to
patch it up rather than buy a new one with the same
money.”

“ Anything else ?” I asked, for Holmes was turning the
pipe about in his hand and staring at it in his peculiar,
pensive way.

He held it up and tapped on it with his long, thin

forefinger as a professor might who was ](‘Ltllllllﬂ‘ on a
bone. -
“ Pipes are occasionally of extraordinary interest,” said
he. *Nothing has more individuality save, perhaps,
watches and hootlaces. The indications here, however,
are neither very marked nor very important. The owner
is obviously a muscular man, left-handed, with an ex-
cellent. set of teeth, careless in his habits, and with no
need to practise economy.”

My friend threw out the information in a very oft-hand
way, but I saw that he cocked his eye at me to see if I
bad followed his reasoning.

“You think a man must be well-to-do if he smokes a
seven-shilling pipe? ” said I.

«This is Grosvenor mixture at eightpence an ounce,”
Holmes answered, knocking a little out on his palm. “As
he might get an excellent smol\e for half the price, he
has no need to practise economy.”,

« And the oth® points?”

“He has heen in the habit of lighting his pipe at lamps
and gas-jets. You can see that it is quite charred all
down one side. Of course, a mateh could not have done
that. 'Why should a man hold a match to the side of his
pipe ? But you cannot light it at a lamp without getting
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the howl charred. And it is on the vight side of the
pipe.  From that I gather that he is a lefi-handed man.
You lold your cwn pipe to the lamp, and see how nat urally
you, being right-handed, hold the left side to the Hame
You might do it once the other way, but not as a con-
stancy.  Tlus has always been halé 0. Then he hax
hitten through his amber. It takes a muscular, energetic
fellow, and one with a good set of teeth to do that.  Dul
if T am not. mistaken I hear him upon the stair, so we shall
have somethimg more nteresting than his pipe to sfudy.”

Aninstant later our door opened, and a tall young man
entered the room. He was well hut quietly dressed in a
dark-grey suit, and carried a hrown wide-awake in his
hand.” I should have put-him at about thirty, though he
was really some years older.

“TIbe: your pardon,” said he, with some cinbarrassment;
*“Lsuppose I should have knocked. Yex, of course 1
should bhave knocked. The fact is that I an a little
upset, and you must, put it all down tothat.” [le passed
his hand over his forehead like & man who is half dazed,
and then fell, rather than sat, down upon a chair.

“I can see that ~cu have not slept for a night or two,”
szid Holmes, in his easy, genial way.  “That tries a man's
nerves more than work, and more
May T ask how I can help you?”

“I wanted your advice, sir. I don’t know what to do,
and my whole life seems to have gone to pieces.”

“You wish to employ me as a consulting detective ?”

“Not that only. I want your opinion as a judicious
man—as aman of the world. I want to know what I ought
to do next. T hope to (tod you'll be able to tell me.”

Ile spoke in little, sharp, Jerky outbursts, and it seemed
to me that to speak at all ‘was very painful to him, and
that his will all through was overriding his inclinations.

“It’s a very delicate thing,” said he. “One does not
like to speak of one’s domestic affairs to strangers. It
seems dreadful to discuss the conduct of one’s wife with
two men whom I have never seen hefore. It's horrible to

have to do it.  But I've got. to the end of my totfh& and
I must have advice.”

even than pleasure.
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“ My dear Mr. Grant Munro——" began ITolmes.

Our visitor sprang from his chair, ¢ What ! e cried.
“You know my name?”

“If you wish to preserve your Zncoynito,” said Holmes,
~mllm«r “T should “suggest that you cease to write your
name upon the lining of your hat, or else that you turn
the crown towards the person \\hom you are .1ddle~~1mr
I was about to say that my friend and I have listened
to many strange secrets in this room, and that we have
lad the good fortune to bring peace to many troubled
souls. I trust that we may do as much for you. Might
I beg you, as time may prove to be of ]ll]l)Ol’t'm(.(’ to
furnish me with the facts of your case without further
delay ?7

Qur visitor again passed his hand over his forehead as if
he found it bitterly hard. Irom every gesture and ex-
pression I could see that he was a lewne(l self-contained
man, with a dash of pride in his nature, more likely to
hide his wounds than to expose them. Then suddenly,
with a ferce gesture of his closed hand, like one who
throws reserve to the winds, he began.

“The facts are these, Mr. I[olme.x,’ said he. “Tama
married man, and have been so for three years. During
that time my wife and I have loved each other as fondly,
and lived as happily, as any two that ever were joined.
We have not had a (hﬂelence, not one, in thought, or
word, or deed. And now, since last Monday, there has
suddenly sprung up a barrier hetween us, and I find that
there is something in her life and in her thoughts of
which [ know as little as if she were the woman who
brushes hy me in the street. We are (ﬁl}ll_]_g_(‘(l, and 1
want to know why. .

“Now there is one thing I want to impress upon you
hefore I go any further, Mr. Holmes: Effie loves me.
Don't let there be any mistake about that. She loves me
with her whole heart and soul, and never more than now.
I know it, I feel it. I don’t “want, to argue about that.
A man can tell easily enough when a woman loves him.
But there’s this secret between us, and we can uever be
thie same until it is cleared.”
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< Kindly let me have the facts, Mr. Munro,” said Iolmes,
with some impaticence,

“I'll tell you what I know about Tfte's history,  She
wax a widow when I met her first, though quite young -
only twenty-five. Her name then was. Mrs, Ielron. She
went out to America when she was young and lived in the
town of Atlanta, where she married this Hebron, who was
a lawyer with a good practice. They had one child, hut.
the yellow fever broke out badly in the Place, and hoth
hushand and child died of it. 1 have seen his deatl cor-
tificate.  This sickened her of America, and she came
back to live with a maiden aunt at Pinner, in Middlesex.
I may meution that her hushand had left her comfortably
oft, and that she had a capital of about four thousand five
hundred pounds, which had been so well investe
that it returned an average of 7 per cent.
been six months at Pinner wle
love with each other, and we m
wards.

“Lama hop merchant myself, and as 1 have
of seven or eight hundred, we found our
off, and took a nice eighty-poun(l-u-yem' villa at Norbury.
Our little place was very countrified, considering that it,
s 50 close to town. We had an inn and two houses a little
above us, aud a single cottage at the other side of the
ficld which faces us, and except those there were no
Liouses until you get half-way to the station. My business
took me into town at certain seasons, but in summer
I had less to do, and then in our country home my wife
and I were just as happy as could be wished, I tell you
that there never was a shadow between us until this
accursed affair began,

“ There’s one thing I ought to tell you before I go fur-
ther.  When we married, mn y wife miade over all her
property to me—rather against my will, for I saw how
awkward it would be if my business affairs went wrong.
However, she would have it so, and it was done. Well,
about six wecks ago she came to me.

“* Juck,’ said she, ¢ when you took my money you said
that if ever I wanted any I was to ask you for it.’

d by him
She had only
n I met her; we fell in
arried a few weeks after-

an income
selves comtortably
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¢ Certainly,’ said I, ¢it's all your own.

“¢Well," said she, ¢ I want a hundred pommds.

“I was a bit staggered at this, for T had imagined it
was simply 2 new dress or something of the kind that she
was after.

“¢What on earth for ?’ I asked.

“¢(Oh, said she, in her playful way, ¢ you said that vou
were only my bauker, and bankers never ask guestions,
you know.’

“¢If you really mean it, of course you shall have the
money,’ said I.

¢ Oh, yes, [ really mean it.’

“¢ And you won't tell me what you want it for ?°

“¢ Some day, perhaps, but not, just. at present, Jack.

“Sn I had to be content with that, though it was the
first time that there had ever been any secret between us,
I gave her a chieque, and I never thought any more of the
matter. It may havenothing to do with what came after-
wards, but I thought it only right to mention it.

“Well, I told you jugt now that there is a cottage not.
far from our hiouse. There is just a field between us, but,
to reach it you have to go along the road and then tum
down a lane. Just beyond it is a nice little grove of
scoteh firs, and I used to be very fond of strolling down
there, for trees are always neighbourly kinds of things.
The cottage had been standing empty this eight months,
and it was a pity, for it was a pretty two-storied place,
with an old-fashioned porch and honeysuckle about it. I
have stood many a time and thought what a neat little
homestead it would make.

« Well, last Monday evening I was taking a stroll down
that way, when I met an empty van coming up the lane,
and saw a pile of carpets and things lying about on the
grass-plot beside the porch. It was clear that the cottage
had at last been let. I walked past it, and then stopping,
as an idle man might, I ran my eye over it, and wondercd
what sort of folk they were who had come to live so near
us. And as I looked I suddenly became aware that a face
was watching me out of one of the upper windows.

«I don’t know what there was about that face, Mr,

\
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Holmes, but it seemed to send a chill right down my
back. I was some little way oft, xo that I could not make
out the features, but there was something unnatural and
inhuman about the face. That was the impression 1 had,
and I moved quickly forwards to get a ncarer view of the
person who was watching me. But as I did so the face
suddenly disappeared, o suddenly that it scemed to have
been plucked away into the darkness of the room. 1 stood
for five minutes thinking the business over, and trying to
analyze my impressions. I could not tell if the face was
that of a man or a woman. But the colour was what im-
pressed me most. It was of a livid dead yellow, and with
something set and rigid about. it, which was shockingly
unnatural. So disturbed was I, that I determined to =ee
a little more of the new inmates of {he cottage. T ap-
proached and knocked at the door, which was instantly
opened by a tall, gaunt woman, with a harsli, forhidding
face.

“¢<What may you be wantin’?’ she asked, in a northern
accent, .

“<T am your neighbour over yonder, said I, nodding
towards my house. ¢Isee that you have only just moved
in, so I thought that if I could be of any help to you in
any ’ .

“¢Aye, we'll just ask yve when we want ye, said she,
and shut the door in my face. Annoyed at the churlish
rebuff, I turned my back and walked home. All the
evening, though I tried to think of other things, my mind
would still turn to the apparition at the window and the
rudeness of the woman. I determined to say nothing
about the former to my wife, for she is a nervous, highly-
strung woman, and I had no wish that she should share
the unpleasant impression which had heen produced upon
myself. I remarked to her, however, before I fell asleep
that the cottage was now occupied, to which she returned
no reply.

“I am usually an extremely sound sleeper. It has been
a standing jest in the family that nothing could ever
wake me during the night; and yet somchow on
that particular night, whether it may have been the
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slight excitement produced by my little adventure or not,
I know mnot, but L slept much more lightly than usual.
Half in my dreams I was dimly conscious that something
was going on in the room, and gradually became aware
that my wife had dressed herself and was slipping on
her mantle and her bonuet. My lips were parted to
murmur out some sleepy words of surprise or remon-
strance at this untimely preparation, when suddenly
my half-opered eyes fell upon her face, illuminated by
the candle light, and astonishme* t held me dumh. She
wore an expression such as I had never scen before—
such as I should have thought her incapable of assuming.
She was deadly pale, and breathing fast, glancing fur-
tively towards the bed, as she fastened her mantle, to
sec if she had disturbed me. Then, thinking that I
was still asleep, she slipped noiselessly from the room,
and a:. instant later I heard a sharp creaking, which
could only come from the hinges of the front door. T sat
up in bed and rapped my knuckles against the rail to
make certain that I was truly awake. Then I took my
watch from under the pillow. It was three in the morning,
What on this earth could my wife be doing out on the
country road at three in the morning ?

« T had sat for about twenty minutes turning the thing
over in my mind and trying to find some possible e.\'planzf-
tion. The more I thought the more extraordinary and
inexplicable did it appear. T was still puzzling over it
\\’]ﬁ;];—lﬂe;.rd the door gently close again and her foot-
steps coming "~ p the stairs.

«¢ Where in the world have you been, Effie ?’ I asked,
as she entered.

“She gave a viqlcnt start and a kind of gasping cry
when T spoke, and that ery and start troubled me more
than all the rest, for there was something indescribably
guilty about them. My wife had always been a woman of
a frank, open nature, and it gave me a chill to see her
slinking i:to her own roomi, and crying out ard wincing
when her ovn hushand spoke to her.

«<¢You awake, Jack ?’ she cried, with a nervous laugh.
¢Why, I thought that nothing could awaken you.’

\
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«¢ Where have you been ? ' I asked, more sternly.

“¢T dont wonder that you are surprised,” said she, and
[ could sce that her fingers were trembling as she undid
the fastenings of her mantle. ¢ Why, T never remember
having done such & thing in my life before. The fact ix,
that I felt as though I were choking, and had a perfect
longing for a breath of fresh air. I really think that I
should have fainted if I had not gone out. I stood at the
door for a few minutes, and now I am quite myself again.’

«“All the time that she was telling me this story she
never once looked in my direction, and her voice was
quite unlike her usual tones. It was evident to me that
she was saying what was false. T said nothing in reply,
but turned my face to the wall, sickat heart, with mv mind
filled with a thousand venomous doubts and suspicions.
What was it that my wife was concealing from e ?  Where
had she been during that strange expedition? I felt that
I should have no peace until I knew, and yet I shrank
from asking her again after once she had told me what
was false. All the rest of the night I tossed and tumbled,
framing theory after theory, each more unlikel y than the
last.

“I should have gone to the City that day, but [ was
too perturbed in my mind to be able to pay attention to
business matters. My wife seemed to be as upset as my-
self, and I could see from the little questioning glances
which she kept shooting at me, that she understood that
I disbelieved her statement, and that she was at her wits’
ends what to do. We hardly exchanged a word during
breakfast, and immediately alterwards I went out for a
walk, that I might think the matter over in the fresh
morning air.

“I went as far as the Crystal Palace, spent an hour in
the grounds,and was back in Norbury by one o'clock. It
happened that my way took me past the cottage, and I
stopped for an instant to look at the windows and to see if
I could catch a glimpse of the strange face which had
stared out at me on the day before. As I stood there,
imagine my surprise, Mr. IHolmes, when the door suddenly
opened and my wife walked out!
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“ I was struck dumb with astonishment at the sight of
her, but my emotions were nothing to those which showed
themselves upon her face when our eves met.  She seemed
for an instant to wish to shrink back iuside the house
again, and then, seeing how useless all concealment must
be, she came forward with a very white fice and frightened
eyes which belied the smile upon her lips.

“¢Oh, Jack ! she said, ¢ T have just been in to see if 1
can be of any assistance to our new neighbours. Why do
vou look at me like that, Jack?  You are not angry with
me?’

¢+8o," said 1, “this is where you went duaring the
night 2°

6« What do vou mean 2" she cried.

“eYou camme here. Tam sure of it. Who are these
people that you should visit them at such an hour ?°

« <[ have not been here before.”

«¢ How can you tell me what you know is falze?’ 1
eried. ¢ Your very voice changes as you speak.  When
hive [ ever had a secret from you? T shall enter that
cottage, and I shall probe the mut.zh:r to the bottom.*

« ¢ No, no, Jack, for (God's sake 17 she gasped, in incon-
trollable emotion.  Then as [ approached the daor, she
seizedd my sleeve and pulled me back with convulsive
strength,
b“s(c].‘]i‘ implore you mnot to do this, Jack,” she cried. I
swear that I will tell ‘you c‘.\’e?.l'v\'tl.nn‘«?r some  day, but
nothing but misery can come of it if you enter that
cottage.” Then, as I tried to shake her off, she clung to
me in a frenzy of entreaty.

«¢Prust me, Jack !’ she cried. ¢ Trust me only this
once.  You will never have cause toregret it.  You know
that T would not have a secret from you if it were not for
vour own sake. Our whole lives are at stake on this. I
vou come home with me all will be well. If you force
:yom' way into that cottage, all is over between us)’

“'There was such earnestness, such despair in her
manner {hat her words arrested me, and I stood irresolute

hefore the door.
« ¢ I will trust you on one condition, and on one condi-



44 MENOIRS 08 SHUHERLOCK HOLVWES.

tion only,” said I at last. €It is that this mystery comes
to an end from now. You are at liberty to preserve your
secret, but you must promise me that there shall be
no more nightly visitz, no more doings which are kept
from my knowledge, I am willing to forget those which
are passed if you will promise that there shall be no
more in the future.’

“ ¢ ] was sure that you would trust me,” she cried, with
a great sigh of relief. It shall be just as you wish, Come
away, oli, come away up to the house !’ Still plucking at
my slecve shie led me away fromn the cottage. Aswe went
I glanced back, and there was that yellow, livid face
watching us out of the upper window. What link could
there be between that creature and my wife?  Or how
could the coarse, rough woman whom 1 had seen the day
before be LO]]II(‘LtG(l with her? It was a strange puzzle,
and yet I knew that iy mind could never know case
again until I bad solved it.

“ For two days alter this I stayed at home, and my wife
appeared to abide loyally by our engagement, for, as far as
I know, she never stirred out of the house.  On the third
day, however, I had ample cevidence that her solemn
promise was not enough to hold her back from this secret
influence which drew her away from her hushand and her
duty.

«T had gone into town on that (l.ty, but T returned by
the 2.40 instead of the 3.36, which is my -usnal train. A
I cntered the house the maid ran into the hall with
a startled face.

«<¢Where is your mistress 27 T asked.

“¢T think that she has gone out for a walk, she
answered.

“My mind was instantly filled with suspicion. 1
rushed upstairs to make sure that she was not in the
house. As I did so I happened to glance out of one of the
upper windows, and saw the maid with whom I had just
been speaking running across the field in the direction of
the cottage. Then, of course, I saw cxactly what it all
meant. My wife had gone over there and h.ld asked the
servant to call her if I should return. Tingling with

—



a3,

£
<
e
&
B
=
CH
~
@
o)
=)
u
=
i
1
-
”~
=z

TR, -







THE YELLOW FACE. 47

anger, I rushed down and strode across, defermined to
end the matter once and forever. I saw my wife and the
maid hurrying back together along the lane, but I did not
stop to speak with them. In the cottage lay the secret
which was casting a shadow over my life. 1 vowed that,
come what might, it should be a secret no longer. I did
not even knock when I reached it, but turned the handle
and rushed into the passage.

“TIt was all =till and quiet upon the ‘ground-floor. In
the kitchen a kettle was singing on the fire, and a large
black cat. lay coiled up in a basket, but there was no sign
of the woman whom [ had seen before. I van into the
other room, but it was equally deserted. Then T rushed
up the stairs, hut only to find two other rooms empty and
deserted at the top.  There was no one at all inthe whole
house. The furniture and pictures were of the most. com-
mon and vulgar description, save in the one chamber at
the window of which I had seen the strange face. That
was comfortable and elegant, and all my suspicions rose
into a fierce, bitter blaze when I saw tlm‘t on tlea m:mtel-
piece stood a full-length photograph of my wife, which
had been taken at my request only t.lu'e(‘..nmnths ago.

« [ stayed long enough to make certain that th(.\, hiouse
was absolutely empty. Then I left it, feeling a w.elght- at
my heart such as I had never had before. My wife came
out into the hall as I entered my house, but 1 was too hurt.
and angry to speak with her, _‘and pushing past her I
made my way into my stud)f. She followed me, however,
hefore I could close the door.

«¢J am sorry that I broke my promise, Jack,’ said she,
‘but if you knew all the circumstances 1 am sure you
would forgive me.

« < Tell me everything, then,’ said I.

«¢T cannot, Jack, I cannot !’ she cried.

«¢ Until you tell me who it is that has been living in
that cottage, and who it is to whom you fhmre— ff('éfi".t}ggg\
photograph, there can never be any gguﬁdence‘_béf‘ﬁ‘e&y\'
us,” said I, and breaking away from hﬁr Ieft the Tionse, / \
That was yesterday, Mr. Holmes, and I'have not seen her™\ o
since, nor do I know anything more lxpou\‘&this. stra‘dg,em

AN
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bhusiness. It is the first shadow that has come hefween
us, and it has so shaken me that I do not know what 1
should do for the best. Suddenly this morning it occurred
to me that you were the man to advise me,so I have Lur-
ried to you now, and I place myself unreservedly in your
hands. If there is any point which T have not made
clear, pray question me about it. But above all tell mao
quickly what I have to do, for this misery is mere than I
can bear.” .

Holmes and I had listened with the utmost interest to
this extraordinary statement, which had heen delivered
in the jerky, broken fashion of a man who is under the
influence of extreme emotion. My companion st silent
now for some time, with his chin upon his laud, lost in
thought.

“Tell me,” said he at last, “could you swear that this
was a man’s face which you saw at the window » ™

“Fach time that I saw it I was some distance away
from it, so that it. is impossible for me to say.” :

“You appear, however, to have heen disagrecablvy im-
pressed by it.” -

“ It seemed to be of an unnatural, colour and to have a
strange rigidity about the features.  When I approached,
it vanished with a jerk.”

“ How long is it since your wife asked you for a hundred
pounds ?”

¢« Nearly two months.”

“Ilave you ever seen a photograph of her first hus-
band ?”

¢« No; there was a great fire at Atlanta very shortly after
his death, and all her papers were destroyed.”

“And yet she had a certificate of death. You say that
you saw it ?”

“Yes, she got a duplicate after the fire.”

“Did you ever meet anyone who knew her in
America?”
“No.”

«Did she ever talk of revisiting the place ? *
¢« No.”

« Or get letters from it?”
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« Not. to my knowledge.”

«Thank you. 1 should like to think over the matter a
little now. If the cottage is permanently deserted we
may have some difliculty; if on the other hand, as I
faney is more likely, the inmates were warned of your
coming., and left hefore you entered vesterday, then they
may be hack now, and we should clear it all up easily.
Let me advise you, then, to return to Norbury and to
examine the windows of the cottage again.  If you have
roason fo helieve that it is inhabited do not force your
way in, but send a wire to my friend and me. We shall
he with you within an hour of receiving it, and we shall
{hen very soon get to the hottom of the business.”

« And'if it is still empty 7

«In that ense I shall come out to-morrow and talk it
over with you. Good-bye, and above all things do not
fret until you know that you really have a cause for it.”

« 1 am afraid that this is a bad business, Watson,” said
my companion, as he returned after accompanying M.
Grant Munro to the door.  «What do you make of it-? »

« [t had an ugly sound,” I answered.

«Yes. Theres blackmail in it, or I am much mis-
taken.” ’

« And who is the blackmailer ?”

«Well, it must be this creature who lives in the only
comfortable room in the place, and has her photograph
ahove his fireplace. Upon my word, Watson, there is
something very attractive about that livid face at the
window, and I would not. have missed the case for worlds.”

« You have a theory ?”

“Yes, a provis.ional one. DBut
does not. turn out to be correct.
hand is in that cottage.”

«“Why do you think so?” ' .
« How else can we explain her frenzied anxiety that

d one should not. enter it? The facts, as I read

something like this: This woman was married

in America.  Her husband developed some hateful quali-

ties, or, shall we say, that he contmct.e(l some logthsome

disease, and became a leper or an imbecile. She fled
F

I shall be surprised if it
This woman’s first. hus-

her secon
them, are
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from him at last, returned to England, c¢hanged her
name, and started her life, as she thought, afresh.  She
had been married three years, and believed that her posi-
tion was quite secure-—having shown her hushand the
death certificate of some man whose name she had
assumed—when suddenly her whereabouts was discovered
by her first husband, or, we may suppose, by some un-
scrupulous woman, who had attached hewself to the
invalid. They write to the wife and threaten to come
and expose her. She asks for a hundred pounds and
endeavours to buy them off. They come in spite of it
and when the hasband mentions casually to the wife that
there are new-comers in the cottage, she knows in some
way that they are her pursuers.  She waits until hor hus-
band is asleep, and then she rushes down to endeavour to
persuade them to leave her in peace. Having no success,
she goes again next morning, and her husband meets her,
as he has told us, as she came out. She promises him
then not to go there again, but two day afterwards, the
hope of getting rid of those dreadful neighbours is too
strong for her, and she makes another zftl’ompf, taking
down with her the photograph which had probahly heen
demanded from her. In the midst of this interview the
maid rushes in to say that the master has come home, on
which the wife, knowing that he would come straight down
to the cottage, hurries the inmates out at the back door,
into that grove of fir trees probably which was mentioned
as standing near. In this way he finds the place deserted.
I shall be very much surprised, however, if it is still so
when he reconnoitres it this evening. What do you think
of my theory ?”

¢« It is all surmise.”

“But at least it, covers all the facts. When new facts
come to owr knowledge which-cannot be covered by it, it
will be time enough to re-consider it. At present we can do
nothing until we bhave a fresh message from our friend at
Norbury.”

But we had not very long to wait. It came just as we
had finished our tea. ~ «The cottage is still tenanted,” it
said. “Have seen the face again at the window. Il
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meet the seven o'clock train, and take no steps until yon
arrive.” )

IHe was waiting on the platform when we stepped ou
and we could see in the light of the station lamps that he
Wwils very p.lle, and qm_yg]nw with agitation.

¢ llmy -e still there, Mr. ][olmes * said he, layving his
hand upon my friend's sleeve. I saw lights in the cot-
tage as [ came down. We shall settle 1t now, once ad
for all.”

“What. is your plan, then?" asked Holimes, as we
walked down the dark, tree-lined road.

“I am going to force my way in and see for myself
who is in the house. I wish vou hoth to he there as
witnesses.”

“ You are quite determined to do this, in spite of your
wife’s warning that it is better that you should not solve
the mystery ?”

“Yes, [ am determined.”

“Well, I think that you are in the right. Any truth
is hetter than indefinite doubt. We had better go up at
once. Of cowrse, legally we are putting ourselves lmpo-
lessly in the wrong, Put I think that it is worth it.”

It was a very dark night and a thin rain began to fall
as we turned from the high road into a narrow lane,
deeply rutted, with edges on either side. M. (n.mt
Munro pushed nnp.).tlcntly forward, however, and we
stumbled after him as best we could.

«There are the lights of my house,” he murmured,
pointing to a glimmer among the treeg, “and here is the
cottage which I am going to enter.”

\Ve turned a corner in the lane as he spoke, and there
was the building close beside ns. A yellow bar falling
across the black iown'round showed that the door was not
uite closed, and one window in the upper story was
brightly lllumumted As we looked we saw a dark blurr
moving across the blind.

“ Thelo is that creature,” eried Grant Munro;  you can
see for yourselves that someone is there. Now follow me,
and we shall soon know all.”

We approached the door, but suddenly a woman ap-

B2
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peared out of the shadow and stood in the golden track of
the lamp light. I could not see her face in the darkness,
but her arms were thrown out in an attitude of entreaty.

“For God’s sake, don't, Jack!®” she cried. 1 lhada
presentiment that you would come this evening. Think
better of it, dear! Trust me again, and you will never
have cause to regret it.”

“TI have trusted you too long, Effie!” he cried, sternly.
“Leave go of me! I must pass yvou. My friends and I
are going to settle this matter once and for ever.” e
pushed her to one side and we followed closely after him.
As he threw the door open an clderly woman ran out in
front of him and tried to bar his passage, but. he thrust
her back, and an instant afterwards we were all upon the
stairs.  Grant Munro rushed into the lighted room at the
top, and we entered it at his heels.

It was a cosy, well-furnished apartment, with two
candles burning upon the table and two upon the mantel-
piece. In the corner, stooping over a desk, there sat
what appeared to bhe a little girl.  Her face was turned
away as we entered, but we could see that she was dressed
in a red frock, and that she had long white gloves on.  As
she whisked romd to us I gave a cery of surprise and
horror.  The face which she turned towards us was of the
strangest livid tint, and the features were absolutel y
devoid of any expression. An instant later the mystery
was explained. Holmes, with a laugh, passed his hand
behind the child’s ear, a mask peeled off from her
countenace, and there was a little coal-black negress with
all her white teeth flashing in amusement at our amazed
faces. I burst out laugliing out of sympathy with her
merriment, but Grant, Munro stood staring, with his hand
clutching at his throut,

“My God!®
this?”

“I will tell you the meaning of it,” cried the lady,
sweeping into the room with a proud, set face. ¢ You

have forced me against my own j udgment to tell you,and

now we must hoth make the best of it. My husband died
at Atlanta. My child survived.”

"he cried, “what can be the meaning of
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< Your child!”

She drew a large silver locket from her bosom. ¢ You
have never seen this open.”

“ I understood that it did not open.”

She touched a spring, and the front hinged back.
There was a portrait within of a man, strikingly hand-
some and intelligent, but bearing unmistakable signs
upon his features of his African descent.

“That is John Hebron, of Atlanta,” said the lady, “and
a nobler man never walked the earth. [ cut myself off
from my race in order to wed him ; but never once while
ke lived did I for one instant regret it. It was our mis-
fortune that our only child took after his people rather
than mine. It is often so in such matches,and little Lucy
is darker far than ever her father was. But, dark or fair,
she is my own dear little girlie, and her mother’s pet.” The
little creature ran across at the words and nestled up
against. the lady’s dress.

«When [left her in America,” she continued, “it was only
because her health was weak, and the change might have
done her harm.  She was given to the care of a faithful
Scotchwoman who had once been our servant. Never for an
instant did I dream of disowning her as my child. But
when chance threw you in my way, Jack, and I learned
to love you, I feared to tell you about my child. God for-
give me, I feared that I should lose you, and I had not
the courage to tell you. I had to choose between you,
and in my weakness I turned away from my own
little girl.  For three years I have kept her existence a
secret from you, but I heard from the nurse, and I knew
that all was well with her. At last, however, there came
an overwhelming desire to see the child once more, I
struggled against it, but in vain. _Though I knew the
danger I determined to have the child over, if it were but
for o few weeks. I sent a hundred pounds to the nurse,
and I gave her instr.ucti(ms al_?out this cottage, so that she
might come as nenghl)uur without my appearing to be in
any way connected with her. I lnus!.led my precautions so far
as to order her to keep the cln-ld in the house during the
daytime,and to cover up her little face and hands, so that
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even those who might sce her at (he window sl{nlll(l no
gossip about there homg a black child iy the neighbour-
hood. If I had been less cautions 1 might have heen
more wise, but 1 was half crazy with fear lest you should
learn the truth.

“It was you who told me first that {he cottage was “"l‘
cupied. I should have waited for {he morning, but
could not sleep for excitement, mud <o at last 1 slipped out,
knowing how diffieult it ix to awaken vou.  But vou saw
me go, and that was the beginming of my troubles.  Next
day you had my seeret at your merey, hut you uobly re-
frained from pursuing your advantage, Three days later,
however, the nurse and child ¢y just excaped from the
back door as you rushed in at the front one, Aud now
to-night you at last know allyand T oask you what is to
become of us, my child and e ?” She clasped her hands
and waited for an answer,

It was a long two minates before Grant Munro l'l""“'_
the silence, an when his answor caume it was one of
which I love to think., He lifted the little child, kissed
her, and then, stil] carvying her, he held his other hand
out to his wife, and turned towards the door, .

“We can talk it over more comfor ably at home,” said
he. “Iam not 4 very good man, Eftie, hut I think th:u:l
am a better one thay you have given me credit for
being.”

Holmes and I followed themn down to the lane, and ul.}:
friend plucked at my sleeve as we came out, I think,
suid ho, “ that we shall be of more use in London than in
Norbury.”

Not another word did Le say of the case until late that
night when he was turning away, with his lighted candle,
for his bedroom.

“Watson,” aid be, if it shoulq ever strike you f!“‘,t I
am getting a little over-confident i, my powers, or giving
less pains tc a case than it deserves, kindly whisper
¢ Norbury’ in Iny ear, and I shall he infinitely obliged to
you.”
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TILE STOCKBROKER’S CLERK

A HORTLY after my marriage T had bought a
conunection in the Paddington distriet.  Old
Mr. Farquhar, from whom I purchased it, had
at. one time an excellent general practice, but.
his age, and an afiliction of the natwre of St.
Vitus' dance from which he suffered, had very much
thinned it.  The public, not unnaturally, goes upon the
principle that he who would heal others must himself he
whole, and looks askance at the curative powers of the man
whose own case is beyond the reach of his drugs.  Thus,
as my predecessor weakened his practice declined, until
when T purchased it from him it had sunk from twelve
hundred to little more than three hundred a year. I had
confidence, however, in my own youth and energy, and
was convinced that in a very few years the concern would
be as Hourishing as ever.

For three months after taking over the practice I was
kept very closely at work, and saw little of my friend
Sherlock Holmes, for I was too busy to vixit Baker Street,
and he seldom went anywhere himself save upon professional
business. I was surprised, therefore, when one morning
in June, as I sat reading the British Medical Journal
after breakfast, I heard a ring at the bell followed by the
high, somewhat strident, tones of my old companion’s
voice.

< Ah, my dear Watson, " said he, striding into the roomi,,
«T am very delighted to see you. T trust that Mps.
Watcon has entirely recovered from all the little exeite-
wents conuected with our adventure of the ¢ Sign of IFour* ?*
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«Thank you, we are both very well,” said T, shaking
him warmly by the hand.

“And [ hope alzo,” he continued, sitting down in the
rocking-chair, “that the cares of medical practice have not
entirely obliterated the interest which you used to take
in our little deductive problems.”

“(On the coutrary,” I answered 3 it was only last night
that I waslooking over my old notes and classifying some
of our past results.”

“I trust that you don’t consider your collection
closed ? 7 )

“Not at all. I should wish nothing better than to
Liave some more of such experiences.”

“To-day, for example ?”

“Yes; to-day, if you like.”

“ And as far oft as Birmingham ?”

¢ Certainly, if you wish it.”

“ And the practice ?7

“I do my neighbour’s when he goes. e is always
ready to work oft the debt.”

“ Hal Nothing could be better!” said Holmes, leaning
back in his chair and looking keenly at me from under
his half-closed lids. “ I perceive that you have been unwell
lately. Summer colds are always a little trying.”

I was contined to the house by a severe chill for three
days last week. [ thought, however, that I had cast off
every trace of it.”

“So you have. You look remarkably robust.”

“ How, then, did you know of it ?”

“ My dear fellow, you know my methods.”

“You deduced it, then 77

¢ Certainly.”

“ And from what ? *

“ Irom your slippers.”

I glanced down at the new patent leathers which T was
wearing.  “How on earth ?* I began, but Holmes
answered my question hefore it was asked.

“ Your slippers are new,” he said. ¢ You could not have
had them more than a few weeks. The soles which you
are at this moment presenting to me are slightly scorched.
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For a moment I thought they might have got wet and
been burned in the drying.  But near the instep there is
a small circular wafer of paper with the shopman’s hiero-
glvphics upon it.  Damp would of course have removed
this.  You had then been sitting with your feet out-
strotehed. to the fire. which a man would hardly do even
in <o wet a June as this if e were in his full health.”

Like all Holmes's reasoning the thing seemed simplicity
itself when it was once explained.  He read the llnou&[l;i
upon my features, and his smile had a tinge of bitter-
ness,

«1 am afraid that I rather give myself away when I
o Results without causes are much

explain,” said  he.
You are ready to come to Birmingham,

more impressive.
then 27

s« (ertainly.  What ix the caze?”

¢ You shall hear it all in the train. My client ix out-
cide in a four-wheeler.  Can you come at once ?”

«n an instant.” I scribbled a note to my neighbour,
rushed upstairs to esplain the matter to my wife, and
joined Holmes upon the doorstep.

“ Your neighhour is & doctor 7 suid he, nodding at the
brass plate.

#Yes. He hought a practice as I did.”

« An old-established one ?”

« Just the same as mine.

the houses were huilt.” .
«“ Al, then you got hold of the best of the two.”

« 1 think I did.  But how do you know ¥

« By the steps, my boy. Yours are worn three inches
deeper than his. But this gentleman in the cab is my
client, Mr. Hall Pycroft.  Allow me to introduce you to
him. Whip your horse up, cabby, for we have only just
time to catch our train.” -

The man whom I found myself facing was a well-huilt
fresh-complexioned young fellow with a frank, honest f:w(:
and a slight, erisp, yellow moustache.  He wore a very
shiny top-hat and a neat suit of sober black, which macde
him look what he was—a smart young City man, of the
class who have been labelled Cockneys, but who give us

Both have been ever since
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our crack Volunteer regiments, and who turn out more
fine athletes and sportsmen than any hody of men in these
islands.  IHis round, ruddy face was naturally full of
cheeriness, but the corners of his mouth seemed to me to
be pulled down in a half-comical distress. 1t was not.
however, until we were all in a first-class carriage and well
started upon our journey to Birmingham, that 1 was able
to learn what the trouble was which had driven Lim to
Sherlock Holmes.

“Wehave a clear run here of =eventy minutes, ™ Holmes
remarked. <1 want vou, Mr. Hall Pycrofty to tell my
friend your very interesting experience exactly as you
liave told it to me, or with more detail ift possible. It
will be of use to me to hear the succession of events again.
It is a case, Watson, which may prove to have something
in ity or may prove to lave nothing, but which at least
presents those unusual awd oulre features which are as
dear to you s they are to me. Now, Mr. Pycrolt, 1 shall
not iuterrupt you again.

Our young companion lovked at me with a twinkle in
his eye.

“The worst of the story ix,” said he, “ that T show my-
sell up as such a confonnded foul.  Of course, it may
work out all right, and T don’t see that I could have done
otherwise ; but if T have lost my crib and get nothing in
exchange, I shall feel what a soft Johuny I have been.
I'm not very good at telling a story, Dr. Watson, but it
is like this with me.

“I ured to have a billet at Coxon and Woodhouse, of
Drapers’ Gardens, but they were let in early in the spring
through the Venezuelan loan, as no doubt you remember,
and came a nasty cropper. I had been with them five years,
and old Coxon gave me a ripping good testimonial when
the smash came ; but, of course, we clerks were all turned
adrift, the twenty-seven of us. I tried here and tried there,
but there were lots of other chaps on the same lay as my-
self,and it was a perfect frost for a long time.. T had been
taking three pounds a week at Coxon's, and I had saved
about seventy of them, but I soon worked my way through
that and out at the other end. I was fairly at the end of
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my tether at last, and could hardly find the stamps to
answer the advertisements or the envelopes to stick them
to. I had worn out my boots padding up office stairs, and
I seemed just as far from getting a hillet as ever.

« At last I saw a vacancy at Mawson and Williams’, the
areat stockbroking firm in Lombard Street. 1 daresay
.C. is not. much in your line, but I can tell you that this
is about. the richest house in Loadon. The advertisement
was to he answered by letter only. I sent in my testi-
monial and application, but without the ]oast,_hope of get-
ting it. BPack came an answer h}j return saying that if I
would appear next Monday I might take over my new
duties at once, provided that my appearance was satis-
factory. No' one knows how. these things are worked.
Some people say the manager just plunges his han(} into
the heap and takes the first that comes. ~Anyhow, it was
my innings that time, and I don’t ever wish to feel hetter
pleased.  The screw was a poulld a }\'eek rise, and the
duties just about the same as at Coxon's. )

« And now I come to the queer part of the business. I
was in diggings out I-Iampstead .\m'_v—l 7,. Potter’s Terrace,
was the address. Well, 1 was sitting doing a smoke that.
very evening after I had been promised the appointment,
when up came my landlady \Ylth a card \\']}1011 had ¢Arthur
Pinner, financial agent,’ printed upon it. I had never
heard the name before, and could not imagine what he
wanted with me, but of course 1 asked her to show him
up. In he walked—a middle-sized, dark-haived, dark-
eyed, black-bearded man, with a touch of the sheeny
about his nose. He had a brisk kind of way with
him and spoke sharply, like a man that knew the value of
time.

«¢ My, Hall Pycroft, I believe ?” said he.

¢ Yes, sir, I answered, and pushed a chair towards him.,

«¢ Lately engaged at Coxon and Woodhouse’s?’

¢ Yes, sir.

<« ¢ And now on the staff of Mawson’s?’

«“ ¢ Quite so.

«“sWell, said he. ¢ The fact is that I have heard some
really extraordinary stories about your financial ahility,
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You rememher Parker who used to be (‘foxen’s manager ?
He can never say enough about. it.’

“Of course 1 was pleased to hear thiz. 1 had always
been pretty smart in the office, but. I had never dreamed
that, I was talked about in the City in this fashion.

“¢You have a good memory ?’ =aid he.

«: Pretty fair, 1 answered, modestly.

“ [Mave you I\ept in 1011(]1 with the market while vou
have heen out of work ? " he asked,

“¢Yes; I read the Stock Exchange List every morning.’

¢ Now, that shows real application ! ™ he eried. ¢ That is
the way to prosper! Youwon’t mind my testing vou, will
you? Let mesee! Ilow are Ayrshires?’

¢ ¢One hundred and five, to one hundred and five and
a quarter.

“¢And New Zealand Consolidated 7’

¢ A hundred and four.

“<And British Broken Hills ?°
‘¢ Seven to seven and six.)

‘Wonderful!” he eried, with his hands up. ¢ This
quite fits in with all that I had heard. My boy, my boy,
you are very much too good to he a clerk at. Mawson's!

“This outburst rather astonished me, as yvou can think.
¢Well, said I, ¢ other people don't. think quite so much
of me as you seem to do, Mr. Pinmer. I had a hard
enough hcrht, to get this l)elth, and I am very glad to
have it.’

¢¢ Pooh, man, you should soar above it. You are not
in your true sphere. Now I'll tell you how it stands with
me. What I have to offer is little enough when measured
by your ability, but when compared with Mawson’s it is
light to dark. Let me see! When do you go to Maw-
son’s ?’

“¢On Monday.’

“¢Ha!ha! I think I would risk a little sporting flutter
that you don’t go there at all.’

“¢Not go to Mawson’s?’

“¢No, sir. By that day you will be business manager
of the Iranco-Midland Hardware Company, Limited, with
one hundred and thirty-four branches in the towns and

~
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villages of Irance, not counting one in Brussels and one
in San Remo.’

“This took my breath away. ¢I never heard of it,’
said I.

“¢Very likely not. It has been kept very quiet, for
the capital was all privately subseribed, and it is too good
a thing to let the public into. My brother, Harry Pil?ner,
is promoter, and joins the board after allotment as manag-
ing director. He knew that I was in the swim down here,
and he asked me to pick up a good man cheap—a young,
pushing man with plenty of snap about him. Parker spolze
of you, and that brought me here to-night. We can only
offer you a beggarly five hundred to start with——*  ~

“¢Five hundred a year!’ I shouted.

«¢QOnly that at the beginning, but you are to have an
over-riding commission of 1 per cent. on all business done
hy your agents, and you may take my word for it that this
will come to more than your salary.’

«¢But I know nothing about hardware.’

«¢Tat, my boy, you know about figures.’

“My head buzzed, and I could hardly sit still in the
chair. But suddenly a little chill of doubt came over
me.

«¢T must be frank with you,” said I. ¢Mawson only
gives me two hundred, but Mawson is safe. Now, really,
I know =o little about your company that ’

¢ Ah, smart, smart !’ he cried, in a kind of ecstasy of
delight. ¢ You are the very man for us! You are not to
be talked over, and quite right too. Now here’s a note
for a hundred pounds; and if you think that we can do
business you may just slip it into your pocket as an ad-
vance upon your salary.’

«¢That is very handsome,” said I. ¢ When shall I take
over my new duties?’

«¢Be in Birmingham to-morrow at one,” said he. ¢I
have a note in my pocket here which you will take to my
brother. You will find him at 1268, Corporation Street,
where the temporary offices of the company are situated.
Of course he must confirm your engagement, but between
ourselves it will be all right.’
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«cReallv, T hardly know how {o express my gratitude,
Mr. Pinuer, said L.

«+ Not at all, my boy.  You lave only got your deserts,
There are one or two small tlnuq~—muo formalitios—
which I must arrange with you. You have a hit of paper
heside you there.  Kindly write upon it, ¢ I am perfectly
willing to act as business manager to the Franco-Midland
I['u‘d\mle Company, Limited, at a minimum salary  of
£300.°7

« I did as he asked, and he put the paper in his pocket.

«¢There is one other detaily said he. * What do you
intend to do ahout Mawson’s?”

“ 1 had forgotten all ahout Mawson's in my joy.

<<l write and resign,’ said 1.

¢ Precisely what I don’t want, you to do. I had a row
over you with Mawson's manager. [ had gone up to ask
him about you, and he was very ()i’fmm\'L—.lccux('(l me of
coaxing you away from the service of the firm, and tha
sort of thing. At last I fairly lost my temper. “If you

want good men you should pay them a good price,” said 1.
« Hc \\ould rather have our small price than your hig
one,” said he. DIl lay you a fiver,” said I, « that when
he lns my offer you will never so much as hear from him
again.”  “Done!” said he. “We picked him out of the
gutter, and he won’t leave us so easily.” Those were his
very words.’

“¢The impudent scoundrel!’ T cried. ¢I've never so
much as seen him in my life.  Why should I consider
him in any way ? I shall certainly not write if you would
rather that 1 didn’t

“¢Good! That's a promise!’ =aid he, rising from his
chair. ¢ Well, I am delighted to have got so gon(l a man
for mny brother. Here is your advance of a hundred pounds,
and here is the letter. Make a note of the address, 1268,
Corporation Street, and remember that one oclock to
morrow is your appointment. Good-mght, and may you
have all the fortune that you deserve.’

“'That’s just about all that passed between us as near as
I can remember it. You can imagine, Dr. Watson, Liow
pleased I was at such an extraordinary piece of g,ood for-
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tune. T sat up half the night hugging myself over it,
and next day L was off to Birmingham in a train that
would take me in plenty of time for my appointment. I
took my things to an hotel in New Street, and then I
made my way to the address which had been given me.

“It was a quarter of an hour before my time, but I
thought that would make no dittference. 1268 was a
passage between two large shops which led to a winding
stone stair, from which there were many flats, let as
offices to companies or professional men. The names of
the occupants were painted up at the bottom on the wall,
but there was no such name as the Franco-Midland Iard-
ware Company, Limited. I stood for a few minutes with
my heart in my boots, wondering whether the whole
t[fing was an elaborate hioax or not, when up came a man
and addressed me. He was very like the chap that I had
seen the night. before, the same figure and voice, but he
was clean shaven and his bair was lighter.

«¢ Are you Mr. Hall Pycroft ?* he asked.

“<¢Yes, said L.

«¢ Ah! I was expeeting you, but vou are a trifle before
your time. I had a note from my brother this morning,
in which he sang your praises very loudly.

¢«¢ ] was just looking for the offices when you came.’

«¢\We have not got our name up yet, for we only secured
these temporary premises last week. Come up with me
and we will talk the matter over.

«1 followed him to the top of a very lofty stair, and
there right under the slates were a couple of empty and
dusty little rooms, uncarpeted and uncurtained, into
which he led me. I had thought of a great ofiice with
shining tables and rows of clerks such as I was used {o,
and I daresay I stared rather straight at the two deal
chairs and one little table, which, with a ledger and a
waste-paper basket, made up the whole furniture.

«¢Don’t be disheartened, Mr. Pycroft,” said my new
acquaintance, seeing the length of my face. ¢ Rome was
not. built in a day,and we liave lots of money at our backs,
though we don’t cut much dash yet in offices. Pray sit
down and let me have your letter.’
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«T gave it to him, and he read it over very carefully.

“¢You seem 1o have made a vast impression upon my
brother, Avthur,” said he, and I know that he is a pretty
shrewd judge. He swears by London, you know, and 1
by Birmingham, but this time [ shall follow his advice.
Pray consider yourself definitely engaged.

“¢What are iy duties?’ [ asked. )

“¢You will eventually manage the great depdt in Paris,
which will pour a flood of English crockery into the shops
of one hundred and thirty-four agents in France. The
purchase will he completed in a week, and meanwhile you
will remain in Birmingham and make yourself useful’

“<How?’

“Yor answer he took a hig ved book out of a drawer.
¢This is a directory of Paris,” said he, ¢ with the trades
after the names of the people. I want you to take it
home with you, and to mark off all the hardware sellers
with their addresses, It would be of the greatest use to
me to have them.’

““Surely, there are classified lists ?” I suggested.

“¢Not reliable ones. Their system is ditterent to ours.
Stick at it and let. me have the lists by Monday, at twelve.
(Good-day, Mr. Pycroft ; if you continue to show zeal (;md
intelligence, you will find the company a good master.

“TI went back to the hotel with the big book under my
arm, and with very conflicting feelings in my breast. On
the one hand T was definitely engaged, and had a hundred
pounds in my pocket. On the other, the look of the
offices, the absence of name on the wall, and other of the
points which would strike a business man had left & bac.l
Impression as to the position of my employers. However
come what might, T had my money, so L settled down to
my task. All Sunday I was kept hard at work, and yeb
by Monday I had only got as far as H. I went round to
my employer, found him in the same dismantled kind ©
room, and was told to keep at it until Wednesday, an
then come again. On Wednesday it was still unfinished,
so I hammered away until Friday—that is, yesterday .
Th‘(zr‘l'l brought it round to Mr. Harry Pinner. I

Thank you very much ;) said he. ¢I fear that
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underrated the difficulty of the task. This list will be of
very material assistance to me.’

“¢Jt took some time,” said I.

“¢And now,’ said he, ‘I want you to make a list of the
furniture shops, for they all sell crockery.’

«“¢Very good.

“¢And you can come up to-morrow evening at seven,
and let me know how you are getting on. Don’t overwork
yourself. A couple of hours at Day’s Music-Hall in the
evening would do you no harm after your labours’ He
laughed as he spoke, and I saw with a thrill that his
second tooth upon the left-hand side had been very badly
stuffed with gold.”

Sherlock Holmes rubbed his hands with delight, and I
stared in astonishment at our client.

¢ You may well look surprised, Dr. Watson, but it is
{his way,” said he. “When I was speaking to the other
chap in London at the time that he laughed at my not
going to Mawson's, I happened to notice that hLis tooth
was stuffed in this very identical fashion. The glint of
the gold in each case caught my eye, you see. When I
out that with the voice and figure being the same, and
only those things altered which might he changed by a
razor or a wig, I could not doubt that it was the same
man. Of course, you expect two brothers to be alike, but
not that they should have the same tooth stuffed in the
same way. He bowed me out and I found myself in the
street, hardly knowing whether I was on my head or my
heels. Back I went to my hotel, put my head in a basin
of cold water, and tried to think it out. Why had lLe
sent me from London to Birmingham; why had he got
there before me; and why had he written a letter from
himself to himself? It was altogether too much for me,
and I could make no sense of it. And then suddenly
it struck me that what was dark to me might be very
light to Mr. Sherlock Holmes. T had just time to get up
to town by the night train, to see him this morning, and
to bring you both back with me to Birmingham.”

There was a pause after the stockbroker’s clerk lad
concluded his surprising experience. Then Sherlock
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Holmes cocked his eye at me, le
cushions with a ple
noisseur who had
vintase,

* Rather fine, Watson, is it not v
are poiuts in it which please me. [ think you will agree
with me that an interview with My, Arthur Harry Piuner
in the temporary offices of the Franco-Midland lardware
Company, Limited, would be
perience for both of us.”

“But how can we do it ¥” I asked.

“Oh, easily enough,” said Hall Pyeroft, cheerily.
“You are two friends of mine who are in want of a billet,
and what could be more natural than that I should bring
you both round to the managing director ?” .

“Quite 0! Of course '™ said lolmes. <TI should like
to have a look at the gentleman and sce if I can make
anything of his little game. What qualities have you,
my friend, which would make your services =o \'ﬂl_"ﬂb]e‘
or is it pussible that ”he began biting his nails and
staring blankly out of the window, and we hardly drew
another word from him until we were in New Strect.

aning back on the
ased and yet eritical face, like a con-
Just taken hLis first sip of a comet

said he.  « There

a rather interesting ex-

At seven o'clock that evening we were walking, tl".(‘f
three of us, down Corporation Street to the company’s
offices. Cm

“It is of no use our being at all hefore our time,
saill our client. < [[e ouly comes there to see me
apparently, for the place is deserted up to the very hour
he names,”

“That is suggestive,” remarked Holmes. s
“By Jove, T'told you so!” cried the clerk. ¢ That’s
he walking ahead of us there.”

He pointed to smallish, blonde, well-dressed mﬂ}:z
who was bustling along the other side of the road. A3
we watched him ke looked across at a boy who wa.]a
bawling out the latest edition of the evening paper, and
running over among the cabs and ’buses, he bought 0“5
from him. Then clutching it in Lis hand he vanishe
through a doorway.
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“T'here he goes! ™ cried Hall Pycroft. ¢ Those are the
company’s offices into which he has gone.  Come with me
and Il fix it up as easily as possible.”

Following his lead we ascended five stories, until we
found oursclves outside a half-opened door, at which our
client tapped. A voice within bade us ¢ Come in,” and
we entered a bare, unfurnished room, such as Hall Pycroft
had described. At the single table =at the man whom we
il seen in the street, with his evening paper rpread out
in front of him, and as he looked up at us it seemed to me
that I had never looked upon a face which bore such
marks of grief, and of something beyond grief—of a
horror such as comes to few men in a lifetime.  His brow
glisteued with perspiration, his cheeks were of the dull
dead white of a fish’s belly, and his eyes were wild and
staring. He looked at his clerk as though he failed to
recoguise him, and I could see, by the astonishment
depicted upon our conductor’s face, that this was by no
means the usual appearance of his employer.

« You look ill, Mr. Pinner,” he exclaimed.

¢ Yes, I am not very well,” answered the other, making
obvious efforts to pull himself together, and licking his
dry -lips before he spoke.. “Who are these geuntlemen
whom you have brought with you?”

i One is Mr. Harris, of Bermondsey, and the other is
Mr. Price, of this town,” said our clerk, glibly. < They
are friends of mine, and gentlemen of experience, but
they have been out of a place for some little time, and
they hoped that perhaps you nnghp find an opening for
them in the company’s employment.”

«Yery possibly! Very possibly!” cried Mr. Pinner,
with a ghastly smile. “Yes, I have no doubt that we
<hall be able to do something for you. What is your
particular line, Mr. Harris ?.”

« T am an accountant,” said Holmes.

« Al, yes, we shall want something of the sort. And
you, Mr. Price??

« A clerk,” said T.

«] have every hope that the company may accomio-
date yon. I will let you know about it as soon as we
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come to any conclusion. And now I beg that you will go.
For God’s sake, leave me to myself!"”

These last words were shot out of him, as though the
constraint which he was evidently setting upon himself
had suddenly and utterly burst asunder. Holmes and I
glanced at each other, and Ifall Pycroft took a step
towards the table.

“You forget, Mr. Pinner, that I amn here by appoint-
ment to receive some directions from you,” said he.

“Certainly, Mr. Pycroft, certainly,” the other answered
in a calmer tone. ¢ You may wait here a moment, and
there is no reason why your friends should not wait with
you. I will be entirely at your service in three minutes,
if I might trespass upon your patience so far.” He rose
with a very courteous air, and bowing to us he pasfed
out through a door at the farther end of the room, which
he closed behind him.

“What now ?” whispered Holmes. «Is he giving us
the slip ?”

¢ Impossible,” answered Pycroft.

“Why so?”

“That door leads into an mner room.”

“There is no exit ?”

“None.”

“Is it furnished ?”

“It was empty yesterday.”

“Then what on earth can he be doing? There is some-
thing which I don’t understand in this matter. If ever2
man was three parts mad with terror, that man’s name 13
Pinner.  What can have put the shivers on him P

¢ He suspects that we are detectives,” I suggested.

“ That’s it,” said Pycroft.

Holmes shook his head. ¢ He did not turn pale: H‘z
wus pale when we entered the room,” said he. It 15 )05
possible that ? h

His words were interrupted by a sharp rat-tat from the
direction of the inner door. TR

“What. the deuce is he knocking at his own door for?
cried the clerk. 7o all

Again and much louder came the rat-tat-tat. We a
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gazed expectantly at the closed door. G lancing at Holmes
I saw his face turn rigid, and be leaned forward in intense
excitement. Then suddenly came a low gurgling, gargling
sound and a brisk dramming upon woodwork. Holmes
sprang frantically across the room and pushed at the door.
1t was fastened on the inner side.  Following his example,
we threw ourselves upon it with all our weight. One
hinge snapped, then the other, and down came the door
with a erash.  Rushing over it we found ourselves in the
inner room.

It was empty.

But it was only for a moment that we were at fault.
At one corner, the corner nearest the room which we had
left, there was a second door.  Holmes sprang to it and
pulled it open. A coat and waistcoat were lying on the
tloor, and from a hook behind the door, with his own
braces round his neck, was hanging the managing director
of the Ifranco-Midland Iardware Company. His knees
were drawn up, his head hung at a dreadful angle to his
bady, and the clatter of his heels against the door made
the noise which had broken in upon our conversation. In
an instant I had caught him round the waist and held
him up, while Holmes and Pycroft untied the clastic
hands which had disappeared between the livid creases of
skin. Then we carried him into the other room, where
he lay with a slate-coloured face, pufting his purple lips in
and out with every breath—a dreadful wreck of all that
he had been but five minutes before.

«What do you think of him,‘\Vatsop ? 7 asked Holmes,

T stooped over him and examined him. His pulse was
feeble and intermittent, but his breathing grew longer,
and there was a little shivering of his eyelids which
showed a thin white slit of ball beneath.

« [t has been touch and go with him,” said T, “hut
he’ll live now. Just open that window and hand me
the water carafe” I undid his collar, poured the cold
water over his face, and raised and sank his arms until he
drew a long natural breath.

« It’s only a question of time now,’
away from him.

*said T,as I turned
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Holmes stood by the table with his hands deep in his
trousers pockets and his chin upon his hreast. )

« I suppose we ought to call the police in now,” said hes
“and yet I confess that I like to give them a complete
case when they come.”

“It’s a blessed mystery to me,” cried Pycroft, scral ch-
ing his head, ¢ Whatever they wanted to bring me all
the way up here for, and then ” .

“Pooh ! All that is clear enough,” said 1lolmes, im-
patiently. «It is this last sudden move.”

“You understand the rest, then ?” .

“Ithink that is fairlyobvious. What doyou say,Watson?

I shrugged my shoulders.

“T must confess that I am out of my depths,” said I.

¢ QOh, surely, if you consider the events at first they can
only point to one conclusion.”

“What do you make of them ?*

“ Well, the whole thing hinges upon two points. The
first is the making of Pycroft write a declaration hy which
he entered the service of this preposterous companys. Do
you not see how very suggestive that is 7 ”

“I am afraid T miss the point.”

“ Well, why did they want lLim to do it ? Not ax &
business matter, for these arrangements are usually verbal,
and there was no earthly business reason why this should
be an exception. Don’t you see, my young iriend, that
they were very anxious to obtain a specimen of your
handwriting, and had no other way of doing it ?”

“And why ?”

“Quite so. Why ? When we answer that, we 'lm\'(;
made some progress with our little problem. Why
There can be only one adequate reason. Someone wanted
to learn to imitate your writing, and had to procurc &
specimen of it first. And now if we pass on to the second
point, we find that each throws light upon the other.
That point is the request made by Pinner that you should
not, resign your place, but should leave the manager 0
this important business in the full expectation that a Mr.
Hall Pycroft, whom he had never seen, was about to enter
the office upon the Monday morning.”
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“My God ! cried our client, “ what a blind beetle I
have heen!”

¢ Now you see the point about the handwriting. Sup-
rose that someone turned up in your place who wrote a
completely different hand from that in which you had
applied for the vacancy, of course the game would have
been up. But in the interval the rogue learnt to imitate
you, and his position was therefore secure, as I pre-
sume that nobody in the oftice had ever set eyes upon
you ?”

% Not a soul,” groaned Hall Pyeroft.

“Very good. Of course, it was of the utmost impor-
tance to prevent you from thinking better of it, and also
to keep you from coming into contact with anyone who
might tell you that your double was at work in Mawson's
office. Tlerefore they gave you a handsome advance on
vour salary, and ran you off to the Midlands, \\‘herq they
:,;a\'e you enough work to do to prevent, your going to
London, where you might have burst their little game up.

That is all plain enough.” )
“But. why should this man pretend to be his own

brother ?” )

«WWell, that is pretty clear also. There are evidently
only two of them in it. The other is personating you at
the office. This one acted as your engager, and then
found that he could not find you an employer without
admitting a third person into his .plot». That he was
most unwilling to do. He changed his appearance as far
as he could, and trusted that the likeness, which you
could not fail to observe, would be put down to a family
resemblance. But for the happy chance of the gold
stuffing your suspicions would probably have never been

oused.
al(}-l;gtfl(l Pycroft shook his clenched hands in the air.
«Good Lord ! ” he cried. “While I have been fooled in
this way, what has this other Hall Pycroft been doing at
Mawson’s ?  What should we do, Mr. Holmes ? Tell me
what to do !”

« We must wire to Mawson’s.”

¢ They shut at twelve on Saturdays.”
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“XNever mind; there may be some  door-keeper  or
attendant !

“Ah, yes; they keep a permanent guard there on
account of the value of the sccurities that they hold. 1
remember hearing it talked of in the City.”

“Very good, we shall wire to himn, and see if all is well,
and if a clerk of your name is working there. That is
clear enough, but what is not so clear is why at sight of us
one of the rogues should instantly walk out of the room
and hang himeelf.”

“The paper!” croaked a voice behind us. The man
was sitting up, blanched and ghastly, with returning
reason in his cyes, and hands which rubhed nervously at
the broad red haud which still encireled his throat.

“The paper! Of course!” yelled Holmes, in 2
paroxysm of excitement. ¢ Idiot that I was ! 1 thought
s0 much of our visit that the paper never entered my head
for an instant. To be sure the secret must lie there.”
He flattened it out on the table, and a cry of triumph
burst from his lips.

“ Look at this, Watson !” he cried. ¢TIt is a London
paper, an early edition of the Evewing Standard. Here
is what we want.  Look at. the headlines—¢ Crime in the
City. Murder at Mawson and Williams'. Gigantic At-
tempted Robhery; Capture of the Criminal.’ Iere,
Watson, we are all equally anxious to hear it, so kindly
read it aloud to us.”

It appeared from its position in the paper to have been
the one event of importance in town, and the account of it
ran in this way :--

“ A desperate attempt at robbery, culminating in the
death of one man and the capture of the eriminal, occurred
this afternoon in the City. I‘or some time back Mawson
and Williams, the famous financial house, have heen the
guardians of securitiex which amouut in the aggregate
to a sum of considerably over a million sterling. So con-
scious was the manager of the responsihility which
devolved upon him in consequence of the great interests
at stake, that safes of the very latest construction have
been employed, und an armed watchman has been left
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day and night in the building. Tt appears that last. week
a new clerk, named IHall Pycroft, was engaged by the
firm. This person appears to have been none other than
Beddington, the famous forger and cracksman, who, with
his brother, has only recently emerged from a five years'
spell of penal servitude. By some means, which are not
vet clear, he succeeded in winning, under a false name,
this officinl position in the office, which he utilized in
order to obtain mouldings of various locks, and a thorough
knowledge of the position of the strong room and the
safes. ‘

« It is customary at Mawson's for the clerks to leave at
midday on Satarday. Sergeant Tuson,of the City Police,
was somewhat surprised therefore to see a gentleman with
a carpet hag come down the steps at twenty minutes past,
one. His suspicions being aroused, the sergeant followed
the man, and with the aid of Constable Pollock succeeded,
after a most desperate resistance, in arresting him. It
was at once clear that a daring and gigantic robbery had
been committed. Nearly a hundred thousand pounds
worth of American railway bonds, with a large amount of
serip in other mines and companies, were discovered in the
bag. On examining the premises the body of the unfor-
tunate watchman was found doubled up and thrust into
the largest of the safes, where it would not have been
discovered until Monday morning had it not been for the
prompt action of Sergeant Tuson. '_I‘he man’s skull had
been shattered by a blow from a poker, delivered from
behind. There could be no doubt that Beddington had
ohtained entrance by pretending that he had left some-
thing behind him, and having murdered the watchman,
rapidly rifled the large safe, and then made off with his
hooty. His brother, who usunally works with him, has not.
appeared in this job, as far as can at present he ascer-
tained, although the police are making energetic inquiries
as to his whereabouts.”

«“Well, we may save the police some little trouhie in
that direction,” said Holmes, glancing at the haggard
figure huddled up by the window. “Human nature is a
strange mixture, Watson. You see that even a villain
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and a2 murderer can inspire such affection that his
brother turns to suicide when he learns that his neck
is forfeited. However, we have no choice as to our
action. The doctor and I will remain on guard, Mr.
Pycroft, if you will have the kindness to step out for the
police.”
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TITE “ GLONRTA SCOTT.”

HAVE some papers here,” said my friend,
Sherlock Holmes, as we sat one winter's
night on either side of the fire, “swhich 1
really think, Watson, it would be worth your
while to glance over. These are the docu-

ments in the extraordinary ease of the (florie Scotl, and

this is the message which struck Justice of the Ieace

Trevor dead with horror when he read it.”

He had picked from a drawer a little tarnished cylinder,
and, undoing the tape, he handed me a short note
serawled upon a half sheet of slate- -grey paper.

“The supply of game for London is going steadily up,”
it ran. ¢ Head-keeper Hudson, we believ e, has been now
told to receive all orders for fly-paper, and for preservation
of vour hen pheasant’s life.”

AsT glanced up from reading this omgmatml message
I saw Holmes chuckling at the expression upon my face.

“\oukmknlwﬂehmaned” said he.

«T cannot see how such a message as this could in-
spire horror. It seems to me to be rather grotesque than
otherwise.”

“Very likely. Yet the fact remains that the reader,
who was a fine, robust old man, was knocked clean down
by it, as if it lm(l heen the butt-end of a pistol.”

“You arouse my curiosity,” said I. < Bat why did you

say just now that there were very particular reasons why

I should study this case?”

“ Pecaunse it was the first in which T was ever en-

gaged.”
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I'liad often endeavoured to elicit from my companion
what had first twrned his mind in the direct jon Ql’ eriminal
research, but I had never caught him hefore in a com-
municative humour. Now he sat forward in .lns' arme-
chair, and spread out the documents upon lus. kuees,
Then he it lLis pipe and sat for some tinme smoking and
turning them over, o

“You mnever heard me talk of Victor Trevor 2?7 he
asked. ¢ He was the only friend I made during tlw‘ two
years that I was at college. 1 was never a very sociable
fellow, Watson, always rather fond of noping in my rovms
and working out my own little methods of thought, so
that I never mixed much with the men of my year.  Bar
fencing and boxing I had few athletic tastes, and then my
line of study was quite distinct from that of the ?tlwr
fellows, so that we-had no points of contaet. at all. Trevor
was the only man I knew, and that only through the
accident of his bull-terrier freezing on to my ankle one
morning as I went down to chapel.

“ It was a prosaic way of forming a fr
was effective. I was laid by the heels for ten d: ys, and
Trevor used to come in to inquire after me. At first it
was only a minute’s chat, but soon his visits lengthened,
and before the end of the term we were close friends. He
was a hearty, full-blooded fellow, full of
energy, the very opposite to me in m
found we had some subjects in common, and it, wasa hond
of union when I learned that lie was as friendless as I
Finally, he invited me down to hLis father’s place at

Donnithorpe, in Norfolk, and T accepted his hospitality
for a month of the lon

g vacation.

0ld Trovor wag evidently a man of some wealth and
consideration, a J.P. and a landed proprietor. ])onn.l-
thorpe is a little hamlet. just to the north of Langmere, in
the country of the .Broads. The house was an old-
fashioned, wide-spread, oak-heamed, briek huilding, with a
fine lime-lined avenue leading up to it. There was
excellent. wild duck shooting in the fens, remarkably good
ﬁﬂ]liﬂg‘ a small hut, select, library, taken over, as I under-
stood, from a former occupant, and a tolerable cook, so

iendship, hut it

spirit. and
ost respects ; but we
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that it would be a fastidious man who could not put in a
pleasant month there.

“Irevor senior was a widower, and my friend was his
only son. ‘There had been a danghter, T heard, bat she
had died of diphtheria while on a visit to Birmingham.
The father interested me extremely. e was a man of
little culture, but with a considerable amount of rude
strength both physically and mentally.  He knew hardly
any books, but he had travelled far, had seen much of the
world, and had remembered all that he had learned. In
person he was a thick-set, burly man, with a shock of
grizzled hair, a orown, weather-beaten face, and blue eyes
which were keen to the verge of fierceness.  Yet he had a
reputation for kindness and charity on the country side,
and was noted for the leniency of his sentences from the
bench.

“()ne evening, shortly after my arrival, we were sitting
over a glass of port after dinner, when young Trevor
began to talk about. those habits of observation and infer-
ence which I had alveady formed into a system, although
[ had not yet appreciated the part which they were to
play in my life.  The old man evidently thonght that his
son was exaggerating in his description of one or two
trivial feats which I had performed.

«iCome now, Mr. Holmes,” sail he, laughing good-
humouredly, ¢I'm an excellent subject, if you can deduce
anything from me.’

«¢] fear there is mnot very much,” T answered. ¢TI
might snggest. that you have gone about in fear of some
personal attack within the last twelve months.’

“ The laugh faded from his lips, and he stared at me in
great. surprise.
© e Well, that's true enough,’ said he. ¢You know,
Victor, turning to his son, ¢when we broke up that
poaching gang. they swore to knife ne; and Sir Edward
Hoby has actually been attacked. I'vealways been on my
guard since then, though [ have no idea how you know it.’

“¢You have a very handsome stick,” I answered, ¢ By
the inseription. I observed that you had not had it more
than a year.  Bal you have taken some pains to hore the
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head of it-and pour melted lead into the hole, so as to
make it a formidable weapon. I argued ihat you would
not. take such precautions unless you had some danger to
fear.

“ ¢ Anything else ?* he asked, smiling,.

“¢ You have boxed a good deal in your yonth.

“¢Right again. How did yon know it ? Is my nose
knocked a little out of the straight ?°

“¢No, said L. <It is your cars. They have the
peculiar flattening and thickening which marks the Loxing
man.’

“¢ Anything else ?°

““Yon have done a great deal of digging, by your
callosities.”

“¢ Made all my money at. the gold-fields.”

““You have been in New Zealand.

“¢Right again.

““You have visited Japan.’

“ ¢ Quite true.

“¢And you have heen most. intimately associated with
somcone whose initials were J. A., and whom you after-
wards were eager to entirely forget.’

“Mr. Trevor stood siowly up, fixed his large blue oyes
on me with a strange, wild stare, and then pitched
forward on his face among the nutshells which strewed
the cloth, in a dead faint.

“You can imagine, Watson, how shocked hath his son
and I were. His attack did not last long, however, for
when we undid his collar and sprinkled the water from one
of the finger glasses over his face, he gave a gasp or two
and sat, up.

“¢Ah, boys!® said he, forcing a smile. <I hope T
haven't frightened you. Strong as T look, there is a weak
place in my heart, and it does not take much to knock me
over. I don’t know how you manage this, Mr. Holmes,
but it seems to me that all the detectives of fact and
of fancy would he children in your hands.  'I'hat’s
line of life, sir, and you may take the word of
has seen something of the world.’

“And that recommendation, with the exaggerated

your
a man who
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estimate of my ability with which he prefaced it, was, if
you will helieve me, Watson, the very first thing which
ever made me feel that a profession mmht, be made out of
what had up to that time been the merest hobby. At
the moment, however, I was too much concerned at the
sudden illness of my host to think of anything else.

«“ <[ hope that I have said nothing to pain you,’ said I.

“¢<Well, you certainly touched upon rather a tender
point.  Might T ask how you know and how much you
know?’  Ie spoke now in a half-jesting fashion, but a
lovk of terror still lurked at the back of his eyes.

eIt ix simplicity itself,) said I ¢ When you bared
\()lll arm to draw that h~l1 into the boat. T saw that
«J. A.? had been tattoved in the bend of the elhow. The
lellch were still legible, but it was perfectly clear from
their blurred appearance, and from the staining of the
skin round them, that efforts had been made to obliterate
them. 1t was obvious, then, that those initials had once
been very familiar to you, and that you had afterwards
wished to forget them.

“¢What an eye you have!’ he cried, with a sigh of
relief. €It is just as you say. Bul we won't talk of it.
Of all ghosts the ghosts of our old loves are the worst.
Come into the hilliard-room and have a quiet. cigar.’

“ Irom that day, amid all his cordiality, {here was
always a touch of suspicion in Mr. Trevor's manner
towards me. Even his son remarked it. ‘You've given
the governor such a turn, said he, ¢that he’ll never be
sure again of what you know and what you don’t know.’
He (lul not mean to show it, I am sure, but it was so
strongly in his mind that it peeped out at. every action.
At last I became so convinced that I was causing him
uneasiness that I drew my visit to a close. On tlu, very
day, however, before I left, an incident occurred which
proved in the sequel to be of importance.

“ We were sitting out upon the lawn on garden chairs,
the three of us, basking in the sun and admiring the
view across the Broads, when the maid came out to say
that there was a man at the door who wanted to see Mr.
Trevor.
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¢ What is his name ? " axked 1y host.

< He would not give any.

“¢What does he want, then ?°

“¢IHe says that you know him, and that he only wants
a moment’s conversation.’

¢¢Show him round here.”  An instant afterwards there
appeared a-little weazened fellow, with a cringing manner
and a shambling style of walking. He wore un open
jacket, with a splotch of tar on the sleevey a ved and
black check shirt, dungarce trousers, and heavy boots
badly worn. His face was thin and brown and craft ¥,
with a perpetual smile upon it, which showed an irregular
line of yellow teeth, and his crinkled hands were half
closed in a way that is distinctive of sailors.  As he came
slouching across the lawn I heard Mr. Trevor make a sort
of hiccoughing mnoise in his throat, and, jumping out. of
his chair, he ran into the house. He was back in a
moment, and I smelt a strong reek of hraud y as he
passed me.

¢ Well, my man,’ said he, “what can I do for you ??

“ The sailor stood looking at him witl, 1Mickered e s,
and with the same loose-lipped smile upon Lis face.

““You don’t know me ?” he asked.

““Why, dear me, it is surely Hudson !’
Trevor, in a tone of surprise.

¢“Hudson it is, sir, said the seaman,
thirty year and more since 1 saw you last,
in your house, and me still picking my
the harness cask.’

“¢Tuat, you will find that I hav
times,’ cried Mr. Trevor, and, walkin
he said something in a low voice. ¢Go into the kitchen,’
he continued out loud, ‘and you will get food and drink,
I have no doubt that I shall find you a situation.’

¢ Thank you, sir,’ said the seaman » touching his fore-
lock. ¢I'm just off a two-yearer in an eight-knot tram X
short handed at that, and T wants a rest. I thought I’d
get it either with Mr. Beddoes or with you.’

“¢Ab!’ cried Mr. Trevor, ‘you know where Mr,
Beddoes is ?’

said M.

“Why, it’s
Here you are
sult meat out of

e not forgotten old
g towards the sailor,
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“ ¢ Bless you, siry, I know where all my ol fricuds are,’
said the fellow, with a sinister smile, and slouched off alter
the maid to the kitchen.  Mr. Trevor mumbled somcething
to us about having been shipmates with the man when he
was going back to the diggings, and then, leaving us on
the lawn, he went indoors. An hour later, wheu we
euntered the house we found him stretched dead drunk
upon the dining-room sofa. The whole incident left a
most ugly impression upon wy mind, and I was not sorry
next day to leave Dounithorpe behind me, for I felt that
my presence must be a source of embarrassment to my
friend.

«All this occurred during the first month of the long
vacation. I went up to my London rooms, where 1 spent
seven weeks working out a few experiments in organic
chemistry. One day, however, when the autumu was far
advanced and the vacation drawing to a close, I received
a telegram from my friend imploring me to return to
Dounithorpe, and saying that he was in great need of my
advice and assistance. Of course I dropped everything
and set out for the north once more.

¢« He met me with the dog-cart at the station, and I saw
at a glance that the last two months had been very trying
ones for him. He had grown thin and careworn, and had
lost the loud, cheery mauner for which he had been re-
markable.

«:The governor is dying,’ were the first words he said.

¢ [mpossible 13T cried. ¢ What is the matter?’

«¢ Apoplexy. Nervous shoc:k. Ij[e’s lzeen on the verge
all day. I doubt if we shall find him alive.’

«1 was, as you may think, Watson, horrified at this
unexpected news.

«<\What has caused it ?’ I asked.

s Ah, that is the point. Jump in, and we can talk it
over while we drive. You remember that fellow who
came upon the evening before you left us ?”’

«¢ Perfectly.’

«<¢PDo you know who it was that we let into the house
that day ?”

s¢] have no idea.’
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“¢It was the Devil, Holmes !’ he cried.

“ I stared at him in astonishment.

““Yes; it was the Devil himself.  We have not. had a
peaceful hour since—not one. The governor has never
held up his head from that evening, aud now the life s
been crushed out of him, and his heart hroken all through
this accursed Hudson.’ )

“¢What power had he, then ?’

“¢Abh, that is what I would give so much to know.
The kindly, charitable, good old governor! How could lie
have fallen into the clutches of such a rufian?  But 1 am
80 glad that you have come, Holmes. I trust very muceh
to your judgment and discretion, and I know that you will
advise me for the best.’

“We were dashing along the smooth, white country
road, with the long stretch of Broads in front, of us
glimmering in the red light of the setting sun.  IFrom 2
grove upon our left I could already see the high chimueys
and the flag-staff which marked the squire’s dwelling.

“¢My father made the fellow gardener,” suid my com-
panion, ¢ and then, as that did not satisfy him, he was pro-
moted to be butler. The house seemed to he
and he wandered about and did what he
maids complained of his drunken L
language. The dad raised thejr wages all round Lo recom-
pense them for the annoyance. The fellow would tuke the
boat and my father’s best gun and treat, himself to little
shooting parties. And all this with such a sneeriug, leer-
ing, insolent face, that I would Lave knocked him down
twenty times over if he had been a man of my own age.
I tell you, Holmes, I have had to keep a tight. hiold
upon myself all this time, and now I awn asking myself
whether, if I had let myself go a little more, I might not.
have been a wiser man.

“*Well, matters went from had to worse with us, and
this animal, Hudson, became more and more intrusive,
until at last. on bis waking some insolent reply to my
father in my presence one day, I took him by the shoulder
and turned him out of the room. 1le slunk away with a
livid face, and two venomous eyes which uttered more

at his mercy,
chose in it. The
abits and his vile
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threats than his tongue could do. I don’t know what
pissed between the poor dad and him after that, but the
diel came to me next day and asked me whether 1 woulid
mind apologizing to IHudson. I refused, as you can
imagine, and asked my father how he could allow such a
wreteh to take such liberties with himself and his hiouse-
hold.

<< Ah, my hoy,’ said he, ¢it is all very well to talk, but
vou don’t know how I am placed. But you shall know,
Victor. T’ll see that you shall know, come what may !
You wouldn't believe harm of your poor old father, would
you, lad?’ e was very much moved, and shut himself
up in the study all day, where I could see through the
window that he was writing busily.

¢ That evening there came what seemed to be a grand
release, for Hudson told us that he was going to leave us.
IHe walked into the dining-room as we sat after dinner
and announced bLis intention in the thick voice of a half-
drunken man.

“¢I've had enough of Norfolk,” said he, ¢ I'll run down
to Mr. Beddoes, in Hampshire. He'll be as glad to see me
as you were, I daresay.’

*¢ You're not going away in an unkind spirit, Hudson,
I Liope?” said my father, with a tameness which made my
Liood boil.

¢ ¢ Pve not had my ‘pology,’ said he, sulkily, glancing in
my direction.

¢ Victor, you will acknowledge that you have used this
worthy fellow rather roughly ?’ said the dad, turning to
me.

“¢(On the contrary, I think that we have both shown ex«
traordinary patience towards him,’ I answered.

%< (h, you do, do you?’ he snarled. ¢ Very good, mate.
We'll see about that!’ He slouched out of the room,
and half an hour afterwards left the house, leaving my
father in a state of pitiable nervousness. Night after night:
I heard him pacing his room, and it was just as he was
recovering his confidence that the blow did at last fall.

«¢ And how ?’ I asked, eagerly.

«¢In a most extraordinary fashion. A letter arrived
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for my father yesterday evening, hearing the Fording-
bridge postmark. My father read it, clapped both his
hands to his head, and began rumming round the room in
little circles like a man who has been driven out of Lis
senses. When Tat last drew him down on to the sofa, his
mouth and eyelids were all puckered on one side, and
[ saw that he had a stroke. Dr. Fordham cume over at
once, and we put Liim to bed; but the paralysis has spread,
he has shown no sign of returning consciousness, anud |
think that we shall hardly find him alive.’

““You horrify me, Trevor!” I eried. ¢ What, then,
could have been in this letter to cause so dvendful o result

““Nothing.  There lies the inexplicable part of i,
The message was absard and trivial. - Ab, my God, it is as
[ feared !’

“ As lie spoke we eame round the curve of (e avenue,
and =aw in the fding light that every blind in the house
had been drawn down.  As we dashed up to the door, my
friend’s face convulsed with grief, a gentleman in hlack
emerged trom it.

“*When did it happen, doctor ?* asked Trevor.

<< Almost immediately after you left.’

“ < Did he recover consciousness ?’

“S or an instant before the end.’

¢ Any message for me?’

“*Only that the papers were in the back draw
Japanese eabinet.’

* My friend ascended with the doctor to the e
death, while I remained in the study, turning the whole
matter over and over in my head, and feeling as sombre as
ever I had done in my life.  What was the past of this
Trevor: pugilist, traveller, and gold-digger ; and how had
lie placed bimself in the power of this acid-faced seaman ?
Why, too, should he faint at an allusion to the halfoefface
initials upon hix arm, and die of fright when he had a
letter from Fordinghridge? Then I remembered that
l“urdingln‘idge was in  Ilampshire, and that this M.
Beddoes, whom the seaman had gone to visit, and presum-
ably to blackmail, had also heen mentioned ax livine in

. inl
Hampshive.  The letter, then, might either come from

er of the

Lhamber ot
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[Tudzon, the scaman, saying that he had betraved the
vuilty seeret. which appeared to exist, or it might. come
from Beddoes, warning an old confederate that such a
betrayal was imminent. So far it seemed clear enough.
But, then, how could the letter be trivial and grotesque
ax deseribed by the son ?  He must have misread it. If
so, it must. have been one of those ingenious secret codes
which mean one thing while they seem to mean another.
[ must see this letter.  If there were a hidden meaning in
it, T was confident that I could pluck it forth., For an
hour I sat pondering over it in the gloom, until at
last. a weeping maid brought in a lamp, and close at her
heels came my friend Trevor, pale but composed, with
these very papers which liec upon my knee held in his
grasp.  He sat down opposite to me, drew the lamp to the
edge of the table, and handed me 2 short note seribbled,
as you see, upon a single sheet of grey paper. ¢ The supply
of game for London is going steadily up,” it ran. ¢ Head-
keeper Hudson, we believe, has been now told to receive
all orders for fly-paper and for preservation of your hen
pheasant’s life.” .

«l daresay my face lookec} as bewildered as yours did
just now when first I read this message.  Then I re-read
it. very carefully. It was endenl]x as .l .lm{l thought, and
some second meaning must be buried in this strange com-
bination of woids. Or could it be that there was a pre-
arranged significance to such phrases as ¢ ﬁ)’-papm: *and
¢hen pheasant’? Such a meaning would he arbitrary,
and could not be deduced inany way. And yet I was loth
to helieve that this was the case, and the presence of the
word ¢ Hudson’ seemed to show that the subject of the
message was as I had guessed, and that it was from
Beddoes rather than the sailor. T tried it backwards, hut
the comhination, ¢ Life pheasant’s hen,’ was not encourag-
ing. Then I tried alternate words, bl}i- neither ¢ The of
for” nor ¢supply game London’ promised to throw any
light upon it.  Then in an instant the key of the riddle
was.in my hands, and I saw that cevery tlnrd word begin-
ning with the first would give a message which might well
drive old Trevor to despair.
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“It was short and terse, the warning, as 1 now read it
to my companion :—

“¢The game is up. Iudson haxtold all.  Fly for your
life.!

* Victor Trevor sank his face into his shaking hands.
¢ It must be that, T suppose,’ said he. ¢ This is worse than
death, for it means disgrace as v ell.  But what is the
meaning of these ¢ head-keepers ™ and ¢ hen pheasants ™ 2°

« ¢t means nothing to the message, hut it might mean
a good deal to us if we had no other means of discover ing
the sender. You see that he has begun by writing, ¢ The
.. .game . . . is,"and so on.  Afterwards he had,
to fulfil the prearranged cipher, to fill in any two words
in eachi space. He would naturally use the first words which
came to his mind, and if there were <o many which
referred to sport among them, you may be toler: thly sure
that he is either an ardent shot or interested in hl(:(‘(]ln"'
Do you know anything of thizs Beddoes ?’

“¢Why, now that you mention it,’ said he, ¢ T remember
that my poor father used to have an invitation from him
to shoot over his preserves every autumn.’

“¢Then it is undoubtedly from him that the note
comes, said T. ¢ It only remains for us to find out what
this secret, was which the sailor Hudson seems to have held
over the heads of these two wealthy and respected men.

« ¢ Alas, Holmes, [ fear that it is one of sin and shame !’
cried my friend. ¢ But from you I shall have no secrets.
ITere is the statement which was drawn up by my father
when he knew that the danger from Hudson had become
imminent. I found it in the Japanese cabinet, as he told
the doctor. Take it and read it to me, for I have neither
the strength nor the courage to do it my=elf’

“T'hese are the very papers, Watson, which he handed
to me, and I will read them to yon as I read them in the
old study that night to him. They are indorsed outside
as you see: ¢ Some particulars of the voyage of the harque
Gloric Scott, from her leaving Falmouth on the 8th
October, 1853, to her destruction in N. lat. 15° 20/, W.

long. 25° 14/, on November 6th.” It is in the form nf a
letter, and runs in this way :—
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“ My dear, dear son,—Now that approaching disgrace
begins to darken the closing years of my life, 1 can write
with all truth and honesty that it is not. the terror of the
law, it is not the loss of my position in the county, nor is
it my fall in the eyes of all who have known me, which
cuts me to the heart; but it is the thought that yon
should eome to blush for me—you who love me, and who
have xeldom, I hope, had reason to do other than respect
me. But if the blow falls which is for ever hanging over
me, then I should wish you to read this that you may
know straight from me how far I have been to blame.
On the other hand, if all should go well (which may
kind God Almighty grant!), then it by any chance this
paper should be still undestroyed, and should fall into
your hands, I conjure you hy all you hold sacred, hy the
memory of your dear mother, and by the love which has
been between us, to hurl it into the fire, and to never give
one thought. to it again. .

«If, then, your eye goes on to read this line, I know
that T shall already have heen exposed and dragged from
my home, or, as is more likely—for you know that my
heart is weak—be lying with my tongue sealed for ever in
death. In either case the time for suppression is past,
and every word which I tell you is the naked truth; and
this T swear as I hope for mercy.

« My name, dear lad, is noi Trevor. I was James
Armitage.in my younger days, and you can understand
now the shock that it was to me a few weeks ago when
your college friend addressed me in words which §eemed
to imply that he had surmised my secret. As Armitage it
was that I entered a London bhanking house, and as
Armitage I was convicted.of hreaking my country’s lawy,
and was sentenced to transportation. Do mot think very
harshly of me, laddie. It was a debt of honour, so-called,
which I had to pay, and I used money which was not my
own to do it, in the certainty that I could replace it before
there could be any possibility of its heing missed.  But
the most. dreadfulill-luck pursuedme. The money which
I had reckoned upon never came to hand, and a premature
examination of accounts exposed my deficit. The case



9% MEMOIRS OF SIIERLOCK IHOLIES.

might have heen dealt leniently with, hut the lilf‘-j
were more harshly administered thirty vears ago “ll‘f
now, and on my twenty-third hivthday T found my=e
chained as a felon with thirtv-seven other conviets r'".
the ‘tween decks of the barque Gloriee Scolt, bound oy
Australia. . < nt its
It was the year * 53, when the Crimean War was : 1l ;
height, and the old convict ships had heen largely use n.-
transports in the Black Sea.  The Government was (-mrn.
pelled therefore to use smaller and less suitable vessels ‘."
sending out their prisoners.  The (orie Scoll hal, ]wt ;‘
in the Chinese tea trade, hut. she was an old-fashioned,

_ - clippers
heavy-howed, broad-heamed ¢ aaft, and the new clipp
had cut. her out.

She wasa 500-ton boat, and lw.fi‘l“s .h(\-]
1'.l|irt.y-oight. gaol-hirds, she cnrried twenty-six of a ”.(‘“:
cighteen soldiers, a aptain, three mates, o doctor, o "l;'l!:-
lain, and four warders, Nearly a hundred souls were in hety
all told, when we sot sail from Falmonth. ) :

“The partitions between the cells of {he convicts, =
stead of being of thick oak, as is usual in conviet "'I"l;’\_’
were quite thin and frail.  The man next to me upon the

aft side was one whom I had particularly noticed when we
were led down to the quay. He was a young man wl”f .
clear, hairless face,a long thin nose, and rather nut‘.-(,-raclie'
Jaws.  He earried his head very jauntily in the air, ]m(.]:r.‘.
Swaggering style of walking, and was ahove all else remark
able for Lis extraordinm'ybhoight. I don’t think any ?
our heads would come up to his shoulder, and I am su¥ IP
that he could not have measured less than six and a_ha !
feet. It wag strange among so many sad and weary f:ic]t:
to see one whicl, yas full of energy and resolution. s
sight of it was to me Jlikea fire in a snowstorm. I W ql
glad then to finq that he was my neighbour, and glzlfl(](, -
still when, in the dead of the night, I heard a “.h,'“fp(]:
close.to my ear, and found that he had managed to gul- *
°PeNIng in the hoard which separated us. ad
Talloa, chummy!’ said le, ¢ what’s your name, a1
are you here for ?°

. . s talking
with nswered him, and asked in turn who I was talking

what
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“¢I'm Jack Prendergast,” said he, ¢and, by God, vou'll
learn to bless my name before you've done with me!?

“ [ remembered hearing of his case, for it was one which
had made an immense sensation throughout the country,
sometime before my own mrrest.  He was a man of wood
family and of great ability, but of incurably vicious lnbltq
who lmd by an ingenious ey:tem of imud obtained huﬂe
sums of money from the leading London mPr(.h.mts.

“<Ah, ah! You remember my case ?” said he, proudly.

“¢Very well indeed.’

¢¢Then maybe you remember something queer about
it?’

¢ ¢What was that, then ?°

“<I'd Lad nearly a quarter of million, hadn’t I ?°

€ ¢Qo it was said.’

¢ But none was recovered, eh ?’

«“<No.

< \Well, where d’ye suppose the balance is ?” he asked.

«¢T have no idea,” said I.

‘¢ Right between my finger and thumb,’” he cried. ¢By
God, I've got more pounds to my name than you have
hairs on your head. And if you've money, my son, and
know how to handle it and spread it, von can do any-
thing! Now, you don't think it likely that a man who
could doanything is going to wear his breeches out. sitting
in the stml\mrr huld of a rat-gutted, beetle-ridden, moul(l ¥
old coffin of a China COJ.\l‘(‘l ? I\o, sir, such a man will
look after himcelf, and will look after his chums. You
may lay to that! You hold on to him, and you may kiss
the Book that he'll haul you through.’

“That was his style of talk, and at first I thought it
meant. nothing, but after a while, when he had tested me
and sworn me in with all po~51ble solemnity, he let me
understand that there really was a plot to gain command
of the vessel. A dozen of the prisoners Lad hatched it
before they came aboard ; Prendergast was the leader, and
his money was the motive power.

«¢I'd a partner,’ said he, ¢a rare good man, as true as a
stock to a barrel. He's got the dibbs, he has, and where
do you think he is at this moment ? 'Why, he’s the chap-

H 2
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lain of this ship—the chaplain, no less! e came aboard
with a black coat and his papers right, and money enough
in his box to buy the thing right up from kecl to main-
truck. The crew are his body and soul. He could buy ‘em
at so much a gross with a cash discount, and he did it
before ever they signed on. Ie's got two of the warders
and Mercer the second mate, and he’d get the captain
himself if he thought him worth it.’

“<What are we do, then ? 7 T asked.

““What do you think?’ said he. ¢ We'll make the
coats of some of these soldiers redder than ever the tailor
did.’

‘¢ Bat they are armed,” said I.

“¢And so shall we he, my hoy. There’s a brace of
pistols for every mother’s son of us, and if we can’t carry
this ship, with the crew at our back, it’s time we were all
sent to a young Miss’s boarding school. You speak to your
mate on the left to night, and sce if he is to be trusted.’

“ I did so, and found my other neighbour to be a young
fellow in much the same position as myself, whose crime
had been forgery. His name was Evans, but he after-
wards changed it, like myself, and he is now a rich and
prosperous man in the South of Eneland. Ile was ready
enough to join the conspiracy, as thé‘)onlv means of savinws
ourselves, and before we had crossed the Bay there were
only two of the prisoners who were not, in the secret. One
Of these was of weak mind, and we did not. dare to trust
him, and the other was suffering from jaundice, and could
not be of any use to us.

“From the beginning there was really nothing to pre-
vent us taking possession of the ship. The crew were a set
of ruffians, specially picked for the job. The sham chaplain

came into our cells to exhort us, carrying a black bag, sup-

posed to he full of tracts ; and so often did he come that. by

the third day we had each stowed away at the foot of our bed

a file, a brace of pistols, a pound of powder, and twenty
slugs. Two of the w

arders were agents of Prendergast,
an.d the second mate was his right-hand man. The cap-
tg.m, the two _mates, two warders, Lieutenant Martin, his
eighteen soldiers, and the doctor were all that we had
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against us. Yet, safe as it was, we determined to neglect
no precaution, and to make our attack suddenly at night.
It came, however, more quickly than we expected, and in
this way :(—

¢ One evening, about the third week after our start, the
doctor had come down to see one of the prisoners, who
was ill, and, putting his hand down on the bottom of his
bunk, he felt the outline of the pistols. If he had been
silent he might have blown the whole thing; but he was a
nervous little chap, so he gave a cry of surprise and turned
so pale, that the man knew what was up in an instant and
seized him. He was gagged before he could give the alarm,
and tied down upon the hed. He had unlocked the door
that led to the deck, and we were through it in a rush.
The two sentries were shot down, and so was a corporal
who came running to see what was the matter. There
were two more soldiers at the door of the state-room, and
their muskets seemed not to be loaded, for they never fired
upon us, and they were shot \\jhile trying to fix their
bayonets. Then we rushed on into the captain’s cabin,
but as we pushed open the door there was an explosion
from within, and there he lay with his head on the chart
of the Atlantic, which was pinned upon the table, while
the chaplain stood, with a smoking pistol in his hand,
at his elbow. The two mates had both been seized by the
crew, and the whole business seemed to be settled.

« The state-room was next the cabin, and we flocked in
there and flopped down on the settees all speaking
together, for we were J,u‘st mad with the feeling that we
were free once more. There were lockers all round, and
Wilson, the sham chaplain, knocked one of them in, and
pulled out a dozen of brown sherry. We cracked off the
necks of the bottles, poured the stuff out into tumblers,
and were just tossing them off, when inan instant, without
warning, there came the roar of muskets in our ears, and
the saloon was so full of smoke that we could not. see across
the table.  When it cleared away again the place was a
shambles.  Wilson and eight others were wriggling on the
top of cach other ou the floor, _zu]d the blood and brown
sherry on that table turn me sick now when I think of it.
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We were so cowed by the sight that T think we should
have given the job up if it had not heen for Prendergast.,
He bellowed like a bull and rushed for the door with all
that were left alive at his heels. Out we ran, and there on
the poop were the lientenant and ten of his men.  The
swing skylights above the saloon table had been a bit open,
and they had fired on us through the slit.  We got on
them before they could load, and they stood to it like
men, but we Lad the upper hand of them, and in five
minutes it was all over. My God! was there ever a
slaughter-house like that ship?  Prendergast was like i
aging devil, and he picked the soldiers up as if they had
been children and threw them overboard, alive or dead.
There was one sergeant that was horribly wounded, and
yet kept on swimming fora surprising time, until somcone
in mercy blew out his brains. When the fighting was
over there was no one left, of our enemijes except just the
warders, the mates, and the doctor.

“It was over them that the great quarrel arose. There
were many of us who were glad enough to win back our
freedomn, and Yet who had no wish to have murder on our
sou!s. It was one thing to knock the soldiers over with
their muskets in their hands, and it was another to stand
by while men were being killed in cold blood. Eight of
us, five convicts and three sailors, said that we would not
see it done. But there was no moving Prendergast and
those who were with Lim. Our only chance of safety lay

in making a clean job of it, said he, and he would not

leave a tongue with power to wag in a witness-box. It
nearly came to our sharing the fate of the prisoners, but
at last he said that if we wished we might take a boat and
g0 We jumped at the offer, for we were already sick of
these bloodthirsty doings, and we saw that there would be
worse before it was done. We were given a suit of sailor’s
togs each, a barrel of water, two casks, one of junk and
one of biscuits, and a compass. Prendergast threw us
over a chart, told us that we were shipwrecked mariners
whose shi) had foundered in lat. 15° N. and long. 25° W,
and then cut the painter and let us go.

“Aud now T come to the most surprising part of my
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story, my dear son.  The scamen had hanled the forevard
ahack during the rising, but now as we left them they
brought it square again, and, as there was a light wind
from the north and east, the barque began to draw slowly
away from us.  Our boat lay, rising and falling, upon the
long, smooth rollers, and Evans and I, who were the most
educated of the party, were sitting in the sheets working
out our position and planning what coast we should make
for. It was a nice question, for the Cape de Verds was
about 500 miles to the north of us, and the African coast,
about 700 miles to the cast. On the whole, as the wind
was coming round to north, we thonght that Sierra Leone
might be best, and turned our head in that direction, the
barque being at that time nearly hull down on our star-
board quarter.  Suddenly as we looked at her we saw a
dense black cloud of smoke shoot up from her, which hung
like a monstrous tree upon the sky-line. A few seconds
later a roar like thunder burst upon our ears, and as the
smoke thinned away there was no sign left of the Gloriu
Scoll. Inaninstant we swept the boat’s head round again,
and pulled with all our strength for the place where the
haze, still trailing over the water, marked the scene of
this catastrophe.

« Tt was a long hour before we reached it, and at first
we feared that we had come too late to save anyone. A
splintered boat and a number of crates and fragments of
spars rixing and falling on the waves showed us where the
vessel had foundered, but there was no sign of life; and
we had turned away in despair when we heard a cry for
help, and saw at some distance a picce of wreckage with a
man lying stretched across it.  When we pulled him
aboard the boat he proved to be a voung seaman of the
name of Hudson, who was so burned and exhausted that.
he could give us no account of what had happened . until
the following morning.

« Tt seemed that after we had left, Prendergast and his
gang had proceeded to pmt to death the five remaining
prisoners: the two warders had been shot and thrown over-
board, and so also had the third mate. Prendergast then
descended iuto the ’tween decks, and with Lis own hands
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cut the throat of the unfortunate surgeon. There only
remained the first mate, who was a hold and active man,
When he saw the convict approaching him with the
bloody knife in his hand, he kicked off his honds, which he
had somehow contrived to loosen, and rushing down the
deck he plunged into the afterhold.

“A dozen convicts who descended with their pistols in
search of him found him with a matehi-hox in his hand
seated beside an open powder barrel, which was one of o
hundred carried on board, and swearing that he would
blow all hands up if he were in any way molested.  An
Instant later the explosion oceurred, though Hudson
thought it was caused hy the misdirected bullet of one of
the convicts rather than the mate’s match. Be the cause
what it, may, it was the end of the (floiic Scott, and of
the rabble who held command of Ler.

“Such, in a few words, my dear boy, is the history of
this terrible husiness in whicl I was involved. Next day
Wwe were picked up by the brige Hotspur, hound for Aus-
tralia, whose captain found no difficulty in helieving that
ve were the survivors of a passenger ship which had
foundered. Tpe transport ship, Glorie Scolt, was set
down by the Admiralty as being lost at sea, and no word

as ever leaked out as to her true fute. Afteran excellent
Yoyage the Iotspur landed us at Sydney, where Evans
and I changed our names and made our way to the
diggings, wlhere among the crowds who were gathered
from all natigng, we had no difficulty in losing our former
identities, '

“The rest I need not relate.  We prospered, we
travelled, we came back as rich colonials to Englaund, and
we bought country estates.  Ior more than tweunty years
we have led peaceful and useful lives, and we hoped that
owr past was for ever buried. Imagine, then, my feelings
:f{:’e‘f";nlf:ntfh‘{lsealnall }\'ho came to us 1 recognisc»(} m;{t‘n}]t]l.(?i
tl'&lcke(‘l u:‘ 110 had. been picked off the wrg(:k. c tc li‘v('-
pon our i_e':rownl;somcil'\ow, and had set, lnmsgl . O Ut

strove (g : ou .\nl!.up(le}'s(:md now how it }‘aﬁ'\'oll.l .
measure oo ol .I'chlte. }\1th ll.nn, and you \\'1}| in_som

' sympathize with me in the fears which fill me,
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now that he has gone from me to his other victim with
threats upon his tongue.

“Underneath is written, in a hand so shaky as to be
hardly legible, ¢ Beddoes writes in cipher to say that H.
has told all.  Sweet Lord, have mercy on our souls!’

“That was the narrative which I read that night to
young Trevor, and I think, Watson, that under the cir-
cumstances it. was a dramatic one. The good fellow was
hearthroken at it, and went out to the Terai tea planting,
where I hear that he is doing well.  As to the sailor and
Beddoes, neither of them was ever heard of again after
that day on which the letter of warning was written.
They both disappeared utterly and completely.  No com-
plaint had heen lodged with the police, so that Beddoes
had mistaken a threat for a deed. Hudson had been seen
lurking about, and it was believed by the police that he
had done awav with Beddoes, and had fled. For myself,
I believe that the truth was exactly the opposite. I think
it is most. probable that Beddoes, pushed to desperation,
and believing himself to have been already hetrayed, had
revenged himself upon Hudson, and had fled frpm the
country with as much money as he could lay ln.f hands
on. Those are the facts of .l‘he case, Doctor, and if they
are of any use to your eollection, I am sure that they are

1 . corviee.’’
very heartily at your service.
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THE MUSGRAVE RITUAL.

N anomaly which often struck me in the char-

actcr?fl‘my friend Sherlock Holmes was that,
although in his methods of thought he was
the neatest and most methodical of mankind,
and although also he affeeted a certain quict
primness of dress, he was none the less in his personal
habits one of the most untidy men that ever drove a
fellow-lodger to distraction. Not that I am in the least
conventfonal in that respect myself. The rough-and-
tumble work in Afghanistan, coming on the top of @
natural Bohemianism of disposition, has made me rather
more lax than befits a medical man.  But with me there
is a limit, and when I find a man who keeps his cigars
in the coal-scuttle, his tobacco in the toe end of a Persian
slipper, and his unanswered correspondence transfixed by
a jack-knife into the very centre of his wooden mantel-
piece, then I begin to give myself virtuous airs. I have
always held, too, that pistol practice should distinetly l,)'e
an open-air pastime; and when Holmes in one of 1.115
queer humours would sit in an arm-chair, with his hair-
trigger and a hundred Boser cartridges, and proceed to
adorn the opposite wall with a patriotic V.R. done in
bullet-pocks, I felt strongly that neither the atmosphere
.nor the appearance of our room was improved by if.

Our chambers were always full of chemicals and of
criminal relies, which had a way of wandering into un-
likely positions, and of turning up in the butter-dish, or
in even less desirable places. But his papers were my
great crux. e had a Lorror of destroying documents,




PHE MUSCRAVE RITU -1 107

especially those which were conuceted with his past cases,
and vet it was only once in every year or two that he
would muster energy to docket and arrange them, for as I
have mentioned somewhere in these incolierent memoirs,
the outbursts of passionate energy when he performed
the remarkable feats with which his name is associated
were followed by reactions of lethargy, during which he
would lie about with his violin and Lis books, hardly
moving, save frem the sofa to the table. Thus month
after month hLix papers accumulated, until every corner of
the room was stacked with bundles of manuscript which
were on no account to he burned, and which could not be
put away save by their owner.

One winter's night, as we sat together hy the fire, I
ventured to suggest to him that as he had finished pasting
extracts into his commonyplace book e might employ the
next two hours in making our room a little more habitable.
He could mnot deny the justice of my request, so with a
rather rueful face he went off to his bedroom, from which
he returned prosvntl v pulling a large tin box behind him.
This he placed in the middle of the floor, and squatting
down upon a stool in front of it he threw back the lid. I
could see that it was already a third full of bundles of
paper tied up with red tape into separate packages.

¢ There are cases enongh lLere, Watson,” said he, look-
ing at me with mischievous eves. <1 think that if you
knew all that I had in this box you would ask me to pull
some out instead of putting others in.”

« These are the records of your carly work, then?” 1
asked. ¢TI have often wished that I had notes of those
cases.’— -

“Yes, my boy; these were all done prematurely, before
my biographer had come to glorify me.”” e lifted bundle
after bundle in a tender, caressing sort of way. ¢ They
are mot. all successes, Watson,” said he, “but there are
some pretty little problems among them. Tlere’s the
record of the Tarleton murders, and the case of Vamberry
the wine merchant, and the adventure of the old Rnssi:;l;
woman, and the singular affuir of the aluminium cruteh
as well as a full account of Ricoletti of the club foot amci
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his abominable wife. And here—al, now ! this really is
something a little recherchs.”

He dived his arm down to the bottom of the chest, and
brought up a small wooden box, with a sliding lid, =uch
as children’s toys are kept in.  From within he produced
a crumpled picce of paper, an old-fashioned brass key, a
peg of wood with a ball of string attached to it, and three
rusty old dises of metal, .

“Well, my boy, what do you make of this lot?” he
ask, smiling at my expression,

“ It is a curious collection.” L.

“Very curious, and the story that hangs round it will
strike you as being more curious still.”

“These relics have a history, then ?”

“So much so that they are history.”

“What do yon mean by that ?” .

Sherlock Holmes picked them up one by one, and laid
them along the edge of the table. Then he rescated
himself in hLis chair, and looked them over with a gleam of
satisfaction in his eyes,

“ These,” said he, «
of the episode of the Musgrave Ritual.”

I had heard him wmention the ase more than once,
t,hough I had never been able to gather the details.

“ I should be so glad,” said I, f you would give me an
account of it.”

“And leave the litter as it js?” he cried, mischievously.
“ Your tidiness won’t bear much strain, after all, Watson.
But I should bhe glad that you should add this case to
your annals, for there ave points in it which make it quite
unique in the criminal records of this or, I believe, of any
other country, A collection of my trifling achievements
would certainly be incomplete which contained no account
of this very singular business. Yy

“You may remember how the affair of the Glorice
Seolt, and my conversation with the unliappy man, whoze
fate I toll you of, first turned my attention in the direc-
tion of the profession which has become my life’s work.
You see me now when my namne has hecome known far
and wide, and when I am generally recognised both by

are all that I havelelt to remind me
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the public and by the official force asx heing a final conrt
of appeal in doubtful cases. Even when yvou knew me
first, at the time of the aftair which you have commemo-
rated in ¢ A Stady in Scarlet,” I had already established a
considerable, though not a very lucrative, connection.
You can hardly realize, then, how difficult I found it at
first, and how long I had to wait before I succeeded in
making any headway.

“When I first came up to London I had rooms in
Montague Strect, just round the corner from the Jritish
Museum, and there I waited, filling in my too ahundant
Jeisure time hy studying all those branches of science
which might make me more efficient.  Now and again
cases came in my way, principally through the introduction
of old fellow students, for during my last years at the uni-
versity there was a good deal of talk there about myself
and my methods.  The third of thése cases was that of
the )Il;sgl*:l\‘(é Ritual, and it is to the interest which was
aroused by that singular chain of events, and the ]n}-ge
issues which proved to be at stake, that I trace my first
stride towards the position which I now hold.

@ Reginnl(l Musgrave Imd. heen 1n t.hc same c‘nllvgq as
myself, and 1 had some slight acquaintance with him.
He was not generally popular among the undergraduates,
though it always secmed to me that what was set down as
pri(]éf was really an attempt to cover extreme natural
diffidence. In appearance he was a man of an exceedingly
aristocratic type, thin, high-nosed, and large-eyed, with
languid and yet courtly manners. He was indeced a scion
of one of the very oldest families in the kingdom, though
his branch was a cadet one \\:llicll' had sepamted from the
Northern Musgraves some time the s‘l.\'teonth century,
and had established itself in Western Sussex, where the
manor house of Hurlstone is perhaps the oldest inhabited
building in the county. Something of his bir(hplaco
seemed to cling to the man,and I never looked at. his pale,
keen face, or the poise of his head, without associating him
with grey archways and mullioned windows and all the
venerable wreckage of a feudal keep. Now and again we
drifted into talk, and I can remember that more than
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once he expreszed a keen interest in my methods of ohser-
vation and inference.

“For four years I had seen nothing of him, until one
morning he walked into my room in” Montague Street.
He lad changed little, was dressed like a young man of
fashion—he was always a bit of a dandy—and preserved
the same quiet, suave manner which had formerly dis-
tinguished him.

“¢Iow has all gone with you, Musgrave ?° I asked,
after we had cordially shaken hands.

“*You probably heard of my poor father's death,” said
he. ¢He was carried off about two years ago. Since then
I have, of course, had the IHurlstone estates to manage,
and as [ am member for my district as well, my life has
been a busy one; but I understand, Holmes, that, vou are
turning to practical ends those powers with whiclh you
used to amaze us. )

“¢Yes’ said I, ¢T have taken to livi

“¢Lam delighted to hear it, for yo
would be exceedingly valuable to me.  We have had some
very strange doings at Hurlstone, and the police have
heen able to throw no light upon the matter. = It is really
the most extraordinary and inexplicable husiness.’

“You can imagine with what, eagerness I listened to
him, Watson, for the very chance for which I had been
panting during all those months of inaction seemed to
have come within my reach. In myv inmost heart I
believed that I could succeed where others failed, and now
I had the opportunity to test m yselfl.

¢ Pray let me have the details,’ I ericd.

“Reginald Musgrave sat down opposite to me, and lit
the cigarette which I had pushed towards him.

““You must know, said he, ‘that though I am a
bachelor T lLave to keep up a considerable staft of servants
at Hurlstone, for it is a rambling old place, and takes a
good deal of looking after. I preserve, too, and in the
pheasant months I usually have a house party, so that it
would not do to be shorf-handed. Altogether there are
eight maids, the cook, the butler, two footmen, and a boy.
The garden and the stables, of course, have a separate staff.

ng by my wits.’
ur advice at, present



THE MUSGRATE RITUAL. e

«<Of these servants the one who had heen longest in
our service was DBronton, the butler.  He was a yvoung
schoolmaster out of place when hie was first: taken up by
my father, but he was & man of great energy and character,
aud he soon hecame quite invaluable in the household.  He
was a well-grown, handsome man, with a splendid fore-
head, and though he has been with us for twenty vears he
annot he more than forty now.  With his personal advan-
tages and his extraordinary gifts, for he ean speak several
languages and play nearly every musical instrument, it is
wonderful that he should have been satisficd so long in
such a position, hut. T suppose that he was comfortable and
lacked energy to make any change. The butler of Hurl-
stone is always a thing that is remembered by all who
visit us.

“<But this paragon has one fault. 1Te is a bit of a Don
Juan, and you ean imagine that for a man like him it is
not a very difficult part to play in a guiet country district.

¢ When he was married it was all right, but since he
has been a widower we have had no end of trouble with
him. A few months ago we were in hopes that he was
about to settle down agam, for he became engaged to
Rachiel Howells, our second housemaid, but he has thrown
her over since then and taken up with Janet Tregellis, the
daughter of the head gamekeeper.  Rackel, who is a very
good girl, but of an excitable Welsh temperament, had a
sharp touch of brain fever, and goes about the house now
—or did until yesterday—Ilike a black-eyed shadow of her
former self. That was our first drama at Hurlstone, but
a second one came to drive it from our minds, and ‘it was
prefaced hy the disgrace and dismissal of butler Brunton.

« ¢ This is how it came about. I have said that the man
was intelligent, and this very intelligence has caused his
ruin, for it seems to have led to an insatiable curiosity
about things which did not in the least concern him. I
had no idea of the lengths to which this would carry him
until the merest accident opened my eyes to it.

« <] have said that the house is a rambling one. One
night last week—on Thursday night, to be more exact—]I
found that I could not sleep, having foolishly taken a cup
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of strong café noir after my dinner, After strugeling
against it until two in the morning I felt that it was quite
hopeless, so I rose and it the andle with the intention of
continuing a novel whiclh I was reading.  The Mook, how-
ever, had heen left in tle hilliard-room, so I pulled on my
dressing-gown and started off to get. it.
“¢In order to reach the billiard-room I had to descend
a flight of stairs, and then to cross the head of the passage
which led to the library and the guu-room.  You can
imagine my surprise when as I looked down this corridor
saw a glimmer of light coming from the open door of
the library, T Yad myself extinguished the lamp and
closed the door before coming to hed. Naturall ¥, my first
thought was of burglars. The corridors at Hurlstone have
their walls largely decorated wit] trophies of old weapons.
Frem one of these I picked a battle-axe, and then, leaving
my candle hehind me, I crept on tip-toe down the passage
and peeped in at, the open door. )
“¢Brunton, the butler, was in the library. He was
sitting, fully dressed, in an easy chair, with a slip of
paper, which looked like g map, upon his knee, and his
forehead sunk forward upon his hand in deep thought. I
stood, dumb with astonishment, watching him from the
darkness. A small taper on the edge of the table shed a
feeble light, whicl, sufticed to show me that he was fully
dressed. Suddenly, as I looked, he rose.from his chair,
and walking over to o bureau at the side, he unlocked it
and drew out one of the drawers. From this he took a
paper, and, returning to his seat, he flattened it out
eside the taper on” the edge of the table, and began
to study it with minute attention. My indignation at
this ealm examination of our family documents overcame
me so far that I took a step forward, and Brunton lookin
up saw me standing in the doorway. He sprang to his
feet, his face turned livid with fear, and he thrust into his

breast. the chart-like Paper which he had been originally
studying.

“¢So!’ said I, ¢this is how
we have reposed in you!
morrow.’

you repay the trust whieh
You will leave m Y service to-
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“¢Ile bowed with the look of a man who is utterly
crushed, and slunk past me without a word. The taper
was still on the table, and by its light I glanced to see
what the paper was which Brunton had taken from the
bureau. To my surprise it was nothing of any importance
at all, but simply a copy of the questions and answers in
the singular old observance called the Musgrave Ritual.
It is & sort. of ceremony peculiar to our family, which each
Musgrave for centuries past has gone through upon his
coming of age—a thing of private interest, and perhaps
of some little Importance to the archieologist, like our
own blazonings and charges, but of no practical use what-
ever.

“<We had better come back to the paper afterwards,’
suid I.

“¢If you think it really necessary,” he answered, with
some hesitation. *“To continne my statement, however,
I re-locked the bureau, using the key which Brunton had
left, and I had turned to go, when I was surprised to tind
that the butler had returned and was standing before me.

¢ Mr. Musgrave, siry” he cried, in a voice which was
hoarse with emotion, ¢I can’t bear disgrace, siv. I've
always heen pﬁ)ud above my station in life, and disgrace
would kill me. My blood will be on your head, sir—it
will, indeed—if you drive me to despair. If you cannot.
keep me after what has passed, then for God's sake let me
give you notice and leave in a month, as if of my own
free will. I could stand that, Mr. Musgrave, but not to
be cast out. before all the folk that I know so well.

“«¢Yon don’t deserve much consideration, Brunton,’ I
answered. ¢ Your conduct has been most infimous.  IHow-
ever, as you have been a long time in the family, T have
no wish to bring public disgrace upon you. A month,
Lowever, is too long. Take yourself away in a week, and
give what reason you like for going.’

“<Only a week, sir?” he cried in a despairing voice.
¢ A fortnight—say at least a fortnight.’

“¢ A week,” [ repeated, ‘and you may consider yourself
to have been very leniently dealt with.’

“¢ He crept away, his face sunk apon his breast, like a

12
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broken man, while I put out the light and returned to my
room.

“¢TFor two days after this Brunton was most assiduous
in his attention to his duties. I made no allusion to
what had passed, and waited with some curiosity to see
Lhow Lie would cover his dizgrace.  On the third morning,
however, he did not appear, as was his cust om, after
breakfast to receive my instructions for the day. Ax 1
left the dining-room I happened to meet. Rachel 1lowells,
the maid. I have told you that she had only recently re-
covered from an illness, and was looking so wretchedly
pale and wan that I remonstrated with Ler for being at
work.

“¢You should be in bed,’ I said.
duties when you are stronger.

‘< She looked at me with so strange
I began to suspect that lier brain was affected.

“¢I am strong enough, Mr. Musgrave,’ said she.

“¢We will see what the doctor says,” Lanswered. ¢ Yoy
must stop work now, and when you go downstairs just say
that, T wish to see Brunton.’

“<The butler is gone,” said she.

“¢Gone! Gone where?’

“¢Ile is gone. No onc has scen him.
his room. Oh, yes, he is gone—le
back against the wall with shriek
while I, horrified at this sudde
to the bell to summon help.
room, still sereaming and sobling, while I made ¢
about Brunton.  There was no doubt
disappeared.  His bed had not heen
seen by no one since he had retired
before; and yet it was difficult to ge
left the house, as hoth windows and
be fastened in the mor
even his money
which he usually

¢ Come back to your

an expression that

He 15 not in
s gone!”  She fell
after shriek of linghter,
n hystevieal attack, rushed
The girl was taken to her
nquiries
- about it that he had
slept in 3 Lie had been
to his room the night
e how hLe could have

\ ) doors were found to
ning.  His clothes, his watchy and
were in his room—Iyt the black suit
V. Wore was missing.  His slippers, too,
were gone, hut his hoots were Joft behin. Where, then,
could butler Brunton have :

D gone in the night, and what
could have become of him now ?
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«<Of conrse we scarched the house from eellar to garret,
but there was no trace of him. It is as I have said a
labyrinth of an old house, especially the original wing,
which is now practically uninhabited, but we ransacked
every room and attic without discovering the least sign
of the missing man. It was ineredible to me that he
could have gone away leaving all his property behind him,
and yet where could he ha? I called in the local police,
but without success.  Rain had fallen on the night. hefore,
and we examined the Tawn and the paths all round the
house, but. in vain.  Matters were in this state when a
new development quite drew our attention away from the
original mystery.

¢ I'or two days Rachel Howells had been so ill, some-
times delirious, sometimes hysterical,_ that a nurse had
been employed to sit up with her at night.  On the third
night alter Bruuton's disappewance, the nurse, finding
her patient sleeping nicely, had droppe:linto a nap in the
arm-chair, when she woke in the early morning to find
the bed empty, the window open, and no signs of the
invalid. I was instantly aroused, and with the two foot-
men started off at once in search of the missing  girl.
It was not difficult to tell the direction which she had
taken, for, starting from under her window, we could
follow her footmarks easily across the lawn to the edge of
the mere, where they vanished, close to the gravel path
which leads out of the grounds. The lake there is 8ft.
deep, and you can imagine our feelings when we saw that
the trail of the poor demented girl came to an end at the
edge of it.

&< Qf course, we had the drags at once, and set to work
to recover the remains; but no trace of the hody could we
find. On the other hand, we brought to the surface an
object of a most unexpected kind. It was a linen bag,
which contained within it a mass of old rusted and dis-
coloured metal and several dull-coloured pieces of pebhle
or glass. This strange find was all that we could get
from the mere, and although we made every possible
search and enquiry yesterday, we know nothing_ of the
fate either of Rachel Howells or Richard Brunton. The
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county police are at their wits” end, and 1 have come up
to you as a last resource.’

“You can imagine, Watzon, with what eagerness 1
listened to this extraordinary sequence of evints, and
endeavoured to piece them together, and to devise some
common thread upon which they might all hang.

“The butler was gone. The maid was gone. The
maid had loved the butler, but had afterwards had cause
to hate him. She was of Welsh blood, fiery and passionate.
She had been teribly excited immediately after his dis-
appearance. She had flung into the lake a hag containing
some curious contents.  These were all factors which had
to he taken into consideration, and vet none of them got
quite to the heart of the matter. What was the start ing
point of this chain of events? There lay the end of this
tangled line.

“ T must see that paper, Musgrave,” said 1, ¢which this
butler of vours thought it worth his while to consult, even
at the risk of the loss of his place.

“<Tt is rather an absurd business, this Ritual of ours,’
he answered, ‘but it has at least the s

h aving grace of
antiquity to excuse jt. I have a copy of the questions

and answers here, if You care to run your cye over
them.’

“He handed me the very paper which I have here,
Watson, and this is the strange catechisim to which cach
Musgrave had to submit when he came to man’s estate.
I will read you the questions and answers as they stand :—

“¢Whose was it ?

¢ IHis who is gone.

¢ Who shall have it ?

“¢He who will come.

“¢What was the month ?

“¢The sixth from the first.

“¢Where was the sun ?

“<Over the oak.

“¢Where was the shadow ?

“¢Under the elm.

“ How was it stepped ?

“North by ten and by ten, east by five and by five,
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south by two and hy two, west by one and hy one, and so
under. i ’

“eWhat shall we give for it ?

« ¢ All that is ours.

“¢Why should we give it ?

¢ Jor the sake of the trust.

“¢The original has no date, but is in the spelling of the
middle of the seventeenth century,” remarked Musgrave.
¢ [ am afraid, however, that it can be of little help to you
in solving this mystery.’ )

s At least,” said T, it gives us- another mystery, and
one which is even more interesting than the first. [t may
be that the solution of the one may prove to be the solu-
tion of the other. You will excuse me, Musgrave, if Isav
that your hutler appears to me to have been a very clever
man, and to have had a clearer insight than ten genera-
tions of his masters.’ '

«“<I hardly follow you,” said Musgrave. ¢The paper
seems to me of no practical importance.’

«<But to me it seems immensely practical, and I fanev
that Brunton took the same view. IHe had probahly seen
it hefore that night on which you caught him.’

«¢Tt js very possible.  We took no pains to hide it.’

« ¢ [Je simply wished, T should imagine, to refresh his
memory upon that last oceasion,  Ie had, as I under-
stand, some sort. of map or chart which he was comparing
with the manuseript, and which he thrust into his pocket
when you appeared ?’

«¢That is true. But what could he have to do with
this old family custom of ours, and what does this rigma-
role mean ?’

«¢] don't think that we should have much difficulty in
determining that,” said I ¢With your permission we
will take the first train down to Sussex and go a little
more deeply into the matter upon the spot.’

«¢The same afternoon saw us both at Hurlstone.
Possibly you have seen pictures and read deseriptions of
the famous old building, so I will confine my account of it
to saying that it is built in the shape of an |_ the long
arm being the more modern portion, and the shorter the
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ancient nuclens from which the other has developed,
Over the low, heavy-lintelled door, in the centre of his
old part, is chiselled the date 1607, but experts are
agreed that the beams and stone-work are really much
older than this. The enormously thick walls and tiny
windows of this part had in the last century driven the
family into building the new wing, and the old one was
used now as a storehouse and a cellar when it was
used at all. A splendid park, with fine old timber, sur-
rounded the house, and the lake, to which my client had
referred, lay close to the avenue, about two hundred yards
from the building. )

“L was already firmly convinced, Watson, that there
were not three separate mysteries here, but one only, and
that if I could reud the Musgrave Ritual aright, I should
hold in my hand the clue which would lead me to the
truth concerning hoth the hutler Brunton, and the maid
Howells. To that, then, I turned all my energies. Why
should this servant be so anxious to master this old
for{nu]&? Evidently because he saw something in it
which had escaped all those generations of country squires,
and from Wwhich he expected some personal advantage.
What was it, then, and how had it affected his fate ¥

It was perfectly obvious to me on reading the Ritual
that the measurements must refer to some sTxot to which
the rest of the document alluded, and that if we could find
that spot we should be in a fair way towards knowing
}vhat. the secret was which the old Musgraves had thought
It necessary to embalm in so curious a fashion. There
were two guides given us to start with, an oak and an
elm. As to the oak, there could be no question at all.
nght in front of the house, upon the left-hand side of the
drive, therg stood a patriarch among caks, one of the
most magnificent trees that I have ever seen.

“¢That was there when your Ritual was drawn up ?’
said T, as we drove past it.

It was there at the Norman Conquest, in all proba-
bility,” he answered. ¢TIt has a girth of 23ft.

:: ‘Here was one of my fixed points secured.

Have you any old elms ?° I asked.
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« <There used to he a very old one over yonder, hut. it
was struck by lightning ten years ago, and” we eut down
the stump.’ ‘

«<You can see where it used to be ?’

¢¢<QOh, yes.

¢ ¢There are no other elms ?’

«¢No old ones, but plenty of heeches.’

«¢T should like to see where it grew.!

«We had driven up in a dog-cart, and my client led me
away at once, without our entering the house, to the scar
on the lawn where the elm had stood. It was nearly mid-
way between the onk and the house. My invest iration
seeme to be progressing. °

¢« ¢ ] suppose it is impossible to find out how high the
elm was ¢’ I asked. °

«<] can give you it at once. It was G4ft.”

«¢ How do you come to know it ?’ 1 asked in surprise,

« ¢ \Vhen my old tutor used to give me an exerecise in
trigonometry it always took the shape of measuring
heights. When I was a lad I worked out every tree and
building on the estate.’ ’

«This was an unexpected piece of Tuck. My data were
coming more quickly than I could have reasonably hoped.

« ¢ Tell me, I asked, ¢did your butler ever ask you such
a question ?’ )

« Reginald Musgrave looked at me in astonishment.
¢ Now that you call it to my mind,’ he answered, ¢ Brunton
did ask me about the height of the trec some months
ago, in conmnection with some little argument with the

room.’

« This was excellent news, Watson, for it showed me
that I was on the right road. I looked up at thesun. It
was low in the heavens, and T caleulated that in less than
an hour it would lie just above the topmost hranches of
the old oak. One condition mentioned in the Ritual
would then be fulfilled. And the shadow of the elm must
mean the further end of the shadow, otherwise the trunk
would have been chosen as the gnide. I had then to find
where the far end of the shadow would fall when the sun

was just clear of the oak.”
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“That must have heen difficult, Holmes, when the elin
was no longer there.”

“Well, at least, I knew that if Brunton could do i, 1
could also. Besides, there was no real difficulty, |1
went with Musgrave to his study and whittled myxelf
this peg, to which I tied this long string, with a knot. at
each yard. Then I took two lengths of a fishing-rod,
which came to just six feet, and I went. hack witl, my
client to where the elm lad heen. The sun was Just
grazing the top of the oak. T fastened the rod on end,
marked out the direction of t
It was 9ft. in length,

“Of course, the ealeulation was now 2 simpie one.  TIf
a rod of Gft, threw a shadow of Oft., a tree of G4ft, wonld
throw one of 96ft., and the line of one would of course he
the line of the other. I measured out the distance, which
brought. me almost to the wall of the house, and I thrust
2 peg into the spot. You can imagine my ecxultation,
Watson, when within 2in. of my peg I saw a conical de-
pression in the ground. T knew that it was the mark
made by Bruntou in his measurements, and that I was
still upon his trail.

“From this starting point. I proceeded to step, having
first taken the ecardinal points by my pocket compass.
Ten steps with each foot took me along parallel with the
wall of the house, and again I marked my spot. with a peg.
Then T carefully paced off five to the east and two to the
soutli. It brought me to the very threshold of the old
door.  Two steps to the west meant now that I was to go
two paces down the stone-flagged passage, and this was
the place indicated by the Ritual.

“ Never have I felt such a cold ehill of disappointment,
Watson.  Fora moment it seemed to me that there must
be some radical mistake in my calculations. The setting
sun shone full upon the passage floor, and I could see
that the old foot-worn grey stomes, with which it was
paved,were firml Y cemented together, and had certainly not
been moved for many a long year. Brunton had not been

at work here. 1 tapped upon the floor, but it soundad
the samne all over, and there was no sign of any crack or

he shadow, and measured it.
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crevice.  But fortunately, Musgrave, who had begun to ap-
preciate the meaning of my proceedings, and who was now
ax excited as myself, took out his manuseript to check my
calculations.

«¢ And under,” he cried: ¢ you have omitted the “and
under.”™’

[ had thought that it meant. that we were to dig, but
now, of course, I saw at onee that 1 was wrong. ¢ There is
a cellar under this, then ?7 I eried.

«¢Yes, and as old as the house. Down here, through
this door.”

«We went down a winding stone stair, and my com-
panion, striking a mateh, lit a large lantern which stood on
a barrel in the corner. In an instant it was obvious
that we had at last come upon the true place, and that
we had not been the only people to visit the spot recently.

It had been used for the storage of wood, but the bil-
lets, which had evidently been littered over the Hoor, were
npw piled at the sides so as to leave a elear space in the
middle.  In this space lay a large and heavy flagstone,
with a rusted iron ring in the centre, to which a thick
shepherd's cheek mufller was attached.

«¢ By Jove! cried my client, ¢that’s Brunton’s muftier.
I have seen it on him, and could swear to it. What has
the villain been doing here?’ '

“ At my suggostion a couplo of the county police were
stunmoned to be present, and | then endeavoured to mis.o.
the stone hy pulling on the cravat. I could only move it
"slightly, and it was with the aid o'f one of the copstuhles
that I succecded at last in carrying it to one side. A
black hole yawned be.neath, into }Vhl(:h we all peered,
while Musgrave, kneeling at the side, pushed down the
]ml‘tzn.s]‘l'nall chamber about 7 feet deep and 4 ft. square lay
At one side of this was a squat, brass-bound,
wooden hox, the lid of which was_hinged upwards, with
this curious, old-fashioned key projecting from the lock.
It was furred outside by a thick layer of dust, and damyp
and worms had eaten through the wood so that a crop of
living fungi was growing on the inside of it. Several dises

open to us.
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of metal—old coins apparently—such as I hold here, were
scattered over the bottom of the box, but it contained
nothing else.

“ At the moment, however, we had no thought for the
old chest, for our eyes were riveted upon that which
crouched beside it. It was the figure of a man, clad in
a suit of black. who squatted down upon his hams
with his forchead sunk upon the edge of the box and
his two arms thrown out on each side of it. The attitude

had drawn all the stagnant blood to his face, and no man

could have recognised that distorted, liver-colonred counfe-
nance; but his height, his dress, and his hair were all
sufficient to show my client, when we had drawn the hody
up, that it was indeed his missing butler.  Ife had heen
dead some days, but there was no wound or brujse upon
his person to show how he had met his dreadful end.
When his body had been carried from the collar we found
owrselves still confronted with a problem which was almost
as formidable as that with which we had started.

“I confess that so far, Watson, I had been disappointed
in my investigation. I had reckoned upon solving the
matter when once I had found the Place referred to in the
Ritual ; but now I was there, and was apparently as far as
ever from knowing what it was which the family had
concealed with such elaborate precantions, It is true that

I had thrown a light upon the fate of Brunton, but now I
had to ascertain how that fite had

ome upon him, and
what part had been played in the matter by the woman
who had disappeared. I sat down upon a keg in the
corner and thought the whole matter carefully ov::'r.
“You know my methods in sucl, cases, Watson : I put
myself in the man’s -p]ace'., and having first guaged his
intelligence, L try to imagine how | should lnyserff have
proceeded under- the.same circumstancos, In this case
the matter was simplified by Brunton’s intelligence heing
quite first rate, so that it was unnecessary to make any
allowance for personal equation, as the astronomers have

dubbed it. He knew that something valuable was con-
cealed. He had spotted the place. He found that the
stone which covered it wag Jjust too heavy for a man to
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move unaided. What would he do next? He could not
get. help from outside, even if he had someone whom he
could trust, without the unbarring of doors, and consider-
able risk of detection. It was better, if he could, to
have his helpimate ingide the house. But whom could he
ask?  This girl had been devoted to him. A man always
finds it hard to realize that he may have finally lost a
woman’s love, however badly he may have treated her.
IHe would try by a few attentions to make his peace with
the girl Howells, and then would engage her as his accom-
plice.  Together they would come at night to the cellar,
gud their amited foree would suffice to raise the stone.
So far 1 could follow their actions as if I had actually seen
them.

T Bt for two of them, and one a woman, it n:ust have
been heavy work, the raising of that stone. A burly
Sussex policeman and T had found it no light job. What
would they do to assist them? Irobably what I should
Jiwve done myself. I rose and examined carefully the
difterent. billets of woud which were scattered round the
floor. Almost at once I came upon what I expected.
One piece, ahout 3ft. in length, had a marked indentation
at one end, while several were flattened at the sides ax if
they had been compressed by some considerable weight.
Evidently as they had dragged the stone up they had
thrust the chunks of wood into the chink, until at last,
wlhen the opening was large enough to crawl through,
they would hold it open by a billet placed lengthwise,
which might very well become indented at the lower end,
since the whole weight of the stone would press it down
on to the edge of the other slab. So far I was still on safe
ground.

« And now, how was I to proceed to reconstruct ihis
midnight dramma ?  Clearly only one could get into the
hole, and that ene was Brunton. The girl must have
waited above. Brunton then unlocked the box, handed
up the contents, presumahly—since they were not to be
found—and then—and then what happened ?

“What smouldering fire of vengeance had suddeuly
spruug into flune in this passionate Celtic woman's soul
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when she saw the man who ha(.l ‘Yrm.)g,eid l};:rh:;n?)l‘]‘%ig
her perhaps far more than we suspec{g —i  be ﬂpqt o
Was it a chance that the wood had slippec .m(. u, he
stone had shut Brunton into \\.'hut, fhl(ll b.ec.ol‘ntc. ]:;:
sepulchre ?  Had she only been gmlt.y 0 151 cn}c.e ‘-l]h ]-i-].c(‘l
fate? Or lad some sudden blow from ier 1.ml(, das »
the support away and sent t'vhe slab crashing (o‘\tn nl]cty
its place. Be that as it I:mght, I se@ne@ 'towbc.e t ml
woman’s figure, still clu.tch_lng at her .ll‘eaSUIf’-l 10\ e, AN
flying wildly up the vinding stair with 11e1. e.usl 1]11.13
ing perhaps with the m.nﬂ'led screams flom‘ he n‘m.
he?', and with the drumming of frenzned h‘ands ngmn.:t
the slab of stone which was choking her faithless lover's
hf(;‘ (;l‘}éxe was the secret of 11(.31’ blanched face, hier shaken
nerves, her peals of hysterlcal. laughter :m t}m next,
morning. But what had heen in the box? What had
she done with that ? O{: course, it must have heen the
old metal and pebbles which my cll.ent had dragged ﬁ_‘om
the mere.  She had thrown them in there at. the first
opportunity, to remove the last trace of llgl’ crime, o
“For twenty minutes I lnafl sat motionless thinking
the matter out. Musgrave still stood \\'I“l. a very pale
face swinging his lantern and peering down into the hole,
“*These are coins of Charles L) said he, holding out
the few which had been loft in the })ox. ‘You see we
were right in fixing our date for the l‘{ll,sml.’
““We may find something cls(; of Charley
as the probable meaning of the first two quest
Ritual broke suddenly upon me, ¢ Let me see t
of the hag you fished trom the me:e) .
“We ascended to his study, and he luj
fore me. I could understan

Ly 1 eried,
ions of the
he contenty

d the débris be.
d his regarding it ag of small
importance when I looked at it, for the metg] was almost
black, and the stones lustreless anq dull. T rubheq one of
them on my sleeve, however, and it glowed afterwards like
a spark, in the dark hellow of 1, Y hand. The ey,

work was in the forin of a (lonl)]e-ring, but it Lad heey
bent. and twisted out, of jts original shape,
“*You must bear in mind.” sajqg L “that the Iioyul
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party made head in England even after the death of the
King, and that when they at last fled they probably left
many of their most precious possessions buried behind
them, with the intention of returning for them in more
peaceful times.

¢ ¢y ancestor, Sir Ralph Musgrave, was a prominent.
Cavalier, and the right-hand man of Charles IL in his
wanderings,’ said my friend.

“¢Al, indeed !’ 1 answered. ¢Well, now, I think that,
really should give us the last link that we wanted. I
must. congratulate you on coming into possession, though
in rather a tragic mauner, of a relic which is of great
intrinsic value, bhut even of greater importance as an
historical cariosity.’

s« What is it, then ?” he gasped in astonishment.

¢ ¢ Tt is nothing less than the ancient crown of the Kings
of England.’

¢ ¢«The crown !’

¢« ¢ Precisely. Consider what the Ritual says. How
does it run? ¢ Whose was it ?7 ¢ His who ix gone.”
That was after the execution of Charles. Then, ¢ Who
<hall have it ?? < He who will come.”  That was Charles
11., whose advent was already foreseen.  There can, 1
think, he no doubt that this battered and shapeless diadem
once encircled the brows of the Royal Stuarts.”

«¢ And how came it in the pond ?’ .

<< Ah, that. is a question which will take some time to
answer,) and with that I sketched out the whole long
chain of surmise and of proof which I had constructed.
The twilight had closed in and thc} moon was shining
brightly in the sky before my narrative was finished.

«¢ And how was it, then, that Charles did not get his
crown when he returned ?” asked Musgrave, pushing hack
the relic into its linen bag.

«¢Ah, there you lay your finger upon the one point
which we shall probably never be able to clear up. It is
likely that the Musgrave who held the seeret died in the
interval, and by some oversight left this guide to his
descendant. without explaining the meaning of it. From
that day to this it has been handed down from father to

K
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son, until at last it came within reach of a man wae
tore its secret out of it and lost his lifein the venture.’

¢ And that’s the story of the Musgrave Ritual, Watson.
They have the crown down at Hurlstone—though they
had some legal hother, and a considerable sum to pay
hefore they were allowed to retain it. I am sure that if
you mentioned my name they would be happy to slmwllt
to you. Of the woman nothing was ever ln(‘\:n'd, and the
probability is that she got away out of Lngland, and

carried herself, and the memory of her crime, to some
land beyond the seas.”
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THE REIGATE SQUIRES.

grereetg | was come time hefore the health of my friend,
VQ Mr. Sherlock Holmes, recovered from the
Zad strain caused hy his immense exertions in the

7 spring of '87. The whole question of the
Netherland-Sumatra Company and of the colos-
sal schemes of Baron Maupertuis is too recent in the minds
of the public. and too intimately concerned with polities and
linance, to be a fitting subject for this series of sketches,
It led, hbwever, in an indirect fashion to a singular ana
complex problem, which gave my friend an oppertunity of
demonstrating  the value of a fresh weapon among the
many with which he waged his life-long battle against
crime,

On referring to my notes, I see that it was on the 14th
of April that T received a telegram from Lyons, which
informed me that Holmes was lying ill in the IHotel
Dulong. Within twenty-four hours [ was in his sick room,
and was relieved to find that there was nothing formidable
in his symptoms. His iron constitution, however, had
hroken down under the strain of an investigation which
had extended over two months, during which period he
had never worked less than fifteen hoursa day, and had
more than once, as he assured me, kept to his task for five
days at a stretch. The triumphant issue of his labours
could not save him from reaction after so terrible an
exertion, and at a time when Europe was ringing with his
name, and when his room was literally ankle-deep with
congratulatory telegrams, I found him a prey to the
blackest depression, TEven the know]edge that he had

R 2
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succeeded where the police of three C'Oll.l}f ries t}l::ﬁeﬁl]ﬂ(;gt,
;md that he had outman(.ml\'r(:(l at ev e.l' y anLﬂ-jdén to
accomplished swindler in ]',urope., was ins ‘

rouse him from his nervous prostr’atloul.' Street togotlir

Three days later we were h:l(,'.k' in Ba'\m ‘.1 11 e:e OD.[ ' (:
but it was evident that my friend \\9111(, ‘u.l'm{!l‘gl: (lr
better fora change, and the thoqght ()f?!. W ("ee ) h})l'l;l‘h-
time in the country was full of attraclwn»‘ to m(l, tl .\o.r
My old friend Colonel ]~[ayt‘(‘,1‘, who had (-.m'nl? un.( (;1 m:\)
professional care in Afghanistan, had now h\o]n 11 10:1.‘»
near Reigate, in Surrey, ang_l .hzul frequ(‘ntl) as\f-(..l.n(.] (:
come down to him upon avisit. On the last oceasion hie
lad remarked that it my fl'll'ﬂ?(l wnu!(l Quly come \mh me,
he would be glad to extend his hospitality to Lim also. A
little diplomacy was needed, hut when Holmes 11j1(l(‘1'st ondd
that the establishment was a bachelar one, and that he
would be allowed the fullest fre(*(lom_, he fell in with my
plang, and a weck after our veturn fm.m Liyons we Wt‘r9
under the Colonel’s roof.  Hayter wasa fine old soldier, who
had seen much of the world, and he soon fou}‘ul, as | had
expected, that Holmes and he had plenty in Common,

On the evening of our arrival we were sitting in {he
Colonel’s gun-room after dinner, Hohn(*s'sh"vl‘ch(*(l upon
the sofa, while Hayter and I looked over his litt]e

irearms.
Of.-ch[lf;l:,he \\'ay,”.snid_ he, suddenly, «17] ¢
these pistols upstairs with me in case

“An alarm ! said 1. . -

“Yes, we've had a scare in this part 1
who is one of our county magnates
into last Monday. No great dama

2ll'lll()lll'y

ake one of
we hiave an alari.”

ul‘ély. Old Acton,
» had his house broken

ge done, but, the fellows
"

are still at large. . .

" No clue?” asked IHolmes, cocking his eye at the
Colonel.

“ None as yet. But the afair is a
our little country crimes, whicl, must

your attention, Mr. Holmes, aftey thiy
affair.”

petty one, one of
seem too small for
great internationg)
Holmes waved away the com

Pliment, though
showed that it had pleased him

Lis smile
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“Was there any feature of interest ?

“I fimey not. The thieves ransacked the library, and
got very little for their pains. The whole place was turned
upside down, drawers burst open and presses ransacked,
with the result that an odd volume of Pope's ¢ Homer,’
two plated candlesticks, an ivory letter-weight, a small
oak barometer, and a ball of twine are all that have
vanished.”

“ What an extraordinary assortment ! ™ I exclaimed.

“Oh, the fellows evidently grabbed hold of anything
they could get.”

Holmes grunted from the sofa.

“ The county police vught to make something of that,”
said he.  “Why, it is surely obvious that "

But I held up a warning finger.

“ You are here for a vest, my dear fellow.  For Heaven's
siake, don’t get. started on a new problem when your nerves
are all in shreds.”

Holmes shrugged his shoulders with a glance of comic
resignation towards the Colonel, and the talk drifted away
into less dangerous channels. :

It was destined, however, that all my professional
aution should be wasted, for next morning the problem
obtruded itself upon us in such a way that it was im-
possible to ignore it, and our country visit took a turn
which neither of us could have anticipated.  We were at,
‘breakfast when the Colonel’s butler rushed in with all his
propriety shaken out of him.

¢ Have you heard the news, sir ?” he gasped. “ At the
Cunninghams’, sir !” )

“ Burglary 2 ” cried the Colonel, with his coffee cup in
mid adr.

“ Murder!”

The Colonel whistled. ¢ By Jove!” said he, “ who's
killed, then? The J.P. or his son ?”

« Neither, sir. It was William, the coachman. Shot
through the heart, sir, and never spoke again.”

¢ Who shot him, then ?”

“The burglar, sit.  He was off like a shot and got,
clean away. Lle'd just broke in at the pantry window
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when William came on him and met Lis end in saving
his master’s property.”

“What time ?”

“ It was last night, sir, somewhere about {welve.”

“ Ah, then, we'll step over presently,” said the (olonel,
coolly settling down to his breakfist again,  “It’s a
baddish business,” he added, when the butler lid gone.
“1e’s our leading squire whout here
aud a very decent fellow, too, He'll be cut up over this,
for the man has been in his service for years, amd was o
good servant. It’s evidently the same villains who hroke
into Acton’s.”

“And stole that ve
thoughtfully.

¢ Precisely.”

“Hum! It may prove

y 15 old Cunningham,

ry singular collection ¥ sajd Holmes,

the simplest. matter in the
world; but, all the SAme, at first glance this is just a
little curious, is it not? A gang of imrgl:u’s acting i the
country might be expected to vary the scene of their operi-
tions, and not to crack two cribs in the sume districet within
a fmf' days.  When you spoke last night of taking pre-
cautions, I remember tlyt it passed throuel my mind
llm.t this was probably the Jast parish inblﬁn.rl:nul to
\\'luch.the thief or thieves would be likely to turn their
attention ; which shows that I Lave still much to learn.”
« I‘:}J:l‘g){’:}: iofllz(z 1(.)%':11 Dractitionet,” said the Colonel.
ase, urse, Acton’s and Cunningham’s are

Just the places he would g0 for, since the e far the
largest about here.” & 2 ey

“ And richest £ »

“ Well, they ought to he; hyt they’ve had a law-suit
for some years whicl has suckeq the blood out of hoth of
tl.\eu;, I f,u.nuy. Old Acton hag some claim on half (‘uu-
E(l)lt]i(_f l]}.l::] asf;.:tute, and the lawyers Lave been at it with

“1f it’s a local villain, there gJ,
culty in running him dowp »
“All right, Watson, I don’t jat

“ Inspector Forrester, sir.»
open the door. ’

ould not be much difti-
said Holmes, with a yawn.
end to meddle.”

said the butler, throwing
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The official, a smart, keen-faced young fellow, stepped
into the room. ¢ Good morning, Colonel,” said he. “1
lope I don't intrude, but we hear that Mr. Holmes, of
Baker Street, is here.”

The Colonel waved his hand towards my friend, and the
Inspector howed.

«We thought that perhaps you would care to slep
across, Mr. Holmes.”

“The Fates are against you, Watson,” said he, laughing.
« We were chatting about the matter when you eame in,
Inspector. l’m']mps' you can let us have a few details.”
As hie leaned back in his chair in the familiar attitude, 1
knew that the case was hopeless.

«We had no clue in the Acton affair.  But here we
, and there’s no doubt it is the same

have plenty to go on
The man wis seen.”

party in cach case.

“AW!Y
“Yes, sir. Bul he was oft like a deer after the shot

that killed poor William Kirwan was fired. Mr. Cunning-
Lam saw him from the bedroom window, and Mr. Alee
Cunningham saw him {rom the back passage. It wax a

quarter to twelve when the alarm broke out. M. Cun-
ningham had Just got into bed, and Mister Alee was

smoking a pipe in his dressing-gown.  They both heard
William, the coachman, alling {or help, and Mister Alec
he ran down to sce what wis the matter. The Fack
door was open, and as he came to the foot of the stairs
he saw two men wrestling together outside.  One of
them fired a shot, the other dropped, and the murderer
rushed across the garden and over the hedge.  Mr.
Cuuninghamn, looking out of his bedroom window, saw
{he fellow as he gained the road, but lost sight of him
at once. Mister Alec stopped to see if he could help the
dying man, and so the villain got clean away. Beyond
the fact that he was @ middle-sized man, and dressed in
come dark stuft, we have no personal clue, but we are
making energetic inquiries, and if he is a stranger we
shiall soon find him out.”

W hat was this William doing there? Did he =ay any-
thing before he died?”
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“Not a word. He lives at the lodge with his mother,
and as lie was a very faithful fellow, we imagine that Le
wilked up to the Louse with the intention of seeing that
all was right there. Of course, this Acton business has put
everyone on their guard. The robber must have just
burst open the door—the lock has been forced—when
William came upon him.”

“ Did William say anything to Lis mother before going
out ?”

“She is very old and deaf, and we can get no informa-
tion from her. The shock has made Ler half-witted, hut.
I understand that she was never very bright.  There is
one very important circumstance, Lowever. Look at
this!?” '

e took o small piece of torn paper from a note-book
and spread it out upon his knee,

“ This was found between the finger and thumb of the
dead man. It appears to be g fragment torn from a
larger sheet.  You will observe that the hour mentioned
upon it is the very time at which the poor fellow met his
fate. You see that his murderer might have torn the rest
of the §heet, from him or he might have takerr this frag-
ment from the murderer. It reggs almost as though it
was an appointment.”

. Holmes took up the serap of DPaper, a facsimile of which
is here reproduced. o

“ 1>1~esumn}g that it is an appointment.” continued the
Inspector, “it is, of course, a cop. ’
ceivable theory that this William,
Kirwan, although he had the ye. [ );...xu»‘uio_ foreln
putation of being an honest man
may have been  in league it} .
the thief. He may have ipeg
him there, may even have helped
him to break in the door, and then
they may have fallen out between
themselves.” .

P e vt oy Te At ey ~aed s . ‘

e l].‘llli]l.:l W l: cl:t:l;lge ;; ;)11; lt;lxntéatiltdimlhy mterest,” said I-[oln.les,
D 1ntense concentration.
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“These are much deeper waters than T had thought.” He
sauk his head upon his nands, while the Inspector smiled
at the effect which his case had had upon the famous
Lowdon specialist.

“ Your last remark,” saill Holines, presently, “as to the
possibility of there being an understanding between the
burglu and the servant, and this being a note of appoint-
ment _from one to the other, is an ingenious and not
ely an impossible supposition.  But this writing opens
up——" he cank his head into his hands again and re-
mained for some minutes in the deepest. thouglit.  When
le raised his faee I was surprised to see that his check
was tinged with colour, and lis eyes as bright as
llness. He sprang to his feet with all his old

entir

hefore his 1

energy. )
« [l tell you what!™ said he. “1 <hould like to have

a quiet little glance into the details of thix case.  There is
something i it which fascinates me extremely. If you
will permit me, Colonel, T will leave my friend, Watsou,
and you, and [ will step round with the Inspector to test
the truth of one or two little fancies of mine. I will be
with you again in half an hour.”

A hour and a half hal elapsed before the Inspector
returnced alone.

“Twr Holmes is walking up and down in the field out-
side,” said he. He wants us all four to go up to the house
together.”

&Py Mr. Cunfiingham’s ?”

¢ Yes, sir”

“What for?”

The Inspector shrugged his shoulders. T don’t quite
know, sir.  Detween ourselves, 1 think Mr. Holmes has not
quite got over his illuess yet. He's been behaving very
queerly, and he is very much excited.”

¢ don't {hink you need alarm yourself,” said L. «I
have usually found that there was method in his madness.”

s Some folk might say there was madness in his
method,” muttered the Inspector. ¢« But he's all on fire
to start, Colonel, so we had best go out, if you are ready.”

We found Holmes pacing up and down in the field, bis
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chin sunk upon his breast, and his hands (hrust into lis
trouser pockets.

“The matter grows in interest,” said he, & Watson,
your country trip has been a distinct success. I have had
a charming morning.”

“You have been up to the scene of the ¢
stand ? ¥ caid the-Colonel.

“Yes; the Inspector and I have made
reconnaissance together.”

“Any success ??

“ Well, we have seen some very interesting things. T
tell you what we did as we walk. First of 4| we saw the
hody of this unfortunate mau. Ie certainly died from a
revolver wound, as reported.”

“Had you doubted it, then ¥ ”

“0Oh, it is as well to test ever
was not. wasted. We then had
Cunningham and his son, who were ah]e to point ont, the
exact spot where the murderer

had broken througl, the
garden hedge in Lis flight. That was of great interest.”
“ Naturally.” ‘

“Then we had a look at this poor fellow’s mot hey We
could get no information from her, Low :
old and feeble.”

“ And what is the result of your in\'estigationq P”

“The conviction that the crime iy i \'ei‘y ]IG(‘;ll‘izll‘ one
Perhaps our visit. now may do something to myke it le<::
obscure. I think that we are bot], agreed, Ins i(;cl'(;l:
that the fragment of paper in the dead man'y ,lmu(‘ll hear-
ing, as it does, the very hour of his death written ui»ox(it
is of extreme importance.” ’

1t should give a clue, My, Holmes”

“It does give a clue. Whoever
man who brought William Kirwan out of his bed at ¢t
Lour.  But where is the rest of that sheet. of puiwr s

“1 examined the ground carefully in the hope of. find
ing it,” said the Inspector. i

“It was torn out of the dead man’
someone so zmxious to
incriminated  him.

rime, T under-

quite a little

ything. Our inspection
an nterview with My,

ever, as she is very

wrote that note wyg the

1an’s hand, Why was
get possession of ity Because it
And what would hLe do with it ¢
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Thrust it into his pocket most likely, never noticing that
a corner of it had been left in the grip of the corpse. If
we could get the rest of that sheet, it is obvious that we
should have gone a long way towards solving the
mystery.”

“Yes, but bow can we get at the criminal’s pocket
hefore we catch the eriminal.”

“Well, well, it. was worth thinking over. Then there is
another obvious point. The note was sent to Willian.
The man who wrote it could not have taken it, otherwise
of course he might have delivered his own message by
word of mouth. Who hrought the note, then 2 Ordid it
come through the post.?”

«[ have made inquiries,” said the Tuspector.  «William
received a letter by the afternoon post yesterday. The
envelope was destroyed by him.”

«1exeellent ! eried Holines, clapping the Inspector on
the hack. You've seen the postman. It is a pleasure
to work with vou. Well, here is the lodge, and if you
will come up, Colonel, I will show you the scene of the
crime.”

We passed the pretty cottage where the murcered man
had lived, and walked up an oak-lined avenue to the fine
old Queen Anne house, which hears the date of
Malplagquet upon the lintel of the door. Holmes and
the Inspector led us round it until we came to the side
gate, which is separated by a streteh of garden from the
hedge which lines the road. A constable was standing at
the kitchen door.

« Throw the door apen, officer,” said Holmes. ¢ Now it
was on those stairs that young Mr. Cunningham stood
and saw the two men struggling just where we are. Old
Mr. Cunningham was at that window—the second on the
left—and ho saw the fellow get away just to the left of
that bush. So did the son. They are hoth sure of it on
account of the bush. Then Mister Alec ran out and
knelt beside the wounded man. The ground is very hard,
you see, and there are 10 marks to guide us.”

As he spoke two men came down the garden path, from
round the angle of the house. The one was an elderly
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man, with a strong, deep-lined, hecavy-eved face: the
other a dashing young fellow, whose bright, smill.ng
expression and showy dress were in strange contrast. with
the business which had brought us there.

“Still at it, then ?” said he to Iolmes.
you Londoners were never at, fault.
be so very quick after all.”

“Ah! you must give us a little time,” said Ilolmes,
good-humouredly.

“Youll want it,” said young Alec Conningham.
“Why, I don’t see that we have any clue at all.”

“T thought
You don’t seem to

“There’s only one,” answered the Inspector.  « We
thought that if we could only find
Mr. Holmes, what. is the matter 2 »

My poor friend's face had suddenly assumed the most
dreadful expression. His eyes rolled upwards, his features
writhed in agony,and with a suppressed groan he dropped
on his face upon the ground. Horrified at. the sudden-
ness and severity of the attack, we carried him into the
kitchen, where he lay back in a large chair and hreathed
heavily for some minutes. Finally, with a shamefaced
apology for his weakness, lLie rose once more.

“ Watson would tell you that, have only just recavered
from a severe illness,” he explined, «T"am liahle to
these sudden nervous attacks.”

“Shall T send you home in my trap?” asked old
Cunningham.

“ Well, since I am here there i« one point, on whieh I
should like to feel sure. We cap very easily verify it.”

“What is it ? » ’

“Well, it seems to me that. it ig just possible that the
arrival of this poor fellow William was not. before but
after the entrance of the burglar into the house. You
appear to take it for gr '

anted that althoy
forced the robber never got in.”
“I fanq‘r‘ tllat 1s quite obvious,” saiq Mr. Cunningham,
gravely.  “ Why, my son Alec had not yet gone to hed,

and hs would certaip]y have heard anyone moving about.”
“Where was he sitting ? » i K

¢ ras sitti a 3 . .
I was sitting smoking in my dressing-room.”

Good heavens!

gh the door was



THE REIGATE SQUIRES. 143

“Which window is that? ™

“ The last on the left, next my father's.”

“Both your lamps were lit, of course?™

¢« Undoubtedly.”

“There are some very singular points here,” said
Holmes, smiling. ¢ Is it not extraordinary that a hurglar
—and a burglar who had had some previous experience
should deliberately break into a house at a time when he
could see from the lights that two of the family were still
afoot ?”

“He must have been a cool hand.”

“Well, of course, if the case were not an odd one we
should .not have been driven to ask you for an explana-
tion,” said Mister Alec. ¢ But as to youridea that the
man had robbed the house hefore William tackled him,
I think it a most absurd notion. Shouldn’t we have
found the place disarranged and missed the things which
he had taken?”

“It depends on what the things were,” said Holmes.
“ You must remember that we are dealing with a burglar
who is a very peculiar fellow, and who appears to work on
lines of his own. ILook, for example, at the queer lot of
things which he took from Acton's—what was it ?—a ball
of string, a letter-weight, and I don’t know what other
odds and ends!”

“Well, we are quite in your hands, Mr. TTolmes,” said
old Cunmingham. * Anything which you or the Inspector
may suggest. will most certainly be done.”

“In the first place,” said Holmes, ¢TI should like you
to offer a reward—coming from yourself, for the officials
may take a little time before they would agree upon the
sum, and these things cannot be done too promptly.
I have jotted down the form here, if you would not mind
signing it. Fifty pounds was quite enough, I thought.”

“I would willingly give five hundred.” said the [J.P.,
taking the slip of paper and the pencil which Holmes
handed to him. “This is not quite correct, however,”
he added, glancing over the document.

“ I wrote it rather hurriedly.”

“You see you begin: ¢ Whereas, at about a quarter ta
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one on Tuesday morning, an attempt was made —and <o
on. It was at a quarter to twelve, as a matter of fact,”

I was pained at the mistake, for I knew how
Holmes would feel any slip of the kind. It was s
speciality to be accurate as to fact, but his recent. illness
had shaken him, and this one little incident, was enough
to show me that he was still far from being himself, e
was obviously embarrassed for an instant, while the
Inspector raised his eyebrows and Alec Cunningham burst
into a laugh.  The old gentleman corrected tlie mist
however, and handed the paper back to Ifolmes,

et it printed as soon as possible,” he said.  « I think
your idea is an excellent. one.”

Holmes put the slip of paper carefully away in his
pocket-hook.

“And now,” said he, “ it would really be a good thing
that we should all go over the house together, and make
certain that this rather erratic burglar did not, after all,
carry anything away witl him.”

Before entering, Ilolmes m
door which had been forced.
or strong knife had heen thr
hack with it.  We could see t
it had beeu pushed in.

“You don’t use hars, then ** he

“We have never found it, necessary .

“You don't keep a dog ?” | )

“Yes; but he is chained on the otliep
houge.”

keenly

ake,

ade an examination of the
It was evident that
ust in, and the Joe
Lie marks in the

i chise]
k forced
wood wheye

asked,

"
.

side of {he
“ When do the servants go to hed ?»
“ About, ten.”

“ I understand that William was usually in he( also ot
that hour?” ,

“Yes”
“It is singular that on this particular
have heen up.  Now, I should he very gl
have the kindness to show us over
Cunningham.”
A stone-flagged passage; w
away from ity led by a w

night he shonlq
ad if you woulq
the house, M.

ith the Kitchens hranchinq
voden stairease directly to the
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first floor of the house. It came out upon the landing
opposite to a second more ornamental stair which led up
from the front hall. Out of this landing opened the
drawing-room and several bedrooms, including those of
Mr. Cunningham and his son. Holmes walked slowly,
taking keen note of the architecture of the house. 1
could tell from his expression that he was on a hot =cent,
and yet I could not in the least imagine in what direction
his inferences were leading him.

“ My good sir,” said Mr. Cunningham, with some im-
patience, “this is surely very unnecessary. That is my
rooin at the end of the stairs, and my son’s is the one
beyond it. I'leave it to your judgment whether it was
possible for the thief to have come up here without dis-
turbing us.”

“You must try round and get on a fresh scent, I
fancy,” said the son, with a rather malicious smile.

¢« Still, I must ask you to humour me a little further. T
should like, for example, to see how far the windows of the
bedrooms command the front.  This, I understand, is your
son’s room “—he pushed open the door—¢ and that, I pre-
sume, is the dressing-room in which he sat smoking when
the alarm was given. . Where does the window of that
look put to?” He stepped ucross the bedroom, pushed
open the door, and glanced round the other chamber.

“[ hope you are satizsfied now ?” said Mr. Cunningham,
testily.

“Thank you; I think I have scen all that I wished.”

“Then, if it is really necessary, we can go into my
room.”

«If it is not too much trouble.”

The J.I. shrugged his shoulders, and led the way into
his own chamber, which was a plainly furnished and
commonyplace room. As we moved across it in the direc-
tion of the window, Holmes fell back until he and I were
the last of the group. Near the foot of the bed was a
small square table, on which stood a dish of oranges and a
carafe of water. As we passed it, Holmes, to my unutter-
able astonishment, leaned over in front of me and de-
liberately knocked the whole thing over. The glass

L
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smashed into a thousand pieces, and the fruit rolled ahout
into every corner of the room.

“You've done it now, Watson,” said he, coolly. “A
pretty mess you've made of the carpet.” )

I stooped in some confusion and began to pick up the
fruit, understanding that for some reason my compunion
desired me to take the blame upon myself. ~ The others
did the same, and set the table on its legs again.

“Holloa!” cried the Inspector,  where’s Lie got to??

Holmes had disappeared.

“Wait here an instant,” said young Alec Cunningham.
“The fellow is off his head, in my opinion.  Come with
me, father, and see where he has got to!”

They rushed out of the room, leaving the Inspector,
the Colonel, and me, staring at each ot Ler.

“’Pon my word, I am inclined to agree with Mister
Alec,” said the official. ¢ Tt may be the effect of this
illness, but it seems to me that. ?

His words were cut short by a sudden scream of ¢« Help!
Help! Murder!” With a thyill I recognised the voice as
that of my friend. I rushed madly from the room on to
the landing. The ecries, which had sunk down into g
hoarse, inarticulate shouting, came from the room whiclh
we had first visited. I dashed in,and on into the dressing-
room beyond. The two Cunnin ghams were bending over
the prostrate figure of Sherlock Holmes, the younger
clutching his throat with hoth 1, d

ands, while the elder
seemed to be twisting one of his wrists.  In an instant.
the three of us had torn them away from him, and Iolines
staggered to his feet, very pale, and cvidently greatly ex-
hausted.

“ Arrest. these men, Inspector !

“On what, charge ?”

“That of murdering their coachman, William Ijr-
wan!” ’ '

The Inspector stared aho
come now, Mr. Holmes,”
don’t really mean to »

“Tut, man; look at thejr faces!”

Never, certainly, have I seen

he gasped.

ut him in bewilderment. « Oh,
aid he at last; «I am sure you

cried Holmes, curtly.
a plainer confession of
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guilt nupon human countenances. The older man secimec
numbed and dazed, with a heavy, sullen expression upon his
strongly marked face. The son, on the other hand, had
dropped ali that jaunty, dashing style which had charae-
terized him, and the ferocity of a dangerous wild beast.
gleamed in his dark eyes and distorted his handsome
features. The Inspector said wothing, but, stepping to
the door, he blew his whistle.  Two of his constables came

1

at the call. '

«T have no alternative, Mr. Cunningham,” said he. ¢1
trust that this may all prove to be an absurd mistuke;
but you can see that: Ah, would you? Drop it!?
He struck out with his hand, and a revolver, which the
younger man was in the act of cucking, clattered down
upon the floor.

“ Keep that,” said Holmes, quickly putting his foot
upon it.  “You will find it useful at the trial.  But tlis
ix what we really wanted.” IHe held up a little crumpled
piece of paper.

“The remainder of the sheet? ” cried the Inspector.

¢« Precirely.”

« And where was it.?2”

“Where I was sure it must be. I’ll make the whole
matter clear to you presently. I think, Colonel, that you
and Watson might return now, and I will be with you
again in an hour at the furthest. The Inspector and I
must have a word with the prisoners; but you will
certainly see me back at luncheon time.”

Sheriock Holmes was as good as his word, for about
oue o'clock he rejoined us in the Colonel’s smoking-room.
He was accompanied by a little, elderly gentleman, who
was introduced to me as the Mr. Acton whose house had
been the scene of the original burglary.

«] wished Mr. Acton to be present while I demon-
strated this small matter to you,” said Holmes, ¢ for it iy
natural that he should take a keen interest in the details.
I am afraid, my dear Colonel, that you must regret the
hour that you took in such a stormy petrel as T am.”

¢ (On the contrary,” answered the Colonel, warmly, « I
consider it the greatest privilege to have been permitted
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to study your methods of working. I confess that they
quite surpass my expectations, and that I am utterly
unable to account for your result. I have not yet seen
the vestige of a clue.”

“I am afraid that my explanation may (lisillusi('nuzc
you, but it has always heen my habit to hide none of my
methods, either fror

n my friend Watson or from anyone
who might take an intelligent interest in them. But
first, as T am rather shaken by the knocking about which
I had in the dressing-roow, I think that T shall help my-
self to a dash of your brandy, Colonel. My strength has
been rather tried of late.”

I trust you had no more of those nervous attacks.”

Sherlock Holmes laughed leartily. < We will come (o
that in its turn,” said he. « [ will lay an account of the
case before you in its due order, showing you the various
points which guided me in my decision. Pray interrupt me
if there is any inference which is not perfectly clear to you,

“It is of the highest importance in the art of detection
to be able to recognise out of a number of facts which are
incidental and which vital. Otherwise your energy and
attention must be dissipated instead of being concentratd,
Now, in this case there was not the slightest doubt, in my
mind from the first that the key of the whole matter
;nustl, be looked for in the serap of paper in the dead man's
and.

“Before going into this I would
the fact that if Alec Canningham’s narrative were corroct
and if the assailant after shooting William Kirwan liad
wnstantly fled, then it obviously could nat, be he who tore
the paper from the dead man’s hand. But if jt was not,
he, it must. have been Alec Cunningham himself, for 1
the time the old man haq descended several servants were
upon the scene. The point, is a simple one, but te
Inspector had overlooked it because he had starteq with
the supposition that these county magnates had hagd
nothing to do with the matter, Now, I make a point of
never having any prejudices and of following docilely
wherever fact may lead me, and so in the very first stage
of the investigation I found myselflooking a little askance

draw your at ention to
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at the part which had been played by Mr. Alec Cunning-
ham.

“And now I made a very careful examination of the
corner of paper which the Inspector had submitted to us.
It was at once clear to me that it formed part of a very
remurkable document. Here it is. Do you not now
observe something very suggestive about it ?”

“It has a very irregular look,” said the Colonel.

“My dear sir,” cried Holmes, “there cannot be the
least doubt in the world that it has been written by two
persons doing alternate words.  When I draw your atten-
tion to the strong t's of ‘at’ and ‘to’ and ask you to com-
pare them with the weak ones of ‘ quarter’ and ‘ twelve,’
you will instantly recognise the fact. A very briefanalysis
of those four words would enable you to say with the utmost
contidence that the ¢learn’ and the ‘maybe’ are written
in the stronger hand, and the ¢what’ in the weaker.”

« By Jove, it's as clear as day !” cried the Colonel.
«Why on earth should two men write a letter in such a
fashion ?7

<« ()bviously the business was a bad one, and one of the
men who distrusted the other was determined that, what-
ever was done, cach should have an equal hand in it.
Now, of the two men it is clear that the one who wrote
the ¢at’ and ‘to’ was the ringleader.”

«Ilow do you get at that ?”

« We might deduce it from the mere character of the
one hand as compared with the other. IBut we have more
assured reasons than that for supposing it. If you
esamine this serap with attention you will come to the
conclusion that the man with the stronger hand wrote all
his words first, leaving blanks for the other to fill up.
These blanks were not always sufficient, and you can see
that the second man had a squeeze to fit his ¢ quarter’ in
between the ¢at’and the ¢to, showing that the latter
were already written. The man who wrote all his words
first is undoubtedly the man who planned this affair.”

« Jaxcellent ! eried Mr. Acton.

« But very superficial,” saigl Holmes. ¢ We come now,
Lowever, ‘o a point which is of importance. You may



1i2 MEMOIRS OF SHERLOCK HOLIJES.

not be aware that the deduction of a man’
writing is one which has been 1
accuracy by experts. In normal cases one can place a
man in his true decade with tolerable confidence. T say
normal cases, hecause ill-health and physical weakness re-
produce the signs of old age, even when the invalid is a
youth. In this case, looking at the hold, strong hand of
the one, and the rather broken-hacked appearance of the
other, which still retains its legibility, although the ts
have begun to lose thejr crossings, we can say that the
one was a young man, and the other was advanced in
years without heing positively decrepit,”
“ Excellent ! * cried Mr. Acton again,
“There is a farther point, however, which is subtler and
of greater interest. There is something in common he-
tween these hands. They belong to men who are blood-
rélatives. It may be most obvious to you in the Greek
e's, but to me there are many small points which indicate
the same thing. T have no doubt at all that a family
mannerism can be traced in these two specimens of
writing. [ am only, of course, giving you the leading re-
sults now of my examination of the paper. There were
twenty-three other deductions which would be of more
interest to experts than to you. They all tended to
deepen the impression upon my mind that the Cun
hams, father and son, had written thig letter,
“ Having got so far, my next ste
examine into the details of the eri
they would help us.

s age from his
wought, to considerable

ning-

D was, of course, to
me and to see how fur

I went up to the house with the
Inspector, and saw all that was to be seen. The wound
upon the dead man was, as T was able to determine with
absolute confidence, caused by a shot, from a revol ver fivecd
at a distance of something over four yards.  There wag g
]')owder-hlackening ‘

on the clothes, ividently, therefore
Alec Cunningham had lied when he said that the two

jnen were strnggling when the shot was fired.  Again
both father and son agreed as to the place where the ma,
eseaped into the road. At that point, however, as it
happens, there is a broadish ditch, moist, at the bottom,
As there were no indications of boot-marks about thiy
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aitch, T was absolutely sure not only that the Cunning:
hams had again lied, but that there had never been any
unknown man upon the scene at all. i

«And now I had to consider the motive of this singular
crime. To get at this I endeavoured first of all to solve
the' reaxon of the original burglary at Mr. Acton’s. I
understood from something which the Colonel told us that
a law-suit had been going on between you, Mr. Acton, and
the Cunninghams.  Of course, it instantly occurred to me
that they had broken into your library with the intention
of getting at some document which might be of import-
ance in the case.”

“ Precisely so,” said Mr. Acton; “there can be no
possible doubt. as to their intentions. I have the clearest
claim upon half their present estate, and it they could
have found a single paper—which, fortunately, was in the
strong hox of my solicitors—they would undoubtedly have
crippled our case.”

“There you arc!” said Ifolmes, smiling. “It waxa
dangerous, reckless attempt, in which I scem to trace the
influence of young Alec. laving found nothing, they
tried to divert suspicion by making it appear to he an
ordinary burglary, to which end they carried oft whatever
they could lay their hands upon. That isall clear enough,
but there was much that was still obscure. What I
wanted above all was to get the mizsing part of that note.
I was certain that Alec had torn it out of the dead man’s
hand, and almost certain that he must have thrust it into
the pocket of his dressing-gown.  Where else could he
have put it 7 The only question was whether it was still
there. It was worth an effort to find out, and for that
ohject we all went up to the house.

¢ The Cunninghams joined us, as you doubtless remem-
ber, outside the kitchen door. It was, of course, of the
very first importance that they should not be reminded
of the existence of this paper, otherwize they would
natwrally destroy it without delay. The Inspector was
about to tell them the importance which was attached to
it when, hy the luckiest chance in the world, I tumbled
down in a sort of fit and so changed the conversation.”
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“Good heavens!” cried the Colonel
vou mean to say all our sympathy w
an impostare ?

¢ Speaking professionally, it was admirably done,” c¢ried

[, looking in amazement at this man who was for ever
confounding me with some new Phase of his astuteness.
“ It is an art which is often useful,” said e, < When
I recovered I managed by a device, which Tad, perhaps,
some little merit of ingeunity, to get oll Cunninghmu to
write the word ¢ twelve,’ so that 1 might compare it with
the ¢twelve” upon the paper.”

“Oh, what an ass T have heen ! 7

“I could see that you were comy
my weakness,” said Holmes, 1
cause you the sy

, lnughing.  « Ty
as wasted and your fit

I exclaimed.

Iserating with me over
aughing.  “T was sorry {o
mpathetic pain whicl, T know that you
felt. We then went upstairs together, and havine entered
the room and seen the dressing-gown hangin.s 1?1) behind
the door, I contrived by upsetting a table to en gage their
attention for the moment and slipped back to examine the
pockets. I had hardly got the baper, however, whicl
I had expected, in one of them, when the tyo Cunninghams
were on me, and would, I verily believe, have mu?derell
me then and there but for your prompt. and friendly aid.
As it is, I feel that young man’s grip on my throat now
and the father has twiste i )

d my wrist vound in the effort to
get the paper out of my haund, They saw that I must

know all about it, you see, and the sudden change from
absolute security to complete despair mnade them lf’erfectly
desperate.

“I had a little talk with old Cunnin
to the motive of the crime, He was™ tractable enougl
though his son was a perfect demon, ready to blow out rl,n;
own or anyhody else’s brains if he could have got to his
revolver.,  When Cunningham saw that the case against,
him was so strong he lost all heart, and made a clean
breast of everything. It seems that William had secretly
followed his fwo masters

wed on the night when they made
their raid upon. Mr. Acton’s, and, having thus got tliem

into his power, proceeded under thyeafy of exposare {o levy
blackimail upon them.  Mister Alec, however, was 3

AN Qs

gham afterwards as
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dangerous man to play games of that sort with. It was a
stroke of positive genius on his part to see in the burglary
scare, which was convulsing the country side, an oppor-
tunity of plausibly getting rid of the man whom he feared.
William was decoyed up and shot ; and, had they only got
the whole of the note, and paid a little more attention to
detail in their accessories, it is very possible that suspicion
might never have been aroused.”

“ And the note ?” I asked.

Sherlock Holmes placed the subjoined paper before us.

mu't/“b’ty 'ﬂu..c[g S Sty ¢ " 1l
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“It is very much the sort of thing that I expected,”
said he. “Of course, we do mnot yet know what the
relations may have been between Alec Canninghamn,
William Kirwan, and Aunie Morrison. The result shows
that the trap was skilfully baited. I am sure that vou
cannot fail to he delighted with the traces of heredity
shown in the p's and in the tails of the g’s.> The absence
of the i~dots in the old man’s writing is also most character-
istic.  Watson, I think our quiet rest in the country has
heen a distinct success, and I shall certainly return, much
invigorated, to Baker Street to-morrow.”



THE CROOKED MAN

ANE <ummer mght, a few months after myv mar-
ringe, I was seated by my own hearth smoking
a last pipe and nodding over a novel, for my
day’s work had been an exhausting one. My
wife had already gone upstairs, and the sound
of the locking of the hall door some time hefore told me
that the servants ha'l also retived. I had risen from my
seat and was knocking out the ashes of my pipe, when I
suddenly heard the clang of the bell.

I looked at the clock. It was a quarter to twelve.
This could not be a visitor at so late an hour. A patient,
evidently, and possibly an all-night sitting,  With a wry
face I went out into the hall and opene?f the door. To
my astonishment, it was Sherlock Holmes who stood upon
my step.

« Ah, Watson,” said he, “I hoped that I might not e
too late to catch you.” =

« My dear fellow, pray come in.”

¢« You looked surprised, and no wonder! Relieved, too,
I fancy! Hum! you still smoke the Arcadia mixture of
vour hachelor days, then! There’s no mistaking that
fluffy ash upon your coat. It’s éasy to tell that you've
heen accustomed to wear a uniform, Watson ; y(m’l[ne\'m-
pass as a pure-bred civilian as long as you keep that habit
of carrying your handkerchief in your sleeve.  Could you
put me up to-night ?”

“With pleasure.”

“ You told me that you had bachelor quarters for one, and
I see that you have no gentleman visitor at present. Youx
hat-stand proclaims as much.”
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«T shall be delighted if you will stay.”

« Thank you. Ill fill a vacant peg, then. Sorry to see
that you've had the British workman in the house. He's
a token of evil. Not the draing, I hope?”

“No, the gas.”

«Ah! He has left two nail marks from his hoot upen
your linoieum just where the light strikes it. No, thank
you, I had some supper at. Waterloo, but. I'll smoke a pipe
with you with pleasure.”

I handed him my pouch, and he seated himself opposite
to me, and smoked for some time in silence. I was well
aware that nothing but business of importance could have
hrought him to me at such an hour, so I waited patiently
until lie should come round to it.

«[ gee that you are professionally rather busy just
now.” said he, glancing very keenly across at me.

¢ Yes, I've had a busy day,” T answered.  “ Tt may
seem very foolish in your eyes,” I added, “but really I
don't know how you deduced it.”

Holmes chuckled to himself.

«I have the advantage of knowing your habits, my
dear Watson,” said he. "« When your round is a short
one you walk, and when it is a long one you use a hansom.
As T pereeive that your hoots, although used, are hy no
means dirty, I cannet doubt that you are at present busy
enough to justify the hansom.”

«Tixcellent ! ™ I eried. . .

“ Elementary,” said he. It is one of those instances
where the reasoner can produce an eftect. which seems re-
markable to his neighbour, because the latter has missed

the one little point which is the hasis of the deduction.

The same may he said, my dear fellow, for the effect of
some of these little sketches of yours, which is entirely
meretricious, depending as it (1995 upon your retniqing in
yaur own hands some factors m the problem which are
fever imparted to the reader. Now, at. present Iam in
the position of these same readers, for I hold in this hand
soveral threads of one of the strangest cases which ever
perplexed a man’s brain, and yet I lack the one or two
which are needful to complete my theory. But T'll have
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them, Watson, I'll have them !.” His eyes lfmdlml. m-]t(flm::
slight flush sprang into his thin cheeks.  Tor an }m: 'for
the veil had lifted upon his keen, mtensg nature, bu 'l o
an instant only. When I glanced again his face hac
resumed that Red Indian composure which had made so
many regard him as a machine rather t!mn a man. | e

“The problem presents features of interest, M}“~t i
“Imay even say very exceptional features of interest. 1
have already looked into the matter, and have come, as '
think, within sight of my solution. If you (‘ould.:wc:.olnlle
pany me in that last step, you might be of considerable
service to me.”

“T should he delighted.”

. . "
¢ Could you go as far as Aldershot to-morrow ? .
“I have no doubt Jackson would take my practice.

“Very good. I want to start by the 11.10 fromn Water-
loo.”

“That would give me time.”
“Then, if
sketch of wh
done.”

ite wakeful
“Iwas sleepy before you came. I am quite wakeft
now.,”

M i 'x.
you are not too sleepy, I will give "tmub;:
at has happened and of what remains to

“I will com
out omitting
that you 1
It is the en
Mallows

press the story as far as may be done ,“."'ﬁl;;

anything vital'to the case. It is coﬂc““'l.)l.'

ay even have read some account of the matteqi

Pposed murder of Colonel Bm‘cluy,'of ‘;119 Roy:

» at. Aldershot, whicl, T am investigating.

“I have heard nothing of it.” I
“It has not, excited much attention yet, except ]oca- 5

The facts are only two days old. Briefly they are these :—

§ ¢ \ st
“The Royal Mallows 18, as you know, one of the mo
famous Irish re

giments in the DBritish Army. It dlc«l:
wonders hotl in the Crimea and the Mutiny, and ]}1;11
since that time distinguished itself upon every ,POSSII e
occasion. It wag commanded up to Monday night by
Ja}nes Barclay,

" ull
a gallant, veteran, who started as a i
Private, was raised to co

at tpe time of the Muti
regiment in which

mmissioned rank for his br‘lu'(t:lll);
ny, and so lived to command
he had once carried a musket.
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¢ Colonel barclay had married at the time when he was
a sergeant, and his wife, whose maiden name was Miss
Nancy Devoy, was the daughter of a former colour-sergeant
in the same corps. There was, therefore, as can be
imagined, some little social friction when the young
couple (for they were still young) found themselves in
their new surroundings. They appear, however, to have
quickly adapted themselves, and Mrs. Barclay has always,
J understand, been as popular with the ladies of the regi-
ment as her husband was with his brother officers. I may
add that she was a woman of great beauty, and that even
now, when she has been married for upwards of thirty
years, she is still of a striking appearance.

¢« Colonel Barclay’s family life appears to have been a
uniformly happy one. Major Murphy, to whom I owe
most of my facts, assures me that he has never heard of
any misunderstanding between the pair. On the whole,
he thinks that Barclay’s devotion to his wife was greater
than his wife’s to Barclay. He was acutely uneasy if he
were absent from her for a day. She, on the other hand,
though devoted and faithful, was less obtrusively afiec-
tionate. But they were regarded in the regiment as the
very model of a middle-aged couple. There was absolutely
nothing in their mutual relations to prepare people for
the tragedy which was to follow.

«(Colonel Barclay himself seems to have had some
singular traits in his character. He was a dashing, jovial
old soldier in his usual mood, but there were occasions
on which he seemed to show himself capable of consider-
able violence and vindictiveness. This side of his nature,
however, appears never to have been turned towards his
wife. Another fact which had struck Major Murphy, and
three out of five of the other officers with whom I con-
versed, was the singular’ sort of depression which came
upon him at times. As the Major expressegl it, the smile
had often been struck from his mouth, as.lf by some in-
visible hand, when he Las been joining in the gaieties
and chaff of the mess table. For dqys on end, when the
mood was on him he had been sunk in the deepest gloom.
This and a certain tinge of superstition were the only un-
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usual traits in his character which his brother officers h.:‘ld
observed. - The latter peculiarity took the form.of a d}ﬁ-
like to béing left alone, especially after dark. This peurile
feature in a nature which was conspicuously manly had
often given rise to comment and conjecture, . .

“The first battalion of the Royal Mallows (which is
the old 117th) has been stationed at Aldershot, for some
years. The married officers live out of barracks, and the
Colonel has during all this time occupied a villa called
Lachine, about lialf & mile from the North Camp. The
house stands in its own grounds, but the west side of it
is not more than thirty yards from the high voad. A
‘coachman and two maids form the staff of servants.
These, with their master and mistress, were the
occupants of Lachine, for the
nor was it usual for them to have resident visitors,

“Now for the events at TLachine between nine and ten
on the evening of last Monday.

¢ Mrs. Barclay was, it appears, a member of the Roman
Catholic Church, and had intereste |

d herself very much in
the establishment of the Guilq of St. George, which was

formed in connection with tle Watt Street, Chapel for the
purpose of supplying the boor with cast-off clothing. A
meeting of the Guild had been held tht evening at
eight, and Mps, Barclay had hurried over her dinner in
order to be present at, it. When leaving the house, she
was heard by the coachman to make some commonplace
remark to her hushand, anq to assure him that she would
be back before long. S0 then called fo Miss Morrison,
a young lady who lives in the next, villa, and the two

meeting. It Jasted forty

went off' together to theijy

minutes, and at a quarter-past nipe Mus, Barclay returned
home, hLaving left Miss Morrison gt her door as she
passed,

*There is a room which is used as
Lachine. This faces the road, and o
folding deor on to the lawn.
across, and is only divideq fro
wall with an iron raj ahov
that Mrs, Barclay

sole
Barelays had no children,

4 morning-room at,
pens by a large glass
The lawn is thirty yards
om the highway by a low
€1t It was into this room
went upon hey return.  The blinds
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were not dewn, for the roon was seldom used in the
evening, but. Mrs, Barelay herself lit the lamp and then
rang the belly asking Jane Stewart, the housemaid, to
bring her a cup of tea, which was quite contrary to her
usual habits.  The Colonel had been sitting in the dining-
room, but hearing that his wife had returned, he joined
her in the morning-room.  The coachman saw him cross
the hall, and enter it. He was never secen again alive.
“The tea which had been ordered was brought up at
the end of ten minutes, but the maid, as she approached
the door, was surprised to hear the voices of her master
and mistress in furious altercation.  She knocked wit hout:
receiving any answer, and even turned the handle, but
only to find that the door was locked upon the inside.
Naturally enongh, she ran down to tell the cook, and the
two women with the coachman came up into the hall and
listened to the dispute which was still raging.  They all
agree that only two voices were to be heard, those of
Barclay and his wife.  Barelay’s remarks were subdued
and abrupt, so that none of them were audible to the
listeners.  The lady’s, on the other hand, were most
hitter, and, when she raised her voice, could be plainly
heard. ¢ You coward " she repeated over and over again.
¢« What can be done now ?  Give me hack my life. 1 will
never so much as breathe the same air as you again! You
coward ! You coward!’ Those were seraps of her con-
versation, ending in a sudden dreadful ery in the man's
voice, with a erash, and a piercing seream from the woman.
Convineed that some tragedy had occurred, the coachman
rushed to the door and strove to force it, while scream
after seream issued from within. He was unable, liow-
ever, to make his way in, and the maids were too dis-
tracted with fear to be of any assistance to him. A sudden
thought strunck him, however, and he ran through the
hall door and round to the lawn, upon which the long
Trench windows opened.  One side of the window was
open, which I understand was quite us}ml in the summer-
time, and he passed without difficulty into the room. His
mistress had ceased to seream, and was stretched insensible
upon a couch, while with his feet tilted over the side of

M 2
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an arm-chair, and his head npon the ground near e
corner of the fender, was lying the anfortunate saldier,
stone dead, in a pool of liix own hlood,

“ Naturally the concliman’s first thought, on finding
that he could do nothing for his master, was to open the
door. But here an unexpected and singular difficulty
presented itself.  The key was not on the inner side of the
door, nor could he find it anywhere in {he room, lle
went out again, therefore, through the windoy Yy and having
obtained the help of a policeman and of & medienl man,
he retumed. The lady, against  whom naturally the
strongest suspicion rested, was removed 1o her room, still
in a state of insensibility.  The (‘olonel's hody was then
placed upon the sofa, and a careful examination made of
the scene of the tragedy.

“The injury from which the unfortun

ate veteran was
saffering was found to he

A ragged cut, some (wo inches
long, at the hack Part of his head, whiel, had evidently

heen caused by a violent, hlow from a blunt. weapon.  Nor
was it difficult to guess what that weapon may Lave heen.
Upon the floor, close to the hody, was lying a singular
club of hard carved wood with a hone han(lle.b'l‘]w Colonel
possessed a varied collection of weapons hrought from {he
different countries in which he had” fought, and it is con-
jectured by the police that tlyis cluly wag among his
trophies. The servants deny having seen it heforo but
among the numerous curiositjes in the house it js pos,sihlu
that it may have heen overlooked. Nothine else of im-
portance was discovered in the romp by thehpulicv save
the inexplicable fact that neither upon Ay, Bn:‘(tl:lv’h‘
person, nor upon that of the vietim, nor in any part, of the
room was the missing key to he found. The door had
eventually to he opened hy 2 locksmith from Aldershot.
_“That was the state of things, Watson, when upon the
Tuesday morning I, at. the request of Major Murphy, went
down to Aldershot. to supplement the efforts of the police.,
[ think you will acknowledge that the problem  was
already one of interest, hut my ohservations soon made me
realize that it was in trath muel, more extraordinary than
would at first sight appear.
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¢ Belove examining the room T cross-questioned the
servants, but only succeeded in eliciting the facts which
I have already stated. One other detail of interest was
remembered by Jane Stewart, the housemaid.  You will
remember that on hearing the sound of the quarrel she
descended and returned with the other servants. On that
Hrst. occasion, when she was alone, she sayvs that the voices
of her master and mistress were sunk so low that she could
hear hardly anything, and judged by their tones, rather
than their words, that they had fallen out.  On my
pressing her, however, she remembered that she heard the
word ¢ David” uttered twice by the lady.  The point is of
the utmost importance as guiding us towards the reason
of the sudden quarrel. The Colonel’s name, you re-
menmber, was James.

“There was one thing in the case which had made the
deepest impression both upon the servants wd the police,
This was the contortion of the Colonel’s face. It had set,
according to their account, into ithe most.dreadful ex-
pression of fear and horror which a human countenance is
capable of assuming.  More than one person fainted "al
the mere sight of him, so terrible was the effect. 1t was
quite certain that hie had foreseen his fate, and that it liadl
caused lim the utmost horror. Thix, of course, fitted in
well enough with the police theory, it the Colonel could
have seen his wife making a murderous attack upon him.
Nor was the fact of the wound being on the back of his
head o fatal objection to this, as he might have turned to
avoid the hlow. No information could be got from the
lady herself, who was temporarily insane [rom an acule
attack of brain fever.

«Jrom the police T learned that Miss Movrison, who,
vou remember, went oul that evening with Mrs. Barclay,
denied having any krowledge of what it was which had
eaused the ill-umour in which her companion had re-
turned.

“ Iaving gathered these facts, Watson, T smoked
several pipes over them, trying o separate those which
were crueial from others which were merely incidental,
There could be no question that the most distinetive and
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suggestive pointin the case was the singular disappearance
of the door key. A most careful search had failed to dis-
cover it in the room.  Therefore, it must have heen taken
from it.  But neither the Colonel nor the Colonel’s wife
could have taken it.  That was perfectly clear.  Therefore
i third person must have entered the toom. And that
third person could onl y have come in through the window.
It seemed to me that a careful examination of the room
and the lawn might possibly reveal some traces of this
mysterious individual.  You know my methods, Watson.
There was not. one of them whicl, did mnot apply to the
Inquiry. — And it ended by my discovering traces, but
very different ones from “those which I had expected.
I'here hm_l been a man in the room, and he had crossed the
lawn coming from the rond. I was able to obtain five
very clear impressions of hig footmarks—one on the roud-
way itself, at the point where he had climbed the low
“’fﬂ], two on the lawn, and two very faint ones upon the
stained boards near the window where he had entered.
Ile had apparently rushed across the lawn, for his toe
marks were much deeper than his heels, But. it was not
the man who surprised e, It was his con‘npuiliou ”
“ His companion ! » '

Holmes pulled a large sheet of tissue Paper out of his
pocket and carefully unfolded i, upon his knee

“ What do you make of that ¥ » he asked.

The paper was covered with tracings of the footmarks
of some small animal. "It had five well-marked foot pads
an indication of long nails, and the whole print mjeht ]J(,:.
nearly as large as a dessert spoon, °

“It's a dog,” said I.

“Did ever you hear of a dog running up a curtain ?
I found distinet traces that this creat ure ‘luu.l done s0.”

“ A moukey, then?” )

“But it is not the print of

“ What can it be, then ??

“ Neither dog, nor cat, nor monkey, nor any ereature
that we are familiar with, [ Lave tried to reconstruct it
from the measurements,  Ilere are four priuts where the
beast has heen stauding motionless. Yoy see that it is

L mon key.”
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no less than fifteen inches from fore foot to hind.  Add to
that the length of neck and head, aud you get a creature
not. much less than two feet long —probably more if there
ix any tail. But now observe this other measurement.
The animal has been moving, and we have the length of
its stride.  In each case it is only about three inches

You have an indication, you see, of a long body with very
short legs attached to it. It has not been consulerate
enough to leave any of its hair behind it.  But its general
shape must'be what T have mdicated, and it can run up a
curtain and is carnivorons.”

« Iow do you deduce that ?”

« Because it ran up the curtain. A canary’s cage was
hanging in the window, and its aim seems to have been
to get at the bird.” .

«"Then what was the beast 27

« Ah, if I could give it a name it might go a long way
towards solving the case.  On the whole it was probably
some creature of the weasel or stoat tribe—and yet it is
Jarger than any of these that I have seen.”

¢ PBut what had it to do with the crime?”

“«That also is still obscure. But we have learned a
goad dealy you perceive.  We know that a man stoad in
the road looking at the quarrel between the Barcliys—the
blinds were up and the room lighted. We know also that,
he ran across the lawn, entered the room, accompanied by
a strange animal, angl that he either struck the Colonel,
or, as is equally possible, that the Colonel f:ell down from
sheer fright at the sight of him, and cut his head on the
corner of the fender  Finally, we have the curious fact
that the intruder carried away the key with him when he
left.”

« Your discoveries seem to have left the business more
obseure than it was before,” said 1.

« uite so. They undoubtedly showed that the affair
wias much deeper than was at first conjectured. 1
thought the matter over, and 1 came to the conclusion
that I must approach the case from another aspect.  But,
really, Watson, I am keeping you up, and T might just as
well tell you all this on our way to Aldershot to-morrow °
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“Thank you, you've gone rather too far to stop.”

“ It was quite cerfain that when M, Barclay left the
house at half-past seven she was on good terms with her
husband.  She was never, as I think I have sitid, ostenta-
tiously affectionate, hut she was heard by the coachman
chatting with the Colonel in a friendly fashion. Now. it
was equally certain that immediately on her
had gone to the room in whicli she was lo
see her hushand, had flown to te
will, and, finally, on his comin
into violent recriminations,
oceurred between seven-thin y
completely altered her feeli
Morrison liad bee
hour aud a lalf.
in spite of her de
the matter.

“ My first. conjecture was {hat
some passages hetween {lhs
soldier, which the former had
That would account for (e
gitl's denial that anything
he entirely incompatible w
heard.  But there was the

return =he
ast likely to
a, as an agitated woman
g in to her, had broken
Therefore, something had
and nine o'clock which had
s towards Tim. But. Miss
u with her daring the whole of that

It was absolutely certain, therefore,
nial, that she must know something of

possibly there had heen
Young woman and the old
now confessed 1o {he wife.
angry veturn and also for the
had oeeurped, Nor would it
ith most of the words over-

Wil reference to David, and there
was the known affection of the Colonel for his wife to

weigh against it, to sy nothing of the {ragic ing rusion of
this other man, whicl might, of course, he entirely dis-
connected with what had gone bhefore, ’
to pick one’s steps, but on {he whole
dismiss the idea that {here had he
the Colonel and Miss Morrison,
vinced that the young lady lie
was which had turned Mys,
hushand. I took the obvious course, {lherefore, of calling
upon Miss Morrison, of explaining 1o Jier that’l was ],(nf-
fectly certain that she leld the facts in her pbss(-ssinn,
and of assuriug her that her friend, Mys, Barclay, might
find herself in the dock upon i capital elgpee m'nl’(-ss 1he
matler were cleared up. ' °

“ Mixs Morrison is o little, c(h‘c

It was not casy
I was inclined o
en anything hetween
but more” { Ly ever con-
1d the clue ay to what it
Bzu'cluy to hatred of her

real slip of a girl, with
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timid eyes and blonde hair, but. I found her by no means
wanting in shrewdness and common sense.  She sat
thinking for some time after I had spoken, and then
turning to me with a brisk air of resolution, she broke
imo a remarkable statement, which T will condense for
your benetit.

«¢ T promised my friend that T would say nothing of the
matter, and a promise is a promize,’ said she.  ¢But if 1
can really help her when so serious a charge is miule
against her, and when her own mouth, peor darling, is
closed by illness, then 1 think I am absolved from my
promise. I will tell yuu exactly what happened on
Monday evening.

¢ ¢We were returning from the Watt Street Mission,
about a quarter to nine o’clock.  On our way we hal to
Jrass through Hudson Street, which is a very quiel
thoroughfare. There is only one lamp in it upon the
left-hand side, and as we approached this lamp I saw a
man coming towards us with his back very hent, and
something like a box slung over one of his shoulders. e
appeared to be deformed, for he carried his head Tow, and
walked with his knees bent. We were passing him when
he raised his face to look at us in the civele of light thrown
by the lamp, and as he did so he stopped and sereamed
oul. in a dreadful voice, “ My God, it’s Nancy ' Mus,
Barelay turned as white as death, and would have fallen
down had the dreadful-looking creature not aught. hold of
her. I was going to call for the police, but she, to my
surprise, spoke quite civilly to the fellow.

«¢1 thought you had been dead this thirly ycars,
said she, in a shaking voice.

oo I have, said ey and it was awful to hear the tones
that he said it in. Tle had a very dark, fearsome face,
and a gleam in his eyes that. comes hack to me in my
dreauns, His hair and whiskers were shot with grey, and
his face was all erinkled and puckered like a withered
apple. .

wr Just walk on a little way, dear,” said Mrs. Darcelay.
| want. to lave a word with this man. There is noihing
(o be afraid of.” She tried to speak boldly, bul she was

Henry,
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still deadly pale, :m(ll could hardly get her words out for

* trembling of her 1ips. -
th?‘ “l( l(llli(l as she aske({ me, and they talked together |nl‘
a few minutes.  Then she came down t.lxe'slrco.l, wil l hl‘;\l'
eyes blazing, and [ saw the cripplcd wreteh ﬁlftl}(l{l'g M
the lamp-post and slm:king s c:lenc]ne(l h.fl.?l l.ll o
airy as if he were mad with rage. She mnever saic .;’\ ‘
until we were at the door here, when she took m(l
by the hand and begged me to tell no one \\'hz.ltr llli'u“
happened < Tt is an old -acquaintance of mine }\lm s
come down in the world,” said she. When I promis¢d her
that T would say nothing she kissed me, and I have never
seen her since. I have fold You now the whole trath, and
il Twithheld it from the police it is becanse T did not
realize then the danger in whicl, my dear friend stood. 1
know that it can only be to her advantage that everything
should he known.?

*“There was her statement, Watson, and to me, s you can
magine, it was like o light on o dark night. Everything
which had been disconnected before began  at once to
assume its {rne place, and I had a slm(lowy 1)1‘('.\'(‘Illl'lll(‘.llt'
of the whole sequence of events, My next s ep obviously
was to find the man whe had produced sucl, a remarkable
Tmpression upon Mrs, Bnrclny. Lf he were still in Alder-
shot it should not be a very difhicult mat( er.  There are
not such g very great number of civilizms, and a deformed
man was sure to have attracted atlention, I spent a day
i the scarch, and by evening — {1y very cvening,
Watson—I L run him dowy, The man’s name is Henry
Wool, and he lives in ]mlgings in the sume street in which
the Lulies et Ly, He has only heen five days in the
place. In the character of 5 registration agent T had i
most inleresting gossip with hig landlady. ~The man is
by trade o conjurer an performer, going round the
cteens, aftop nightfall, and giving a little (-mtcrlainnwn't
at cacly, € carries some creatyure about with him in his
hox, abaut which the landlady seemed to be in consi(lv.r-
able trepidat ion, for she had never seen an auimal like if.
L0 i some of Lig tricks, according to he Sacconnt.
80 much the womay was able to tell me, and also that it
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was a wonder the man lived, sceing how twisted he was,
and that he spoke in a strange tongue sometimes, and
that for the last two nights she had heard him groaning
and weeping in his bedroom. He was all right as far as
money went, but. in his deposit he had given her what
looked like a had florin.  She showed it to me, Watson,
and it was an Indian rupee.

“So now, my dear fellow, you see exactly how we stand
and why it is T want yon. 1t is perfectly plain that after
the ladies parted from this man he followed them at a
distance, that he saw the quarrel hetween hushand and
wife through the window, that he rashed in, and that the
creature which he earried in his box got loose.  That ix
all very cervtain.  But he is the only person in this world
who can tell us exactly what happened in that room.™

« And you intend to ask him ?”

« Most. cortainly—but in the presence of a witness.”

« And I am the witness ?7

< If you will be so good.  If he ean clear the matter up,
well and good. I he refuses, we have no alternative but
to apply for a warrant.”

“But how do you know he will be there when we
return 2”7

“ You may be sure that I took some precantions. T have

one of my Baker Street boys mounting gnard over him
who would stick to him like a burr, go where he might,
We shall find him in Hudson Street to-morrow, Watson ;
and meanwhile I should be the criminal mysell'if 1 kept.
vou out of bed any longer.”
It was midday when we found ourselves at. the scene of
the tragedy, and, under my companion’s guidance, we
made our way at once to Hudson Street.  In spite of his
apacity for concealing his emotions 1 could casily see
that Holmes was in a state of suppressed excitement,
while I was myself tingling with that. hall-sporting, hal{-
intellectual pleasure which I invariably experienced when
I associated myself with him in lis investigations,

«"his is the street,” said he, as he turned into a short
thoroughfare lined with plain, two-storied brick houses—
« Ah ! here is Simpson to report.”
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“ He's inoall right, Mr. Holines,’
Arab, running up to us,

“Good, Simpson!™ said Holmes
head. ¢ Come along, Watson.
sent in his card with

Teried a small streot

» Patting Lim on the
This is the house™ e
4 message that he had come on
important, husinoss, and a moment later we were [
face with the man whom we had come to see.  In spite of
the warm weather he was crouching over a fire, and the
little room was like an oven, The man sat, all tawisted
and huddled in his chair in g way which gave an indes-
cribable impression of deformity, but. the faco which
he turned towards us, l’]mugh worn and swarthy, must af.
some time have been remarkable for jfs beanty. Ile
looked suspiciously at us now out of yellow
eyes, and, without speaking or rising, he way
shairs,

“Mr. Tlenry Wood, ]
Holnes, affably, < I'vq
Colonel Barcelay's death.”

“ What should I know

“That’s what I wanted to ascertuin.  You know, T
snppose, t.'lmt, mless the matter is cleared up, Mrs,
l,;m-lnx,. who 15 an old frienq of yours, will in all
probability be tried for murder? »

The man gave a violent, stayt,

“1 don't know whe You are,” he eried, “pop
come to know what you do know, hut, v
this is true that you tell mey »

“Why, they are only w

wee to

-shot. hiljous
el towards { wo

ate of India, T helieve 2

M
come over

this little matter of

about, that ?»

how you
ill you swear that

0 ating for her to come to her
senses to avrest, hey,!

“My God! Aye ou i v : 9

. N?),.” you in the police Yourself ?

“What business ig it of

“ 1t every many business to gee Justice done,”
“You can take my word that ghe' js i.n;llocent' »
“Then you are guiley 27 . o
“No, I am not.”

“ Who killed Colone] James Barclay, then ? »
It was a Snet T, .e B :
sou ll‘.'ln‘i‘s‘,lhtﬂ:{t‘,hitf ]I ri;::;lcncc that killed him. But mind

knocked his brains out, us it was

yours, then »»
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in my heart to do, he would have had no more than his
due from my hands. If his own guilty conscience had
not struck him down, it is likely enough that I might
have had his blood upon my soul. You want me to tell
the story ? Well, I don’t know why I shouldn’t, for there’s
no cause for me to he ashamed of it.

«t was in this way,sir. You ¢ce me now with my
wack like a comel and my ribs all awry, but there was a
time when Corporal Henry Wood was the smartest man
in the 117th Ifoot. We were in India then, in canton-
ments, atia place we'll call Bhurtee. Barclay, who died
the other day, was sergeant in the same company as my-
self, and the helle of the regiment—aye, and the finest

ir] that ever had the breath of life between her lips—was
Nancy Devoy, the daughter of the colour-sergeant.  There
wore two men who loved her, and one whom she loved;
and youw'll smile when you look at this poor thing huddled
before the fire. and hear me say that it was for my goud
looks that she loved me.

«Well, though 1 had her heart her father was set upon
her marrying Barclay. I was a harum-scarum, reckless Iad,
and he had had an education, and was already marked for
the sword-helt. But the girl held true to me, and it
seemed that I wonld have had her, when the Mutiny broke
out, and all Hell was loose i the country.

« We were shut up in Bhurtee, the regiment of us, with
half a battery ol artillery, a company of Sikhs, and a lot
of civilinns and women-folk.  There were ten thousind
rehels round us, and they were as keen as a set of terriers
round a rat cage. About the second weck of it our water
gave ouf, and it was a question whether we could commu-
nicate with General Neill's column, which was moving up
country. It was our only chance, for we could not hope
to fight our way out with all the \vmnen_apd children, so 1
voluntected to go ont and warn General Neill of our danger.
My offer was accepted, and 1 talked it over with Sergeant
Barclay, who wis supposed to know the ground’hetter than
any other man, and who drew up aroute hy which I might
get tlrough the rebel lines. Atteno clock the same night
L started off upon my journey. There were a thousand
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lives to save, but, it was of only one that | wis thinkiye
Ives to save, hnt, - .
when T droppedover the wall that, night, '
“My way ran down a dried-up \mlm:cmn'sr',. which ve
hoped.woul(l screen e from the enemy's senfries, hut g«
I erept round the corner of it I walked rlgl;lx nll."). slxrn.f
them, who were crouching down in {he dark waiting for
me. In an instant [ was stunned with a blow, an( hound
hand and foot. But the real bloy Was to my heart
and not to my head, for as T came to and listoned to e
much as [ could understand of their talk, [ 10

ud enougl,
to tell me that my comrade, the VOry man who ha i)
ranged the way I was to take, had betrayed me by means

of a mative servant into the hands of )0 cneiny,
“Well, there's no need for me to dwell on {1af part. of it,

You know now what James Barclay way capable of, Bl e
was relieved by Neill next day, but, the rehels took e
away with them in fheir retreat, ang 16 was nany oy e
year before ever I saw a white face again, | Was {ort g,
and tried to get away, and was cptured gy fort e
again.  You can see for y

owrselves {}¢ state i which |
was left.  Some of ther

n that fled intq Nepaul {on) me
with them, and then afterwards [ o up past, l)ari(-(‘lin;r.

The hill-folk up there murdered {he rebels whyg Dl o
and I became their slave for a time unj] | eseaped, bt
instead of going south I hag to go north, until | f;mml
myself among the Afghans.  Thera | Wandered ajyy,y for
many a year, and at last came back tg ¢} Punjab, Whor
[ lived mostly among the natives, an| picked “'l’ a livine
by the conjuring tricks that I had learneq. What nse Wis
it for me, a wretched cripple, to 80 back (o Englang or to
make myself known to my old comradeg Sven m}: wisl,
for revenge would not make me (o that, 1l mtl,‘m‘
that Nancy and my old Dals should thinye of Haryy \'vm |
as having died with g straight, back, thap see him iy ‘r
and crawling with a stick like o chimpan'/,e(x. Thoy m\l{lf_:
doubted that I wag dead, anq I meant that; thev 1 .‘.(‘l.
should. I heard that Barclay haq married ‘Nmy v
that. he was rapidly rising in the regi ’
did not. make me speak, ;

ment, hyy, even {ha
“ But when one gets old

»one hag 5 longing for

home,
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Tor vears T've been dreaming of the brignt green fields
and the hedges of England. At last T determined to see
them before Ldied. 1 saved enough to bring me across,
and then I came here where the soldiers are, for I know
their ways, and how to amuse them, and so carn enough
to keep me,” i

“Your narrative is most interesting,” said Sherlock
Iolmes. = [ have already heard of your mecting with
Mrs. Barelay and your mutual recognition.  You then, as
[ understand, followed her home and saw through the
window an altercation between her hushand and her, in
which she doubtless cast hix conduet to you in his teeth.
Your own feelings overcame you, and you ran across the
lawn and broke in upon them.”

s I did, sir, and at the sight of me he looked as T have
never seen a man look before; and over he went with his
TJead on the fender.  But he was dead hefore he fell. 1
read death on his face as plain as I can read that text over
the fire. The bare sight of me was like a bullet through
hix guilty heart.”

“And then ?™ .

« Then Naney fainted, and T ecanght up the key of the
door from her hand, intending to unlock it and get help.
But as [ was doing it it scemed to me better to leave it
alone and get away, for the thing might look black against
me, and any way my secrct would be out if I were taken.
In.my haste I thrust the key mmto my pocket, and dropped
my stick while I was chasing Teddy, who had run up the
curtain.  When I got him into his box, from which he
had slipped, I was off as fast as I could run.

“Who's Teddy ? " asked Holmes.

The, man leaned over and pulled up the front of a
kind of huteh in the corner. In an instant out there
slipped a heautiful reddish-brown ecreature, thin, and lithe,
withgthe legs of a stoat, a long thin nese, and a pair of
the finest red eyes that ever T saw in an animal’s head.

«It's a mongoose ! ” I eried.

«Well, some call them that, and some call them
ichneumon,” said the man. “Snake-catcher is what I
call them, and Teddy is amazing quick on cobras. I have

N
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r
one here without the fangs, and 11

night to please the folk in the o
sir?”

‘eddy eatehes it every
anteen. Any ot her oint,

“Well, we may have to apply to yon again i Mrs.
Barelay should prove to be in serious fl'()lll)](‘."

“In that case, of course, [l come fo!'\vnr(l. - ceanddal
“ Butifnot, there is no object of raking up this s('.lu'l‘v«o
against a dea man, foully as he has acted, }.Oll' llu:
at least, the satisfaction of knowing that for tll‘mb')-(i '
of his life his conscience bitterly reproached him fu‘l l”‘.‘
wicked deed, Al there goes Major Murphy on the other

: arn if
side of the strect, Good-hye, W ood; T want to learn i
anything has

happened sinee yesterday.™” . he
Cwere in fime ¢ overtake the Major hefore he
reached the corney, ol that

“Ah, Holmes,” )10 said, “I suppose you have heard ths
all this fusy has vome to nothing ? »
~ “What, then »»

“The inquest, jg jnst over, losv.
showe] (':cmclusi\ro.ly that death was dne to apoplexy
You see, it was quite a simple enge after all” Ting

“0Oh, remarkahly superficial ) waid Holmes, smiling.
Come, Watson,

| . w| in
I don't. think we shall he wanted
Aldershot, 4y Y more,*

r

here's ane thin
station <« iy he Linsl

. .3 ce
The medical eviden

13

.. n {o the

2" said T, as we walked dm\]ﬂ 'olll("'

nnd's name wag James, and the ot

i . . I 9 ”

was Tlenry, wlng, was this talk ahout, Davic ! told me
“That one word, my degy Watson, should have ¢

the whole story had L7}

een the jdeal reasonoer “.],i(,-lll,\";(’:f
e so fond of 8 ILwas evidently a term o
proach.”

“Of reproacy 2 »

“Yes, Duvig strayed a litt)o
and on one oceasion in the
James Barclay, You reme
and Bathslyely My Binli

ear, but you wij find
Sainuel,”

depictin

now and then, you l\rnf:::t,
ame direction as Ser {“I(-‘imh
mber the small affair OE' -111<f'y

cal knowledge is a “"f'{('.' 1l of
the story in the first, or secor
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THE RESIDENT PATIENT.

dN clancing over the somewhat incoherent series
of memoirs with which I have endeavoured to
illustrate a few of the mental peculiarities of
my friend, Mr. Sherlock Iolmes, I have heen
struck by the difficulty which I have ex-
perienced in picking out examples which shall in every
way answer my purpose. For in those cases -in which
Holmes has performed some fowr-de-force of analytical
reasoning, and has denionstrated the value of his peculiar
methads of m\'csh(r.mon, the facts themselves have often
heen o slight or so commonplace that I could not. feel
Justihied in laying them hefore the public.  On the other
hand, it has freqnently happened that he has been con-
cornotl in some research where the facts have been of the
most. remarkable and dramatic chm’1¢*er, but where the
shitre whicn he has himself taken in cetermining their
.canges has been less pronounced than I, as his bmgmpll('r,
could wish. The small matter which I have chronicled
under the heading of “ A Study in Secarlet,” and that.
other later one connected with the loss of the (7 flovia Seoll,
nmy serve as examples of this Seylla and Charyhdis which
e for ever threatening his historian. It may be that, in
tho business of which I am now about to write, the part
which my friend played is not qufﬁmently accentuated ;
and yet the whole train of circumstances is so remark: 1hle
that 1 cannot bring myself to omit :; entirely from this
series,
It had heen a close, rainy day in October. Our blinds
were half-drawn, and Holmes lay curled upon the sofa,

N2
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reading and re-reading a letter whicl ho'h:ul ’}'(LP:‘I\T;(‘.‘(I‘ ]i].n\n
the morning post.  For myself, my term o ..(” el
India had trained me to stand heat hetter than col - was
thermometer of 90 was no hardship. ]}nt the pfl]'.(' '. ()l(l‘f
uninteresting. Parliament had risen. ]',\'ory!)n(.l.\l:\\«‘llt o
of town, and T yearned for the glades of the New nl: 'h'ul
the shingle of Southsea, A depleted hank n('('nlll'l ‘m.n-
caused me to postpone my holiday, and as to m,\,ll( o
panion, neither the country nor the sea 1‘"’";""“5“‘ ey
slightest. attraction to Lim, He loved to lie in the s
centre of five millions of people, with his lll:tl}lff(;’
stretching ont ang running through them, responsive "
every little rumonr o suspicion  of unsolved '(‘“"m{.
Appreciation of Nature found no place among  his man)

1 . e i« mind
gifts, and his only change was when hoe turned his ]"tr or
from the evi] doerof the town to track down his brothc

the country

Fin(]ing that Holmes was too

absorbed for conversatio
had tossed aside the |

aren paper, and, leaning l‘ﬂ('k"':_]
my chair, I fell into 5 brown study, Suddenly my co
panion’s voice hroke in upon my thoughts, 1a
ou are right, Watson,” eaid he. « Tt does secn
VeTy preposterous way of settling a dispute.”
<

1 . . nly
- Most preposterous ! » | exclaimed, and then suddenly
realizing how he haq ech

- l ’
ocd the inmost thought ({flf:lrll\\
soul, I gat, up in my chair and stared at him in bl
amazement,

“What ig this, Holmes?” 1 cried. ¢
thing which 1 could have imagined.”
He langheq heartily at my perplexity. . 0
‘on remember,” sajd he, “that some little ti--- n'f?]
when T reaq You a passage in one of Poc’s sketches, l]f
which a close reasoner follows the unspoken tlloll,‘:l"s“"rl
lis COMmpanion, you were inclined to treat the matter o i
eTe towsr-de-force of the author. 0Op my remarking tha

R . . H cOtl
was comstantly in the hahbit. of doing the same thing y«
CXpressed i

<
\

Neredulity,”
no 1%

“Perhaps not with your
certainly with, ¥

This is beyond any-.

tongue, my dear Watson, I.nil.
our eyebrows. S0 when 1 saw you thro
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down your paper and enter upon a train of thought, T was
very lappy to have the opportunity of reading it offy and
eventually of breaking into it, as a proof that I had been
in rapport. with you.”

But 1 was still far from satisfied.  “In the example
which you read to me,” said 1, “the reasoner drew his
conclusions from the actions of the man whom he
observed,  IF L remember right, he stumbled over a heap
of stones, looked up at the stars; aud so on. But 1 have
heen scated quietly in my chair, and what clues can 1
have given you?”

“You do yourself an injustice.  The features are given
to man as the means by which he shall express his
emotions, and yours are faithful servants.”

“ Do you mean to say that you read my train of
thoughts from my features?”

“Your features, and especially your eyes.  Perhaps you
cannot, yourself recall how your reverie commenced ?

“ No, I cannot.”

“Then 1 will tell you. After throwing down your
paper, which was the action which drew my attention to
vou, you sat for half & minute with a vacant expression.
Then youreyes fixed themselves upon your newly-framed
picture of General Gordon, and I saw by the alteration in
your face that a train of thought had been started.  But
it did not. lead very far.  Your eyes turned across to the
unframed, portrait. of Henry Ward Beecher which stands
upon the top of your books.  You then glanced np at the
will, and of course your meaning was obvious.  You were
thinking that if the portrait were framed, it would
just. cover that bare space and correspond with Gordon’s
picture over there.”

“You have followed me wonderfully ! ” T exclaimed.

“So far I could hardly have gone astray. But now
your thoughts went back to Beecher, and you looked hard
across as if you were studying the character in his features.
Then your eyes ceased to pucker, but you continued to
look across, and your face was thoughtful. You were
recalling the incidents of Beccher's career. T was well
awarce that you could not do this without thinking of the
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mission which he undertook on heliaif of the North at ’llu"
time of the Civil War, for I remember you expressing '\'(..l.“|
pissionate indignation at the way in wlnlcln he was 1‘1-("(-1\:11'
by the more turbulent of our people. You felt S0 .~l'|u1fi_' :\‘
about it, that I knew you could not think of Bece nll
without thinking of that also. When i moment. later |
sW your eyes wander away from the ])lcllll".(‘,.l .\‘l'l.\'].l('(.'l('tl
that, your mind lad now” turned to the Civil War, .nu'
when I observed that yourlipsset, yeur eyes .\']):ll'klt"ll, :uul
your hands clenched, T was positive that you were uul.u-«'(A
thinking of the gallantry which was shown by hoth sides
i that desperate struggle. But then, agiin, your ‘imt
grew sadder; you shook your head.  You were (l\\'x:ll{lfg
upon the sadness and horror and useless wiaste of ll_l«'.
Your hand stole towards your own old wound i a ‘sn.ulo
quivered on your lips, which showed me that tlhe rul}vlh
lous side of this method of settling international (questions
hiad foreed itself upon your mind. At this point. T agrecd

with you that it was preposterous, and was glad Lo find that
all my deductions had been correct.”
“Absolutely ! wid T, « And now that you have
explained it, I confess that, Lam as wnazed as before.”
“It was very superficial, my de;
I should not Lave intruded it
not shown some ine
evening has brought,
to a ramble throug
was weary

w Watson, | assure you.
d it upon Youratiention had you
redulity the ‘ot her day.  DBut. the
a breeze with it, What, do you say
h London 7 »

of our little sitting-room, and  gladly
acquiesced.  Tor thyee hours we strolled about fogether,
watching the everchanging kaleidoscope of life as it. clnll's
and flows through Fleet, Styeet, and the Straud.  Hohnes's
characteristic talk, with ity keen observance of detail aml
subtle power of inference, Leld me amused and enthralled.
t was ten o'clock before we reached Baker Strect again,

A broug]mm Was waiting at our door., o
“Hum! A doctor's—generq] DPractitioner, I perceive,”
sid Holmes, « Not been long in practice, but has had a

good deal to (o, ¢ to consult ug, I fancy!  Lucky
Wwe came byek 12

Was sufficiently conye

Com

tsant with Holmes’s methods to
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be able to follow his reasoning, and to see that. the nature
and state of the various medical instraments in the wicker
hisket which Tang in the lamp-light inside the bhrougham
laed given him the data for his swift deduction.  The
light in our window above showed that this late visit was
indeed intended for us. With some curiosity as to what
could have sent a brother medico to us at such an hour, 1
followed Holmes into our sanctum,

A pale, taper-faced man with sandy whiskers rose up
from a chair by the fire as we entered. His age may ot
have been more than three or four awd thirty, but his
hagaard expression and unhealthy huae told of o life which
had sapped his strength and robbed hime of his youath.
Ilis manner was nervous and shy, like that of a sensitive
gentleman, and the thin white hand which he laid on the
mantelpiece as he rose was that of an artist. rather than of
a surgeon.  His dress was quiet and sombre, a black frock-
coat, dark (rousers, and a touch of colour about his neck-
tie.

“Gomd evening, doctor,” said Holmes, cheerily 3 <1 an
glaul to see that you have only been waiting a very few
minutes.”

“You spoke to my coacliman, then?”

“ No, it wis the candle on the side-table that told me.
Pray resume your seat and let me know how 1 e serve
you.”

T« My uame is Doctor Perey Trevelyan,” said our visitor,
“and 1 live at 403, Brook Street.”

“ Are you not the author of a monograph upon obscure
nervous lesions 27 I asked.

His pale cheeks Hushed with pleasure at hearing that
his work was known to me.

“ [ so seldom hear of the work that T thought it was
quite dead,” said he. “My publishers give me a most,
discouraging account of its sale.  You are yourself, 1 pre-
sume, a medical man?”

“ A retired Army surgeon.”

“My own hobby has always been nervous discase. [
should wish to make it an absolute specialty, but, of course,
a man must take what he can get at first. This, however,
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is beside the question, Mr. Sherlock Holmes
appreciate how valuable your time is.
very singular train of cv
house in PBrook Street
head that I felt it w
another howr before
ance.”

Sherlock Holmes sat. down und lit his
very welcome to hoth,” said he.
detailed account of what the cireum
disturbed you.”

“One or two of them are so trivial,” said Dr.

* that reully T am almost ashameq to mention them. But
the matter is so inexplicable, and tle recent turn which it
has taken is so elaborate, that T sla]] lay it all hefore you
and you shall judge what js essential and what is not.

“I am compelled, to begin with, to siLy S()mcl]l»illg of
my own college carcer. T g 5 London Universit y man,
you kllO\.', il-_ﬂd Iam sure you will not think that I am
unduly singing my own Draises if T say tht my student
creer was considered by my professors to he i very
Promusing one.  After T iy graduated T continued Lo
(l'e.vol’e myself to research, oceupying a minor position in
King’s College Hospital, ang | Was, fort Los

o . . unate enough to
excite collSlderal)le mterest ])_y my research i t‘g the
pathology of catalepsy, and finally to \;' “11‘1 (;).
Pinkerton prize and medg] by the monogy: l? 1 ner. |ruu:
lesions to which your friend has jugt '%lmpl . ehould
not go too far if I were to s ‘th{l tb | alluded. I should
impression at that time th- T s there \zz(tls (_Luie:lell;;}

dareer 19

, and T quite
The fact is that a
ents has occarred recently at y
> and to-night they came to such a
as quite impossible for me to wait
asking for your advice and assist-

pipe. € You are
“Pray let me have a
stances are which have

Trevelyan,

at a distingyjys
before me. stinguisl,

“But the one great ¢ ; . .
3 1e one great stumbling_})]oe) lay in my want of

capital. As you will readj)
. . Hy underst; 0 shoeiali .
aitns Ligh i compelled £ s{ stand, a specialist who

in the Cavendish Squar. ¢ il one of a dozen streets
enormous rents i-qume quarter, all of whicl, entail
])rcliminz‘u-y Out’ham fUI'Dlslllllg expenses. Besides this
for some Years ¢ ‘{1 ;(1 vto e be Prepared to keep himself
horse. "I (o ;hh was ¢ ’r‘z a Presentable carringe and
could only hoye g, : ]a [uite beyond my power, and [

pe that hy ceonomy U might in {en years’
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fime save enough to enable me to put up my plate.
Suddenly, however, an unexpected incident opened up
quite i new prospeet to e,

“This was a visit from a gentleman of the name of
Blessington, who was a complete stranger to me. e
came up iuto my room one morning, il plunged into
business in an instant.

weYou are the same Perey Trevelyan who has had so
distinguished a carcer and won a great prize lately?” said
heo 1 howed.

¢ Answer me frankly,” he continued, € for you will find
it to vour inferest to do so. You have all the eleverness
which makes o successiul man. Have you the taet 2°

« [ could not help but smiling at the abruptness of the
quesxtion.

6] trust that 1 have my share)” T said.

« ¢ Any bad habits?  Not drawn towaids drink, ¢h ?°

¢ Really, siv!” I ericd.

“<Quite right! That’s all right!  But I was bound
to ask. With all these qualities why are you not in
practice?”’

“ | shrugged my shoulders. ) .

¢ Come, come!” said hey in his hust'hng way. © s the
-old story.  More in your brains than in your pockety ¢l ?
What would you say if Lwere to start you in Brook Street?”

1 gtared at him in astonishment. . -

«< O, it's for my sake, not. fm: yoursy’ he L'l:l(!(].. <Ll
be perfectly frank with you, and if it suits you it will suit.
me very well. I have a few thousands to invest, d'ye see,
and T think 11 sink them in you.’

«But why ?° T gasped. .

«eWell, it's just like any other speculation, and safer
than most.’

« ¢ What am I to do, then?’

«< Tl tell you. [l take the house, furnish it, pay the
maids, and run the whole place. All you have to do
is to wear out, your chair in the consulting-room. I'll let,
you have pocket-money and everything. Then you hand
over to me three-guarters ol what you carn, and you keeps-
the other quarter for yourss]t)
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“This was the strange proposal, Mr. Holmes, with
whichi the man Blessington approached me. | won't weary
you with the account, of how we bargained and negotiat el
It ended in my moving into the house next Lady Day,
and starting in practice on very much the same conditions
as lie had suggested. He came himself to live with e t
the character of o resident patient.  ITis heart was weak, it
appears, and he needed eonstant medical supervision. e
turned the two best roomys on the first floor into a sitting-
Yoom and hedroom for himself, e was 1 man of singular
habits, shunning company and very seldom going out.
His life was irregular, but’in one respect, he was regularity
itself, Every evening at the same hour he walked into
the consulting-voom, examined the hooks, put down five
wid threepence for every guinea that 1 had carned, and
carried the rest off to the thug hox in his own room. )
miy say with confidence that he never had oceasion
to regret his speculation.  From the first, it was « SUCCLss.
A few good cuses and the reputation which T had woun in

the hospital brought me rapidly to the frout, and during
the last year or ty [ hav

o ¢ made him a rich man.

So much, Mr, Holmes, for my past history aml my
relations with My, Blessington. 1t only remains for me
1ow to tell you what 1y oceurred {o bring me here to-
night,
~ “Some wecks ago My, Blessington came down to me in,
as 1t seemned to me, a state of considerable agitation. e
spoke of some burglary which, Lie said, had heen committed
I the West-end, and e appeared, I remember, to be
¢eessarily excited about, it, declaring that a day
Windows .t‘ bass before we should add stronger bolt= lu.ou.r

! {)“s and doors, For 5 week he continued to he in i
-lt’]f‘e'u“t‘il:ldh;)lat;c of restlessness, peering continually out of
' W3, and ceasing to toke the short walk which

}:1'1(1 usually heen the prelude to his dinner. From his
th amner it struck 1pe that he was in mortal dread of some-
ung op somebody, hut

poing J | When I questioned him upon the
o s'.ull(" ):wam‘e so offensive that T was compelled to drop
- sSuyees . . . . . TN
to dis Jdeel Gradually as time passed his fears appeared
away, and hie Tad renewed Lis former habits, when
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a fresh event vedueced him to the pitiable state of prostra-
tion in which he now lies.

“ What happened was this. Two days ago T received
the letter which I now read to you. Neither address nor
date is attached to it.

« &M ussian nobleman who is now resident. in England.
it runy, < would be glad toavail himself of the pn-»f(‘;simml
assistance of Dr. Perey Trevelyan.  Ile has been for some
years a victim to ataleptic attacks, on which, as is well
known, Dr. Trevelyan is an authority. Ie proposes to
call at about. a quarier-past six to-morrow eveuing, il Dr.
Trevelvan will make it convenient to be at home.”

«This letter interested me deeply, because the chief
difliculty in the study of catalepsy is the rareness of the
disease.” You may helieve, then, that I was in my con-
sulting-room when, at tlie appointed hour, the page showed
in the patient.

“«He was an elderly man, thin, demure, and common-
place—by no means the conception one forms of a Russian
nobleman. T was much more struck by the appearance
of hizcompanion. This was a tall young man, surprisingly
handsome, with a dark, fierce face, and the limbs and
chest of a Hercules. He had his hand under the other'’s
arm as they entered, and helped him to a chair with a
tenderness which one would hardly have expected from
his appearance.

«<¢Yon will excuse my coming in, Doctor,’ said he to
me, speaking English with a slight lisp. ¢This is my
father, and his health is' a matter of the most overwhelm-
ing importance to me.’

I was touched by this filial anxiety. ¢You would,
perhaps, care to remain during the consultation ?” said 1.

«¢ Not. for the world, he cried, with a gesture of horror.
¢It is more painful to me than I can express. IfT were
to see my father in one of those dreadful scizures, I am
convinced that I should never survive it. My own
nervous system is an exceptionally sensitive one.  With
vour permission [ will remain in the waiting-room while
vou go into my father’s case.’

“To this, of course, I assented, and the young man
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withdrew.  The patient. and T then planged into a di<ens-
ston of his case, of which 1 ook exhanstive notes, e
was not remarkable for intelligence
frequently obsceure, which I attributed to his limited
acquaintanee with our lnngunge. Suddenly, however, as
I sat writing lie ceased to give any answer at all to my
inquiries, and on my turning towards him T was shocked
to xce that he was sitting bolt, upright in his chair, staring
at me with a perfectly blank rigid face.  Ile was
again in the grip of his mysterious mnhuly.

“My first. feeling, as T have Just said, was one of pity
and horror. My second, T fear, was vather one of profes-
sional satisfaction, | made notes of mv patient’s pulse
and temperature, tested the rigidity of [ijs museles, and
examined his refloyes, There wag nothing markedly
abnormal in any of these conditions, which harmonized
with my former experiences, I had obtained good results
i such cases by the inhalation of nitrate of amyl, and the
present scemed an admirgl)le oppdrhnnit,v of ‘teslillg its
virtues, The bottle was downstairs in my laboratory, so,
!m\'l'n‘g my patient seated in hig chair, T ran down fo oot
11'.' Thiere wag some  |ittle delay in finding it—five
'mnml(-s, let, s say—and then 1';'f111'11<'(1. Jnr;ngim-, my
.un‘:‘lfz}l_n:lnl: 1\0 h.nflrt’l.l.(f‘ l:()i)rn 'em]-,ty and .l.lu- patient. gone !

COUrse, my first. act was to ran mto the waiting-
room. The gon hag gone also,  The 1) door lad heen
closed, hut not shut. My ge who admits Patients is a
new boy, and by no means quick.  Ile wairs downstairs,
:m(l.mns up to show patients out. when I ring the con-
snlln?g-r()mn bell.  Ifa 115111 heard nothing, and the affair
ll:(:nuuln.(rfl .'vj (cn'm])lol ¢ mystery, 7. Blus‘;\'ingtnn ciime in
o n \]‘:1}:"; S.],',(,’:)‘f;]“Lf.{t::;‘l:?r‘-lfq’ but T did not. say any-
have ol in the way of 1op. Ject, for to tell the truth, I

ol e way of late of holding as little communi-
cation with him gg Dossihle. °

¢ \V(-'II,I never thought, that I
more of the Russian and his 80n, s0
amazement when at t],e very
both eame marching inl'mn:y
il dome hefore,

y and his answers were

should see anything
you can imagine my
same hour this evening they
consulting-room, just as they
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“¢T feel that T owe you a great. many apologios for my
abrapt departure yesterday, Doctor,” said my patient.

s b confess that I owas very much surprised at. it," said
1.

“tWell, the fact is,” he remarked, ¢that when I re-
cover from these attacks my mind is always very clouded
as to all that has gone before. I woke up in a strange
room, as it scemed to me, and made my way out info the
strect in a sort of dazed way when you were ahsent.’

“eAnd L7 sad the son, ¢ sccing my father pass the door
of the waiting-room, naturally thought that the consulta-
tion had come to anend. 1t was not until we had veached
Liome that 1 began to realize the true state of affairs”

“ Welly said I, laughing, ¢ there is no harm done, ex-
cept. that you puzzled me terribly ;<o if you, sir, would
kindly step into the waiting-room, 1 shall be happy to
continue our consultation, which was brought. to so abrupt
an ending.’

« For half an hour or so I discussed the old gentleman’s
symptoms with him, and then, having presevibed for him,
I saw him go off on the arm of his son.

“I have told you that Mr. Blessington generally chose
this hour of the day for his exercise.  He came in shortly
afterwards and passed upstaivs. An instant Jater T heard
‘him runming down, and he burst into my consulting-room
like & man who is mad with panie. .

“ <Who has been in my room ?* he eried.

“¢No one,’ said I.

“cIt's adic!” he yelled.  ¢Come up and look.’

“ [ passed over the grossness of his Limguage, as he
seemed half out of his mind with fear. When I went,
upstairs with him he pointed {o several fool priuts upon
the light carpet

“<]yyou mean to say those arc mine ?” he eried.

“ They were certainly very much larger than any which
he could have made, and were evidently quite fresh., It
rained hard this afternoon, as you know, and my patients
were the only people who ealled. It must have heen the
case, then, that the man in the waiting-room had for some
unknown reason, while Iwas busy with the other, ascondaod
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to the room of my resident patient. N()”lil.lg' had heen
touched or taken, but there were the footprints to prove
that the intrusion was an undoubted fact.

¢ Mr. Blessington seemed more excited ov
than I should have thought possihle,
it was enough to disturb anybody’s
actually sat erying in an arm-chair
him to speak coherently.

er the matter
though, of course,
peace of mind.  Ile
sand I could hardly get
It was his suggestion that I
should come round to you, and of course I at once saw
the propriety of it, for certainly the incident jx o very
singular one, thongh e appears to completely overrale
its importance.  If you would only come hack with me in
my broughamn, you would at, least be able to soofhe him.
though I can havdly hope that. you will he able to explain
this remarkable occurrence.”

Sherlock Holmes had listened to thig long narrative
with an infentness which showed me that hLis inferest was
koon]y aroused.  Ilis face Was as impassive as ever, but.
his lids had drooped 1more heavily over his eyes, and his
smoke had curled up more thickly from hijs i)ipu to em-
1)]1z}sizc each curioug episode in tle doctor’s tale. As our
visitor concluded Holines Sprang up without. a word,
handed me my hat, picked up his own from the table,
and followed Dy, Trevelyan to the door, Within a quarter
of an hour we had been dropped at the door of the
physician’s residence in Brook Street, one of those sombre,
ﬂat—ched houses which one associates with a West-end
practice. A small Page admitted us, and we began at
once to ascend the broad, well-carpeted stair.

_But a singular mterruption brought us to a standstill.
The light. at the top was suddenly whigked out, and from
thc‘e‘ darkness came a reedy, quavering vojee,

- f'I-l"'Ler a Distol,” j, cried; « 1 give you my word that

L ’Tli le_l you come any negyey,»

IS really grows (’Utl'ﬂgeouS, Mr, Blessingtnn,” eried
Dr. Trevelyan,

“Oh, then it 18 ¥ou, Doctor 2 * caid the voice, with a
great heave of reliaf, =« But those other gentlemen, are
they what they pretend to he 27 ' ’

We were conscious of

along serutin Yout of the darkness.
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“ Yeg, yes, its all right,” said the voice at last.  * You
an come up, and I am sorry if my pre -autions have
annoyed you.”

e re-lit the stair gas as he spoke, and we saw before
us it singular-looking man, whose appearatie, as well as his
voice, testified to his jangled nerves. He was very fat,
but had apparently at some time been much fatter, so
that the skin hung about his face in loose pouches, like
the cheeks of a bloodhound.  He was of a sickly colour,
and his thin, sandy hair seemed to bristle up with the
intensity of his emotion. In his hand he held a pistol,
but he ibrust it into his pocket as we advanced.

“ (Good evening, Mr. Holmes,” said he; “I am sure 1
am very much obliged to you for coming round. No one
ever needed your advice more than I do. I suppose that
Dr. Trevelyan has told you of this mnost unwarrantable
intrusion into my rooms?”

«(Quite so,” said Holmes. ¢ Who are these two men,
Mr. Blessington, and why do they wish to molest you?”

«Well, well,” said the resident patient, in a nervous
fashion, “of course it is hard to say that. You can
hardly expect me to answer that, Mr. Holmes.”

Do you mean that you don’t know ? ™

«(Come in here, if you please. Just have the kindness
to step in here.”

He led the way into his bedroom, which was large and
comfortably furnished.

« You see that?” said he, pointing to a hig black box
at the end of his bed. < I have never been a very rich
man, Mr. Holines—never made but one investment in my
life, as Dr. Trevelyan would tell you. But I don’t believe
in Dankers. I would never trust a banker, Mr. Holmes.
Between ourselves, what little I have is in that box, so
you can understand what it means to me when unkunown
people force themselves into my rooms.”

Iolmes looked at Blessington in his questioning way,
and shook his head.

«] cannot possibly advise you if you try to deceive me,”
said he.

« But I have told you everything.”
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Holmes turned on his heel with a gesture of (
¢ Goad night, Dr. Trevelyan,” said he

“ And no advice for me? ” cried Ble
ing voice.

My advice to you, sir, is to speak the truth.”

A minute later we were in the street and walking for
home. We had crossed Oxford Street, and were hall-way
down Ilarley Street before I could get a word from 1ny
companion.

“Sorry to bring yonu out on
Watson,” he said, at last.
at the bottom of it.”

“I can make little of it,” 1 confessed.

“Well, it is quite evident thyt there are two men—
more, perhaps, but at least two—who are determined for
some reason to get at this fellow, Blessington. 1 have no
doubt in my mind that hoth, oy the first and on the
second occasion that young man benetrated to Blessing-
ton’s roomn, while his confederate, by an ingenious device,
kept the doctor from interfering.”

“And the catalepsy ! »

“A fraudulent Imitation, Watson, though I should
hardly dare to hint as mucl, to owr specialist. It is a
very easy complaint to imitate. I Jipye done it myself.”

¢ And then ?” e

“By the purest chance Blessin
occasion. Their reason for el
for a consultation was obvio
should be no other patient, in
happened, however, that this hour coincideq with Blessing-
ton’s constitutional, which Seems to show ¢ they ‘we%@
not very well acquainted it} his daily roui-hg of
course, if they had heen merely aftey plunder they \'\'oulcl
at least have made some attempt to searel, for it. Besides
I can read in a man’s eye when it ig hig own skin that Lo
is frightened for. e 1

It is Inconceivah] i ’
could have made two such vindictivee nemica s fellow

isgust,

ssiugton, in a hreak-

such a fool's errand,
“1tis an luteresting case, too,

gton was out on each
0081ng 50 unusual an hour
usly to insure that there
the waiting-room. It just

1 1 enemies as these
appear to be without, knowing of jt, T hold if tleref:;I‘:‘p
to be certain that he does know who ; 1

these men are, and

that for reasons of his owq he suppresses it, It ig just
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possible that to-morrow may find him in a more commu-
nicative mood.”

“Is there nmot one alternative,” I suggested, *gro-
tesquely improbable, no doubt, but still just conceivable ?
Might the whole story of the cataleptic Ruszian and his
son be a concoction of Dr. Trevelyan's, who has, for his
own purposes, been in Blessington’s rooms ? 7

1 saw iu the gaslight that Holines wore an amused smile
at this brilliant departure of mine.

“My dear fellow,” suid he, “it was one of the first
solutions which oceurred to me, but I was soon able to
corroborate the doctor’s tale. This young man bhas left
prints upon the stair carpet which made it quite super-
fluous for me to ask to see those which he Lad made in
the room. When I tell you that his shoes were square-
toed, instead of being pointed like Blessington’s, and were
quite an inch and a third longer than the doctor’s, you
will acknowledge that there can be no doubt as to his
individuality. But we may sleep on it now, for I shall be
surprisced if we do not hear something further from Brook
Sueet in the morning.”

Sherlock Holmes's prophecy was soon fulfilled, and in
a dramatic fashion. At hali-past seven next morning, in
the fisst dim glimmer of daylight, I found him standing
by my bedside in his dressing-gown.

«There’s a brougham waiting for us, Watson,” said ke,

¢« What's the matter, then ?”

“The Brook Street busmess,”

“ Any fresh news ?”

« Tragic, but ambiguous,” said he pulling up the blind.
« Look at this—a sheet from a notebook with ¢ Ifor God’s
sake, come at once—P.T. scrawled upon it in pencil.
Our friend the doctor was hard put to it when he wrote
this  Come along, my dear fellow, for it’s an urgent
cull.”

In a quarter of an hour or so we were back at th-
physician’s house. He came running out to meet us with
a face of horror.

“QOh, such a business!” he cried, with Lis hands to his
temples.
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“ What, then ? "

“ Blessington has committed sujcide ! ”

Holmes whistled.

“ Yes, he hanged himself during the night !

We had entered, and the doctor h
what was evidently his waiting room.

“I really hardly know what I am
“The police are already upstairs,
dreadfully.”

“ When did you find it out » »

“He has a cup of teq t

ad preceded us into

doing,” he cried.
It has shaken me most

aken in to him ocwrl y every
morning.  When the maid entered about seven, there the
unfortunate fellow was hanging in the middle of the room.
He had tied his cord to the Look on which the heavy lump
used to hang, and he had Jumped off from the top of the
very box that he showed 1 yesterday.”

Holmes stood for g moment in deep thought.

“ With your permission,” said he ot last, « I should like
to go upstairs ang look into the matter.” We both
ascended, followed by the doctor.,

It was a dreadfy] sight which met ug as we entered the
bedroom door.,

. ave spoken of t],e impression of {lahhi-
ness which this man Blessington conveyed. As he dangled
from the hook it wag exaggerated and intensified until he
Was scarce human in hig appearance. The neck was drawn
out like a plucked chicken’s, making the rest of him seem
the more ohese and unnatura] bvt';.he contrast. IHe was
clad only in hig long night-dress, and his swollen ankles
and ungainly feet, protraded starkly from bencath it.
Beside Tiim stood g smm’t-looking 1‘5()]icc inspector, who
was taking notes in o pocket-hook.

¢ Ahf Mr. Holmes,” «aid he, as my friend enterced. «1
am delighteq to geq you.”

Good morning, Lanner,”
wout think me gy intr
of the eventg which led

“Yes, T hearq somet]
ave you formeq

s far as T cap se
senses by fright,

answered Iolmes. ¢ You
uder, I am sure. Ifave you heard
up to this affair? ”

1ing of them.”

any opinion ? » .
‘ee, the man has been driven out of his
The bed has heen well slept in, yon sce.

@
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There’s his impression deep enough. Tt’s about five in the
morning, you know, that suicides are most common. That
would be about his time for hanging himself. It scems to
have heen a very deliberate atfair.”

¢« I should say that he has been dead ahout three hours,
judging by the rigidity of the muscles,” said 1.

«'Noticed anything peculiar about the room ?™ asked
Iolmes.

« Found a screwdriver and some screws on the wash-
hand stand.  Scems to have smoked heavily during the
night, too. Iere are four cigar ends that I picked out of
the fireplace.”

«[lum!? said llolmes. “Ilave you got his cigar-
holder 77

% No, [ have seen none.”

«1lis cigar-case, then?”

“ Yes, it was in his coat pocket.”

Holmes opened it and smelled the single cigar which it
contained. .

¢ QOh, this is a Iavana, and these others are cigars of
the peculiar sort which are imported by the Dutch from
their Iast Indian Colonies,  They are usually wrapped in
straw, you know, and are thinner for their length than any
‘other brand.” He picked up the four ends and examined
them with his pocket lens.

«Two of these have been smoked from a holder and two
without,” said he. “Two have heen cut by a not very
sharp knife, and two have had the ends bitten off by a set.
of excellent teeth. This is no suicide, Mr. Lanner. Tt is
a very deeply-planned and cold-blooded murder.”

« [mpossible ! cried the inspector.

“« And why?”

«“\Why should anyone murder 2 man in o clumsy a
fashion us hy hanging him ?”

«Phat is what we have to find out.”.

¢« How could they get in 27

«Through the front door.”

« [t was barred in the moming.’

« Phen it was harred after them.”

“ Ifow do you know 77
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“T saw their traces.  Excuse me a moment, and .I may
be able to give you some further informetjon about, it.

He went over to the door, and turning the lock he
examined it in his methodical fashion. Then he took out
the key, which was on the inside, and inspected that also.
The hed, the carpet, the chairs, the mantelpicee, the (!e:ul
body, and the rope were each in turn examined, until at
last he professed himself saf isfied, and with my aid and
that of the inspector cut down the wretched ohject, and
laid it reverently under a sheet.,

“ITow about. this rope ?” he asked.

“ 1Tt is cut off this,” said Dy, '.l‘rcvclyan, drawing a lm‘gl‘_
coil fro:n under the bed.  « e was morbidly nervous of
fire, and always kept this beside him, so that he might.
escape by the window in ease the stairs wore burning.”

“That must have saved them trouble,” said Holmes,
thoughtfully. « Yes, the actual facts are very plain, and
I shall be surprised if by the afternoon I cannot. give yon
the reasons for them ag well. I will take this photograph
of Blessington which I S¢e upon the mantelpicee, as it
may help me in my inquiries,

:: But you .hzwe told us nothing,” eried the doctor.

Oh, there can he pg doubt as to the sequence of
events,” said Holmes, « There were three of them in it:
the young man, the old man, ang , third to whose

identity I have no clye, The first two, I need hardly re-
mark, are the same who masqueraded as the Russian
Count and his son, so we ¢n give a very full description
of them, They were admitted by a confederate inside the
honse. If [ might offer You a word of advice, Inspector,
it. would be to arrest the

. 'age, who, as I understand, has
only recent] Y come into yoyy service, Doctor,”
“The young imp cannot he

“the maid anq the cook h

found,” said Dr, Trevelyan :
him.”

ave just been searching for
Holmes shrugged his shoulders,
“ He has played a not unimportant, part in this drama,”
said he., «pe three men havinq ascended the stair,

tiptoe, the elder man first, the yonnger
he unknown mgy, in the regr—-"
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“ My dear TTolmes ! ™ T ejacnlated.

« Oh, there could be no question as to the superimposing
of the footmarks. I had the advantage of learning which
was which last night. They ascended then to M.
Blessington's room, the door of which they found to be
locked.  With the help of a wire, however. they forced
round the key. Even without the lens, vou will perceive, hy
the seratehes on this ward, where the pressure was applied.

«(mn enfering the room, their first procecding must have
heen to gag Mr. Blessington.  ITe may have been asleep,
or he may have heen so paralyzed with terror as to have
heen unable to cry out.  These walls are thick, and it is
conceivable that his shriek, if he had time to atter one,
was unheard,

« [laving secured him, it is evident {o me that a con-
cultation of some sort was held.  Probably it was some-
thing in the nature of a judici:ll proceeding. It must
have lasted for some time, for it was then that these cigars
were smoked. The older man sat in that wicker chair:
il was he who used the cigar-holder. The younger man sat
over yonder; he knocked his ash off against the chest of
drawers. The third fellow paced up and down. Blessing-
ton, 1 think, sat upright in the bed, but of that I cannot
he abgsolutely certain. ) )

«Well, it. ended by their taking Blessington and
hanging him.  The matter was o pre-arranged that it is
my belief that they brought with them some sort. of block
or pulley which might serve as a gallows,  That screw-
driver and those screws were, as T conceive, for fixing it
up.  Sceing the hook, however, they naturally saved
themselves the trouble. ~ Having finished their work they
made off, and the door was barred behind them by their
confederate.”

We had all listened with the deepest interest to this
sketeh of the night’s doings, which Holmes had deduced
from signs so subtle and minute, that even when he had
pointed them out to us, we conld scarcely follow him in
his reasonings. The inspector hurried away on the instant.
to make inquiries about the page, while Holmes and T re-
turned to Baker Street for breakfast.
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“ TN be back by three,” said he when we had finished
our meal. “ Both the inspector and the doctor will meet
me here at that hour, and I hope by that time to have
cleared up any little obscurity which the case may still
present.” .

Our visitors arrived at the appointed time, but it was a
quarter to four hefore my friend put in an appearance.
From his expression as he entered, however, I could see
that all had gone well with him.

“ Any news, Inspector ?”

“We have got the hoy, sir.”

“Excellent, and T have got the men.”

“ You have got them!” we cried all {hree,

“ Well, at least I have got. their identity. This so-calle
Blessington is, as I expected, well known at. headguartors,
and so are his assailants.  Their names are Biddle, 1ay-
ward, and Moftat.” :

“T'he Worthingdon bank

“ Precisely,” said Holmes.

“'Then Blessington must hav

¢ Exactly,” said Holmes.

“Why, that makes it ag clear

gang,” eried the inspector,

e been Sutton?”

. as erystal,” said the
mspector,

But Trevelyan and I looked at cach other in bewilder-
ment. | :

“You must surely remember the great Wor
business,” said Holines 5 “five men were in
and a fifth called Cartwright. Tobin, .
murdered, and the thieves got away with seven thouc'u;](?
pounds.  This was in 1875. They were 4] five arrested
but the evidence against them was by Sive,

1o means conclyg;y
but ( S ¢ SIve,
This Blessington or Sutton, who was the worst of tlhe

gang, twrned informer.  On his evidence Cartwrig
hanged, and the other three got. fifteen yearg

When they got out, the other day, which was som
before their full tern, they set .themselves, as
ceive, .to hunt down the traitor and to avenge the degty
of their comrade upon him, Twico they tried to get‘ q,tl
him and f:].]l?d; athird time, you see, it came off, Is lhere
anything farther whicl T eqi explain, Dr, Trevelyan p»

thingdon hanlk
ity these fouy
the caretaker, w;

ht was
apicee,
e years
you por-
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*“ 1 think you have made it all remarkably cle.r,” sail
the doctor. ¢ No doubt the day on which he was <o per-
turbed was the day when he read of their release in the
newspapers.”

“Quite so. His talk about a burglary was the merest
blind.”

Jut. why could he not tell yvou this??

“Well, my dear. sir, knowing the vindictive character
of his old associates, he was trying to hide his own identity
from cverybody as long as he could. His secret was a
shamelul one, and he could not bring himself to divulge
it.  However, wreteh as he was, he was still living under
the shield of British law, and 1 have no  doubt,
Inspector, that. you will see that, though that shicld
may fail te guard, the sword of justice ix still there to
avenge.”

Such were the singular circumstances in connection
with the resident patient and the Brook Street doctor. From
that night nothing has heen seen of the three n_nn'derors
by the police, and it is surmised at Scotland Yard that
they were among the passengers of the ill-fated steamer
Norah Creina, which was lost some years ago with all
hands upon the Portuguese coast, some leagues to the
north of Oporto. The proceedings against the page broke
down for want. of evidence, and the © Brook Street. Mys-
tery,” as it was called, has never, until now, heen fully
dealt with in any public print.
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‘b fith
W™ U ING my long and intimate m'fl“_’”f‘:"rl(;f'] ‘1‘1litm
B Mr. Sherlock Holmes I had never n (o his
refer to his relations, and hardly e C; ix part
own early life. This reticence npnll' ”'("]].(.‘.h
had increased the somewliat, 111]1111;}.1111:l(1 iy~
oduced upon me, untal snnwl'lln@‘: I n‘) « hrain
self regarding hLim as an isolated plwno‘m( nf;,;hy as he
without a heart, as deficient in ].un'nznl S:Y‘!“I" try ST By
Was pre-eminent in intelligence. Ilis il\'O}.SlOH.] 0 O e
and his disinclination to form new ﬁ'len(']bt”]y(.)t,: more
hoth typicul of his unemotional character, b‘.‘y reforence
$o than his complete suppression of cv?’;’, » that he
to his own people. T had come to bel]l(,\t(- one day,
Was an orphan with no relatives hvmgfl- T)' me about
{0 my very great surprise, he began to talk tc
1is brot -or-
sIt)wail(;rfter tea on a summer evening, m?‘} t]:e,ncs?:::nliu'
sation, which had rommed in a (lesultm)l’,]']]o in the
fashion from golf clubs to the canses of the ¢ ::llleg( l’uosfi"“
obliquity of the ecliptic, came round at lz"""uo oint under
ol atavism and hereditary aptitudoS-_ '1,]"e P 'n(ﬂ"i(lll:ll
discussion was how far any singular gift in am 10\\'11 carly
was due to his ancestry, and how far to his
training,
“Iny
told me
and y

which he pr

. you have
our own case,” said T, ¢« fl‘()_m all t']ffn(tb‘zm-vminn
it seems obvious that your faculty o

rour
. #12 e e due to)
our peculiar facility for “deduction ar

oWn systematic training.”
& o

_ trully. My
0 some extent,” he answered, thoughtfu
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ancestors were country squires, who appear to have led
much the same life as is natural to their class. Bat,
none the less, my turn that way is in my veins, and may
have come with my grandmother, who was the sister !
Vernet, the French artist.  Art in the blood is liable to
take the strangest forms.”

¢ But how do you know that it is hereditary ?*

“ Because my brother Myeroft possesses it in a larger
degree than 1 do.” ]

This was news to me, indeed. If there were anothe.
man with such singular powers m England, how was il
that neither police nor publie had heard of him 7 1 put the
question, with a hint that it was my companion’s modosty
which made him acknowledge his brother as his superior.
Holmes laughed at my suggestion.

“My dear Watson.” said he, “J cannot agree with
those who rank modesty among the virtues. To the
logician all things should be seen exactly as they are, and
to under-estimate omeself is as much a departure from
truth as to exaggerate one’s own powers. When I sy,
therefore, that Mycroft has better powers of observation
than I, you may take it that I am speaking the exact and
literal truth.”

“1Is he your junior?”

“Seven years my senior.”

“ How comes it that he is unknown?”

“ Oh, he is very well known in his own circle.”

“Where, then ? ¥
- “Well, in the Diogenes Club, for example.”

I had never Leard of the institution, and my face must.
have proclaimed as much, for Sherlock Holmes pulled
out his watch.

“The Diogenes Club is the queerest club in London,.
and Myeroft, one of the queerest men. He's always there
from a quarter to five till twenty to eight. It’s six now,
s0 if you care for a stroll this beautiful evening I shall be
very happy to introduce you to two curiosities.”

Tive minutes later we were in the street, walking to.
wards Regent Circus.

“You wonder,” said my companion, “why it is that
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Mycroft does not use his powers for detective work. 1Mo
is incapable of it.”

*But I thought you said—— 17

¢ Tsaid that he was my superior in observation and dedue-
tion. . If the art of the detective began and ended in
reasoning from an armn-chair, my brother would e the
greatest criminal agent that ever lived. But he has no
ambition and no encrgy. He would not. even go out of
his way to verify his own solutions, and would rather he
considered wrong than take the trouble to prove himself
right.  Again and again I have taken a problem to him,
and have received an explanation: which has afterwards
proved to be the correct, one, Aud yet he was absolutely
‘neapable of working out the practical points which must
be gone into before a case coulg be laid before a judge or
jury.” -

“It is not his profession, then » »

“By no means.  What is to me
to him the merest Lobby of a dile
tmor(,lh}ary faculty for figure
s;)me of the Government departments, Myeroft lodges in
Pall Mall, and he walks round the corner into Whitehall
every morning and back every evening. Jron year’s end
t:)h)glh}li .eml he t;tke;s no 9(11;*1'_ exercise, and is. seen no-

Te else, except only in the Divgenes Cluls which is just
opposite his rooms.” ? )

“ 1 cannot recall the name.”

(13 . 1l Ls
Lave 1o wish for the oo, me .s;, iox'ne from misanthropy, -
are not averse to comfortflll()ley ]3) t o Afellows. Yet t'-l ey
icals. Tt is for the o, . u O c airs and the latest .perlod-

nvenience of these that the Diogenes

Club was started and j i

R s and 1t now containg t} ] i

] S the most, unsociable
and unclubbable men n town, o5 unsociabl

_ . No member is permitte
to take t]fe least notice of any other one.l lb?ul\)f(c;“illlllt’tﬁ(el
btrangers Room, no talking is, under’ any circumstances
permitted, and three offences, if brought to the notice of
the committee, render the talker 1 lo to ox Isi M
brother was one of t}, T heovbwision. My

! e founders , ve .
it a very soothing atmOSphere,’:’ and T have myself found

a means of livelihood is
ttante. He has an ex-
5, and audits the hooks in
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We had reached Pall Mall as we talked, and were walk-
ing down it from the St. James's end.  Sherlock Holmes
stopped at a door some little distance from the Carlton,
and, cautioning me not. to speak, he led the way into the
hall.  Through the glass panelling I caught a glimps=e of
a large and luxariovs rosm in which a considerable number
of men were sitting about and reading papers, each in his
own little nook. Holmes showed me into a small chamber
which looked out on to Pall Mall, and then, leaving me
for a minuate, he came back with a companion who I knew
conld only he his brother.

Myeroft Holmes was a much larger and stouter man
than Sherlock.  His body was absolutely corpulent, hut.
his face, though massive, had preserved something of the
sharpness of expression which was so remarkable in that
of his brother. His eyes, which were of a peculiarly light
watery grey, seemed to always retain that far-away, intro-
spective look which I had only observed in Sherlock’s when
he was exerting his full powers.

“I am glad to mcet you, sir,” said he, putting out
a broad, flat hand, like the Hipper of a seal.  “T hear of
Sherlock everywhere since you became his chronicler. By
‘the way, Shetlock, I expeeted to see you round last weck
to consult me over that Manor House case. I thought you
might be a little out of your depth.”

“No, I solved it,” said my friend, smiling.

“ It was Adams, of course?”

“ Yes, it was Adams.”

- ¢ T was sure of it from the first.”  The two sat down to-
gether in the bow-window of the club.  “To anyone who
wishes to study mankind this is the spot,” said Mycroft.
“ Look at the magnificent types! Look at these two men
who are coming towards us, for example.”

 The billiard-marker and the other ?”

“ Precisely. What do you make of the other?”

The two men had stopped opposite the window. Some
chalk marks over the waisteoat pocket were the only signg
of hilliawds which T could sce in one of them, The other
was a very small, dark fellow, with his hat pushed back
and several nackages under his arm,

l)
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“An old soldier, I pereeive,” said Sherlock.

“ And very recently discharged,” remarked the brother.

“Served in India, I see.”

“And a non-commissioned officer.”

“ Royal Artillery, I fancy,” said Sherlock.

¢ Aud a widower.”

“But with a child.”

“ Children, my dear boy, children.”

“ Come,” said I, laughing, “this is a little

“Surely,” answered Holmes, “it is not hard to say that
a man with that bearing, expression of authority, aud sun-
haked skin is a soldier, is more than a private, and is .ot
loug from India.”

*“That be has not left the service long is shown by his

still wearing his ¢ ammunition boots,” as they are cailed,”
observed Mycroft.

“ He bas not the cavalry stride, yet he wore his hat on
one side, as is shown by the lighter skin on that side of
his brow. Hig weight is against his being o sapper. He
is in the artillery.” °

tono mucl”

" .
“Then, of course, his complete mourning shows that he
Las lost someone very dear. The fact that he is doing his

own shopping looks as though it were Lis wife, e has
been buyipg things for children, you perceive.  There is a
rattle, which shows that one of them i very young. The
wife probably died in child-hed, The fact that Le has a
picture-hook under his arm shows that there is another
child to be thought of.”

I began to understand what my friend me
said that his brother possessed even keener fac
did himself. He glanced across at. me and  siniled.
Mycroft took snuft from a tortoiseshell hox ang brushed
away the wandering grains from his coat with a farge, red
silk handkerchief. ’

“ By the way, Sherlock,” said he, «I |
thing quite after yourown heart—a most singular problem
—submitted to my Judgment. [ really had not the
energy to follow it up, save in a very incomplete fashion,
but it gave me a basis for some very pleasing speculatious,
If you would care to hiear the facts » '

ant, when he
ulties than he

ave had some-
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My dear Myeroft, T should be delighted.”™

The brother seribbled a note upon o leaf of his pocket-
bool, and, ringing the belly he handed it to the waiter.

“1 have asked Mr. Melas to step across,” said he.
= He lodges on the floor above me, and I have some slight
acquaintance with him, which led him to come to me in
his perplexity.  Mr. Melas is a Greek by extraction, as 1
understand, and he is a remarkable linguist.  He carns
his living partly as interpreter in the law conrts, partly
hy acting as guide to any wealthy Orientals who may
visit the Northumberland Avenue hotels, [ think 1
will leave him to tell his own very remarkable experience
in his own fashion.”

A few minutes later we were joined by a short, stout
man, whose olive face and coal-black hair preclaimed his
southern origin, though his speech was that of an educated
Tnglishman.  He shook hands cagerly with Sherlock
Holmes, and his dark eyves sparkled with pleasure when
he understood that the specialist was anxious to hear his
story.

“I do not believe that the police credit me—on my
word 1 do not,” said he, in a wailing voice.  Just be-
«ause they have never heard of it before, they think that
such a thing cannot be. But I know that I shall never
be caxy in my mind until I know what, has become of my
poor man with the sticking-plaster upon his face.”

T am all attention,” said Sherlock Holmes.

“This is Wednesday evening,” said Mr. Melas; ¢ well,
then, it was on Monday night—only two days ago, you
understand—that all this happened. Tam an interpreter,
as, perhaps, my neighbour there has told you. I interpret
all languages—or nearly all—but as I am a Greek by
birth, and with a Grecian name, it is with that particnlar
tongue that I am principally associated. I or many years
I Lave been the chief Greek mterpreter in London, and
my name is very well known in the hotels.

“ It happens, not. unfrequently, that T am sent for at.
strange hours, by foreigners who get into difficulties, or
by travellers who arrive late and wish my services. I was
not. surpriserd, therefore, on Monday night when a Mr,

r 2

-
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. ”» up
Latimer, a very f:lshioualnl)’-lll’(‘-*'*"‘] y()llflg -nll‘il.l,l; (i;ln;l(cali
to my rooms and asked me to :l(-(‘(')llll»‘!,lll_.\.. ‘1 o
which was waiting at the door. .;\ (n-('clt .1]1(‘11(.“‘;](l ek
to see liim upon business, he sinid, il}]'la ~'l>f -l(]|(i]]it;l'l""v’t('l.
nothing but his own tonguc, the services 1). .;l(...nul that his
were indispensable.  Ie gave e Lo e ston, and he
house was some little distance off, m.]\cnmn;,;( f‘l‘l Sinto
seemed to he in a great hurry, 1_)ll>fl]"‘.‘-‘,’ "‘f’ rapudly
the eab when we had descended iuto the street. il s to
“I say into the cib, but, 1 soon ]l(‘(::llll(‘ (h')uht lll ](\:\.“”_.
whether it was not o carringe in which 1 "”’_““ .]'l 'f('ml‘-
It was certainly more roomy than tlu‘. ”r(l"]-‘“.:ho{l"h
wheeled disgrace to London, aud tl{c 11'1,1.11’1%3‘:1 hilllﬁi”.
frayed, were of ricl, quality. Mr. Latimer “((]‘ (~in«' Cross
opposite to me, and we started off (l}l‘()llgll . l«"' nTt apon
and up the Shaftesbury Avenue.  We lLal cmnt', ( o This
Oxford Street, and T liaq ventured some remark 4 words
being a roundabout way to Kensington, when my o
were arrested by the extraordinary conduct. of my
banion. . A
M He began by drawing a most form1(1:1])1(‘T]‘_’}t’ltl'l';:i
bludgeon loaded wit), lead from lis pocket, :{"“I Sw 1. £ its
it hackwards anq forwards several times, as if to ,“:\-()NL
weight and strength, They e Placed it without «1. drew
upon - the seat heside 1y, Having done this, l'.(' nish-
up the windows on cach side, and 1 found to my “'““.),‘.;,,t
ment that they were covered with paper so as to pre
m}"‘s‘selcmg t‘ln.'f)ugh l.lncm.} iew. My, Melas.” said hes
am sorry {o cut oft your view, Mr. Meclas, 1 see
“The fact, is thng I have no infention that you shou cehit
what the Place is to whiel, we are driving. It 1]" ‘our
Possibly be inconyenjent to me if you could find )y
wu‘)‘"{llerc a,%,rann_." ' N 1y taken aback by sucl
S Youw e imagine, T way utterly taken ab Jdered
an address, My companion wasapowerfu],brozul-slmll] 1 not
y”““% fellow, anq, apart from the weapon, 1 shoult
1ave hy

. . 1 .'n'

4 the Qlightest chance in a struggle with lilil”wy Tl
e, s : X i ;
1S 15 very extraordinary conduct, Mr. Li

stammerg], ‘You m

. : ou e
Joe Ust be aware that what )
doing jg quite illegal,?
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“Tt ix somewhat of a liberty, no donbt,” said hie, ¢ hat
we'll make it up to von.  But. I must warn you, however,
Mr. Melas, that if at. any time to-night you attempt. to
raise an alarm or do anything whicl ix against my in-
terests, you will find it a very serious llnnu' I beg you
to 1(‘")(']11])(’] that no one knows where you are, and that.
whether you are in this curriage or in my house, you are
cqually in my power.’

“ His words were quiet, but he had a rasping way of
saving them which was very menacing. 1 sat in silence,
\\nmlmnnr what on earth eould be his reason for Kiduap-
ping me in this extraordinary  fashion. Whatever it
might be, it was perfeetly elear that there was no possible
use in my resisting, and that 1 could only wait to sce what
might befall.

< For ne: uly two hours we drove without my having the
least. clue as to where we were going. Sometimes the
rattle of the stones told of a paved causeway, and at others
our smooth, silent course snggestod asphalt, but save this
variation in sound there was nothing at all which could in
the remotest way help me to form a guess as to where we
were.  The paper over each window was impenetrable to
light, and a blue curtain was drawn across the glass-work
in front. It was a quarter past. seven when we left Pall
Mall, and my watch showed me that it was ten minutes to
nine when we at last came to a standstill. My companion
let down the window and [ eaught a glimpse of a low,
arched doorway with a lamp burning above it.  As I was
Junrried from the carriage it swung open, and I found my-
self inside the house, with a vague impression of a lawn
and trees on each side of me as I entered. Whether these
were private grounds, however, or hond fide country was
more than [ cou](l l)ﬂ\\lh]y venture to say.

“There was a coloured gas-lamp inside, which was
{urned =o low that I could see little save that the hall wa
of some size and hung with pictures. In the dim light. [
could make out that the person who had opened the door
was a small, mean-looking, middle-aged man with rounded
shoulders. As he turned towards us Cthe glint of the light
showed me that Le was weaving glasses.
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v Tathis M. Melas, ITarol] 27 cid he

“<Yes,'

“<Well done!  Well done!  No ill-will, Mr. Nelas, T
hape, but we conld not get on without, you. I vou deal
fair with us you'll not regret ity but if vou try any
tricks, God help you!”

“He spoke in a jerky, nervous fashion, and with .cmnr;.
giggling laughs in hetween, hat. somehow he Impressec
me with fear more than the other.

“CWhat, do yon want with me?’ T askod.

“<Only to ask a fow (questions of a Greek centleman
who is visiting us, and to let, us have the answers. Dut
say no more than you are told to say, or’—here came the
nervous gigale again— you had hetter never have heen
horn.

“As he spoke he o
into a room which a
but again the ouly

pened a door and showed the way
ppeared to be very richly furnished--
light was afforded by a single Jamp
balf turned down. ™ ). chamber was (:(‘rl.uinlv large, and
the way in which my feet sank into the 'cm'pol: HE

stepped  across it told me of its richness, 1 caught
glimpses of velvet chairs, o high, white marble mantel-
piece, and what seemed {q her o suit. of Japanese armour
at one side of it.  There was a chair just under the lamp,
'anrl the elderly man motioned that I should sit in if.
The younger “had left us, hut e suddenly returned
!hmugh another doox, leading with him a gentleman clad
in®ome sort, of Joose dressing-gown, who moved slowly
towards us. As he came into the circle of dim light which.
enabled me to see him more clearly, I was thrilled with
1101'1‘0}' at his appearance. He was dead] y pale and terribly
emaciated, with the protrudin g, brilliant. eyes of a man
wnose spirit is greater than his strength. But what

s}lockqd Ine more than any signs of Physical weakness was
t]]at his face was grotesquely criss-crossed with sticking-
) astqr, and that one large pad of it was fastened over his
outn,

c“J-; Have you the slate, Harold ?* cried the older man,
as this Strange heing fell rather than sat down into a
chair, ¢Are hig hands loos

e? Now then, give him the
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peneil. You are to ask the questions, Mr. Melas, and he
will write the answers.  Ask him first of all whether he is
prepared to sign the papers.’

“The man's eyes flashed fire.

“¢Never,” he wrote in Greek upon the slate.

“¢On no conditions?’ I asked at the bidding of our
tvrant. ‘

“<Only if I see her married in my presence by a Greek
priest. whom I know.

“The man giggled in his venomous way,

«¢You know what awaits vou, then ?’

«¢] care nothing for mysclf.

«These are samples of the questions and answers which
made up our strange, half-spoken, half-written conversa-
tion. Again and again I had to ask him whether he
would give in and sign the document. Again and again
I had the same indignant reply. But soon a happy
thought. came to me. Itook to adding on little sentences
of my own to cach question—innocent ones at first, to
test whether either of our companions knew anything of
the matter, and then, as I found that they showed no
sign, I played a more dangerous game.  Our conversation
ran something like this:—

«“¢You can do no good by this obstinacy. Who are
you?’ .

«J care not. I am a stranger in London.

«<Your fate will be on yourown head. Zow long have
you been. here?’

«¢Let it be so. Three weeks.

«<The property can never be yours. TWhat ails you ?’
¢ ¢ Tt, shall not. go to villains.  They are starving me.’
«¢You shall go free if you sign. What house 18 this?’
«<J will never sign. I do not know.’

“You are not doing her any service. What is your
name?

<< et me hear her say so. Kratides.

“¢You shall see her if you sign. Where are you
from 2’

«¢Then I shall never see her. Athens.’

“ Another five minutes, Mr. Holmes, and I_should have
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wormed out. the whole story under their very noses. My
very next question might have cleared the .
at that instant the door opened and a woman stepped into
the room. I could not see ljor cearly enongh to l(ln‘f\\’
more than that she was tall and gracefuly, with black hair,
and clad in some sort of loose white gown.

“¢Harold!" said she, speaking English with a broken
accent, I could not stay away longer. It is o lonely up
there with only—ol, my God, it is Paunl!’

“These last. words were in Greek, and
instant, the man, with a convulsive effort, tore the plaster
from his lips, and screaming out ¢ Sophy ! Sophy !” rushed
into the woman’s arms, Their embrace was but for an
instant, however, for the younger man seized the woman
and pushed her out of {he room, while the elder caxily
overpowered his emaciaf e vietim, and dragged him away
through the other door. Tor g moment: I was left. alone
in the room, and I fprang to my feet with some vigrue
idea that I might in some way get, a clue to what {his
house was in which I found myscelf, Fortunately, how-
ever, I took no steps, for, looking up, T saw that the older
man was standing in the doorwa ¥s With his cyes fixed upon
me,

““That will do, My, Melas, said he,
that we have taken you into o
very private business, We

matter up, hut

at the same

‘You perceive
ur confidence over some

should not have troubled you
only that our frjenq who speaks Groek and who began

these negotiations hag been foreed to return to the East.
It was quite necessary for us to find someone to take his

P]ﬂ?@, and we wepe fortunate in hcm'ing of your powers,’
“I howed,

SC T oy ‘e fiv 1
There are five Sovereigns here,’

t‘O me, ‘\v,hich Will, T hope, bhe g sufficient. fee. But
remember,’ e added, tapping me lightly on the chest and
giggling, ¢if yoy speak to a human sou] about this—one

luman soy] mind—well, may God have merey upon your

said he, walking up

soul!?

“I cannot tel] youthe
msignificant-
ter now

¢ loathing and horror with which this
looking man ins

{ Pired me. I could see him bet-
as the lamp-light shone upon him. His fentureswere
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pecky and sallow, and liis litt1e, pointed heard was thready
~nd ill-nourished. e pushed his face forward as he s[»nk«'-.
and his lips and eyelids were continually twitching, hke a
man with St. Vitus's dance. [ could nat help thinking
{hat his strange, catehy little Jangh was alzo a symptom of
comé nervons malady.  The terror of his face lay in his
eyes, however, steel grey, and glistening coldly, with a
malignant, inexorable cruelty in their depths.

& W shall know if you speak of this,” said he. ¢ We
have our own means of information. Now, you will find the
carviage waiting, and my friend will sce you on your way.’

¢ | was hurried throngh the hall, and into the vehicle,
again obtaining that momentary glimpse of trees and a
garden.  Mr. Latimer followed closely at my heels, and
took his place opposite to me without a word. In silence
we again drove for an interminable distance, with the win-
dows raised, until at last, just after midnight, the carriage
pulled up.

“<You will get down here, Mr. Melag,” zaid my com-
panion. ¢ I am sorry to leave you so far from your house,
bt there is no alternat ive. Any attempt. upon your part to
follow the carriage can only end in injury to yourself.’

“1le 01)9_“(\(1 the door as he spoke, and I had hardly time
to spring out: when the conchman lashed the horse, and the
carviage rattled away. I looked round me in astonish-
ment. [ was on some sort of a heathy common, mottled
over with dark clumps of furze bushes. Faraway stretched
a4 line of houses, with a light here and there in the upper
-windows. On the other side I saw the red signal lamps of
a railway.

«The carringe which had brought me was already out
of sight. 1 stood gazing round and wondering where on
earth I might be, when 1 saw someone coming towards
me in the darkness. As he came up to me I made out
that it was a railway porter.

«¢(Can you tell me what place this is ?’ I asked.

« ¢ Wandsworth Common .7 said he..

«e¢Can I get a train into town ?’

«eIf you walk on a mile or so, to Clapham Junction,

said he, ¢ you'll just he in time for the last to Vietoria.’
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“So that, was the end of my adventnre, Mr., l.lnlln(‘.\'.
I'do not know where T was nop whom [ spoke wnl{n, lllu:
anything, save what [ have told you. DBut I l\ml)“rt 1
there is foul play going on, and I want. to help 'l 1at l\l;l-
bhappy man if T can.” I told the whole  story 't.«: .l“l:
Myeroft, Holnes next morning, and, subscquently, to the
police.” . . ‘ .

We all sat in silence for some little time after listening
to this extraordinary narrative. Then Sherlock lookeol
fcross at his brother.

“ Any steps ?” he asked.

Myecroft picked up the Daily News, which was lying on
a side table,

“¢ Anybody supplying any information as o the where-
abouts of a Greel gentleman named Paul Kratides, from
Athens, who s unable to speak English, will he rewirded.
A similar rewar( paid to anyone giving mformat ion illl‘"'“'
A Greek lady whose first name is Sophy. X 2473. That
was in all the dailies. No answer,”

¢ How about the (ireek Legation ? »

have inquired, They know nothing.”
Wire to the head of the Athens police, then.”

¢ Sherlock has all the energy of the family,” said
Mycroft, turnin

ell, you take up the case by
a m?ans,. and let me if you do any good.” ) .

, certainly » answered my friend, rising from his cl.l-'ll'-
“I'll let you know, and Mr. Melas also. In the meantime,
Mr. Melas, 1 should certainly be on my guard if T were
you, for, of course, they must know tln:ough these adver-
tisements t]at you hiive betrayed them.”

5 we walked home together Iolmes stopped al. ¢
tel‘egmph office and sent, off several wires,

“You see, W > he remarked, ¢ our evening !‘“S
asted.  Some of my most interesting
cases haye €ome to me in thig way through Myeroft. The

| ch we have Just Listened to, although it can
?gifﬁtgnbm one explanation, has st]] some distinguishing

i’:ve hopes of solving jtp»

> XNowing g4 much as e do, it will be singular
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indewd if we fail to discover the rest. You must. vourself
have formed some theory which will explain the Taets to
which we have listened.”

s In o vague way, yes.”

« What was your idea then?”

It seemed to me to be obvious that this Greek girl
had been carried off by the young Euglishman named
Harold Latimer.”

« (arried off from where 2”7

« Athens, perhaps”

“Sherlock Holmes shook his head. This young man

coull not. talk a word of Greek.  The lady could talk
inglish fairly well.  Inference that she had been in
ngland  some little time, but he had not been in
Girecee”

«Well, then, we will presume that she had come on a
visit to England, and that this Harold had persuaded her
to fly with him.”

«"Phat is the more probable.”

& Then the brother—for that, I faney, must be the
yelationship—comes over from Greece to interfere. 1le
imprudently puts himself into the power of the young
man and lis older associate. They seize him and use
violence towards him in order to make him sign some
papers to make over the girl's fortune—of which he may
he trustee—to them. This he refuses to do. In order to
negotiate with him, they have to get an inteipreter, and
they piteh upon this Mr. Melas, having used some other
-ome before.  The girl is not told of the arrival of her
brother, and finds it out by the merest accident.”

« Jexeellent, Watson,” cried Holmes. 1 really fancy
{hat you are mnot far from the truth. You sce that we
hold all the eards, and we have only to fear some sudden
act of violence on their part. If they give us time we
must have them.”

“But how can we find where this house lies?”

«\Well, if our conjecture is correet, and the girl’s name
ix, or was, Sophy Krat ides, we should have no difticulty in
tracing her. That must he our main hope, for the hrother,
of course, is a complete stranger. It is clear that some
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time has elapsed sinee this Harold established 1hese rel
tions with the girl - some weeks at
brother in Greece hias had time to hewe of ity and come
across. It they have been living i the same place
during this time, it is probable that wo
answer to Mycroft's advertisement.”
We had reached our house in B
had been talking, Holimes ascend
as he opened the door of oy
surprise. Looking over his
astonished.  His brother
the arm-chair.

“ Come in, Sherlock ! Comz in, sir,” said lie, blandly,
smiling at our surprised faces, « You don’t, expect. such

energy from e, do you, Sherlock ?  But somchow this
case attracts me,”

“ IHow did you get. here 2>
“TI passed you in » hausom.”
“There has been some new deye
“I had an answer to my
“AW!”
“Yes; it came wit] i
oo e Within a few minutes of vee ing.”
1 : our leaving,
“And to what effect ¢y y wving
Myecroft Holines took on
“Here it is,” said lie, «
cream paper by a middle- 1a weak constitu-
tion. ¢Sir, he says, ¢ swer . N e
to-day’s date, T l)te)r t . fa WL to your advertisement. of
1o day ¢ ~’t’ 8 Lo 1mform you tiyg I knrw the young
1:11.’ an?1 qu(I..s 1oul ;fer}_' well. you should care fo call
Lon me, I coul 8lve you sopme Particulars as to her
painful lustory. She is Tiving nt 1. T ; '
Beckenh® Youn s '.t] : Mg at present, o The Mynrtles,
H B ] )
atthfully, J, Davexropy;

113 ooy s 1) H

. Dol{e writes ino!n Lower anton,” said M yeroft Holmes.
you not think thgt, Ve might drive ¢ hi f

Sherlock, and learn thege Particulars 7 » o ows

“My dear I\'chroft., the I)l‘otlne;":

than the sister’s story. T think we i

Yard for Tuspector Gregson, g,

Beckenham,  We know t]mt’

death, and every houy ay be

it-

any rate sinee the

shall have some

aker Street, whilst. we
< the staivs first, and
v room he gave a start of
shoulder

I was  equally
Myeroft was sitting smoking in

lopment 7
advertisement.”

t a sheet of paper.
Wwritten with

aJ pen on royal
aged man wi(}

life is more valuable
should eul] at Seotland
aud  go straight, out, {o

i man g l)eiug done to
vital,”
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© Better pick up Mr. Melas upon our way,” I suggested ;
“we may need an interpreter ”

“ Excellent ! said Sherlock Holmes, € Send the boy
for a four-wheeler, and we shall be off at once.”  lle
opened the table-drawer as he spoke, and 1 noticed that
hie slipped his revolver into his pocket. ¢ Yes,” said he,
in answer to my glance, I should say from what we have
heard that we are dealing with a particularly daugerous
gang.”

It. was almost dark hefore we found ourselves in Pall
Mall, at. the rooms of Mr. Melas. A gentleman bad just
called for him, and he was gone,

“(tan you tell me where ¥ 7 asked Myeroft Holmes.

“1 don't know, sir,” answered the woman who had
opened the door.  “ T only know that he drove away with
the gentleman in a carriage.”

“ Did the gentleman give a name ? *

¢« No, sir”

“ He wasn’t a tall, handsome, dark young man ?”

“ Oh, no, sir; he was a little gentleman, with glasses,
thin in the face, but very pleasant in his ways, for he was
langhing all the time that he was talking.”

“Come along!” eried Sherlock  Holmes, abruptly.
“This grows serious!” he observed, as we drove to Scot-
land Yard. “ These men have got hold of Melas again.
He is a man of no physical cdumgc, as they are well
aware from their experience the other night. This villain
was able to terrorize him the instant that he got into his
presence. No doubt they want his professional services 3
but, having used him, they may be inclined to punish
him for what they will regard as his treachery.”

Our hope was that by taking train we might get to
Beckenham as soon as, or sooner than, the -arriagé. On
reaching Scotland Yard, however, it was more than an
hour before we could get Inspector Gregson and comply
with the legal formalities which would enable us to enter
the honse. Tt was a quarter to ten hefore we renched
London Bridge, and half=past before the four of us alichted
on the Beckenham platform. A drive of half nhlnilv
brouglit us to The Myrtles—a large, dark house, st:m(liné
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back from the road in its own grounds. IHere we dis-
Inissed our cab, and made our way up the drive together,

“The windows are all dark,” Temarked (he inxpector,
“The house seems deserted.”

“Qur birds are flown and the nest o

“Why do you say so?”

“A carriage heavily loaded with luggage has passed
out. during the last hour.”

The inspector laughed.
light of the gate-lamp,
n?”

“You may have observed the «
the other way. But the outward-hound ones were very
much deeper—so much so that We can say for a certainly
that there was a very considerable \\‘(:ight, on the ear-
riage.”

“You get a trifle beyond me there,”
shrugging his shoulders, «« It w
ibl";',e‘ Bat we will try if we cannot make someone licar
us.

He hammered loudly at the knocker
bell, but without, any success.  Holme
but he came hack iy, a few minutes,

“I have a window open,” said e,

“ It 18 & mercy that you are o the side of the force, and
not against it, Mr, Holmes,” remarked tle inspector as he
noted the clever way in whicl, my friend had for(‘fc(l, back
the cateh, « Well, T think that, under e circumstances,
we may enter without, waiting for ay invitation.”

One after the otlher We made oyy , .
ment, which wag evidently t)jat in
found himself,

The inspectoy had
its light we could see the two dooy,

and the suit of J

mpty,” said Holmes,

“Lsaw the wheel tracks in the
but where does tlhe luggage come

ame wheel-trncks going

said the inspector,
ill not. be an easy door to

and pulled at the
$ hadl slipped away,

ay into a large apart -
Which Mr, Mclas had
lit his lantern, and by
apancs 2 ]s, the curtain, the lamp
eS¢ mail as he 1, described them.

On the table stoog two glasgeg )ty brane
and the remains of g me%]. % an empty brandy bottle,
«“ }Vlmt 15 that ?” agked Holmes, sudden] y.
We all stood still and listene, Alow, 1
was coming from g

omewliere
rushed to the

» Moaning sound
door and oyt

above our heads.  Holmes

into the hall. The dismal
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noise came from upstairs. e dashed up, the inspector
and I at his heels, while his brother, Myecroft, followed as
quickly as his great bulk would permit.

Three doors faced us upon the second floor, and it was
from the central of these that the sinister sounds were
issuing, sinking sometimes into a dull mumble and rising
again into a shrill whine. It was locked, but the key was
on the outside. Holmes flung open the door and rushed
in, but he was outl again in an instant with his hand to his
throat.

“Jt’s charcoal!” he cried. “ Give it time. It will
clear.”

Peering in, wo could see that the only light in the room
wune from a dull, blue flame, which flickered from a small
brass tripod in the centre. It threw a livid, unnatural
virele upon the floor, while in tle shadows beyond, we
saw the vague loom of two figures, which crouched against
the wall.  Irom the open door there recked a horrible,
poizonous exhalation, which set us gasping aud coughing.
Holmes rushed to the top of the stairs to draw in the
fresh air, and then, dashing into the room, e threw up
the window and hurled the brazen tripod out into the
garden.

“We can enter in a minute,” he gasped, darting out
again.  “Where is a candle ? I doubt it we could strike
a match in that atmosphere. Mold the light at the door
and we shall get them out, Mycroft. Now!” _

With a rush we got to the poisoned men and dragged
them out on to the landing. Both of them were blue-
lipped and insensible, with swollen, congested faces and
protruding eyes. 1 ndeed, so distorted were their features
that, save for his black beard and stout figure, we might,
Liave failed to recognise in one of them the Greek inter-
preter who had parted from us only a few hours before at.
the Diogenes Club. His hands and feet were securely
strapped together and hLe bore over one eye the mark of a
violent. blow. The other, who was secured in a similar
fashion, was a tall man in the last stage of emaciation,
with several strips of sticking-plaster arranged in a gro-
tesque patlern over his face. e bad ceased to moun as we

Q
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laid him down, and a gl
least, our aid had cop
lived, and in loss than an hour,
and brandy, 1 had the satisfaction of e
eyes, and of knowing that my hand hag
from the dark valley in which all paths 1
It was a simple story which Jje
which did but confirm our owy deductions, His visitor on
entering his rooms had drawn a life preserver from s
sleeve, and had go impressed him With the feur of jnstant
and inevitable death, that e had ki(lnappo(l him for the
second time, Indeed, it was almost mesmerie the effect
which thiy gigeling ruftian had produced upon the unfor-
tunate linguist, for Je could ot speak of him save with
trembling hands anq 4 blanched ¢hieck, He had heen
taken swiftly (o Beckonhmn, and had acted ay interpreter
in a second intcr\'ie\v, even more dramatic than the first,
in which the two  Englishmen had  menaced  their
prisoner with Instant, deat], if he

did not comply with
their demands, Finall Y. ﬁnc]ing Lix
threat, the

ance showed e

that for him, at
ne too late. Mr, Mel

as, however, stjll
with the aid of ammonia
ing him open his
Ldrawn Ly batelk
neet.

had to tell, and one

- proof against every

Y had hurleg him back into his Prison, and

after reproaching  Melgs with  hig treachery, which
appeared from tlie pey

Shaper advertisemeny s,
stunned hLim with a bloy

v from o stick,and he ye
nothing more untj he found s bending oy

And "this wag the singular
preter, the explanation of
mystery. We were able to fing out, by COlmunicating
with the gentleman who had answered the advertisement,
that the unfortunate young lady came of 5 wealthy (ire-
cian family, anq that she haq been on 4 Visit to some
friends in Englang,

While there she had met a young
man named Harold Latimer, who had acquired an ageen-

ency over her, and hag eventually persuaded her to fly
with him, Her friends, shockeq at the event, had con-
tented themselves wit], informing her brother at Athens,
and had then washed their hands of the matter, The
brother, on his arrival in ]Cnglzmd, had im]n'url(-‘ni’ly
placed himself in (he lower of Latimer ang of his asso-
ciate, whose name was Wilson Kemp—a man of the foulest

they had

membered
er him,
case of {he Grecian Inter-

ich is sti]] involve( in some
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antecedents.  These two, finding, that through his ignor-
ance of the language Lie was Lielpless in their lhlll(]\ had
kept him a prisoner, and had endeavoured, by cr uclty and
starvation, to make him sign away his own and his sister’s
property.  They had kept him in the house without the
girl’s knowledge, and the plaster over the face had been
for the purpose of making recognition difficult in case she
should ever catch a g11mp~e of him. Iler feminine e per-
cept ions, however, had instantly scen through the dis-
cuize when, on t]w occasion of the interpreter’s first visit,
<he had seen him for the first time.  The poor girl, how-
ever, was herself a prisoner, for there was no one about
the house except the man who acted as conchman, and his
wife, both of whom were tools of the conspirators. Finding
that their seeret. was out and that their prisoner was not
10 be coerced, the two villains, with the givl, had fled away
at a few hours notice from the furnished house which they
had hired, having first, as they thought, taken vengeance
hoth upon the man who had defied and the one who had
betrayed them.

Months afterwards a curious newspaper cutting reached
us from Buda-Pesth. It told how two K I]Ullb]llll(’ll who
hitd been travelling with a woman had met with a tragic
end. They had each been sl.tl)hed, it seems, and {he
Hungarian police were of opinion that they had quarrelled
and had inflicted mortal injuries upon each other.
Holmes, however, is I faney, of a ditferent way of think-
ing, and he holds to this day that if one could find the
{irecian girl oue might learn how the wrongs of herself
and her brother came to be avenged.



THE NAVAL TREATY.

=g HE July which immediately succeeded my mar-
| BT riage was made memorable by three cixes of

P interest in which I had the privilege of heing
associated with Sherlock Holmes, awd of
studying his methods. I find them recorded
in my notes under the headings of The Adventure of the
Second Stain,” ¢“The Adventure of the Naval Treaty,
and ¢« The Adventure of the Tired Captain.”  The first of
these, however, deals with interests of such importance,
and implicates so many of the first families in the king-
dom, that for many years it will he impossible to make it
public.  No case, however, in which Holmmes was ever en-
gaged has illustrated the value of his analytical methods
so clearly or has impressed those who were associnted with
him so deeply. T still retain an almost verbatim report
of the interview in which e demonstrated the true facts
of the case to Monsieur Dubuque, of the I’aris police, and
Fritz von Waldbaum, the well-known specialist of Dantzig,
both of whom had wasted their energies upon what proved
to be side issues. The new century will have come, how-
ever, before the story can he safely told. Meanwhile, I
pass on to the second upon my list, which promised also,
at one time, to be of national importance, and was marked
by several incidents which give it a quite unique char-
acter.

During my school days I had heen intimately associated
with a lad named Percy Phelps, who was of much the
same age as myself, though he was two classes ahead of
me.  He was a very brilliant boy, and carried away every
prize winch the school bad to offer, finishing bhis exploits
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by winning a scholarship, which sent him on to continue
his trinmphant career at Cambridge.  He was, I remember,
extremely well connected, and even when we were all little
hoys together, we knew that his mother's brother was
Lord Holdhurst, the great Conservative politican. This
gaudy relationship did him little good at school; on the
contrary, it seem rather a piquant thing to us to chevy
him about. the playground and hit him over the shins with
a wicket. But it was another thing when he came ont
into the world. I heard vaguely that his abilities and the
influence which he commanded had won him a good posi-
tion at the Foreign Office, and then he passed completely
out of my mind until the following letter recalled his exis-
tence :—
“ Briarbrae, Woking.
<My Dear Warsox,—I have no doubt that you
can remember ¢ Tadpole ™ Phelps, who was in the fifth
form when you were in the third. It is possible even that
you may have heard that, through my uncle’s influence, I
obtained a good appointment at the Foreign Office, and
that I was in a situation of trust and honour until a
horrible misfortune came suddenly to blast my carcer.
“There is no use writing the details of that dreadful
event. In the event of your acceding to my request, it
is probable that I shall have to narrate them to you. I
have only just recovered from nine weeks of brain fever,
and am still exceedingly weak. Do you think that you
could bring your friend, Mr. Holmes, down to see mne? I
should like to have his opinion of the case, though the
authorities assure me that nothing more can he done. Do
try to bring him down, and as soon as possible. Lvery
minute seems an hour while I live in this horrible sus-
pense. Assure him that, if I have not asked his advice
sooner, it. was not because I did not appreciate his talents,
not because I have been off my head ever since the blow fell.
Now I am clear again, though I dare not think of it too
much for fear of a relapse. I am still so weak that I have to
write, as you see, by dictating. Do try and bring him.
“Your old schoolfellow,
“PERCY POELPS.”
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There was something that touched me as I read this
letter, something pitiable in the ruilomto.d‘ appeals to
bring Holmes. So moved was I that, even if it had been
a diffi cult matter, I should have tried it ; but, of course, L
knew well that 1lolmes loved his art. s0, that he was ever
as ready to hring his aid as his client. could he to receive
fib. My wife agreed with me that not a moment. should
be lost in laying the matter before Lim, and so, within
an hour of bl'euklhst-time, I found mysell back once more

in the old rooms in Baker Street.

Holmes was seated at, his side table clad in hix dressing-

gown and working hard over a chemical investigation. A
large curved retort was hoiling furiously in the bluish
flame of a Bunsen burner, and the distilled  drops were
condensing into g two-litre measure, My friend hardly
glanced up as I entered, and I, secing that his iuvcstigi}'
tion must he of importance, seated myself in an arm-chair
and waited. He dipped into this bottle or that, drawing

out a few drops of each with his glass Pipette, and finally
brought a test-tube cont

aining a solution over to the table.
In his right hand he had a slip of lit.nms-]'mpm‘.

“You come at 5 crisis, Watson,” said he, «1If this
paper remains blue, all i well.  If it turns red, it. meansa
man’s life.” He dipped it inte the test-tube and it ushed
at once into a dull, irty crimson, Hum?! I thought as
much!” he eried, «7 shall be at your service in one
instant, Watson. Yoy Will find tobacco in the Persian
slipper.”  He turneq to his desk anq scribbled off several

telegrams,\.vhich were handed over to the page-hoy. Then
hg threw hlmsglf (}0\\"n in the chajy opposite, and drew up
his knees until his fingers clasped round his long, thin
shins. °

“A ver.)krl tommonplace little m,
got something bettey are the stormy petrel
of crime, Watson. \\,’hat is it ?» are the stormy ;.

I handed him the letter, which he read with the most
concentrated attention,

“It does not tel] Us very much it 2 » arked
as he handed it, back to mg 7floes 162" e rema ’

“ Hardly anything,»

urder,” gaid he. “ You've
I fancy. You
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¢ And yet the writing is of interest.”

“ But the writing is not his own.”

“ Precigely. It is a woman’s,”

“ A man’s surely ! I eried.

¢ No,a woman’s; and a woman of rare character. You
see, at the commencement of an investigation, it is some-
thing to know that your client is in close contact with
somceone who for good or evil has an exceptional nature.
My interest is already awakened in the case. If you are
ready, we will start at once for Woking and see {his
diplomatist who is in such evil case, and the lady to whom
he dictates his letters.”

-We were fortunate enough to catch an early train at
Waterloo, and in a little under an hour we found ourselves
among the fir-woods and the heather of Wokmg. Briarbrae
proved to he a large detached house standing in extensive
grounds, within a few minutes’ walk of the station.  Om
sending in our cards we were shown into an elegantly-
appointed drawing-room, where we were joined in a few
minutes by a rather stout man, who received us with much
hospitality.  His age may have been nearer forty than
thirty, but. his cheeks were so ruddy and his eyes so merry,
that he still conveyed the impression of a plump and mis-
chevious boy.

«J am so glad that you have come,” said he, shaking
our hands with effusion.  “Perey has heen enquiring for
you all the morning. Ah, poor old chap, he clings to any
straw. His father and mother asked me to see you, for
the mere mention of the subject is very painful to them.”

«We have had no details yet,” observed Holmes. «I
perceive that you are mot yourself a member of the
family.” .

Our acquaintance looked surprised, and then glancing
down he hegan to laugh.

«(Of course you saw the ¢J. H.” monogram on my
locket,” said he. “For a moment I thought you had
done something clever. Joseph Harrison is my name,
and as Percy is to marry my sister Annie, I shall at least
be a relation by marriage. You will find my sister in his
room, for she has nursed him hand-and-foot these two
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months hack. ].’er]m]ps }\'(‘.’]l:l(l better go in at vnce, for T
mow how impatient he is,’

]\n'(l)‘\l‘w.h chnml%er into which we were :\'hn'\\'ll was on t l]m
same Hoor as the drawing-room. [t Wit im'mshmlmp:llrl :\l
as a sitting and partly as o hedroom, with flowers :1.1 “”:IL.(,.(\,
daintily in every nook and corner. A youug man, -(ini-
pale and worn, was lying upon a sofa near the open w

. o Galy o rarden
dow, through which came the ricl scent. of the wn

and the balmy summer air. A woman was sitting heside
him, and rose as we centered.

“Shall I leave, Percy ?” she asked.

He clutched hier hand to (et ain her.
Watson 27 ¢aid he, cordially.  « [
known you under that moustache, and [ daresay you
would not- he prepared to swoenr to me. Thix, I presume,
is your celebrated friend, Mr. Sherlock Holmes 7 ®

1 introduced him in g foy words, and we hotly sal"dm\'n.
The stout young man had lef us, but his sister still re-
mained, with hey hand in that of the invalid.
striking-looking woman, a little shopt ¢
metry, but with a beautify] olive c¢o !
Italian eyes, and a wealth of deep black hair.  [er rich
tints made the white face of Loy companion the more
worn and haggard by the contrast, X

“I won't ‘waste your time,” said he, raising liimself
upon the sofn. «J7) plange into the matfer without
further preamble, 7Ty

as a happy and successful man, Mr.
Holmes, :m_d on the eve of hcing married, when a sudden
and  dreadful misfor

tune wrecked g my prospeets in
life.

“Tow are you,
should never Lave

She was a
md thick for svim-
mplexion, Lurge, dark

“I was, as Watson may have {o]q
Oftice, and through the influence

hurst, I rose rapidly to a responsible yiosition, When my
uncle became Foreign Minister in this Administration he
gave me several missions of trust, and ag [ always brought
them to a successfy] conclusion, he came at last to have
the utmost confidence in my ahility and tact,

“Nearly ten weeks 4g0—to be more accurate, on the
23rd of May—he called e into hig private room and,
after complimenting me upon the good -work which I Lad

you, in the Foreign
of my uncle, Lord Hold-
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done, informed me that he had a new commission of trust.
for me to execute.

“+This, said he, taking a grey roll of paper from his
burean, “is the original of that secret treaty hetween
England and Italy, of which, [ regret to say, some rumours
have already got into the public Press. It is of enormous
importance that nothing further should leak out. The
French or Russian Xmbassies would pay an immense sum
to learn the contents of these papers. They should not.
leave my bureau were it not that it is absolutely necessary
to have them copied.  You have a desk in your oftice ?*

¢ Yeg, sir

“<Phen take the treaty and lock it up there. T shall
give directions that you may remain behind when the
others go, so that you may copy it at your leisure, without
fear of being overlooked. When you have finished, re-
Jock hoth the original and the draft in the desk, and hand
them over to me personally to-morrow morning.’

¢ took the papers and ?

“ Lxcuse me an instant,” said Holmes; “ were you alone
during this conversation ? *

* Abgolutely.”

“Tu a large room ? *

“Thirty feet each way.”

“In the centre?”

“ Yex, about it.”

« And speaking low 27

“My uncle’s voice is always remarkably low. I hardly
spoke at all.” ’

“Thank you,” said Holmes, shutting his eyes; “pray

o on.” )

«J did exactly what he had indicated, and waited until
the other clerks had departed. One of them in my room,
Charles Gorot, had some arrears of work to make up, o I
left him there and went out to dine. When I returned he
was gone. I was anxious to hurry my works for I knew
that Joseph, the Mr. Harrison whom you saw just now,
was in town, and that he would travel down to Wokin
by the eleven o'clock train, and I wanted if possible to
cateh it.
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“When I came to examine the treaty I saw at once
that it. was of such importance that my uncle had heen
guilty of no exaggeration in what he had said.  Without
going into details, I may say that it defined the
of Great Dritain towards the Triple Alliance, and fore-
shadowed the policy which this country would pursue in
the event of the Irench fleet. gaining a complete axcend-
ency over that of Italy in the Mediterranean,  The
questions treated in it were purely naval. At the end
were the signatures of the high dignitaries who had signed
it. I glanced my eyes over it, and then settled down to
my task of copying,

“It was a long document, written in the I'rench
language, and containing twenty-six separate articles. I
copied as quickly as T could, but at nine o'clock 1 had only
done nine articles, and it seeme hopeless for me to
attmppt to catch my train. | was feeling drowsy and
stupid, partly from my dinner and also frmnhthe cffects of
)\]2:]%' l“‘},‘/’? Woyk. A cap of coffee would clear my brain.

‘Omimissionaire remaing i ina lit oot {he
foot of the stairs, and 'ilsni;ln&: 11‘(?:]1112111:){} 111“-t|l-('3 lt(lge(}"l:.\l ]'llll
his spirit-lamn for ¢ f tl Seinle e kg m. (.
ovvrtl.ime. I }':m ',:EZ g(’ll ‘:1 Of’{lc}als who may he wol king

“€To my Surp%iqe o l(‘.l(.éfOI'(‘, to summon him.
summons, g b WS 2 woman wh answered the

, o Targe, coarse-faced, elderly woman, in an
zm});:""- 1 bhpl explained that she was ghe cornlnissi,011:1il‘0'ﬁ
i‘:‘l,:(‘?;("vff:i.dl(l the Charmg, and I gave her the order for

¢« o .
drowIs \‘:ﬁ;(:l tgt"grmfre r‘nrt}cles,‘an.d then, feeling more

Y > L Tose and walkeq up and down the
room to stretch my legs. My coffee had not yet come
and 1 wondered what the cause of te delay zould he.
Opening the door, T started down the corridor to find out.
There was a straight Dassage dimly g, which led from the
room in which I had’ ’

l)een “'Ol'k. 4 st y e it

. 11],3r Z).nd was he onl X

fl'OlTl 1t. t in : i ‘3’ i Se( wi .
t I elld?d m a cuI\'mg § tun’ca.‘ y with the com-

missionaire’s .lodge. in the bassage at. the hottom. Half-
way down this staircase is sm

s staircas all landing, with another
passage running into it at right angles, 'ﬁ‘,he second one
leads, by means of a secong small stair, to a side door

position
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used by servants, and also as a short cut by clerks when
coming from Charles Street.
“ Ilere is a rough chart of the place.”

:c”‘i“""‘ cormuan-
\ cwmane
\\\’l T hALL {ne’s’r
\
o dosa

cecaK’s
Room

Sude dear / 1LAMF

S HOERE IS A ROUGH CHART OF THE PLACE.”

“Thank you. I think that I quite follow you,” said
Sherloek Holmes,

“ [t is of the utmost importance that you should notice
this point. T went down the stairs and into the hall,
where T found the commissionaire fast asleep in his box,
with the kettle boiling furiously upon the spirit lamp, for
the water was \pmtm(r over the floor. 1 had put out my
hand and was abont to shake the man, who was still
sleeping soundly, when a bell over his head rang loudly,
and he woke with a start.

« ¢ \Mr, Phelps, sir!’ said he, looking at me in bewilder-
ment.

«eo] came down to see if my coffee was ready.

«¢[ was boiling the kettle when 1 fell .l\](‘(‘l). sir.' lle
looked at me: md then up at the still quivering bell, with
an ever-growing astonishment upon his face.

«elf you was here, sir, then who rang the bell?” he
asked. o

«ePhe hell!? T said.  “ What bell is it?’

« ¢ It's the bell of the room you were working in.’

« A cold hand seemed Ho close round my llc.nt Some-
one, then, was in that room w here my precious treaty lay
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upon the table. I ran franti ally up the stairs :~l'“l‘] ~:ll(\"lllg
the passage. There was no one in the corri oty - l:
Holmes. There was no one in the roont. - All was exactly
as Llelt it, save only that the papers committed to my
cire had heen taken from the desk on which they lay.
The copy was there and the original was gone.” I

Holmes sat up in his chair and rubbed hix hand=,
could sce that the problem was entirely to his heart.
“ Pray, what did You do then ? " e miurmured.,

“] recognised i an instant that the thief must have
come up the stairs from the sjde door.  Of course, 1

must have met  him  if e had  come (he other
"
way.

“You were satisfied that he
cealed in the room al the
you have just describyed

“It is absolutely
himeself either
cover at all,”

“Thank you. Pray proceed.”

“The commissionaire, seeing by my pale face 1hat some-
thing was to e feared, haq followed me upstairs.  Now
we hoth rusheq aloug the corridor and down {he steep
steps which Jed to Charles Street.  The door. at the
bottom was closed but ¢ We flung it. open and

mlocked,
rushed out. I ¢y distinetly remember that as we did
so there came three chimes from g neighl)ouring church.
It was a quarter to tep.”
(T34 A - . - . . S
That is of eng, MOUs importance,” gaid Holmes,
making a note upon his shirt, eyff,
"m oy ) TR U NS 3
“The l’l:gllt Was very dark, ang 5 thi
falling.  There was no one in Charles
traftic was gomg on, as usual, in Whitelm]l, al the ex-
tremity.  We rushed along ] Pavement, bareheaded as
we were, and at the fur corner we foupe 4 policeman
standing,

oA mbl)ery has

could not have heen con-
time, or in the corridor which
as dimly lighted 72

impossible.” Arat could not coneeal
in the room or the corridor.  There is no

n, warm rain was
Street, hut a great

ro been committed,’ gasped. < A Jdocu-
ment of immense value has heepy stole

| : n from the Foreign
Office.  Hay anyone passed this way v
“‘I have been standing  here for g quarter of an
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hour, sir, said he; only one person has passed during
that time—a woman, tall and elderly, with « Paisley
shawl.’

“¢ Al that is only my wife,’ cried the commissionaire.
S IHas no one else passed 27

“<No one.

« < Then it must be the other way that the thief took,’
cried the fellow, tugging at my sleeve.

“Put I was not satistied, and the attempts which he
made to draw me away inereased my suspicious.

« ¢« Which way did the woman go? " I eried.

« e don't know, sir. I noticed her pass, but I had no
special reason for watching her. She seemed to be in a
hurry)

« ¢ How long ago was it 2’

«s (Oh, not very many minutes.’

«<Within the last five ?’

«<Well, it could not he more than five.’

«<You're only wasting your time, sir, and every
minute now is of importance,’ cried the commissionaire.
¢'ake my word for it that my old womnn has nothing to
do with it, and come down to the other end of the street.
Well, if you won't, I will; and with that he rushed oft in
the other direction.

« Bt 1 was after him in an instant and caught hiin by
the sleeve.

« ¢ Where do vou live ?” said L.

«¢No. 16, Ivy Lane, Brixton,” he answered ; ¢but don’t
let yourself he drawn away upon a false scent, Mcr. Phelps.

_Come to the other end of the street, and let us see if we

can hear of anything’’

« Nothing was to be lost hy following his advice. With
the policeman we both hwrried down, but only to find the
ctreet full of traffic, many people coming and going, but
all only too eager to get toa place of safety upon so wet
anight. There was no lounger who could tell us who had
passed.

«Then we returned to the office, and searched the stairs
and the passage without result. The corridor which led
to the room wis laid down with a kind of creamy linoleum
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which shows an impression very easily. We examined it

very carefully, but found no outline of an y footmark.”
“Had it been raining all the evening ? ”
“Since about, seven.”

“How is it, then, that the woman who came into the
room about nine left no traces with her muddy boots ?”

¢ I. am glad you raise the point. It occurred to me at
the.tune. The charwomen are in the habit, of taking oft
their boots at the commissionaire’s office, and putting on
list slippers.”

r . .

“That is very clear. There were no marks, then,
though the night was & wet one ? The chain of cvents
s certainly one of extraordinary interest, What did you
do next?”

“We examined the room also.

of a sceret door, and the windows are quite thirty feet
fror.r} the' ground.  Both of them were fastened on the
inside. The carpet preventy any possibility of a trap-
door, and the ceiling is of the ordinary white-washed ki
I will pledge my life that whoever stole iy papers could
only have come through the door.”

¢ How ahout the fireplace ? »

“They use mone. hell-rope
hangs from the wire just to tho 1 5

i | e rigl e "ho-

ever rang it must ha C [aght o "21)(’, ((]lesl]\.t \}Ohlc:
But why should any criminal wigh tg pi poans iy ot
a most insoluble mystery,” to ring the bell ? It 1s

“Certainly the incident wag unusual, W
pext stqﬁ? You examineq the Toom, I presume, to see
if the intruder had left any traces—any cigar oud. or
dropped glove, or hairpin, or otlep trifle » Y cigar cud, o

“There was nothing of the sort,” )

“No smell ?” )

“ Well, we never thought of that,»

“Ah, a scent of tobaceg would h:-n-e bee
deal to us in such an in\'estigutiox) » © een worth a great

“I never smoke myself, g0 T 41.:
served it if there had beex’r an; strlr::x]]]:( I should have ob-
was absolutely no clue of " of tobaceo,  There

an {' A} " .
fact was that the commissionu‘}i,l.e,:]\:}ife The only tangible

There was no possibility

hat were your

—Mrs. Tungey was
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the name—hud hurried out of the place. He could give
no explanation save that it was about the time when the
woman always went home. The policeman and I agreed
that our best plan would be to seize the woman before she
could get rid of the papers, presuming that she had
them. .

“The alarm had reached Scotland Yard by this time,
and Mr. Forbes, the detective, came round at once and
took up the case with a great deal of energy. We hired
a hansom, and in half an hour we were at the address
which had been given to us. A young woman opened the
door, who proved to be Mrs. Tangey’s eldest daughter.
Iler mother had not come back yet, and we were shown
into the front room to wait.

« About ten minutes later a knock came at the door,
and here we made the one serious mistake for which I
blame myself. Instead of opening the door ourselves we
allowed the girl to do so.  We heard her say, ¢ Mother,
there are two men in the house waiting to se€ you,” and an
instant afterwards we heard the patter of feet rushing
down the passage. Forbes flung open the door, and we
both ran into the back room or kitchen, but the woman
had got there before us. She stared at us with defiant
eyes, and then suddenly recognising me, an expression of
absolute astonishment came over her face.

« Why, if it isn’t Mr. Phelps, of the office ! ” she cried.

« (Come, conre, who did you think we were when you
ran away from us ? 7 asked my companion.

« I thought you were the brokers,” said she. “We've
had some trouble with a tradesman.”

«¢That’s not quite good enough,’ answered Forbes. ¢ We
have reason to believe that you have taken a paper of im-
portance from the 'I"oreign Office, and that you ran in Lere
to dispose of it. You must come hack with us to Scotland
Yard to be searched.’

« [t was in vain that she protested and resisted. A four-
wheeler was brought, and we all three drove back in it.
We had first made an examination of the kitchen, and
especially of the kitchen fire, to see whether she might
have made away with the papers during the instant that

R
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she was alone. There were no signs, lu:\\'e\'m', ol any :1.<||(‘T
or seraps. When we reached ScotJand Y and she wars handed
over al ouce to the female searcher. 1 waited inan :'l%{nlly
of suspense until she came back with her report. There
were 1o signs of the papers, . )

“Then, for the first time, the horror of my situation
came in its full force upon me. IHitherto | il heen
acting, and action had numbed thought. 1 had been so
confident of regaining the treaty at once that 1 had ot
daved to think of what would be the consequence if 1
failed to do s0. But now there was nothing more to he
done, and 1 had leisure to realise my position. It was
horrible ! Watson there would tell you that I was a ner-
vous, semsitive boy at school. |¢ s my uature. |
thought of my uncle and of his colleagues in {he Cabinet,
of the shame whicl I had brought upon him, upon myself,

upon everyone connected witly e, What. though I wits
the victim of an extraordinary aceident ?  No allowance is
made for accidents where diplomutic interests are at stake.
was ruined ; shamefully, hopelessly vuined. 1 don't.
know what I did. [ fancy I must have made a scene, 1
have a dim recollection of 4 group of officials who
crowded round me cu(lea\'ouring to soothe me.  One of
them drove down with me to Waterloo
the Woking train. I helieve that he would have come all
the way had it not, been that T)y. Ferrier, who lives near
me, was going down by that very train.  The doctor most
kindly took charge of me, and it was wel] he did so, for I
station, and before

and saw me into

hada fit in the we reached home 1 was
practically a raving maniac,

“You can imagine tle state of
were roused from their e by th
found me in this condition, ~ P
mother were broken-hearte,
enough from the detective at the station to e able to give
an idea of what liad happened, anq his story did not mend
matters. It was evident to g that T was in for along illness,
so Joseph was bundled oyt of “lny cheery be(l-romﬁ, and it
was turned into a sick roon, for me. Here I have lain, Mr.
Holmes, for over nine veeks, unconscious, and raving with

things Lere when they
e doctor's ringing, and
oor Annie here and my
Dr. Ferrier had just heard
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hrain fever. If it had not been for Miss larrison here
and for the doctor’s care Ishould not be speaking to younow.
She has nursed me by day, and a hire I nurse has lookeid
after me by night, for in my mad fits L was capable of auy-
thing. Slowly my reason has cleared, but it is only during
the last three days that my memory has quite returned.
Sometimes I wish that it never had. The first thing I did
was Lo wire to Mr. Forbes, who Ll the case in hand.  1le
came out and assure lme that, thous't  everything hias
been done, no trace of a clue has been discovered. The
commissionaire and his wife have been examined in cvrey
wiy without any light being thrown upon the matter.
The suspicions of the police then rested upon young
Gorot, who, as you may remember, stayed overtime in the
office that night.  His remaining behind and his French
name were really the ouly two points which could suggest,
suspicion ; but as a matter of fact, I did not begin work
until he had gone,and his people are of Huguenot extrac-
tion, but as lnglish in sympathy and tradition as you and
I me. Nothing was found to implicate him in any way,
and there the matter dropped. I turnto you, Mr. Holnes,
as absolutely my fast hope. If you fail me, then my
Lonour as well as my position are for ever forfeited.”

The invalid sank back upon his cushions, tired out by
al, while his nurse poured him out a glass
Holmes sat silently with
s closed in an attitude
but which I knew

this long recit
of some stimulating medicine.
lis head thrown back and his eye
which might seem listless to a stranger,
betokened the most intense abzorption.

& Your statement has been so explicit,” said he at last,
«that vou Lave really lefe me very few (uestions to ask.
There “is one of the very utmost importance, however.
Did you tell anyone that you lhad this special task to

perform?”
«No one.”
« Not Miss Harrison here, for example ? ”
¢No. I bLad not been back to Woking between getting

the order and exccuting the comiission.”
« And none of your people had by chance been to see

you?”
R 2
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“Noue.” . i the

“Did any of them know iheir way about in the
office ? " -

“Oh, yes; all of them had been shown over it.

“Still, of course, if you said nothing to auyone about
the treaty, these inquiries are irrelevant.”

“ L xaid nothing,” o

“Do you know anything of the commissionaire ?°

* Nothing, except that he ix q) old soldier,”

“What regiment »

“Ohy I have heard—Coldstrenn ¢ wards,” _

“Thank you. 1 lave ne doubt 1 ¢an get details from
Forbes. The authorities aye excellent at amassing facts,
though they do not always use them to advantage. What
a lovely thing a rose jg1»

He walked Past the coucly
held up the drooping stalk of
at the dainty blend of crimsm
Phase of his charact or to me,
tim show any keen infeye

“There s nothing in y
as in religion,” said le,

to the open window, and
& moss rose, looking down
vand green. IC was o new
for I lad never efore scen
stin natuyy] object s,
‘hicly deduction jg SO NeCeessary
le:ming Wwith his hacl against. the
hutters.” « It can e built upyag 4y, exact science by the
reascuer,  Quy higheg assurance of the gwoodyess of Pro-
vidence seems 1o me Lo rest in {}e llu?vurs. All other
things, our powers, our desires, our Tood, are really neces-
sary for our existence in the first instance.  But (hix rose
Is an extra, Ity smell and jtg colour are an embellishment.
of life, not o condition of it It is only goodness which
gives extris, and s I «ay again that we have mucl to
bope from the Howers,®
Perey Phelps and his nurse
this demonstration with surprige and & good deal of dis-
appointiment writ{en upon their ficey, He had fallen into
a reverie, with the inogg Yose hetween his fingers. It
had lasted somne minutes hefoye the Young lady broke in

looked ab Tolmes during

upon it,

“ Do you sce ANy prospect, of goly
Holmes?” gl asked, witl;
Voice.

ing this mystery, Mr.
“ louekof asperity in her
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< Oh, the mystery ! he answered, coming bhack with a
start 10 the realities of life. < Well, it would be alwm-’d to
deny that the case is a very abstruse and comp]ical'c;(l one;
but [ can promise you that I will look into the n1'ttté;
and let. you know any noints which may strike me.” o

“ Do you sec any clue ?” ’

«You have furnished me with seven, but of course 1
must {est them before I can pronouhce upon their
value.”

« Yon suspect someone ? ”

« [ suspect mysel Y

«\What?”

¢« (O)f coming to conelusions too rapidly.”

“Then go to Tondon and test your conclusions.”

«Your ndvice is very excellent, Miss Harrison,” said
ITolmes, vising. ¢ I think, Watson, we canuot do ,hetter
Do mot allow yourself to indulge in false hopes M.
Phelps. The affair is a very tangled one.” ’ ’

¢ [ shall be in a fever until I see you again,” cried the
diplomatist.

«Well, I'll come out by the same train to-morrow
more than likely that my report will be a

though it's
negative one.”

 (joc hless you for promising to come,” cried our client.
« Tt gives me fresh life to know that something is heing
done. By the way, [ have had a letter from Lord Hold-
hurst.”

«Ha! What did he say?”

« He was cold, but not harsh. I daresay my severe
revented him from heing that. He repeated that
utmost importance, and added that.

about my future—by which he
lismissal—until my health was

illness p
the matter was of the

no steps would bhe taken
of course, my ¢

means,
restored and 1 had an opportunity of repairing my mis-
fortune.”

«\ell, that was reasonable and considerate,” said
Holmes. ¢ Come, Watson, for we have a good da)"’s work
hefore us in town.”

Mr. Joseph Harrison drove us down to the station, and

we were soon whirling up in a Portsmouth train. Holmes
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was sunk in profound thought, and hm'd.l.v openerd his
mouth until we had passed Clapham Junction.

“It’s a very cheering thing to come into London by any
of these lines which run high and allow you to look down
upon the houses like this.” . .

I thought he was joking, for the view was sordid
enough, but he soon explained himself, ) o

* Look at those big, isolated clumps of buildings vising
up above the slates, like brick islands in a lead-coloured
sea.'

“The Board schools.”

“Lighthouses, my hoy! Bencons of the fature ! Cap-
sules, with hundreds of bright. little seeds in each, out of
which will spring the wiser, hetter England of the future.
I suppose that man Phelps does not drink ?

“TI should not think so.”

“Nor should I. But we are hound to {ake every possi-
hility into account. The poor devil has certainly got
himself into very deep water, and it’s g question whether

we shall ever be able to get him ashore.” What did you
think of Miss Harrison  »

“A girl of strong character,”
€ Yoo S 1 1
Yes, but she is g good sort, or T am mistaken. She
and her brother are tiie only children of an ironmaster
somewhere up Northumberlanq way. Phelps got engaged
to her when travelling last winter, and she came down {0

be introduced to hig people, with ey brother as escort.
Then came the smash, a

nd she staved on to nurse her
lover, while hrother Joseph, ﬁn(lingvhimsclf pretty snug,
smy(fd_ on too. I've heep makilllg a few independent
Inquiries, you see. But to-day must he 5 day of in-
quiries.”

“My practice—— [ began.

“Oh, 1f” you find your own cases more interesting than
mine said Holmes, with some asperity.

“I was going to say that my Practice could get along
very well for a day or two, since it is {}e slackest time in
the year.”

« Excell,ent,” said he, recovering his good humour.
“Then we'll look into this mattey together. I think that
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we should hegin hy seeing Forbes. He can probably tell
us all the details we want, until we know from what side

{he case is to he approached.”
«You said you had a clue.”

\4 . . 3 EFS

«Well, we have sey eral, but we can only test their
value hy further inquiry. The most. difficult erime to
track is the one which is purposcless.  Now, this is not
])lll‘])()S(‘](‘SS. Who is it th:_nt profits by it ? There is the
ador, there is the Russian, there is whoever

French Amhass
might sell it to cither of these, and there is Lord llold-

hurst.”

« [,ord Holdhurst!”

«Well, it is just conceiv
find himself in a position where he w
<cuch n document accidentally destroyed.”

« Not. a statesman with the honourable record of Lord
Holdharst.,”

It isa possihility, and we cannot afford to disregard it
We shall sce the noble Jord to-day, and find out i he can
tell us anything. Meanwhile, T have already set inquiries
upon foot.”

« Already 27

« Yoy, I sent wires
ing paper in London. -
each of them.”

e handed over a sheet: tor

it was seribbled in peneil :—
« 10 Reward.—The number of the cab which dropped

a fare at or about the door of the Foreign Office in Charles
Streef, at a quarter to ten in the evening of May 23rd.
Apply 2211, Baker Street.”
« Y ou are confident that, the thief came inneab?”
« If not, there is no harm done. Pt if Mr. Phelps is
wting that there i no hiding-place either in
the corridors, then the person must have
If he came from outside on so wet a
no trace of damp upon the linoleum,
which was examined within a few minutes of his passing,
then it is exceedingly probable that he came in a cab,
Yes, [ think that we miy safely deduce a cah.”

ahle that a slatesman might
as not sorry to have

from Woking Station {0 every even-
This advertisement will appear in

n from the note-hook. On

correct. in sti
the room or
come from outside.
night, and yet left
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“ It sounds plausible,”

“That is one of the clues of which T

spoke. Tt may
lead us to something,.

And then, of course, there is the
hell—which is the most distinetive feature of the caase.
Why should the hell ring?  Was it the thief that did it
out of bravado? Or was it someone who was with the
thief who did it in order to prevent the crime?  Or was
it an accident ? Or was it —__ »* He sank back into
the state of intense and silent. thought from which he had
emerged, but it secemed to me, accustomed ax T was fo his
every mood, that some new possibility had dawned sud-
denly upon him, )

It was twenty past three when we reached our terminus,
and after a hasty luncheon at the huffet we pushed on at
once to Scotland  Yard, Holmes had alveady wired to
Forbes, and we found hin, waiting to receive us: a small,
foxy man, with » sharp but by no means amiable expres-

sion. He was (loci(le(]]y frigid in his manuer to us,
especially when he heard the errand upoun which we had
come.

“ I've heard of your methods
s'm'rl he., tartly.  “You are ready enough to use all the in-
formation that the police can lay at your disposal, and
then you try to finighy the case yourself and hring diseredit
upon them.” v

“On the contrary,” 3 “out of my last. (ifty-
three cases m Yy name hag only appeared in fo;n', and the
police have had all the eredit’in forty-nine. 1don’t hlame
you for not. knowing this; for you are young and inexperi-
enced 5 butif you wished to get, on in ~§'0ur 1?(\.\\' duties you
will work with me, and not against, me.”

“1'd he very glad of a hint or two,”
(‘:ln:mging his manuer, « Uve cer
the case so far.”

“What steps he

&Qr

9"
before now, Mr. ITolmes,

vd Holineg -

said the deteetive,
tainly had no credit from

we you taken 9 »
) langey, the cmnmission.'lire, has heen shadowed. e
left the Guards with - good character, and we can find
qnthing against him. His wife js a bad lot, though. 1
fancy she knows more about. this than appears,”

“Have you shadowed her »»
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“\We have set one of our women on to her. Mrs. Tangey
drinks. and owr woman has heen with her twice when <l
wits well on, but she could get nothing ont of her,”

« 1 understand that they have had brokers in the
house ?7

¢ Yes, but they were paid off.”

& Where did the money come from ?”

“That was all right. His pension was due; they have
not shown amy sign of being in funds.”

« What explanation did she give of having answered the
bell when Mr. Phelps rang for the coffee 27

s« She said that her hushand was very tired and she
wished 1o relieve him.”

« Well, cortainly that would agree with his being found,
a little later, asleep in his chair. There is nothing against
them, then, hut the woman’s character. Did yon ask her
why she hurried away that night ? Her haste attracted
{he attention of the police-constable.”

« She was later than usual, and wanted to get home.”

¢ Did you point out to her that you and Mr. Phelps,
who starfed at least twenty minutes after her, got home

hefore her?”

« She explains
a hansom.”

¢ Did she make it clear why, on reaching her house, she
pan into the back kitchen 7

¢ Beeause she had the money there with which to pay
off the hrokers.”

« She has at least. an answer for everything. Did you
ask her whether in leaving she met anyone or saw anyonce
Initering ahout Charles Street.? ™

& She saw no one but the constable.”

«Well, you scem to have cross-examined her pretty
thoronghly. What else have you done ?

e clerk, Gorot, has heen shadowed all these nine

“The ¢
weeks, but without result.  We can show nothing against

him.”
. 99
« Anything else ?
¢ Well, we have no

of any kind.”

that by the difference hetween a’bus and

thing else to go upon—no evidence
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“Have you formed any fheory abont lLow t(hat, hell
rang ?”

“ Well, I must confess that. it heats me. Tt wasa mul
hand, whoever it was, to go and give the alarm like that.

“Yes, it was a (queer thing to o, Many thanks to yvou
for what you have told me.” If T ean put. the man into
your hands you shall hear from me.  Come along,
Watson!?

“Where are we
office.

“Weare now going to inferviey Lord IToldhurst, the
Cabinet Minister and fature Premier of Engalanld

We were fortunate i finding that. Lord Tloldhurst was
still in his chambers ot Downing Sy reet, and on Holmes
sending in his card we were instantly shown up. The
statesman received us with that old-faxhioned court exy for
which he is remarkable, and seqf uson the two luxurions
easy chairs on cither side of the fiseplice,  Standing on
the rug between us, with his slight, tall ficure, his sil:ll‘l’-
featured, thoughtfnl face, and his curling ||:i|’])1’0111:tl urely
tinged with grey, he seemod (o r(‘ln'o:unl' that not too
common type, a nobleman whyq iy in trath noble,

“Your name 1s very faniliae 1o me, Mr. [olmes,” said
!Je, smiling, ‘“1\1.1:], of course, T canmnot, pretend to he
1gnorant of the object of your visit.  Thoere has only heen

teould call for yvour

one ocenrrence in these offices whicl
attention. In whose interest are voy acting, may T ask? ™
“In that of Mp. Percy Phelps answored Holmes.
“Ah, my unfortunate nepliew ! You can understana
that our km.ship makes it the more impossible for me to
sereen hiim in any way. T fear that the incident must
have a very prejudicial effect upon 1jx carcer,”
“But if the document is found » » '
“Ah, that, of course, would he different.”

“I'had one or twy ‘nestions which [ wished (o
Lord Holdhurst.”

“ I shall be happy to BIVC you any information in my
power.”

going o now ?»” | asked, as we left the

.
.

ask you.

“Was it in this room that y

. U gave your instructions
as to the copying of the document 3 »
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“ L was.”

s Then you could hardly have been overbieard 27

w1t is out of the question.”

* Did you ever mention to anyone that it was your in-
tention {o give out the treaty to be copied ? 7

* Never.”

«You are certain of tha

« Absolutely.”

« Well, sinee yon never said so, and Mr. Phelps never
saidd so0, and nobody clse knew anything of the matter,
then the thiels presence in ifie roonm was purely aceidental.
e saw his chance and he took it.”

The statesman smiled.  “You take me out of my
provinee there,” said he.

Iolmes considered for a moment. < There is another
very important point which I wish to discuss with you,”
il he.  “You feared, as I understand, that very grave
results might follow from the details of this treaty be-
coming known?”

A shadow passed over the expressive face of the states-
men.  “Very grave results, indeed.”

« And have they occurred ?7

“ Not yet.”

“1f the treaty bhad reached, let us say, the IFrench
or Russian Lorcign Oftice, you would expeet to hear of

tpn

PR3
« T should,” said Lord 1 [oldhurst, with a wry face.
« Since nearly ten weeks have elapsed, then, and no-
thing has heen heard, it is nol. unfair to suppose that for
<ome reason the treaty has not reached them ?”

Lord Holdhurst shrugged his shoulders.

“We can hardly suppose, Mr. Holmes, that the thiel
took the treaty in order to frame it and hang it up.”

& Perhaps he is waiting for a better price.”

“1If he waits a little longer he will gel no price
at all.  The treaty will cease to be a seeret in a few

it

monihis.”
mportant, * aid Holmes., “Of course

« That is most 1
it is a possible supposiion that the thief has had a sudden

illness *




254 MEMOIRS OF SHERLOCK 10701 F S,

“An attack of brain fever, for example 27 azked the
stadesman, lashing a swift, glmee at hin.

“Tdid not say x0," said Holmes,
now, Lord Holdhurst, we have alre
of your valuable time, and we

* Bvery suceess to your
who it may,” answered the
at the door,

“He'sa line lellow,” said Holmes, as wo eiune ol into
Whitehall. < But Le has o strugele
tion.  1le is far from rich,
noticed, of course,

pertarbably. > Aud
aly taken up too much
shall wish vou good-day.”

investigation, he the eriminal
nobleman, as he howed us out

to Keep up his posi-
and Tas many ealls. You
that his boots had heen vo-solid ? Now,
Watson, T won't detain you from, vour
any longer. T shall (o nothing more fosday, nnless |
have an answer 1o my cab advertisement,  But I should
be extremely obliged to you if you would come down
with me to Woking to-morrow, by the swme train which
we took to-day.”

I met him accordingly next morniy
down 1o Wokiug together,

legitimate work

gy and we travelled
i . He had el no answer to his
n.nlwllns(-numt, he said, and no fresh light hiad heen t hirown

upon 11.10 e, e had, whey he s willed it the atter
tmmobility of countenince of 3 R Indian, amd | could
not aather from iy appeirance whet hyep hu,\\':w satizlicd
or not with the position of the case,  Ilis ('()])\'l.‘-l'ﬁl“”"a I
remember, was aboyt, the Bertillon syst mn- .ul' niviLsure-

h‘n-nts, and he expressed Lhusiastje admiration of the
IFrench savant. .

We found our client,
voted nuarse, but, logkin
He rose from the sofy
when we entered.

“Any news?” he nske(], eagerly,

“My report, as I expected
Holmes. 1 have seen Forl)cs, and 1 have seon  your
uncle,and I have set one or e trains of iuqu.iry upulfbel'
which may lead to somctlning.”

“ You have uot lost heart, then? »

“ By no means.”

“God bless you for saying that 1 »

his ¢n

still under the charge of his de-
iy consi(lerahly better than before.
and greeted “us without, ditliculty

, 1s a negative one,” said

cried Miss Harrison.
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.

& [f we keep our courage and our patienc, the truth must

come out.” )

wWe have more to tell you than you have for us,” =aid
Phelps, rescating himself zpon the couch.

o | hoped you might have something.”

“ Yes, we have had an adventure during the night, and
one which might have proved to he a serious one.”  Tis
as he spoke, and a look of

eXPIession grew very grave
up in his eyes. Do you

something akin to fear sprang
know,” said he, “that 1 begin to believe that I am the un-
conscions centre of some monstrous conspiraey, and that
my life is aimed at as well as my honour?”
« Al 17 eried Holmes.
¢ I sounds incredible,
an enemy in the world.
1 ¢an come to no other conclusion.”
« Pray let me hear i
“You must know that last night was the very first
night. that T have ever slept. without-a nurse in the room.
I was so much hetter that T thought I could dispense with
one. 1 had night-]iglnl, burning, however. Well, about
fwo in the morning 1 had sk into a light sleep, when 1
wax suddenly aroused by a slight noise. 1t was like the
cound which a mouse makes when it is gnawing a plank,
and I lay listening to it for some time under t]m im-
pression {hat it must come from that cause. "J‘ll(-n it grew
louder, and suddenly there came from the window a sharp
metallic snick. Isatup in amazement.  There could he
no doubt what the sounds were now.  The faint ones had
been caused by somevne forcing an instrument through
the slit between the sashes, and the second by the catch
being pressed back.
« here was o pause then for about ten minutes,asif the
person were waiting to see whether the noise had awoken
me. Then I heard a gentle creaking as the window was
very slowly opened. I could stand it no longer, for my
' ' t what they used to he. I sprang ont
1 the shutters. A man was crouch-
I could see little of him, for he was
He was wrapped in some sort of cloak,

for 1 have not, as far as T know,
Yet from last night’s experience

nerves are 1o
of hed and flung oper
ing at the window.
gone like Hash.



256 ATEN] OIRS: OF SHERLOCA 1HOLIES.

which came feross the lower part of his l:u['(-.‘ (,)lm\; i"||ll,l:l).:_.{
only T am sure of, and that is that. he T wlltlt l' (l[i\-
in his hand. It looke(l't.o me like a long I\m.:.. :
tinetly saw the gleamn of it as lm.turn(-(l to run. e whiat

¢ This is most interesting,” waid Holmes,  « 1 iy, wii

il you do then ?* . )
\l“‘l‘.‘loslmul(l have followed him through the open \\'nnlm\l
if T had been stronger.  As it was, [ rang !Iu: lu.-|| ane
roused the house. It took me some littlo time, for the
bell vings in the kitchen, and the servants all 5!0(‘{’
upstairs, 1 shouted, howeve - amd that brought Joseph
down, and he roused the ot hers, Joseph and the groom
found marks on the Hower-hed outside the \\'iln(!«)\\',.l"f‘
the weather has been so dry lately that they h_ln‘uul '_‘:
hopeless to follow the trail across the grass, _lll('l'('-*‘
A place, however, on the wouden fence which skirts tl“l
voul which shows signs, they tell me, as if someonce hav
got over and had suapped the top of the rail in doinyg so.

have said nothiag to the Iocal-pulice yet, for I thought
1 had best have your opinion fipst.”

This tale of our client’s appeared to have an extri-
ordinary effect upon Sherlock olmes, He rose from .lllﬁ
chair and paced about, the room in ncontrollable excite-
ment.

“ Misfortunes never come si
though it was evident that hLi
shaken hin.

“You have
“Do you thinl
me?”

*Oh, yes, T should like a little sunshine.  Joseph will
come too,”

“And 1 also,” said Miss H

I am afraid not,”
“I think I must ask
vou are.”

C The young luly resumed ey seat with an air of dis-
pleasure,  Her brother, however, Ty Joined us, and we
sel off all four together,  We 1

wEed vowmd the lawn to
the outside of the young diplomatist’s window. ‘There

1ely.” said Phelps, smiling,
5 adventure had somewhat

certaiuly hag Your sh

are,” said Holmes.
Cyou could walk

round the house with

arrison,
said Holmes,

shaking his head.
you to remain g,

ting exactly where
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were, as ke had said, marks upon the flower-bed, bt the
were hopelessly hlarred and vague. ![o!mo; \tn(m:\j
over them for an instant, and then rose Qll[‘l](r(‘;il;xr EN.
shoulders. » Shrugging s

« 1 don't think anyone could make much of this,” said
he. « Lot us go round, the house and sce wh,v this
particular room was chosen by the burglu. I <hould
lave thought those larger windows of the drawing-room
aml dining-room would have had more attractions for
him.”
«They are more visible from the road,” suggested Mr
Joseph Harrison. T o

« Ah, yes, of course.
might have attempled.

&It is the side entrance for trad
is locked at night.”

« Have you ever had an alarm like this hefore ? ™

« Nover,” said our client.

« Do you keep plate in the house, or anything to attract
burglars 27 )
« Nothing of value.”
Holmes strolled round the house with his hands in his

a negligent air which was unusual with

There is a door here which he
What. is it for ?”
expeople. Of course, it

pockets, and
him.

« By the way,”
some plice, I und
fence. lLet us have look at that.”

The young min led us to a spot where the top of one
of the wooden rails had been cracked. A small fragment.
of the wood was hanging down. Holmes pulled it off and
examined it eritically.

«Do you think that wi
rather old, does it not P

¢ Wall, possibly so.”

& here are NoO marks of anyone jumping down upon
the other side. No, I fancy we shall get no help here.
Let us go back to the bedroom and talk the matter

. 9
over.
Percy Phelps was walking very slowly, leaning upon
the arm of his future hrother-in-law.  Holmes walked
2 %)

I»

said he to Joseph Harrison, ¢ you found
erstand, where the fellow sealed the

s done last night? It looks
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swiftly across the lawn, and we were at the open window
of the bedroom long before the ot hers ¢

“Miss  Harrison,” said  Ilolmes, speaking with the
utmost intensity of manner, « You must stay where yvou
are all dav.  Let nothing prevent you from staving where
you are all day. It is of most vital importanee,”

“ Certainly, if you wish it, M. Holmes,™ said the girl,
in astonishment.

“When you go to bed lock the door of this room on {he
outside and keep the key. Promise 1o do this.”

“But Perey v+

“He will come to TLondon with us”

“And I am to vemain here ¥

.“It', 1’5 for his sake. You can serve him!  Quick ! Pro-
mise !’

She gave a nod of assent Just as the other two came
up.

ame up.

“Why do you sit moping there, Annie?™ eried her
brother.  “ Come out into the sunshine ! »

¢\ o I - .

¢ hq, th.mk.you, Joseph. I lLave 1 slight lieadache,
and this room is deliciong] ¥ cool and soot hing.”

« W\ . . P *
; \t\ hat do ycu propose now, Mr, Iolmes ? 7 asked our
client.

“Well, in Investigatin
lose sight of our main e
help to me if yo

“ At once 27

“We

g this minor affair we must not
nquiry. It would bhe a very great
u could come up to London with us.”

11, as soon as You conv

eniently can. Sav in an
hoae lently can 1y

1 ;‘ I”feel quite strong enough, if I cap really he of any
relp. )

“ The greatest possible.”

¢ Perhaps you would like me to st

“I was Just going to Propose it.”

“« Thel} if my friend of the Night comes to revisit me,
he will find the hirq flown, We are all in your hands.
Mr. Holmes, and you must. te]l yg exactly what you would

e i g .
like .done. Perhaps you woulq prefer that Joseph came
with us, so as to look after me ? ”

113 . 7 7 ; H
Ob, no; my friend W atson is a medical man, you

ay there to-night.”
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know, and he'll lovk after you. We'll have our lunch
here, if you will permit us, and then we shall all three
sot off for town together.” -

It was arranged as he suggested, though Miss Harrison
o:\:cus‘ed hers‘elt from l'eavmg the bedroom, in accordance
with Holmes's suggestion. What the object of my friend’s
munceuvres was 1 could not conceive, unless it were to
keep the lady away from Phelps, who, rejoiced by his re-
turning health and by the prospect of action, lunched
with us in the dining-room. Holmes had a still more
startling surprise for us, however, for after accompanying
us down to the station and seeing us into our arringe, hz
calmly announced that he had no intention of ]é:u'inn'
Woking. °

« There are one or two small points which I should de-
sire to clear up before I go,” said he. * Your absence,
Mr. Phelps, will in some ways rather assist me. Watson,
when you reach London you would oblige me by driving
at once to Baker Street with our friend here, and remain-
ing with him until I see you again. It is fortunate that
you are old cchoolfellows, as you must have much to talk
over. Mr. Phelps can have the spare bedroom to-night,
and I shall he with you in time for breakfast, for there is
me into Waterloo at eight.”

a train which will take
estigation in London ? ” asked

 But how about our inv
Phelps, ruefully.

¢ We can do that to-morrow. I think that just at
an be of more immediate use here.”

present. I ¢
“You might tell them at Briarbrae that I hope to he

lack to-morrow night,” cried Phelps, as we began to move
from the platform.

« [ hardly expect to go
Holmes, and waved his han
from the station.

Phelps and It
of us could devise

developiment.
“ 1 suppos=e he wants {o find out szome clue as to the

burglary last night, if @ burglar it wis. For myselfy I

dou’t believe it was an ordinary thief.”?

back to Briarbrae,” answered
d to us cheerily as we shot out

alked it over on our journey, but neither
a satisfactory reason for this mew
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“What is your idea, then ?”

“ Upon my word, you may put it. down to my fu.-uk
nerves or not, but I helieve there is some deep political
intrigue going on around me, and that, for some reason
that passes my understanding, my life is aimed at by the
conspirators. It sounds high-lown and absurd, hut con-
sider the facts! Why should a thicf try to break in at a
bedroom window, where there could be no hope o any
plunder, and why should Le come with 2 long knife in his
hand ?

“You are sure it was not a housebreaker's jemmy 27

“Oh,no; it was a knife. I saw the flash of the blude
quite distinetly.”

“But why on carth should you be pursued with such
animosity ? 7

“AbL! that is the question.”

“Well, if Holmes takes the same view, that would ac-
count. for his action, would it not? Presuming that
your theory is correct, if he can lay his hands upon

the man who threatened you last night, e will have
gone a long way towards finding who took the naval
treaty. Tt is absurd to suppose that you have {wo
eneiies, one of whom robs you while the other threatens
your life.”

“But Mr. Holmes said that he w

brae.”

“I have known him for some time,” said I, <but [
never knew him do anything yet without very gouwd
reason,” and with that our conversation drifted off into
other topics.

-
But it was a weary day for me.

after his long illness, and s misfortunes made him
(ll.lel‘l'llollS and nervous. Invain I endeavoured to interest
]m.n in Afg]nml}stan, in India, in social questions, in any-
thing which might take his mind out of the groove. e
wuul(l. always come back to lis lost treaty ; wondering,
guessing, speculating, as to what Holmes was doin g, what
steps Lord Holdhurst wys taking, what nows \\'uh.;llulll‘l
have in the morning. : '

. ,A;“ the evening wore on his escite-
ment became quite painful.

as not going to Briar-

Phelps was still weak
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“ You have implicit faith in Holmes 2™ he asked.

“ [ have seen him do some remarkable things.”

“But he never brought light into anything quite so
dark as this?7

¢ (h, yes; [ have known him solve questions whicl pre-
senfed fewer elues than yours.”

« But. not. where such large interests are at stake

« [ don't know that. To my certain knowledge he has
acted on behalfof three of the reigning Iouses of Europe
in very vital mat ters.”

» But you know him well, Watson. Ie is such an in-
<erutable fellow, that 1 never quite know what to make
Do you think he is hopeful? - Do you think he ex-

9

v

of him.
peets to make a suceess of it

« [e has said nothing.”

«That, is a bad sign.”

« On the contrary, [ have noticed that when he is off
the trail he generally says so. It is when he is on a scent,
and is not quite absolutely sure yet that it is the right one,
that he is most taciturn, - Now, my dear fellow, we can’t
by making ourselves nervous about. them, so

help matters
you to go to bed, and so be fresh for what -

let me implore
ever may await us to-morrow.”

I was able at last to persuade my companion to take my
though [ knew from his exeited manner that there
hope of sleep for him. Indeed, his mood
ay tossing half the night myself,
brooding over this strange problem, and inventing a hun-
dred theories, each of which was more impossible than the
Why had HHolmes remained at Woking?  Why had
he asked Miss Harrison to stay in the sick room all day?
Why had he heen so carcful not to inform the people at.
Briarbrae that he intended to remain mnear them? 1
cudgelled my brains until 1 fell asleep in the endeavour
to find some explanation which would cover all these

facts.
© lock when I awoke,and I set. off at. once

It was seven 0¢ .
for Phelps's room, to f?md him I.!zlggm'd and spent. after a
1is first question was whether Holmes

wlvice,
was not. much
was infectious, for 11

last.

sleepless night.
Lad wrrived yel



264 MEMNOIRS OF SHERLOCK 11010/ I1S.

“Ie'll be here when he premised,” said 1, and not an
instant. sooner or later.” ’

And my words were true, for short v 1
som dashed up to the door and our l'nvnfl gol out ol it.
Standing in the window, we saw that lLis left Im}ul wits
swathed in a bandage and that his face wis very arim and
pale. e entered the house, but it was some little time
before he came upstairs,

¢ He looks like a beaten man,’

I was forced to confess that
said I, “the clue
town.”

Phelps gave a groan.

“I don’t know how it i8,” said he, “hut, T had hoped for
so much from his retwrn. Bt surely his haud was not
tied up like that yesterday ? What, can he the matter ? *

“You are not, wounded, Holmes ¥ [ asked, as my friend
entered the room,

after eight a han-

" eried Phelps. .
rwas right, < After all,
of the matter lies probably here in

“Tut, it is only a serateh throun

. B
gh my own clumsiness,
he answered, nodding

his good morning to us. « This
e of yours, Mr, P helps, is certainly one of the darkest
which I have ever Investigate.”

“I feared that you would find it heyond you.”

“It has been a most remarkalle experience.”

Al
“That l.)audage tells of zul\'entures,” said I < Won't
you tell us what has happened ?»

“ After breakfu‘st, my dear Watgsop,
have breathed thirty miles of §
suppose there has heen ng answer to my cabiman advert jse-
ment ? Well, well, we cannot, expect to score every time.”

m ras all i . b S ;

The table was all laid, and, just as | wis about to ring,
Mrs. Hudson entered with the {eg and coffee, A few
minutes later glie brought in t},e covers, aud we all drew up
to the table, Holmes ravenous, | curious, and Phelps in the
gloomiest state of depression, -

“Mrs. Hudson has risen
uncovering a dish of currie
little limited, hut she has

Remember that 1
urrey air thig morning. |

to the occasion,” said Holmes,
d chicken, « Her cuisine is a

t I as good an iden of breakfast as
a Scotchwoman, W hat L

) ave you there, Wigsony 2
“llam and eggs,” I answered,
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“(tood ! What are you going to take, Mr. Phelps:
curried fowl) eggs, or will you help yourself? ™

“Thank you, | can cat nothing,” said Phelps.

¢ Oh, come! Try the dish before you.”

“Thank you, I would really rather not.”

« Well, then,” said Holmes, with a mizchievous twinkle,
*1 suppose that you have no objection to helping
me?”

Phelps raised the cover, and as he did so he uttered a
seream, and sat. there staring with a face as white as the
plate upon which he Tooked.  Across the centre of it was
Iving a little cevlinder of blue-grey paper. He caught it up,
devoured it with his eyes, and then danced madly about
the room, pressing it to his bosom and shricking out in
his delight.  Then he fell back into an arm-chair, so limp
and exhausted with his own emotions that we had to pour
brandy down his throat to keep him from fainting.

«There! there!” said Holmes, soothingly, patting him
upon the shoulder. €It was too bad to spring it on you
like this; but Watson here will tell you that 1 never can
rosist a touch of the dramatic.”

Phelps seized his hand and kissed it. .“ God bless you!”
he eried ; € you have saved my honour.” o

«“Well, my own was at stake, you know,” said Holmes.
¢« [ assure you, it ix just as hateful to me to fail in a case as
it can be to you to blunder over a commission.”

Phelps thrast away the precious document into the
innermost pocket of his coat.

¢ [ have not the heart to interrupt your hreakfast any
further, and yet I am dying to know how you got it and
where it was.”

sherlock Holmes swallowed a cup of coffee and tl.ll'll(."(l
his attention to the luun.:nul eggs. tl’llen .]IC rose, lit his
pipes and settled lmnsvlf-(.lo“:n into his cl}au. o

« 1 tell you what I did first, :1.11(1 how I came to (.lo it,
afterwards,” said he. After leaving you at the station I
went for a charming \s"a]lc t.lu.'ough some ad)l!m‘able Surrey
scenery to a prefty little village called In].)l(v‘y, \vh'erg I
L my tea at an o, and took the precantion of filling

wy flask and of putting a paper of sandwiches iu my
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pocket.  There [ remained until evening, when I set off
for Woking again and found myself in the high road on-
side Briarbrae just after sunsct.

“Well, T waited until the road was clear—it i< never o
very frequented one at any time, I faney--and then |
clambered over the fence into the grounds,”

“Surely the gate was open 2 ejaculated Phelps.

“Yes; but Lhave a pecaliar taste in (hese matters, |
chose the place where the three fir trees stand, and hehind
their sereen I got over without the least chance of any-
one in the house being able to see me. 1 crouchod down
among the bushes on the other side, and erawled from one
to the other—witness the disreputable state of my trouser
!\'ll(;’(‘i\'——lll'l.lil I had reached the clump of rhododendrons
Just opposite to y

o your hedroom window.,  There 1 squatted
down and awaited developments,

“The blind was not down i your room, and [ could
see Mixs Harrison sitting there reﬂding by the table. It
Wis i quarter past ten when she elosed her book, fastened
t‘hc slu}tters, and retired, [ hieard her shut the door, and
felt quite sure that she had turned the key in the lock.”

“The key ?” ejaculated Phelps.

“Yes, I had given Miss IHarrison instructions to lock
the door on the outside and take the key with her when
she went to bed. She carried out every one of m y
mjunctions to the letter, and certainly without her co-
operation you would not have that Iaper in ’(‘)ul: coat
pocket.  She departed then, the lights went (S)ut and
wa: lflt syuatting in the rhododendron bush. .
oF v}»!:?s:l%lltll:‘\:l:l‘1:]("’ !)ut S‘;l!l‘.lt. Was a very weary vigil.

8 1e sort of excitement whout, it that the
sportsman feels wlien he lies beside the watercourse and
waits for the big game, [t was very long thf;ll(fll—
almost as long, Watson, as when you and | w{:i’ted in that
deadly room when we looked into the little pr'ol)le*m of‘t'l‘w'
¢ h:]')ef:kled Band.’  There was g church clock down at
Woking which struck the quarters, inq [ thought more
than once that it had stopped, At last however, ahout
{wo in the morning, I smldmnly hear] lho’ (r(-nL]‘(* ~:|:llll(l of
a bolt being pushed back, and (le creuking of a 'k(-\'. A
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moment later the servants’ door was opened and Mr.
Joseph Iarrizon stepped out into the moonlight.”

« Jogeph ! ejaculated Phelps.

& Jle was bare-headed, but he had a black cloak thrown
over his shoulder, so that he could conceal his face n an
in<tamt. if there were any alarm.  He walked on tip-toe
under the shadow of the wall, and when he reached the
window, he worked a long-bladed knife through the sash
and pushed back the catch. Then he flung open the
window and, putting his knife through the crack in the
shutters, he thrust the bar up and swung them open.

«Jrom where Ilay 1 had a perfect. view of the inside
of {he room and of every one of his movements. He lit
the two candles which stand upon the mantelpiece, and
then he proceeded to turn back the corner of the carpet
in the neighbourhood of the door. Tresently he stooped
and picked out a square piece of board, such as is usunally
left. to enable plumbers to get at the joints of the gas
pipes.  This one covered, as a matter of fact, the T-joint
which gives off’ the pipe which supplies the kitchen un-
derncath.  Out of this hiding-place he drew that little
eylinder of paper, pushed down the hoard, rearranged
the carpet, blew out the candles, and walked stmi‘ght
into my arms as I stood waiting for him outside the
window.

« Well, he has rather more viciousness than I gave him
eredit for, has Master Joseph. e flew at me with his
knife, and I had to grass himn twice, and got a cut over
the knuckles, before I had the upper hand of him. He
looked ¢ murder’ out. of the only eye he could see with
when we had finished, but he listened to reason and gave
up the papers. Having got them I let my man go, but. I
wired full particulars to Forbes this morning. If he is
quick enough to cateh his bird, well and good! Bat if,
as I shrewdly suspect, he finds the nest empty before he
gets there, why, all the better for the Government. I
fancy that Lord Holdhurst, for one, and Mr. Percy
Phelps, for another, would very much rather that the
affair never got so far as a police-court.” '

« My God!” gasped our client. “Do you tell me that
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during these long ten weeks of agony, the stolen papers
were within the very room with me all the time? "

“ Ro it was.”

“And Joseph ! Joseph a villain and a thief!

“Hum! I am afraid Joseph's character is a rather
deeper and more dangerous one than one migcht judee
from his appearance.  From what [ have heard from him
this morning, T gather that he has lost. heavily in dab-
bling with stocks, and that he is ready to do anvthing on
earth to betrer his fortunes. Being an absolutely sellish
mian, when a chance presented itselt he did not allow
either his sister's happiness or your reputation fo hold his
hand.”

Percy Phelps sank hack in his chair. “ Ny head
whirls,” said he; “your words have dazed me.”

“The principal difficulty in yowr cace.” remarked
Holmes, in his didactic fashion, « lay in the fact of there
being too much evidence. What was vital was overlaid
and hidden by what was irrclevant.  OF all {he
which were presented to us, we had to pick just those
which we deemed to he essenlial, and then |;i«e(-(- them
together in their order, so as to reconstruet. this very re-
n‘mrkul)lc‘clmin of evenis. 1 hal already began to suspecet
Joseph, from the fact that you had intended {o travel
home with him that night, and that therefore it was @
likely enough thing that he should call for von—knowing
the Foreign Office well—upon his way.  When I heard
that someone had been so anxious to get into the hed-
room, in which no one but, Joseph could have coneealed
anything—you told us in your narrative how yon had
turned Joseph out when you™ arrived with the doctor—my
suspicions all changed to certaintjos, especially as the
attempt was made on the first night upon which the
nurse was absent, showing that the intruder was well
acquainted with the ways of the house.”

“ How blind I have heen!”

“The facts of the case, as far as T have worked {hem
out, are-these: This Joseph Harrison entered the office
through the Charles Street door, and knowing his way he
walked straight into your room the instant after you left

fets
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it. Tinding no one there he promptly rang the bell, and
at the instant that he did so his eyes caught the paper
upon the table. A glance showed him that chance had
put. in his way a State document of immense value, and
in 2 flash he had thrust it into his pocket and was gone.
A few minutes elapsed, ax you remember, before the sleepy
commissionaire drew your attention to the hell, and those
were just enough to give the thief tune to make lis
eseape.

«Ile made Lis way to Woking by the first train, and,
having examined his booty and assured himsell that it
really was of immense value, he concealed it in what he
thought was a very safe place, with the intention of
taking it ont again in a day or two, and ecarrying it to the
French Embassy, or wherever he thought that a long
prive was to he had. Then came your stdden return,
1e, without a moment’s warning, was bundled out of his
room, and from that time onwirds there were always at
least. two of you there to prevent him from r(‘gﬂininl_.: his
treasure.  The situation to him must have been a mad-
dening one. But at. last. he thought he saw his chanee.
He tried to steal in, but was bafiled by your wakefulness.
You may remember that you did not take your usual
dranght that night.”

«1 remember.”

¢ fancy that he had taken steps to make that dranght
efficacions, and that he quite relied npon your being un-
conscious.  Of course, T understood that he would i‘upvnt
the attempt whenever it could be done with safety.  Your
leaving the room gave him the chance he wanted. I kept.
Mixs Harrison in it all day, so that he might not antici-
pate us. Then, having given him the idea that the coast. was
clear, T kept guard as I have deseribed. T already knew
that the papers were probably in the room, but 1 had no
desire to rip upall the planking and skirting in scarch of
them. I let him take them, therefore, from the hiding-
Pace, and so saved myself an infinity of trouble. Is there
any other point which I ean make clear 2

“ Why did he try the window on the first occasion,” I
asked, “when he might have entered by the door ? »
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«Tn reaching the door he would have {o piss seven hed-

rooms.  On the other hand, he could get out. on to the
lawn with ease.  Anything else?”

“You do not think,” asked Phelps, ¢that e had any
murderous intention?  The knife was ouly meant as a
tool.”

“It may bhe =0, answered

ITolmes, shrugging  his
shoulders.

“Lean only say for cortain that. M. Joseph
Harrizon is a gentleman to whose merey I <hould be ex-
tremely unwilling to trust.”
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TITE FINAT, PROBLEM.

R

g is with a heavy heart that T take up my pen
to write these the last words in which T shah
{ cver vecord the singular gifts by which my
- " friend Mr. Sherlock Holmes was distinguished.

In an incoherent and, ax I deeply leel,
entirely inadequate fashion, I have endeavowed to give
some account of my strange experiences in his company
from the chance which first hrought us together at the
period of the ¢« Study in Searlet,” up to the time of his
interference in the matter of the * Naval Treaty "—an in-
terference which had the unquestionable effect of prevent-
ing a serious international complication. It was my in-
tention to have stopped there, and to have said nothing
of that event which has created a void in my life which
the lapse of two years has done little to fill. My hand
has been forced, however, by the recent letters in which
Colonel James Moriarty defends the memory of lis
brother, and Lhaveno choice but to lay the facts before the
public exactly as they oceurred. I alone know the abso-
lute truth of the matter, and I am satisfied that the time
has come when no good purpose is to be served hy its sup-
pression.  As far as T know, there have heen ouly three
accounts in the publie Press: that in the Jowrnal e
(ienére upon May Gth, 1891, the Reuter’s despateh in the
English papers upon May 7th, and finally the recent letters
to which 1 bave alluded.  Of these the first and second
were extremely condensed, while the last is, as T shall now
show, an nhsnlu('e perversion of the facts. It lies witl me
t? tell for the first time what really took place betweer
Professor Moriarty and Mr. Sherlock Holmes,
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[t may be remembered that after my marriage, and my
subsequent start in private practice, the very intimate re-
Iations which had existed hetween Holmes and my=cl
became to some extent. modified.  He «ill cuime to me
trom time to time when he desived a compinion in his
investigationg, but these occasions grew more and more
seldom, until I find that in the year 1890 there were only
three cases of which T retain any record. During the
winter of that. year and the early spring of 1891, 1 saw in
the papers that he had heen engaged by the Freneh
Grovernment upon a matter of supreme im]mrl:nwv. and |
received two notes from Holmes, dated from Narbonne
and from Nimes, from which 1 gathered that Lis sty in
I'rance was likely to he a long one. It was with some
surprise, therefore; that. T saw him walk into my consult-
ing-room upon the evening of {he 24t of April. It struck
me that he was looking even pader and thinner than
usnal.

“Yes, I have been usin
he remarked, in answer
words; T have

g myself np rather too freely.”
to my look rather than 1o my
heen a little pressed of late,  Have von
any ohjection to my closing your shutteps ? ‘
The only light in the room came from {he lamp upon
the table at. which T had heen reading,  Holmes edged
his way round the wall, and ﬂingrinq the shintters toget her,
he bolted them securely, o B
“You are afraid of
“Well, T am.”
“Of what??
“ Ol air-guns.”

“My dear Holmes, what, do you mean ?”

“Tthink that you know me wol| enough, Watson, to
understand that I am by 10 means & nervous man, Al
the same time, it is o apidity rather than courage (o
refuse 1o recognise danger when it s elose ll]mn‘ volu.
Might. I trouble you for a mateh ?” le drew in the
smoke of his cigaretie as if t))0 soothing influence was
grateful to him, °

“T must apologize for ealling so ]
must further heg yon to he so uncon

something ? % T acked.

ate,” said he, “and T
ventional as to allow



]
~1
1l

THE FINAL I'ROBILIW

me to leave your house presently by scrambling over your
back aarden wall.”

=< Put what does it all mean 2 I asked.

He held out bis hand, and I saw in the light of the
Jamp that two of his knuckles were burst and bleeding.

«[t’s not an airy nothing, you see,” said he, smiling.
“ (O the contrary, it is solid enough for a man to breal
hiz hand over.  Is Mrs. Watson in?”

« Qe is away upon a visit.”

¢ Indeed! You are alone?”

“« Quite.”

«Then it makes it the easier for me {o propose that
you should come away with me for a week on to the Con-
tinent.”

“«Where?”

« Oh, anywhere.  It’s all the same to me.”

There was something very strange in all this, It was
not Holmess nature 1o take an aimless holidav, and
something about his pale, worn face told me that his
nerves were at their highest tension. He saw the ques-
tion in my eyes, and, putting his finger-tips together
and his clhows upon his knees, he explained the sifu-
ation.

«“You have probably never heard of Professor Mori-
arty 27 said he.

“Never”

“ Aye,theres the genius and the wonder of the thing '
e eried. € The man pervades London, and no one has
leard of him.  That’s what puts him on a pinnacle in {he
records of erime. T tell you, Watson, in all seriousness,
that if T could heat that man, if T could free societly of
him, 1 should fecl that my own career had reached jis
summit, and T shonld be prepared to turn to some more
placid line in life.  Between ourselves, the recent eases in
which I have been of assistance to the Royal Family of
Seandinavia, and to the French Republie, have left me in
such a position that T could continue (o live in the quict
fashion which is most congenial to me, and to concentrate
my attention npon my chemieal researches.  But T conld
not rest, Watson, I conld not sit quiet in my chair, if |
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thought that such a man as Professor Moriarty were
walking the streets of London unchallenged.”

“What has he done, then ?”

“His career has been an extraordinary one.  Ie is a
man of good birth and excellent education, endowed hy
Nature with a phenomenal mathematical faculty. At the
age of twenty-one he wrote a treatise upon the Binomial
Theorem, which has had a European vogue. On the
strength of it, he won the Mathematical Chair at one of
our smaller Universities,and had, to all appearance, a most
brilliant career before him. But the man il hereditary
tendencies of the most diabolical kind. A eriminal strain
ran in his blood, which, instead of being modified, was in-
creased and rendered infinitely more dangerous by his
extraordinary mental powers. Dark rumours gathered
round him in the University town, and eventually he was
compelled to resign his Chair and to come down to Lon-
don, where he set up as an Army coach. So much is
known to the world, but what I am telling you now is
what T have myself discovered.

*¢ As you are aware, Watson, there is no one who knows
the higher criminal world of London so well as I do.  Ior
years past I have continuall y been conscious of some power
behind the malefactor, some deep organizin g power which
for ever stands in the way of the law,and throws its shield
over the wrong-doer. Again and again in cases of the
most. varying sorts—forgery cases, robberies, murders—I
have felt the presence of this force, and I have deduced its
action in many of those undiscovered crimes in which T
have not been personally consulted. Tor years I have en-
deavoured to hreak through the veil which shrouded it,
and at last the time came when I sejzed my thread and
followed it, until it led me, after a thousand cunning
windings, to ex-Professor Moriarty of mathematical cele-
brity.

“He is the Napoleon of crime, Watson. MHe is the
organiser of half that is evil and of nearly all that is un-
detected in this great city. He is a genius, a philosopher,
an abstract thinker. He has a brain of the first order. He
sits motionless, like a spider in the centre of its web, but.



THE FINAL PROBLEI. 277

that web has a thousand radiations, and he knows well
every quiver of each of them. He does little himself.  He
only plans.  But his agents are numerous and splendidly
oraanized.  Is there a crime to be done, a paper to he
abstracted, we will say, a house to be rifled, a man to he
removed—ihe word is passed to the Professor, the matter
is organized and carried out. The agent may be caught.
In that case money is found for his bail or his defence.
But the central power which uses the agent is never
caught —never so much as suspected.  This was the
organization which I deduced, Watson, and which 1
devoted my whole energy to exposing and Dbreaking
ujp.
« Bt the Professor was fenced round with safeguards so
cunningly devised that, do what I would, it secemed im-
possible to get. evidence which could convict in a court of
law. You know my powers, my dear Watson, and yet at
the end of three months [ was forced to confess that I had
al last met an antagonist who was my intellectual equal.
My bhorror at his crimes was lost in my admiration at his
<kill.  But at last he made a trip—only a little, liitle
trip—but it was more than he could aftord, \'.'hen-I Wils S0
close upon him. I had my chance, and, starting tfrom
that point, I have woven my net round him until now it is
all ready to close. In three days, that is fo say on Mon-
ext, matters will he ripe, and tlfe l’ro'fossor, with all
the principal members of his gang, will be in t!ne ]um.ds of
the police.  Then will come the greatest criminal trial of
the century, the clearing up of over forty my=teries, and
the rope for all of them—but if we move af all pre-
maturely, you understand, they may slip out of our haunds
even at the last moment. )

« Now, if I could have done this without the knowledge
of Professor Moriarty, all would have been well. But he
was too wily for that. He saw every step which I took to
draw my toils round him. ~Again and again he strove to
hreak away, but I as often headed himoff. I tell you, my
friend, that if a detailed account of that siient contest
could he written, it would take its place as the most
brilliaut. bit of thrust-and-parry work in the history of

day n
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detection. Never have I rizen to such a hieight, aud never
have T heen so hard pressed hy an opponent. e cut (luv]»7
and yet T just undercut him. This morning the last <teps
were taken, and three days only were wantol to complete
the business. 1 was sitting in my room t,lnuluug. the
matter over, when the door opened and Professor Moriarty
stood hefore me.

“ My mnerves are fairly proof, W
confess to a start, when I saw the very man who had heen
so wuch in my thoughts standing there on my (hreshold.
His appearance was quite familiar to me, e ix extremely
tall and thiu, his forehead domes out. in a whife curve,
and his two eyes are deeply sunken in his head.
clean-shaven, pale, and ascetic-lool
of the professor in his features. His shoulders are roumded
from much study, and his face protrudes forward, and is
for ever slowly oscillating from side to side m acuriously
reptilian fashion. beered at me with great curiosity
i hix puckered eyes.

““You liave less froutal development, than I should
have expected,’ said he g, last, ¢It jsa dangerons habit
to finge Pocket of one’s dressing -
gown.

“The fact is that, upon his entrance I iyl inst
recognised the extreme personal dange
The only conceivable eg ape for him |
tongue.  In an instant | had

the drawer into my pocket, and way covering Lim through
the cloth. At his remark I drew ] \\'(;;L|;()n out. and
laid it cocked upon the table. e ULl smiled and blinked
but there was something about hijy eyes which made me
feel very glad that T had it there,

““You evidently don’t knoy me,’ suid le,
“SOn the contrary,” T answered, T think it s fairly
evident that I do. Pray take g chair. [ cap spare you
five minutes if you have anything to sy )

“<All that I have to say has alréa(ly crossed  your
mind,’ said he, )

¢ Then possibly my answer |y
replied.

atson, but I must

Heis
{ing, retaining somet hingr

r loaded firearms in the

anfly
roin which I lay.
iy in silencing my
shipped the revolver from

5 crossed  yours, [
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“<You stand fast ?’

“ Absolutely.

 He elapped his hand into his pocket. and T raised the
pistol from the table. But he merely drew out a memo-
vandum=book in which he had seribbled some dates.

s You crossed iy path on the $thof January,” said he.
sOn the 28rd you incommoded me; by the middle of
February 1 was seriously inconvenienced by you; at the
end of March 1 was absolutely hampered in my plans;
and now, al the close of April, T find myself placed in
sucli a position through your continual persecution that |
am i positive danger of losing my liberty. The situation
is hecoming an impossible one

s [lave you any suggestion o make ?” Lasked.

v You must drop it, Mr. Holmes,” said he, swaying his
face about. ¢ You really must, you know.’

s After Monday,” said T.

“iPut. tut ! said e, ¢ Tam quite sure that a man of
vour intelligence will see that there ean he but one out-
vome 1o this affair, It is necessary that you should
withdraw. You have worked things in such a fashion
that we have only one resource left. It has been an
intellectual treat to me to see the way in which you have
grappled with this aftair, and I =ay, unaffectedly, that it
would be a grief to me to he foreed to take any extreme
measure.  You smile, sir, but L assure you that it really
would.’

“ ¢ Danger is part of my trade,” T remarked.

“eThis is not dinger, said he.  * It is inevitable
You stand in the way not merely of an
individual, but of a mighty organization, the full extent
of which you, with all your cleverness, have been unable to
realize.  You must stand clear, Mr. Holmes, or be trodden

destruction.

under foot.’ . _ .
«¢] am afraid,’ said T, rising, ¢ that in the pleasure of

tilis conversation [ am neglecting business of importance

which awaits me elsewhere. ‘

% e rose also and looked at me 1n silence, shaking his
head sadly.

« ¢ Well, well,’ said he at last. It seems a pity, but I
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have done what I could. T know every move of vour
game. You can do nothing before .\Imuﬁny. It has Deen
a duel between you and me, My, Hohnes.” You hiope to
plwe mein the dock.  Tell you that I will never stand
in the dock.  You hope to beat me. [ tell vou that vou
will never beat me.  If you are clever enough to biing
destruction upon me, rest assured that I <hall do as much
to you.’

“¢You have paid me several compliments=, Mr. Mori-
arty, said I ¢ Let me pay you one in return when 1 SNy
that if I were assured of the former eventuality I would, in
the interests of the public, cheerfully accept the latter,

“<¢I can promise you the one but not the other,” he
snarled, and so turned his rounded hack upon me aml went
peering and blinking out of the room.

“That was my singular interview with Professor Mori-
arty. I confess that it left an unpleasant. eftect upou my
mind.  His soft, precise fashion of speech leaves a con-
viction of sincerity which a mere bully conld not produce.
Of course, you will say : ¢ Why not take police precautions
against him?” The reason is that I am well convineod
that it is from his agents the blow would fall. 1 have the
hest of proofs that it would he go.”

* You have already been assanlted 2

“ My dear Watson,»Professor Moriarty i not a man
who lets the grass grow under his feet. | went out about
midday to transact some business in Oxford Streef.  As 1
passed the corner which leads from Bentinek Street on to
the Welbeck Street erossing a two-horse van furiously
driven whizzed round and was on melike a flash. 1 sprang
for the foot path and saved myself by the fraction of a
second. The van dashed round from Marylebone Lane and
was gone in an instant. I kept to the pavement after
that, Watson, but as I walked down Vere Street a brick
came down from the roof of one of the houses, and was
shattered to fragmentsat my feet. I called the police and
had the place examined.  There were slates and bricks
piled upon the roof preparatory to some repairs, and they
would have me helieve that the wind had toppled overone
of these. Of course I knew better, but 1 could prove
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nothimge, T took a cab after that and reached my brother’s
rooms in Pall Mall, where I spent the day. Now 1 have
come round to you, and on my way I was attacked by ¢
rough with a bludgeon. I knocked him down, and the
police have him in custody ;5 but 1 can tell you with the
most. absolute confidence that. no possible counection will
ever he traced between the gentleman upon whose front.
teeth I have barked my knuckles and the retiving mathe-
matical coach, who is, I dare =ay, working out problems
upon a black-board ten miles away.  You will not wonder,
Watson, that my first act on_entering your rooms was to
close your shutters, a-d that I have been compelled to ask
your permission to leave the house by somce less con-
spicuous exit than the front door.”

I had oiten admired my friend’s courage, but never
more {lian now, as he sat quietly checking off a series of
incidents which must Lave combined to make up a day of
Lorror.

« You will spend the night here ?” I said.

«No, my friend; you might find me a dangerous
guest. 1 have my plans laid, and all will hc' well.
Matters have gone so far now that they van move without
my help as faras the arrest_goes, tll-uugh my presence 1s
necessary for a conviction. 1t is obvious, therefore, tlm.L I
cannot. do hetter than get away for the few days which
remain before the police are at.lihcl_'lty to act. It would
he a great. pleasure to uw,.thcrelore, if you could come on
to the Conlinent. with me.”

«The practice is quiet,” said I, “and T have an accom-
modating neighbour. I should b.e g:].)ul to come.

« And to start to-morrow Morning -

« If pecessary.” .

«()h, yes, it is most necessary. "Iheu these are your
instructions, and I beg, my dear Watson, that you will
obey them to the letter for you are now playing a double-
handed game withme against the cleverest rogue and f.]lti
most powerful syndicate of criminals in Europe. Now
listen! You will dispatch whatever luggage you '1.nten'(l
to take by a trusty messenger ul]:lddressed to Victoria
to-night. In the morning you will send for a hansom,



284 MEMOIRS OF SHERLOCA 1OLES.

desiring your man to take neither the first nor the socm!(]
which may present itself.  Into this lansom you will
jump, and you will drive {o the Strand end of the
Lowther Arcade, handing the address to the eabman upon
a =lip of puper, with a request that he will not. throw it
away. Ilave your fare r ady, and the instant that your
cab stops, dash through the Arcade, timing yourself to
reach the other side at a quarter-part nine.  You will find
a small brougham waiting close to the curhy driven hy a
fellow with a heavy black cloalk tipped at the collar with
red.  Into this you will step, and you will reach Vietoria
iu time for the Continental express.”

¢ Where sha!! I meet. you ?”

“At the station. The second first-class ¢
the front will be reserved for us.”

“The carriage is our rendezvous, then ? »

“Yes,”

It.wus in vain that T asked Iolmes to remain for the
e\"enln‘lg. It was evident to me that he thought he
i v 1 e o 138 e, St
few hurried wols e ch 1mpelled him to go. With a
o :. words as to our plans for the morrow he ross
Uhe wall Wi ey .y S e over
diately whistline f01 e 1. ortimen .Sgrcetv, and Imme-

el stling ausom, 1n which I Leard bLim
drive away.

In the morning T ohe
letter. A hansom was procur ith « :
would prevent. its l)eiz:.srrp;::;u\‘ﬁ:}c]mt.ll §l]ch ])r(-cuutu‘)us i4s

L T s being 1 was placed ready for us,
and I drove inmediately after breakfast {o the Lowther
Arcade, through whicl, 1 hwried at the tq ) of S o ',l,(]l
A brougham was waiting with 5 very lln'wil\l'ly S]P.%(.(A:
wrapped in dark cloak, who, the instant“t‘il'ts i“ﬁ:(l[
stepped in, whipped up the horse gng rattled off to
A" lct.orm Station. On my ali_ghting there he turned the
curinge, and dashed away wilhout $0 much as a look in
my direction. o

So far all had gone admirably, My
ing for me, and I had no difficulty i f
which Holmes had indicated, the less $0

wringe from

yed Holmey's injunctions to the

luggage was wait-
1ding the arriage
as 1t was the only
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one in the train which was marked « Engaged.” My only
sonree of anxiety now was the non-appearance of Holmos.
The stafion clock marked ouly seven minutes from (le
time when we were due to start, Inovain T searehod
Camong the groups of travellers and Teave-takers for he
lithe figure of my friend.  There was no sign of him. |
spent afew minutes in assisting a venerable Italian priest,
who was endeavouring to make a porter understand, in
his hroken Tnglish, that his luggage was to be hooked
through to Paris. Then, having taken another look
round, 1 returmed to my crriage, \\'l.wn‘ I found that the
porter, in spite of the ticket, had given me my deerepit
Halian fricnd as a travelling companion. It was useless
for me to explain to him that his presence was an in-
trusion, for my Italian was even more !imitod than his
English, so I shragged my shoulders resigmediy and con=
tinued to look ont anxiously for my friend. A ¢hill ol
fear had come over me, as I thought thzfl hix nhs.mu-«-
might mean that some blow had fallen during the night.
Already  the doors had all heen st and the whistle
blown, when—— . ) .

“ My dear Watson,™ said a voice, € you have not even
condescended to say goorl morning.” _ .

[ furned in ineontrollable astonishment. lh(\‘ agred
ccclesiastic had twmed his face towards me. TFor am
instant. the wrinkles were smoothed away, the nose drew
away from the chin, the lower lip ceased to prot ru(.]u :3"'1
the mouth to mumble, the dull eyes regained their fire,
the drooping figure expanded. The 1.1(}.'\;,’1.]1‘0] \: llmhl' I‘I.IIII:‘
collapsed, and Holmes had gone as quickly as he ll.'l( come.

% (oo heavens ! I eried. < How you startlec .m;' Cel

“ Tovery precaution is still necessary, he \\lua.])(‘iv.(] . N
have reason to think that they are hot upon onr trail. - Ah,

o s darty himself”
tllfill‘,(‘]?rl:‘lli:;] ;‘;l::(ll},lh-e;u]_\' hegun to move as Tolmes :f])()l.\'l(':
Glaneing back T saw a tall man pnshmg I-“.'\‘f‘lmfylr.”‘]‘ 1}:1{51.\
through the erowd and waving his hand as i e (..xl;‘( (o
have the train stopped. 1t was too late, .Im\wwll, n-‘|\-‘ 1;
were rapidly gathering momentum, and an instant Tater hao
shot elear of the station,
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Wit ali our precautions, vou sce that we
rather fine,” said Iolmes, laughing, He rose, i tln'm\:-
ing oft the black cassock and !l:lt which had formel hLis
disgnise, he packed them away in a lmn(l-'lmg. -

“ Have you seen the morning paYygr, Watxon ?

have cui it

“No.?

“You haven't seen ahout

“ Buker Street ?

“They set fire to our rooms last, night.  No greal iem
was done,”

“Good heavens, Holmoes |

“They must. have
bludgeon-man was
have imagined (hat
have evidently take

Baker Strcet, then? »

This is intoleralyle,”

lost. my tinck completely after heir
arrested.  Otherwjse they coull not
T had veturned 14 my rooms,  "I'hoy
n the precaution of wittehing vou, how-
ever, and that is what, ] brought. Moriart v to Victoria.
Yo could not have made any slip in cmuint_;'? :
“ I did exact Iy what you advised,” i
*1id you fing Yowr brougham » »
“Yes, it was waiting"
“ Did ;
‘No.,

‘ L OU reeogmise youy

coachman 9"
“It was m ¥ brother
about, iy stich a ¢
confidence, Ryt
Moriarty now.»

Myeroft, Tt ;. an advaniace {o gol
ase without

aking 5 mercenary info your

We must plan what we are to do about

“As this is an ey
nection with it, I
very effectively,”

“1\-!y dear Wats?n, you evi(lent,]y did not. realize mv
meaning when I said tiyt this may may he taken as being
quite on the sime intelloctyy,) pPlane ay myself.  You do
lwf_l"lﬂ.ﬂgme that if | ¢ pursuer T should allow my-
self to he hafted by so «lj tht an ohstacle.  Why, then,
siiould you think s meanly of himz» "

“What will Lie do? » )

*“ What T should do.”

“ What would you do, they 7 -

“ Engage a specia].”

“But it must he Jay e

LTess, and ag )0 hoat runs in con-
should think have shaken him ofl
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« By no means. This train stops at Canterbury ; and
there is alwavs at least a quarter of an hour’s delay at the
boat. He will catch us there.”

« (e would think that we were the criminals. Let us
have him arrested on his arrival.”

«It would be to ruin the work of three months. We
should get the big gh, but the smaller would dart right
and left out of the net. On Monday we should have them
all. No, an arrest is inadmissible.”

“What then ?”

«We shall get out at Canterbury.”

“And then 77

“Well, then we must make a cross-country journey to
Newhaven, and o over to Dicppe.  Moriarty will again do
what I should do. He will get on to Paris, mark down our
luggage, and wait for two days at the depot.  In the
meantime we shall treat ourselves to a couple of carpet
hags, encourage the manufactures of the countries through
which we travel, and make our way at our leisure into
Switzerland, vii Luxembourg and Basle.”

[ am too old a traveller to allow myself to be seriously
inconvenienced by the loss of my luggage, but I confess
that I was annoved at the idea of being forced to dodge
and hide before a man whose record was black with un-
utterable infamies. It was evident, however, that Holmes
understood the situation more clearly than I did. At
Canterbury, therefore, we alighted, onlv to find that we
should have to wait an hour before we could get a train to
Newhaven.

I was still looking rather ruefully after the rapidly
disappearing luggage van which contn.ined my wardrobe,
when Holmes pulled my sleeve and pointed up the line.

« Alveady, you see,” said he.

Far away from among the Kentish woods there rose a
thin spm}Vr of smoke. A minute later a carriage and
engine could be seen flying along the open curve which
leads to the station. We had hardly time to take our
place behind a pile of luggage when it passed with a rattle
and a roar, beating a blast of hot air into our faces.

“There he goes,” said Holmes, as we watched the
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carriage swing and rock over the points. % There are
limits, you see, to our friend's intelligence. It would
have been a coup-de-mditre had he deduced what I would
deduce and acted accordingly.”

“And what would he have done had he overt
us ?”

“ There cannot be the least doubt that he would have
made a murderous attack upon me. It is
at which two may play. The question now is whether we
should take a premature lunch here, or run our chance of
starving before we reach the buffet at Newhaven.”

We made our way to Brussels that night and spent two
days there, moving on upon the third day as far as Stras-
burg. On the Monday morning Holmes had telegraphed
to the London police, and in the evening we found a reply
waiting for us at our hotel. Holmes tore it open, and
then with a bitter curse hurled it into the grate.

“I might bave known it,” he groaned. “ He has
escaped ! *

‘“ Moriarty !

*They have secured the w
of himn. He has given them
had left the country there was 10 one to cope with him.
But Idid think that I had put the game in their hands.
I think that you had better return to England, Watson.”

“ Why 27

¢ Because you will find me
now. This man’s occupation is
returns to London. If I read hLis
devote his whole energies to reve
He said as much in our short int
he meant it. I should cert
to your practice.”

[t was hardly an appeal to be successful with one who
was an old campaigner as well as an old friend. We sat
1 the Strasburg salle-a~manger arguing the question for
half an hour, but the same night we had resumed our
Journey and were well on our way to Geneva.

For a charming week we wandered up the Valley of the
Rhone, and then. vanching off at Leuk, we made our way

aken

» however, a game

hole gang with the exception
the s'ip.  Of course, when I

a dangerous companion
gone. He is lost if he
character right he will

nging himself upon me.

erview, and I fancy that
ainly recommend you to return
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over the Gemmi Pass, still deep in snow, and so, hy way of
Interlaken, to Meiringen. It was alovely trip, the dainty
green of the spring below, the virgin white of the winter
above ; but it was clear to me that never for one instant
did Holmes forget the shadow which lay across him. In
the homely Alpine villages or in the lonely mountain
passes, I could still tell, by his quick glancing eyes and
his sharp scrutiny of every face that passed us, that he
was well convinced that, wa'k where we would, we could
not walk ourselves clear of the danger which was dogging
our footsteps.

Once, I remember, as we passed over the Gemmi, and
walked along the border of the melancholy Daubensee, a
large rock which had been dislodged from the ridge upon
our right clattered down and roared into the lake behind
us. In an instant Holmes had raced up on to the ridge,
and, standing upon a lofty pinnacle, craned hiz neck in
every direction. It was in vain that our guide assured
him that a fall of stones was a common chance in the.
spring-time at that spot. He said nothing, but he smiled
at me with the air of a man who sees the fulfillment of
that which he had expected.

And yet for all his watchfulness he was never dle-
pressed. On the contrary, I can never recollect having
seen him in such esuberant spirits. Again and again he
recurred to the fact that if he could be assured that
society was freed from Professor Moriarty, he would cheer-
fully bring his own career to a conclusion.

«T think that I may go so far as to say, Watson, that |
have not lived wholly in vain,” he remarked. “If my
record were closed to-night I could still survey it with
equanimity. The air of London is the sweeter for my
presence. In overa thousand cases I am not aware that [
have ever used my powers upon the wrong side. Of late
I have been tempted to look into the problems furnished
by Nature rather than those more superficial ones for
which our artificial state of society is responsible. Your
memoirs will draw to an end, Watson, upon the day that
I crown my career by the capture or extinction of the
most dangerous and capable criminal in Europe.”

v
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[ shall be brief, and yet exact, in the little which
remains for me to tell. It is not a subject on which [
would willingly dwell, and yet I am conscious that a dut v
devolves upon me to omit no detail. v

It was upon the 3rd of May that we reached the little
village of Meiringen, where we put up at the Englischer
Hof, then kept hy Peter Steiler the elder. Our landlonl
was an intelligent man, and spoke excellent Englizh,
having served for three years as waiter at the Grosvenor
Hotel in London. At his advice, upon the afternoon of
the 4th we set off together with the intention of crossing
the hills and spending the night at the Hamlet of Rosev-
laui. We had strict injunctions, however, on no account
to pass the falls of Reichenbach, which are about Lalf-way
up the hill, without making a small détour to see them.

It is, indeed, a fearful place. The torrent, swollen by
the melting snow, plunges into a tremendous abyss, from
which the spray rolls up like the smoke from & burning
house. The shaft into which the river hurls itself is an
immense chasm, lined by glistening, coal-black rock, and
narrowing mto a creaming. boiling pit of incaleulable
depth, which brims over and shoots the stream onward
over its jagged lip. The long sweep of green water roar-
ing for ever down, and the thick flickering curtain of
spray hissing for ever upwards, turn a man giddy with
their constant whirl and clamour. We stood near the
edge peering down at the gleam of the breaking water far
belowsus against the black rocks, and listening to the

b
half-human shout which came booming up with the spray

out of the abyss.

The path has been cut half-way round the fall to »5ord
a ¢ mplete view, but it ends abruptly, and the traveller-
Mas to return as he came. We had turned to do 0, when
we saw a Swiss lad come running along it with a letter in
his hand. It bore the mark of the liotel which we had
just left, and was addressed to me by the landlord. Tt
appeared that within a very few minutes of our leaving,
an English lady had arrived who was in the last stage of
consumption. She had wintered at Davos Platz, and was

L . . "

journeying now to join her friends at Luecerne, when a
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"sudden hemorrhage ha(} overtaken her. It was thought
that she could hardly live a few hours, but it would be a
great consolation to her to see an English doctor, and, if I
_would only return, etc., etc. The good Steiler assured
me in a postseript that he would himself look upon my
complinnce as a very great favour, since the lady
absolutely refusei to see a Swiss physician, and he
‘could not bhut feel that he was incuwiring a great responsi-
bility. °T ’
The appeal was one which could not be ignored. It was
impossible to refuse the request of a fellow-countrywoman
dying in a strange land. Yet I had my scruples ahout
leaving Holmes. It was finally agreed, however, that he
should retain the young Swiss messenger with him as
guide and companion while 1 returned to Meiringen.
My friend would stay some little time at the fall, he said,
and would then walk slowly over the hill to l{osenlaui;
where I was to rejoin him in the evening.  As I turned
olmes with his back against a rock and his
wzing down at the rush of the waters. It
stined to see of him in this

away [ saw H
arms folded, g
was the last that I was ever de

world.

When I was near the bottom of the descent I looked
back. It was impossible, from that position, to see the
fall, but I could see the curving path which winds over
the shoulde: of the hill and leads to it. Along this a
man was, I remember, walking very rapidly. I couvld see
his hlack tigure cieaily outlined against the green behind
I noted him, and the energy with which he walked,

him.
but he passed from my mind again as I hurried on upon

my errand.
a little over an hour before I reached

It may Lave L:een ; che
0Old Steiler was standing at the porch of his

Meiringen.
hotel. . .
«Well,” said I, as I came hurrying up, © I trust that
she is no worse?” ) _
d over his face, and at the first

A look of surprise passe
quiver of his eyebrows my

breast. ) )
«You did not write this ?” I said, pulling the letter

heart turned to lead in my
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from my pocket. ¢ There is no sick Englishwoman in
the hotel ?”

¢ Certainly not,” he eried. « But it has the Lotel mark
upon it! Ha! it must have been written by that tall
Englishman who came in after you had gone. He
said——"

But T waited for none of the landlord’s explanations.
Ina tingle of fear I was already running down the vii-
lage street, and making for the path which I had o lately
descended. It had taken me an hour to come down.
For all my efforts, two more had passed before I found
myself at the fall of Reichenbach once more. There was
Holmes’s Alpine-stock still leaning against the rock by
which T had left him. But there was no sign of him, and
it was in vain that I shouted. My only answer was my
own voice reverbemting ina rolling echo from the cliffs
around me.

It was the sight of that Alpine-stock which turned me
cold and sick. He had not gone to Rosenlaui, then. He
had remained on that three-foot. path, with sheer wall on
one side and sheer drop upon the other, until his enem y
had overtaken him. The young Swiss had gone too. He
had probably been in the pay of Moriarty, and had left
the two men together. And then what had happened ?
Who was to tell us what. had happened then ¥

I stood for a minute or two to collect myself, for I was
dazed with the horror of the thing. Then I hegan to
think of Holmes’s own methods and to try to practise
them in reading this tragedy. It was, alas ! only too easy
to do. During our conversation we had not g,'o.ne to the
end of the path, and the Alpine-stock marked {he place
where we had stood. The blackish soil is kept for ever
soft by the incessant drift of spray, and a bird would
leave its tread upon it. Two lines of footmarks were
ciearly marked along the further end of the path, both
ieading away from me. There were none returning. A
few yards from the end the soil was all ploughed up into
a patch of mud, and the brambles and ferns which fringed
the chasm were torn and bedraggled. I lay upon my
face and peered over, with the spray spouting up all

<
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around me. It had darkened since I had left, and now I
could only see here and there the glistening of moisture
upon the black walls, and far away down at the end of the
shaft the gleam of the broken water. I shouted; but

“only that same half-human cry of the fall was horne back
to my ears.

But it was destined that I should after all have a last
word of greeting from my friend and comrade. I have
said that Lis Alpine-stock bhad been left leaning against a
rock which jutted on to the path. From the top of this
boulder the gleam of romething bright caught my eve,
and, raising my hand, I found that it came from the
silver cigarette case which he used to carry. As I took it
up a small square of paper upon which it had lain
fluttered down on to the ground. Unfolding it I found
that it consisted of tliree pages torn from his note-book
and addressed to me. It was characteristic of the man
that the direction was as precise, and the writing as firm
and clear, as though it had been written in his study.

« v denr Watson,” he said, “I write these few lines
through the courtesy of Mr. Moriarty, who awaits my
convenience for the final discussion of those questions
which lie between us. He has been giving me a sketch
of the metliods hy which he avoided the English police
and kept himself informed of our movements. They
certainly confirm the very high opinion which I had
formed of his abilities. I am pleased to think that I shall
be able to free society from any further effects of his
presence. though I fear that it is at a cost which will give
pain to my friends, and especially, my dear Watson, to
you. I have already explained to you, however, that my
career had in any case reached its crisls, and that no
possible conelusion to it could be more congenial to me
than this. Indeed, if I may make a ful confes-smu to
you, I was quite convinced that the letter from Meiringen
was a hLoax. and I allowed you to depart on that errand
under the persuasion that some development of this sort
would follow. Tell Inspector Patterson that the papers.
which Le needs to convict the gang are in pigeon-hole
M., done up in a blue envelope and inseribed ¢ Moriart v.’



206 MEMOIRS OF SHERLOCK HOILIIS.

I made every disposition of my property before leaving
England, and handed it to my brother )!ycroﬁ. Pray;
give my greetings to Mrs. Watson, and helieve me to heb
my dear fellow, ) .
“ Very sincerely yours, )
¢« SHERLOCK HoLMES.™

A few words may suffice to tell the ‘little _rhar remains.
An examination by experts leaves httleld(ime ‘that .a
personal contest between the two men enc e(i ':s 1t. could
hardly fail to end in such a sitnation, in their reeling
over, locked in each others arms. An}" attempt at.
recovering the bodies was absolutely llO])g*-ltjss, al}d there,
deep down in that dreadful caldron of swirling water and
seething foam, will lie for all tume the most t.lﬂngeroqs
criminz: and the foremost champion o1 the law of their
generation. The Swiss youth was never fo‘und again, and
there can be no doubt that he was one of the numerous
agents whom Moriarty kept in .his employ. As to the
gang, it will be within the memory of the public how
completely the evidence which Holmes hqd accumulated
exposed their organizatjon, and how heavily the hand of
the dead man weighed upon them. of t.heu.- terrible chief
few details came out quring the proceedings, and if [
have now been compelled to m.akq a clear state'ment of
his career, it is due to those imjudicious champions who
have endeavoured to clegr his memory by attacks upon
him whom I shall ever. regar as the best and the wisest
man whom I h?-v‘,'ﬁi@}f@! knowney N

L7 A&‘/,ﬁ/\"i"“w\\ '

WYMAN AND SONS, LIMITED, I'RINT]:'.‘R"B, LONDON AND REDHILL,
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