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PREFACE -- THE CASE BOOK OF SHERLOCK HOLMES

| fear that Mr. Sherlock Holmes may become like one of those popular tenors who, having outlived their time, are ill tempted
to make repeated farewell bowsto their indulgent audiences. This must cease and he must go the way of al flesh, materid or
imaginary. Onelikesto think that there is some fantastic limbo for the children of imagination, some strange, impossible place
where the beaux of Fielding may till make love to the belles of Richardson, where Scott's heroes still may strut, Dickenss
delightful Cockneys il raise alaugh, and Thackeray's worldlings continue to carry on their reprehensible careers. Perhapsin
some humble corner of such aVahala, Sherlock and his Watson may for atime find a place, while some more astute deuth
with some even |less astute comrade may fill the stage which they have vacated.

His career has been along one -- though it is possible to exaggerate it; decrepit gentlemen who approach me and declare that
his adventures formed the reading of their boyhood do not meet the response from me which they seem to expect. Oneis not
anxious to have one's personal dates handled so unkindly. Asamatter of cold fact, Holmes made hisdebut in A Study in
Scarlet and in The Sign of Four, two small booklets which appeared between 1887 and 1889. It wasin 1891 that "A Scandal
in Bohemia," thefirst of the long series of short stories, gppeared in The Strand Magazine. The public seemed appreciative and
desirous of more, so that from that date, thirty-nine years ago, they have been produced in a broken serieswhich now contains
no fewer than fifty-six stories, republished in The Adventures, The Memoairs, The Return, and HisLast Bow. and thereremain
these twelve published during the last few years which are here produced under the title of The Case Book of Sherlock
Holmes. He began his adventuresin the very heart of the later Victorian era, carried it through the adl-too-short reign of
Edward, and has managed to hold his own little niche even in these feverish days. Thusit would be true to say that those who
first read of him, as young men, have lived to see their own grown-up children following the same adventuresin the same
magazine. It isagtriking example of the patience and loyaty of the British public.

| had fully determined at the conclusion of The Memoirsto bring Holmesto an end, as| felt that my literary energies should not
be directed too much into one channd. That pale, clear-cut face and loose-limbed figure were taking up an undue share of my
imagination. | did the deed, but fortunately no coroner had pronounced upon the remains, and so, after along interval, it was
not difficult for me to respond to the flattering demand and to explain my rash act away. | have never regretted it, for | have not
inactua practice found that these lighter sketches have prevented me from exploring and finding my limitationsin such varied
branches of literature as history, poetry, historica novels, psychic research, and the drama. Had Holmes never existed | could
not have done more, though he may perhaps have stood alittle in the way of the recognition of my more serious literary work.

And s0, reader, farewd | to Sherlock Holmes! | thank you for your past constancy, and can but hope that some return has been
made in the shape of that distraction from the worries of life and stimulating change of thought which can only be found in the
fairy kingdom of romance.

ARTHUR CONAN DOY LE.

The Adventure of the Mazarin Stone

It was pleasant to Dr. Watson to find himsalf once more in the untidy room of thefirst floor in Baker Street which had been the
dtarting-point of o many remarkable adventures. He looked round him at the scientific charts upon thewall, the acid-charred
bench of chemicals, the violin-case leaning in the corner, the coa -scuttle, which contained of old the pipes and tobacco. Fi-
nally, his eyes came round to the fresh and smiling face of Billy, the young but very wise and tactful page, who had helped a
littleto fill up the gap of loneliness and isolation which surrounded the saturnine figure of the greeat detective.

"It dl seemsvery unchanged, Billy. Y ou don't change, @- ther. | hope the same can be said of him?'

Billy glanced with some solicitude at the closed door of the bedroom.



"| think he'sin bed and adeep,” he said.

It was seven in the evening of alovely summer'sday, but Dr. Watson was sufficiently familiar with theirregularity of hisold
friend's hoursto fed no surprise a the idea.

"That meansacase, | suppose?’

"Yes, gr, heisvery hard at it just now. I'm frightened for his hedlth. He gets paler and thinner, and he eats nothing. "When will
you be pleased to dine, Mr. Holmes? Mrs. Hudson asked. 'Seven-thirty, the day after to-morrow,' said he. Y ou know hisway
when heis keen on acase.”

"Yes, Billy, | know."

"He'sfollowing someone. Y esterday he was out as awork- man looking for ajob. To-day he was an old woman. Fairly took
mein, hedid, and | ought to know hisways by now." Billy pointed with agrin to avery baggy parasol which leaned againgt the
sofa. "That's part of the old woman's outfit," he said.

"But what isit dl about, Billy?'

Billy sank his voice, as one who discusses great secrets of State. "1 don't mind telling you, sir, but it should go no farther. It's
this case of the Crown diamond.”

"What -- the hundred-thousand-pound burglary?*

"Yes, dr. They must get it back, sir. Why, we had the Prime Minister and the Home Secretary both sitting on that very sofa.
Mr. Holmes was very nice to them. He soon put them at their ease and promised he would do al he could. Then thereis Lord
Cantlemere --"

"Ahl"

"Yes, gr, you know what that means. He'sa stiff'un, Sir, if | may say so. | can get dong with the Prime Minigter, and I've
nothing againgt the Home Secretary, who seemed acivil, oblig- ing sort of man, but | can't stand his Lordship. Neither can Mr.
Holmes, Sir. Y ou see, he don't believein Mr. Holmes and he was against employing him. Hed rather hefailed.”

"And Mr. Holmesknowsit?'
"Mr. Holmes dways knows whatever thereisto know."

"Wdl, well hope hewon't fail and that Lord Cantlemere will be confounded. But | say, Billy, what isthat curtain for acrossthe
window?"

"Mr. Holmes had it put up there three days ago. Weve got something funny behind it."
Billy advanced and drew away the drapery which screened the a cove of the bow window.

Dr. Watson could not restrain acry of amazement. There was afacsmile of hisold friend, dressng-gown and dl, theface
turned three-quarters towards the window and downward, as though reading an invisible book, while the body was sunk deep
inan armchair. Billy detached the head and held it in the air.

"We put it a different angles, so that it may seem morelifelike. | wouldn't daretouch it if the blind were not down. But when
it'sup you can seethisfrom acrossthe way."

"We used something of the sort once before.”

"Beforemy time," said Billy. He drew the window curtains apart and looked out into the sireet. " There are folk who watch us
from over yonder. | can see afellow now at the window. Have alook for yoursdlf."



Watson had taken a step forward when the bedroom door opened, and the long, thin form of Holmes emerged, hisface pale
and drawn, but his step and bearing as active as ever. With asingle spring he was at the window, and had drawn the blind
once more.

"That will do, Billy," said he. Y ou werein danger of your life then, my boy, and | can't do without you just yet. Well, Watson,
itisgood to see you in your old quarters once again. Y ou come at acritica moment.”

"So | gather.”

"Y ou can go, Billy. That boy isaproblem, Watson. How far an | judtified in alowing him to bein danger?*
"Danger of what, Holmes?'

"Of sudden degth. I'm expecting something thisevening.”

"Expecting what?'

"To be murdered, Watson."

"No, no, you are joking, Holmes!"

"Even my limited sense of humour could evolve abetter joke than that. But we may be comfortable in the meantime, may we
not? Isacohol permitted? The gasogene and cigars arein the old place. Let me see you once more in the customary armchair.
Y ou have not, | hope, learned to despise my pipe and my lamentable tobacco? It has to take the place of food these days.”

"But why not est?'

"Because the faculties become refined when you starve them. Why, surely, as adoctor, my dear Watson, you must admit that
what your digestion gainsin the way of blood supply is so much lost to the brain. | am abrain, Watson. Therest of meisa
mere appendix. Therefore, it isthe brain | must consider.”

"But this danger, Holmes?'

"Ah. yes, in case it should come off, it would perhaps be aswell that you should burden your memory with the name and
address of the murderer. Y ou can giveit to Scotland Y ard, with my love and a parting blessing. Sylviusis the name -- Count
Negretto Sylvius. Write it down, man, writeit down! 136 Moorside Gardens, N. W. Got it?"

Watson's honest face was twitching with anxiety. He knew only too well the immense risks taken by Holmes and was well
aware that what he said was more likely to be under-statement than exaggeration. Watson was dways the man of action, and
he rose to the occasion.

"Count mein, Holmes. | have nothing to do for aday or two."

"Y our morasdon't improve, Watson. Y ou have added fib- bing to your other vices. Y ou bear every sign of the busy medical
man, with calson him every hour.”

"Not such important ones. But can't you have thisfellow arrested?”
"Yes, Watson, | could. That's what worries him so0."

"But why don't you?"

"Because | don't know wherethe diamond is.”

"Ah! Billy told me -- the missing Crown jewel!"



"Yes, the great yellow Mazarin stone. I've cast my net and | have my fish. But | have not got the stone. What is the use of
taking them? We can make the world a better place by laying them by the hedls. But that isnot what | am out for. It'sthe stone
| want."

"And isthis Count Sylvius one of your fish?'

"Y es, and he's a shark. He bites. The other is Sam Merton the boxer. Not abad fellow, Sam, but the Count has used him.
Sam'snot ashark. Heisagreat big slly bull-headed gudgeon. But heisflopping about in my net dl the same.”

"Whereisthis Count Sylvius?'

"I've been at hisvery elbow dl the morning. Y ou've seen me as an old lady, Watson. | was never more convincing. He actudly
picked up my parasol for me once. 'By your leave, madame,’ said he -- haf-Italian, you know, and with the South- ern graces
of manner when in the mood, but adevil incarnate in the other mood. Lifeisfull of whimsical happenings, Watson."

"It might have been tragedy.”

"Well, perhapsit might. | followed him to old Straubenzee's workshop in the Minories. Straubenzee made the air-gun -- avery
pretty bit of work, as| understand, and | rather fancy it isin the opposite window at the present moment. Have you seen the
dummy? Of course, Billy showed it to you. Well, it may get abullet through its beautiful head a any moment. Ah, Billy, what is
it?"

The boy had reappeared in the room with acard upon atray. Holmes glanced at it with raised eyebrows and an amused smile.

"Theman himsdf. | had hardly expected this. Grasp the nettle, Watson! A man of nerve. Possibly you have heard of his
reputation as ashooter of big game. It would indeed be atriumphant ending to his excellent sporting record if he added meto
hisbag. Thisisaproof that he feds my toe very close behind his hed.”

"Send for the police.

"I probably shdl. But not just yet. Would you glance care- fully out of the window, Watson, and see if anyoneis hanging about
inthe street?'

Watson looked warily round the edge of the curtain.

"Y es, thereis onerough fellow near the door.”

"That will be Sam Merton -- thefaithful but rather fatuous Sam. Whereisthis gentleman, Billy?'
"In thewaiting-room, Sr."

"Show himupwhen| ring."

"Yesgr."

"If I am not in theroom, show himin dl the same."

"Yes, ar."

Watson waited until the door was closed, and then he turned earnestly to his companion.

"Look here, Holmes, thisissmply impossible. Thisis adesperate man, who sticks at nothing. He may have come to murder
you."

"| should not be surprised.”



"l ingst upon staying with you."

"Y ou would be horribly in the way."
"Inhisway?'

"No, my dear fdlow -- inmy way."
"Well, | can't possibly leaveyou.”

"Y es, you can, Watson. And you will, for you have never failed to play the game. | am sure you will play it to the end. Thisman
has come for his own purpose, but he may stay for mine."

Holmes took out his notebook and scribbled afew lines. "Take acab to Scotland Y ard and give thisto Y oughd of the C. I. D.
Come back with the police. Thefdlow's arrest will follow."

"Il do that with joy.

"Before you return | may have just time enough to find out where the soneis" He touched the bell. "I think we will go out
through the bedroom. This second exit is exceedingly useful. | rather want to see my shark without his seeing me, and | have,
asyou will remember, my own way of doingit."

It was, therefore, an empty room into which Billy, aminute later, ushered Count Sylvius. The famous game-shot, sportsman,
and man-about-town was a big, swarthy fellow, with aformida- ble dark moustache shading a crud, thin-lipped mouth, and
surmounted by along, curved nose like the beak of an eagle. He waswell dressed, but his brilliant necktie, shining pin, and
glittering rings were flamboyant in their effect. Asthe door closed behind him he looked round him with fierce, startled eyes,
like one who suspects atrap a every turn. Then he gave aviolent start as he saw the impassive head and the collar of the
dressing-gown which projected above the armchair in the win- dow. At first his expression was one of pure amazement. Then
thelight of ahorrible hope gleamed in his dark, murderous eyes. He took one more glance round to see that there were no
witnesses, and then, on tiptoe, histhick stick haf raised, he gpproached the silent figure. He was crouching for hisfina spring
and blow when acool, sardonic voice greeted him from the open bedroom door:

"Don't break it, Count! Don't break it!"

The assassin staggered back, amazement in his convulsed face. For an instant he half raised hisloaded cane once more, asif he
would turn hisviolence from the effigy to the origina; but there was something in that steady gray eye and mocking smile which
caused hishand to sink to hisside.

"It'sapretty littlething,” said Holmes, advancing towards the image. " Tavernier, the French modeller, madeit. Heisasgood at
waxworks as your friend Straubenzeeisat air-guns.”

"Air-guns, gr! What do you mean?"

"Put your hat and stick on the side-table. Thank you! Pray take a seat. Would you care to put your revolver out also? Oh, very
good, if you prefer to St upon it. Your vist isrealy most opportune, for | wanted badly to have afew minutes chat with you. "

The Count scowled, with heavy, threstening eyebrows.

"I, too, wished to have some words with you, Holmes. That iswhy | am here. | won't deny that | intended to assault you just

Holmes swung hisleg on the edge of the table.

"| rather gathered that you had some idea of the sort in your head,” said he. "But why these persond attentions?’



"Becalse you have gone out of your way to annoy me. Because you have put your creatures upon my track.”
"My creatures! | assure you no!"
"Nonsense! | have had them followed. Two can play at that game, Holmes."

"Itisasmal point, Count Sylvius, but perhaps you would kindly give me my prefix when you address me. Y ou can understand
that, with my routine of work, | should find myself on familiar termswith half the rogues gdlery, and you will agree that
exceptionsareinvidious."

"Wédl, Mr. Holmes, then."
"Excdllent! But | assure you you are mistaken about my aleged agents.”
Count Sylviuslaughed contemptuoudly.

"Other people can observe aswell asyou. Y esterday there was an old sporting man. To-day it was an elderly woman. They
heddmeinview dl day."

"Redlly, dr, you compliment me. Old Baron Dowson said the night before he was hanged that in my case what the law had
gained the stage had lost. And now you give my littleimpersona- tionsyour kindly praise?'

"It was you -- you yoursalf?'

Holmes shrugged his shoulders. "Y ou can see in the corner the parasol which you so politely handed to mein the Minories
before you began to suspect.”

"If I had known, you might never --"

"Have seen this humble home again. | waswell aware of it. We al have neglected opportunitiesto deplore. Asit happens, you
did not know, so herewe arel”

The Count's knotted brows gathered more heavily over his menacing eyes. "What you say only makes the matter worse. It was
not your agents but your play-acting, busybody sdlf! Y ou admit that you have dogged me. Why?'

"Come now, Count. Y ou used to shoot lionsin Algeria.”

"Wdl?'

"But why?'

"Why? The sport -- the excitement -- the danger!”

"And, no doubt, to free the country from a pest?’

"Exactly!"

"My reasonsin anutshe !

The Count sprang to hisfeet, and his hand involuntarily moved back to his hip-pocket.

"Sit down, Sr, St down! There was another, more practica, reason. | want that yellow diamond!”
Count Sylviuslay back in hischair with an evil amile.

"Upon my word!" said he.



"You knew that | was after you for that. Thered reason why you are here to-night isto find out how much | know about the
meatter and how far my removd is absolutely essential. Wdll, | should say that, from your point of view, it is absolutely essen-
tid, for I know al about it, save only one thing, which you are about to tell me.”

"Oh, indeed! And pray, what isthismissng fact?"
"Where the Crown diamond now is."

The Count looked sharply at his companion. "Oh, you want to know that, do you? How the devil should | be gbleto l€ll you
whereitis?'

"Y ou can, and you will."
"Indeed!"

"Y ou can't bluff me, Count Sylvius." Holmess eyes, as he gazed at him, contracted and lightened until they were like two
menacing points of sted. "Y ou are absolute plate-glass. | see to the very back of your mind."

"Then, of course, you see where the diamond isl™

Holmes clapped his hands with amusement, and then pointed a derisive finger. " Then you do know. Y ou have admitted it!"
"l admit nothing.”

"Now, Count, if you will be reasonable we can do business. If not, you will get hurt.”

Count Sylviusthrew up hiseyesto the calling. "And you talk about bluff!" said he.

Holmeslooked at him thoughtfully like ameaster chess-player who meditates his crowning move. Then he threw open the table
drawer and drew out a squat notebook.

"Do you know what | keep in this book?’

"No, sir, | do not!"

"You!"

"Ma”

"Yes, gr, you! You aredl here-- every action of yor vile and dangerouslife.

"Damn you, Holmes!" cried the Count with blazing eyes. "There are limitsto my patience!”

"It'sdl here, Count. The real facts asto the death of old Mrs. Harold, who left you the Blymer estate, which you so rapidly
gambled away."

"You are dreaming!"
"And the complete life higtory of Miss Minnie Warrender."
"Tut! Y ouwill make nothing of that!"

"Plenty more here, Count. Here isthe robbery in the train de-luxe to the Rivieraon February 13, 1892. Hereisthe forged
check in the same year on the Credit Lyonnais.”

"No, you'rewrong there."



"Then | am right on the othersl Now, Count, you are a card-player. When the other fellow has dl the trumps, it savestimeto
throw down your hand."

"What hasdl thistak to do with the jewe of which you spoke?!

"Gently, Count. Restrain that eager mind! Let me get to the pointsin my own humdrum fashion. | have dl thisagaingt you; b,
abovedl, | have aclear case againgt both you and your fighting bully in the case of the Crown diamond.”

"Indeed!"

"I have the cabman who took you to Whitehal and the cabman who brought you away. | have the commissionaire who saw
you near the case. | have Ikey Sanders, who refused to cut it up for you. Ikey has peached, and the gameisup.”

The veins stood out on the Count's forehead. His dark, hairy hands were clenched in aconvulsion of restrained emotion. He
tried to speak, but the words would not shape themselves.

"That'sthehand | play from," said Holmes. "I put it al upon the table. But one card ismissing. It'sthe king of dia- monds. |
don't know where the stoneiis.”

"You never shdl know."

"No? Now, be reasonable, Count. Consider the Situation. Y ou are going to be locked up for twenty years. So is Sam Merton.
What good are you going to get out of your diamond? Nonein the world. But if you hand it over -- well, I'll compound a
felony. We don't want you or Sam. We want the stone. Give that up, and so far as| am concerned you can go free so long as
you behave yoursdf in thefuture. If you make another dip well, it will bethelast. But thistime my commissionisto get the
stone, not you."

"Butif | refuse?’
"Why, then -- alas! -- it must be you and not the stone.”
Billy had appeared in answer to aring.

"I think, Count, that it would be aswell to have your friend Sam at this conference. After all, hisinterests should be repre-
sented. Billy, you will seealarge and ugly gentleman outside the front door. Ask him to come up.”

"If hewon't come, Sr?"
"No violence, Billy. Don't be rough with him. If you tell him that Count Sylviuswants him hewill certainly come."
"What are you going to do now?" asked the Count as Billy disappeared.

"My friend Watson was with me just now. | told him that | had ashark and agudgeon in my net; now | am drawing the net and
up they come together.”

The Count had risen from his chair, and his hand was behind his back. Holmes held something half protruding from the pocket
of hisdressng-gown.

"Youwon't dieinyour bed, Holmes."

"I have often had the sameidea. Doesit matter very much? Aher al, Count, your own exit ismore likely to be perpendicular
than horizonta. But these anticipations of the future are morbid. Why not give oursalves up to the unrestrained enjoyment of the
present?'

A sudden wild-beast light sprang up in the dark, menacing eyes of the master criminal. Holmess figure seemed to grow taller as
he grew tense and ready.



"It isno useyour fingering your revolver, my friend," hesaid in aquiet voice. "Y ou know perfectly well that you dare not useit,
evenif | gaveyou timeto draw it. Nasty, noisy things, revolvers, Count. Better stick to air-guns. Ah! | think | hear thefairy
footstep of your estimable partner. Good day, Mr. Merton. Rather dull in the street, isit not?"

The prize-fighter, a heavily built young man with astupid, obstinate, dab-sded face, stood awkwardly at the door, looking
about him with a puzzled expression. Holmes's debonair manner was anew experience, and though he vagudly fdt that it was
hostile, he did not know how to counter it. He turned to his more astute comrade for help.

"What's the game now, Count? What's this fellow want? What's up?' His voice was degp and raucous.
The Count shrugged his shoulders, and it was Holmes who answered.

"If I may put it in anutshdl, Mr. Merton, | should say it wasall up.”

The boxer still addressed his remarksto his associate.

"Isthis covetrying to be funny, or what? 1'm not in the funny mood mysdlf."

"No, | expect not," said Holmes. "1 think | can promise you that you will feel even less humorous as the evening advances.
Now, look here, Count Sylvius. I'm abusy man and | can't waste time. I'm going into that bedroom. Pray make yourselves
quite a homein my absence. Y ou can explain to your friend how the matter lieswithout the restraint of my presence. | shdl try
over the Hoffman '‘Barcarol€ upon my violin. In five min- utes| shdl return for your find answer. Y ou quite grasp the
aternative, do you not? Shal we take you, or shdl we have the sone?'

Holmeswithdrew, picking up hisviolin from the corner as he passed. A few moments later the long-drawn, wailing notes of
that most haunting of tunes came faintly through the closed door of the bedroom.

"What isit, then?' asked Merton anxioudy as his companion turned to him. "Does he know about the sone?”
"He knows a damned sight too much about it. I'm not sure that he doesn't know al about it.”

"Good Lord!" The boxer's sallow face turned a shade whiter.

"Ikey Sanders has split on us."

"He has, hashe?1'll do him down athick 'un for that if | swing for it."

"That won't help us much. We've got to make up our mindswhat to do.”

"Half amo'," said the boxer, looking suspicioudy at the bedroom door. "He's aleary cove that wants watching. | sup- pose
he'snot ligening?!

"How can he belistening with that music going?'

"That's right. Maybe somebody's behind a curtain. Too many curtainsin thisroom.” As helooked round he suddenly saw for
thefirst time the effigy in the window, and stood staring and pointing, too amazed for words.

"Tut! it'sonly adummy,” said the Count.

"A feke, isit? Wdl, strike me! Madame Tussaud aintinit. It'sthe living spit of him, gown and al. But them curtains Count! "
"Oh, confound the curtains! We are wasting our time, and there is none too much. He can lag us over thisstone.

"The deuce he can!"

"But hell let usdipif weonly tell him wherethesvagis.”



"What! Giveit up? Give up a hundred thousand quid?'

"It'sone or the other.”

Merton scratched his short-cropped pate.

"Hesdoneinthere. Let'sdo himin. If hislight were out we should have nothing to fear.”
The Count shook his head.

"Heisarmed and ready. If we shot him we could hardly get away in aplacelikethis. Besides, it'slikely enough that the police
know whatever evidence he has got. Hallo! What was that?'

There was avague sound which seemed to come from the window. Both men sprang round, but al was quiet. Save for the one
srange figure seated in the chair, the room was certainly empty.

"Something in the street,” said Merton. "Now look here, guv'nor, you've got the brains. Surely you can think away out of it. If
dugging isno usethenit'sup to you."

"I've fooled better men than he," the Count answered. "The stoneis herein my secret pocket. | take no chancesleaving it
about. It can be out of England to-night and cut into four piecesin Amsterdam before Sunday. He knows nothing of Van
Seddar.”

"| thought VVan Seddar was going next week."

"Hewas. But now he must get off by the next boat. One or other of us must dip round with the stoneto Lime Street and tell
him."

"But the false bottom ain't ready.”

"Well, hemust takeit asit isand chance it. Theré's not amoment to lose." Again, with the sense of danger which be- comesan
ingtinct with the sportsman, he paused and looked hard at the window. Y es, it was surely from the street that the faint sound
had come.

"Asto Holmes," he continued, "we can fool him easily enough. Y ou see, the damned fool won't arrest usif he can get the stone.
Well, well promise him the stone. Well put him on the wrong track about it, and before he findsthat it isthe wrong track it will
be in Holland and we out of the country.”

"That sounds good to me!" cried Sam Merton with agrin.

"Y ou go on and tell the Dutchman to get amove on him. I'll seethis sucker and fill him up with abogus confession. I'll tell him
that the goneisin Liverpool. Confound that whining music; it getson my nerves By thetimehefindsit isn't in Liverpool it will
be in quarters and we on the blue water. Come back here, out of aline with that keyhole. Hereisthe stone.”

"l wonder you dare carry it."
"Where could | haveit safer? If we could take it out of Whitehall someone e se could surdly take it out of my lodgings.”
"Let'shavealook at it."

Count Sylvius cast asomewhat unflattering glance at his associate and disregarded the unwashed hand which was ex- tended
towards him.

"What -- d'ye think I'm going to snatch it off you? See here, mister, I'm getting abit tired of your ways."

"Wdll, well, no offence, Sam. We can't afford to quarrel. Come over to the window if you want to see the beauty properly.
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Now holdit to thelight! Here!™
"Thank you!"

With asingle spring Holmes had legped from the dummy's chair and had grasped the preciousjewd. He held it now in one
hand, while his other pointed arevolver at the Count's head. The two villains staggered back in utter amazement. Before they
had recovered Holmes had pressed the eectric bell.

"No violence, gentlemen -- no violence, | beg of you! Con- sider the furniture! 1t must be very clear to you that your position is
an impossible one. The police are waiting below.”

The Count's bewilderment overmastered hisrage and fear.
"But how the deuce --?" he gasped.

"Your surpriseisvery naturd. Y ou are not aware that a second door from my bedroom leads behind that curtain. | fancied that
you must have heard me when | displaced the figure, but luck was on my side. It gave me a chance of listening to your racy
conversation which would have been painfully constrained had you been aware of my presence.”

The Count gave agesture of resignation.
"We giveyou best, Holmes. | believe you are the devil himsdf."
"Not far from him, at any rate," Holmes answered with apolite smile.

Sam Merton'sdow intellect had only gradually appreciated the situation. Now, as the sound of heavy steps came from the
sairsoutsde, he broke slence at last.

"A fair cop!" said he. "But, | say, what about that bloomin' fiddle! | hear it yet."
"Tut, tut!" Holmes answered. "Y ou are perfectly right. Let it play! These modern gramophones are aremarkable invention.”

Therewas an inrush of police, the handcuffs clicked and the criminas were led to the waiting cab. Watson lingered with
Holmes, congratulating him upon this fresh leaf added to hislaurels. Once more their conversation was interrupted by the
imperturbable Billy with his card-tray.

"Lord Cantlemeredr.”

"Show him up, Biily. Thisisthe eminent peer who represents the very highest interests,” said Holmes. "Heis an excellent and
loya person, but rather of the old regime. Shal we make him unbend? Dare we venture upon adight liberty? He knows, we
may conjecture, nothing of what has occurred.”

The door opened to admit athin, austere figure with a hatchet face and drooping mid-Victorian whiskers of aglossy blackness
which hardly corresponded with the rounded shoulders and fee- ble gait. Holmes advanced affably, and shook an unresponsive
hand.

"How do you do, Lord Cantlemere? It is chilly for the time of year, but rather warm indoors. May | take your overcoat?'
"No, | thank you; | will not takeit off."

Holmeslaid his hand insstently upon the deeve.

"Pray dlow me! My friend Dr. Watson would assure you that these changes of temperature are most insidious.”

His Lordship shook himsdlf free with someimpatience.



"I am quite comfortable, Sir. | have no need to stay. | have smply looked in to know how your self-appointed task was
progressing.”

"Itisdifficult -- very difficult."

"| feared that you would find it s0."

Therewas adistinct sneer in the old courtier's words and manner.

"Every man finds hislimitations, Mr. Holmes, but at least it cures us of the weakness of self-satisfaction.”
"Yes, gr, | have been much perplexed.”

"No doubt."

"Egpecidly upon one point. Possibly you could help me upon

"Y ou gpply for my advice rather late in the day. | thought that you had your own al-sufficient methods. Still, | am ready to help
you."

"Y ou see, Lord Cantlemere, we can no doubt frame a case against the actud thieves.”

"When you have caught them.”

"Exactly. But the question is -- how shall we proceed against the receiver?’

"Isthisnot rather premature?’

"It isaswdll to have our plans ready. Now, what would you regard as final evidence againgt the receiver?'
"The actud possession of the stone.”

"Y ouwould arrest him upon that?'

"Most undoubtedly.”

Holmes seldom laughed, but he got as near it as his old friend Watson could remember.
"Inthat case, my dear g, | shal be under the painful necessity of advising your arrest.”

Lord Cantlemere was very angry. Some of the ancient fires flickered up into his sallow cheeks.

"You take agrest liberty, Mr. Holmes. Infifty years of officid lifel cannot recall such acase. | am abusy man, Sr engaged
upon important affairs, and | have no time or taste for foolish jokes. | may tdll you frankly, gr, that | have never been abdiever
inyour powers, and that | have always been of the opinion that the matter wasfar safer in the hands of the regular police force.
Y our conduct confirmsal my conclusons. | have the honour, Sr, to wish you good-evening.”

Holmes had swiftly changed his position and was between the peer and the door.

"One moment, gr," said he. "To actudly go off with the Mazarin stone would be a more serious offence than to be found in
temporary possession of it."

"Sir, thisisintolerable! Let me pass.”
"Put your hand in the right-hand pocket of your overcoat.”

"What do you mean, Sir?"'
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"Come -- come, do what | ask."
An ingant later the amazed peer was standing, blinking and ssammering, with the great yellow stone on his shaking pam.
"What! What! How isthis, Mr. Holmes?'

"Too bad, Lord Cantlemere, too bad!" cried Holmes. "My old friend here will tell you that | have an impish habit of practical
joking. Alsothat | can never resist adramatic Situation. | took the liberty -- the very grest liberty, | admit -- of putting the stone
into your pocket at the beginning of our interview."

The old peer stared from the stone to the smiling face before him.

"Sir, | am bewildered. But -- yes-- it isindeed the Mazarin stone. We are greetly your debtors, Mr. Holmes. Y our sense of
humour may, as you admit, be somewhat perverted, and its exhibition remarkably untimely, but at least | withdraw any
reflection | have made upon your amazing professiona powers. But how --"

"The caseisbut hdf finished; the detail s can wait. No doubt, Lord Cantlemere, your pleasurein telling of this successful result
inthe exalted circle to which you return will be some smal atonement for my practicd joke. Billy, you will show hisLord- ship
out, and tell Mrs. Hudson that | should be glad if she would send up dinner for two as soon as possible.”

TheProblem of Thor Bridge

Somewhere in the vaults of the bank of Cox and Co., at Charing Cross, thereis atravel-worn and battered tin dispatch- box
with my name, John H. Watson, M. D., Late Indian Army, painted upon thelid. It is crammed with papers, nearly al of which
arerecords of casesto illugtrate the curious problems which Mr. Sherlock Holmes had at various times to examine. Some, and
not the least interesting, were complete failures, and as such will hardly bear narrating, snce no find explanation isforthcoming.
A problem without a solution may interest the student, but can hardly fail to annoy the casud reader. Among these unfinished
talesisthat of Mr. James Phillimore, who, stepping back into his own house to get hisumbrella, was never more seeninthis
world. No lessremarkable isthat of the cutter Alicia, which sailed one spring morning into asmall patch of mist from where she
never again emerged, nor was anything further ever heard of hersalf and her crew. A third case worthy of noteisthat of

| sadora Persano, the well-known journdist and duellist, who was found stark staring mad with amatch box in front of him
which contained aremarkable worm said to be unknown to science. Apart from these unfathomed cases, there are some which
involve the secrets of private familiesto an extent which would mean congternation in many exated quartersif it were thought
possible that they might find their way into print. | need not say that such abreach of confidence is unthink- able, and that these
recordswill be separated and destroyed now that my friend hastimeto turn his energiesto the matter. Thereremain a
consderable residue of cases of greater or lessinterest which | might have edited before had | not feared to give the public a
surfeit which might react upon the reputation of the man whom above dl others| revere. In some | was mysalf concerned and
can speak as an eye-witness, whilein others | was either not present or played so smal a part that they could only betold as
by athird person. The following narrative is drawn from my own experience.

It was awild morning in October, and | observed as | was dressing how the last remaining leaves were being whirled from the
solitary plane tree which graces the yard behind our house. | descended to breakfast prepared to find my companion in de-
pressed spirits, for, like dl great artists, he was easily impressed by his surroundings. On the contrary, | found that he had
nearly finished hismedl, and that his mood was particularly bright and joyous, with that somewhat sinister cheerfulnesswhich
was char- acterigtic of hislighter moments.

"You have acase, Holmes?' | remarked.

"The faculty of deduction is certainly contagious, Watson," he answered. "1t has enabled you to probe my secret. Yes, | havea
case. After amonth of trividities and stagnation the wheels move once more.”

"Might | shareit?'

"Thereislittle to share, but we may discussit when you have consumed the two hard-boiled eggs with which our new cook has
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favoured us. Their condition may not be unconnected with the copy of the Family Herald which | observed yesterday upon the
hall-table. Even so trivial ameatter as cooking an egg demands an attention which is conscious of the passage of time and
incom- patible with the love romance in that excellent periodica.”

A quarter of an hour later the table had been cleared and we were face to face. He had drawn aletter from his pocket.

"Y ou have heard of Neil Gibson, the Gold King?' he said.

"Y ou mean the American Senator?'

"Well, hewas once Senator for some Western state, but is better known as the greatest gold-mining magnate in the world.”
"Yes, | know of him. He has surdly lived in England for sometime. Hisnameisvery familiar.”

"Y es, he bought a consderable estate in Hampshire some five years ago. Possibly you have dready heard of thetragic end of
hiswife?'

"Of course. | remember it now. That iswhy the nameisfamiliar. But | redly know nothing of the details.”

Holmes waved his hand towards some papers on achair. "'l had no ideathat the case was coming my way or | should have
had my extractsready,” said he. "Thefact isthat the problem, though exceedingly sensational, appeared to present no diffi-
culty. Theinteresting personality of the accused does not obscure the clearness of the evidence. That wasthe view taken by the
coroner'sjury and also in the police-court proceedings. It is now referred to the Assizes at Winchester. | fear it isathankless
business. | can discover facts, Watson, but | cannot change them. Unless some entirely new and unexpected ones cometo light
| do not see what my client can hopefor.”

"Y our dlient?'

"Ah, | forgot | had not told you. | am getting into your involved habit, Watson, of telling astory backward. Y ou had best read
thisfirg.”

The letter which he handed to me, written in abold, masterful hand, ran asfollows:

CLARI DCGE' S HOTEL,
Cct ober 3rd.
DEAR MR. SHERLOCK HOLMES:
| can't see the best woman God ever nade go to her
death without doing all that is possible to save her. | can't
explain things -- | can't even try to explain them but | know
beyond all doubt that M ss Dunbar is innocent. You know
the facts -- who doesn't? It has been the gossip of the country.
And never a voice raised for her! It's the damed i nj us-
tice of it all that nakes nme crazy. That worman has a heart
that wouldn't let her kill a fly. Well, I'Il cone at el even
to-nmorrow and see if you can get sone ray of light in the
dark. Maybe | have a clue and don't know it. Anyhow, all |
know and all | have and all | amare for your use if only you
can save her. |If ever in your life you showed your powers,
put themnow into this case.
Yours faithfully,
J. NEIL G BSON

"Thereyou haveit," said Sherlock Holmes, knocking out the ashes of his after-bregkfast pipe and dowly refilling it. "That isthe
gentleman | await. Asto the story, you have hardly time to master dl these papers, so | must giveit to you in anutshell if you
areto take anintdligent interest in the proceedings. Thisman isthe greatest financia power in the world, and aman, as|
understand, of most violent and formidable character. He mar- ried awife, the victim of thistragedy, of whom | know nothing
save that she was past her prime, which was the more unfortu- nate as a very attractive governess superintended the education
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of two young children. These are the three people concerned, and the sceneisagrand old manor house, the centre of a
historical English state. Then asto the tragedy. The wife was found in the grounds nearly haf amile from the house, late at
night, clad in her dinner dress, with ashawl over her shoulders and arevolver bullet through her brain. No weapon was found
near her and there was no local clue asto the murder. No weapon near her, Watson -- mark that! The crime seemsto have
been committed late in the evening, and the body was found by a gamekeeper about eeven o'clock, when it was examined by
the police and by adoctor before being carried up to the house. Isthistoo con- densed, or can you follow it clearly?”

"Itisdl very clear. But why suspect the governess?’

"Well, in thefirg place thereis some very direct evidence. A revolver with one discharged chamber and a calibre which cor-
responded with the bullet was found on the floor of her ward- robe." His eyesfixed and he repeated in broken words, "On --
the -- floor -- of -- her -- wardrobe.” Then he sank into S- lence, and | saw that some train of thought had been set moving
which | should be foolish to interrupt. Suddenly with a start he emerged into brisk life once more. "Y es, Watson, it was found.
Pretty damning, eh? So the two juries thought. Then the dead woman had a note upon her making an appointment at that very
place and signed by the governess. How's that? Findlly there is the motive. Senator Gibson is an attractive person. If hiswife
dies, who more likely to succeed her than the young lady who had aready by al accounts received pressing attentions from her
employer? Love, fortune, power, al depending upon one middle- aged life. Ugly, Watson -- very ugly!"

"Y es, indeed, Holmes."

"Nor could she prove an dibi. On the contrary, she had to admit that she was down near Thor Bridge -- that was the scene of
the tragedy -- about that hour. She couldn't deny it, for some passing villager had seen her there.™

"Thet redly seemsfind.”

"And yet, Watson -- and yet! This bridge -- a single broad span of stone with balustraded sides -- carriesthe drive over the
nar- rowest part of along, deep, reed-girt sheet of water. Thor Mereit is called. In the mouth of the bridge lay the dead
woman. Such arethe main facts. But here, if | mistake not, is our client, considerably before histime.”

Billy had opened the door, but the name which he announced was an unexpected one. Mr. Marlow Bates was a stranger to
both of us. Hewas athin, nervous wisp of aman with frightened eyes and atwitching, hesitating manner -- aman whom my
own professiond eye would judge to be on the brink of an absolute nervous breakdown.

"Y ou seem agitated, Mr. Bates," said Holmes. "Pray St down. | fear | can only give you ashort time, for | have an gppointment
a deven

"I know you have," our visitor gasped, shooting out short sentences like aman who isout of breath. "Mr. Gibson iscoming.
Mr. Gibson ismy employer. | am manager of hisestate. Mr. Holmes, heisavillain -- aninfernd villain."

"Strong language, Mr. Bates.”

"I have to be emphatic, Mr. Holmes, for thetimeis so limited. | would not have him find me herefor the world. Heisamost
due now. But | was so Situated that | could not come earlier. His secretary, Mr. Ferguson, only told me thismorning of his
gppointment with you."

"And you are hismanager?'

"l have given him notice. In acouple of weeks| shall have shaken off his accursed davery. A hard man, Mr. Holmes, hard to
al aout him. Those public charities are ascreen to cover hisprivate iniquities. But hiswife was his chief victim. He was brutal
to her -- yes, sir, brutal! How she came by her death | do not know, but | am sure that he had made her lifeamisery to her.
She was a creature of the tropics, a Brazilian by birth, as no doubt you know."

"No, it had escaped me."
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"Tropica by birth and tropica by nature. A child of the sun and of passion. She had loved him as such women can love, but
when her own physical charms had faded -- | am told that they once were gresat -- there was nothing to hold him. We dl liked
her and felt for her and hated him for the way that he treated her. But heis plausible and cunning. That isall | haveto say to
you. Don't take him at hisface value. Thereis more behind. Now I'll go. No, no, don't detain me! Heisamost due.”

With afrightened look at the clock our strange visitor literally ran to the door and disappeared.

"Wel! Wel!" said Holmes after aninterva of slence. "Mr. Gibson seemsto have aniceloyd household. But thewarningisa
useful one, and now we can only wait till the man himsdf appears.”

Sharp a the hour we heard a heavy step upon the stairs, and the famous millionaire was shown into the room. As| looked
upon him | understood not only the fears and didike of his manager but aso the execrations which so many businessrivals have
heaped upon hishead. If | were asculptor and desired to idealize the successful man of affairs, iron of nerve and lesthery of
conscience, | should choose Mr. Neil Gibson asmy model. Histal, gaunt, craggy figure had asuggestion of hunger and
rgpacity. An Abraham Lincoln keyed to base usesinstead of high oneswould give someidea of the man. Hisface might have
been chisdlled in granite, hard-set, craggy, remorseless, with deep lines upon it, the scars of many acriss. Cold gray eyes,
looking shrewdly out from under bristling brows, surveyed us each in turn. He bowed in perfunctory fashion as Holmes
mentioned my name, and then with amasterful air of possession he drew achair up to my companion and seated himself with
his bony knees almost touching him.

"Let me say right here, Mr. Holmes," he began, "that money isnothing to meinthiscase. You can burnitif it'sany usein
lighting you to the truth. Thiswoman isinnocent and thiswoman hasto be cleared, and it's up to you to do it. Name your

figure™
"My professond charges are upon afixed scale,” said Holmes coldly. "I do not vary them, save when | remit them atogether.”

"Wdll, if dollars make no differenceto you, think of the reputation. If you pull this off every paper in England and Americawill
be booming you. Y oull be thetak of two continents.”

"Thank you, Mr. Gibson, | do not think that | am in need of booming. It may surprise you to know that | prefer to work
anonymoudly, and that it isthe problem itself which attracts me. But we are wasting time. Let us get down to the facts.”

"| think that you will find &l the main onesin the pressreports. | don't know that | can add anything which will help you. But if
thereis anything you would wish more light upon -- well, | am hereto giveit."

"Well, thereisjust one point."

"What isit?'

"What were the exact rel ations between you and Miss Dunbar?'

The Gold King gave aviolent start and haf rose from his chair. Then his massive cdm came back to him.

"l suppose you are within your rights -- and maybe doing your duty -- in asking such aquestion, Mr. Holmes."
"Wewill agree to suppose 0," said Holmes.

"Then | can assure you that our relations were entirely and away's those of an employer towards ayoung lady whom he never
conversed with, or ever saw, save when shewasin the company of his children.”

Holmesrosefrom hischair.

"I am arather busy man, Mr. Gibson," said he, "and | have no time or taste for aimless conversations. | wish you good-
morning."

16



Our vigitor had risen dso, and his grest loose figure towered above Holmes. There was an angry gleam from under those
bristling brows and atinge of colour in the sallow cheeks.

"What the devil do you mean by this, Mr. Holmes? Do you dismiss my case?"
"Well, Mr. Gibson, at least | dismissyou. | should have thought my wordswere plain.”

"Plain enough, but what's at the back of it? Raising the price on me, or afraid to tackleit, or what? I've aright to aplain
ansver."

"Weéll, perhapsyou have" said Holmes. "I'll give you one. This caseis quite sufficiently complicated to start with without the
further difficulty of falseinformation.”

"Meaning that | lie"
"Well, | wastrying to expressit asddicately as| could, but if you insst upon theword | will not contradict you.”

| sprang to my feet, for the expression upon the millionairé's face wasfiendish in itsintensity, and he had raised his greet
knotted fist. Holmes smiled languidly and reached his hand out for his pipe.

"Don't be noisy, Mr. Gibson. | find that after breskfast even the smallest argument is unsettling. | suggest that astroll inthe
morning air and alittle quiet thought will be greetly to your advantage.”

With an effort the Gold King mastered hisfury. | could not but admire him, for by a supreme self-command he had turnedina
minute from ahot flame of anger to afrigid and contemptuous indifference.

"W, it'syour choice. | guessyou know how to run your own business. | can't make you touch the case against your will.
Y ou've done yoursdlf no good thismorning, Mr. Holmes, for | have broken stronger men than you. No man ever crossed me
and was the better for it."

"So many have said so0, and yet here | am,” said Holmes, smiling. "Well, good-morning, Mr. Gibson. Y ou have agood dedl yet
tolearn.”

Our vistor made anoisy exit, but Holmes smoked in imper- turbable silence with dreamy eyesfixed upon the ceiling.
"Any views, Watson?' he asked &t |ast.

"Well, Holmes, | must confessthat when | consider that thisisaman who would certainly brush any obstacle from his path,
and when | remember that hiswife may have been an obstacle and an object of didike, asthat man Bates plainly told us, it
seemsto me--"

"Exactly. Andtomeaso."
"But what were hisrelations with the governess, and how did you discover them?”

"Bluff, Watson, bluff! When | considered the passionate, unconventiona, unbusinessike tone of his|letter and contrasted it with
his self-contained manner and appearance, it was pretty clear that there was some degp emation which centred upon the
accused woman rather than upon the victim. We've got to under- stand the exact relations of those three people if we areto
reach the truth. Y ou saw the frontal attack which I made upon him, and how imperturbably he received it. Then | bluffed him
by giving him theimpression that | was absolutely certain, when in redlity | was only extremely suspicious.”

"Perhaps he will come back?'

"Heis sure to come back. He must come back. He can't leave it whereit is. Hal isn't that aring? Y es, thereis hisfootstep.
Wedll, Mr. Gibson, | wasjust saying to Dr. Watson that you were somewhat overdue.”
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The Gold King had reentered the room in amore chastened mood than he had | &ft it. His wounded pride still showed in his
resentful eyes, but his common sense had shown him that he must yield if hewould attain hisend.

"I've been thinking it over, Mr. Holmes, and | fedl that | have been hasty in taking your remarks amiss. You arejusdtified in
getting down to the facts, whatever they may be, and | think the more of you for it. | can assure you, however, that the relations
between Miss Dunbar and me don't redlly touch this case.”

"That isfor meto decide, isit not?"
"Yes, | guessthat isso. You're like a surgeon who wants every symptom before he can give hisdiagnosis.”

"Exactly. That expressesit. And it isonly a patient who has an object in deceiving his surgeon who would conced the facts of
his case"

"That may be s0, but you will admit, Mr. Holmes, that most men would shy off abit when they are asked point-blank what
their relations with awoman may be -- if thereisreally some seriousfedling in the case. | guessmost men have alittle private
reserve of their own in some corner of their souls where they don't welcome intruders. And you burst suddenly into it. But the
object excuses you, since it was to try and save her. Well, the stakes are down and the reserve open, and you can explore
whereyou will. What isit you want?"

"Thetruth."

The Gold King paused for amoment as one who marshas his thoughts. His grim, deep-lined face had become even sadder
and more grave.

"l can giveit toyouin avery few words, Mr. Holmes," said he at last. "There are some things that are painful aswell asdifficult
to say, so | won't go deeper than is needful. I met my wife when | was gold-hunting in Brazil. Maria Pinto was the daughter of
agovernment officid at Manaos, and shewas very beautiful. | was young and ardent in those days, but even now, as| look
back with colder blood and amore critical eye, | can seethat she wasrare and wonderful in her beauty. It was adeep rich
nature, too, passonate, whole-hearted, tropical, ill-balanced, very different from the American women whom | had known.
Wéll, to make along story short, | loved her and | married her. 1t was only when the romance had passed -- and it lingered for
years -- that | redlized that we had nothing -- absolutely nothing -- in common. My love faded. If hers had faded also it might
have been easier. But you know the wonderful way of women! Do what | might, nothing could turn her from me. If | have been
harsh to her, even brutal as some have said, it has been because | knew that if | could kill her love, or if it turned to hate, it
would be easier for both of us. But nothing changed her. She adored mein those English woods as she had adored me twenty
years ago on the banks of the Amazon. Do what | might, she was as devoted as ever.

"Then came Miss Grace Dunbar. She answered our advertise- ment and became governess to our two children. Perhaps you
have seen her portrait in the papers. The whole world has pro- claimed that she dso isavery beautiful woman. Now, | make
no pretence to be more mora than my neighbours, and | will admit to you that | could not live under the same roof with such a
woman and in daily contact with her without feding a passionate regard for her. Do you blame me, Mr. Holmes?"

"I do not blameyou for fedingit. | should blame you if you expressed it, Snce this young lady wasin a sense under your
protection.”

"Well, maybe s0," said the millionaire, though for amoment the reproof had brought the old angry gleam into hiseyes. "I'm not
pretending to be any better than | am. | guessal my life I've been aman that reached out his hand for what he wanted, and |
never wanted anything more than the love and possession of that woman. | told her 0.”

"Oh, you did, did you?'
Holmes could look very formidable when he was moved.
"l said to her that if | could marry her | would, but that it was out of my power. | said that money was no object and that all |
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could do to make her happy and comfortable would be done.”
"Very generous, | am sure,”" said Holmes with asneer.

"See here, Mr. Holmes. | cameto you on aquestion of evidence, not on aquestion of moras. I'm not asking for your
criticiam.”

"Itisonly for the young lady's sake that | touch your case at dl," said Holmes sternly. "1 don't know that anything sheis
accused of isredly worse than what you have yourself admitted, that you have tried to ruin adefenceless girl who was under
your roof. Some of you rich men have to be taught that al the world cannot be bribed into condoning your offences.”

To my surprise the Gold King took the reproof with equanimity.

"That's how | fed mysalf about it now. | thank God that my plans did not work out as| intended. She would have none of it,
and she wanted to leave the house ingtantly.”

"Why did she not?"

"Well, inthefirst place, others were dependent upon her, and it was no light matter for her to let them al down by sacrificing
her living. When | had sworn -- as | did -- that she should never be molested again, she consented to remain. But there was
another reason. She knew the influence she had over me, and that it was stronger than any other influence in the world. She
wanted to useit for good."

"How?'

"WEell, she knew something of my affairs. They arelarge, Mr. Holmes -- large beyond the belief of an ordinary man. | can
make or breek -- and it isusually break. It wasn't individuals only. It was communities, cities, even nations. Busnessisahard
game, and the weak go to thewall. | played the gamefor al it wasworth. | never squedled mysdlf, and | never cared if the
other fellow squedled. But she saw it different. | guess she was right. She believed and said that afortune for one man that was
more than he needed should not be built on ten thousand ruined men who were | eft without the means of life. That was how she
saw it, and | guess she could see past the dollars to something that was more lasting. She found that | listened to what she said,
and she bdlieved she was serving the world by influencing my actions. So she stayed -- and then thiscame aong.”

"Can you throw any light upon that?'
The Gold King paused for aminute or more, his head sunk in his hands, lost in deep thought.

"It'svery black againgt her. | can't deny that. And women lead an inward life and may do things beyond the judgment of aman.
At first | was s0 rattled and taken aback that | was ready to think she had been led away in some extraordinary fashion that
was clean againgt her usud nature. One explanation came into my head. | giveit to you, Mr. Holmes, for what it isworth.
Thereisno doubt that my wife was bitterly jealous. Thereis asoul-jealousy that can be asfrantic as any body-jead ousy, and
though my wife had no cause -- and | think she understood this-- for the | atter, she was aware that this English girl exerted an
influence upon my mind and my actsthat she hersalf never had. It was an influence for good, but that did not mend the matter.
She was crazy with hatred and the heat of the Amazon was dwaysin her blood. She might have planned to murder Miss
Dunbar -- or wewill say to threaten her with agun and so frighten her into leaving us. Then there might have been a scuffle and
the gun gone off and shot the woman who hdd it."

"That possibility had aready occurred to me," said Holmes. "Indeed, it isthe only obvious dternative to deliberate murder.”
"But she utterly deniesit.”

"Wel, that isnot find -- isit? One can understand that awoman placed in so awful aposition might hurry home dtill in her
bewilderment holding the revolver. She might even throw it down among her clothes, hardly knowing what she was doing, and
when it was found she might try to lie her way out by atota denid, sinceal explanation wasimpossible. What isagaingt such a
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supposition?”
"Miss Dunbar hersdf."

"Wdll, perhgps.”

Holmeslooked at hiswatch. "I have no doubt we can get the necessary permits this morning and reach Winchester by the
evening train. When | have seen thisyoung lady it isvery possible that | may be of more useto you in the matter, though |
cannot promise that my conclusionswill necessarily be such asyou desire.”

Therewas somedday inthe officia pass, and instead of reaching Winchester that day we went down to Thor Place, the
Hampshire estate of Mr. Nel Gibson. He did not accompany us himsdf, but we had the address of Sergeant Coventry, of the
local police, who had first examined into the affair. Hewas atal, thin, cadaverous man, with a secretive and mysterious manner
which conveyed theideathat he knew or suspected avery great deal more than he dared say. He had atrick, too, of suddenly
snking hisvoiceto awhisper asif he had come upon something of vital importance, though the information was usu- aly
commonplace enough. Behind these tricks of manner he soon showed himsdlf to be a decent, honest fellow who was not too
proud to admit that he was out of his depth and would welcome any help.

"Anyhow, I'd rather have you than Scotland Y ard, Mr. Holmes," said he. "If the Y ard gets cdlled into a case, then the local
losesdl credit for success and may be blamed for failure. Now, you play straight, so I've heard.”

"I need not appear in the matter at al,” said Holmesto the evident relief of our melancholy acquaintance. "If | canclearit up |
don't ask to have my name mentioned.”

"Well, it's very handsome of you, | am sure. And your friend, Dr. Watson, can be trusted, | know. Now, Mr. Holmes, aswe
walk down to the place there is one question | should like to ask you. I'd breathe it to no soul but you.” He looked round as
though he hardly dare utter the words. "Don't you think there might be a case against Mr. Neil Gibson himsdf?*

"l have been consdering that.”

"Y ou've not seen Miss Dunbar. Sheisawonderful fine woman in every way. He may well have wished hiswife out of the
road. And these Americans are readier with pistols than our folk are. It was his pistal, you know."

"Wasthat clearly made out?"
"Yes, gr. It wasone of apair that he had.”
"One of apair? Whereisthe other?'

"Well, the gentleman has alot of firearms of one sort and another. We never quite matched that particular pistol -- but the box
was made for two."

"If it was one of apair you should surdly be ableto match it.”
"Well, we havethem all laid out at the house if you would care to ook them over.”
"Later, perhaps. | think we will walk down together and have alook at the scene of the tragedy.”

This conversation had taken place in thelittle front room of Sergeant Coventry's humble cottage which served astheloca
police-station. A walk of haf amile or so across awind-swept heath, dl gold and bronze with the fading ferns, brought usto a
sde-gate opening into the grounds of the Thor Place estate. A path led us through the pheasant preserves, and then from a
clearing we saw the widespread, half-timbered house, half Tudor and half Georgian, upon the crest of the hill. Beside usthere
was along, reedy pool, congtricted in the centre where the main carriage drive passed over a stone bridge, but swelling into
small lakes on either sde. Our guide paused at the mouth of this bridge, and he pointed to the ground.

20



"That was where Mrs. Gibson's body lay. | marked it by that stone.”
"l undergtand that you were there before it was moved?”

"Y es, they sent for me at once.”

"Who did?'

"Mr. Gibson himself. The moment the alarm was given and he had rushed down with others from the house, heinsisted that
nothing should be moved until the police should arrive.”

"That was sengble. | gathered from the newspaper report that the shot was fired from close quarters.”
"Yes, gr, very close”

"Near the right temple?’

"Just behind it, Sr."

"How did the body lie?'

"On the back, sir. No trace of a struggle. No marks. No weapon. The short note from Miss Dunbar was clutched in her left

"Clutched, you say?'
"Yes, gr, we could hardly open the fingers.”

"That is of great importance. It excludestheideathat anyone could have placed the note there after death in order to furnish a
fase clue. Dear me! The note, as| remember, was quite short:

"I will be at Thor Bridge at nine o'clock."
"G DUNBAR

Was that not s0?'
IIY$’ s‘ rlII

"Did Miss Dunbar admit writing it?"

"Yes, ar."

"What was her explanation?'

"Her defence was reserved for the Assizes. She would say nothing."

"The problem is certainly avery interesting one. The point of the Ietter isvery obscure, isit not?!

"Well, gr," said the guide, "it seemed, if | may be so bold asto say so, the only redlly clear point in the whole case.”
Holmes shook his head.

"Granting that the letter is genuine and was redly written, it was certainly received some time before -- say one hour or two.
Why, then, wasthislady still clasping it in her left hand? Why should she carry it so carefully? She did not need to refer to it in
theinterview. Does it not seem remarkable?'

"Well, gr, asyou put it, perhapsit does.”
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"I think | should liketo Sit quietly for afew minutes and think it out.”" He seated himsdlf upon the stone ledge of the bridge, and |
could see hisquick gray eyes darting their questioning glancesin every direction. Suddenly he sprang up again and ran across
to the opposite parapet, whipped hislensfrom his pocket, and began to examine the stonework.

"Thisiscurious" sad he.
"Yes, dir, we saw the chip on the ledge. | expect it's been done by some passer-by."

The stonework was gray, but at this one point it showed white for aspace not larger than asixpence. When examined closely
one could see that the surface was chipped as by a sharp blow.

"It took some violenceto do that," said Holmes thoughtfully. With his cane he struck the ledge severd times without leaving a
mark. "Yes, it was ahard knock. In a curious place, too. It was not from above but from below, for you seethat it ison the
lower edge of the parapet.”

"Butitisat leadt fifteen feet from the body."

"Yes, it isfifteen feet from the body. It may have nothing to do with the matter, but it isapoint worth noting. | do not think that
we have anything moreto learn here. There were no foot- steps, you say?"

"The ground wasiron hard, Sr. Therewereno traces at al."

"Then we can go. Wewill go up to the housefirst and look over these wegpons of which you speak. Then we shall get onto
Winchester, for | should desire to see Miss Dunbar before we go farther."

Mr. Neil Gibson had not returned from town, but we saw in the house the neurotic Mr. Bates who had called upon usin the
morning. He showed uswith asinister relish the formidable array of firearms of various shapes and sizeswhich hisemployer
had accumulated in the course of an adventurouslife.

"Mr. Gibson has his enemies, as anyone would expect who knew him and his methods," said he. "He degpswith aloaded
revolver inthe drawer beside hisbed. Heisaman of violence, Sr, and there aretimeswhen al of usare afraid of him. | am
sure that the poor lady who has passed was often terrified.”

"Did you ever witness physica violence towards her?!

"No, | cannot say that. But | have heard words which were nearly as bad -- words of cold, cutting contempt, even before the
sarvants”

"Our millionaire does not seem to shinein private life," remarked Holmes as we made our way to the sation. "Well, Watson,
we have come on agood many facts, some of them new ones, and yet | seem some way from my conclusion. In spite of the
very evident didike which Mr. Bates hasto hisemployer, | gather from him that when the darm came he was undoubtedly in
hislibrary. Dinner was over a 8:30 and al was norma up to then. It istrue that the darm was somewhat late in the evening,
but the tragedy certainly occurred about the hour named in the note. Thereisno evidence at all that Mr. Gibson had been out
of doors since his return from town &t five o'clock. On the other hand, Miss Dunbar, as| understand it, admits that she had
made an appointment to meet Mrs. Gibson at the bridge. Beyond this she would say nothing, as her lawyer had advised her to
reserve her defence. We have severd very vitdl questionsto ask that young lady, and my mind will not be easy until we have
seen her. | must confess that the case would seem to meto be very black againgt her if it were not for onething.”

"And what isthat, Holmes?"'
"Thefinding of the pital in her wardrobe."
"Dear me, Holmed!" | cried, "that seemed to me to be the most damning incident of all.”

"Not so, Watson. It had struck me even at my first perfunc- tory reading as very strange, and now that | am in closer touch
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with the caseitismy only firm ground for hope. We must look for consistency. Where thereisawant of it we must suspect
deception.”

"I hardly follow you."

"Well now, Watson, suppose for amoment that we visualize you in the character of awoman who, in acold, premeditated
fashion, isabout to get rid of ariva. You have planned it. A note has been written. The victim has come. Y ou have your
weapon. The crimeis done. It has been workmanlike and com- plete. Do you tell methat after carrying out so crafty acrime
you would now ruin your reputation asacrimind by forgetting to fling your wegpon into those adjacent reed-beds which would
forever cover it, but you must needs carry it carefully home and put it in your own wardrobe, the very first place that would be
searched? Y our best friendswould hardly call you a schemer, Watson, and yet | could not picture you doing anything so crude
asthat.”

"In the excitement of the moment

"No, no, Watson, | will not admit thet it is possible. Where acrimeis coolly premeditated, then the means of covering it are
coolly premeditated also. | hope, therefore, that we are in the presence of a serious misconception.”

"But thereis so much to explain.”

"Wdl, we shall st about explaining it. When once your point of view is changed, the very thing which was so damning

becomes a clue to the truth. For example, thereisthisrevolver. Miss Dunbar disclaims al knowledge of it. On our new theory
sheis speaking truth when she says so. Therefore, it was placed in her wardrobe. Who placed it there? Someone who wished
to incriminate her. Was not that person the actua criminal?'Y ou see how we come at once upon amost fruitful line of inquiry.”

We were compelled to spend the night at Winchester, as the formalities had not yet been completed, but next morning, in the
company of Mr. Joyce Cummings, the rising barrister who was entrusted with the defence, we were allowed to see the young
lady in her cdll. | had expected from dl that we had heard to see abeautiful woman, but | can never forget the effect which
Miss Dunbar produced upon me. It was no wonder that even the masterful millionaire had found in her something more
powerful than himsdlf -- something which could control and guide him. One felt, too, as one looked at the strong, clear-cut, and
yet sengitive face, that even should she be capable of some impetu- ous deed, none the less there was an innate nobility of
character which would make her influence aways for the good. She was a brunette, tall, with a noble figure and commanding
presence, but her dark eyes had in them the appealing, hel pless expression of the hunted creature who fedsthe nets around it,
but can see no way out from the toils. Now, as she redlized the presence and the help of my famous friend, there came atouch
of colour in her wan cheeks and alight of hope began to glimmer in the glance which she turned upon us.

"Perhagps Mr. Neil Gibson hastold you something of what occurred between us?' she asked in alow, agitated voice.

"Yes," Holmes answered, "you need not pain yourself by entering into that part of the story. After seeing you, | am prepared to
accept Mr. Gibson's statement both asto the influ- ence which you had over him and asto the innocence of your relations with
him. But why was the whole Stuation not brought out in court?!

"It seemed to meincredible that such a charge could be sustained. | thought that if we waited the whole thing must clear itself
up without our being compelled to enter into painful details of theinner life of the family. But | understand that far from clearing
it has become even more serious.”

"My dear young lady," cried Holmes earnestly, "'l beg you to have no illusions upon the point. Mr. Cummings here would
assure you that al the cards are a present againgt us, and that we must do everything that is possible if we areto win clear. It
would be a crud deception to pretend that you are not in very great danger. Give me dl the help you can, then, to get at the
truth.”

"I will conced nothing."

"Tdl us, then, of your true rdationswith Mr. Gibson'swife."
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" She hated me, Mr. Holmes. She hated me with al the fervour of her tropica nature. She was awoman who would do nothing
by haves, and the measure of her love for her husband was the measure dso of her hatred for me. It is probable that she
misunderstood our relations. | would not wish to wrong her, but sheloved so vividly in aphysica sense that she could hardly
undergtland the mentd, and even spiritud, tie which held her husband to me, or imagine that it was only my desireto influ- ence
his power to good ends which kept me under hisroof. | can see now that | waswrong. Nothing could justify mein remaining
where | was a cause of unhappiness, and yet it is certain that the unhappiness would have remained eveniif | had left the
house."

"Now, Miss Dunbar," said Holmes, "I beg you to tell us exactly what occurred that evening.”

"I cantdl you thetruth so far as| know it, Mr. Holmes, but | am in aposition to prove nothing, and there are points -- the
most vital points-- which | can neither explain nor can | imagine any explanation.”

"If you will find the facts, perhaps others may find the explanation.”

"With regard, then, to my presence at Thor Bridge that night, | received a note from Mrs. Gibson in the morning. It lay on the
table of the schoolroom, and it may have been left there by her own hand. It implored me to see her there after dinner, said she
had something important to say to me, and asked meto leave an answer on the sundia in the garden, as she desired no oneto
bein our confidence. | saw no reason for such secrecy, but | did as she asked, accepting the appointment. She asked meto
destroy her note and | burned it in the schoolroom grate. She was very much afraid of her husband, who treated her with a
harshness for which | frequently reproached him, and | could only imagine that she acted in this way because she did not wish
him to know of our interview."

"Y et she kept your reply very carefully?”
"Yes. | was surprised to hear that she had it in her hand when shedied.”
"Well, what happened then?"

"I went down as| had promised. When | reached the bridge she was waiting for me. Never did | redizetill that moment how
this poor creature hated me. She was like amad woman -- indeed, | think she was a mad woman, subtly mad with the deep
power of deception which insane people may have. How e se could she have met me with unconcern every day and yet had so
raging ahatred of mein her heart? 1 will not say what she said. She poured her wholewild fury out in burning and horrible
words. | did not even answer -- | could not. It was dreadful to see her. | put my handsto my ears and rushed away. When |
left her she was standing, still shrieking out her curses at me, in the mouth of the bridge.”

"Where she was afterwards found?'
"Within afew yardsfrom the spot.”
"And yet, presuming that she met her death shortly after you left her, you heard no shot?'

"No, | heard nothing. But, indeed, Mr. Holmes, | was so agitated and horrified by thisterrible outbreak that | rushed to get
back to the peace of my own room, and | was incapable of noticing anything which happened.”

"Y ou say that you returned to your room. Did you leave it again before next morning?”'

"Y es, when the darm came that the poor creature had met her death | ran out with the others™

"Did you see Mr. Gibson?!

"Y es, he had just returned from the bridge when | saw him. He had sent for the doctor and the police.

"Did he seem to you much perturbed?’
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"Mr. Gibson isavery strong, self-contained man. | do not think that he would ever show his emotions on the surface. But |,
who knew him so well, could see that he was deeply concerned.”

"Then we come to the dl-important point. This pistol that was found in your room. Had you ever seen it before?!
"Never, | swear it."

"When wasit found?'

"Next morning, when the police made their search.”

"Among your clothes?'

"Y es, on thefloor of my wardrobe under my dresses.”

"Y ou could not guess how long it had been there?"

"It had not been there the morning before."

"How do you know?"'

"Because | tidied out the wardrobe.”

"That isfind. Then someone came into your room and placed the pistol there in order to incul pate you.”

"It must have been s0."

"And when?'

"It could only have been a meal-time, or else at the hours when | would be in the schoolroom with the children.”
"Asyou were when you got the note?"

"Y es, from that time onward for the whole morning.”

"Thank you, Miss Dunbar. Isthere any other point which could help mein the investigation?'

"l can think of none."

"There was some sign of violence on the stonework of the bridge -- a perfectly fresh chip just opposite the body. Could you
suggest any possible explanation of that?!

"Surely it must be amere coincidence.”
"Curious, Miss Dunbar, very curious. Why should it appear at the very time of the tragedy, and why &t the very place?!
"But what could have caused it? Only greet violence could have such an effect.”

Holmes did not answer. His pale, eager face had suddenly assumed that tense, far-away expresson which | had learned to
associate with the supreme manifestations of his genius. So evident was the crisisin hismind that none of us dared to spesk,
and we sat, barrister, prisoner, and mysdf, watching him in aconcentrated and absorbed silence. Suddenly he sprang from his
chair, vibrating with nervous energy and the pressing need for action.

"Come, Watson, come!" he cried.

"What isit, Mr. Holmes?'
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"Never mind, my dear lady. Y ou will hear from me, Mr. Cummings. With the help of the god of justice | will giveyou acase
which will make England ring. Y ou will get news by to-morrow, Miss Dunbar, and meanwhile take my assurance that the
clouds arelifting and that | have every hope that thelight of truth is bresking through.”

It was not along journey from Winchester to Thor Place, but it waslong to mein my impatience, while for Holmesit was
evident that it seemed endless; for, in his nervous restlessness he could not Sit till, but paced the carriage or drummed with his
long, sengtive fingers upon the cushions beside him. Suddenly, however, aswe neared our destination he seated himself
opposite to me -- we had afirst-class carriage to ourselves -- and laying a hand upon each of my knees he looked into my
eyeswith the peculiarly mischievous gaze which was charactendtic of his more imp-like moods.

"Watson," said he, "'l have some recollection that you go armed upon these excursions of ours.”

It wasaswell for him that | did so, for hetook little care for his own safety when his mind was once absorbed by a problem so
that more than once my revolver had been agood friend in need. | reminded him of the fact.

"Yes, yes, | am alittle absent-minded in such matters. But have you your revolver on you?'

| produced it from my hip-pocket, a short, handy, but very serviceable little weapon. He undid the catch, shook out the
cartridges, and examined it with care.

"It's heavy -- remarkably heavy," said he.
"Yes, itisasolid bit of work."
He mused over it for aminute.

"Do you know, Watson," said he, "'l believe your revolver is going to have a very intimate connection with the mystery which
weareinvesigating.”

"My dear Holmes, you arejoking."

"No, Watson, | am very serious. Thereisatest before us. If the test comes off, al will be clear. And the test will depend upon
the conduct of thislittle weapon. One cartridge out. Now we will replace the other five and put on the safety-catch. So! That
increases the weight and makesit a better reproduction.”

| had no glimmer of what wasin hismind, nor did he enlighten me, but sat lost in thought until we pulled up inthelittle
Hampshire station. We secured aramshackle trap, and in aquarter of an hour were at the house of our confidentia friend, the
sergeant.

"A clue, Mr. Holmes? What isit?"

"It dl depends upon the behaviour of Dr. Watson'srevolver," said my friend. "Hereit is. Now, officer, can you give meten
yardsof string?’

The village shop provided abal of stout twine.

"| think that thisisal wewill need,” said Holmes. "Now, if you please, we will get off on what | hopeisthelast stlage of our
journey."

The sun was setting and turning the rolling Hampshire moor into awonderful autumna panorama. The sergeant, with many
critica and incredul ous glances, which showed his degp doubts of the sanity of my companion, lurched along beside us. Aswe
approached the scene of the crime | could see that my friend under dl his habitual coolnesswasin truth deeply agitated.

"Yes" hesaid in answer to my remark, "you have seen me missmy mark before, Watson. | have an ingtinct for such things,
and yet it has sometimes played mefadse. It seemed a certainty when first it flashed across my mind in the cell at Winchester,
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but one drawback of an active mind isthat one can always conceive dternative explanations which would make our scent a
fase one. And yet -- and yet -- Well, Watson, we can but try."

Ashewaked he had firmly tied one end of the string to the handle of the revolver. We had now reached the scene of the
tragedy. With great care he marked out under the guidance of the policeman the exact spot where the body had been
gtretched. He then hunted among the heather and the ferns until he found a considerable stone. This he secured to the other end
of hisline of string, and he hung it over the parapet of the bridge so that it swung clear above the water. He then stood on the
fatal spot, some distance from the edge of the bridge, with my revolver in his hand, the string being taut between the wegpon
and the heavy stone on thefarther side.

"Now for it!" hecried.

At the words he raised the pistal to his head, and then let go hisgrip. In aninstant it had been whisked away by the weight of
the stone, had struck with a sharp crack against the parapet, and had vanished over the side into the water. It had hardly gone
before Holmes was kneeling beside the stonework, and ajoyous cry showed that he had found what he expected.

"Wasthere ever amore exact demonstration?’ he cried. " See, Watson, your revolver has solved the problem!™ As he spoke he
pointed to asecond chip of the exact Size and shape of the first which had appeared on the under edge of the stone balustrade.

"WEell stay at theinn to-night," he continued as he rose and faced the astonished sergeant. "Y ou will, of course, get a
grappling-hook and you will easily restore my friend'srevolver. Y ou will o find besideit the revolver, string and weight with
which this vindictive woman attempted to disguise her own crime and to fasten a charge of murder upon an innocent victim.

Y ou can let Mr. Gibson know that | will see him in the morning, when steps can be taken for Miss Dunbar's vindication.”

Late that evening, aswe sat together smoking our pipesin the village inn, Holmes gave me a brief review of what had passed.

"| fear, Watson," said he, "that you will not improve any reputation which | may have acquired by adding the case of the Thor
Bridge mygtery to your annds. | have been duggish in mind and wanting in that mixture of imagination and redity whichisthe
basisof my art. | confessthat the chip in the stonework was asufficient clue to suggest the true solution, and that | blame
mysdf for not having attained it sooner.

"It must be admitted that the workings of this unhappy wom- an's mind were deep and subtle, so that it was no very smple
matter to unravel her plot. I do not think that in our adventures we have ever come across a stranger example of what
perverted love can bring about. Whether Miss Dunbar was her rival inaphysicd or inamerdy menta sense seemsto have
been equdly unforgivablein her eyes. No doubt she blamed thisinnocent lady for al those harsh dedlings and unkind words
with which her husband tried to repel her too demonstrative affection. Her firgt resolution wasto end her own life. Her second
wasto do it in such away asto involve her victim in afate which was worse far than any sudden death could be.

"We can follow the various steps quite clearly, and they show aremarkable subtlety of mind. A note was extracted very clev-
erly from Miss Dunbar which would make it appear that she had chosen the scene of the crime. In her anxiety that it should be
discovered she somewhat overdid it by holding it in her hand to the lagt. Thisdone should have excited my suspicions earlier
than it did.

"Then she took one of her hushand's revolvers -- there was, as you saw, an arsend in the house -- and kept it for her own use.
A smilar one she concealed that morning in Miss Dunbar's ward- robe after discharging one barrel, which she could easily do
in the woods without attracting attention. She then went down to the bridge where she had contrived this exceedingly ingenious
method for getting rid of her wegpon. When Miss Dunbar ap- peared she used her last breath in pouring out her hatred, and
then, when shewas out of hearing, carried out her terrible purpose. Every link isnow inits place and the chain iscomplete. The
papers may ask why the mere was not dragged in thefirst instance, but it is easy to be wise after the event, and in any casethe
expanse of areed-filled lake is no easy matter to drag unless you have aclear perception of what you are looking for and
where. Wdll, Watson, we have hel ped aremark- able woman, and aso aformidable man. Should they in the futurejoin their
forces, as seems not unlikely, thefinancia world may find that Mr. Nell Gibson haslearned something in that schoolroom of
sorrow where our earthly lessons are taught.”
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The Adventure of the Creeping Man

Mr. Sherlock Holmes was dways of opinion that | should publish the singular facts connected with Professor Presbury, if only
to digpd oncefor al the ugly rumours which some twenty years ago agitated the university and were echoed in the learned
societies of London. There were, however, certain obstaclesin the way, and the true history of this curious case remained
entombed in the tin box which contains so many records of my friend's adventures. Now we have at |ast obtained permission
to ventilate the facts which formed one of the very last cases handled by Holmes before his retirement from practice. Even now
acertain reticence and discretion have to be observed in laying the matter before the public.

It was one Sunday evening early in September of the year 1903 that | received one of Holmes's laconic messages.

Come at once if convenient -- if inconvenient conme all the

same. S. H
The relations between usin those |atter days were peculiar. He was a man of habits, narrow and concentrated habits, and | had
become one of them. Asan indtitution | was like the violin, the shag tobacco, the old black pipe, the index books, and others
perhaps less excusable. When it was a case of active work and a comrade was needed upon whose nerve he could place
some reliance, my role was obvious. But gpart from this| had uses. | was awhetstone for hismind. | stimulated him. He liked
to think aoud in my presence. His remarks could hardly be said to be made to me -- many of them would have been as
appropriately addressed to his bedstead -- but none the less, having formed the habit, it had become in some way helpful that |
should regigter and interject. If | irritated him by a certain methodical downessin my mentdity, that irritation served only to
make hisown flame-like intuitions and impressions flash up the more vividly and swiftly. Such was my humblerolein our
dliance.

When | arrived a Baker Street | found him huddled up in hisarmchair with updrawn knees, his pipe in his mouth and his brow
furrowed with thought. It was clear that he was in the throes of some vexatious problem. With awave of his hand he indicated
my old armchair, but otherwise for haf an hour he gave no sign that he was aware of my presence. Then with astart he seemed
to come from hisreverie, and with his usua whimsi- ca smile he greeted me back to what had once been my home.

"Y ou will excuse a certain abstraction of mind, my dear Watson," said he. " Some curious facts have been submitted to me
within the last twenty-four hours, and they in turn have given rise to some speculaions of amore genera character. | have
serious thoughts of writing asmal monograph upon the uses of dogsin the work of the detective.

"But surely, Holmes, this has been explored,” said |. "Bloodhounds -- deuth-hounds --"

"No, no, Watson, that Side of the matter is, of course, obvious. But there is another which isfar more subtle. Y ou may recollect
that in the case which you, in your sensational way, coupled with the Copper Beeches, | was able, by watching the mind of the
child, to form adeduction asto the criminal habits of the very smug and respectable father.”

"Yes, | remember it wdl."

"My line of thoughts about dogsisanaogous. A dog reflectsthe family life. Whoever saw afrisky dog in agloomy family, or a
sad dog in ahappy one? Snarling people have snarling dogs, dangerous people have dangerous ones. And their passing moods
may reflect the passng moods of others."

| shook my heed. " Surdly, Holmes, thisisalittle far-fetched,” said .
He had refilled his pipe and resumed his segt, taking no notice of my comment.

"The practical application of what | have said is very close to the problem which | am investigating. It isatangled skein, you
understand. and | am looking for aloose end. One possible loose end liesin the question: Why does Professor Presbury's
wolf- hound, Roy, endeavour to bite him?"

| sank back in my chair in some disappointment. Wasit for so trivid aquestion asthisthat | had been summoned from my
work? Holmes glanced across a me.
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"Thesame old Watson!" said he. "Y ou never learn that the gravest issues may depend upon the smallest things. But isit not on
theface of it strange that astaid, elderly philosopher -- you've heard of Presbury, of course, the famous Camford physiologist?
-- that such aman, whose friend has been his devoted wolf- hound, should now have been twice attacked by his own dog?
What do you make of it?"

"Thedogisill."

"WEéll, that hasto be considered. But he attacks no one €l se, nor does he apparently molest his master, save on very specia
occasons. Curious, Watson -- very curious. But young Mr. Ben- nett is before histimeif that ishisring. | had hoped to have a
longer chat with you before he came.”

There was aquick step on the stairs, a sharp tap at the door and amoment later the new client presented himself. Hewasa
tall, handsome youth about thirty, well dressed and eegant, but with something in his bearing which suggested the shyness of
the student rather than the salf-possession of the man of the world. He shook hands with Holmes, and then looked with some
sur- prisea me.

"Thismatter isvery delicate, Mr. Holmes," he said. "Con- Sder therelation in which | stand to Professor Presbury both
privately and publicly. | really can hardly justify myself if | spesk before any third person.”

"Have no fear, Mr. Bennett. Dr. Watson isthe very soul of discretion, and | can assure you that thisisameatter inwhich | am
very likely to need an assgtant.”

"Asyou like, Mr. Holmes. You will, | am sure, understand my having some reservesin the matter.”

"Y ou will appreciateit, Watson, when | tdll you that this gentleman, Mr. Trevor Bennett, is professional assistant to the greet
scientist, lives under hisroof, and is engaged to his only daughter. Certainly we must agree that the professor has every clam
upon hisloyalty and devotion. But it may best be shown by taking the necessary stepsto clear up this strange mystery.”

"l hope so, Mr. Holmes. That is my one object. Does Dr. Watson know the Situation?"
"l have not had timeto explainit.”
"Then perhaps | had better go over the ground again before explaining some fresh developments.”

"l will do so mysdif," said Holmes, "in order to show that | have the eventsin their due order. The professor, Watson, isaman
of European reputation. Hislife has been academic. There has never been abreath of scandal. He is awidower with one
daughter, Edith. Heis, | gather, aman of very virile and positive, one might almost say combative, character. So the matter
stood until avery few months ago.

"Then the current of hislife was broken. He is Sixty-one years of age, but he became engaged to the daughter of Professor
Morphy, his colleague in the chair of comparative anatomy. It was not, as| understand, the reasoned courting of an ederly
man but rather the passionate frenzy of youth, for no one could have shown himself amore devoted lover. Thelady, Alice
Morphy, was avery perfect girl both in mind and body, so that there was every excuse for the professor'sinfatuation. None
theless, it did not meet with full gpprovad in hisown family."

"Wethought it rather excessive," said our vigitor.

"Exactly. Excessve and alittle violent and unnatura. Profes- sor Presbury was rich, however, and there was no objection upon
the part of the father. The daughter, however, had other views, and there were already severa candidates for her hand, who, if

they were lessdligible from aworldly point of view, were at least more of an age. The girl seemed to like the professor in spite

of hiseccentricities. It was only age which stood in the way.

"About thistime alittle mystery suddenly clouded the normal routine of the professor'slife. He did what he had never done
before. He left home and gave no indication where he was going. He was away afortnight and returned looking rather
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travel-worn. He made no alusion to where he had been, a- though he was usudly the frankest of men. It chanced, however,
that our client here, Mr. Bennett, recelved aletter from afelow- student in Prague, who said that he was glad to have seen
Professor Presbury there, dthough he had not been ableto talk to him. Only in thisway did his own household learn where he
had been.

"Now comes the point. From that time onward a curious change came over the professor. He became furtive and dy. Those
around him had dways the fedling that he was not the man that they had known, but that he was under some shadow which
had darkened his higher qudities. Hisintellect was not affected. Hislectureswere as brilliant as ever. But always there was
something new, something sinister and unexpected. His daughter, who was devoted to him, tried again and again to resume the
old relations and to penetrate this mask which her father seemed to have put on. You, Sir, as| understand, did the same -- but
al wasinvain. And now, Mr. Bennett, tell in your own words the incident of the letters.”

"Y ou must understand, Dr. Watson, that the professor had no secrets from me. If | were his son or hisyounger brother | could
not have more completely enjoyed his confidence. As his secre- tary | handled every paper which cameto him, and | opened
and subdivided hisletters. Shortly after hisreturn adl thiswas changed. He told me that certain letters might come to him from
London which would be marked by a cross under the stamp. These were to be set aside for hisown eyesonly. | may say that
severd of these did pass through my hands, that they had the E. C. mark, and werein anilliterate handwriting. If he answered
them at al the answers did not pass through my hands nor into the letter- basket in which our correspondence was collected.”

"And the box," said Holmes.

"Ah, yes, the box. The professor brought back alittle wooden box from histravels. It was the one thing which suggested a
Continenta tour, for it was one of those quaint carved things which one associates with Germany. This he placed in hisingtru-
ment cupboard. One day, in looking for acanula, | took up the box. To my surprise he was very angry, and reproved mein
words which were quite savage for my curiosty. It wasthefirst time such athing had happened, and | was deeply hurt. |
endeavoured to explain that it was a mere accident that | had touched the box, but al the evening | was consciousthat he
looked a me harshly and that the incident was rankling in hismind.” Mr. Bennett drew alittle diary book from his pocket.
"That wason July 2d," said he.

"Y ou are certainly an admirable witness," said Holmes. "I may need some of these dates which you have noted.”

"l learned method among other things from my greet teacher. From the time that | observed abnormdity in his behaviour | felt
that it was my duty to study his case. Thus| haveit here that it was on that very day, July 2d, that Roy attacked the professor
as he came from his study into the hall. Again, on July 11th, there was a scene of the same sort, and then | have anote of yet
another upon July 20th. After that we had to banish Roy to the stables. He was a dear, affectionate animd -- but | fear | weary
you."

Mr. Bennett spoke in atone of reproach, for it was very clear that Holmeswas not listening. His face wasrigid and hiseyes
gazed abstractedly at the ceiling. With an effort he recovered himself.

"Singular! Most singular!™ he murmured. "These details were new to me, Mr. Bennett. | think we have now fairly gone over the
old ground, have we not? But you spoke of some fresh developments.”

The pleasant, open face of our visitor clouded over, shadowed by some grim remembrance. "What | speak of occurred the
night beforelagt,” said he. "'l waslying awake about two in the morning, when | was aware of adull muffled sound coming from
the passage. | opened my door and peeped out. | should explain that the professor deeps at the end of the passage --"

"The date being?' asked Holmes.
Our vigtor was clearly annoyed at so irrelevant an interruption.
"I havesad, g, that it wasthe night before last -- that is, September 4th.”

Holmes nodded and smiled.
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"Pray continue,”" said he,

"He deeps at the end of the passage and would have to pass my door in order to reach the staircase. It was aredly terrifying
experience, Mr. Holmes. | think that | am as strong-nerved as my neighbours, but | was shaken by what | saw. The passage
was dark save that one window hafway adong it threw a patch of light. | could see that something was coming aong the
passage, something dark and crouching. Then suddenly it emerged into the light, and | saw that it was he. He was crawling,

Mr. Holmes-- crawling! He was not quite on his hands and knees. | should rather say on his hands and feet, with hisface sunk
between hishands. Y et he seemed to move with ease. | was so pardlyzed by the sight that it was not until he had reached my
door that | was able to step forward and ask if | could assist him. His answer was extraordinary. He sprang up, spat out some
atrociousword at me, and hurried on past me, and down the staircase. | waited about for an hour, but he did not come back.
It must have been daylight before he regained hisroom."

"Wadl, Watson, what make you of that?' asked Holmes with the air of the pathologist who presents arare specimen.

"Lumbago, possbly. I have known a severe attack make aman walk in just such away, and nothing would be more trying to
the temper.”

"Good, Watson! Y ou aways keep usflat-footed on the ground. But we can hardly accept lumbago, since he was able to stand
erect inamoment.”

"He was never better in hedth,” said Bennett. "In fact, heis stronger than | have known him for years. But there are the facts,
Mr. Holmes. It is not a case in which we can consult the police, and yet we are utterly at our wit's end as to what to do, and
wefed in some strange way that we are drifting towards disaster. Edith -- Miss Presbury -- fedsas | do, that we cannot wait

passvely any longer.”
"Itiscertainly avery curious and suggestive case. What do you think, Watson?

"Speaking asamedica man," said |, "it appearsto be acase for an dienist. The old gentleman's cerebral processes were
disturbed by the love affair. He made ajourney abroad in the hope of breaking himsdlf of the passion. Hisletters and the box
may be connected with some other private trans- action -- aloan, perhaps, or share cenificates, which arein the box."

"And the wolfhound no doubt disapproved of the financid bargain. No, no, Watson, thereismorein it than this. Now, | can
only suggest --"

What Sherlock Holmes was about to suggest will never be known, for at this moment the door opened and ayoung lady was
shown into the room. As she appeared Mr. Bennett sprang up with acry and ran forward with his hands out to meet those
which she had hersaf outstretched.

"Edith, dear! Nothing the matter, | hope?"
"| felt I must follow you. Oh, Jack, | have been so dreadfully frightened! It isawful to bethereaone.”
"Mr. Holmes, thisisthe young lady | spoke of. Thisismy fiancee."

"We were gradually coming to that conclusion, were we not, Watson?' Holmes answered with asmile. "I takeit, Miss
Presbury, that there is some fresh development in the case, and that you thought we should know?"

Our new vigitor, abright, handsome girl of a conventiona English type, smiled back at Holmes as she seated hersdlf beside Mr.
Bennett.

"When | found Mr. Bennett had left hishotedl | thought | should probably find him here. Of course, he had told me that he
would consult you. But, oh, Mr. Holmes, can you do nothing for my poor father?"

"I have hopes, Miss Presbury, but the caseis till obscure. Perhaps what you have to say may throw some fresh light uponiit.”
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"It was last night, Mr. Holmes. He had been very strange dl day. | am sure that there are times when he has no recollection of
what he does. Helives asin astrange dream. Y esterday was such aday. It was not my father with whom | lived. His outward
shell wasthere, but it was not redly he.”

"Tdl mewhat happened.”

"I was awakened in the night by the dog barking most furi- oudy. Poor Roy, heis chained now near the stable. | may say that |
aways deep with my door locked; for, as Jack -- as Mr. Bennett -- will tell you, we dl have afeding of impending danger.

My room is on the second floor. It happened that the blind was up in my window, and there was bright moonlight outside. As|
lay with my eyesfixed upon the square of light, listening to the frenzied barkings of the dog, | was amazed to see my father's
facelooking in a me. Mr. Holmes, | nearly died of surprise and horror. Thereit was pressed against the window- pane, and
one hand seemed to beraised asif to push up the window. If that window had opened, | think | should have gone mad. It was
no delusion, Mr. Holmes. Don't deceive yoursdlf by thinking so. | dare say it was twenty seconds or so that | lay paralyzed and
watched theface. Then it vanished, but | could not -- | could not spring out of bed and look out after it. | lay cold and shivering
till morning. At bregkfast he was sharp and fierce in manner, and made no alusion to the adventure of the night. Neither did I,
but | gave an excuse for coming to town -- and here | am.”

Holmeslooked thoroughly surprised at Miss Presbury's narrative.

"My dear young lady, you say that your room is on the second floor. Isthere along ladder in the garden?”

"No, Mr. Holmes, that isthe amazing part of it. There isno possible way of reaching the window -- and yet he wasthere."
"The date being September 5th,” said Holmes. "That cer- tainly complicates matters.”

It was the young lady'sturn to look surprised. "Thisisthe second time that you have aluded to the date, Mr. Holmes,” said
Bennett. "Isit possiblethat it has any bearing upon the case?”

"It ispossible -- very possible -- and yet | have not my full materia a present.”
"Possibly you are thinking of the connection between insanity and phases of the moon?"

"No, | assureyou. It was quite adifferent line of thought. Possibly you can leave your notebook with me, and | will check the
dates. Now | think, Watson, that our line of action is perfectly clear. Thisyoung lady hasinformed us-- and | have the greatest
confidencein her intuition -- that her father rememberslittle or nothing which occurs upon certain dates. We will there- fore call
upon him asif he had given us an appointment upon such adate. He will put it down to hisown lack of memory. Thuswe will
open our campaign by having agood close view of him."

"That isexcdlent," said Mr. Bennett. "I warn you, however, that the professor isirascible and violent at times.”

Holmes smiled. "There are reasons why we should come at once -- very cogent reasonsif my theories hold good. To-morrow,
Mr. Bennett, will certainly see usin Camford. Thereis, if | remember right, an inn caled the Chequers where the port used to
be above mediocrity and the linen was above reproach. | think, Watson, that our lot for the next few daysmight liein less
pleasant places.

Monday morning found us on our way to the famous univer- Sity town -- an easy effort on the part of Holmes, who had no
rootsto pull up, but one which involved frantic planning and hurrying on my part, asmy practice was by thistime not
inconsiderable. Holmes made no alusion to the case until after we had deposited our suitcases at the ancient hostel of which he
had spoken.

"I think, Watson, that we can catch the professor just before lunch. He lectures at e even and should have an interval at home.”

"What possble excuse have wefor caling?’
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Holmes glanced at his notebook.

"Therewas aperiod of excitement upon August 26th. We will assume that heisalittle hazy asto what he does at such times. If
weinsgs that we are there by appointment | think he will hardly venture to contradict us. Have you the effrontery necessary to
put it through?'

"We can but try."

"Excdlent, Watson! Compound of the Busy Bee and Excdl- sor. We can but try -- the motto of the firm. A friendly native will
aurely guide us.”

Such aone on the back of asmart hansom swept us past arow of ancient colleges and, finaly turning into atree-lined drive,
pulled up at the door of acharming house, girt round with lawns and covered with purple wistaria. Professor Presbury was
cer- tainly surrounded with every sign not only of comfort but of luxury. Even aswe pulled up, agrizzled head appeared at the
front window, and we were aware of apair of keen eyes from under shaggy brows which surveyed usthrough large horn
glasses. A moment later we were actudly in his sanctum, and the myste- rious scientist, whose vagaries had brought us from
London, was standing before us. There was certainly no Sign of eccentricity either in his manner or appearance, for hewasa
portly, large- featured man, grave, tal, and frock-coated, with the dignity of bearing which alecturer needs. His eyeswere his
most remark- able feature, keen, observant, and clever to the verge of cunning.

Helooked at our cards. "Pray sit down, gentlemen. What can | do for you?'
Mr. Holmes smiled amiably.

"It was the question which | was about to put to you, Professor.”

"Tome, gr!"

"Possibly thereis some mistake. | heard through a second person that Professor Presbury of Camford had need of my
services”

"Oh, indeed!" It seemed to me that there was amalicious sparkle in the intense gray eyes. "Y ou heard that, did you? May | ask
the name of your informant?’

"l am sorry, Professor, but the matter was rather confidentid. If | have made a mistake thereis no harm done. | can only
express my regret.”

"Not at dl. | should wish to go funher into this matter. It interests me. Have you any scrap of writing, any letter or telegram, to
bear out your assertion?”

"No, | have not."
"I presumethat you do not go so far asto assert that | summoned you?"
"I would rather answer no questions,” said Holmes.

"No, | dare say not," said the professor with asperity. "How- ever, that particular one can be answered very easily without
your ad."

He walked across the room to the bell. Our London friend Mr. Bennett, answered the call.

"Comein, Mr. Bennett. These two gentlemen have come from London under the impression that they have been sum- moned.
Y ou handle dl my correspondence. Have you anote of anything going to a person named Holmes?"

"No, gr," Bennett answered with aflush.
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"That isconclusve,” said the professor, glaring angrily at my companion. "Now, Sr* -- he leaned forward with histwo hands
upon thetable --" it seemsto me that your position isavery questionable one.”

Holmes shrugged his shoulders.
"I can only repest that | am sorry that we have made aneedlessintrusion.”

"Hardly enough, Mr. Holmes!" the old man cried in ahigh screaming voice, with extraordinary malignancy upon hisface. He
got between us and the door as he spoke, and he shook histwo hands at uswith furious passion. ™Y ou can hardly get out of it
s0 easlly asthat.” Hisface was convulsed, and he grinned and gibbered a usin his sensdlessrage. | am convinced that we
should have had to fight our way out of the room if Mr. Bennett had not intervened.

"My dear Professor,” he cried, "consider your position! Consider the scanda at the university! Mr. Holmesisawell- known
man. Y ou cannot possibly treat him with such discourtesy.”

Sulkily our host -- if | may call him so -- cleared the path to the door. We were glad to find oursalves outside the house and in
the quiet of the tree-lined drive. Holmes seemed great!y amused by the episode.

"Our learned friend's nerves are somewhat out of order,” said he. "' Perhaps our intruson was alittle crude, and yet we have
gained that persond contact which | desired. But, dear me, Watson, heis surely a our hedls. Thevillain still pursuesus.”

There were the sounds of running feet behind, but it was, to my réief, not the formidable professor but his assistant who
appeared round the curve of the drive. He came panting up to us.

"l am so sorry, Mr. Holmes. | wished to gpologize.”
"My dear gr, thereisno need. It isdl in the way of professiona experience.”

"I have never seen him in amore dangerous mood. But he grows more sinister. Y ou can understand now why his daughter and
| aredarmed. And yet hismind is perfectly clear.”

"Too clear!" said Holmes. "That was my miscaculation. It isevident that his memory is much more reliable than | had thought.
By theway, can we, before we go, see the window of Miss Presbury's room?"

Mr. Bennett pushed hisway through some shrubs, and we had aview of the side of the house.
"It isthere. The second on the left.”

"Dear me, it seems hardly accessible. And yet you will observe that thereis a cregper below and awater-pipe above which
give somefoothold.”

"l could not climb it myself,” said Mr. Bennett.
"Very likely. It would certainly be adangerous exploit for any norma man."

"There was one other thing | wish to tell you, Mr. Holmes. | have the address of the man in London to whom the professor
writes. He seemsto have written thismorning, and | got it from his blotting-paper. It isan ignoble position for atrusted secre-
tary, but what else can | do?

Holmes glanced at the paper and put it into his pocket.

"Dorak -- acurious name. Savonic, | imagine. Wdll, it isan important link in the chain. We return to London this afternoon,
Mr. Bennett. | see no good purpose to be served by our remain- ing. We cannot arrest the professor because he has done no
crime, nor can we place him under congtraint, for he cannot be proved to be mad. No action isasyet possible.”

"Then what on earth are weto do?"
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"A little patience, Mr. Bennett. Thingswill soon develop. Unless| am mistaken, next Tuesday may mark acriss. Certainly we
shdl bein Camford on that day. Meanwhile, the generd position is undeniably unpleasant, and if Miss Presbury can prolong
her vigt”

"That iseasy.”

"Then let her Say till we can assure her that dl danger is past. Meanwhile, let him have hisway and do not cross him. So long
asheisinagood humour al iswdl."

"Thereheid" said Bennett in agtartled whisper. Looking between the branches we saw thetall, erect figure emerge from the
hall door and ook around him. He stood leaning forward, his hands swinging straight before him, his head turning from sideto
sde. The secretary with alast wave dipped off among the trees, and we saw him presently regjoin his employer, the two
entering the house together in what seemed to be animated and even excited conversation.

"| expect the old gentleman has been putting two and two together,” said Holmes as we waked hotelward. "He struck me as

having aparticularly clear and logicd brain from thelittle | saw of him. Explosive, no doubt, but then from his point of view he
has something to explode about if detectives are put on histrack and he suspects his own household of doingit. | rather fancy
that friend Bennett isin for an uncomfortabletime.”

Holmes stopped at a post-office and sent off atelegram on our way. The answer reached usin the evening, and he tossed it
acrossto me.

Have visited the Commerciad Road and seen Dorak. Suave
person, Bohemian, elderly. Keeps large generd store.
MERCER.

"Mercer issinceyour time," said Holmes. "Heismy genera utility man who looks up routine business. It wasimportant to
know something of the man with whom our professor was so0 secretly corresponding. His nationaity connects up with the
Praguevist.”

"Thank goodness that something connects with something,” said I. " At present we seem to be faced by along series of
inexplicable incidents with no bearing upon each other."For example, what possible connection can there be between an angry
wolfhound and avigit to Bohemia, or either of them with aman crawling down a passage at night? Asto your dates, that isthe
biggest mydtification of dl.”

Holmes smiled and rubbed his hands. We were, | may say, seated in the old Sitting-room of the ancient hotel, with a bottle of
the famous vintage of which Holmes had spoken on the table between us.

"Well, now, let ustake the datesfirs,” said he, hisfinger- tipstogether and his manner asif hewere addressng aclass. "This
excedlent young man's diary shows that there was trouble upon July 2d, and from then onward it seemsto have been at
nine-day intervas, with, so far as| remember, only one excep- tion. Thusthe last outbreak upon Friday was on September 3d,
which dso fdlsinto the series, asdid August 26th, which preceded it. The thing is beyond coincidence.”

| wasforced to agree.

"L et us, then, form the provisond theory that every nine days the professor takes some strong drug which has a passing but
highly poisonous effect. His naturdly violent nature isinten- sified by it. He learned to take this drug while he wasin Prague,
and isnow supplied with it by a Bohemian intermediary in London. Thisal hangs together, Watson!™

"But the dog, the face at the window, the cregping man in the passage?*

"Wdl, well, we have made a beginning. | should not expect any fresh devel opments until next Tuesday. In the meantime we can



only keep in touch with friend Bennett and enjoy the ameni- ties of this charming town.”

In the morning Mr. Bennett dipped round to bring us the latest report. As Holmes had imagined, times had not been easy with
him. Without exactly accusing him of being responsible for our presence, the professor had been very rough and rudein his
gpeech, and evidently felt some strong grievance. This morning he was quite himsdlf again, however, and had delivered hisusua
brilliant lecture to acrowded class. "Apart from his queer fits" said Bennett, "he has actualy more energy and vitality than | can
ever remember, nor was his brain ever clearer. But it's not he -- it's never the man whom we have known."

"I don't think you have anything to fear now for aweek a least,” Holmes answered. "1 am abusy man, and Dr. Watson has his
patients to attend to. L et us agree that we meet here at this hour next Tuesday, and | shall be surprised if before we leave you
again we are not able to explain, even if we cannot perhaps put an end to, your troubles. Meanwhile, keep us posted in what
occurs.”

| saw nothing of my friend for the next few days, but on the following Monday evening | had a short note asking me to meet
him next day at the train. From what he told me aswe travelled up to Camford al was well, the peace of the professor's house
had been unruffled, and his own conduct perfectly normal. This aso was the report which was given us by Mr. Bennett himself
when he called upon usthat evening at our old quartersin the Chequers. "He heard from his London correspondent to-day.
There was aletter and there was asmall packet, each with the cross under the stamp which warned me not to touch them.
There has been nothing e se.”

"That may prove quite enough,” said Holmes grimly. "Now, Mr. Bennett, we shal, | think, come to some conclusion to- night.
If my deductions are correct we should have an opportu- nity of bringing mattersto ahead. In order to do so it is necessary to
hold the professor under observation. | would sug- gest, therefore, that you remain awake and on the lookout. Should you hear
him pass your door, do not interrupt him, but follow him as discreetly asyou can. Dr. Watson and | will not be far off. By the
way, whereisthe key of that little box of which you spoke?!

"Upon hiswatch-chain.”

"I fancy our researches must liein that direction. At the worst the lock should not be very formidable. Have you any other
able-bodied man on the premises?’

"There isthe coachman, Macphail "
"Where does he degp?”
"Over the stables”

"We might possibly want him. Well, we can do no more until we see how things devel op, Good-bye -- but | expect that we
shdl seeyou before morning.”

It was nearly midnight before we took our station among some bushesimmediately opposite the hall door of the professor. It
was afine night, but chilly, and we were glad of our warm overcoats. There was a breeze, and clouds were scudding across
the sky, obscuring from time to time the haf-moon. 1t would have been adismd vigil wereit not for the expectation and
excitement which carried us aong, and the assurance of my comrade that we had probably reached the end of the strange
sequence of events which had engaged our attention.

"If the cycle of nine days holds good then we shdl have the professor a hisworst to-night,” said Holmes. "The fact thet these
strange symptoms began after hisvist to Prague, that heisin secret correspondence with a Bohemian dedler in London, who
presumably represents someonein Prague, and that he received a packet from him thisvery day, al point in one direction.
What he takes and why hetakesit are still beyond our ken, but that it emanatesin some way from Pragueis clear enough. He
takesit under definite directions which regulate this ninth-day system, which wasthe first point which attracted my attention.
But his symptoms are most remarkable. Did you ob- serve his knuckles?'

| had to confessthat | did not.
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"Thick and horny in away which is quite new in my experi- ence. Alwayslook at the handsfirst, Watson. Then cuffs, trouser-
knees, and boots. Very curious knuckles which can only be explained by the mode of progression observed by --" Holmes
paused and suddenly clapped his hand to hisforehead. "Oh, Watson, Watson, what afool | have been! It seemsincredible,
and yet it must betrue. All pointsin one direction. How could | miss seeing the connection of ideas? Those knuckles how
could | have passed those knuckles? And the dog! And theivy! It'ssurely timethat | disgppesred into that little farm of my
dreams. Look out, Watson! Here heis! We shdl have the chance of seeing for ourselves.”

The hall door had dowly opened, and against the lamplit background we saw the tall figure of Professor Presbury. Hewas clad
in hisdressing gown. As he stood outlined in the doorway he was erect but leaning forward with dangling arms, as when we
saw himlag.

Now he stepped forward into the drive, and an extraordinary change came over him. He sank down into a crouching position
and moved dong upon his hands and feet, skipping every now and then asif he were overflowing with energy and vitdity. He
moved aong the face of the house and then round the corner. As he disappeared Bennett dipped through the hall door and
softly followed him.

"Come, Watson, come!” cried Holmes, and we stole as softly as we could through the bushes until we had gained a spot
whence we could see the other side of the house, which was bathed in the light of the half-moon. The professor was clearly
vigble crouching a the foot of the ivy-covered wall. Aswe watched him he suddenly began with incredible agility to ascend it.
From branch to branch he sprang, sure of foot and firm of grasp, climbing apparently in mere joy at his own powers, with no
definite object in view. With his dressng-gown flgpping on each sde of him, helooked like some huge bat glued against the
sde of hisown house, agreat square dark patch upon the moonlit wall. Presently hetired of this amusement, and, drop- ping
from branch to branch, he squatted down into the old attitude and moved towards the stables, cregping aong in the same
strange way as before. The wolfhound was out now, barking furioudy, and more excited than ever when it actualy caught sight
of itsmagter. It was straining on its chain and quivering with eagerness and rage. The professor squatted down very deliberately
just out of reach of the hound and began to provokeit in every possible way. He took handfuls of pebbles from the drive and
threw them in the dog's face, prodded him with a stick which he had picked up, flicked his hands about only afew inchesfrom
the gaping mouth, and endeavoured in every way to increase the animal's fury, which was aready beyond al contral. Indl our
adventures| do not know that | have ever seen amore strange sight than thisimpassive and still dignified figure crouching
frog-like upon the ground and goading to awilder exhibition of passion the maddened hound, which ramped and raged in front
of him, by al manner of ingenious and calculated cruelty.

And then in amoment it happened! It was not the chain that broke, but it was the collar that dipped, for it had been madefor a
thick-necked Newfoundland. We heard the rattle of falling metal, and the next instant dog and man wererolling on the ground
together, the oneroaring in rage, the other screaming in astrange shrill falsetto of terror. It was avery narrow thing for the
professor'slife. The savage creature had him fairly by the throat, its fangs had bitten deep, and he was senseless before we
could reach them and drag the two apart. It might have been adanger- oustask for us, but Bennett's voice and presence
brought the great wolflhound ingtantly to reason. The uproar had brought the deepy and astonished coachman from hisroom
abovethe sta bles. "I'm not surprised,” said he, shaking his head. "I've seen him at it before. | knew the dog would get him
sooner or later.”

The hound was secured, and together we carried the professor up to hisroom, where Bennett, who had amedical degree,
hel ped me to dress historn throat. The sharp teeth had passed dangeroudy near the carotid artery, and the haemorrhage was
serious. In half an hour the danger was past, | had given the patient an injection of morphia, and he had sunk into deep deep.
Then, and only then, were we able to look at each other and to take stock of the situation.

"I think afirst-class surgeon should seehim,” said |.

"For God's sake, no!" cried Bennett. "At present the scandd is confined to our own household. It issafewith us. If it gets
beyond these wallsit will never stop. Consider his position at the university, his European reputation, the fedings of his
daughter.”
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"Quite s0," said Holmes. "1 think it may be quite possible to keep the matter to ourselves, and also to prevent its recurrence
now that we have afree hand. The key from the watch-chain, Mr. Bennett. Macphail will guard the patient and let us know if
thereisany change. Let us see what we can find in the profes- sor's mysterious box."

There was not much, but there was enough -- an empty phia, another nearly full, ahypodermic syringe, severd lettersina
crabbed, foreign hand. The marks on the envelopes showed that they were those which had disturbed the routine of the
secretary, and each was dated from the Commercial Road and signed "A. Dorak." They were mere invoicesto say that afresh
bottle was being sent to Professor Presbury, or receipt to acknowledge money. There was one other envelope, however, ina
more educated hand and bearing the Austrian slamp with the postmark of Prague. "Here we have our materia!" cried Holmes
as he tore out the enclosure.

HONOURED COLLEAGUE [it ran]: Since your esteemed visit | have thought much of your case, and though in your
circumstances there are some specia reasons for the treatment, | would none the less enjoin caution, as my results have shown
that it isnot without danger of akind. It is possble that the serum of anthropoid would have been better. | have, as| explained
to you, used black-faced langur because a specimen was ble. Langur is, of course, acrawler and climber, while
anthropoid walks erect and isin al ways nearer. | beg you to take every possible precaution that there be no premature
revelation of the process. | have one other client in England, and Dorak ismy agent for both. Weekly reportswill oblige. Y ours
with high esteem, H. LOWENSTEIN.

Lowengtein! The name brought back to me the memory of some snippet from a newspaper which spoke of an obscure
scientist who was striving in some unknown way for the secret of rgjuvenescence and the dixir of life. Lowenstein of Prague!
Lowengtein with the wondrous strength-giving serum, tabooed by the profession because he refused to reved itssource. Ina
few words | said what | remembered. Bennett had taken amanua of zoology from the shelves. " 'Langur.'" heread. " 'the
great black-faced monkey of the Himalayan dopes, big- gest and most human of climbing monkeys. Many details are added.
Well, thanksto you, Mr. Holmes, it isvery clear that we have traced the evil to its source.”

"Thered source" said Holmes, "lies, of course, in that untimely love affair which gave our impetuous professor the ideathat he
could only gain hiswish by turning himsdf into ayounger man. When onetriesto rise above Nature oneisliableto fal below it.
The highest type of man may revert to theanimal if he leavesthe straight road of destiny.” He sat musing for alittle with the
phid in hishand, looking at the clear liquid within. "When | have written to thisman and told him that | hold him criminally
responsible for the poisons which he cir- culates, we will have no more trouble. But it may recur. Others may find a better way.
Thereisdanger there -- avery red danger to humanity. Consider, Watson, that the materid, the sensud, the worldly would all
prolong their worthlesslives. The spiritua would not avoid the call to something higher. It would be the surviva of the leest fit.
What sort of cesspool may not our poor world become?' Suddenly the dreamer disappeared, and Holmes, the man of action,
gprang from hischair. "I think thereis nothing more to be said, Mr. Bennett. The variousincidentswill now fit themselves easily
into the generd scheme. The dog, of course, was aware of the change far more quickly than you. Hissmell would insure that. It
was the monkey, not the professor, whom Roy attacked, just as it was the monkey who teased Roy. Climbing was ajoy to the
creature, and it was amere chance, | take it, that the pastime brought him to the young lady'swin- dow. Thereisan early train
to town, Watson, but | think we shall just have time for a cup of tea at the Chequers before we catch it.”

The Adventure of the Sussex Vampire

Holmes had read carefully anote which the last post had brought him. Then, with the dry chuckle which was his nearest
approach to alaugh, he tossed it over to me.

"For amixture of the modern and the mediaevd, of the practica and of thewildly fanciful, | think thisissurely thelimit," sad
he. "What do you make of it, Watson?'

| read asfollows:

46, OLD JEWRY,

Nov. 19t h.
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Re Vanpires

SIR

Qur client, M. Robert Ferguson, of Ferguson and
Mui r head, tea brokers, of M ncing Lane, has made sone
inquiry fromus in a comunication of even date concerning
vanmpires. As our firmspecializes entirely upon the as-
sessnent of machinery the matter hardly cones wthin our
purview, and we have therefore reconmended M. Fergu-
son to call upon you and lay the matter before you. W
have not forgotten your successful action in the case of
Matil da Briggs.

W are, sir,
Faithful ly yours,
MORRI SON, MORRI SON, AND DODD.

per E. J. C

"Métilda Briggs was not the name of ayoung woman, Wat- son,” said Holmesin areminiscent voice. "It wasaship whichis
associated with the giant rat of Sumatra, astory for which the world is not yet prepared. But what do we know about
vampires? Doesit come within our purview either? Anything is better than stagnation, but really we seem to have been
switched on to aGrimms fairy tale. Make along arm, Watson, and seewhat V hasto say."

| leaned back and took down the gregt index volume to which he referred. Holmes balanced it on hisknee, and his eyes
moved dowly and lovingly over the record of old cases, mixed with the accumulated information of alifetime.

"Voyage of the Gloria Scott," he read. "That was a bad business. | have some recollection that you made arecord of it,
Watson, though | was unable to congratul ate you upon the result. Victor Lynch, the forger. Venomouslizard or gila.
Remarkable case, that! Vittoria, the circus belle. Vanderbilt and the Y egg- man. Vipers. Vigor, the Hammersmith wonder.
Hullo! Hullo! Good old index. Y ou can't bedt it. Listen to this, Watson. Vampirism in Hungary. And again, Vampiresin
Transylvania." He turned over the pages with eagerness, but after ashort intent perusa he threw down the great book with a
snarl of disap- pointment.

"Rubbish, Watson, rubbish! What have we to do with walking corpses who can only be held in their grave by stakes driven
through their hearts? It's pure lunacy."

"But surely,” said |, "the vampire was not necessarily adead man? A living person might have the habit. | haveread, for
example, of the old sucking the blood of the young in order to retain their youth."

"You areright, Watson. It mentions the legend in one of these references. But are we to give serious attention to such things?
This agency stands flat-footed upon the ground, and there it must remain. The world is big enough for us. No ghosts need
apply. | fear that we cannot take Mr. Robert Ferguson very serioudy. Possibly this note may be from him and may throw some
light upon whet isworrying him."

He took up asecond letter which had lain unnoticed upon the table while he had been absorbed with the first. This he began to
read with a smile of amusement upon his face which gradualy faded away into an expression of intense interest and concentra-
tion. When he had finished he sat for somelittle time lost in thought with the letter dangling from hisfingers. Findly, with agtart,
he aroused himself from hisreverie.

"Cheeseman's, Lamberley. Where is Lamberley, Watson?'

"[t isin Sussex, South of Horsham."



"Not very far, eh? And Cheeseman's?’

"I know that country, Holmes. It isfull of old houses which are named after the men who built them centuries ago. Y ou get
Odley'sand Harvey's and Carriton's -- the folk are forgotten but their nameslivein their houses.”

"Precisaly,” said Holmes coldly. It was one of the peculiari- ties of his proud, self-contained nature that though he docketed any
fresh information very quietly and accurately in hisbrain, he sdldom made any acknowledgment to the giver. " rather fancy we
shall know agood deal more about Cheeseman's, Lamberley, before we are through. The letter is, as| had hoped, from
Robert Ferguson. By the way, he claims acquai ntance with you."

"With mg"
"Y ou had better read it."

He handed the letter across. It was headed with the address quoted.

DEAR MR HOLMES [it said]:

| have been recomended to you by ny | awers, but
i ndeed the matter is so extraordinarily delicate that it is nost
difficult to discuss. It concerns a friend for whom| am
acting. This gentlenman narried sone five years ago a Peruvi an
| ady the daughter of a Peruvian nerchant, whom he had
nmet in connection with the inportation of nitrates. The | ady
was very beautiful, but the fact of her foreign birth and of
her alien religion always caused a separation of interests and
of feelings between husband and wife, so that after a tine
his | ove may have cool ed towards her and he may have
cone to regard their union as a mstake. He felt there were
sides of her character which he could never explore or
understand. This was the nore painful as she was as |oving
a wfe as a man could have -- to all appearance absolutely
devot ed.

Now for the point which I will make nore plain when we
neet. Indeed, this note is nerely to give you a general idea
of the situation and to ascertain whether you would care to
interest yourself in the matter. The | ady began to show
some curious traits quite alien to her ordinarily sweet and
gentl e disposition. The gentlenman had been nmarried twice
and he had one son by the first wife. This boy was now
fifteen, a very charm ng and affectionate youth, though
unhappily injured through an accident in chil dhood. Twice
the wife was caught in the act of assaulting this poor lad in
t he nost unprovoked way. Once she struck himwith a stick
and left a great weal on his arm

This was a snall matter, however, conpared with her
conduct to her own child, a dear boy just under one year of
age. On one occasion about a nonth ago this child had
been left by its nurse for a few nmnutes. Aloud cry fromthe
baby, as of pain, called the nurse back. As she ran into the
room she saw her enployer, the lady, |eaning over the baby
and apparently biting his neck. There was a snall wound in
the neck fromwhich a stream of bl ood had escaped. The
nurse was so horrified that she wished to call the husband,
but the lady inplored her not to do so and actually gave her
five pounds as a price for her silence. No expl anati on was
ever given, and for the nonent the nmatter was passed over

It left, however, a terrible inpression upon the nurse's
m nd, and fromthat time she began to watch her mistress
closely and to keep a closer guard upon the baby, whom she
tenderly loved. It seened to her that even as she watched
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the nother, so the nother watched her, and that every tine
she was compelled to | eave the baby al one the nother was
waiting to get at it. Day and ni ght the nurse covered the
child, and day and night the silent, watchful nother seened
to be lying in wait as a wolf waits for a lanb. It nust read
nost incredible to you, and yet | beg you to take it seri-
ously, for a child s life and a man's sanity nmay depend

upon it.

At | ast there cane one dreadful day when the facts could
no | onger be conceal ed fromthe husband. The nurse's nerve
had gi ven way; she could stand the strain no | onger, and
she made a clean breast of it all to the man. To himit
seenmed as wild a tale as it nay now seemto you. He knew
his wife to be a loving wife, and, save for the assaults
upon her stepson, a loving nother. Wy, then, should
she wound her own dear little baby? He told the nurse that
she was dreaning, that her suspicions were those of a
lunatic, and that such libels upon her mstress were not to be
tol erated. While they were tal king a sudden cry of pain was
heard. Nurse and master rushed together to the nursery.
| magi ne his feelings, M. Holnmes, as he saw his wife rise
froma kneeling position beside the cot and saw bl ood upon
the child' s exposed neck and upon the sheet. Wth a cry of
horror, he turned his wife's face to the Iight and saw bl ood
all round her lips. It was she -- she beyond all question --
who had drunk the poor baby's bl ood.

So the matter stands. She is now confined to her room
There has been no expl anati on. The husband is half de-
mented. He knows, and | know, little of vanpirism beyond
the nane. We had thought it was sone wild tale of foreign
parts. And yet here in the very heart of the English Sussex --
well, all this can be discussed with you in the nmorning. WII
you see ne? WIIl you use your great powers in aiding a
di stracted man? If so, kindly wire to Ferguson, Cheeseman's,
Lanberley, and | will be at your rooms by ten o'clock

Yours faithfully,
ROBERT FERGUSON.

P. S. | believe your friend Watson pl ayed Rugby for
Bl ackheat h when | was three-quarter for Richmond. It is the
only personal introduction which | can give.

"Of course | remembered him,” said | as| laid down the letter. "Big Bob Ferguson, the finest three-quarter Richmond ever had.
He was dways a good-natured chap. It's like him to be so concerned over afriend's case.”

Holmeslooked at me thoughtfully and shook his head.

"l never get your limits, Watson," said he. "There are unexplored possibilities about you. Take awire down, like agood fellow.
'Will examine your case with pleasure." "

"Y our casa!"

"We must not let him think that this agency isahomefor the wesk-minded. Of courseit ishis case. Send him that wireand let
the matter rest till morning.”

Promptly at ten o'clock next morning Ferguson strode into our room. | had remembered him as along, dab-sided man with
loose limbs and afine turn of speed which had carried him round many an opposing back. Thereis surely nothing in life more
painful than to meet the wreck of afine athlete whom one has known in his prime. His grest frame had falenin, hisflaxen hair
was scanty, and his shoulders were bowed. | fear that | roused corresponding emotionsin him.

"Hullo, Watson," said he, and his voice was still degp and hearty. "Y ou don't look quite the man you did when | threw you over
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the ropesinto the crowd at the Old Deer Park. | expect | have changed a bit also. But it'sthislast day or two that has aged
me. | see by your telegram, Mr. Holmes, that it isno use my pretending to be anyone's deputy.” .

"Itissmpler to dedl direct,” said Holmes.

"Of courseit is. But you can imagine how difficult it iswhen you are speaking of the one woman whom you are bound to
protect and help. What can | do? How am | to go to the police with such astory? And yet the kiddies have got to be
protected. Isit madness, Mr. Holmes? Is it something in the blood? Have you any similar case in your experience? For God's
sake, give me some advice, for | am a my wit'send.”

"Very naturdly, Mr. Ferguson. Now sit here and pull your- self together and give me afew clear answers. | can assure you that
| am very far from being & my wit's end, and that | am confident we shal find some solution. Firgt of dl, tell me what stepsyou
have taken. Isyour wife till near the children?’

"We had adreadful scene. Sheisamost loving woman, Mr. Holmes. If ever awoman loved aman with al her heart and soul,
sheloves me. Shewas cut to the heart that | should have discovered this horrible, thisincredible, secret. She would not even
speak. She gave no answer to my reproaches, save to gaze at me with a sort of wild, despairing look in her eyes. Then she
rushed to her room and locked hersdf in. Since then she has refused to see me. She has amaid who was with her before her
marriage, Dolores by name -- afriend rather than a servant. She takes her food to her.”

"Then the child isin noimmediate danger?"

"Mrs. Mason, the nurse, has sworn that she will not leaveit night or day. | can absolutely trust her. | am more uneasy about
poor little Jack, for, as| told you in my note, he has twice been assaulted by her.”

"But never wounded?"

"No, she gtruck him savagdly. It isthe moreterrible asheisapoor littleinoffensve cripple.” Ferguson's gaunt features soft-
ened as he spoke of hisboy. ™Y ou would think that the dear |ad's condition would soften anyone's heart. A fal in childhood
and atwisted spine, Mr. Holmes. But the dearest, most loving heart within."

Holmes had picked up the letter of yesterday and was reading it over. "What other inmates are there in your house, Mr.
Ferguson?'

"Two servants who have not been long with us. One stable- hand, Michad, who degpsin the house. My wife, mysdf, my boy
Jack, baby, Dolores, and Mrs. Mason. That isal.”

"| gather that you did not know your wife well a the time of your marriage?’

"I had only known her afew weeks."

"How long had this maid Dolores been with her?"

"Someyears”

"Then your wife's character would really be better known by Dolores than by you?'
"Yes, youmay say s0."

Holmes made anote.

"l fancy," said he, "that | may be of more use a Lamberley than here. It iseminently acase for persond investigation. If the
lady remainsin her room, our presence could not annoy or inconvenience her. Of course, we would stay a theinn.”

Ferguson gave agesture of relief.
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"Itiswhat | hoped, Mr. Holmes. Thereisan excellent train at two from Victoriaif you could come.”

"Of course we could come. Thereisalull at present. | can give you my undivided energies. Watson, of course, comeswith us.
But there are one or two points upon which | wish to be very sure before | start. This unhappy lady, as| understand it, has
appeared to assault both the children, her own baby and your little son?"

"That iss0."

"But the assaults take different forms, do they not? She has beaten your son.”

"Oncewith agtick and once very savagely with her hands."

"Did she give no explanation why she struck him?"

"None save that she hated him. Again and again she said s0."

"Well, that is not unknown among stepmothers. A posthu- mousjealousy, wewill say. Isthelady jedous by nature?”
"Yes, sheisvery jedous -- jedouswith al the strength of her fiery tropicd love."

"But the boy -- heisfifteen, | understand, and probably very developed in mind, since his body has been circumscribed in
action. Did he give you no explanation of these assaults?"

"No, he declared there was no reason.”

"Werethey good friends a other times?*

"No, there was never any love between them."

"Y et you say heisaffectionate?’

"Never in theworld could there be so devoted ason. My lifeishislife. Heisabsorbed in what | say or do.”
Once again Holmes made anote. For some time he sat lost in thought.

"No doubt you and the boy were great comrades before this second marriage. Y ou were thrown very close together, were you
not?'

"Very much 0.
"And the boy, having so affectionate a nature, was devoted, no doubt, to the memory of his mother?!
"Most devoted.”

"He would certainly seem to be amost interesting lad. There is one other point about these assaults. Were the strange attacks
upon the baby and the assaults upon yow son at the same period?"

"Inthefirst caseit was s0. It was asif some frenzy had seized her, and she had vented her rage upon both. In the second case
it was only Jack who suffered. Mrs. Mason had no complaint to make about the baby."

"That certainly complicates matters.”
"| don't quite follow you, Mr. Holmes."

"Possibly not. Oneforms provisiona theories and waits for time or fuller knowledge to explode them. A bad habit, Mr.
Ferguson, but human nature isweak. | fear that your old friend here has given an exaggerated view of my scientific methods.
However, | will only say at the present stage that your problem does not appear to meto beinsoluble, and that you may
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expect to find usat Victoriaat two o'clock.”

It was evening of adull, foggy November day when, having left our bags at the Chequers, Lamberley, we drove through the
Sussex clay of along winding lane and finally reached the isolated and ancient farmhouse in which Ferguson dwelt. It was a
large, straggling building, very old in the centre, very new at the wings with towering Tudor chimneys and alichen-spotted,
high-pitched roof of Horsham dabs. The doorsteps were worn into curves, and the ancient tileswhich lined the porch were
marked with the rebus of acheese and aman after the origina builder. Within, the ceilings were corrugated with heavy oaken
beams, and the uneven floors sagged into sharp curves. An odour of age and decay pervaded the whole crumbling building.

There was one very large central room into which Ferguson led us. Here, in a huge old-fashioned fireplace with aniron screen
behind it dated 1670, there blazed and spluttered a splen- did log fire.

Theroom, as| gazed round, was amost sngular mixture of dates and of places. The half-paneled wals may well have

bel onged to the origina yeoman farmer of the seventeenth cen- tury. They were ornamented, however, on the lower part by a
line of well-chosen modern water-colours; while above, where yellow plaster took the place of oak, there was hung afine
collection of South American utensils and wegpons, which had been brought, no doubt, by the Peruvian lady upstairs. Holmes
rose, with that quick curiosity which sprang from his eager mind, and examined them with some care. He returned with hiseyes
full of thought.

"Hullo!" hecried. "Hullo!"

A spanid had lainin abasket in the corner. It came dowly forward towards its master, walking with difficulty. Itshind legs
moved irregularly and itstail was on the ground. It licked Ferguson's hand.

"What isit, Mr. Holmes?'
"The dog. What's the matter with it?'

"That'swhat puzzled the vet. A sort of paralysis. Spind meningitis, he thought. But it is passing. Hell be dl right soon -- won't
you, Carlo?'

A shiver of assent passed through the drooping tail. The dog's mournful eyes passed from one of usto the other. He knew that
we were discussing his case.

"Did it come on suddenly?"

"Inasnglenight.”

"How long ago?"

"It may have been four months ago.”

"Very remarkable. Very suggestive.”

"What do you seeinit, Mr. Holmes?"'

"A confirmation of what | had aready thought.”

"For God's sake, what do you think, Mr. Holmes? It may be amereintellectua puzzleto you, but it islife and death to me! My
wife awould-be murderer -- my child in constant danger! Don't play with me, Mr. Holmes. It istoo terribly serious.”

The big Rugby three-quarter was trembling al over. Holmes put his hand soothingly upon hisarm.

"| fear that thereis pain for you, Mr. Ferguson, whatever the solution may be," said he. "I would spare you dl | can. | cannot
say morefor theingtant, but before | leave thishouse | hope | may have something definite.”
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"Please God you may! If you will excuse me, gentlemen, | will go up to my wifé'sroom and seeif there has been any change.”

He was away some minutes, during which Holmes resumed his examination of the curiosities upon the wall. When our host
returned it was clear from his downcast face that he had made no progress. He brought with him atall, dim, brown-faced girl.

"Theteaisready, Dolores," said Ferguson. " See that your mistress has everything she can wish.”

"Sheverraill,” cried the girl, looking with indignant eyes at her magter. " She no ask for food. She verraill. She need doctor. |
frightened stay aone with her without doctor.”

Ferguson looked at mewith aquestion in hiseyes.
"| should be so glad if | could be of use."

"Would your mistress see Dr. Watson?'

" take him. | no ask leave. She needs doctor."
"Then I'll comewith you at once."

| followed the girl, who was quivering with strong emotion, up the Staircase and down an ancient corridor. At the end wasan
iron-clamped and massve door. It struck me as| looked at it that if Ferguson tried to force hisway to hiswife he would find it
no easy matter. The girl drew akey from her pocket, and the heavy oaken planks creaked upon their old hinges. | passed in
and she swiftly followed, fastening the door behind her.

On the bed awoman was lying who was clearly in ahigh fever. Shewas only half conscious, but as| entered sheraised apair
of frightened but beautiful eyes and glared at me in gppre- hension. Seeing a stranger, she gppeared to be relieved and sank
back with asigh upon the pillow. | stepped up to her with afew reassuring words, and she lay still whilel took her pulse and
temperature. Both were high, and yet my impression was that the condition was rather that of menta and nervous excitement
than of any actud seizure.

"Shelielikethat oneday, two day. | ‘fraid shedie" said the girl.
Thewoman turned her flushed and handsome face towards me.
"Whereis my husband?'

"Heis below and would wish to see you."

"I will not seehim. | will not see him." Then she seemed to wander off into ddirium. "A fiend! A fiend! Oh, what shdl | do with
thisdevil ?"'

"Can | helpyouin any way?'

"No. No one can help. It isfinished. All isdestroyed. Do what | will, dl is destroyed.”

The woman must have some strange delusion. | could not see honest Bob Ferguson in the character of fiend or devil.
"Madame," | said, "your husband loves you dearly. Heis deeply grieved at this hgppening.”

Again sheturned on me those glorious eyes.

"Helovesme. Yes. But do | not love him? Do | not love him even to sacrifice mysdlf rather than break hisdear heart? That is
how I love him. And yet he could think of me -- he could spesk of me s0."

"Heisfull of grief, but he cannot understand.”
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"No, he cannot understand. But he should trust.”
"Will you not seehim?' | suggested.

"No, no, | cannot forget those terrible words nor the look upon hisface. | will not see him. Go now. Y ou can do nothing for
me. Tdl him only onething. | want my child. I have aright to my child. That isthe only message| can send him." She turned her
face to the wall and would say no more.

| returned to the room downstairs, where Ferguson and Holmes still sat by the fire. Ferguson listened moodily to my account of
theinterview.

"How can | send her the child?' he said. "How do | know what strange impulse might come upon her? How can | ever forget
how she rose from beside it with its blood upon her lips?* He shuddered at the recollection. “The child is safe with Mrs.
Mason, and there he must remain.”

A smart maid, the only modern thing which we had seen in the house, had brought in sometea. As she was serving it the door
opened and a youth entered the room. He was aremarkable lad, pae-faced and fair-haired, with excitable light blue eyes
which blazed into a sudden flame of emotion and joy asthey rested upon hisfather. He rushed forward and threw hisarms
round his neck with the abandon of aloving girl.

"Oh, daddy," he cried, "'l did not know that you were due yet. | should have been here to meet you. Oh, | am so glad to see
you!"

Ferguson gently disengaged himself from the embrace with somelittle show of embarrassment.

"Dear old chap," said he, patting the flaxen head with avery tender hand. "I came early because my friends, Mr. Holmes and
Dr. Watson, have been persuaded to come down and spend an evening with us.”

"Isthat Mr. Holmes, the detective?!

"Wes"

The youth looked at us with avery penetrating and, as it seemed to me, unfriendly gaze.

"What about your other child, Mr. Ferguson?* asked Holmes. "Might we make the acquai ntance of the baby?"

"Ask Mrs. Mason to bring baby down,” said Ferguson. The boy went off with a curious, shambling gait which told my surgica
eyesthat he was suffering from aweak spine. Presently he returned, and behind him came atall, gaunt woman bearing in her
armsavery beautiful child, dark-eyed, golden-haired, awonderful mixture of the Saxon and the Latin. Ferguson was evidently
devoted to it, for hetook it into hisarms and fondled it most tenderly.

"Fancy anyone having the heart to hurt him," he muttered as he glanced down at the small, angry red pucker upon the cherub
throat.

It was a this moment that | chanced to glance at Holmes and saw amost singular intentnessin his expression. Hisface was as
st asif it had been carved out of old ivory, and his eyes, which had glanced for amoment at father and child, were now fixed
with eager curiogity upon something at the other side of the room. Following hisgaze | could only guessthat he was looking out
through the window at the melancholy, dripping garden. It istrue that ashutter had half closed outside and obstructed the view,
but nonethelessit was certainly at the window that Holmes was fixing his concentrated attention. Then he smiled, and hiseyes
came back to the baby. On its chubby neck there was this small puckered mark. Without speaking, Holmes exam- ined it with
care. Findly he shook one of the dimpled fists which waved in front of him.

"Good-bye, little man. Y ou have made astrange start in life. Nurse, | should wish to have aword with you in private.”

Hetook her aside and spoke earnestly for afew minutes. | only heard the last words, which were: Y our anxiety will soon, |
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hope, be set at rest." The woman, who seemed to be asour, silent kind of creature, withdrew with the child.
"What isMrs. Mason like?" asked Holmes.
"Not very prepossessing externdly, as you can see, but a heart of gold, and devoted to the child.”

"Do you like her, Jack?' Holmes turned suddenly upon the boy. His expressive mohile face shadowed over, and he shook his
head.

"Jacky hasvery strong likesand didikes," said Ferguson, putting hisarm round the boy. "Luckily | am one of hislikes."
The boy cooed and nestled his head upon hisfather's breast. Ferguson gently disengaged him.

"Run away, little Jacky,” said he, and he watched his son with loving eyes until he disgppeared. "Now, Mr. Holmes" he
continued when the boy was gone, | redlly fed that | have brought you on afoal's errand, for what can you possibly do save
give me your sympathy? It must be an exceedingly delicate and complex affair from your point of view."

"Itiscertainly ddicate," said my friend with an amused amile, "but | have not been struck up to now with its complex- ity. It has
been acasefor intellectua deduction, but when thisorigina intellectud deduction is confirmed point by point by quite anumber
of independent incidents, then the subjective becomes objective and we can say confidently that we have reached our godl. |
had, in fact, reached it before we |eft Baker Street, and the rest has merely been observation and confirmation.”

Ferguson put his big hand to hisfurrowed forehead.

"For heaven's sake, Holmes," he said hoarsdly; "if you can see the truth in this matter, do not keep mein suspense. How do |
stand? What shdl | do?1 care nothing asto how you have found your facts so long as you havereally got them.”

"Certainly | owe you an explanation, and you shdl haveit. But you will permit meto handle the matter in my own way? Isthe
lady capable of seeing us, Watson?'

"Sheisill, but sheisquiterationd.”
"Very good. Itisonly in her presence that we can clear the matter up. Let usgo up to her."
"Shewill not seeme," cried Ferguson.

"Oh, yes, shewill," said Holmes. He scribbled afew lines upon a sheet of paper."Y ou at least have the entree, Watson. Will
you have the goodnessto give the lady this note?"

| ascended again and handed the note to Dol ores, who cau- tioudy opened the door. A minute later | heard acry from within,
acry inwhich joy and surprise seemed to be blended. Dolores|ooked out.

"Shewill seethem. Shewill leesten,”" said she.

At my summons Ferguson and Holmes came up. As we entered the room Ferguson took a step or two towards hiswife, who
had raised hersdlf in the bed, but she held out her hand to repulse him. He sank into an armchair, while Holmes seated himsdlf
beside him, after bowing to the lady, who looked a him with wide-eyed amazement.

"I think we can dispense with Dolores," said Holmes. "Oh, very well, madame, if you would rather she stayed | can seeno
objection. Now, Mr. Ferguson, | am abusy man with many calls, and my methods have to be short and direct. The swiftest
aurgery istheleast painful. Let mefirst say what will ease your mind. Y our wifeisavery good, avery loving, and avery
ill-used woman."

Ferguson sat up with acry of joy.

"Provethat, Mr. Holmes, and | am your debtor forever.”
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"I will do s0, but in doing so | must wound you deeply in another direction.”
"| care nothing so long as you clear my wife. Everything on earth isinsignificant compared to that.”

"Let metedl you, then, the train of reasoning which passed through my mind in Baker Street. The idea of avampirewasto me
absurd. Such things do not happen in criminal practicein England. And yet your observation was precise. Y ou had seen the
lady rise from beside the child's cot with the blood upon her lips.”

"l did."

"Did it not occur to you that a bleeding wound may be sucked for some other purpose than to draw the blood from it? Was
there not a queen in English history who sucked such awound to draw poison fromit?"

"Poison!"

"A South American household. My ingtinct felt the presence of those weapons upon the wall before my eyes ever saw them. It
might have been other poison, but that was what occurred to me. When | saw that little empty quiver beside the small bird-
bow, it was just what | expected to see. If the child were pricked with one of those arrows dipped in curare or some other
devilish drug, it would mean degth if the venom were not sucked out.

"And thedog! If onewere to use such apoison, would one not try it first in order to seethat it had not lost its power? | did not
foresee the dog, but at least | understand him and he fitted into my reconstruction.

"Now do you understand? Y our wife feared such an attack. She saw it made and saved the child'slife, and yet she shrank
from telling you al the truth, for she knew how you loved the boy and feared lest it break your heart.”

“ Jocky!"

"I watched him as you fondled the child just now. Hisface was clearly reflected in the glass of the window where the shutter
formed abackground. | saw such jedlousy, such crud hatred, as| have seldom seen in ahuman face."

"My Jecky!"

"You haveto faceit, Mr. Ferguson. It isthe more painful becauseit isadistorted love, amaniaca exaggerated love for you,
and possibly for his dead mother, which has prompted his action. His very soul is consumed with hatred for this splendid child,
whose health and beauty are a contrast to his own weakness."

"Good God! Itisincredible!"
"Have | spoken the truth, madame?”’
The lady was sobbing, with her face buried in the pillows. Now she turned to her husband.

"How could | tell you, Bob?1 felt the blow it would be to you. It was better that | should wait and that it should come from
some other lips than mine. When this gentleman, who seemsto have powers of magic, wrote that he knew al, | wasglad.”

"| think ayear at seawould be my prescription for Magter Jacky," said Holmes, rising from hischair. "Only onething is il
clouded, madame. We can quite understand your attacks upon Master Jacky. Thereisalimit to amother's patience. But how
did you dare to leave the child these last two days?!

"] had told Mrs. Mason. She knew."
"Exactly. So| imagined.”

Ferguson was standing by the bed, choking, his hands out- stretched and quivering.
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"This, | fancy, isthetimefor our exit, Watson," said Holmesin awhisper. "If you will take one elbow of the too faithful
Dolores, | will take the other. There, now," he added as he closed the door behind him, "I think we may leave them to settle
the rest among themselves.”

| have only onefurther note of this case. It isthe letter which Holmeswrotein find answer to that with which the narrative
begins. It ran thus:

BAKER STREET,
Nov. 21st.
Re Vanpires

SIR
Referring to your letter of the 19th, | beg to state that |
have | ooked into the inquiry of your client, M. Robert
Ferguson, of Ferguson and Miirhead, tea brokers, of Mnc-
ing Lane, and that the matter has been brought to a satisfac-
tory conclusion. Wth thanks for your recommendation, |
am sir,
Faithfully yours,
SHERLOCK HOLMES.

The Adventureof the Three Garridebs

It may have been acomedy, or it may have been atragedy. It cost one man hisreason, it cost me ablood-letting, and it cost
yet another man the pendlties of the law. Y et there was certainly an el ement of comedy. Well, you shdl judge for yoursaves.

| remember the date very well, for it wasin the same month that Holmes refused a knighthood for services which may per-

haps some day be described. | only refer to the matter in passing, for in my position of partner and confidant | am obliged to be
particularly careful to avoid any indiscretion. | repeat, however, that this enables me to fix the date, which wasthe latter end of
June, 1902, shortly after the conclusion of the South African War. Holmes had spent several daysin bed, aswas his habit from
timeto time, but he emerged that morning with along fool scap document in his hand and atwinkle of amusement in hisaustere

gray eyes.

"Thereisachance for you to make some money. friend Watson," said he. "Have you ever heard the name of Garrideb?”
| admitted that | had not.

"Widl, if you can lay your hand upon a Garrideb, therés money init."

"“Why?"

"Ah, that'salong story -- rather awhimsica one, too. | don't think in &l our explorations of human complexitieswe have ever
come upon anything more singular. The fellow will be here presently for cross-examination, so | won't open the matter up till he
comes. But, meanwhile, that's the name we want.”

The telephone directory lay on the table beside me, and | turned over the pagesin arather hopel ess quest. But to my
amazement there was this strange name in its due place. | gave acry of triumph.

"Hereyou are, Holmes Hereitigl"
Holmestook the book from my hand.

"'Garrideb, N.,"" heread, " '136 Little Ryder Street, W." Sorry to disappoint you, my dear Watson, but thisis the man himself.
That isthe address upon his|etter. We want another to match him.”

Mrs. Hudson had come in with acard upon atray. | took it up and glanced &t it.

49



"Why, hereitidl" | cried in amazement. "Thisisadifferent initial. John Garrideb, Counsdllor a Law, Moorville, Kansas, U. S,
A

Holmes smiled as he looked at the card. "I am afraid you must make yet another effort, Watson,” said he. "Thisgentle- manis
adsointheplot aready, though | certainly did not expect to see him this morning. However, heisin apostion to tell usagood
ded which | want to know."

A moment later he wasin the room. Mr. John Garrideb, Counsdllor at Law, was ashort, powerful man with the round, fresh,
clean-shaven face characteristic of so many American men of affairs. The generd effect was chubby and rather childlike, so
that one recelved the impression of quite ayoung man with abroad set smile upon hisface. His eyes, however, were arrest-
ing. Seldom in any human head have | seen apair which be- spoke amore intense inward life, so bright were they, so dert, so
responsive to every change of thought. His accent was Ameri- can, but was not accompanied by any eccentricity of speech.

"Mr. Holmes?' he asked, glancing from one to the other. "Ah, yes! Y our pictures are not unlike you, sir, if | may say so. |
believe you have had aletter from my namesake, Mr. Nathan Garrideb, have you not?'

"Pray st down," said Sherlock Holmes. "We shdll, | fancy, have agood dedl to discuss.” Hetook up his sheets of foolscap.
"You are, of course, the Mr. John Garrideb mentioned in this document. But surely you have been in England some time?’

"Why do you say that, Mr. Holmes?' | seemed to read sudden suspicion in those expressive eyes.
"Y our whole outfit isEnglish.”

Mr. Garrideb forced alaugh. "I've read of your tricks, Mr. Holmes, but | never thought | would be the subject of them. Where
do you read that?'

"The shoulder cut of your coat, the toes of your boots -- could anyone doubt it?"

"Wdll, well, I had no idea| was so obvious a Britisher. But business brought me over here sometime ago, and o, asyou say,
my outfit isnearly al London. However, | guessyour timeis of value, and we did not meet to talk about the cut of my socks.
What about getting down to that paper you hold in your hand?'

Holmes had in some way ruffled our visitor, whose chubby face had assumed afar less amiable expression.

"Patience! Patience, Mr. Garrideb!" said my friend in asoothing voice. "Dr. Watson would tell you that these little digressons
of mine sometimes prove in the end to have some bearing on the matter. But why did Mr. Nathan Garrideb not come with
you?'

"Why did heever drag youintoit at al?" asked our visitor with asudden outflame of anger. "What in thunder had you to do
with it? Herewas abit of professona business between two gentlemen, and one of them must needs cdll in adetective! | saw
him this morning, and he told me thisfool-trick he had played me, and that'swhy | am here. But | fedl bad about it, dl the
samne”

"There was no reflection upon you, Mr. Garrideb. It was smply zedl upon his part to gain your end -- an end whichiis, |
understand, equally vital for both of you. Heknew that | had means of getting information, and, therefore, it was very natural
that he should apply to me."

Our vigitor'sangry face gradudly cleared.

"Well, that putsit different,” said he. "When | went to see him this morning and he told me he had sent to a detective, | just
asked for your address and came right away. | don't want police butting into a private matter. But if you are content just to help
usfind the man, there can be no harmin that.”

"Wadll, that isjust how it stands," said Holmes. "And now, Sir, Since you are here, we had best have a clear account from your



own lips. My friend here knows nothing of the details."
Mr. Garrideb surveyed me with not too friendly agaze.
"Need he know?' he asked.

"We usualy work together."

"W, there's no reason it should be kept asecret. I'll give you the facts as short as | can make them. If you came from Kansas
| would not need to explain to you who Alexander Hamilton Garrideb was. He made hismoney inred estate, and afterwards
inthe whegt pit a Chicago, but he spent it in buying up as much land as would make one of your counties, lying ong the
Arkansas River, west of Fort Dodge. It's grazing-land and lumber-land and arable-land and minerdized-land, and just every
sort of land that brings dollars to the man that ownsit.

"He had no kith nor kin -- or, if he had, | never heard of it. But hetook akind of pridein the queerness of hisname. That was
what brought ustogether. | wasin the law at Topeka, and oneday | had avigt from the old man, and he wastickled to desth
to meet another man with his own name. 1t was his pet fad, and he was dead set to find out if there were any more Garridebsin
the world. 'Find me another!" said he. | told him | was a busy man and could not spend my life hiking round theworld in search
of Garridebs. 'Nonetheless,' said he, 'that isjust what you will do if things pan out as| planned them." | thought he was joking,
but there was a powerful lot of meaning in the words, as | was soon to discover.

"For he died within ayear of saying them, and heleft awill behind him. It was the queerest will that has ever been filed in the
State of Kansas. His property was divided into three parts and | was to have one on condition that | found two Garridebs who
would share the remainder. It'sfive million dollarsfor each if it isacent, but we can't lay afinger on it until weal three stand in
arow.

"It was so big achancethat | just let my legal practice dide and | set forth looking for Garridebs. Thereisnot onein the United
States. | went through it, sir, with afine-toothed comb and never aGarrideb could | catch. Then | tried the old country. Sure
enough there was the name in the London telephone direc- tory. | went after him two days ago and explained the whole matter
to him. But heisalone man, like mysdlf, with some women relaions, but no men. It saysthree adult menin the will. So you see
we gtill have avacancy, and if you can help tofill it wewill be very ready to pay your charges.

"Well, Watson," said Holmeswith asmile, "I said it wasrather whimsicdl, did | not? 1 should have thought, Sir, that your
obvious way was to advertise in the agony columns of the papers.”

"l have donethat, Mr. Holmes. No replies.”

"Dear me! Well, itiscertainly amost curiouslittle problem. | may takeaglanceat it inmy leisure. By theway, it is curious that
you should have come from Topeka. | used to have a correspondent -- heis dead now -- old Dr. Lysander Starr, who was
mayor in 1890."

"Good old Dr. Starr!" said our visitor. "His nameis still honoured. Well, Mr. Holmes, | suppose al we can doisto report to
you and let you know how we progress. | reckon you will hear within aday or two." With this assurance our Ameri- can
bowed and departed.

Holmes had lit his pipe, and he sat for some time with a curious smile upon hisface.
"Wel?' | asked & last.

" am wondering, Watson -- just wondering!"

"Atwhat?'

Holmestook his pipe from hislips.
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"I waswondering, Watson, what on earth could be the object of thisman in telling us such arigmarole of lies. | nearly asked
him so -- for there are times when abruta fronta attack isthe best policy -- but | judged it better to let him think he had fooled
us. Hereisaman with an English coat frayed at the elbow and trousers bagged at the knee with ayear'swear, and yet by this
document and by his own account heisa provincid American lately landed in London. There have been no advertissmentsin
the agony columns. Y ou know that | miss nothing there. They are my favourite covert for putting up abird, and | would never
have overlooked such a cock pheasant asthat. | never knew aDr. Lysander Starr, of Topeka. Touch him where you would he
wasfase. | think thefelow isredly an American, but he has worn his accent smooth with years of London. What ishisgame,
then, and what motive lies behind this preposterous search for Garridebs? It'sworth our attention, for, granting that the manisa
rascal, heis certainly acomplex and ingenious one. We must now find out if our other correspondent isafraud aso. Just ring
him up, Watson."

| did s0, and heard athin, quavering voice at the other end of theline.
"Yes, yes, | an Mr. Nathan Garrideb. IsMr. Holmesthere? | should very much like to have aword with Mr. Holmes.”
My friend took the instrument and | heard the usua synco- pated dialogue.

"Y es, he has been here. | understand that you don't know him.... How long? ... Only two days! ... Yes, yes, of coursg, itisa
most captivating prospect. Will you be at home this evening? | suppose your namesake will not bethere?. . . Very good, we
will comethen, for | would rather have a chat without him.... Dr. Watson will comewith me.... | under- stand from your note
that you did not go out often.... Well, we shall be round about six. Y ou need not mention it to the American lawyer.... Very
good. Good-bye!"

It was twilight of alovely spring evening, and even Little Ryder Street, one of the smdler offshoots from the Edgware Road,
within astone-cast of old Tyburn Tree of evil memory, looked golden and wonderful in the danting rays of the setting sun. The
particular house to which we were directed was alarge, old-fashioned, Early Georgian edifice, with aflat brick face broken
only by two deep bay windows on the ground floor. It was on this ground floor that our client lived, and, indeed, the low
windows proved to be the front of the huge room in which he spent hiswaking hours. Holmes pointed as we passed to the
small brass plate which bore the curious name.

"Up someyears, Watson," he remarked, indicating its discoloured surface. "It'shisreal name, anyhow, and that is something to
note."

The house had a common gtair, and there were anumber of names painted in the hall, some indicating offices and some private
chambers. It was not a collection of residentid flats, but rather the abode of Bohemian bachelors. Our client opened the door
for us himsalf and apologized by saying that the woman in charge I eft at four o'clock. Mr. Nathan Garrideb proved to be avery
tall, loosgointed, round-backed person, gaunt and bald, some sixty-odd years of age. He had a cadaverous face, with the dull
dead skin of aman to whom exercise was unknown. Large round spectacles and asmall projecting goat's beard combined
with his stooping attitude to give him an expression of peering curiosity. The generd effect, however, was amiable, though
eccentric.

The room was as curious asits occupant. It looked like asmall museum. It was both broad and deep, with cupboards and
cabi- netsal round, crowded with specimens, geologica and anatomi- cal. Cases of butterflies and moths flanked each side of
the entrance. A large table in the centre was littered with al sorts of debris, while thetal brass tube of a powerful microscope
bris- tled up among them. As | glanced round | was surprised at the universality of the man'sinterests. Here was a case of
ancient coins. There was a cabinet of flint instruments. Behind his central table was alarge cupboard of fossl bones. Above
wasaline of plaster skullswith such names as"Neanderthd,” "Hei- delberg,” "Cro-Magnon™ printed beneath them. It was
clear that he was a student of many subjects. Ashe sood in front of us now, he held apiece of chamoisleather in hisright hand
with which he was polishing acoin.

"Syracusan -- of the best period,” he explained, holding it up. "They degenerated grestly towardsthe end. At their best | hold
them supreme, though some prefer the Alexandrian school. Y ou will find achair here, Mr. Holmes. Pray dlow meto clear
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these bones. And you, Sir -- ah, yes, Dr. Watson -- if you would have the goodness to put the Japanese vase to one side. Y ou
seeround memy little interestsin life. My doctor lectures me about never going out, but why should | go out when | have so
much to hold me here? | can assure you that the adequate catal oguing of one of those cabinets would take me three good
months."

Holmeslooked round him with curiosity.
"But do you tell methat you never go out?' he said.

"Now and again | drive down to Sotheby's or Chrigtie's. Otherwise | very seldom leave my room. | am not too strong, and my
researches are very absorbing. But you can imagine, Mr. Holmes, what aterrific shock -- pleasant but terrific -- it wasfor me
when | heard of this unparalleled good fortune. It only needs one more Garrideb to complete the matter, and surely we can find
one. | had abrother, but heis dead, and female relatives are disqualified. But there must surely be othersin theworld. | had
heard that you handled strange cases, and that waswhy | sent to you. Of course, this American gentleman is quiteright, and |
should have taken hisadvicefirst, but | acted for the best.”

"| think you acted very wisdly indeed,” said Holmes. "But are you redlly anxiousto acquire an estate in America?”’

"Certainly not, sr. Nothing would induce meto leave my collection. But this gentleman has assured me that he will buy me out
as soon as we have established our claim. Five million dollars was the sum named. There are a dozen specimensin the market
at the present moment which fill gapsin my collection, and which | am unable to purchase for want of afew hundred pounds.

Just think what | could do with five million dollars. Why, | have the nucleus of anationa collection. | shdl be the Hans Soane

of my age”

His eyes gleamed behind his great spectacles. It was very clear that no pains would be spared by Mr. Nathan Garrideb in
finding anamesake.

"I merely caled to make your acquaintance, and there is no reason why | should interrupt your studies,” said Holmes. "I prefer
to establish personal touch with those with whom | do business. There are few questions| need ask, for | have your very clear
narrative in my pocket, and | filled up the blanks when this American gentleman called. | understand that up to thisweek you
were unaware of hisexistence.”

"That iss0. He cdlled last Tuesday.”

"Did hetdl you of our interview to-day?"

"Y es, he came straight back to me. He had been very angry.”
"Why should he be angry?'

"He seemed to think it was some reflection on his honour. But he was quite cheerful again when he returned.”
"Did he suggest any course of action?"

"No, gr, hedid not."

"Has he had, or asked for, any money from you?"

"No, sr, never!"

"Y ou see no possible object he hasin view?!

"None, except what he states.”

"Did you tell him of our telephone gppointment”?”
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"Yes, gr, | did."

Holmeswaslogt in thought. | could see that he was puzzled.

"Haveyou any articlesof great vauein your collection?

"No, gr. | am not arich man. It isagood collection, but not avery vauable one.
"Y ou have no fear of burglars?

"Not the least.”

"How long have you been in these rooms?"

"Nearly fiveyears™"

Holmesss cross-examination was interrupted by an imperative knocking at the door. No sooner had our client unlatched it than
the American lawyer burst excitedly into the room.

"Hereyou are!" he cried, waving apaper over hishead. "I thought | should bein timeto get you. Mr. Nathan Garrideb, my
congratulaions! Y ou arearich man, sir. Our businessis happily finished and dl iswdll. Asto you, Mr. Holmes, we can only
say we are sorry if we have given you any usdesstrouble.”

He handed over the paper to our client, who stood staring at a marked advertisement. Holmes and | leaned forward and read
it over hisshoulder. Thisishow it ran:

HOWARD GARRI DEB
CONSTRUCTOR OF ACRI CULTURAL MACHI NERY
Bi nders, reapers, steam and hand plows, drills, harTows,
farnmer's carts, buckboards, and all other appliances.
Estimates for Artesian Wells
Apply Grosvenor Buil dings, Aston

"Glorioud" gasped our host. "That makes our third man.”

"1 had opened up inquiriesin Birmingham,” said the Ameri- cn, "and my agent there has sent me this advertisement from alocal
paper. We must hustle and put the thing through. | have written to this man and told him that you will see himin hisoffice
to-morrow afternoon at four o'clock.”

"Y ou want meto seehim?"

"What do you say, Mr. Holmes? Don't you think it would be wiser? Here am |, awandering American with awonderful tae.
Why should he believe what | tell him? But you are a Britisher wth solid references, and heis bound to take notice of what you
say. | would go with you if you wished, but | have avery busy day to-morrow, and | could dwaysfollow you if you arein any
trouble”

"Well, | have not made such ajourney for years.”

"It isnothing, Mr. Garrideb. | have figured out our connec- tions. Y ou leave at twelve and should be there soon after two.
Then you can be back the same night. All you have to do isto see this man, explain the matter, and get an affidavit of his
existence. By the Lord!" he added hotly, "congdering I've come dl the way from the centre of America, it issurely little enough
if you go ahundred milesin order to put this matter through.”

"Quite s0," said Holmes. "1 think what this gentleman saysisvery true.”

Mr. Nathan Garrideb shrugged his shoulders with adisconso- late air. "Well, if youingst | shdl go,” said he. "It iscertainly
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hard for meto refuse you anything, consdering the glory of hope that you have brought into my life."
"Then that isagreed,” said Holmes, "and no doubt you will let me have areport as soon as you can.”

"I'll seetothat,” said the American. "Wdll," he added looking at hiswatch, "I'll haveto get on. I'll call to-morrow, Mr. Nathan,
and see you off to Birmingham. Coming my way, Mr. Holmes? Well, then, good-bye, and we may have good news for you
to-morrow night."

| noticed that my friend's face cleared when the American | eft the room, and the look of thoughtful perplexity had vanished.

"I wish | could look over your collection, Mr. Garrideb,” said he. "In my profession al sorts of odd knowledge comes useful,
and thisroom of yoursisastorehouse of it."

Our client shone with pleasure and his eyes gleamed from behind hisbig glasses.
"I had aways heard, gir, that you were avery intdligent man,” said he. "1 could take you round now if you havethetime.”

"Unfortunately, | have not. But these specimens are so well labelled and classified that they hardly need your persond expla:
nation. If | should be ableto look in to-morrow, | presume that there would be no objection to my glancing over them?"

"Noneat al. You are most welcome. The place will, of course, be shut up, but Mrs. Saundersisin the basement up to four
o'clock and would let you inwith her key."

"W, | happen to be clear to-morrow afternoon. If you would say aword to Mrs. Saundersit would be quite in order. By the
way, who is your house-agent?'

Our client was amazed at the sudden question.
"Holloway and Stedle, in the Edgware Road. But why?"

"| am abit of an archaeologist mysdf when it comesto houses,” said Holmes, laughing. "I waswondering if thiswas Queen
Anneor Georgian."

"Georgian, beyond doubt.”

"Redly. | should have thought alittle earlier. However, it is easly ascertained. Well, good-bye, Mr. Garrideb, and may you
have every successin your Birmingham journey.”

The house-agent's was close by, but we found that it was closed for the day, so we made our way back to Baker Street. It
was not till after dinner that Holmes reverted to the subject.

"Our little problem drawsto aclose," said he. "No doubt you have outlined the solution in your own mind."
"l can make neither head nor tail of it."

"The head is surely clear enough and the tail we should see to-morrow. Did you notice nothing curious about that adver-
tisement?'

"| saw that the word 'plough’ was misspelt.”

"Oh, you did notice that, did you? Come, Watson, you improve al thetime. Y es, it was bad English but good Ameri- can. The
printer had set it up as received. Then the buckboards. That is American dso. And artesian wells are commoner with them than
with us. It was atypica American advertisement, but purporting to be from an English firm. What do you make of that?"

"| can only suppose that this American lawyer put it in himsdlf. What his object was| fal to understand.”
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"Well, there are dternative explanations. Anyhow, he wanted to get thisgood old fossil up to Birmingham. That isvery clear. |
might have told him that he was clearly going on awild-goose chase, but, on second thoughts, it seemed better to clear the
stage by letting him go. To-morrow, Watson -- well, to-morrow will spesk for itself.”

Holmes was up and out early. When he returned at lunchtime | noticed that hisface was very grave.

"Thisisamore serious matter than | had expected, Watson," said he. "It isfair to tell you so, though | know it will only bean
additiond reason to you for running your head into danger. | should know my Watson by now. But there is danger, and you
should know it."

"Well, it isnot the first we have shared, Holmes. | hopeit may not be the last. What isthe particular danger thistime?"

"Weare up againgt avery hard case. | have identified Mr. John Garrideb, Counsdllor a Law. He is none other than 'Killer'
Evans, of gnister and murderous reputation.”

"l fear | am nonethewiser."

"Ah, itisnot part of your profession to carry about a portable Newgate Calendar in your memory. | have been down to see
friend Lestrade at the Y ard. There may be an occasiona want of imaginative intuition down there, but they lead the world for
thoroughness and method. | had an ideathat we might get on the track of our American friend in their records. Sure enough, |
found his chubby face smiling up a me from the rogues portrait gallery. 'James Winter, dias Morecroft, diasKiller Evans,' was
theinscription below.” Holmes drew an envelope from his pocket. "1 scribbled down afew pointsfrom hisdossier: Aged
forty-four. Native of Chicago. Known to have shot three men in the States. Escaped from penitentiary through politica influ-
ence. Cameto London in 1893. Shot aman over cardsin anight-club in the Waterloo Road in January, 1895. Man died, but
he was shown to have been the aggressor in the row. Dead man was identified as Rodger Prescott, famous as forger and
coiner in Chicago. Killer Evansreleased in 1901. Has been under police supervision since, but so far asknown hasled an
honest life. Very dangerous man, usualy carriesarms and is prepared to use them. That is our bird, Watson -- a sporting bird,
asyou must admit.”

"But whet ishisgame?"

"W, it beginsto defineitsdf. | have been to the house- agent's. Our client, as he told us, has been therefive years. It was
unlet for ayear before then. The previous tenant was a gentleman at large named Waldron. Wa dron's appearance was well
remembered a the office. He had suddenly vanished and nothing more been heard of him. Hewas atall, bearded man with
very dark festures. Now, Prescott, the man whom Killer Evans had shot, was, according to Scotland Y ard, atall, dark man
with abeard. Asaworking hypothess, | think we may takeit that Prescott, the American crimind, used to livein the very
room which our innocent friend now devotesto hismuseum. So at last we get alink, you see.”

"And the next link?"
"Wdl, we must go now and look for that."
Hetook arevolver from the drawer and handed it to me.

"I have my old favourite with me. If our Wild West friend triesto live up to his nickname, we must be ready for him. I'll give
you an hour for asesta, Watson, and then | think it will be time for our Ryder Street adventure.”

It wasjust four o'clock when we reached the curious apart- ment of Nathan Garrideb. Mrs. Saunders, the caretaker, was
about to leave, but she had no hesitation in admitting us, for the door shut with a spring lock, and Holmes promised to see that
all was safe before we left. Shortly afterwards the outer door closed, her bonnet passed the bow window, and we knew that
we were donein the lower floor of the house. Holmes made arapid examina- tion of the premises. There was one cupboard in
adark corner which stood out alittle from thewall. It was behind this that we eventually crouched while Holmesin awhisper
outlined hisintentions
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"He wanted to get our amiable friend out of hisroom -- that is very clear, and, asthe collector never went out, it took some
planning to do it. The whole of this Garrideb invention was apparently for no other end. | must say, Watson, thet thereisa
certain devilish ingenuity about it, even if the queer name of the tenant did give him an opening which he could hardly have
expected. He wove his plot with remarkable cunning.”

"But what did he want?"

"Well, that iswhat we are here to find out. It has nothing whatever to do with our client, so far as| can read the Situation. Itis
something connected with the man he murdered -- the man who may have been his confederate in crime. Thereis some guilty
secret intheroom. That ishow | read it. At firgt | thought our friend might have something in his collection more valuable than
he knew -- something worth the attention of abig crimind. But the fact that Rodger Prescott of evil memory inhabited these
rooms points to some deeper reason. Well, Watson, we can but possess our soulsin patience and see what the hour may

bring."

That hour was not long in striking. We crouched closer in the shadow aswe heard the outer door open and shut. Then came
the sharp, metallic snap of akey, and the American was in the room. He closed the door softly behind him, took a sharp glance
around him to seethat al was safe, threw off his overcoat, and walked up to the centra table with the brisk manner of one who
knows exactly what he hasto do and how to do it. He pushed the table to one side, tore up the square of carpet on which it
rested, rolled it completely back, and then, drawing ajemmy from hisinside pocket, he knelt down and worked vigorously
upon the floor. Presently we heard the sound of diding boards, and an instant later a square had opened in the planks. Killer
Evans struck amatch, lit astump of candle, and vanished from our view.

Clearly our moment had come. Holmes touched my wrist asasignal, and together we stole across to the open trap-door.
Gently as we moved, however, the old floor must have creaked under our feet, for the head of our American, peering anxioudy
round, emerged suddenly from the open space. Hisface turned upon us with aglare of baffled rage, which gradualy softened
into arather shamefaced grin as he redized that two pistols were pointed at his head.

"Wdll, well!" said he coally as he scrambled to the surface. "1 guess you have been one too many for me, Mr. Holmes. Saw
through my game, | suppose, and played me for a sucker from the first. Well, gir, | hand it to you; you have me beat and --"

In an instant he had whisked out arevolver from his breast and had fired two shots. | felt asudden hot sear asif ared-hot iron
had been pressed to my thigh. There was a crash as Holmess pistol came down on the man's head. | had avision of him
gprawling upon the floor with blood running down his face while Holmes rummaged him for wegpons. Then my friend'swiry
armswere round me, and he was leading meto achair.

"You're not hurt, Watson? For God's sake, say that you are not hurt!"

It was worth awound -- it was worth many wounds -- to know the depth of loyalty and love which lay behind that cold mask.
The clear, hard eyes were dimmed for amoment, and the firm lips were shaking. For the one and only time | caught aglimpse
of agreat heart aswdl asof agreat brain. All my years of humble but single-minded service culminated in that moment of
revelaion.

"It'snothing, Holmes. It'samere scratch.”
He had ripped up my trousers with his pocket-knife.

"You areright,” he cried with animmense sigh of rdlief. "It isquite superficid." Hisface set likeflint ashe glared at our prisoner,
who was sitting up with adazed face. "By the Lord, itisaswell for you. If you had killed Watson, you would not have got out
of thisroom aive. Now, Sir, what have you to say for yourself?'

He had nothing to say for himself. He only sat and scowled. | leaned on Holmess arm, and together we looked down into the
smdl cdlar which had been disclosed by the secret flap. It was il illuminated by the candle which Evans had taken down with
him. Our eyesfell upon amass of rusted machinery, greet rolls of paper, alitter of bottles, and, neeatly arranged upon asmall
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table, anumber of neet little bundles.
"A printing press-- acounterfeiter's outfit,” said Holmes.

"Yes, dr," sad our prisoner, stlaggering dowly to hisfeet and then sinking into the chair. "The greatest counterfeiter London
ever saw. That's Prescott's machine, and those bundles on the table are two thousand of Prescott's notes worth a hundred each
and fit to pass anywhere. Help yoursaves, gentlemen. Cal it aded and let me best it."

Holmeslaughed.

"We don't do things like that, Mr. Evans. Thereisno bolt- hole for you in this country. Y ou shot this man Prescott, did you
not?'

"Yes, gr, and got five yearsfor it, though it was he who pulled on me. Five years -- when | should have had amedal the size of
asoup plate. No living man could tell a Prescott from aBank of England, and if | hadn't put him out he would have flooded
London with them. | was the only one in the world who knew where he made them. Can you wonder that | wanted to get to
the place? And can you wonder that when | found this crazy boob of abug-hunter with the queer name squeatting right on the
top of it, and never quitting hisroom, | had to do the best | could to shift him? Maybe | would have been wiser if | had put him
away. It would have been easy enough, but I'm a soft-hearted guy that can't begin shooting unless the other man has agun a so.
But say, Mr. Holmes, what have | done wrong, anyhow? I've not used this plant. I've not hurt this old stiff. Where do you get
me?"

"Only attempted murder, so far as| can see” said Holmes. "But that's not our job. They take that at the next stage. What we
wanted at present wasjust your sweet sdlf. Please givethe Yard acall, Watson. It won't be entirely unexpected.”

So those were the facts about Killer Evans and his remarkable invention of the three Garridebs. We heard later that our poor
old friend never got over the shock of his disspated dreams. When hiscastlein the air fell down, it buried him beneath the
ruins. He waslast heard of at anursng-homein Brixton. It wasaglad day at the Y ard when the Prescott outfit was
discovered, for, though they knew that it existed, they had never been able, after the degth of the man, to find out where it was.
Evans had indeed done great service and caused severa worthy C. |. D. men to deep the sounder, for the counterfeiter stands
inaclassby himsdf asapublic danger. They would willingly have sub- scribed to that soup-plate meda of which the crimina
had spoken, but an unappreciative bench took alessfavourable view, and the Killer returned to those shades from which he
had just emerged.

The Adventureof thelllustrious Client

"It can't hurt now," was Mr. Sherlock Holmes's comment when, for the tenth timein as many years, | asked hisleaveto reved
thefollowing narrative. So it wasthat at last | obtained permission to put on record what was, in some way's, the supreme
moment of my friend's career.

Both Holmes and | had aweakness for the Turkish bath. It was over asmokein the pleasant lassitude of the drying-room that

| have found him less reticent and more human than anywhere else. On the upper floor of the Northumberland Avenue
establishment there is an isolated corner where two couches lie Side by side, and it was on these that we lay upon September
3, 1902, the day when my narrative begins. | had asked him whether anything was tirring, and for answer he had shot hislong,
thin, nervous arm out of the sheets which enveloped him and had drawn an envelope from the inside pocket of the coat which
hung beside him.

"It may be some fussy, saf-important fool; it may be amatter of life or death,” said he as he handed methe note. "I know no
more than thismessage tellsme.”

It was from the Carlton Club and dated the evening before. Thisiswhat | read:

Sir Janmes Danery presents his conmplinents to M. Sherlock Holnes and will
call upon himat 4:30 to-nmorrow. Sir Janes begs to say that the matter upon
whi ch he desires to consult M. Holnes is very delicate and al so very
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i mportant. He trusts, therefore, that M. Holnes will make every effort to
grant this interview, and that he will confirmit over the tel ephone to the
Carlton C ub.

"I need not say that | have confirmed it, Watson," said Holmes as | returned the paper. "Do you know anything of this man
Damery?'

"Only that this nameisahousehold word in society.”

"Well, | can tdl you alittle more than that. He has rather areputation for arranging delicate matters which are to be kept out of
the papers. Y ou may remember his negotiationswith Sir George L ewis over the Hammerford Will case. Heisaman of the
world with anaturd turn for diplomacy. | am bound, therefore, to hopethat it is not afalse scent and that he has somered
need for our assistance.”

"our?"
"Well, if you will be so good, Watson.”

"| shall be honoured.”

"Then you have the hour -- 4:30. Until then we can put the matter out of our heads."

| wasliving in my own roomsin Queen Anne Street at thetime, but | was round at Baker Street before the time named. Sharp
to the haf-hour, Colond Sir James Damery was announced. It is hardly necessary to describe him, for many will remember
that large, bluff, honest persondity, that broad, cleanshaven face, and, above dl, that pleasant, mellow voice. Frankness shone
from hisgray Irish eyes, and good humour played round his mobile, smiling lips. His lucent top-het, his dark frock-coet,
indeed, every detail, from the pearl pinin the black satin cravet to the lavender spats over the varnished shoes, spoke of the
meticulous carein dress for which he was famous. The big, masterful aristocrat dominated the little room.

"Of course, | was prepared to find Dr. Watson," he remarked with a courteous bow. "His collaboration may be very
necessary, for we are dedling on this occasion, Mr. Holmes, with aman to whom violenceisfamiliar and who will, literaly,
stick at nothing. | should say that there is no more dangerous man in Europe.”

"I have had severd opponents to whom that flattering term has been applied,” said Holmeswith asmile. "Don't you smoke?
Then you will excuse meif | light my pipe. If your man is more dangerous than the late Professor Moriarty, or than theliving
Colond Sebastian Moran, then heisindeed worth meeting. May | ask his name?"

"Have you ever heard of Baron Gruner?'
"Y ou mean the Austrian murderer?”

Colond Damery threw up hiskid-gloved hands with alaugh. "There is no getting past you, Mr. Holmes! Wonderful! So you
have aready sized him up asamurderer?'

"It ismy businessto follow the details of Continental crime. Who could possibly have read what happened at Prague and have
any doubts asto the man's guilt! 1t was apurdy technica lega point and the suspicious desth of awitnessthat saved him! | am
as surethat hekilled hiswife when the so- called ‘accident’ happened in the Splugen Pass asif | had seen him doit. | knew,
also, that he had come to England and had a presentiment that sooner or later he would find me somework to do. Well, what
has Baron Gruner been up to? | presumeit isnot this old tragedy which has come up again?”

"No, it ismore serious than that. To revenge crimeisimportant, but to prevent it ismore so. It isaterrible thing, Mr. Holmes,
to see adreadful event, an arocious Stuation, preparing itsalf before your eyes, to clearly understand whither it will lead and
yet to be utterly unable to avert it. Can a human being be placed in amore trying position?”

"Perhgps not."
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"Then you will sympeathize with the client in whoseinterests| am acting.”
"I did not understand that you were merely an intermediary. Who isthe principa ?*

"Mr. Holmes, | must beg you not to pressthat question. It isimportant that | should be able to assure him that his honoured
name has been in no way dragged into the matter. His motives are, to the last degree, honourable and chivarous, but he prefers
to remain unknown. | need not say that your feeswill be assured and that you will be given a perfectly free hand. Surdly the
actud nameof your dlient isimmeateriad ?'

"I am sorry," said Holmes. "1 am accustomed to have mystery at one end of my cases, but to haveit at both endsistoo
confusing. | fear, Sir James, that | must declineto act.”

Our vigtor was grestly disturbed. Hislarge, sengitive face was darkened with emotion and disappointment.

"Y ou hardly redlize the effect of your own action, Mr. Holmes" said he. ™Y ou place mein amost serious dilemmafor | am
perfectly certain that you would be proud to take over the caseif | could give you the facts, and yet a promise forbids me from
revedingthemdl. May |, a least, lay dl that | can before you?'

"By dl means, solong asit isunderstood that | commit mysdf to nothing.”
"That isunderstood. In the first place, you have no doubt heard of Generd de Merville?’
"De Merville of Khyber fame? Y es, | have heard of him."

"He has adaughter, Violet de Merville, young, rich, beautiful, accomplished, awonder-woman in every way. It isthis daughter,
thislovely, innocent girl, whom we are endeavouring to save from the clutches of afiend.”

"Baron Gruner has some hold over her, then?'

"The strongest of al holds where awoman is concerned -- the hold of love. Thefdlow is, asyou may have heard,
extraordinarily handsome, with amost fascinating manner. agentle voice and that air of romance and mystery which means so
much to awoman. Heis said to have the whole sex at his mercy and to have made ample use of thefact.”

"But how came such aman to meet alady of the standing of MissViolet de Merville?!

"It was on a Mediterranean yachting voyage. The company, though select, paid their own passages. No doubt the promoters
hardly redlized the Baron's true character until it wastoo late. The villain attached himsdlf to the lady, and with such effect that
he has completely and absolutely won her heart. To say that she loves him hardly expressesit. She dotes upon him, sheis
obsessed by him. Outside of him thereis nothing on earth. She will not hear one word againgt him. Everything has been doneto
cure her of her madness, but in vain. To sum up, she proposes to marry him next month. As sheis of age and hasawill of iron,
it ishard to know how to prevent her."

"Does she know about the Austrian episode?’

"The cunning devil hastold her every unsavoury public scanda of his past life, but awaysin such away asto make himsdlf out
to be an innocent martyr. She absolutely accepts his version and will listen to no other.”

"Dear me! But surdly you have inadvertently let out the name of your client? It isno doubt Generd de Merville”
Our vigtor fidgeted in hischair.

"| could deceive you by saying so, Mr. Holmes, but it would not be true. De Mervilleis abroken man. The sirong soldier has
been utterly demoraized by thisincident. He has lost the nerve which never failed him on the battlefield and has become a
wesk, doddering old man, utterly incapable of contending with abrilliant, forceful rascal like this Austrian. My client however is
an old friend, one who has known the Generd intimately for many years and taken a paterna interest in thisyoung girl snce she
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wore short frocks. He cannot see this tragedy consummated without some attempt to stop it. Thereisnothing in which
Scotland Y ard can act. It was his own suggestion that you should be called in, but it was, as| have said, on the express
dtipulation that he should not be persondly involved in the matter. | have no doubt, Mr. Holmes, with your greet powersyou
could easily trace my client back through me, but | must ask you, asapoint of honour, to refrain from doing so, and not to
bresk in upon hisincognito.”

Holmesgaveawhimsca amile.

"I think | may safely promisethat,” said he. "1 may add that your problem interests me, and that | shall be prepared to look into
it. How shdl | kegp in touch with you?"

"The Carlton Club will find me. But in case of emergency, thereisaprivateteephonecal, XX.31." "
Holmes noted it down and sat, still smiling, with the open memorandum-book upon his knee.
"The Baron's present address, please?"

"Vernon Lodge, near Kingston. It isalarge house. He has been fortunate in some rather shady speculations and isarich man,
which naturally makes him amore dangerous antagoni<.”

"Ishea homeat present?’
"YS"
"Apart from what you have told me, can you give me any further information about the man?"

"He has expensve tastes. Heisahorse fancier. For ashort time he played polo a Hurlingham, but then this Prague affair got
noised about and he had to leave. He collects books and pictures. He isaman with aconsderable artistic Sde to his nature.
Heis, | believe, arecognized authority upon Chinese pottery and has written abook upon the subject.”

"A complex mind," said Holmes. "All great criminas have that. My old friend Charlie Peace was aviolin virtuoso. Wainwright
was no mean artigt. | could quote many more. Wedl, Sir James, you will inform your client that | am turning my mind upon
Baron Gruner. | can say no more. | have some sources of information of my own, and | dare say we may find some means of
opening the matter up.”

When our visitor had left us Holmes sat so long in degp thought that it seemed to methat he had forgotten my presence. At
last, however, he came briskly back to earth.

"Well, Watson, any views?" he asked.
"I should think you had better see the young lady hersdlf.”

"My dear Watson, if her poor old broken father cannot move her, how shal |, astranger, prevail? And yet there is something
inthe suggedtioniif dl esefails. But | think we must begin from adifferent angle. | rather fancy that Shinwell Johnson might bea
help.”

| have not had occasion to mention Shinwell Johnson in these memoirs because | have seldom drawn my cases from the latter
phases of my friend's career . During the first years of the century he became a vauable assistant. Johnson, | grieveto say,
made hisnamefirst asavery dangerous villain and served two terms at Parkhurst. Finally he repented and dlied himsdif to
Holmes, acting as his agent in the huge crimina underworld of London and obtaining informeation which often proved to be of
vital importance. Had Johnson been a"nark™ of the police he would soon have been exposed, but as he dedlt with caseswhich
never came directly into the courts, his activitieswere never redized by his companions. With the glamour of histwo
convictions upon him, he had the entree of every night-club, doss house, and gambling- den in the town, and his quick
observation and active brain made him an ided agent for gaining information. It wasto him that Sherlock Holmes now
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proposed to turn.

It was not possible for me to follow the immediate steps taken by my friend, for | had some pressing professional business of
my own, but | met him by appointment that evening at Simpson's, where, sitting at asmal table in the front window and looking
down at the rushing stream of life in the Strand, he told me something of what had passed.

"Johnson ison the prowl," said he. "He may pick up some garbage in the darker recesses of the underworld, for it isdown
there, amid the black roots of crime, that we must hunt for this man's secrets.”

"But if thelady will not accept what is dready known, why should any fresh discovery of yoursturn her from her purpose?’

"Who knows, Watson? Woman's heart and mind are insoluble puzzles to the mae. Murder might be condoned or explained,
and yet some smdler offence might rankle. Baron Gruner remarked to me --"

"He remarked to you!"

"Oh, to be sure, | had not told you of my plans. Well, Watson, | love to cometo close grips with my man. | liketo meet him
eyeto eye and read for myself the stuff that he is made of. When | had given Johnson hisingtructions| took acab out to
Kingston and found the Baron in amost affable mood."

"Did herecognize you?'

"There was no difficulty about that, for | smply sent in my card. Heis an excellent antagonist, cool asice, Slky voiced and
soothing as one of your fashionable consultants, and poisonous as a cobra. He has breeding in him -- ared aristocrat of crime
with asuperficial suggestion of afternoon teaand al the cruelty of the grave behind it. Yes, | am glad to have had my attention
caled to Baron Addbert Gruner.”

"Y ou say hewas affable?’

"A purring cat who thinks he sees prospective mice. Some people's affability is more deadly than the violence of coarser souls.
His greeting was characteristic. 'l rather thought | should see you sooner or later, Mr. Holmes,' said he. Y ou have been
engaged, no doubt by Genera de Merville, to endeavour to stop my marriage with his daughter, Violet. That isso, isit not?

"| acquiesced.

" 'My dear man," said he. 'you will only ruin your own well-deserved reputation. It is not acase in which you can possibly
succeed. Y ou will have barren work, to say nothing of incurring some danger. Let me very strongly advise you to draw off at
once.’

"'ltiscurious,’ | answered, 'but that was the very advice which | had intended to give you. | have arespect for your brains,
Baron, and thelittle which | have seen of your persondity has not lessened it. Let me put it to you as man to man. No one
wantsto rake up your past and make you unduly uncomfortable. It isover, and you are now in smooth waters, but if you
persst in this marriage you will raise up aswarm of powerful enemieswho will never leave you done until they have made
England too hot to hold you. Isthe game worth it? Surely you would be wiser if you left the lady aone. 1t would not be
pleasant for you if these facts of your past were brought to her notice.'

"The Baron has little waxed tips of hair under his nose, like the short antennae of an insect. These quivered with amusement as
he listened, and he finaly broke into agentle chuckle.

" 'Excuse my amusement, Mr. Holmes," said he, 'but it isredlly funny to see you trying to play ahand with no cardsinit. | don't
think anyone could do it better, but it israther pathetic all the same. Not acolour card there, Mr. Holmes, nothing but the
gmdlest of thegmadl.'

" 'Soyou think.'
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"'So | know. let me make the thing clear to you, for my own hand is so strong that | can afford to show it. | have been
fortunate enough to win the entire affection of thislady. Thiswas given to mein spite of thefact that | told her very clearly of dl
the unhappy incidentsin my past life. | dso told her that certain wicked and designing persons -- | hope you recognize yourself
-- would come to her and tell her these things. and | warned her how to treat them. Y ou have heard of post-hypnotic
suggestion. Mr. Holmes' Well you will see how it works for aman of persondity can use hypnotism without any vulgar passes
or tomfoolery. So sheisready for you and, | have no doubt, would give you an appointment, for sheis quite amenable to her
father'swill -- save only in the onelittle matter.’

"Wdll, Watson, there seemed to be no moreto say, so | took my leave with as much cold dignity as | could summon, but, as|
had my hand on the door-handle, he stopped me.

" 'By theway, Mr. Holmes,' said he, 'did you know Le Brun, the French agent?

"'Yes' sadl.

" 'Do you know what befell him?

"'l heard that he was beaten by some Apachesin the Montmartre district and crippled for life.!

" 'Quitetrue, Mr. Holmes. By a curious coincidence he had been inquiring into my affairs only aweek before. Don't do it, Mr.
Holmes; it'snot alucky thing to do. Severa have found that out. My last word to you is, go your own way and let me go mine.
Good-bye!"

"So there you are, Watson. Y ou are up to date now."

"The fellow seems dangerous.”

"Mighty dangerous. | disregard the blusterer, but thisis the sort of man who says rather less than he means.”
"Must you interfere? Doesit redly maiter if hemarriesthe girl?"

"Condgdering that he undoubtedly murdered his last wife, | should say it mattered very much. Besides, the client! Well, well, we
need not discussthat. When you have finished your coffee you had best come home with me, for the blithe Shinwell will be
there with hisreport.”

We found him sure enough, a huge, coarse, red-faced, scorbutic man, with apair of vivid black eyes which were the only
externd sign of the very cunning mind within. 1t seemsthat he had dived down into what was peculiarly his kingdom, and
beside him on the settee was a brand which he had brought up in the shape of adim, flame-like young woman with apde,
intense face, youthful, and yet so worn with sin and sorrow that one read the terrible years which had |eft their leprous mark
upon her.

"ThisisMissKitty Winter," said Shinwell Johnson, waving hisfat hand as an introduction. "What she don't know -- well, there,
shéll speak for hersdf. Put my hand right on her, Mr. Holmes, within an hour of your message.”

"I'm easy to find," said the young woman. "Hell, London, gets me every time. Same addressfor Porky Shinwell. Wereold
mates, Porky, you and |. But, by cripes! there is another who ought to be down in alower hell than we if there was any justice
intheworld! That isthe man you are after, Mr. Holmes."

Holmes smiled. "I gather we have your good wishes, Miss Winter."

"If I can help to put him where he belongs, I'm yoursto theraitle,” said our visitor with fierce energy. There was an intengity of
hatred in her white, set face and her blazing eyes such as woman seldom and man never can attain.

"Y ou needn't go into my past, Mr. Holmes. That's neither here nor there. But what | am Adelbert Gruner made me. If | could
pull him down!™ She clutched frantically with her handsinto theair. "Oh, if | could only pull him into the pit where he has
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pushed so many!"
"Y ou know how the matter stands?"

"Porky Shinwell has been telling me. He's after some other poor fool and wantsto marry her thistime. Y ou want to stopit.
Wi, you surely know enough about this devil to prevent any decent girl in her senseswanting to be in the same parish with
him."

"Sheisnotin her senses. Sheismadly inlove. She has been told dl about him. She cares nothing.”
"Told about the murder?'

"Yes"

"My Lord, she must have anerve!”

"She putsthem al down asdanders.”

"Couldn't you lay proofs before her slly eyes?’

"Well, can you help usdo s0?'

"Ain't | aproof mysaf?If | stood before her and told her how he used me --"

"Would you do this?'

"Would I?Would | not!"

"Well, it might be worth trying. But he hastold her most of his sins and had pardon from her, and | understand she will not
reopen the question.”

"I'll lay hedidnt tel her dl," said MissWinter. "I caught a glimpse of one or two murders besides the one that made such a
fuss. He would speak of someonein hisvevet way and then look a me with asteady eye and say: 'He died within amonth.' It
wasn't hot air, either. But | took little notice -- you see, | loved him myself at that time. Whatever he did went with me, same as
with this poor fool! There wasjust one thing that shook me. Yes, by criped! if it had not been for his poisonous, lying tongue
that explains and soothes. I'd have left him that very night. It'sabook he has -- abrown leather book with alock, and hisarms
ingold onthe outside. | think he was abit drunk that night, or he would not have shown it to me."

"What wasit, then?"

" tell you. Mr. Holmes. this man collects women, and takes a pridein his collection. as some men collect moths or butterflies.
Hehad it dl inthat book. Snapshot photographs. names, details, everything about them. It was a beastly book -- abook no
man, even if he had come from the gutter, could have put together. But it was Adelbert Gruner's book al the same. "'Souls|
have ruined.' He could have put that on the outsideif he had been so minded. However, that's neither here nor there, for the
book would not serve you, and, if it would, you can't get it."

"Whereisit?'

"How can | tel you whereit isnow? It'smorethan ayear sincel left him. | know where he kept it then. He'saprecise, tidy cat
of aman inmany of hisways, so maybeit istill in the pigeon-hole of the old bureau in the inner study. Do you know his
house?"

"I've been in the study," said Holmes.

"Have you. though? Y ou haven't been dow on the job if you only started this morning. Maybe dear Adelbert has met his match
thistime. The outer study is the one with the Chinese crockery in it -- big glass cupboard between the windows. Then behind
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his desk isthe door that leads to the inner study -- a small room where he keeps papers and things.”
"Ishe not afraid of burglars?’

"Addbert isno coward. Hisworst enemy couldn't say that of him. He can look after himself. Therésaburglar darm at night.
Besdes, what istherefor aburglar -- unlessthey got away with al thisfancy crockery?!

"No good,” said Shinwell Johnson with the decided voice of the expert. "No fence wants stuff of that sort that you can neither
met nor <I."

"Quite 0," said Holmes. "Wdll, now, MissWinter. if you would cal hereto- morrow evening at five. | would consider inthe
meanwhile whether your suggestion of seeing thislady personaly may not be arranged. | am exceedingly obliged to you lor
vour cooperation. | need not say that my clientswill consider liberdly --"

"None of that, Mr. Holmes," cried the young woman. "I am not out for money. Let me seethisman in the mud, and I've got all
I've worked for -- in the mud with my foot on his cursed face. That'smy price. I'm with you to- morrow or any other day so
long asyou are on histrack. Porky here can tell you dwayswhereto find me."

| did not see Holmes again until the following evening when we dined once more at our Strand restaurant. He shrugged his
shoulderswhen | asked him what luck he had had in hisinterview. Then hetold the story, which | would repest in thisway. His
hard, dry statement needs somelittle editing to soften it into the terms of red life.

"Therewas no difficulty at al about the appointment,” said Holmes, "for the girl gloriesin showing abject filia obediencein al
secondary thingsin an attempt to atone for her flagrant breach of it in her engagement. The Generd phoned that dl was ready,
and thefiery Miss W. turned up according to schedule, so that at half-past five a cab deposited us outside 104 Berkeley
Square, where the old soldier resides -- one of those awful gray London castles which would make a church seem frivolous. A
footman showed usinto agreat yellow-curtained drawing-room, and there was the lady awaiting us, demure, pale,
sdf-contained, asinflexible and remote as a snow image on amountain.

"I don't quite know how to make her clear to you, Watson. Perhaps you may meet her before we are through, and you can use
your own gift of words. Sheisbeautiful, but with the ethereal other-world beauty of some fanatic whose thoughts are set on
high. | have seen such facesin the pictures of the old masters of the Middle Ages. How abeastman could havelaid hisvile
paws upon such abeing of the beyond | cannot imagine. Y ou may have noticed how extremes call to each other, the spiritua

to the animd, the cave-man to the angdl. Y ou never saw aworse case than this.

"She knew what we had comefor, of course -- that villain had lost no timein poisoning her mind againgt us. Miss Winter's
advent rather amazed her, | think, but she waved usinto our respective chairs like areverend abbess receiving two rather
leprous mendicants. If your head isinclined to swell. my dear Watson, take a course of Miss Violet de Merville,

"'Wdll, gr, said shein avoice like the wind from an iceberg, 'your nameisfamiliar to me. Y ou have called. as| understand, to
malign my fiance, Baron Gruner. It isonly by my father's request that | seeyou at dl, and | warn you in advance that anything
you can say could not possibly have the dightest effect upon my mind.'

"I was sorry for her, Watson. | thought of her for the moment as | would have thought of a daughter of my own. | am not often
eloquent. | use my head, not my heart. But | redly did plead with her with al the warmth of wordsthat | could find in my
nature. | pictured to her the awful position of the woman who only wakesto aman's character after sheishiswife -- awoman
who has to submit to be caressed by bloody hands and lecherous lips. | spared her nothing -- the shame, the fear, the agony,
the hopelessness of it dl. All my hot words could not bring onetinge of colour to thoseivory cheeks or one gleam of emotion
to those abstracted eyes. | thought of what the rascal had said about a post-hypnotic influence. One could redly believe that
shewasliving above the earth in some ecdtatic dream. Y et there was nothing indefinite in her replies.

"'l have listened to you with patience, Mr. Holmes,' said she. 'The effect upon my mind is exactly as predicted. | am aware that
Addbert, that my fiance, has had astormy lifein which he hasincurred bitter hatreds and most unjust aspersions. Y ou are only
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the last of a serieswho have brought their danders before me. Possibly you mean well, though | learn that you are a paid agent
who would have been equally willing to act for the Baron as againgt him. But in any case | wish you to understand once for dl
that | love him and that he loves me, and that the opinion of al the world is no more to me than the twitter of those birds
outsde thewindow. If hisnoble nature has ever for an ingtant falen, it may bethat | have been specidly senttoraiseit toits
true and lofty level. | am not clear’ -- here she turned eyes upon my companion -- ‘who this young lady may be.’

"I was about to answer when the girl brokein like awhirlwind. If ever you saw flame and ice face to face, it was those two
women.

"Il tell youwho | am,' she cried, springing out of her chair, her mouth al twisted with passon -- 'l am hislast mistress. | am
one of ahundred that he has tempted and used and ruined and thrown into the refuse heap, ashe will you adso. Y our refuse
heap ismorelikdly to be agrave, and maybe that's the best. | tell you, you foolish woman, if you marry thisman hell bethe
death of you. It may be abroken heart or it may be a broken neck, but hell have you one way or the other. It's not out of love
for you I'm spesking. | don't care atinker's curse whether you live or die. It's out of hate for him and to spite him and to get
back on him for what he did to me. But it'sdl the same, and you needn't look a me like that, my finelady, for you may be
lower than | am before you are through with it.'

"' should prefer not to discuss such matters, said Missde Merville coldly. 'Let me say oncefor dl that | am aware of three
passagesin my fianceslife in which he became entangled with designing women, and that | am assured of his hearty repentance
for any evil that he may have done.’

" "Three passages!' screamed my companion. 'Y ou fool! Y ou unutterable fool!'

" 'Mr. Holmes, | beg that you will bring thisinterview to an end,’ said theicy voice. 'l have obeyed my father'swish in seeing
you, but | am not compelled to listen to the ravings of this person.’

"With an oath Miss Winter darted forward, and if | had not caught her wrist she would have clutched this maddening woman
by the hair. | dragged her towards the door and was lucky to get her back into the cab without a public scene, for shewas
besde hersdf with rage. Inacold way | fdt pretty furious mysdf, Watson, for there was something indescribably annoyingin
the calm a oofness and supreme salf-complaisance of the woman whom we were trying to save. So now once again you know
exactly how we stand, and it isclear that | must plan some fresh opening move, for this gambit won't work. I'll keep in touch
with you, Watson, for it ismore than likely that you will have your part to play, though it isjust possible that the next move may
liewith them rather than with us."

Andit did. Their blow fell -- or hisblow rather, for never could | believe that the lady was privy toit. | think | could show you
the very paving-stone upon which | ssood when my eyesfell upon the placard, and apang of horror passed through my very
soul. It was between the Grand Hotdl and Charing Cross Station, where a one-legged news-vender displayed hisevening
papers. The date was just two days after the last conversation. There, black upon yellow, was the terrible news-shest:

MURDEROUS ATTACK UPON
SHERLOCK HOLMES

| think | stood stunned for some moments. Then | have aconfused recollection of snatching at a paper. of the remonstrance of
the man, whom | had not paid, and, finaly, of standing in the doorway of achemist's shop whilel turned up the fateful
paragraph. Thiswas how it ran:

We learn with regret that M. Sherlock Hol nes, the well-known private
detective, was the victimthis norning of a nurderous assault which has
left himin a precarious position. There are no exact details to hand,
but the event seens to have occurred about twelve o' clock in Regent
Street, outside the Cafe Royal. The attack was made by two nmen arnmed with
sticks, and M. Hol mes was beaten about the head and body, receiving
injuries which the doctors describe as nost serious. He was carried to
Charing Cross Hospital and afterwards insisted upon being taken to his
roons in Baker Street. The m screants who attacked hi m appear to have
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been respectably dressed men, who escaped fromthe bystanders by

passi ng through the Cafe Royal and out into G asshouse Street behind it.

No doubt they belonged to that crimnal fraternity which has so often had

occasion to bewail the activity and ingenuity of the injured nman.
| need not say that my eyes had hardly glanced over the paragraph before | had sprung into a hansom and was on my way to
Baker Street. | found Sir Ledie Oakshott, the famous surgeon, in the hall and his brougham waiting at the curb.

"No immediate danger,” was his report. "Two lacerated scap wounds and some consderable bruises. Severa gitches have
been necessary. Morphine has been injected and quiet is essentid, but an interview of afew minutes would not be absolutely
forbidden.”

With thispermission | stoleinto the darkened room. The sufferer was wide awake, and | heard my name in ahoarse whisper.
The blind was three-quarters down, but one ray of sunlight danted through and struck the bandaged head of the injured man. A
crimson patch had soaked through the white linen compress. | sat beside him and bent my head.

"All right, Watson. Don't look so scared,” he muttered in avery weak voice. "It'snot asbad asit seems.”
"Thank God for that!"

"I'm abit of asingle-stick expert. as you know. | took most of them on my guard. It was the second man that was too much
forme”

"What can | do, Holmes? Of coursg, it wasthat damned fellow who set them on. I'll go and thrash the hide off him if you give
theword.”

"Good old Watson! No, we can do nothing there unless the police lay their hands on the men. But their get-away had been
well prepared. We may be sure of that. Wait alittle. | have my plans. Thefirst thing isto exaggerate my injuries. They'll come
to you for news. Put it on thick, Watson. Lucky if | live the week out concussion delirium -- what you like! Y ou can't overdo
it

"But Sr Ledie Oakshott?"
"Oh, he'sdl right. He shdl seetheworst sde of me. I'll look after that.”
"Anything ds=?'

"Yes. Tel Shinwell Johnson to get that girl out of the way. Those beautieswill be after her now. They know, of course, that she
waswith mein the case. If they dared to do meinitisnot likely they will neglect her. That isurgent. Do it to-night.”

"I'll go now. Anything more?'
"Put my pipe on the table -- and the tobacco-dipper. Right! Come in each morning and we will plan our campaign.”
| arranged with Johnson that evening to take Miss Winter to a quiet suburb and see that she lay low until the danger was past.

For six days the public were under the impression that Holmes was at the door of death. The bulletins were very grave and
there were sinister paragraphsin the papers. My continual visits assured methat it was not so bad asthat. Hiswiry congtitution
and his determined will were working wonders. He was recovering fast, and | had suspicions at timesthat he was redly finding
himself faster than he pretended even to me. There was a curious secretive stresk in the man which led to many dramatic
effects, but left even his closest friend guessing asto what his exact plans might be. He pushed to an extreme the axiom that the
only safe plotter was he who plotted aone. | was nearer him than anyone else, and yet | was always conscious of the gap
between.

On the seventh day the stitches were taken out, in spite of which there was areport of erysipelasin the evening papers. The
same evening papers had an announcement which | was bound, sick or well, to carry to my friend. It was Smply that among
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the passengers on the Cunard boat Ruritania, starting from Liverpool on Friday, was the Baron Adelbert Gruner, who had
someimportant financid businessto settle in the States before hisimpending wedding to Miss Violet de Merville, only daughter
of, etc., etc. Holmeslistened to the news with a cold, concentrated look upon his pale face, which told methat it hit him hard.

"Friday!" hecried. "Only three clear days. | believe the rascd wantsto put himsalf out of danger's way. But he won't, Watson!
By the Lord Harry, he won't! Now, Watson, | want you to do something for me."

"l am hereto be used, Holmes."
"Well, then, spend the next twenty-four hoursin an intensve study of Chinese pottery.”

He gave no explanations and | asked for none. By long experience | had learned the wisdom of obedience. But when | had | eft
hisroom | walked down Baker Street, revolving in my head how on earth | wasto carry out so strange an order. Finaly |
droveto the London Library in St. James's Square, put the matter to my friend Lomax, the sublibrarian, and departed to my
roomswith agoodly volume under my arm.

It issaid that the barrister who crams up a case with such care that he can examine an expert witness upon the Monday has
forgotten all hisforced knowledge before the Saturday. Certainly | should not like now to pose as an authority upon ceramics.
And yet al that evening, and dl that night with ashort interval for rest, and al next morning, | was sucking in knowledge and
committing namesto memory. There | learned of the hall-marks of the greet artit-decorators, of the mystery of cyclical dates,
the marks of the Hung-wu and the beauties of the Y ung-lo, the writings of Tang-ying, and the glories of the primitive period of
the Sung and the Y uan. | was charged with dl thisinformation when | called upon Holmes next evening. He was out of bed
now, though you would not have guessed it from the published reports, and he sat with his much-bandaged head resting upon
his hand in the depth of hisfavourite armchair.

"Why, Holmes," | said, "if one believed the papers, you aredying. "

"That," said he, "isthe very impresson which | intended to convey. And now, Watson, have you learned your lessons?’
"Atleast | havetried to."

"Good. Y ou could keep up an intelligent conversation on the subject?’

"l believe| could.”

"Then hand methat little box from the mantelpiece.”

He opened the lid and took out a small object most carefully wrapped in some fine Eastern silk. This he unfolded, and
disclosed addicate little saucer of the most beautiful deep-blue colour.

"It needs careful handling, Watson. Thisisthe rea egg-shell pottery of the Ming dynasty. No finer piece ever passed through
Chrigtie's. A complete set of thiswould be worth aking's ransom -- in fact, it isdoubtful if thereisacomplete set outsde the
imperia paace of Peking. The sight of thiswould drive ared connoisseur wild."

"What am | to do with it?'
Holmes handed me a card upon which was printed: "Dr. Hill Barton, 369 Half Moon Street.”

"That isyour name for the evening, Watson. Y ou will cal upon Baron Gruner. | know something of his habits, and at half-past
eight hewould probably be disengaged. A notewill tell him in advance that you are about to call, and you will say that you are
bringing him aspecimen of an absolutdly unique set of Ming china. Y ou may aswell beamedical man, sncethat isapart
which you can play without duplicity. Y ou are a collector this set has come your way, you have heard of the Baron'sinterest in
the subject, and you are not averseto sdlling at aprice.”

"What price?"
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"Well asked, Watson. Y ou would certainly fal down badly if you did not know the value of your own wares. This sauicer was
got for me by Sir James, and comes, | understand, from the collection of hisclient. Y ou will not exaggerate if you say thet it
could hardly be matched in theworld.”

"I could perhaps suggest that the set should be valued by an expert.”

"Excdlent, Watson! Y ou scintillate to-day. Suggest Christie or Sotheby. Y our delicacy prevents your putting aprice for
yoursdf."

"But if hewon't see me?"

"Oh, yes, hewill see you. He has the collection maniain its most acute form -- and especidly on this subject, on which heisan
acknowledged authority. Sit down, Watson, and | will dictate the letter. No answer needed. Y ou will merely say that you are
coming, and why."

It was an admirable document, short, courteous, and stimulating to the curiosity of the connoisseur. A district messenger was
duly dispatched with it. On the same evening, with the precious saucer in my hand and the card of Dr. Hill Bartonin my
pocket, | set off on my own adventure.

The beautiful house and grounds indicated that Baron Gruner was, as Sir James had said, aman of considerable wedlth. A long
winding drive, with banks of rare shrubs on either side, opened out into agreat gravelled square adorned with statues. The
place had been built by a South African gold king in the days of the great boom, and the long, low house with the turrets at the
corners, though an architectura nightmare, wasimposing in its Size and solidity. A butler, who would have adorned abench of
bishops, showed me in and handed me over to a plush-clad footman, who ushered meinto the Baron's presence.

He was standing at the open front of agreat case which stood between the windows and which contained part of his Chinese
collection. He turned as | entered with asmall brown vasein hishand.

"Pray st down, Doctor,” said he. "I was looking over my own treasures and wondering whether | could redly afford to add to
them. Thislittle Tang specimen, which dates from the seventh century, would probably interest you. | am sure you never saw
finer workmanship or aricher glaze. Have you the Ming saucer with you of which you spoke?”

| carefully unpacked it and handed it to him. He seated himsdlf at his desk, pulled over the lamp, for it was growing dark, and
set himsdlf to examineit. Ashe did so the yelow light beat upon his own features, and | was able to study them at my ease.

He was certainly aremarkably handsome man. His European reputation for beauty was fully deserved. In figure he was not
more than of middle size, but was built upon graceful and active lines. Hisface was swarthy, dmost Orientd, with large, dark,
languorous eyes which might easily hold an irresistible fascination for women. His hair and moustache were raven black, the
|atter short, pointed, and carefully waxed. Hisfeatureswere regular and pleasing, save only hisstraight, thin-lipped mouth. If
ever | saw amurderer's mouth it wasthere -- acruel, hard gash in the face, compressed, inexorable, and terrible. Hewas
ill-advised to train his moustache away from it, for it was Nature's danger-signd, set asawarning to hisvictims. Hisvoice was
engaging and his manners perfect. In age | should have put him at little over thirty, though his record afterwards showed that he
was forty-two.

"Very fine-- very fineindeed!" he said at last. "And you say you have aset of six to correspond. What puzzlesmeisthat |
should not have heard of such magnificent specimens. | only know of onein England to match this, and it is certainly not likely
to bein the market. Would it beindiscreet if | wereto ask you, Dr. Hill Barton, how you obtained this?'

"Doesit redly matter?' | asked with as cardlessan air as| could muster.
"Y ou can see that the piece is genuine, and, asto the value, | am content to take an expert's valuation.”

"Very myserious,”" said he with aquick, suspicious flash of hisdark eyes. "'In deding with objects of such value, one naturaly
wishes to know all about the transaction. That the pieceisgenuineis certain. | have no doubts at all about that. But suppose --
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| am bound to take every possibility into account -- that it should prove afterwards that you had no right to sell?!
"I would guarantee you againgt any claim of the son.”

"That, of course, would open up the question asto what your guarantee was worth."

"My bankerswould answer that.”

"Quite s0. And yet the whole transaction strikes me as rather unusual .”

"You can do businessor not,” said | with indifference. "1 have given you thefirgt offer as| understood that you werea
connoisseur, but | shall have no difficulty in other quaerers.”

"Who told you | was a connoisseur?’

"| was aware that you had written a book upon the subject.”
"Have you read the book?"

"No."

"Dear me, this becomes more and more difficult for me to understand! Y ou are a connoisseur and collector with avery
vauable piecein your collection, and yet you have never troubled to consult the one book which would have told you of the
real meaning and value of what you held. How do you explain that?'

"I am avery busy man. | am adoctor in practice.”

"That isno answer. If aman has ahobby hefollowsit up, whatever his other pursuits may be. Y ou said in your note that you
were a connoisseur.”

"Sol am.”

"Might | ask you afew questionsto test you? | am obliged to tell you, Doctor -- if you areindeed a doctor -- that the incident
becomes more and more suspicious. | would ask you what do you know of the Emperor Shomu and how do you associate
him with the Shoso-in near Nara? Dear me, doesthat puzzle you? Tell me alittle about the Nonhern Wel dynasty and its place
inthehigtory of ceramics.”

| sorang from my chair in smulated anger.

"Thisisintolerable, sir," said 1. "I came hereto do you afavour, and not to be examined asif | were aschoolboy. My
knowledge on these subjects may be second only to your own, but | certainly shall not answer questions which have been put
inso offendveaway.”

Helooked a me steadily. The languor had gone from his eyes. They suddenly glared. There was agleam of teeth from
between those crud lips.

"What isthe game? Y ou are here asaspy. You are an emissary of Holmes. Thisisatrick that you are playing upon me. The
fellow isdying | hear, so he sends histoolsto keep watch upon me. Y ou've made your way in here without leave, and, by
God! you may find it harder to get out thanto get in."

He had sprung to hisfeet, and | stepped back, bracing myself for an attack, for the man was beside himsalf with rage. He may
have suspected me from thefirgt; certainly this cross-examination had shown him the truth; but it was clear that | could not
hope to deceive him. He dived his hand into aside-drawer and rummaged furioudy. Then something struck upon hisear, for he
good ligening intently.

"AhI" hecried. "Ah!" and dashed into the room behind him.



Two steps took me to the open door, and my mind will ever carry aclear picture of the scene within. The window leading out
to the garden was wide open. Besideit, looking like some terrible ghost, his head gin with bloody bandages, hisface drawvn
and white, stood Sherlock Holmes. The next instant he was through the gap, and | heard the crash of his body among the laurel
bushes outside. With ahowl of rage the master of the house rushed after him to the open window.

And then! It wasdonein aninstant, and yet | clearly saw it. An arm -- awoman's arm -- shot out from among the leaves. At
the same ingtant the Baron uttered a horrible cry -- ayell which will dwaysring in my memory. He clapped histwo handsto his
face and rushed round the room, besting his head horribly against the walls. Then hefdll upon the carpet, rolling and writhing,
while scream after scream resounded through the house.

"Water! For God's sake, water!" was hiscry.

| seized acarafe from a side-table and rushed to hisaid. At the same moment the butler and several footmen ran in from the
hall. | remember that one of them fainted as | knelt by the injured man and turned that awful face to the light of the lamp. The
vitriol was esting into it everywhere and dripping from the ears and the chin. One eye was dready white and glazed. The other
was red and inflamed. The featureswhich | had admired afew minutes before were now like some beautiful painting over
which the artist has passed awet and foul sponge. They were blurred, discoloured, inhuman, terrible.

Inafew words| explained exactly what had occurred, so far asthe vitriol attack was concerned. Some had climbed through
the window and others had rushed out on to the lawn, but it was dark and it had begun to rain. Between his screamsthe victim
raged and raved againgt the avenger. "It wasthat hdl-cat, Kitty Winter!" he cried. "Oh, the she-devil! She shal pay for it! She
shdl pay! Oh, God in heaven, thispainismorethan | can bear!"

| bathed hisfacein ail, put cotton wadding on the raw surfaces, and administered a hypodermic of morphia. All suspicion of
me had passed from his mind in the presence of this shock, and he clung to my hands asif | might have the power even yet to
clear those dead-fish eyes which glazed up a me. | could have wept over the ruin had | not remembered very clearly thevile
lifewhich had led up to so hideous achange. It wasloathsometo fed the pawing of hisburning hands, and | wasrelieved when
his family surgeon, closaly followed by aspecidist, cameto relieve me of my charge. An ingpector of police had also arrived,
and to him | handed my redl card. It would have been usdess aswell asfoolish to do otherwise, for | was nearly aswell
known by sight at the Y ard as Holmes himself. Then | Ieft that house of gloom and terror. Within an hour | was at Baker

Street.

Holmeswas seated in hisfamiliar chair, looking very pae and exhausted. Apart from hisinjuries, even hisiron nerves had been
shocked by the events of the evening, and he listened with horror to my account of the Baron's transformation.

"The wages of sin, Watson -- the wages of sin!" said he. " Sooner or later it will dways come. God knows, therewassin
enough,” he added, taking up abrown volume from the table. "Here is the book the woman talked of . If thiswill not break off
the marriage, nothing ever could. But it will, Watson. It must. No self-respecting woman could stand it.”

"Itishislovediay?'

"Or hislust diary. Cdl it what you will. The moment the woman told us of it | realized what atremendous weapon was there if
we could but lay our handsonit. | said nothing at the time to indicate my thoughts, for thiswoman might have given it away.
But | brooded over it. Then this assault upon me gave me the chance of letting the Baron think that no precautions need be
taken againgt me. That was dl to the good. | would have waited alittle longer, but hisvist to Americaforced my hand. He
would never have left so compromising adocument behind him. Therefore we had to act a once. Burglary at night is
impossible. He takes precautions. But there was a chance in the evening if | could only be sure that his attention was engaged.
That was where you and your blue saucer camein. But | had to be sure of the position of the book, and | knew | had only a
few minutesin which to act, for my time was limited by your knowledge of Chinese pottery. Therefore | gathered the girl up a
the last moment. How could | guess what the little packet was that she carried so carefully under her cloak? | thought she had
come atogether on my business, but it seems she had some of her own.”

"He guessed | came from you.”
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"| feared he would. But you held him in play just long enough for meto get the book, though not long enough for an
unobserved escape. Ah, Sir James, | am very glad you have come!™

Our courtly friend had appeared in answer to a previous summons. He listened with the deepest attention to Holmes's account
of what had occurred.

"Y ou have done wonders -- wonders!" he cried when he had heard the narrative. "But if theseinjuries are asterrible as Dr.
Watson describes, then surely our purpose of thwarting the marriage is sufficiently gained without the use of this horrible book."

Holmes shook his head.

"Women of the De Merville type do not act like that. She would love him the more as a disfigured martyr. No, no. Itishis
mora side, not his physica, which we have to destroy. That book will bring her back to earth -- and | know nothing else that
could. Itisin hisown writing. She cannot get past it.”

Sir James carried away both it and the precious saucer. As| was mysdlf overdue, | went down with him into the street. A
brougham was waiting for him. He sprang in, gave a hurried order to the cockaded coachman, and drove swiftly away. He
flung his overcoat half out of the window to cover the armoria bearings upon the panel, but | had seen them in the glare of our
fanlight none the less. | gasped with surprise. Then | turned back and ascended the stair to Holmes's room.

"I have found out who our client is," | cried, bursting with my great news. "Why, Holmes, itis--"

"Itisaloyd friend and a chivarous gentleman,” said Holmes, holding up arestraining hand. "L et that now and forever be
enough for us"

| do not know how the incriminating book was used. Sir James may have managed it. Or it is more probable that so delicate a
task was entrusted to the young lady's father. The effect, at any rate, was dl that could be desired.

Three days later appeared a paragraph in the Morning Post to say that the marriage between Baron Adelbert Gruner and Miss
Violet de Merville would not take place. The same paper had thefirst police-court hearing of the proceedings against Miss
Kitty Winter on the grave charge of vitriol-throwing. Such extenuating circumstances came out in thetria that the sentence, as
will be remembered was the lowest that was possible for such an offence. Sherlock Holmes was threatened with a prosecution
for burglary, but when an object isgood and aclient is sufficiently illustrious, even the rigid British law becomes human and
elagtic. My friend has not yet stood in the dock.

The Adventure of the Three Gables

| don't think that any of my adventureswith Mr. Sherlock Holmes opened quite so abruptly, or so dramatically, asthat which |
associate with The Three Gables. | had not seen Holmes for some days and had no idea of the new channel into which his
activities had been directed. He was in a chatty mood that morning, however, and had just settled me into the well-worn low
armchair on one sde of thefire, while he had curled down with his pipein his mouth upon the opposite chair, when our visitor
arrived. If | had said that amad bull had arrived it would give a clearer impression of what occurred.

The door had flown open and ahuge negro had burst into the room. He would have been acomic figureif he had not been
terrific, for he was dressed in avery loud gray check suit with aflowing salmon-coloured tie. His broad face and flattened nose
werethrust forward, as his sullen dark eyes, with asmouldering gleam of malice in them, turned from one of usto the other.

"Which of you gen'men isMasser Holmes?' he asked.
Holmesraised his pipe with alanguid smile.

"Oh! it'syou, isit?' said our visgtor, coming with an un- pleasant, stedlthy step round the angle of the table. " See here, Masser
Holmes, you keep your hands out of other folks busi- ness. Leave folks to manage their own affairs. Got that, Masser
Holmes?'



"Kegp ontaking,” said Holmes. "It'sfine”

"Oh! it'sfing, isit?' growled the savage. "It won't be so damn fineif | haveto trim you up abit. I've handled your kind before
now, and they didn't look fine when | was through with them. Look at that, Masser Holmes!"

He swung a huge knotted lump of afist under my friend's nose. Holmes examined it closaly with an air of greet interest.
"Wereyou born s0?" he asked. "Or did it come by degrees?’

It may have been theicy coolness of my friend, or it may have been the dight clatter which | made as| picked up the poker. In
any case, our vistor's manner became less flamboyant.

"Well, I've given you fair warnin'," said he. "I've afriend that'sinterested out Harrow way -- you know what I'm meaning --
and he don't intend to have no buttin' in by you. Got that? Y ou ain't thelaw, and | ain't the law ether, and if you comein I'll be
on hand aso. Don't you forget it."

"I've wanted to meet you for sometime," said Holmes. "'l won't ask you to sit down, for | don't like the sméll of you, but aren't
you Steve Dixie, the bruiser?'

"That's my name, Masser Holmes, and you'll get put through it for sureif you give meany lip."

"Itiscertainly thelast thing you need," said Holmes, staring a our visitor's hideous mouth. "But it was the killing of young
Perkins outside the Holborn -- Bar What! you're not going?*

The negro had sprung back, and his face wasleaden. "1 won't listen to no such talk,” said he. "What have | to do with this'ere
Perkins, Masser Holmes?1 wastrainin' at the Bull Ring in Birmingham when this boy done gone get into trouble.”

"Yes, youll tell the magistrate about it, Steve," said Holmes. "I've been watching you and Barney Stockdde --"

"So help methe Lord! Masser Holmes --"

"That's enough. Get out of it. I'll pick you up when | want you."

"Good-mornin', Masser Holmes. | hope there ain't no hard fedlin's about this'ere vigt?'

"There will be unlessyou tell mewho sent you.”

"Why, there ain't no secret about that, Masser Holmes. It was that same gen'l’'man that you have just done gone mention.”
"Andwho set himontoit?'

"Selp me. | don't know, Masser Holmes. Hejust say, 'Steve, you go see Mr. Holmes, and tell him hislifeain't safeif he go
down Harrow way.' That'sthe whole truth." Without waiting for any further questioning, our visitor bolted out of the room
amost as precipitately as he had entered. Holmes knocked out the ashes of his pipe with aquiet chuckle.

"l am glad you were not forced to break hiswoolly head, Watson. | observed your manoeuvres with the poker. But heisredly
rather aharmlessfelow, agreat muscular, foolish, blus- tering baby, and easily cowed, asyou have seen. Heisone of the
Spencer John gang and has taken part in some dirty work of late which | may clear up when | have time. Hisimmediate
principa, Barney, isamore astute person. They specidize in assaults, intimidation, and the like. What | want to know is, who is
at the back of them on this panicular occasion?'

"But why do they want to intimidate you?"
"It isthisHarrow Weald case. It decides meto look into the matter, for if it isworth anyone's while to take so much trouble,

there must be somethingin it.”
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"But whet isit?'

"l was going to tell you when we had this comic interlude. Here is Mrs. Maberley's note. If you care to come with me we will
wire her and go out at once."

DEAR MR. SHERLOCK HOLMES [| read]:

I have had a succession of strange incidents occur to ne
in connection with this house, and | shoul d much val ue your
advice. You would find ne at hone any tine to-norrow
The house is within a short walk of the Weald Station. |
believe that ny | ate husband, Mortiner Mberley, was one
of your early clients.

Yours faithfully,
MARY MABERLEY.

The addresswas " The Three Gables, Harrow Weald."
"So that'sthat!" said Holmes. "And now, if you can spare the time, Watson, we will get upon our way."

A short railway journey, and a shorter drive, brought usto the house, abrick and timber villa, standing in its own acre of
undevel oped grasdand. Three smal projections above. the upper windows made afeeble attempt to justify its name. Behind
was agrove of melancholy, half-grown pines, and the whole aspect of the place was poor and depressing. None the less, we
found the house to be well furnished, and the lady who received us was amost engaging e derly person, who bore every mark
of refine- ment and culture.

"I remember your husband well, madam,” said Holmes, "though it is some years since he used my servicesin sometrifling
matter."

"Probably you would be more familiar with the name of my son Douglas."
Holmeslooked at her with grest interest.

"Dear me! Areyou the mother of Douglas Maberley? | knew him dightly. But of course dl London knew him. What a
magnificent cresture hewas! Whereis he now?'

"Dead, Mr. Holmes, dead! He was attache at Rome, and he died there of pneumonialast month.”

"l am sorry. One could not connect death with such aman. | have never known anyone so vitdly dive. Helived intensdly --
every fibreof him!"

"Too intensdly, Mr. Holmes. That was the ruin of him. Y ou remember him as he was -- debonair and splendid. Y ou did not see
the moody, morose, brooding creature into which he devel- oped. His heart was broken. In asingle month | seemed to see my
gdlant boy turn into aworn-out cynica man."

"A lovedffar -- awoman?'
"Or afiend. Well, it was not to talk of my poor lad that | asked you to come, Mr. Holmes."
"Dr. Watson and | are at your service."

"There have been some very strange happenings. | have been in this house more than ayear now, and as| wished to lead a
retired life | have seen little of my neighbours. Three daysago | had acall from aman who said that he was ahouse agent. He
said that this house would exactly suit aclient of his, and that if | would part with it money would be no object. It seemed to me
very strange asthere are several empty houses on the market which appear to be equally digible, but naturdly | was interested
inwhat he said. | therefore named a price which was five hundred pounds more than | gave. He at once closed with the offer,
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but added that his client desired to buy the furniture aswell and would | put a price upon it. Some of thisfurnitureisfrom my
old home, and it is, asyou see, very good, so that | named agood round sum. To thisaso he at once agreed. | had dways
wanted to travel, and the bargain was so good aonethat it really seemed that | should be my own mistressfor the rest of my
life

"Y esterday the man arrived with the agreement al drawn out. Luckily | showed it to Mr. Sutro, my lawyer, who livesin
Harrow. He said to me, 'Thisisavery strange document. Are you aware that if you sign it you could not legaly take anything
out of the house -- not even your own private possessions? When the man came again in the evening | pointed this out, and |
sad that | meant only to sdll the furniture.

" 'No, no, everything, said he.
" 'But my clothes? My jewels?

" 'Well, well, some concession might be made for your per- sond effects. But nothing shal go out of the house unchecked. My
clientisavery libera man, but he has hisfads and his own way of doing things. It iseverything or nothing with him.’

" "Then it must be nothing,' said I. And there the matter was |eft, but the whole thing seemed to me to be so unusud that |
thought --"

Here we had avery extraordinary interruption.

Holmesraised hishand for silence. Then he strode across the room, flung open the door, and dragged in agreat gaunt woman
whom he had seized by the shoulder. She entered with ungainly struggle like some huge awkward chicken, torn, squawking,
out of its coop.

"Leave me adone! What are you a-doin’ of 7' she screeched.
"Why, Susan, whet isthis?
"Wdl, mdam, | was comin' into ask if the vistors was stayin’ for lunch when this man jumped out a me.”

"I have been listening to her for the last five minutes, but did not wish to interrupt your most interesting narrative. Just alittle
wheezy, Susan, are you not? Y ou breathe too heavily for that kind of work."

Susan turned asulky but amazed face upon her captor. "Who be you, anyhow, and what right have you a-pullin' me about like
this?'

"It was meredly that | wished to ask aquestion in your presence. Did you, Mrs. Maberley, mention to anyone that you were
going to write to me and consult me?"

"No, Mr. Holmes, | did not."

"Who posted your letter?

"Susan did."

"Exactly. Now, Susan, to whom wasiit that you wrote or sent a message to say that your mistress was asking advice from me?”
"It'salie. | sent no message.”

"Now, Susan, wheezy people may not livelong, you know. It'sawicked thing to tell fibs. Whom did you tell?"

"Susan!" cried her migtress, "I believe you are a bad, treach- erous woman. | remember now that | saw you spesking to
someone over the hedge.”

75



"That was my own business" said the woman sullenly.
"Suppose | tdl you that it was Barney Stockda e to whom you spoke?" said Holmes.
"Widll, if you know, what do you want to ask for?'

"l was not sure, but | know now. Well now, Susan, it will be worth ten poundsto you if you will tell mewho is at the back of
Barney."

"Someone that could lay down athousand pounds for every ten you havein the world."

"S0, arich man?No; you smiled -- arich woman. Now we have got so far, you may aswell give the name and earn the
tenner.”

"Il sseyouin hdl firg."
"Oh, Susan! Language!™
"l am clearing out of here. I've had enough of you dl. I'll send for my box to-morrow.” She flounced for the door.

"Good-bye, Susan. Paregoric isthe stuff.... Now," he continued, turning suddenly from lively to severe when the door had
closed behind the flushed and angry woman, "this gang means business. Look how closethey play the game. Y our letter to me
had the 10 P.M. postmark. And yet Susan passes the word to Barney. Barney hastimeto go to hisemployer and get
ingructions; he or she-- | inclineto the latter from Susan's grin when she thought | had blundered -- forms aplan. Black Steve
iscdledin, and | am warned off by eleven o'clock next morning. That's quick work, you know."

"But what do they want?'

"Y es, that's the question. Who had the house before you?”'
"A retired sea captain called Ferguson.”

"Anything remarkable about him?"

"Not thet ever | heard of."

"I was wondering whether he could have buried something. Of course, when people bury treasure nowadaysthey do it in the
Pogt-Office bank. But there are aways some lunatics about. 1t would be adull world without them. At first | thought of some
buried vauable. But why, in that case, should they want your furniture?'Y ou don't happen to have aRaphadl or afirst folio
Shakespeare without knowing it?!

"No, | don't think | have anything rarer than a Crown Derby tea-set.”

"That would hardly judtify al this mystery. Besdes, why should they not openly state what they want? If they covet your
tearset, they can surdly offer aprice for it without buying you out, lock, stock, and barrel. No, as| read it, there is something
which you do not know that you have, and which you would not give up if you did know."

"That ishow | read it," said |.

"Dr. Watson agrees, so that settlesit.”

"Well, Mr. Holmes, what can it be?"

"L et us see whether by this purdly mental analysiswe can get it to afiner point. Y ou have beeninthishouse ayear.”

“Nearly two."



"All the better. During this long period no one wants anything from you. Now suddenly within three or four daysyou have
urgent demands. What would you gather from that?"

"It can only mean,” said |, "that the object, whatever it may be, has only just comeinto the house.”
"Settled once again,” said Holmes. "Now, Mrs. Maberley has any object just arrived?”
"No, | have bought nothing new thisyear.”

"Indeed! That isvery remarkable. Well, | think we had best |et matters develop alittle further until we have clearer data. Isthat
lawyer of yours a capable man?'

"Mr. Sutro ismost capable.”

"Have you another maid, or wasthe fair Susan, who hasjust banged your front door alone?’
"l haveayoung girl."

"Try and get Sutro to spend anight or two in the house. Y ou might possibly want protection.”
"Againg whom?'

"Who knows? The matter is certainly obscure. If | can't find what they are after, | must gpproach the matter from the other end
and try to get at the principa. Did this house-agent man give any address?’

"Simply his card and occupation. Haines-Johnson, Auctioneer and Vauer."

"I don't think we shdl find him in the directory. Honest business men don't conced their place of business. Well, you will let me
know any fresh development. | have taken up your case, and you may rely uponit that | shal seeit through.”

Aswe passed through the hall Holmes's eyes, which missed nothing, lighted upon severd trunks and cases which were piled in
acorner. The labels shone out upon them.

" 'Milano.' 'Lucerne’’ These arefrom Itay."

"They are poor Douglassthings."

"Y ou have not unpacked them? How long have you had them?'

"They arrived last week."

"But you said -- why, surdly this might be the missing link. How do we know that there is not something of value there?"
"There could not possibly be, Mr. Holmes. Poor Douglas had only his pay and asmall annuity. What could he have of vaue?'
Holmeswaslogt in thought.

"Delay no longer, Mrs. Maberley," he said at last. "Have these things taken upstairs to your bedroom. Examine them as soon
as possible and see what they cohtain. | will come to- morrow and hear your report.”

It was quite evident that The Three Gables was under very close surveillance, for aswe came round the high hedge at theend
of the lane there was the negro prize-fighter sanding in the shadow. We came on him quite suddenly, and agrim and menacing
figure he looked in that londly place. Holmes clapped his hand to his pocket.

"Lookin' for your gun, Masser Holmes?'

"No, for my scent-bottle, Steve."
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"Y ou are funny, Masser Holmes, ain't you?”'
"It won't be funny for you, Steve, if | get after you. | gave you fair warning this morning.”

"Wdl, Masser Holmes, | done gone think over what you said, and | don't want no more talk about that affair of Masser
Perkins. Spose| can help you, Masser Holmes, | will."

"Well, then, tdl mewho isbehind you on thisjob."

"So help methe Lord! Masser Holmes, | told you the truth before. | don't know. My boss Barney gives me orders and that's
al”

"Well, just bear in mind, Steve, that the lady in that house, and everything under that roof, is under my protection. Don't forget
it

"All right, Masser Holmes. I'll remember.”

"I've got him thoroughly frightened for his own skin, Wat- son," Holmes remarked aswe waked on. "I think hewould
double-cross hisemployer if he knew who he was. It was lucky | had some knowledge of the Spencer John crowd, and that
Steve was one of them. Now, Watson, thisisa case for Langdale Pike, and | am going to see him now. When | get back |
may be clearer in the matter.”

| saw no more of Holmes during the day, but | could well imagine how he spent it, for Langdale Pike was his human book of
reference upon dl matters of socid scandd. This strange, languid creature spent hiswaking hoursin the bow window of aSt.
Jamess Street club and was the receiving- station aswell asthe transmitter for all the gossip of the metropolis. He made, it was
said, afour-figureincome by the paragraphs which he contributed every week to the gar- bage papers which cater to an
inquisitive public. If ever, far down in the turbid depths of London life, there was some strange swirl or eddy, it was marked
with automatic exact- ness by this human did upon the surface. Holmes discreetly helped Langdde to knowledge, and on
occasion was helped in turn.

When | met my friend in hisroom early next morning, | was conscious from his bearing that al waswell, but nonethelessa
most unpleasant surprise was awaiting us. It took the shape of the following telegram.

Please come out at once. Client's house burgled in the
night. Policein possession.
SUTRO.

Holmeswhistled. "The dramahas cometo acrisis, and quicker than | had expected. Thereisagreat driving-power at the back
of this business, Watson, which does not surprise me after what | have heard. This Sutro, of course, is her lawyer. | made a
mistake, | fear, in not asking you to spend the night on guard. Thisfellow has clearly proved abroken reed. Well, thereis
nothing for it but another journey to Harrow Weald."

Wefound The Three Gables avery different establishment to the orderly household of the previousday. A smal group of
idlers had assembled at the garden gate, while a couple of constables were examining the windows and the geranium beds.
Within we met agray old gentleman, who introduced himsdf asthe lawyer together with a bustling, rubicund inspector, who
greeted Hoimes as an old friend.

"Well, Mr. Holmes, no chance for you in this case, I'm afraid. Just acommon, ordinary burglary, and well within the capacity of
the poor old police. No experts need apply."

"l am surethe caseisin very good hands," said Holmes. "Merely acommon burglary, you say?'

"Quite s0. We know pretty well who the men are and where to find them. It isthat gang of Barney Stockdale, with the big
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nigger in it -- they've been seen about here.”

"Excelent! What did they get?'

"Wadll, they don't seem to have got much. Mrs. Maberley was chloroformed and the house was -- Ah! hereisthe lady hersdlf."
Our friend of yesterday, looking very pae andill, had entered the room, leaning upon alittle maidservarn.

"Y ou gave me good advice, Mr. Holmes," said she, smiling ruefully. "Alas, | did not takeit! | did not wish to trouble Mr. Sutro,
and so | was unprotected.”

"I only heard of it thismorning,” the lawyer explained.

"Mr. Holmes advised me to have some friend in the house. | neglected hisadvice, and | have paid for it."
"Y ou look wretchedly ill," said Holmes. "Perhaps you are hardly equal to telling me what occurred.”
"Itisdl here" said theinspector, tapping abulky notebook.

"Still, if the lady is not too exhausted --"

"Thereisredly solittleto tell. | have no doubt that wicked Susan had planned an entrance for them. They must have known the
house to an inch. | was conscious for amoment of the chloroform rag which wasthrust over my mouth, but | have no notion
how long | may have been senseless. When | woke, one man was at the bedside and another was risng with abundlein his
hand from among my son's baggage, which was partially opened and littered over the floor. Before he could get away | sprang
up and seized him."

"You took abigrisk," said the inspector.

"I clung to him, but he shook me off, and the other may have struck me, for | can remember no more. Mary the maid heard the
noise and began screaming out of the window. That brought the police, but the rascals had got away.”

"What did they take?"
"Wdl, | don't think thereisanything of vaue missing. | am sure there was nothing in my son'strunks.”
"Did the men leave no clue?’

"There was one sheet of paper which | may have torn from the man that | grasped. 1t waslying all crumpled on thefloor. Itisin
my son's handwriting.”

"Which meansthat it is not of much use," said the inspector. "Now if it had been in the burglar's --"
"Exactly," said Holmes. "What rugged common sense! Nonetheless, | should be curiousto seeit.”
The ingpector drew afolded sheet of foolscap from his pocketbook.

"I never pass anything, however trifling," said he with some pomposity. "That is my adviceto you, Mr. Holmes. In twenty- five
years experience | have learned my lesson. Thereisaways the chance of finger-marks or something.”

Holmes inspected the sheet of paper.
"What do you make of it, Inspector?"
"Seems to be the end of some queer novel, so far as| can see”

"It may certainly proveto be the end of aqueer tale,” said Holmes. "'Y ou have noticed the number on the top of the page. Itis
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two hundred and forty-five. Where are the odd two hundred and forty-four pages?*

"Well, | suppose the burglars got those. Much good may it do them!™

"It seems aqueer thing to break into ahouse in order to sted such papers asthat. Doesit suggest anything to you, Inspector?”
"Yes, g, it suggeststhat in their hurry the rascals just grabbed at what came first to hand. | wish them joy of what they got.”
"Why should they go to my son'sthings?’ asked Mrs. Maberley.

"WEell, they found nothing valuable downgtairs, so they tried their luck upstairs. That ishow | read it. What do you make of it,
Mr. Holmes?'

"I mugt think it over, Ingpector. Come to the window, Wat- son." Then, as we stood together, he read over the fragment of
paper. It began in the middle of a sentence and ran like this:

. face bled considerably fromthe cuts and bl ows,

but it was nothing to the bleeding of his heart as he saw t hat

| ovely face, the face for which he had been prepared to

sacrifice his very life, looking out at his agony and hum i a-

tion. She smiled -- yes, by Heaven! she smiled, |ike the

heartl ess fiend she was, as he | ooked up at her. It was at

that moment that |ove died and hate was born. Man nust

live for sonmething. If it is not for your enbrace, ny | ady,

then it shall surely be for your undoing and ny conplete

revenge. "
"Queer grammar!" said Holmes with asmile as he handed the paper back to the inspector. "Did you notice how the 'he
suddenly changed to 'my'? The writer was so carried away by his own story that he imagined himsdlf at the supreme moment to

be the hero."
"It seemed mighty poor stuff,” said the ingpector ashere- placed it in hisbook. "What! are you off, Mr. Holmes?"

"I don't think there is anything more for me to do now that the caseisin such capable hands. By theway, Mrs. Maberley, did
you say you wished to travel 7'

"It has always been my dream, Mr. Holmes."
"Wherewould you liketo go -- Cairo, Madeira, the Riviera?'
"Ohif | had the money | would go round the world."

"Quite s0. Round the world. Well, good-morning. | may drop you alinein the evening." Aswe passed the window | caught a
glimpse of the ingpector's smile and shake of the head. " These clever fellows have dways atouch of madness.” That was what
| read in the ingpector's smile.

"Now, Watson, we are at the last Iap of our little journey," said Holmes when we were back in the roar of central London once
more. "l think we had best clear the matter up at once, and it would be well that you should come with me, for it is safer to
have awitness when you are dedling with such alady aslsadoraKlein."

We had taken a cab and were speeding to some address in Grosvenor Square. Holmes had been sunk in thought, but he
roused himsdlf suddenly.

"By theway, Watson, | supposeyou seeit dl clearly?”

"No, | can't say that | do. | only gather that we are going to see the lady who isbehind al this mischief.”
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"Exactly! But does the name Isadora Klein convey nothing to you? Shewas, of course, the celebrated beauty. There was
never awoman to touch her. Sheis pure Spanish, the real blood of the masterfui Conquistadors, and her people have been
leadersin Pernambuco for generations. She married the aged German sugar king, Klein, and presently found hersdf therichest
aswell asthe most lovely widow upon earth. Then there was an interva of adventure when she pleased her own tastes. She
had severd lovers, and Douglas Maberley, one of the most striking men in London, was one of them. It was by al accounts
more than an adventure with him. He was not a society butterfly but a strong, proud man who gave and expected dl. But sheis
the 'belle dame sans merci’ of fiction. When her capriceis satisfied the matter isended, and if the other party in the matter can't
take her word for it she knows how to bring it hometo him."

"Then that was his own story --"

"Ah! you are piecing it together now. | hear that sheis about to marry the young Duke of Lomond, who might amost be her
son. His Grace's mamight overlook the age, but a big scandal would be a different matter, so it isimperative -- Ah! herewe
ae'

It was one of the finest corner-houses of the West End. A machine-like footman took up our cards and returned with word
that the lady was not a home. "Then we shall wait until sheis" said Holmes cheerfully.

The machine broke down.

"Not at home means not at hometo you," said the footman.

"Good," Holmes answered. "That meansthat we shdl not have to wait. Kindly give this note to your mistress."
He scribbled three or four words upon a sheet of his notebook, folded it, and handed it to the man.

"What did you say, Holmes?' | asked.

"I smply wrote: 'Shal it be the police, then? | think that should passusin.”

It did -- with amazing celerity. A minute later we werein an Arabian Nights drawing-room, vast and wonderful, in ahaf gloom,
picked out with an occasiona pink eectric light. Thelady had come, | fdit, to that time of life when even the proudest beauty
findsthe haf light more welcome. She rose from a settee as we entered: tdl, queenly, a perfect figure, alovely mask-like face,
with two wonderful Spanish eyeswhich looked murder at us both.

"What isthisintruson -- and thisinsulting message?’ she asked, holding up the dip of paper.

"I need not explain, madame. | have too much respect for your intelligence to do so -- though | confess that intelligence has
been surprisingly at fault of late.”

"How so, Sir?"

"By supposing that your hired bullies could frighten me from my work. Surely no man would take up my profession if it were
not that danger attracts him. It was you, then, who forced me to examine the case of young Maberley.”

"l have no ideawhat you are talking about. What have | to do with hired bullies?!
Holmesturned away wesrily.

"Yes, | have underrated your intelligence. Well, good-after- noon!”

"Stop! Where are you going?"'

"To Scotland Yard."

We had not got halfway to the door before she had overtaken us and was holding hisarm. She had turned in a moment from
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ded tovdvet.

"Come and sit down, gentlemen. Let ustak thismatter over. | fed that | may be frank with you, Mr. Holmes. Y ou have the
fedlings of a gentleman. How quick awoman'singtinct isto find it out. | will treet you asafriend.”

"l cannot promise to reciprocate, madame. | am not the law, but | represent justice so far as my feeble powers go. | am ready
to ligten, and then | will tell you how | will act.”

"No doubt it was foolish of meto threaten a brave man like yoursdlf.”

"What wasredly foolish, madame, isthat you have placed yoursdlf in the power of aband of rascals who may blackmail or
giveyou avay."

"No, no! I am not so smple. Since | have promised to be frank, | may say that no one, save Barney Stockdale and Susan, his
wife, have the least ideawho their employer is. Asto them, well, itisnot thefirst --* She smiled and nodded with acharming

coquettish intimecy.
"l see. Y ou've tested them before.”
"They are good houndswho run sllent.”

"'Such hounds have away sooner or later of biting the hand that feeds them. They will be arrested for this burglary. The police
are dready after them.”

"They will take what comesto them. That iswhat they are paid for. | shdl not gppear in the matter.”
"Unless| bring you into it."
"No, no, you would not. Y ou are agentleman. It isawom- an's secret.”

"Inthefirgt place, you must give back this manuscript.”

She broke into aripple of laughter and walked to the fireplace. There was a cal cined mass which she broke up with the poker.

"Shall | givethisback?" she asked. So roguish and exquisite did she look as she stood before uswith a chalenging smilethat |
fdt of all Holmess crimindss this was the one whom hewould find it hardest to face. However, he was immune from sentiment.

"That sedlsyour fate," he said coldly. "Y ou are very prompt in your actions, madame, but you have overdoneit on this
occason.”

She threw the poker down with a clatter.
"How hard you arel" she cried. "May | tel you the whole story?*
"l fancy | could tdll it to you."

"But you must look at it with my eyes, Mr. Holmes. Y ou must redlize it from the point of view of awoman who seesall her
life'sambition about to be ruined a the last moment. |'s such awoman to be blamed if she protects hersdf?"

"Theorigind Snwasyours."

"Yes, yes | admit it. He was adear boy, Douglas, but it so chanced that he could not fit into my plans. He wanted marriage --
marriage, Mr. Holmes -- with a penniless commoner. Nothing less would serve him. Then he became pertinacious. Because |
had given he seemed to think that | still must give, and to him only. It wasintolerable. At last | had to make him redizeit.”

"By hiring ruffiansto beat him under your own window."
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"Y ou do indeed seem to know everything. Well, it istrue. Barney and the boys drove him away, and were, | admit, alittle
rough in doing so. But what did he do then? Could | have bdlieved that a gentleman would do such an act? Hewrote abook in
which he described hisown story. I, of course, was the wolf; he the lamb. It was all there, under different names, of course; but
who in dl London would have failed to recognize it? What do you say to that, Mr. Holmes?"

"Well, hewaswithin hisrights."

"It wasasif theair of Italy had got into his blood and brought with it the old crud Italian spirit. Hewroteto meand sent mea
copy of hisbook that I might have the torture of anticipation. There were two copies, he said -- onefor me, onefor his
publisher.”

"How did you know the publisher's had not reached him?

"I knew who his publisher was. It isnot hisonly nove, you know. | found out that he had not heard from Italy. Then came
Douglass sudden desth. So long asthat other manuscript was in the world there was no safety for me. Of course, it must be
among his effects, and these would be returned to his mother. | set the gang at work. One of them got into the house as
servant. | wanted to do the thing honestly. | redlly and truly did. | was ready to buy the house and everything init. | offered any
price she cared to ask. | only tried the other way when everything else had failed. Now, Mr. Holmes, granting that | wastoo
hard on Douglas -- and, God knows, | am sorry for it! -- what else could | do with my whole future at stake?”

Sherlock Holmes shrugged his shoulders.

"Wdl, wdl," said he, "I suppose | shall have to compound afelony as usua. How much doesiit cost to go round theworldin
fird-class style?’

The lady stared in amazement.
"Could it be done on five thousand pounds?"
"Well, | should think so, indeed!"

"Very good. | think you will sgn me acheck for that, and | will seethat it comesto Mrs. Maberley. Y ou owe her alittle
change of air. Meantime, lady" -- he wagged a cautionary forefinger -- "have acare! Haveacare! Y ou can't play with edged
toolsforever without cutting those dainty hands.”

The Adventure of the Blanched Soldier

Theideas of my friend Watson, though limited, are exceed- ingly pertinacious. For along time he has worried me to write an
experience of my own. Perhaps | have rather invited this perse- cution, since | have often had occasion to point out to him how
superficia are his own accounts and to accuse him of pandering to popular tasteinstead of confining himsdlf rigidly to facts and
figures. "Try it yourself, Holmes!" he hasretorted, and | am compelled to admit that, having taken my penin my hand, | do
begin to realize that the matter must be presented in such away as may interest the reader. The following case can hardly fal to
do 0, asit isamong the strangest happeningsin my collection though it chanced that Watson had no note of it in his collection.
Speaking of my old friend and biographer, | would take this opportunity to remark that if | burden mysdf with acompanionin
my variouslittleinquiriesit is not done out of sentiment or caprice, but it isthat Watson has some remarkable characteristics of
his own to which in hismodesty he has given small atention amid his exaggerated estimates of my own performances. A
confederate who foresees your conclusions and course of action is aways dangerous, but one to whom each devel opment
comes as a perpetual surprise, and to whom the future is always a closed book, isindeed an ided helpmate.

| find from my notebook that it wasin January, 1903, just after the conclusion of the Boer War, that | had my visit from Mr.
James M. Dodd, abig, fresh, sunburned, upstanding Briton. The good Watson had at that time deserted me for awife, the only
sdfish action which | canrecal in our association. | wasaone.

It ismy habit to sit with my back to the window and to place my visitorsin the opposite chair, wherethe light fals full upon
them. Mr. James M. Dodd seemed somewhat at aloss how to begin the interview. | did not attempt to help him, for hissilence
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gave me more timefor observation. | have found it wise to impress clientswith a sense of power, and so | gave him some of
my conclusons.

"From South Africa, gir, | perceive.”

"Yes, dr," he answered, with some surprise.
"Imperid Y eomanry, | fancy."

"Exactly."

"Middlesex Corps, no doubt."

"That iss0. Mr. Holmes, you areawizard.”
| smiled at his bewildered expression.

"When a gentleman of virile gppearance enters my room with such tan upon his face as an English sun could never give, and
with hishandkerchief in hisdeeveinstead of in hispocket, it is not difficult to place him. Y ou wear ashort beard, which shows
that you were not aregular. Y ou have the cut of ariding-man. Asto Middlesex, your card has dready shown methat you are
astockbroker from Throgmorton Street. What other regiment would you join?"

"Y ou see everything.”

"I see no more than you, but | have trained myself to notice what | see. However, Mr. Dodd, it was not to discuss the science
of observation that you called upon me this morning. What has been happening at Tuxbury Old Park?"

"Mr. Holmes --I"

"My dear Sr, thereisno mystery. Y our letter came with that heading, and as you fixed this gppointment in very pressing terms
it was clear that something sudden and important had occurred.”

"Yes, indeed. But the |etter was written in the afternoon, and agood deal has happened since then. If Colonel Emsworth had
not kicked me out --"

"Kicked you out!"

"Well, that waswhat it amounted to. Heisahard nalil, is Colone Emsworth. The greatest martinet in the Army in hisday, and it
was aday of rough language, too. | couldn't have stuck the colonel if it had not been for Godfrey's sake."

| lit my pipe and leaned back in my chair.
"Perhaps you will explain what you are talking about.”
My dient grinned mischievoudy.

"| had got into the way of supposing that you knew every- thing without being told,” said he. "But | will giveyou thefacts, and |
hope to God that you will be ableto tell me what they mean. I've been awake dl night puzzling my brain, and the more | think
the more incredible does it become.

"When | joined up in January, 1901 -- just two years ago -- young Godfrey Emsworth had joined the same squadron. He was
Colond Emsworth's only son -- Emsworth the Crimean V. C. -- and he had the fighting blood in him, so it isno wonder he
volunteered. There was not afiner lad in the regiment. We formed afriendship -- the sort of friendship which can only be made
when one lives the same life and shares the same joys and sorrows. He was my mate -- and that means agood dedl in the
Army. Wetook the rough and the smooth together for ayear of hard fighting. Then he was hit with a bullet from an € ephant
gun in the action near Diamond Hill outsde-Pretoria. | got one letter from the hospitd at Cape Town and one from
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Southampton. Since then not aword -- not one word, Mr. Holmes, for six months and more, and he my closest pal.

"Wdl, when the war was over, and we al got back, | wrote to his father and asked where Godfrey was. No answer. | waited
abit and then | wrote again. Thistime | had areply, short and gruff. Godfrey had gone on avoyage round the world, and it
was not likely that he would be back for ayear. That wasall.

"I wasn't satisfied, Mr. Holmes. The whole thing seemed to me so damned unnatural. He was agood lad, and he would not
drop apd likethat. It was not like him. Then, again, | happened to know that he was heir to alot of money, and dso that his
father and he did not dways hit it off too well. The old man was sometimes a bully, and young Godfrey had too much spirit to
gtand it. No, | wasn't satisfied, and | determined that | would get to the root of the matter. It happened, however, that my own
affairsneeded alot of Sraightening out, after two years ab- sence, and so it isonly thisweek that | have been able to take up
Godfrey's case again. But since| havetaken it up | mean to drop everything in order to seeit through.”

Mr. James M. Dodd appeared to be the sort of person whom it would be better to have as afriend than as an enemy. His blue
eyes were stern and his square jaw had set hard as he spoke.

"Wdll, what have you done?"' | asked.

"My first move wasto get down to hishome, Tuxbury Old Park, near Bedford, and to see for myself how the ground lay. |
wrote to the mother, therefore -- | had had quite enough of the curmudgeon of afather -- and | made a clean fronta attack:
Godfrey was my chum, | had agreat ded of interest which | might tell her of our common experiences, | should bein the
neighbourhood, would there be any objection, et cetera? In reply | had quite an amiable answer from her and an offer to put
me up for the night. That was what took me down on Monday.

"Tuxbury Old Hall isinaccessible -- five miles from any- where. There was no trap at the gation, so | had to walk, carrying my
suitcase, and it was nearly dark before | arrived. It isagreat wandering house, standing in a considerable park. | should judge
it was of dl sortsof agesand styles, sarting on a haf-timbered Elizabethan foundation and ending in aVictorian portico. Insde
it wasdl pandling and tapestry and half-effaced old pictures, ahouse of shadows and mystery. Therewas abutler, old Ralph,
who seemed about the same age as the house, and there was hiswife, who might have been older. She had been Godfrey's
nurse, and | had heard him spesk of her as second only to his mother in his affections, so | was drawn to her in spite of her
queer gppearance. The mother | liked dso -- agentle little white mouse of awoman. It was only the colonel himsalf whom |
barred.

"We had abit of barney right away, and | should have waked back to the sation if | had not felt that it might be playing his
game for meto do 0. | was shown straight into his study, and there | found him, a huge, bow-backed man with asmoky skin
and astraggling gray beard, seated behind hislittered desk. A red-veined nose jutted out like avulture's beak, and two fierce
gray eyesglared at me from under tufted brows. | could under- stand now why Godfrey seldom spoke of hisfather.

"'Well, 5r,' said hein arasping voice, 'l should beinter- ested to know the redl reasonsfor thisvist.'

"| answered that | had explained them in my |etter to hiswife.

" 'Yes, yes, you said that you had known Godfrey in Africa. We have, of course, only your word for that.'
"'l have hislettersto mein my pocket.'

" 'Kindly let me seethem.’

"He glanced at the two which | handed him, and then he tossed them back.

" 'Well, what then? he asked.

"'l wasfond of your son Godfrey, sir. Many ties and memo- riesunited us. Isit not naturd that | should wonder at his sudden
slence and should wish to know what has become of him?
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"'l have some recollections, Sir, that | had already corres- ponded with you and had told you what had become of him. He has
gone upon avoyage round the world. His health wasin apoor way after his African experiences, and both his mother and |
were of opinion that camplete rest and change were needed. Kindly pass that explanation on to any other friends who may be
interested in the matter.'

" 'Certainly,’ | answered. 'But perhaps you would have the goodnessto let me have the name of the steamer and of the line by
which he sailed, together with the date. | have no doubt that | should be able to get aletter through to him.’

"My request seemed both to puzzle and to irritate my host. His great eyebrows came down over hiseyes, and he tapped his
fingersimpatiently on the table. He looked up at last with the expression of one who has seen his adversary make adangerous
move at chess, and has decided how to meet it.

" 'Many people, Mr. Dodd,' said he, ‘would take offence at your infernal pertinacity and would think that thisinsistence had
reached the point of damned impertinence.’

" 'Y ou must put it down, gr, to my real lovefor your son.'

" 'Exactly. | have dready made every alowance upon that score. | must ask you, however, to drop these inquiries. Every
family hasits own inner knowledge and its own motives, which cannot ways be made clear to outsiders, however
well-intentioned. My wife is anxious to hear something of Godfrey's past which you arein aposition to tel her, but | would ask
you to let the present and the future alone. Such inquiries serve no useful purpose, sir, and place usin addicate and difficult
position.’

"So | cameto adead end, Mr. Holmes. There was no getting past it. | could only pretend to accept the Situation and register a
vow inwardly that | would never rest until my friend's fate had been cleared up. It wasadull evening. We dined quietly, the
three of us, in agloomy, faded old room. The lady questioned me eagerly about her son, but the old man seemed morose and
depressed. | was so bored by the whole proceeding that | made an excuse as soon as | decently could and retired to my
bedroom. It was alarge, bare room on the ground floor, as gloomy asthe rest of the house, but after ayear of deeping upon
the veldt, Mr. Holmes, oneis not too particular about one's quarters. | opened the curtains and looked out into the garden,
remarking that it was afine night with abright half-moon. Then | sat down by the roaring fire with the lamp on atable beside
me, and endeavoured to distract my mind with anovel. | wasinterrupted, however, by Raph, the old butler, who camein with
afresh supply of coals.

"' thought you might run short in the night-time, sir. It is bitter weather and these rooms are cold.’

"He hesitated before leaving the room, and when | looked round he was standing facing me with awistful look upon his
wrinkled face.

" 'Beg your pardon, sir, but | could not help hearing what you said of young Master Godfrey at dinner. Y ou know, sir, that my
wife nursed him, and so | may say | am hisfoster-father. It's natural we should take an interest. And you say he carried himsalf
well, 5r?

" "'There was no braver man in the regiment. He pulled me out once from under the rifles of the Boers, or maybe | should not be
here!

"The old butler rubbed his skinny hands.

"'Yes, gr, yes, that isMaster Godfrey al over. He was always courageous. There's not atreein the park, sir, that he has not
climbed. Nothing would stop him. He was afine boy -- and oh, sir, he was afine man.’

"| sprang to my fedt.

" 'Look here!' | cried. 'Y ou say hewas. You spesk asif hewere dead. What isdl this mystery? What has become of Godfrey
Emsworth?
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"I gripped the old man by the shoulder, but he shrank away.

"'l don't know what you mean, sir. Ask the master about Master Godfrey. He knows. It isnot for meto interfere.’
"Hewas leaving theroom, but | held hisarm

"'Ligten,' | said. 'Y ou are going to answer one question before you leave if | haveto hold you dl night. s Godfrey dead?’

"He could not face my eyes. He was like aman hypnotized The answer was dragged from hislips. It was aterrible and
unexpected one.

"'l wishto God hewas!" he cried, and, tearing himself free he dashed from the room.

"You will think, Mr. Holmes, that | returned to my chair in no very happy state of mind. The old man's words seemed to meto
bear only one interpretation. Clearly my poor friend had become involved in some crimind or, a the least, disreputable
transaction which touched the family honour. That stern old man had sent his son away and hidden him from theworld lest
some scanda should cometo light. Godfrey was areckless fellow. He was easily influenced by those around him. No doubt he
had fallen into bad hands and been mided to hisruin. It was a piteous business, if it was indeed so, but even now it was my
duty to hunt him out and seeif | could aid him. | was anxioudy pondering the matter when | looked up, and there was Godfrey
Emsworth standing before me.”

My client had paused as one in degp emotion.
"Pray continue," | said. ™Y our problem presents some very unusud festures.”

"He was outside the window, Mr. Holmes, with hisface pressed against the glass. | havetold you that | looked out at the night.
When | did so| I€ft the curtains partly open. His figure was framed in this gap. The window came down to the ground and |
could seethe whole length of it, but it was hisface which held my gaze. He was deadly pale -- never have | seen aman so
white. | reckon ghosts may ook like that; but his eyes met mine, and they were the eyes of aliving man. He sprang back when
he saw that | was|ooking at him, and he vanished into the darkness.

"There was something shocking about the man, Mr. Holmes. It wasn't merdly that ghastly face glimmering aswhite as cheesein
the darkness. It was more subtle than that -- something dink- ing, something furtive, something guilty -- something very unlike
the frank, manly lad thet | had known. It left afedling of horror in my mind.

"But when aman has been soldiering for ayear or two with brother Boer as a playmate, he keeps his nerve and acts quickly.
Godfrey had hardly vanished before | was at the window. There was an awkward catch, and | was somelittle time before |
could throw it up. Then | nipped through and ran down the garden path in the direction that | thought he might have taken.

"It was along path and the light was not very good, but it seemed to me something was moving ahead of me. | ran on and
caled hisname, but it was no use. When | got to the end of the path there were several others branching in different directions
to various outhouses. | stood hesitating, and as| did so | heard distinctly the sound of aclosing door. It was not behind mein
the house, but ahead of me, somewhere in the darkness. That was enough, Mr. Holmes, to assure me that what | had seen was
not avision. Godfrey had run away from me, and he had shut a door behind him. Of that | was certain.

"There was nothing more | could do, and | spent an uneasy night turning the matter over in my mind and trying to find some
theory which would cover the facts. Next day | found the colond rather more conciliatory, and as hiswife remarked thet there
were some places of interest in the neighbourhood, it gave me an opening to ask whether my presence for one more night
would incommode them. A somewhat grudging acquiescence from the old man gave me aclear day in which to make my
observations. | was aready perfectly convinced that Godfrey was in hiding somewhere near, but where and why remained to
be solved.

"The house was s0 large and so rambling that aregiment might be hid avay in it and no onethe wiser. If the secret lay thereit
was difficult for meto penetrateit. But the door which | had heard close was certainly not in the house. | must explorethe
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garden and seewhat | could find. There was no difficulty in the way, for the old people were busy in their own fashion and left
meto my own devices.

"There were several smal outhouses, but at the end of the garden there was a detached building of some size -- large enough
for agardener's or agamekeeper's residence. Could this be the place whence the sound of that shutting door had come? |
approached it in acareless fashion as though | were strolling aimlessly round the grounds. As| did so, asmall, brisk, bearded
man in ablack coat and bowler hat -- not at al the gardener type -- came out of the door. To my surprise, he locked it after
him and put the key in his pocket. Then he looked at me with some surprise on hisface.

" 'Areyou avisitor here? he asked.
"l explained that | was and that | was afriend of Godfrey's.
" "What a pity that he should be away on histravels, for he would have so liked to see me,' | continued.

" 'Quite s0. Exactly,' said he with arather guilty air. 'No doubt you will renew your visit at some more propitioustime.’ He
passed on, but when | turned | observed that he was standing watching me, haf-concedled by the laurels at the far end of the
garden.

"I had agood look at thelittle house as | passed it, but the windows were heavily curtained, and, so far as one could seg, it
was empty. | might spoil my own game and even be ordered off the premisesif | weretoo audacious, for | was still conscious
that | was being watched. Therefore, | strolled back to the house and waited for night before | went on with my inquiry. When
al wasdark and quiet | dipped out of my window and made my way as slently as possible to the mysterious lodge.

"| have said that it was heavily curtained, but now | found that the windows were shuttered aswell. Some light, however, was

breaking through one of them, so | concentrated my attention upon this. | wasin luck, for the curtain had not been quite closed,
and therewas a crack in the shutter, so that | could see the inside of the room. It was a cheery place enough, a bright lamp and
ablazing fire. Opposite to me was seated the little man whom | had seen in the morning. He was smoking a pipe and reading a

"What paper?’ | asked.

My client seemed annoyed at the interruption of his narrative.

"Can it matter?' he asked.

"It ismogt essentid.”

"| redlly took no notice."

"Possibly you observed whether it was a broad-leafed paper or of that smaller type which one associates with weeklies."

"Now that you mentionit, it was not large. It might have been the Spectator. However, | had little thought to spare upon such
details, for a second man was seated with his back to the window, and | could swear that this second man was Godfrey. |
could not see hisface, but | knew the familiar dope of his shoulders. He was leaning upon his ebow in an attitude of greet
melancholy, his body turned towardsthe fire. | was hesitating asto what | should do when there was asharp tap on my
shoulder, and there was Colondl Emsworth beside me.

" "Thisway, 9r!" said hein alow voice. He waked in sllence to the house, and | followed him into my own bedroom. He had
picked up atime-tablein the hall.

" Thereisatrainto London at 8:30," said he. The trap will be at the door at eight.’

"Hewaswhite with rage, and, indeed, | felt mysdlf in so difficult aposition that | could only stammer out afew incoher- ent
gpologiesinwhich | tried to excuse mysdf by urging my anxiety for my friend.
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" "The matter will not bear discussion,’ said he abruptly. "Y ou have made amost damnable intrusion into the privacy of our
family. Y ou were here as aguest and you have become aspy. | have nothing moreto say, Sir, savethat | have no wish ever to
seeyou again.'

"At this| lost my temper, Mr. Holmes, and | spoke with some warmth.

"'l have seen your son, and | am convinced that for some reason of your own you are concealing him from theworld. | have
no ideawhat your motives are in cutting him off in thisfashion, but | am surethat heisno longer afree agent. | warn you,
Colond Emsworth, that until | am assured asto the safety and well-being of my friend | shal never desist in my effortsto get to
the bottom of the mystery, and | shdl certainly not alow mysdf to be intimidated by anything which you may say or do.’

"The old fellow looked diabolical, and | redly thought he was about to attack me. | have said that he was agaunt, fierce old
giant, and though | am no weskling | might have been hard put to it to hold my own againgt him. However, after along glare of
rage he turned upon his hed and walked out of the room. For my part, | took the appointed train in the morning, with the full
intention of coming straight to you and asking for your advice and ass stance at the gppointment for which | had dready
written.”

Such was the problem which my visitor laid before me. It presented, as the astute reader will have dready perceived, few
difficultiesinits solution, for avery limited choice of dterna- tives must get to theroot of the matter. Still, dementary asit was,
there were points of interest and novelty about it which may excuse my placing it upon record. | now proceeded, using my
familiar method of logical andlysis, to narrow down the possible solutions.

"The servants,” | asked; "how many were in the house?"

"To the best of my bdief there were only the old butler and hiswife. They seemed to live in the smplest fashion.”
"There was no servant, then, in the detached house?'

"None, unlessthe little man with the beard acted as such. He seemed, however, to be quite a superior person.”
"That seems very suggestive. Had you any indication that food was conveyed from the one house to the other?

"Now that you mentionit, | did see old Ra ph carrying abasket down the garden walk and going in the direction of this house.
Theideaof food did not occur to me at the moment.”

"Did youmakeany loca inquiries?"

"Yes, | did. | spoketo the station-master and dso to the innkeeper inthevillage. | smply asked if they knew anything of my
old comrade, Godfrey Emsworth. Both of them assured me that he had gone for a voyage round the world. He had come
home and then had almost a once started off again. The story was evidently universaly accepted.”

"Y ou said nothing of your suspicions?'

"Nothing."

"That was very wise. The matter should certainly be inquired into. | will go back with you to Tuxbury Old Park.”
"To-day?'

It happened that at the moment | was clearing up the case which my friend Watson has described as that of the Abbey School,
inwhich the Duke of Greyminster was so deeply in- volved. | had aso acommission from the Sultan of Turkey which cadled
for immediate action, as political consegquences of the gravest kind might arise from its neglect. Thereforeit was not until the
beginning of the next week, as my diary records, that | was able to start forth on my mission to Bedfordshire in company with
Mr. James M. Dodd. Aswe drove to Eustonn we picked up agrave and tacitum gentleman of iron-gray aspect, with whom |
had made the necessary arrangements.
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"Thisisanold friend,” said | to Dodd. "It is possible that his presence may be entirely unnecessary, and, on the other hand, it
may be essentid. It isnot necessary at the present stage to go further into the matter."

The narratives of Watson have accustomed the reader, no doubt, to the fact that | do not waste words or disclose my thoughts
whileacaseisactualy under consideration. Dodd seemed surprised, but nothing more was said, and the three of us continued
our journey together. Inthetrain | asked Dodd one more question which | wished our companion to hesar.

"Y ou say that you saw your friend's face quite clearly a the window, so clearly that you are sure of hisidentity?”
"I have no doubt about it whatever. His nose was pressed againgt the glass. The lamplight shone full upon him."
"It could not have been someone resembling him?"

"No, no, it washe."

"But you say he was changed?'

"Only in colour. Hisface was -- how shdl | describeit? -- it was of afish-belly whiteness. It was bleached.”
"Wasit equdly pdedl over?'

" think not. It was hisbrow which | saw so clearly asit was pressed against the window."

"Didyou cdl to him?'

"l wastoo gtartled and horrified for the moment. Then | pursued him, as| have told you, but without result.”

My case was practicaly complete, and there was only one small incident needed to round it off. When, after aconsiderable
drive, we arrived at the strange old rambling house which my client had described, it was Ra ph, the elderly butler, who opened
the door. | had requisitioned the carriage for the day and had asked my ederly friend to remain within it unless we should
summon him. Ralph, alittle wrinkled old fellow, wasin the conventional costume of black coat and pepper-and-salt trousers,
with only one curious variant. He wore brown leather gloves, which a sght of us he ingtantly shuffled off, laying them down on
the hall-table as we passed in. | have, as my friend Watson may have remarked, an abnormally acute set of senses, and afaint
but incisive scent was apparent. It seemed to centre on the hall table. | turned, placed my hat there, knocked it off, stooped to
pick it up, and contrived to bring my nose within afoot of the gloves. Y es, it was undoubtedly from them that the curioustarry
odour was 00zing. | passed on into the study with my case complete. Alas, that | should have to show my hand so when | tell
my own story! It was by concealing such linksin the chain that Watson was enabled to produce his meretriciousfinales.

Colonel Emsworth was not in hisroom, but he came quickly enough on receipt of Ralph's message. We heard his quick, heavy
step in the passage. The door was flung open and he rushed in with bristling beard and twisted features, asterrible an old man
asever | have seen. He held our cardsin his hand, and he tore them up and stamped on the fragments.

"Havel not told you, you inferna busybody, that you are warned off the premises? Never dare to show your damned face
here again. If you enter again without my leave | shdl bewithin my rightsif | useviolence. I'll shoot you, sir! By God, | will! As
toyou, gr," turning upon me, "'l extend the same warning to you. | am familiar with your ignoble professon, but you must take
your reputed talents to some other field. Thereis no opening for them here.”

"I cannot leave here," said my client firmly, "until 1 hear from Godfrey's own lipsthat heisunder no retraint.”
Our involuntary host rang the bell.

"Ralph," he said, "telephone down to the county police and ask the ingpector to send up two congtables. Tell him thereare
burglarsinthe house."

"Onemoment,” said I. "Y ou must be aware, Mr. Dodd, that Colondl Emsworth iswithin hisrights and that we have no legd
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gtatus within his house. On the other hand, he should recognize that your action is prompted entirely by solicitude for hisson. |
venture to hopethat if | were dlowed to have five minutes conversation with Colonel Emsworth | could certainly dter hisview
of the matter.”

"l am not S0 eadily dtered,” said the old soldier. "Ralph, do what | havetold you. What the devil are you waiting for? Ring up
the police!”

"Nothing of the sort," | said, putting my back to the door. "Any police interference would bring about the very catastrophe
which you dread.” | took out my notebook and scribbled one word upon aloose sheet. "That,” said | as| handed it to Colond
Emsworth, "iswhat has brought us here.”

He stared at the writing with aface from which every expres- son save amazement had vanished.

"How do you know?" he gasped, Stting down heavily in hischair.

"Itismy businessto know things. That ismy trade.”

He sat in deep thought, his gaunt hand tugging at his strag- gling beard. Then he made a gesture of resgnation.

"Well, if you wish to see Godfrey, you shall. It isno doing of mine, but you have forced my hand. Raph, tel Mr. Godfrey and
Mr. Kent that in five minuteswe shdl be with them.”

At the end of that time we passed down the garden path and found ourselvesin front of the mystery house at the end. A small
bearded man stood at the door with alook of consderable astonishment upon hisface.

"Thisisvery sudden, Colond Emsworth,” said he. "Thiswill disarrange dl our plans.”
"I can't helpit, Mr. Kent. Our hands have been forced. Can Mr. Godfrey see us?'

"Yes, heiswaiting indde." He turned and led usinto alarge plainly furnished front room. A man was standing with hisback to
thefire, and at the sight of him my client sprang forward with outstretched hand.

"Why, Godfrey, old man, thisisfine!"
But the other waved him back.

"Don't touch me, Jmmie. Keep your distance. Y es, you may well stare! | don't quite look the smart Lance-Corporal
Emsworth, of B Squadron, do 1?7

His appearance was certainly extraordinary. One could see that he had indeed been a handsome man with clear-cut features
sunburned by an African sun, but mottled in patches over this darker surface were curious whitish patches which had bleached
hisskin.

"That'swhy | don't court vistors," said he. "I don't mind you, Jmmie, but | could have done without your friend. | suppose
there is some good reason for it, but you have me at a disadvantage.”

"I wanted to be sure that dl waswell with you, Godfrey. | saw you that night when you looked into my window, and | could
not |et the matter rest till | had cleared things up.”

"Old Rdph told me you were there, and | couldn't help taking apeep at you. | hoped you would not have seen me, and | had
to run to my burrow when | heard the window go up.”

"But what in heaven's name isthe matter?"

"Wel, it'snot along story to tell,” said he, lighting acigarette. ™Y ou remember that morning fight at Buffelsspruit, outsde
Pretoria, on the Eagtern railway line? Y ou heard | was hit?!
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"Yes, | heard that but | never got particulars.”

"Three of us got separated from the others. It was very broken country, you may remember. There was Simpson -- the fellow
we called Baldy Simpson -- and Anderson, and |. We were clear- ing brother Boer, but he lay low and got the three of us.
The other two werekilled. | got an eephant bullet through my shoulder. | stuck on to my horse, however, and he galloped
severa milesbefore | fainted and rolled off the saddle.

"When | cameto mysdf it was nightfal, and | raised mysdlf up, fedling very weak and ill. To my surprise there was ahouse
close besde me, afairly large house with abroad stoep and many windows. It was deadly cold. Y ou remember the kind of
numb cold which used to come at evening, adeadly, Sickening sort of cold, very different from acrisp hedthy frost. Well, |
was chilled to the bone, and my only hope seemed to lie in reaching that house. | staggered to my feet and dragged mysdlf
along, hardly conscious of what | did. | have adim memory of dowly ascending the steps, entering a wide-opened door,
passing into alarge room which contained several beds, and throwing myself down with agasp of satisfaction upon one of
them. It was unmade, but that troubled me not at dl. | drew the clothes over my shivering body and inamoment | wasina

deep deep.

"It was morning when | wakened, and it seemed to methat instead of coming out into aworld of sanity | had emerged into
some extraordinary nightmare. The African sun flooded through the big, curtainless windows, and every detail of the gredt,
bare, whitewashed dormitory stood out hard and clear. In front of me was standing a small, dwarf-like man with ahuge,
bulbous head, who was jabbering excitedly in Dutch, waving two horrible hands which looked to me like brown sponges.
Behind him stood agroup of people who seemed to be intensaly amused by the Situation, but a chill came over meas| looked
at them. Not one of them was anorma human being. Every one wastwisted or swollen or disfigured in some strangeway. The
laughter of these strange monstrosities was a dreadful thing to hear.

"It seemed that none of them could speak English, but the situation wanted clearing up, for the creature with the big heed was
growing furioudy angry, and, uttering wild-beast cries, he had laid his deformed hands upon me and was dragging me out of
bed, regardless of the fresh flow of blood from my wound. The little monster was as strong asabull, and | don't know what he
might have done to me had not an ederly man who was clearly in authority been attracted to the room by the hubbub; He said
afew stern wordsin Dutch, and my persecutor shrank away. Then he turned upon me, gazing a me in the utmost amazement.

" 'How in the world did you come here? he asked in amaze- ment. 'Wait abit! | seethat you are tired out and that wounded
shoulder of yourswants looking after. | am adoctor, and I'll soon have you tied up. But, man divel you arein far greater
danger here than ever you were on the battlefield. Y ou are in the Leper Hospita, and you have dept in aleper'sbed.’

"Need | tell you more, Immie? It ssemsthat in view of the approaching battle al these poor creatures had been evacuated the
day before. Then, asthe British advanced, they had been brought back by this, their medica superintendent, who assured me
that, though he believed he wasimmune to the disease, he would none the less never have dared to do what | had done. He
put mein aprivate room, treated me kindly, and within aweek or so | was removed to the generd hospital at Pretoria

"So there you have my tragedy. | hoped against hope, but it was not until | had reached home that the terrible signs which you
see upon my face told methat | had not escaped. What was | to do? | wasin thislondly house. We had two servants whom
we could utterly trust. There was ahouse where | could live. Under pledge of secrecy, Mr. Kent, who isasurgeon, was
prepared to stay with me. It seemed smple enough on those lines. The dternative was a dreadful one -- segregation for life
among strang- ers with never a hope of release. But absol ute secrecy was necessary, or even in this quiet countryside there
would have been an outcry, and | should have been dragged to my horrible doom. Even you, Jmmie -- even you had to be
kept in the dark. Why my father has reented | cannot imagine.”

Colond Emsworth pointed to me.

"Thisisthe gentleman who forced my hand." He unfolded the scrap of paper on which | had written the word "Leprosy." "It
seemed to methat if he knew so much asthat it was safer that he should know al.”

"Andsoitwas" said |. "Who knows but good may come of it? | understand that only Mr. Kent has seen the patient. May |
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ask, g, if you are an authority on such complaints, which are, | understand, tropical or semi-tropica in their nature?!
"I have the ordinary knowledge of the educated medica man,” he observed with some stiffness.

"I have no doubt, gir, that you are fully competent, but | am sure that you will agree that in such acase a second opinionis
vauable. Y ou have avoided this, | understand, for fear that pressure should be put upon you to segregate the patient.”

"That iss0," said Colond Emsworth.

"| foresaw thisstuation,” | explained, "and | have brought with me a friend whose discretion may absolutely be trusted. | was
able onceto do him aprofessonal service, and heisready to advise asafriend rather than asa specidist. Hisnameis Sir
James Saunders.”

The progpect of an interview with Lord Roberts would not have excited greater wonder and pleasurein araw subaltern than
was now reflected upon the face of Mr. Kent.

"I shdl indeed be proud,” he murmured.

"Then | will ask Sir Jamesto step thisway. Heisat present in the carriage outside the door. Meanwhile, Colonel Emsworth,
we may perhaps assemblein your study, where | could give the necessary explanations.”

And hereitisthat | missmy Watson. By cunning questions and g aculations of wonder he could elevate my smple art, whichis
but systematized common sensg, into aprodigy. When | tell my own story | have no such aid. And yet | will give my process of
thought even as| gaveit to my smal audience, which included Godfrey's mother in the study of Colond Emsworth.

"That process" said I, "starts upon the supposition that when you have diminated al which isimpossble, then whatever
remains, however improbable, must be the truth. It may well be that several explanations remain, in which case onetriestest
after test until one or other of them has a convincing amount of support. We will now apply this principle to the casein point.
Asit wasfirst presented to me, there were three possible expla- nations of the seclusion or incarceration of thisgentlemaninan
outhouse of hisfather's mansion. There was the explanation that he wasin hiding for acrime, or that he was mad and that they
wished to avoid an asylum, or that he had some disease which caused his segregation. | could think of no other adequate solu-
tions. These, then, had to be sfted and balanced against each other.

"The crimina solution would not bear ingpection. No un- solved crime had been reported from that district. | was sure of thet.
If it were some crime not yet discovered, then clearly it would be to the interest of the family to get rid of the delinquent and
send him abroad rather than keep him concealed at home. | could see no explanation for such aline of conduct.

"Insanity was more plausible. The presence of the second person in the outhouse suggested a keeper. The fact that he locked
the door when he came out strengthened the supposition and gave the idea of constraint. On the other hand, this con- straint
could not be severe or the young man could not have got |oose and come down to have alook at hisfriend. Y ou will
remember, Mr. Dodd, that | felt round for points, asking you, for example, about the paper which Mr. Kent was reading. Had
it been the Lancet or the British Medica Journd it would have helped me. It isnot illega, however, to keep alunatic upon
private premises so long asthereisaqudified person in atten- dance and that the authorities have been duly notified. Why,
then, al this desperate desire for secrecy? Once again | could not get the theory to fit the facts.

"There remained the third possibility, into which, rare and unlikely asit was, everything seemed to fit. Leprosy is not uncommon
in South Africa. By some extraordinary chance this youth might have contracted it. His people would be placed in avery
dreadful position, sincethey would desire to save him from segregation. Great secrecy would be needed to prevent rumours
from getting about and subsequent interference by the authori- ties. A devoted medica man, if sufficiently paid, would easly be
found to take charge of the sufferer. There would be no reason why the latter should not be alowed freedom after dark.
Bleaching of the skinisacommon result of the disease. The case was astrong one -- 0 strong that | determined to act asif it
were actudly proved. When on arriving here | noticed that Ralph, who carries out the medls, had gloves which are impregnated
with disinfectants, my last doubts were removed. A single word showed you, Sir, that your secret was discovered, and if |
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wrote rather than said it, it wasto prove to you that my discretion wasto be trusted.”

| wasfinishing thislittle analyss of the case when the door was opened and the austere figure of the great dermatologist was
ushered in. But for once his sphinx-like features had relaxed and there was awarm humanity in his eyes. He strode up to
Colonel Emsworth and shook him by the hand.

"It isoften my lot to bring ill-tidings and seldom good,” said he. "This occasion isthe more welcome. It isnot leprosy.”
"What?'

"A well-marked case of pseudo-leprosy or ichthyosis, ascae- like affection of the skin, unsightly, obstinate, but possibly
curable, and certainly noninfective. Yes, Mr. Holmes, the coin- cidenceis aremarkable one. But isit coincidence? Arethere
not subtle forces at work of which we know little? Are we assured that the gpprehens on from which this young man has no
doubt suffered terribly since his exposure to its contagion may not produce a physicd effect which smulatesthat which it fears?
At any rate, | pledge my professona reputation -- But the lady hasfainted! | think that Mr. Kent had better be with her until
she recovers from thisjoyous shock."

The Adventureof theLion'sMane

Itisamost singular thing that a problem which was certainly as abstruse and unusua as any which | havefaced in my long
professiona career should have come to me after my retirement, and be brought, asit were, to my very door. It occurred after
my withdrawa to my little Sussex home, when | had given mysdlf up entirely to that soothing life of Nature for which | had so
often yearned during the long years spent amid the gloom of London. At this period of my life the good Watson had passed
amost beyond my ken. An occasiona week-end visit was the most that | ever saw of him. Thus| must act asmy own
chronicler. Ah! had he but been with me, how much he might have made of so wonderful a hgppening and of my eventua
triumph againg every difficulty! Asitis, however, | must needstell my talein my own plain way, showing by my words each
step upon the difficult road which lay before me as | searched for the mystery of the Lion's Mane.

My villais situated upon the southern dope of the downs, commanding agrest view of the Channel. At this point the coast-line
isentirely of chak dliffs, which can only be descended by asingle, long, tortuous path, which is steep and dippery. At the
bottom of the path lie ahundred yards of pebbles and shingle, even when thetideisat full. Here and there, however, there are
curves and hollows which make splendid swimming- poolsfilled afresh with each flow. Thisadmirable beach extendsfor some
milesin each direction, save only a one point where the little cove and village of Fulworth bregk theline.

My houseislondly. I, my old housekeeper, and my bees have the estate dl to oursalves. Half amile off, however, is Harold
Stackhurst's well-known coaching establishment, The Gables, quite alarge place, which contains some score of young fellows
preparing for various professions, with astaff of several magters. Stackhurst himsdlf was awel-known rowing Bluein hisday,
and an excellent al-round scholar. He and | were dways friendly from the day | came to the coast, and he was the one man
who was on such termswith me that we could drop in on each other in the evenings without an invitation.

Towardsthe end of July, 1907, there was a severe gale, the wind blowing up-channel, heaping the seas to the base of the cliffs
and leaving alagoon at the turn of the tide. On the morning of which | speak the wind had abated, and al Nature was newly
washed and fresh. It wasimpossible to work upon so ddlightful aday, and | strolled out before bregkfast to enjoy the exquisite
air. | walked aong the cliff path which led to the steep descent to the beach. As| walked | heard a shout behind me, and there
was Harold Stackhurst waving his hand in cheery greeting.

"What amorning, Mr. Holmes! | thought | should see you out.”
"Going foraswim, | see”

"At your old tricks again,” he laughed, patting his bulging pocket. "Y es. McPherson started early, and | expect | may find him
there”

Fitzroy McPherson was the science master, afine upstanding young fellow whose life had been crippled by heart trouble
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following rheumatic fever. Hewas anatura athlete, however, and excelled in every game which did not throw too greet astrain
upon him. Summer and winter hewent for hisswim, and, as| am asvimmer mysdf, | have often joined him.

At this moment we saw the man himsdlf. His head showed above the edge of the cliff where the path ends. Then hiswhole
figure appeared at the top, staggering like adrunken man. The next ingtant he threw up his hands and, with aterrible cry, fell
upon hisface. Stackhurst and | rushed forward -- it may have been fifty yards -- and turned him on hisback. He was
obvioudy dying. Those glazed sunken eyes and dreadful livid cheeks could mean nothing else. One glimmer of life cameinto his
face for an ingtant, and he uttered two or three words with an eager air of warning. They were durred and indistinct, but to my
ear thelagt of them, which burst in ashriek from hislips, were "the Lion'sMane." It was utterly irrdlevant and unintelligible, and
yet | could twist the sound into no other sense. Then he half raised himsdlf from the ground, threw hisarmsinto the air, and fell
forward on hisside. He was dead.

My companion was pardyzed by the sudden horror of it, but |, asmay well beimagined, had every senseonthedert. And |
had need, for it was speedily evident that we werein the presence of an extraordinary case. The man was dressed only in his
Burberry overcoat, histrousers, and an unlaced pair of canvas shoes. As hefdl over, his Burberry, which had been smply
thrown round his shoulders, dipped off, exposing histrunk. We stared at it in amazement. His back was covered with dark red
lines as though he had been terribly flogged by athin wire scourge. The instrument with which this punishment had been inflicted
was clearly flexible, for thelong, angry wed's curved round his shoulders and ribs. There was blood dripping down his chin, for
he had bitten through hislower lip in the paroxysm of hisagony. His drawn and distorted face told how terrible that agony had
been.

| was knedling and Stackhurst standing by the body when a shadow fell across us, and we found that lan Murdoch was by our
sde. Murdoch was the mathematical coach at the establish- ment, atall, dark, thin man, so taciturn and aoof that none can be
said to have been hisfriend. He seemed to live in some high abstract region of surds and conic sections, with little to connect
him with ordinary life. He was |ooked upon as an oddity by the students, and would have been their butt, but there was some
strange outlandish blood in the man, which showed itself not only in his coa-black eyes and swarthy face but dso in occa
sional outbresaks of temper, which could only be described as ferocious. On one occasion, being plagued by alittle dog be-
longing to McPherson, he had caught the creature up and hurled it through the plate-glass window, an action for which
Stackhurst would certainly have given him hisdismissa had he not been avery va uable teacher. Such was the strange complex
man who now appeared beside us. He seemed to be honestly shocked at the sight before him, though the incident of the dog
may show that there was no great sympathy between the dead man and himsdif.

"Poor fellow! Poor fellow! What can | do? How can | help?

"Were you with him? Can you tdll uswhat has happened?’

"No, no, | was late thismorning. | was not on the beach at dl. | have come straight from The Gables. What can | do?
"Y ou can hurry to the police-station at Fulworth. Report the matter at once.”

Without aword he made off at top speed, and | proceeded to take the matter in hand, while Stackhurst, dazed at this tragedy,
remained by the body. My firgt task naturally was to note who was on the beach. From the top of the path | could seethe
whole sweep of it, and it was absolutely deserted save that two or three dark figures could be seen far away moving towards
thevillage of Fulworth. Having satisfied mysdlf upon this point, | walked dowly down the path. There was clay or soft marl
mixed with the chalk, and every here and there | saw the same footstep, both ascending and descending. No one else had gone
down to the beach by thistrack that morning. At one place | observed the print of an open hand with the fingers towards the
incline. This could only mean that poor M cPherson had fallen as he ascended. There were rounded depressions, too, which
suggested that he had come down upon his knees more than once. At the bottom of the path was the considerable lagoon | eft
by the retreating tide. At the side of it McPherson had undressed, for there lay histowel on arock. It wasfolded and dry, so
that it would seem that, after al, he had never entered the water. Once or twice as | hunted round amid the hard shingle | came
on little patches of sand where the print of his canvas shoe, and aso of his naked foot, could be seen. The latter fact proved
that he had made all ready to bathe, though the towe indicated that he had not actualy done so.

95



And herewas the problem clearly defined -- as strange aone as had ever confronted me. The man had not been on the beach
more than aquarter of an hour at the most. Stackhurst had followed him from The Gables, so there could be no doubt about
that. He had gone to bathe and had stripped, as the naked foot- steps showed. Then he had suddenly huddled on his clothes
again -- they were dl dishevelled and unfastened -- and he had returned without bathing, or at any rate without drying himsdlf.
And the reason for his change of purpose had been that he had been scourged in some savage, inhuman fashion, tortured until
he bit hislip through in his agony, and was |eft with only strength enough to crawl away and to die. Who had donethis
barbarous deed? There were, it istrue, smal grottos and cavesin the base of the cliffs, but the low sun shone directly into
them, and there was no place for conceament. Then, again, there were those distant figures on the beach. They seemed too far
away to have been connected with the crime, and the broad lagoon in which McPherson had intended to bathe lay between
him and them, lapping up to the rocks. On the seatwo or three fishing- boats were at no great distance. Their occupants might
be exam- ined at our leisure. There were several roads for inquiry, but none which led to any very obviousgoal.

When | at last returned to the body | found that alittle group of wondering folk had gathered round it. Stackhurst was, of
course, gtill there, and 1an Murdoch had just arrived with Ander- son, the village constable, a big, ginger-moustached man of
the dow, solid Sussex breed -- a breed which covers much good sense under a heavy, slent exterior. He listened to
everything, took note of al we said, and findly drew me aside.

"I'd be glad of your advice, Mr. Holmes. Thisisabig thing for meto handle, and I'll hear of it from Lewesif | gowrong."

| advised him to send for hisimmediate superior, and for adoctor; also to dlow nothing to be moved, and asfew fresh
footmarks as possible to be made, until they came. In the meantime | searched the dead man's pockets. There were his
handkerchief, alarge knife, and asmal folding card-case. From this projected adip of paper, which | unfolded and handed to
the congtable. Therewaswritten onit in ascrawling, feminine hand:

I will be there, you may be sure.
MAUDI E.

It read like alove affair, an assignation, though when and where were a blank. The constable replaced it in the card-case and
returned it with the other things to the pockets of the Burberry. Then, as nothing more suggested itsdlf, | walked back to my
house for breskfast, having first arranged that the base of the cliffs should be thoroughly searched.

Stackhurst was round in an hour or two to tell me that the body had been removed to The Gables, where the inquest would be
held. He brought with him some serious and definite news. As| expected, nothing had been found in the small caves below the
cliff, but he had examined the papersin McPherson's desk and there were severa which showed an intimate correspondence
with acertain Miss Maud Bellamy, of Fulworth. We had then established the identity of the writer of the note.

"The police havetheletters,” he explained. "I could not bring them. But thereis no doubt that it was aseriouslove affair. | see
no reason, however, to connect it with that horrible happening save, indeed, that the lady had made an gppointment with him."

"But hardly at a bathing-pool which dl of you werein the habit of using,” | remarked.
"It ismere chance," said he, "that severd of the students were not with McPherson.”
"Wasit mere chance?'

Stackhurst knit hisbrowsin thought.

"lan Murdoch held them back,” said he. "He would insist upon some agebraic demonstration before breskfast. Poor chap, he
isdreadfully cut up about it dl.”

"And yet | gather that they were not friends.”

"At one time they were not. But for ayear or more Murdoch has been as near to McPherson as he ever could be to anyone.
Heisnot of avery sympathetic digposition by nature.”
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"So | understand. | seem to remember your telling me once about aquarrel over theill-usage of adog.”
"That blew over dl right."

"But left some vindictive feding, perhgps.”

"No, no, | am surethey wereredl friends.”

"Well, then, we must explore the matter of the girl. Do you know her?’

"Everyone knows her. She is the beauty of the neighbourhood -- area beauty, Holmes, who would draw attention
everywhere. | knew that McPherson was attracted by her, but | had no notion that it had gone so far as these letters would
seemtoindicate”

"But who isshe?'

"Sheisthe daughter of old Tom Bellamy who owns dl the boats and bathing-cots at Fulworth. He was a fisherman to sart
with, but is now aman of some substance. He and his son William run the business.”

"Shal wewak into Fulworth and see them?"
"On whét pretext?'

"Oh, we can easlly find apretext. After dl, thispoor man did not ill-use himself in this outrageous way. Some human hand was
on the handle of that scourge, if indeed it was a scourge which inflicted theinjuries. Hiscircle of acquaintancesin thislondy
placewas surely limited. Let usfollow it up in every direction and we can hardly fail to come upon the motive, whichin turn
should lead usto the crimind.."

It would have been a pleasant walk across the thyme-scented downs had our minds not been poisoned by the tragedy we had
witnessed. Thevillage of Fulworth liesin ahollow curving in asemicircle round the bay. Behind the old-fashioned hamlet sev-
eral modern houses have been built upon the rising ground. It wasto one of these that Stackhurst guided me.

"That's The Haven, as Bellamy called it. The one with the corner tower and date roof. Not bad for aman who started with
nothing but -- By Jove, look at that!"

The garden gate of The Haven had opened and aman had emerged. There was no mistaking that tall, angular, straggling figure.
It was lan Murdoch, the mathematician. A moment later we confronted him upon the road.

"Hullo!" said Stackhurst. The man nodded, gave us asSide- ways glance from his curious dark eyes, and would have-passed us,
but his principa pulled him up.

"What were you doing there?' he asked.

Murdoch's face flushed with anger. "I am your subordinate, sir, under your roof. | am not aware that | owe you any account of
my private actions.”

Stackhurdt's nerves were near the surface after al he had endured. Otherwise, perhaps, he would have waited. Now he lost his
temper completely.

"In the circumstances your answer is pure impertinence, Mr. Murdoch.”
"Y our own question might perhaps come under the same heading.”

"Thisisnot thefirst timethat | have had to overlook your insubordinate ways. It will certainly bethelast. Y ou will kindly make
fresh arrangementsfor your future as speedily asyou can.”
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"I had intended to do so. | have lost to-day the only person who made The Gables habitable.”

He strode off upon hisway, while Stackhurst, with angry eyes, sood glaring after him. "Ishe not an impossible, intoler- able
man?' he cried.

The onething that impressed itsdlf forcibly upon my mind was that Mr. 1an Murdoch was taking the first chance to open apath
of escape from the scene of the crime. Suspicion, vague and nebulous, was now beginning to take outlinein my mind. Per-
haps the vigt to the Belamys might throw some further light upon the matter. Stackhurst pulled himsalf together, and we went
forward to the house.

Mr. Bellamy proved to be amiddle-aged man with aflaming red beard. He seemed to be in avery angry mood, and hisface
was soon asflorid ashis hair.

"No, gir, | do not desire any particulars. My son here" -- indicating a powerful young man, with aheavy, sullen face, in the
corner of the gtting-room -- "is of one mind with me that Mr. McPherson's attentions to Maud were insulting. Yes, Sir, the
word 'marriage was never mentioned, and yet there were letters and meetings, and agreat deal more of which neither of us
could approve. She has no mother, and we are her only guardians. We are determined --"

But the words were taken from his mouth by the appearance of the lady hersdf. There was no gainsaying that she would have
graced any assembly in the world. Who could have imagined that so rare aflower would grow from such aroot and in such an
atmosphere? Women have seldom been an attraction to me, for my brain has aways governed my heart, but | could not look
upon her perfect clear-cut face, with al the soft freshness of the downlandsin her ddlicate colouring, without realizing that no
young man would cross her path unscathed. Such was the girl who had pushed open the door and stood now, wide-eyed and
intensg, in front of Harold Stackhurst.

"I know dready that Fitzroy isdead,” she said. "Do not be afraid to tell me the particulars.”
"This other gentleman of yours|et us know the news," explained the father.
"Thereis no reason why my sister should be brought into the matter," growled the younger man.

The ggter turned asharp, fiercelook upon him. "Thisis my business, William. Kindly leave meto manageit in my own way. By
all accounts there has been a crime committed. If | can help to show who did it, it isthe least | can do for him who isgone.”

She listened to ashort account from my companion, with a composed concentration which showed me that she possessed
strong character aswell as great beauty. Maud Bellamy will dways remain in my memory asamost complete and remark-
able woman. It seemsthat she already knew me by sight, for she turned to me at the end.

"Bring themto justice, Mr. Holmes. Y ou have my sympathy and my help, whoever they may be." It ssemed to methat she
glanced defiantly at her father and brother as she spoke.

"Thank you," said |. "l vdue awoman'singtinct in such matters. Y ou use the word 'they." Y ou think that more than onewas
concerned?'

"I knew Mr. McPherson well enough to be aware that he was a brave and a strong man. No single person could ever have
inflicted such an outrage upon him."

"Might | have one word with you aone?"
"I tdl you, Maud, not to mix yourself up in the metter,” cried her father angrily.
Shelooked a me helplesdy. "What can | do?'

"Thewholeworld will know the facts presently, so there can be no harm if | discussthem here,” said 1. "'l should have
preferred privacy, but if your father will not alow it he must share the ddliberations.” Then | spoke of the note which had been
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found in the dead man's pocket. "It is sure to be produced at the inquest. May | ask you to throw any light upon it that you
can?'

"| see no reason for mystery,” she answered. "We were engaged to be married, and we only kept it secret because Fitzroy's
uncle, whoisvery old and said to be dying, might have disinherited him if he had married againgt hiswish. There was no other
reason.”

"Y ou could havetold us" growled Mr. Bellamy.
"So | would, father, if you had ever shown sympathy.”
"| object to my girl picking up with men outsde her own station.”

"It was your prejudice againgt him which prevented us from telling you. Asto this gppointment” -- she fumbled in her dressand
produced acrumpled note -- "it wasin answer to this."

DEAREST [ran the nessage]:
The ol d place on the beach just after sunset on Tuesday.
It is the only tine | can get away.
F.M

"Tuesday wasto-day, and | had meant to meet him to-night.”
| turned over the paper. "This never came by post. How did you get it?'

"I would rather not answer that question. It hasreally nothing to do with the matter which you are investigating. But anything
which bearsupon that | will most fredy answer."

Shewas as good as her word, but there was nothing which was helpful in our investigation. She had no reason to think that her
fiance had any hidden enemy, but she admitted that she had had severd warm admirers.

"May | ask if Mr. lan Murdoch was one of them?"
She blushed and seemed confused.

"There was atime when | thought he was. But that was al changed when he understood the rel ations between Fitzroy and
mysdf.”

Again the shadow round this strange man seemed to me to be taking more definite shape. His record must be examined. His
rooms must be privately searched. Stackhurst was awilling collaborator, for in his mind aso suspicions were forming. We
returned from our visit to The Haven with the hope that one free end of this tangled skein was dready in our hands.

A week passed. Theinquest had thrown no light upon the matter and had been adjourned for further evidence. Stackhurst had
made discreet inquiry about his subordinate, and there had been asuperficial search of hisroom, but without result. Person-
adly, | had gone over the whole ground again, both physically and mentaly, but with no new conclusions. Inal my chronicles
the reader will find no case which brought me so completdly to the limit of my powers. Even my imagination could conceive no
solution to the mystery. And then there came the incident of the dog.

It was my old housekeeper who heard of it first by that strange wireless by which such people collect the news of the
countryside.

"Sad story this, Sir, about Mr. McPherson's dog,” said she one evening.
| do not encourage such conversations, but the words arrested my attention.

"What of Mr. McPherson's dog?'
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"Deed, Sr. Died of grief for its master.”
"Who told you this?'

"Why, gr, everyoneistalking of it. It took on terrible, and has eaten nothing for aweek. Then to-day two of the young
gentlemen from The Gables found it dead -- down on the beach, sir, at the very place where its master met hisend.”

"At the very place."” Thewords stood out clear in my mem- ory. Some dim perception that the matter wasvita rosein my
mind. That the dog should die was after the beautiful, faithful nature of dogs. But "in the very place"! Why should thislonely
beach befatd to it? Wasit possible that it also had been sacrificed to some revengeful feud? Wasit possible--? Yes, the
perception was dim, but already something was building up in my mind. In afew minutes | was on my way to The Gables,
where| found Stackhurst in his study. At my request he sent for Sudbury and Blount, the two students who had found the dog.

"Yes, it lay on the very edge of the pool,” said one of them. "It must have followed thetrail of its dead master.”

| saw thefaithful little creature, an Airedaeterrier, laid out upon the mat in the hal. The body was stiff and rigid, the eyes
projecting, and the limbs contorted. Therewas agony in every line of it.

From The Gables | walked down to the bathing-pool. The sun had sunk and the shadow of the greeat cliff lay black acrossthe
water, which glimmered dully like a sheet of lead. The place was deserted and there was no sign of life save for two sea-birds
circling and screaming overhead. Inthefading light | could dimly make out the little dog's spoor upon the sand round the very
rock on which his master's towel had been laid. For along time| stood in deep meditation while the shadows grew darker
around me. My mind wasfilled with racing thoughts. Y ou have known what it wasto be in anightmare in which you fed that
there is some dl-important thing for which you search and which you know isthere, though it remainsforever just beyond your
reach. That was how | felt that evening as| stood alone by that place of death. Then at last | turned and walked dowly
homeward.

| had just reached the top of the path when it cameto me. Like aflash, | remembered the thing for which | had so eagerly and
vainly grasped. Y ou will know, or Watson haswritten in vain, that | hold avast store of out-of-the-way knowledge with- out
scientific system, but very available for the needs of my work. My mind islike a crowded box-room with packets of al sorts
stowed away therein -- so many that | may well have but a vague perception of what wasthere. | had known that there was
something which might bear upon this matter. It was till vague, but at least | knew how | could makeit clear. It was
mongtrous, incredible, and yet it was dways apossibility. | would test it to thefull.

Thereisagrest garret in my little house which is stuffed with books. It wasinto thisthat | plunged and rummaged for an hour.
At theend of that time | emerged with alittle chocolate and silver volume. Eagerly | turned up the chapter of which | had adim
remembrance. Yes, it wasindeed afar-fetched and unlikely proposition, and yet | could not be at rest until | had made sureiif it
might, indeed, be so. It was late when | retired, with my mind eagerly awaiting the work of the morrow.

But that work met with an annoying interruption. | had hardly swallowed my early cup of teaand was starting for the beach
when_ | had acdl from Inspector Bardle of the Sussex Con- stabulary -- a steady, solid, bovine man with thoughtful eyes,
which looked a me now with avery troubled expression.

"I know your immense experience, Sir," said he. "Thisis quite unofficia, of course, and need go no farther. But | am fairly up
agang it inthisMcPherson case. The question is, shdl | make an arrest, or shdl | not?"

"Meaning Mr. lan Murdoch?'

"Yes, gr. Thereisrealy no one e se when you cometo think of it. That's the advantage of this solitude. We narrow it down to
avery smal compass. If hedid not do it, then who did?"

"What have you againgt him?"

He had gleaned along the same furrows as | had. There was Murdoch's character and the mystery which seemed to hang
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round the man. His furious bursts of temper, as shown in theincident of the dog. Thefact that he had quarrelled with McPher-
son in the past, and that there was some reason to think that he might have resented his attentions to Miss Bellamy. He had dll
my points, but no fresh ones, save that Murdoch seemed to be making every preparation for departure.

"What would my position beif | let him dip away with al this evidence againgt him?' The burly, phlegmeatic man was sorely
troubled in hismind.

"Condder," | said, "all the essentia gapsin your case. On the morning of the crime he can surely prove an dibi. He had been
with hisscholarstill the last moment, and within afew minutes of M cPherson's appearance he came upon usfrom behind. Then
bear in mind the absolute impossibility that he could single-handed have inflicted this outrage upon aman quite as strong as
himsdf. Findly, thereisthis question of theinstru- ment with which theseinjurieswereinflicted.”

"What could it be but ascourge or flexible whip of some sort?!

"Have you examined the marks?" | asked.

"l have seen them. So has the doctor."

"But | have examined them very carefully with alens. They have peculiarities.”

"What arethey, Mr. Holmes?'

| stepped to my bureau and brought out an enlarged photo- graph. "Thisis my method in such cases,” | explained.
"Y ou certainly do thingsthoroughly, Mr. Holmes."

"I should hardly bewhat | amiif | did not. Now let us consider thiswed which extends round the right shoulder. Do you
observe nothing remarkable?’

"l can't say | do."

"Surely it isevident that it isunequal initsintendity. Thereisadot of extravasated blood here, and another there. There are
gmilar indicationsin this other weal down here. What can that mean?”

"l have no idea. Have you?'

"Perhaps| have. Perhaps| haven't. | may be able to say more soon. Anything which will define what made that mark will bring
usalong way towardsthe crimina.”

"Itis, of course, an absurd idea,”" said the policeman, "but if ared-hot net of wire had been laid across the back, then these
better marked points would represent where the meshes crossed each other.”

"A mogt ingenious comparison. Or shall we say avery giff cat-0-nine-tailswith smal hard knots upon it?!
"By Jove, Mr. Holmes, | think you have hit it."

"Or there may be some very different cause, Mr. Bardle. But your caseisfar too weak for an arrest. Besides, we have those
last words -- the'Lion'sMane." "

"] have wondered whether lan --"

"Yes, | have considered that. If the second word had borne any resemblance to Murdoch -- but it did not. He gaveit dmost in
adhriek. | am surethat it was'Mane.""

"Have you no dternative, Mr. Holmes?"
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"Perhaps | have. But | do not careto discussit until thereis something more solid to discuss.”
"And when will that be?'

"Inan hour -- possibly less."

Theinspector rubbed his chin and looked at me with dubious eyes.

"I wish | could see what wasin your mind, Mr. Holmes. Perhapsit's those fishing-boats."
"No, no, they weretoo far out.”

"W, then, isit Bellamy and that big son of his? They were not too sweet upon Mr. McPherson. Could they have done him a
michief?'

"No, no, you won't draw me until | am ready," said | with asmile. "Now, Inspector, we each have our own work to do.
Perhapsif you were to meet me here at midday --"

So far we had got when there came the tremendous interrup- tion which was the beginning of the end.

My outer door was flung open, there were blundering foot- steps in the passage, and lan Murdoch staggered into the room,
palid, dishevdled, hisclothesin wild disorder, clawing with hisbony hands at the furniture to hold himsdlf erect. "Brandy!
Brandy!" he gasped, and fdll groaning upon the sofa.

Hewas not alone. Behind him came Stackhurst, hatless and panting, dmost as distrait as his companion.

"Yes, yes, brandy!" hecried. "Themanisat hislast gasp. It wasdl | could do to bring him here. He fainted twice upon the
way."

Haf atumbler of the raw spirit brought about awondrous change. He pushed himself up on one arm and swung his coat from
his shoulders. "For God's sake ail, opium, morphia™ he cried. "Anything to ease thisinfernad agony!”

Theingpector and | cried out at the sight. There, crisscrossed upon the man's naked shoulder, was the same strange reticul ated
pattern of red, inflamed lines which had been the desth-mark of Fitzroy McPherson.

The pain was evidently terrible and was more than locdl, for the sufferer's breathing would stop for atime, hisface would turn
black, and then with loud gasps he would clap his hand to his heart, while his brow dropped beads of swesat. At any moment
he might die. More and more brandy was poured down his throat, each fresh dose bringing him back to life. Pads of
cotton-wool soaked in salad-oil seemed to take the agony from the strange wounds. At last his head fell heavily upon the
cushion. Ex- hausted Nature had taken refugein its last Sorehouse of vitality. It was haf adeep and hdf afaint, but a least it
was ease from pain.

To question him had been impossible, but the moment we were assured of his condition Stackhurst turned upon me.
"My God!" he cried, "what isit, Holmes? What isit?'
"Wheredid you find him?"

"Down on the beach. Exactly where poor McPherson met hisend. If this man's heart had been weak as McPherson'swas, he
would not be here now. More than once | thought he was gone as | brought him up. It wastoo far to The Gables, so | made
foryou."

"Did you see him on the beach?"

"l was walking on the cliff when | heard his cry. He was at the edge of the water, reding about like adrunken man. | ran down,
threw some clothes about him, and brought him up. For heaven's sake, Holmes, use al the powers you have and spare no
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painsto lift the curse from this place, for lifeis becoming unendurable. Can you, with al your world-wide reputation, do nothing
for us?'

"l think I can, Stackhurst. Come with me now! And you, Inspector, come dong! Wewill seeif we cannot deliver this murderer
into your hands.”

L eaving the unconscious man in the charge of my house- keeper, we dl three went down to the deadly lagoon. On the shingle
there was piled alittle hegp of towels and clothes | eft by the stricken man. Slowly | walked round the edge of the water, my
comradesin Indian file behind me. Most of the pool was quite shalow, but under the cliff where the beach was hollowed out it
was four or five feet deep. It wasto this part that a svimmer would naturaly go, for it formed abeautiful pellucid green pool as
clear ascrygtd. A line of rockslay aboveit at the base of the cliff, and dong this| led the way, peering eagerly into the depths
beneath me. | had reached the deegpest and stillest pool when my eyes caught that for which they were searching, and | burst
into ashout of triumph.

"Cyaneal" | cried. "Cyaneal Behold the Lion'sMane!™

The strange object at which | pointed did indeed |ook like atangled masstorn from the mane of alion. It lay upon arocky shelf
some three feet under the water, a curiouswaving, vibrat- ing, hairy creature with streaks of silver among itsyellow tresses. It
pulsated with adow, heavy dilation and contraction.

"It has done mischief enough. Itsday isover!” | cried. "Help me, Stackhurst! L et us end the murderer forever.”

There was abig boulder just above the ledge, and we pushed it until it fell with atremendous splash into the water. When the
ripples had cleared we saw that it had settled upon the ledge below. One flapping edge of yellow membrane showed that our
victim was benegath it. A thick oily scum oozed out from below the sone and stained the water round, rising dowly to the
surface.

"Wdll, thisgetsme!" cried the ingpector. "What wasit, Mr. Holmes? I'm born and bred in these parts, but | never saw such a
thing. It don't belong to Sussex.”

"Just aswell for Sussex,” | remarked. "It may have been the southwest gale that brought it up. Come back to my house, both
of you, and | will give you the terrible experience of one who has good reason to remember his own meeting with the same
peril of the sees.”

When we reached my study we found that Murdoch was so far recovered that he could sit up. He was dazed in mind, and
every now and then was shaken by a paroxysm of pain. In broken words he explained that he had no notion what had
occurred to him, save that terrific pangs had suddenly shot through him, and that it had taken al hisfortitude to reach the bank.

"Hereisabook," | said, taking up thelittle volume, "which first brought light into what might have been forever dark. It is Out
of Doors, by the famous observer, J. G. Wood. Wood himself very nearly perished from contact with thisvile creature, so he
wrote with avery full knowledge. Cyanea capillatais the miscreant's full name, and he can be as dangerousto life as, and far
more painful than, the bite of the cobra. Let me briefly give this extract.

"If the bather should see aloose roundish mass of tawny

membranes and fibres, something like very large handfuls

of lion'smane and slver paper, let him beware, for thisis

the fearful stinger, Cyanea capillata. Could our sinister acquaintance be more clearly described?

"He goesontotdl of hisown encounter with one when swimming off the coast of Kent. He found that the creature radiated
amogt invishlefilamentsto the distance of fifty feet, and that anyone within that circumference from the deadly centrewasin
danger of death. Even at a distance the effect upon Wood was dmost fatal.
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"The multitudinous threads caused light scarlet lines upon

the skin which on closer examination resolved into minute

dots or pustules, each dot charged as it were with ared-hot

needle making itsway through the nerves.

"Thelocal pain was, as he explains, the least part of the exquisite torment.
"Pangs shot through the chest, causing meto fal asif

struck by abullet. The pulsation would cease, and then the

heart would give Six or saven legps asif it would forceits

way through the chest.

"It nearly killed him, athough he had only been exposed to it in the disturbed ocean and not in the narrow calm waters of a
bathing-pool. He says that he could hardly recognize himsdlf afterwards, so white, wrinkled and shrivelled was hisface. He
gulped down brandy, awhole bottleful, and it ssemsto have saved hislife. Thereisthe book, Inspector. | leave it with you,
and you cannot doubt that it contains afull explanation of the tragedy of poor McPherson.”

"And incidentally exonerates me," remarked lan Murdoch with awry smile. "1 do not blame you, Inspector, nor you, Mr.
Holmes, for your suspicionswere naturd. | fed that on the very eve of my arrest | have only cleared mysdlf by sharing the fate
of my poor friend.”

"No, Mr. Murdoch. | was dready upon the track, and had | been out asearly as| intended | might well have saved you from
thisterrific experience.”

"But how did you know, Mr. Holmes?'

"l am an omnivorous reader with astrangely retentive mem- ory for trifles. That phrase ‘the Lion's Mane' haunted my mind. |
knew that | had seen it somewhere in an unexpected context. Y ou have seen that it does describe the creature. | have no doubt
that it wasfloating on the water when McPherson saw it, and that this phrase was the only one by which he could convey to us
awarning asto the creature which had been his death.”

"Then |, at least, am cleared,” said Murdoch, rising dowly to hisfeet. "There are one or two words of explanation which |
should give, for | know the direction in which your inquiries have run. It istruethat | loved thislady, but from the day when she
chose my friend M cPherson my one desire was to help her to happiness. | was well content to stand aside and act as their
go-between. Often | carried their messages, and it was because | wasin their confidence and because she was so dear to me
that | hastened to tell her of my friend's degth, lest someone should forestall me in amore sudden and heartless manner. She
would not tell you, sir, of our relationslest you should disgpprove and | might suffer. But with your leave | must try to get back
to The Gables, for my bed will be very welcome.”

Stackhurst held out hishand. "Our nerves have dl been at concert-pitch,” said he. "Forgive what is past, Murdoch. We shall
understand each other better in the future.” They passed out together with their amslinked in friendly fashion. The ingpector
remained, garing a mein slencewith hisox-like eyes.

"Wadl, youve doneit!" hecried at last. "I had read of you, but | never believed it. It'swonderful!"
| was forced to shake my head. To accept such praise was to lower one's own standards.

"l was dow at the outset -- culpably dow. Had the body been found in the water | could hardly have missed it. It wasthe
towel which mided me. The poor fellow had never thought to dry himsdlf, and so | inturn wasled to believe that he had never
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been in the water. Why, then, should the attack of any water creature suggest itself to me? That was where | went astray. Well,
wdll, Inspector, | often ventured to chaff you gentlemen of the police force, but Cyanea capillata very nearly avenged Scot-
land Yard."

The Adventure of the Retired Colour man

Sherlock Holmes was in ame ancholy and philosophic mood that morning. His dert practical nature was subject to such
reactions.

"Did you see him?' he asked.

"Y ou mean the old fellow who hasjust gone out?!
"Precisdy.”

"Yes, | met him at the door.”

"What did you think of him?"

"A pathetic, futile, broken creature.”

"Exactly, Watson. Pathetic and futile. But isnot al life pathetic and futile? Is not his story a microcosm of the whole? We reach.
We grasp. And what isleft in our hands at the end? A shadow. Or worse than ashadow -- misery.”

"Ishe one of your clients?'

"Well, | suppose| may call him so. He has been sent on by the Y ard. Just as medical men occasionally send their incurablesto
aquack. They argue that they can do nothing more, and that whatever happens the patient can be no worse than heis.”

"What isthe matter?"

Holmestook arather soiled card from the table. "Josiah Amberley. He says he was junior partner of Brickfal and Amberley,
who are manufacturers of artistic materiads. Y ou will seetheir names upon paint-boxes. He made hislittle pile, retired from
business at the age of sixty-one, bought a house at L ewisham. and settled down to rest after alife of ceaseless grind. One
would think hisfuture wastolerably assured.”

"Yes, indeed."
Holmes glanced over some notes which he had scribbled upon the back of an envelope.

"Retired in 1896, Watson. Early in 1897 he married awoman twenty years younger than himself -- a good-looking woman,
too. if the photograph does not flatter. A competence, awife, leisure -- it seemed a straight road which lay before him. And yet
within two yearsheis, as you have seen, as broken and miserable a creature as crawls beneath the sun.”

"But what has happened?’

"Theold story, Watson. A treacherous friend and afickle wife. It would appear that Amberley has one hobby inlife, and it is
chess. Not far from him at Lewisham there lives ayoung doctor who isaso achess-player. | have noted hisname as Dr. Ray
Ernest. Ernest was frequently in the house, and an intimacy between him and Mrs. Amberley was anatural sequence, for you
must admit that our unfortunate client has few outward graces, whatever hisinner virtues may be. The couple went off together
last week -- destination untraced. What is more, the faithless spouse carried off the old man's deed-box as her persond lug-
gage with agood part of hislife's savings within. Can wefind the lady? Can we save the money? A commonplace problem so
far asit has developed, and yet avital onefor Josah Amberley.”

"What will you do about it?"
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"Well, theimmediate question, my dear Watson, happensto be, What will you do? -- if you will be good enough to under-
study me. Y ou know that | am preoccupied with this case of the two Coptic Patriarchs, which should come to a head to-day. |
really have not timeto go out to Lewisham, and yet evidence taken on the spot has aspecia vaue. The old fellow was quite
ingstent that | should go, but | explained my difficulty. Heis prepared to meet arepresentative.”

"By dl means" | answered. "l confess| don't seethat | can be of much service, but | am willing to do my best." And so it was
that on asummer afternoon | set forth to Lewisham, little dreaming that within aweek the affair in which | was engaging would
be the eager debate of &l England.

It was late that evening before | returned to Baker Street and gave an account of my mission. Holmeslay with his gaunt figure
gretched in his deep chair, his pipe curling forth dow wreaths of acrid tobacco, while his eyelids drooped over hiseyes so
lazily that he might almost have been adeep wereit not that at any hat or questionable passage of my narrative they half lifted,
and two gray eyes, as bright and keen asrapiers, transfixed me with their searching glance.

"The Haven isthe name of Mr. Josah Amberley'shouse,”" | explained. "1 think it would interest you, Holmes. It islike some
penurious patrician who has sunk into the company of hisinferi- ors. Y ou know that particular quarter, the monotonous brick
dreets, the weary suburban highways. Right in the middle of them, alittleidand of ancient culture and comfort, liesthisold
home, surrounded by a high sun-baked wall mottled with lichens and topped with moss, the sort of wall --"

"Cut out the poetry, Watson," said Holmes severdly. "I notethat it wasahigh brick wall."

"Exactly. | should not have known which was The Haven had | not asked alounger who was smoking in the street. | have a
reason for mentioning him. Hewas atall, dark, heavily moustached, rather military-looking man. He nodded in answer to my
inquiry and gave me acurioudy questioning glance, which came back to my memory alittlelater.

"l hed hardly entered the gateway before | saw Mr. Amberley coming down the drive. | only had aglimpse of him thismorning,
and he certainly gave metheimpression of astrange creature, but when | saw himinfull light his appearance was even more
abnormal.”

"I have, of course, studied it, and yet | should be interested to have your impression,” said Holmes.

"He seemed to me like aman who was literally bowed down by care. His back was curved as though he carried aheavy
burden. Y et he was not the weakling that | had at first imagined, for his shoulders and chest have the framework of agiant,
though hisfigure tapers away into apair of spindled legs.”

"L eft shoe wrinkled, right one smooth.”
"l did not observe that.”
"No, you wouldn't. | spotted hisartificia limb. But proceed.”

"I was struck by the snaky locks of grizzled hair which curled from under his old straw hat, and hisface with itsfierce, eager
expression and the deeply lined features.”

"Very good, Watson. What did he say?"

"He began pouring out the story of his grievances. We walked down the drive together, and of course | took agood ook
round. | have never seen aworse-kept place. The garden was al run- ning to seed, giving me an impression of wild neglect in
which the plants had been alowed to find the way of Nature rather than of art. How any decent woman could have tolerated
such agtate of things, | don't know. The house, too, was datternly to the last degree, but the poor man seemed himself to be
aware of it and to betrying to remedy it, for agreat pot of green paint stood in the centre of the hall, and he was carrying a
thick brush in hisleft hand. He had been working on the woodwork.

"Hetook meinto hisdingy sanctum, and we had along chat. Of course, he was disappointed that you had not come yoursdif.
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'I hardly expected,’ he said, ‘that so humble an individual as mysdf, especidly after my heavy financid loss, could obtain the
complete attention of so famous aman as Mr. Sherlock Holmes!'

"| assured him that the financial question did not arise. 'No of course, it isart for art's sake with him," said he, 'but even on the
artistic sde of crime he might have found something here to study. And human nature, Dr. Watson -- the black ingratitude of it
al! When did | ever refuse one of her requests? Was ever awoman so pampered? And that young man -- he might have been
my own son. He had the run of my house. And yet see how they have treated me! Oh, Dr. Watson, it is a dreadful, dreadful
world!'

"That was the burden of his song for an hour or more. He had, it seems, no suspicion of anintrigue. They lived done savefor a
woman who comesin by the day and leaves every evening a Six. On that particular evening old Amberley, wishing to give his
wife atrest, had taken two upper circle seats at the Haymarket Thestre. At the last moment she had complained of a headache
and had refused to go. He had gone aone. There seemed to be no doubt about the fact, for he produced the unused ticket
which he had taken for hiswife."

"That isremarkable -- most remarkable,” said Holmes, whose interest in the case seemed to berising. "Pray continue, Watson.
| find your narrative most arresting. Did you personaly examine thisticket? Y ou did not, perchance, take the number?!

"It so happensthat | did,” | answered with some pride. "It chanced to be my old school number, thirty-one, and soisstuck in
my head."

"Excdllent, Watson! His segt, then, was either thirty or thirty-two."
"Quiteso,” | answered with some mystification. "And on B row."
"That ismogt satisfactory. What ese did hetell you?"

"He showed me his strong-room, ashe called it. It redly isa strong-room -- like abank -- with iron door and shutter --
burglar- proof, as he claimed. However, the woman seemsto have had aduplicate key, and between them they had carried off
some seven thousand pounds worth of cash and securities.”

"Securitiesl How could they dispose of those?"

"He said that he had given the police alist and that he hoped they would be unsaleable. He had got back from the theatre about
midnight and found the place plundered, the door and window open, and the fugitives gone. There was no letter or message,
nor has he heard aword since. He at once gave the larm to the police.”

Holmes brooded for some minutes.

"Y ou say he was painting. What was he painting?'

"Wdll, he was painting the passage. But he had dready painted the door and woodwork of thisroom | spoke of."
"Doesit not strike you as a strange occupation in the circumstances?

" 'One mugt do something to ease an aching heart.' That was his own explanation. It was eccentric, no doubt, but heis clearly
an eccentric man. He tore up one of hiswife's photographsin my presence -- tore it up furioudly in atempest of passion. 'l
never wish to see her damned face again,’ he shrieked.”

"Anything more, Watson?"'

"Y es, one thing which struck me more than anything ese. | had driven to the Blackhesth Station and had caught my train there
when, just asit was sarting, | saw aman dart into the carriage next to my own. Y ou know that | have aquick eye for faces,
Holmes. It was undoubtedly the tall, dark man whom | had addressed in the street. | saw him once more at London Bridge,
andthen | logt himin the crowd. But | am convinced that he was following me.”
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"No doubt! No doubt!" said Holmes. "A tdl, dark, heavily moustached man, you say, with gray-tinted sun-glasses?"
"Holmes, you are awizard. | did not say o, but he had gray-tinted sun-glasses.”

"And aMasonic tie-pin?’

"Holmes"

"Quite smple, my dear Watson. But let us get down to what is practical. | must admit to you that the case, which seemed to
me to be so absurdly smple asto be hardly worth my notice, israpidly assuming avery different aspect. It istruethat thoughin
your mission you have missed everything of importance, yet even those things which have obtruded themsalves upon your
notice give rise to serious thought.”

"What have | missed?"

"Don't be hurt, my dear fellow. Y ou know that | am quiteimpersona. No one else would have done better. Some possibly not
sowdll. But clearly you have missed some vitd points. What is the opinion of the neighbours about this man Amberley and his
wife? That surdly is of importance. What of Dr. Ernest? Was he the gay L othario one would expect? With your natural advan-
tages, Watson, every lady isyour hel per and accomplice. What about the girl at the post-office, or the wife of the greengrocer?
| can picture you whispering soft nothings with the young lady at the Blue Anchor, and receiving hard somethingsin exchange.
All thisyou have left undone.

"It can «ill be done.”

"It has been done. Thanksto the telephone and the help of the Yard, | can usudly get my essentials without leaving this room.
Asamatter of fact, my information confirms the man's sory. He hasthe local repute of being amiser aswel asaharsh and
exacting hushand. That he had alarge sum of money in that strong-room of hisis certain. So asoisit that young Dr. Ernest, an
unmarried man, played chesswith Amberley, and probably played the fool with hiswife. All thisseemsplain salling, and one
would think that there was no moreto be said -- and yet! -- and yet!"

"Where liesthe difficulty?'

"In my imagination, perhaps. Well, leave it there, Watson. L et us escape from this weary workaday world by the side door of
music. Carinasingsto-night at the Albert Hall, and we till have time to dress, dine, and enjoy.”

In the morning | was up betimes, but some toast crumbs and two empty eggshellstold me that my companion was earlier ill. |
found a scribbled note upon the table.

DEAR WATSON
There are one or two points of contact which | should
wi sh to establish with M. Josiah Anberley. Wen | have
done so we can disniss the case -- or not. | would only ask
you to be on hand about three o'clock, as | conceive it
possible that | may want you.
S. H

| saw nothing of Holmes all day, but at the hour named he returned, grave, preoccupied, and aloof. At such timesit waswiser
to leave him to himsdif.

"Has Amberley been hereyet?'
"No."
"Ah! | am expecting him."

Hewas not disgppointed, for presently the old fellow arrived with avery worried and puzzled expression upon his austere face.
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"I've had atelegram, Mr. Holmes. | can make nothing of it." He handed it over, and Holmesread it aoud.
"Come at once without fail. Can give you information as

to your recent loss.

"ELMAN.

"TheVicarage.

"Digpatched at 2:10 from Little Purlington,” said Holmes. "Little Purlington isin Essex, | believe, not far from Frinton. Well, of
courseyou will start at once. Thisis evidently from aresponsible person, the vicar of the place. Whereis my Crockford? Yes,
here we have him: 'J. C. Elman, M. A., Living of Moosmoor cum L.ittle Purlington.’ Look up the trains, Watson."

"Thereisoneat 5:20 from Liverpool Street.”
"Excdllent. Y ou had best go with him, Watson. He may need help or advice. Clearly we have cometo acrissin thisaffair.”
But our client seemed by no means eager to Start.

"It's perfectly absurd, Mr. Holmes," he said. "What can this man possibly know of what has occurred? It iswaste of time and

"Hewould not have telegraphed to you if he did not know something. Wire at once that you are coming.”
"l don't think | shal go."
Holmes assumed his sternest aspect.

"It would make the worst possible impression both on the police and upon mysdlf, Mr. Amberley, if when so obviousaclue
arose you should refuseto follow it up. We should fed that you were not redlly in earnest in thisinvestigation.”

Our client seemed horrified at the suggestion.

"Why, of course| shdl goif youlook at itinthat way," said he. "On theface of it, it seems absurd to suppose that this parson
knows anything, but if you think --"

"I do think," said Holmes with emphasis, and so we were launched upon our journey. Holmes took me aside before we | eft the
room and gave me one word of counsdl, which showed that he considered the matter to be of importance. "Whatever you do,
seethat heredly doesgo," said he. "Should he break away or return, get to the nearest telephone exchange and send the single
word 'Bolted.’ | will arrange herethat it shal reach me wherever | am.”

Little Purlington is not an easy placeto reach, for it ison abranch line. My remembrance of the journey is not a pleasant one,
for the weather was hot, the train dow, and my companion sullen and silent, hardly talking at al save to make an occasiona
sardonic remark asto the futility of our proceedings. When we at |ast reached thelittle station it was atwo-mile drive before
we cameto the Vicarage, where abig, solemn, rather pompous clergyman received usin his study. Our telegram lay before
him.

"Wdl, gentlemen,” he asked, "what can | do for you?"'
"Wecame" | explained, "in answer to your wire."
"My wirel | sent nowire"

"I mean the wire which you sent to Mr. Josiah Amberley about hiswife and his money.”
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"If thisisajoke, gr, itisavery questionable one," said the vicar angrily. "I have never heard of the gentleman you name, and |
have not sent awireto anyone."

Our client and | looked at each other in amazement.

"Perhapsthereis some mistake," said |; "are there perhaps two vicarages? Here isthe wireitself, sgned Elman and dated from
theVicarage."

"Thereisonly onevicarage, Sr, and only one vicar, and thiswireis ascandalous forgery, the origin of which shall certainly be
investigated by the police. Meanwhile, | can see no possible object in prolonging thisinterview."

So Mr. Amberley and | found ourselves on the roadside in what seemed to me to be the most primitive villagein England. We
made for the telegraph office, but it was already closed. There was atelephone, however, at thelittle Railway Arms, and by it |
got into touch with Holmes, who shared in our amazement at the result of our journey.

"Mogt singular!" said the distant voice. "Most remarkable! | much fear, my dear Watson, that thereisno return train to-night. |
have unwittingly condemned you to the horrors of acountry inn. However, thereis aways Nature, Watson -- Nature and
Josiah Amberley -- you can be in close commune with both.” | heard his dry chuckle as he turned away.

It was soon apparent to me that my companion's reputation as a miser was not undeserved. He had grumbled at the expense of
thejourney, had indsted upon travelling third-class, and was now clamorousin his objectionsto the hotel bill. Next morning,
when wedid &t last arrive in London, it was hard to say which of uswas in the worse humour.

"Y ou had best take Baker Street aswe pass,” said I. "Mr. Holmes may have some fresh ingtructions.”

"If they are not worth more than the last onesthey are not of much use," said Amberley with amaevolent scowl. Nonethe less,
he kept me company. | had aready warned Holmes by telegram of the hour of our arrival, but we found amessage waiting that
he was a Lewisham and would expect usthere. That was a surprise, but an even greater one wasto find that he was not alone
in the sitting-room of our client. A stern-looking, impassive man sat beside him, adark man with gray-tinted glassesand alarge
Masonic pin projecting from histie.

"Thisismy friend Mr. Barker," said Holmes. "He has been interesting himself dso in your business, Mr. Josiah Amberley,
though we have been working independently. But we both have the same question to ask you!™

Mr. Amberley sat down heavily. He sensed impending dan- ger. | read it in his straining eyes and histwitching features.
"What isthe question, Mr. Holmes?"
"Only this What did you do with the bodies?'

The man sprang to hisfeet with a hoarse scream. He clawed into the air with his bony hands. His mouth was open, and for the
instant he looked like some horrible bird of prey. In aflash we got aglimpse of the redl Josiah Amberley, amisshapen demon
with asoul asdistorted as hisbody. As he fell back into hischair he clapped his hand to hislips asif to stifle acough. Holmes
gorang at histhroat like atiger and twisted his face towards the ground. A white pellet fell from between hisgasping lips.

"No short cuts, Josiah Amberley. Things must be done de- cently and in order. What about it, Barker?"
"l have acab at the door," said our taciturn companion.

"It isonly afew hundred yardsto the station. We will go together. Y ou can stay here, Watson. | shal be back within half an
hour.”

The old colourman had the strength of alion in that great trunk of his, but he was helplessin the hands of the two experienced
man-handlers. Wriggling and twisting he was dragged to the waiting cab, and | was|eft to my solitary vigil in the ill-omened
house. In less time than he had named, however, Holmes was back, in company with asmart young police ingpector.
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"I've left Barker to look after the formalities,” said Holmes. ™Y ou had not met Barker, Watson. Heis my hated rival upon the
Surrey shore. When you said atal dark man it was not difficult for me to complete the picture. He has several good casesto
his credit, has he not, Inspector?’

"He has certainly interfered severa times," the ingpector answered with reserve.

"His methods are irregular, no doubt, like my own. Theirregulars are useful sometimes, you know. Y ou, for example, with your
compulsory warning about whatever he said being used againgt him, could never have bluffed thisrascal into what isvirtudly a
confesson.”

"Perhaps not. But we get there dl the same, Mr. Holmes. Don't imagine that we had not formed our own views of this case,
and that we would not have laid our hands on our man. Y ou will excuse usfor fedling sore when you jump in with methods
which we cannot use, and so rob us of the credit.”

"There shall be no such robbery, MacKinnon. | assure you that | efface mysalf from now onward, and asto Barker, he has
done nothing save what | told him."

Theinspector seemed considerably relieved.

"That isvery handsome of you, Mr. Holmes. Praise or blame can matter little to you, but it is very different to uswhen the
newspapers begin to ask questions.”

"Quite s0. But they are pretty sureto ask questions anyhow, so it would be aswell to have answers. What will you say, for
example, when the intelligent and enterprising reporter asks you what the exact points were which aroused your suspicion, and
finally gave you acertain conviction asto the red facts?'

Theingpector looked puzzled.

"We don't seem to have got any red facts yet, Mr. Holmes. Y ou say that the prisoner, in the presence of three witnesses,
practicaly confessed by trying to commit suicide, that he had murdered hiswife and her lover. What other facts have you?'

"Have you arranged for asearch?’
"There are three congtables on their way."

"Then you will soon get the clearest fact of dl. The bodies cannot befar away. Try the cellars and the garden. It should not
take long to dig up the likely places. Thishouseis older than the water-pipes. There must be a disused well somewhere. Try
your luck there."

"But how did you know of it, and how was it done?"

"I'll show you first how it was done, and then | will give the explanation which is due to you, and even moreto my long-
auffering friend here, who has been invauable throughout. But, firgt, | would give you an indght into thisman's mentdity. Itisa
very unusua one-- so much sothat | think his destination is more likely to be Broadmoor than the scaffold. He has, to ahigh
degree, the sort of mind which one associates with the mediaeval Italian nature rather than with the modern Briton. Hewas a
miserable miser who made hiswife so wretched by his niggardly ways that she was aready prey for any adventurer. Such a
one came upon the scene in the person of this chess-playing doctor. Amberley excelled at chess -- one mark, Watson, of a
scheming mind. Likeal misers, hewas ajedous man, and his jeal ousy became afrantic mania. Rightly or wrongly, he
suspected an intrigue. He determined to have hisrevenge, and he planned it with diabolical cleverness. Come herel”

Holmesled us along the passage with as much certainty asif he had lived in the house and hated at the open door of the
strong-room.

"Pooh! What an awful smdll of paint!" cried the ingpector.

111



"That was our first clue," said Holmes. "Y ou can thank Dr. Watson's observation for that, though he failed to draw the
inference. It sat my foot upon thetrail. Why should this man at such atime befilling his house with strong odours? Obvioudly,
to cover some other smell which he wisfhed to conced -- some guilty smell which would suggest suspicions. Then camethe
ideaof aroom such asyou see here with iron door and shutter -- ahermetically sealed room. Put those two facts together, and
whither do they lead? 1 could only determine that by examining the house mysdif. | was dready certain that the case was
serious, for | had examined the box-office chart at the Haymarket Theatre -- another of Dr. Watson's bull's-eyes -- and
ascertained that nei- ther B thirty nor thirty-two of the upper circle had been occupied that night. Therefore, Amberley had not
been to the theatre, and hisdibi fell to the ground. He made a bad dip when he dlowed my astute friend to notice the number
of the seat taken for hiswife. The question now arose how | might be able to examine the house. | sent an agent to the most
impossiblevillage | could think of, and summoned my manto it a such an hour that he could not possibly get back. To prevent
any miscarriage, Dr. Watson accompanied him. The good vicar's name | took, of course, out of my Crockford. Do | make it
al dear toyou?'

"Itismasterly," said the ingpector in an awed voice.

"There being no fear of interruption | proceeded to burgle the house. Burglary has dways been an dternative profession had |
cared to adopt it, and | have little doubt that | should have come to the front. Observe what | found. Y ou see the gas-pipe
aong the skirting here. Very good. It risesin the angle of thewall, and thereis atap here in the corner. The pipe runs out into
the strong-room, as you can see, and endsin that plaster rose in the centre of the celling, whereit is concealed by the
ornamentation. That end iswide open. At any moment by turning the outside tap the room could be flooded with gas. With
door and shutter closed and the tap full on | would not give two minutes of conscious sensation to anyone shut up in that little
chamber. By what devilish device he decoyed them there | do not know, but once inside the door they were at hismercy.”

The ingpector examined the pipe with interest. "One of our officers mentioned the smell of gas," said he, "but of coursethe
window and door were open then, and the paint -- or some of it -- was aready about. He had begun the work of painting the
day before, according to his story. But what next, Mr. Holmes?

"Widll, then came an incident which was rather unexpected to mysdf. | was dipping through the pantry window in the early
dawn when | felt ahand inside my collar, and avoice said: 'Now, you rascd, what are you doing in there? When | could twist
my head round | looked into the tinted spectacles of my friend and rival, Mr. Barker. It was a curious foregathering and set us
both smiling. It seemsthat he had been engaged by Dr. Ray Ernest's family to make some investigations and had cometo the
same conclusion asto foul play. He had watched the house for some days and had spotted Dr. Watson as one of the obvi-
oudy suspicious characters who had called there. He could hardly arrest Watson, but when he saw aman actualy climbing out
of the pantry window there came alimit to hisrestraint. Of course, | told him how matters stood and we continued the case
together.”

"Why him?Why not us?'
"Becauseit wasin my mind to put that little test which answered so admirably. | fear you would not have gone so far.”
Theinspector smiled.

"Well, maybe not. | understand that | have your word, Mr. Holmes, that you step right out of the case now and that you turn all
your resultsover to us."

"Certainly, that isadways my custom.”

"Wéll, in the name of theforce | thank you. It seemsaclear case, asyou put it, and there can't be much difficulty over the
bodies"

"I'll show you agrim little bit of evidence," said Holmes, "and | am sure Amberley himsalf never observed it. Y ou'll get results,
Inspector, by aways putting yoursdlf in the other fel- low's place, and thinking what you would do yoursdlf. It takes some
imagination, but it pays. Now, we will suppose that you were shut up in thislittle room, had not two minutesto live, but wanted
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to get even with the fiend who was probably mocking at you from the other side of the door. What would you do?"
"Writeamessage.”

"Exactly. You would liketo tell people how you died. No use writing on paper. That would be seen. If you wrote on the wall
someone might rest upon it. Now, look here! Just above the skirting is scribbled with apurple inddible pencil: 'Wewe --'
That'sdl."

"What do you make of that?"

"Well, it'sonly afoot above the ground. The poor devil was on the floor dying when he wroteit. Helost his senses before he
couldfinish."

"He waswriting, "We were murdered.'"
"That'show | read it. If you find an indelible pencil on the body --"

"Well look out for it, you may be sure. But those securities? Clearly there was no robbery at dl. And yet he did possess those
bonds. We verified that."

"Y ou may be sure he has them hidden in a safe place. When the whole €l opement had passed into history, he would suddenly
discover them and announce that the guilty couple had relented and sent back the plunder or had dropped it on the way."

"Y ou certainly seem to have met every difficulty,” said the inspector. "Of course, he was bound to cal usin, but why he should
have goneto you | can't understand.”

"Pure swank!" Holmes answered. "He felt so clever and so sure of himself that he imagined no one could touch him. He could
say to any suspicious neighbour, 'Look at the steps | have taken. | have consulted not only the police but even Sherlock
Holmes.""

Theingpector laughed.
"We must forgive you your ‘even,’ Mr. Holmes,” said he"it's asworkmanlike ajob as| can remember.”

A couple of dayslater my friend tossed across to me a copy of the bi-weekly North Surrey Observer. Under a series of
flaming headlines, which began with "The Haven Horror" and ended with "Brilliant Police Investigation,” there was a packed
col- umn of print which gave the first consecutive account of the affair. The concluding paragraph istypicd of thewhole. It ran
thus

The remarkabl e acunen by whi ch I nspector MacKi nnon
deduced fromthe snell of paint that some other snell, that
of gas, for exanple, night be conceal ed; the bold deduction
that the strong-room m ght al so be the deat h-chanber, and
t he subsequent inquiry which led to the discovery of the
bodies in a disused well, cleverly conceal ed by a dog-
kennel, should live in the history of crime as a standing
exanpl e of the intelligence of our professional detectives.

"Well, wdl, MacKinnonisagood felow," said Holmeswith atolerant smile. Y ou can fileit in our archives, Watson. Some
day the true story may betold."

The Adventure of the Veiled L odger

When one considersthat Mr. Sherlock Holmeswasin active practice for twenty-three years, and that during seventeen of
these | was allowed to cooperate with him and to keep notes of hisdoings, it will be clear that | have amass of materid at my
command. The problem has aways been not to find but to choose. Thereisthelong row of year-bookswhich fill ashelf and
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there are the dispatch-casesfilled with documents, a perfect quarry for the student not only of crime but of the socid and
officid scandals of the late Victorian era. Concerning these latter, | may say that the writers of agonized letters, who beg that
the honour of their families or the reputation of famous forebears may not be touched, have nothing to fear. The discretion and
high sense of professona honour which have dways distin- guished my friend are il a work in the choice of these mem- airs,
and no confidence will be abused. | deprecate, however, in the strongest way the attempts which have been made lately to get
a and to destroy these papers. The source of these outragesisknown, and if they are repeated | have Mr. Holmes's authority
for saying that the whole story concerning the politician, the lighthouse, and the trained cormorant will be given to the public.
Thereisat least one reader who will understand.

It is not reasonable to suppose that every one of these cases gave Holmes the opportunity of showing those curious gifts of
ingtinct and observation which | have endeavoured to set forth in these memoirs. Sometimes he had with much effort to pick
thefruit, sometimesit fell easly into hislap. But the most terrible human tragedies were often involved in those caseswhich
brought him the fewest personal opportunities, and it is one of these which | now desireto record. Intdlingit, | have madea
dight change of name and place, but otherwise the facts are as stated.

Oneforenoon -- it waslate in 1896 -- | received a hurried note from Holmes asking for my attendance. When | arrived |
found him seated in a smoke-laden atmosphere, with an ederly, moth- erly woman of the buxom landlady typeinthe
corresponding chair in front of him.

"ThisisMrs. Merrilow, of South Brixton," said my friend with awave of the hand. "Mrs. Merrilow does not object to tobacco,
Watson, if you wish to indulge your filthy habits. Mrs. Merrilow has an interesting story to tell which may well lead to further
developments in which your presence may be useful.”

"Anything | can do --"

"You will understand, Mrs. Merrilow, that if | cometo Mrs. Ronder | should prefer to have awitness. Y ou will make her
understand that before we arrive.”

"Lord blessyou, Mr. Holmes," said our vigtor, "she isthat anxiousto see you that you might bring the whole parish a your
hedd"

"Then we shdl come early in the afternoon. L et us see that we have our facts correct before we start. If we go over them it will
help Dr. Watson to understand the situation. Y ou say that Mrs. Ronder has been your lodger for seven years and that you have
only once seen her face."

"And | wishto God | had not!" said Mrs. Merrilow.
"It was, | understand, terribly mutilated.”

"Well, Mr. Holmes, you would hardly say it wasafaceat dl. That's how it looked. Our milkman got a glimpse of her once
peeping out of the upper window, and he dropped histin and the milk al over the front garden. That isthe kind of faceit is.
When | saw her -- | happened on her unawares -- she covered up quick, and then she said, ‘'Now, Mrs. Merrilow, you know
a last why itisthat | never rasemy vail.""

"Do you know anything about her history?!
"Nothing at al."
"Did she give references when she came?”

"No, g, but she gave hard cash, and plenty of it. A quarter's rent right down on the table in advance and no arguing about
terms. In these times a poor woman like me can't afford to turn down a chancelike that.”

"Did she give any reason for choosing your house?
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"Mine slandswell back from the road and is more private than most. Then, again, | only take the one, and | have no family of
my own. | reckon she had tried others and found that mine suited her best. It's privacy sheis after, and sheisready to pay for
it

"Y ou say that she never showed her face from first to last save on the one accidenta occasion. Well, it isavery remark- able
story, most remarkable, and | don't wonder that you want it examined.”

"I don't, Mr. Holmes. | am quite satisfied solong as| get my rent. Y ou could not have aquieter lodger, or one who givesless
trouble.

"Then what has brought mattersto a head?"

"Her hedlth, Mr. Holmes. She seemsto be wasting away. And there's something terrible on her mind. 'Murder!” she cries.
'Murder!" And once | heard her: "Y ou crud beast! Y ou mon- ster!’ shecried. It wasin the night, and it fair rang through the
house and sent the shiversthrough me. So | went to her in the morning. ‘Mrs. Ronder,’ | says, 'if you have anything that is
troubling your soul, thereésthe clergy,’ | says, ‘and there's the police. Between them you should get some help.' 'For God's
sake, not the police!’ says she, 'and the clergy can't change what is past. And yet,' she says, ‘it would ease my mind if someone
knew thetruth before | died."'Wdl,' saysl, 'if you won't have the regulars, there is this detective man what we read about' --
beggin’ your pardon, Mr. Holmes. And she, shefair jumped at it. 'That'sthe man,’ says she. ‘| wonder | never thought of it
before. Bring him here, Mrs. Merrilow, and if hewon't come, tell him | am the wife of Ronder'swild beast show. Say that, and
give him the name Abbas Parva. Hereit isas shewroteit, Abbas Parva. "That will bring him if hesthe man | think heis' "

"And it will, too," remarked Holmes. "Very good, Mrs. Merrilow. | should like to have alittle chat with Dr. Watson. That will
carry ustill lunch-time. About three o'clock you may expect to see usat your house in Brixton."

Our visitor had no sooner waddled out of the room -- no other verb can describe Mrs. Merrilow's method of progression --
than Sherlock Holmes threw himsdlf with fierce energy upon the pile of commonplace booksin the corner. For afew minutes
there was a constant swish of the leaves, and then with agrunt of satisfaction he came upon what he sought. So excited was he
that he did not rise, but sat upon the floor like some strange Buddha, with crossed legs, the huge books dl round him, and one
open upon hisknees.

"The case worried me at the time, Watson. Here are my marginal notesto proveit. | confessthat | could make nothing of it.
And yet | was convinced that the coroner was wrong. Have you no recollection of the Abbas Parvatragedy?'

"None, Holmes."

"And yet you were with me then. But certainly my own impression was very superficia. For there was nothing to go by, and
none of the parties had engaged my services. Perhaps you would care to read the papers?'

"Could you not give methe points?”

"That isvery easily done. It will probably come back to your memory as| talk. Ronder, of course, was a household word. He
wastheriva of Wombwell, and of Sanger, one of the grestest showmen of hisday. Thereis evidence, however, that he took
to drink, and that both he and his show were on the down grade at the time of the great tragedy. The caravan had halted for
the night at Abbas Parva, which isasmdl villagein Berkshire, when this horror occurred. They were on their way to Wimble-
don, travelling by road, and they were smply camping and not exhibiting, asthe placeis so smdl aonethat it would not have
paid them to open.

"They had among their exhibits a very fine North African lion. SaharaKing wasits name, and it was the habit, both of Ronder
and hiswife, to give exhibitionsingdeits cage. Here, you see, is aphotograph of the performance by which you will perceive
that Ronder was a huge porcine person and that his wife was avery magnificent woman. It was deposed at theinquest that
there had been some signs that the lion was dangerous, but, as usud, familiarity begat contempt, and no notice was taken of the
fact.
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"It was usud for either Ronder or hiswife to feed the lion at night. Sometimes one went, sometimes both, but they never
alowed anyone elseto doit, for they believed that so long asthey were the food-carriers he would regard them as benefactors
and would never molest them. On this particular night, seven years ago, they both went, and avery terrible happening fol-
lowed, the details of which have never been made clear.

"It ssemsthat the whole camp was roused near midnight by the roars of the anima and the screams of the woman. The
different grooms and employees rushed from their tents, carrying lanterns, and by their light an awful sight wasreveded.
Ronder lay, with the back of his head crushed in and deep claw-marks across his scalp, some ten yards from the cage, which
was open. Close to the door of the cage lay Mrs. Ronder upon her back, with the creature squatting and snarling above her. It
had torn her face in such afashion that it was never thought that she could live. Several of thc circus men, headed by Leonardo,
the strong man, and Griggs, the clown, drove the creature off with poles, upon which it sprang back into the cage and was a
once locked in. How it had got loose was amystery. It was conjectured that the pair intended to enter the cage, but that when
the door was |oosed the creature bounded out upon them. There was no other point of interest in the evidence save that the
woman in addirium of agony kept screaming, 'Coward! Coward!" as she was carried back to the van in which they lived. It
was six months before she wasfit to give evidence, but the inquest was duly held, with the obvious verdict of desth from
misadventure.”

"What aternative could be concaived?' sad .

"You may well say so. And yet there were one or two points which worried young Edmunds, of the Berkshire Congtabulary. A
smart lad that! He was sent later to Allahabad. That was how | cameinto the matter, for he dropped in and smoked a pipe or
two over it."

"A thin, ydlow-haired man?'
"Exactly. | was sure you would pick up thetrail presently.”
"But what worried him?*

"Well, we were both worried. It was so deucedly difficult to reconstruct the affair. Look at it from the lion's point of view. Heis
liberated. What does he do? He takes haf adozen bounds forward, which brings him to Ronder. Ronder turnsto fly -- the
claw-marks were on the back of his head -- but the lion strikes him down. Then, instead of bounding on and escaping, he
returns to the woman, who was close to the cage, and he knocks her over and chews her face up. Then, again, those cries of
hers would seem to imply that her husband had in some way failed her. What could the poor devil have doneto help her? Y ou
sethedifficulty?’

"Quite”

"And then there was another thing. It comes back to me now as| think it over. There was some evidence that just at thetime
the lion roared and the woman screamed, aman began shouting in terror.”

"This man Ronder, no doubt."”

"Well, if his skull was smashed in you would hardly expect to hear from him again. There were at least two witnesses who
gpoke of the cries of aman being mingled with those of awoman.”

"I should think the whole camp was crying out by then. Asto the other points, | think | could suggest asolution.”
"| should be glad to consider it."

"The two were together, ten yards from the cage, when the lion got loose. The man turned and was struck down. The woman
conceived the idea of getting into the cage and shutting the door. It was her only refuge. She madefor it, and just as she
reached it the beast bounded after her and knocked her over. She was angry with her husband for having encouraged the
beast's rage by turning. If they had faced it they might have cowed it. Hence her cries of 'Coward!" "

116



"Brilliant, Watson! Only oneflaw inyour diamond.”

"Whet isthe flaw, Holmes?'

"If they were both ten paces from the cage, how came the beast to get |00se?"
"Isit possible that they had some enemy who loosed it?"

"And why should it attack them savagely when it wasin the habit of playing with them, and doing trickswith them insgde the
cage?'

"Possibly the same enemy had done something to enrageit.”
Holmes|ooked thoughtful and remained in sllence for some moments.

"Well, Watson, thereisthisto be said for your theory. Ronder was aman of many enemies. Edmundstold methat in his cups
he was horrible. A huge bully of aman, he cursed and dashed a everyone who camein hisway. | expect those cries about a
monster, of which our visitor has spoken, were nocturnal reminiscences of the dear departed. However, our speculaions are

futile until we have adl the facts. Thereisa cold partridge on the sdeboard, Watson, and a bottle of Montrachet. Let us renew
our energies before we make afresh cal upon them.”

When our hansom deposited us at the house of Mrs. Merrilow, we found that plump lady blocking up the open door of her
humble but retired abode. It was very clear that her chief preoccupation was lest she should lose avaluable lodger, and she
implored us, before showing us up, to say and do nothing which could lead to so undesirable an end. Then, having reassured
her, we followed her up the straight, badly carpeted staircase and were shown into the room of the mysterious lodger.

It was aclose, musty, ill-ventilated place, as might be ex- pected, sinceitsinmate seldom left it. From keeping beastsin acage,
the woman seemed, by some retribution of fate, to have become herself abeast in a cage. She sat now in abroken arm- chair
in the shadowy corner of the room. Long years of inaction had coarsened the lines of her figure, but at some period it must
have been beautiful, and was till full and voluptuous. A thick dark veil covered her face, but it was cut off close at her upper
lip and disclosed a perfectly shaped mouth and adelicately rounded chin. | could well concelve that she had indeed been a
very remarkable woman. Her voice, too, waswell modulated and pleasing.

"My nameisnot unfamiliar to you, Mr. Holmes" said she. "I thought that it would bring you.”
"That is s0, madam, though | do not know how you are aware that | was interested in your case."

"l learned it when | had recovered my hedlth and was exam- ined by Mr. Edmunds, the county detective. | fear | lied to him.
Perhapsit would have been wiser had | told the truth.”

"Itisusualy wiser to tell the truth. But why did you lieto him?”

"Because the fate of someone else depended upon it. | know that he was a very worthless being, and yet | would not have his
destruction upon my conscience. We had been so close -- so close!™

"But hasthisimpediment been removed?!
"Yes, gr. Thepersonthat | dludetoisdead.”
"Then why should you not now tell the police anything you know?'

"Because there is another person to be considered. That other personis myself. | could not stand the scandal and publicity
which would come from a police examination. | have not long to live, but | wish to die undisturbed. And yet | wanted to find
one man of judgment to whom | could tell my terrible story, so that when | am gone al might be understood.”
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"Y ou compliment me, madam. At the sametime, | am aresponsible person. | do not promise you that when you have spoken |
may not mysdlf think it my duty to refer the case to the police.”

"| think not, Mr. Holmes. | know your character and methods too well, for | have followed your work for some years. Reading
isthe only pleasure which fate has left me, and | misslittle which passesin theworld. But in any case, | will take my chance of
the use which you may make of my tragedy. It will easemy mind to tell it."

"My friend and | would be glad to hear it."

The woman rose and took from a drawer the photograph of a man. He was clearly aprofessiona acrobat, a man of magnifi-
cent physique, taken with his huge arms folded across his swollen chest and a smile breaking from under his heavy moustache
-- the self-satisfied smile of the man of many conquests.

"That isLeonardo," shesaid.
"L eonardo, the strong man, who gave evidence?'
"The same. And this-- thisismy husband.”

It was adreadful face -- ahuman pig, or rather a human wild boar, for it was formidable in its bestidity. One could imagine that
vile mouth champing and foaming initsrage, and one could concelve those smdl, vicious eyes darting pure malignancy asthey
looked forth upon the world. Ruffian, bully, beast -- it was al written on that heavy-jowled face.

"Those two pictures will help you, gentlemen, to understand the story. | wasapoor circus girl brought up on the sawdust, and
doing springs through the hoop before | was ten. When | became awoman this man loved me, if such lust as his can be cdled
love, and in an evil moment | became hiswife. From that day | wasin hell, and he the devil who tormented me. There was no
onein the show who did not know of his treatment. He deserted me for others. He tied me down and lashed mewith his
riding- whip when I complained. They dl pitied me and they dl loathed him, but what could they do? They feared him, oneand
al. For hewasterrible at dl times, and murderous when he was drunk. Again and again he was had up for assault, and for
crudty to the beasts, but he had plenty of money and the fines were nothing to him. The best men dl Ieft us, and the show
began to go downhill. It was only Leonardo and | who kept it up -- with little IJmmy Griggs, the clown. Poor devil, he had not
much to be funny about, but he did what he could to hold things together.

"Then Leonardo came more and more into my life. Y ou see what hewaslike. | know now the poor spirit that was hidden in
that splendid body, but compared to my husband he seemed like the angel Gabriel. He pitied me and helped me, till at last our
intimacy turned to love -- deep, deep, passionate love, such love as| had dreamed of but never hoped to fed. My husband
suspected it, but | think that he was a coward aswell asabully, and that Leonardo was the one man that he was afraid of. He
took revenge in his own way by torturing me more than ever. One night my cries brought Leonardo to the door of our van. We
were near tragedy that night, and soon my lover and | understood that it could not be avoided. My husband was not fit to live.
We planned that he should die.

"Leonardo had aclever, scheming brain. It was he who planned it. | do not say that to blame him, for | was ready to go with
him every inch of theway. But | should never have had the wit to think of such aplan. We made aclub -- Leonardo madeit --
and in the leaden head he fastened five long sted nails, the points outward, with just such a spread asthe lion's paw. Thiswas
to give my husband his death-blow, and yet to |eave the evidence that it was the lion which we would loose who had done the
deed.

"It was apitch-dark night when my husband and | went down, as was our custom, to feed the beast. We carried with usthe
raw meat in azinc pail. Leonardo was waiting at the corner of the big van which we should have to pass before we reached the
cage. He was too dow, and we walked past him before he could strike, but he followed us on tiptoe and | heard the crash as
the club smashed my husband's skull. My heart leaped with joy at the sound. | sprang forward, and | undid the catch which
held the door of the grest lion's cage.
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"And then the terrible thing happened. Y ou may have heard how quick these creatures are to scent human blood, and how it
excites them. Some strange ingtinct had told the creature in one instant that a human being had been dain. As| dipped the bars
it bounded out and was on mein an instant. Leonardo could have saved me. If he had rushed forward and struck the beast
with his club he might have cowed it. But the man lost hisnerve. | heard him shout in histerror, and then | saw him turn and fly.
At the sameingtant the teeth of the lion met in my face. Its hat, filthy bresth had aready poisoned me and | was hardly
conscious of pain. With the pams of my hands| tried to push the great steaming, blood-stained jaws away from me, and |
screamed for help. | was conscious that the camp was stirring, and then dimly | remembered a group of men. Leonardo,
Griggs, and others, dragging me from under the creature's paws. That was my last memory, Mr. Holmes, for many aweary
month. When | came to mysdlf and saw mysdlf in the mirror, | cursed that lion -- oh, how | cursed him! -- not because he had
torn away my beauty but because he had not torn away my life. | had but one desire, Mr. Holmes, and | had enough money to
gratify it. It wasthat | should cover mysalf so that my poor face should be seen by none, and that | should dwell where none
whom | had ever known should find me. That was dl that was|eft to me to do -- and that iswhat | have done. A poor
wounded beast that has crawled into its holeto die -- that isthe end of Eugenia Ronder.”

We sat in silence for some time after the unhappy woman had told her story. Then Holmes stretched out hislong arm and
patted her hand with such ashow of sympathy as| had seldom known him to exhibit.

"Poor girl!'" he said. "Poor girl! The ways of fate are indeed hard to understand. If there is not some compensation heresfter,
then theworldisacrud jest. But what of this man Leonardo?"

"I never saw him or heard from him again. Perhaps | have been wrong to fed so bitterly against him. He might as soon have
loved one of the freaks whom we carried round the country as the thing which the lion had left. But awoman'sloveisnot so
eadly set asde. He had left me under the beadt's claws, he had deserted mein my need, and yet | could not bring mysdlf to
give himto the gdlows. For mysdlf, | cared nothing what became of me. What could be more dreadful than my actud life? But
| stood between Leonardo and hisfate."

"And heisdead?"
"He was drowned last month when bathing near Margate. | saw his desth in the paper.”
"And what did he do with thisfive-clawed club, which isthe most sngular and ingenious part of dl your story?"

"I cannot tell, Mr. Holmes. Thereis achak-pit by the camp, with a deep green pool at the base of it. Perhapsin the depths of
that pool --"

"Wdl, well, it is of little consequence now. The caseisclosed.”
"Yes," said the woman, "the caseis closed.”

We had risen to go, but there was something in the woman's voi ce which arrested Holmes's attention. He turned swiftly upon
her.

"Your lifeisnot your own,” he said. "Keep your hands off it."

"What useisit to anyone?’

"How can you tdl? The example of patient suffering isin itself the most precious of dl lessonsto animpatient world."
Thewoman's answer was aterrible one. Sheraised her vell and stepped forward into the light.

"l wonder if you would besr it," she said.

It was horrible. No words can describe the framework of aface when the faceitself isgone. Two living and beautiful brown
eyeslooking sadly out from that gridy ruin did but make the view more awful. Holmes held up hishand in agesture of pity and
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protest, and together we left the room.

Two dayslater, when | called upon my friend, he pointed with some pride to asmall blue bottle upon his mantelpiece. | picked
it up. Therewas ared poison label. A pleasant amondy odour rose when | openediit.

"Prussc acid?' said 1.

"Exactly. It came by post. ‘| send you my temptation. | will follow your advice." That was the message. | think, Watson, we can
guess the name of the brave woman who sent it."

The Adventur e of Shoscombe Old Place

Sherlock Holmes had been bending for along time over alow-power microscope. Now he straightened himsalf up and looked
round at mein triumph.

"Itisglue, Watson," said he. "Unquestionably it isglue. Have alook at these scattered objectsin thefield!™
| stooped to the eyepiece and focussed for my vision.

"Those hairs are threads from atweed coat. Theirregular gray masses are dust. There are epithelial scales on theleft. Those
brown blobsin the centre are undoubtedly glue.”

"Wadl," | said, laughing, "l am prepared to take your word for it. Does anything depend upon it?"

"It isavery fine demondtration,” he answered. "In the St. Pancras case you may remember that a cap was found beside the
dead policeman. The accused man deniesthat it ishis. But he is a picture-frame maker who habitualy handles glue.”

"Isit one of your cases?'

"No; my friend, Merivale, of the Y ard, asked meto look into the case. Since | ran down that coiner by the zinc and copper
filingsin the seam of his cuff they have begun to realize the importance of the microscope.” Helooked impatiently a hiswatch.
"I had anew dlient caling, but heis overdue. By the way, Watson, you know something of racing?”

"l ought to. | pay for it with about half my wound penson.”
"Then I'll make you my 'Handy Guideto the Turf." What about Sir Robert Norberton? Does the name recall anything?'

"Wadl, | should say s0. Helives at Shoscombe Old Place, and | know it well, for my summer quarters were down there once.
Norberton nearly came within your province once.”

"How was that?"

"It was when he horsewhipped Sam Brewer, the well-known Curzon Street money-lender, on Newmarket Heath. He nearly
killed the man."

"Ah, he soundsinteresting! Does he often indulge in that way?"

"Wadl, he hasthe name of being adangerous man. He is about the most daredevil rider in England -- second in the Grand
National afew years back. Heis one of those men who have overshot their true generation. He should have been abuck in the
days of the Regency -- aboxer, an athlete, a plunger. on the turf, alover of fair ladies, and, by al account, so far down Queer
Street that he may never find hisway back again.”

"Capita, Watson! A thumb-nail sketch. | seem to know the man. Now, can you give me some idea of Shoscombe Old Place?”

"Only that it isin the centre of Shoscombe Park, and that the famous Shoscombe stud and training quarters are to be found
there”
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"And the head trainer,” said Holmes, "is John Mason. Y ou need not look surprised at my knowledge, Watson, for thisisa
letter from him which | am unfolding. But let us have some more about Shoscombe. | seem to have struck arich vein.”

"There are the Shoscombe spaniels,” said |. "Y ou hear of them at every dog show. The most exclusive breed in England. They
are the specid pride of the lady of Shoscombe Old Place.”

"Sir Robert Norberton'swife, | presume!”

"Sir Robert has never married. Just aswell, | think, consider- ing his prospects. He liveswith hiswidowed sister, Lady
Bestrice Falder."

"Y ou mean that sheliveswith him?"

"No, no. The place belonged to her late husband, Sir James. Norberton hasno claimonit at dl. Itisonly alifeinterest and
revertsto her husband's brother. Meantime, she drawsthe rents every year."

"And brother Robert, | suppose, spends the said rents?’

"That isabout the sze of it. Heisadevil of afdlow and must lead her amost uneasy life. Yet | have heard that sheis devoted
to him. But what isamiss a Shoscombe?!

"Ah, that isjust what | want to know. And here, | expect, isthe man who cantdl us."

The door had opened and the page had shown in atall, clean-shaven man with the firm, austere expression which isonly seen
upon those who have to control horses or boys. Mr. John Mason had many of both under his sway, and he looked equal to the
task. He bowed with cold self-possession and seated himsalf upon the chair to which Holmes had waved him.

"Y ou had my note, Mr. Holmes?'

"Yes, but it explained nothing.”

"It was too ddlicate athing for me to put the details on paper. And too complicated. It was only faceto face| could doiit.”
"Well, we are a your disposal."

"Firg of al, Mr. Holmes, | think that my employer, Sir Robert, has gone mad.”

Holmesraised his eyebrows. "Thisis Baker Street, not Harley Street,” said he. "But why do you say s0?"

"Wadll, sr, when aman does one queer thing, or two queer things, there may be ameaning to it, but when everything he doesis
queer, then you begin to wonder. | believe Shoscombe Prince and the Derby have turned hisbrain.”

"That isacolt you are running?"

"The best in England, Mr. Holmes. | should know, if anyone does. Now, I'll be plain with you, for | know you are gentlemen of
honour and that it won't go beyond the room. Sir Robert has got to win this Derby. He's up to the neck, and it's hislast chance.
Everything he could raise or borrow is on the horse -- and at fine odds, too! Y ou can get forties now, but it was nearer the
hundred when he began to back him."

"But how isthat if the horseis so good?'

"The public don't know how good heis. Sir Robert has been too clever for the touts. He has the Prince's haf-brother out for
spins. You can't tell 'em gpart. But there are two lengthsin afurlong between them when it comesto a gallop. He thinks of
nothing but the horse and the race. Hiswholelifeison it. HE's holding off the Jewstill then. If the Princefallshim heisdone. "

"It seems arather desperate gamble, but where does the madness come in?”
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"Well, firgt of dl, you have only to look a him. | don't believe he degps at night. Heis down at the stables at al hours. Hiseyes
arewild. It hasdl been too much for his nerves. Then thereis his conduct to Lady Beetrice!™

"Ah! What isthat?'

"They have always been the best of friends. They had the same tastes, the two of them, and she loved the horses as much ashe
did. Every day at the same hour she would drive down to see them -- and, above dl, she loved the Prince. He would prick up
his ears when he heard the whedls on the gravel, and he would trot out each morning to the carriage to get hislump of sugar.
But that'sal over now."

“Why?

"Well, she seemsto havelogt dl interest in the horses. For aweek now she has driven past the stables with never so much as
‘Good-morning'! "

"Y ou think there hasbeen aquarrd?’

"And abitter, savage, spitelful quarrd at that. Why else would he give away her pet spanie that sheloved asif he were her
child? He gave it afew days ago to old Barnes, what keeps the Green Dragon, three miles off, at Crendall.”

"That certainly did seem Strange.”

"Of course, with her weak heart and dropsy one couldn't expect that she could get about with him, but he spent two hours
every evening in her room. He might well do what he could, for she has been arare good friend to him. But that's al over, too.
He never goes near her. And shetakesit to heart. Sheisbrooding and sulky and drinking, Mr. Holmes -- drinking like afish.”

"Did she drink before this estrangement?*

"Wadl, shetook her glass, but now it is often awhole bottle of an evening. So Stephens, the butler, told me. It'sal changed,
Mr. Holmes, and there is something damned rotten about it. But then, again, what is master doing down at the old church crypt
a night? And who isthe man that meets him there?'

Holmes rubbed his hands.
"Go on, Mr. Mason. Y ou get more and more interesting.”

"It was the butler who saw him go. Twelve o'clock at night and raining hard. So next night | was up at the house and, sure
enough, master was off again. Stephensand | went after him, but it was jumpy work, for it would have been abad job if he
had seen us. He's aterrible man with hisfigtsif he gets sarted, and no respecter of persons. So we were shy of getting too
near, but we marked him down dl light. It was the haunted crypt that he was making for, and there was aman waiting for him
there”

"What isthis haunted cryp?'

"Well, gr, thereis an old ruined chapel in the park. 1t is so old that nobody could fix its date. And under it thereésacrypt which
has a bad name among us. It'sadark, damp, lonely place by day, but there are few in that county that would have the nerveto
go near it a night. But master's not afraid. He never feared anything in hislife. But what is he doing there in the night-time?”

"Wait abit!" said Holmes. "Y ou say thereis another man there. It must be one of your own stablemen, or someone from the
house! Surely you have only to spot who it isand question him?'

"lt'sno onel know."

"How can you say that?'
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"Because | have seen him, Mr. Holmes. It was on that second night. Sir Robert turned and passed us -- me and Stephens,
quak- ing in the busheslike two bunny-rabhits, for there was abit of moon that night. But we could hear the other moving
about behind. Wewere not afraid of him. So we up when Sir Robert was gone and pretended we were just having awalk like
in the moonlight, and so we came right on him as casuad and innocent asyou please. 'Hullo, mate! who may you be? saysl. |
guess he had not heard us coming, so helooked over his shoulder with aface asif he had seen the devil coming out of hell. He
let out ayell, and away he went ashard as he could lick it in the darkness. He could run! -- I'll give him that. In aminute he
was out of sight and hearing, and who he was, or what he was, we never found.”

"But you saw him clearly in the moonlight?*

"Yes, | would swear to hisyellow face -- amean dog, | should say. What could he have in common with Sir Robert?"
Holmes sat for sometimelost in thought.

"Who keeps Lady Beatrice Falder company?' he asked at last.

"Thereisher maid, Carrie Evans. She has been with her thisfive years."

"And is, no doubt, devoted?'

Mr. Mason shuffled uncomfortably.

"She's devoted enough,” he answered at last. "But | won't say to whom.”

"Ah!" said Holmes.

"| can't tell tales out of schoal.”

"| quite understand, Mr. Mason. Of course, the Situation is clear enough. From Dr. Watson's description of Sir Robert | can
redize that no woman is safe from him. Don't you think the quarrel between brother and sister may liethere?!

"W, the scandd has been pretty clear for along time.”

"But she may not have seen it before. Let us suppose that she has suddenly found it out. She wantsto get rid of the woman.
Her brother will not permit it. Theinvalid, with her weak heart and inability to get about, has no means of enforcing her will.
The hated maid is till tied to her. Thelady refusesto speak, sulks, takesto drink. Sir Robert in his anger takes her pet spanidl
away from her. Does not al this hang together?"

"Wadl, it might do -- so far asit goes."

"Exactly! Asfar asit goes. How would all that bear upon the visits by night to the old crypt? We can't fit that into our plot."
"No, s, and there is something morethat | can't fit in. Why should Sir Robert want to dig up a dead body?"

Holmes sat up abruptly.

"We only found it out yesterday -- after | had written to you. Y esterday Sir Robert had gone to London, so Stephensand |
went down to the crypt. It was al in order, Sir, except that in one corner was a bit of a human body.”

"Y ou informed the police, | suppose?’
Our vigtor smiled grimly.

"Well, ar, | think it would hardly interest them. It was just the head and afew bones of amummy. It may have been athousand
yearsold. But it wasn't there before. That I'll swear, and so will Stephens. It had been stowed away in a corner and covered
over with aboard, but that corner had always been empty before.”
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"What did you do with it?"

"Well, wejust left it there."

"That waswise. You say Sir Robert was away yesterday. Has he returned?”
"We expect him back to-day."

"When did Sir Robert give away hissster'sdog?'

"It wasjust aweek ago to-day. The creature was howling outside the old wellhouse, and Sir Robert was in one of histantrums
that morning. He caught it up, and | thought he would have killed it. Then he gaveit to Sandy Bain, thejockey, and told him to
take the dog to old Barnes at the Green Dragon, for he never wished to seeit again.”

Holmes sat for sometimein silent thought. He had lit the oldest and foulest of his pipes.

"l am not clear yet what you want meto do in this matter, Mr. Mason," he said a last. "Can't you make it more definite?”
"Perhapsthiswill make it more definite, Mr. Holmes," said our vidtor.

Hetook a paper from his pocket, and, unwrapping it care- fully, he exposed a charred fragment of bone.

Holmes examined it with interest.

"Where did you get it?"

"Thereisacentra heating furnace in the cellar under Lady Beatrice'sroom. It's been off for sometime, but Sir Robert
complained of cold and had it on again.

Harvey runsit -- hé's one of my lads. This very morning he came to me with thiswhich he found raking out the cinders. He
didn't likethelook of it."

"Nor do|," said Holmes. "What do you make of it, Watson?"

It was burned to ablack cinder, but there could be no question asto its anatomical significance.
"It'sthe upper condyle of ahuman femur,” said 1.

"Exactly! Holmes had become very serious. "When doesthislad tend to the furnace?"

"He makesit up every evening and then leavesit.”

"Then anyone could vigt it during the night?*

"Yes, ar."

"Can you enter it from outsde?

"Thereis one door from outsde. There is another which leads up by agtair to the passage in which Lady Beatriceésroomis
Stuated.”

"These are deep waters, Mr. Mason; deep and rather dirty. Y ou say that Sir Robert was not at home last night?”
"No, ar."

"Then, whoever was burning bones, it was not he."
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"That'strue. gr."
"What isthe name of that inn you spoke of 7'
"The Green Dragon.”

"|sthere good fishing in that part of Berkshire?' The honest trainer showed very clearly upon hisface that he was convinced
that yet another lunatic had comeinto his harassed life.

"Wadll, gr, I've heard there are trout in the mill-stream and pike in the Hall |ake."

"That's good enough. Watson and | are famous fishermen -- are we not, Watson? Y ou may address usin future at the Green
Dragon. We should reach it to-night. | need not say that we don't want to see you, Mr. Mason, but anote will reach us, and no
doubt I could find you if | want you. When we have gone alittle farther into the matter | will let you have a considered opinion.”

Thusit wasthat on abright May evening Holmes and | found ourselves donein afirgt-class carriage and bound for thelittle
"hat-on-demand” station of Shoscombe. The rack above us was covered with aformidable litter of rods, redls, and baskets.
On reaching our destination a short drive took usto an old-fashioned tavern, where a sporting host, Josiah Barnes, entered
eagerly into our plansfor the extirpation of the fish of the neighbourhood.

"What about the Hall 1ake and the chance of apike?' said Holmes.

The face of the innkeeper clouded.

"That wouldn't do, Sir. Y ou might chanceto find yourself in the lake before you were through.”
"How'sthat, then?'

"It's Sr Robert, sir. He's terrible jealous of touts. If you two strangers were as near histraining quarters asthat he'd be after
you as sure asfate. He ain't taking no chances, Sir Robert ain't.”

"I've heard he has a horse entered for the Derby."

"Yes, and agood colt, too. He carries al our money for therace, and all Sir Robert'sinto the bargain. By the way" -- he
looked at uswith thoughtful eyes-- "I suppose you ain't on the turf yourselves?'

"No, indeed. Just two weary Londoners who badly need some good Berkshire air.”

"Well, you arein theright place for that. Thereisaded of it lying about. But mind what | have told you about Sir Robert. He's
the sort that strikes first and speaks afterwards. Keep clear of the park.”

"Surely, Mr. Barnesl We certainly shdl. By the way, that was amost beautiful spanid that waswhining in the hall.”
"| should say it was. That was the real Shoscombe breed. There ain't abetter in England.”
"l am adog-fancier mysdlf,” said Holmes. "Now, if itisafar question, what would a prize dog like that cost?"

"Morethan | could pay, gr. It was Sir Robert himsalf who gave methisone. That'swhy | haveto keep it on alead. It would
be off to the Hal in ajiffy if | gaveititshead."

"We are getting some cards in our hand, Watson," said Holmes when the landlord had |eft us. "It's not an easy oneto play, but
we may see our way inaday or two. By theway, Sir Robert istill in London, | hear. We might, perhaps, enter the sacred
domain to-night without fear of bodily assault. There are one or two points on which | should like reassurance.”

"Have you any theory, Holmes?"
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"Only this, Watson, that something happened aweek or so ago which has cut deep into the life of the Shoscombe house- hold.
What isthat something? We can only guess at it from its effects. They seem to be of acurioudy mixed character. But that
should surely help us. It isonly the colourless, uneventful case which is hopeless.

"L et us consider our data. The brother no longer visitsthe beloved invalid sister. He gives away her favourite dog. Her dog,
Watson! Does that suggest nothing to you?”

"Nothing but the brother's spite.”

"Well, it might be so. Or -- well, thereis an dternative. Now to continue our review of the Situation from the time that the
quarrd, if thereisaquarrd, began. The lady keeps her room, dters her habits, is not seen save when she drives out with her
maid, refusesto stop at the stables to greet her favourite horse and apparently takesto drink. That coversthe case, doesit
not?'

"Savefor the businessin the crypt.”

"That isanother line of thought. There aretwo, and | beg you will not tangle them. Line A, which concerns Lady Bestrice, has
avagudy sniger flavour, hasit not?'

"l can make nothing of it."

"Well, now, let ustake up line B, which concerns Sir Robert. He is mad keen upon winning the Derby. Heisin the hands of the
Jews, and may at any moment be sold up and hisracing stables seized by his creditors. Heisadaring and desperate man. He
derives hisincome from hissigter. Hissgter'smaid ishiswilling tool. So far we seem to be on fairly safe ground, do we not?!

"But the crypt?'

"Ah, yes, the crypt! Let us suppose, Watson -- it is merely a scandal ous supposition, a hypothesis put forward for argument's
sake -- that Sir Robert has done away with hissister.”

"My dear Holmes, it isout of the question.”

"Very possibly, Watson. Sir Robert isaman of an honourable stock. But you do occasiondly find acarrion crow among the
eagles. Let usfor amoment argue upon this supposition. He could not fly the country until he had redized hisfortune, and that
fortune could only be redlized by bringing off this coup with Shascombe Prince. Therefore, he has till to stand hisground. To
do this he would have to dispose of the body of hisvictim, and he would aso have to find a substitute who would imperson-
ate her. With the maid as his confidante that would not be impossible. The woman's body might be conveyed to the crypt,
which isaplace so seldom visited, and it might be secretly destroyed at night in the furnace, leaving behind it such evidence as
we have aready seen. What say you to that, Watson?'

"We], itisdl posshbleif you grant the origina monsirous supposition.”

"I think that thereisasmal experiment which we may try to-morrow, Watson, in order to throw some light on the matter.
Meanwhile, if we mean to keep up our characters, | suggest that we have our host in for aglass of his own wine and hold some
high converse upon edl's and dace, which seemsto be the straight road to his affections. We may chance to come upon some
useful local gossip in the process.”

In the morning Holmes discovered that we had come without our spoon-bait for jack, which absolved us from fishing for the
day. About eleven o'clock we started for awalk, and he obtained |eave to take the black spaniel with us.

"Thisisthe place," said he aswe cameto two high park gates with heraldic griffins towering above them. "About mid- day, Mr
Barnesinforms me, the old lady takes a drive, and the carriage must dow down while the gates are opened. When it comes
through, and before it gathers speed, | want you, Watson, to stop the coachman with some question. Never mind me. | shall
stand behind this holly-bush and seewhat | can see.”
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It was not along vigil. Within aquarter of an hour we saw the big open yellow barouche coming down the long avenue, with
two splendid, high-stepping gray carriage horsesin the shafts. Holmes crouched behind his bush with the dog. | stood uncon-
cemedly swinging acanein theroadway. A keeper ran out and the gates swung open.

The carriage had dowed to awalk, and | was able to get agood look at the occupants. A highly coloured young woman with
flaxen hair and impudent eyes sat on the left. At her right was an elderly person with rounded back and a huddle of shawls
about her face and shoulders which proclaimed the invaid. When the horses reached the highroad | held up my hand with an
authoritative gesture, and as the coachman pulled up | inquired if Sir Robert was at Shoscombe Old Place.

At the same moment Holmes stepped out and rel eased the spanidl. With ajoyous cry it dashed forward to the carriage and
sprang upon the step. Then in amoment its eager greeting changed to furiousrage, and it snapped at the black skirt aboveit.

"Driveon! Driveon!" shrieked a harsh voice. The coachman lashed the horses, and we were left standing in the roadway .

"Well, Watson, that'sdoneit,” said Holmes as he fastened the lead to the neck of the excited spanidl. "He thought it was his
mistress, and he found it was a stranger. Dogs don't make mistakes."

"But it wasthevoice of aman!” | cried.
"Exactly! We have added one card to our hand, Watson, but it needs careful playing, dl the same.”

My companion seemed to have no further plansfor the day, and we did actudly use our fishing tackle in the mill-stream with
the result that we had adish of trout for our supper. It was only after that meal that Holmes showed signs of renewed activ- ity.
Once more we found ourselves upon the same road as in the morning, which led usto the park gates. A tall, dark figure was
awaiting us there, who proved to be our London acquaintance, Mr. John Mason, the trainer.

"Good-evening, gentlemen,” said he. "' got your note, Mr. Holmes. Sir Robert has not returned yet, but | hear that heis
expected to-night.”

"How far isthis crypt from the house?' asked Holmes.
"A good quarter of amile.”
"Then | think we can disregard him atogether.”

"I can't afford to do that, Mr. Holmes. The moment he arrives he will want to see meto get the last news of Shoscombe
Prince”

"l seel In that case we must work without you, Mr. Mason. Y ou can show usthe crypt and then leave us.”

It was pitch-dark and without amoon, but Mason led us over the grass-lands until a dark mass loomed up in front of uswhich
proved to be the ancient chapel. We entered the broken gap which was once the porch, and our guide, stumbling among heaps
of loose masonry, picked hisway to the corner of the building, where asteep stair led down into the crypt. Striking a match, he
illuminated the melancholy place -- disma and evil-smelling, with ancient crumbling walls of rough-hewn stone, and piles of cof-
fins, some of lead and some of stone, extending upon one side right up to the arched and groined roof which logt itsdlf in the
shadows above our heads. Holmes had lit hislantern, which shot atiny tunnd of vivid yellow light upon the mournful scene. Its
rayswere reflected back from the coffin-plates, many of them adorned with the griffin and coronet of thisold family which
carried its honours even to the gate of Degth.

"Y ou spoke of some bones, Mr. Mason. Could you show them before you go?'

"They are herein thiscorner." Thetrainer strode across and then stood in silent surprise as our light was turned upon the place.
"They aregone," said he.

"So | expected,” said Holmes, chuckling. "I fancy the ashes of them might even now be found in that oven which had aready
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consumed apart.”

"But why in the world would anyone want to burn the bones of aman who has been dead athousand years?' asked John
Mason.

"That iswhat we are here to find out,” said Holmes. "1t may mean along search, and we need not detain you. | fancy that we
shdll get our solution before morning.”

When John Mason had left us, Holmes set to work making avery careful examination of the graves, ranging from avery
ancient one, which appeared to be Saxon, in the centre, through along line of Norman Hugos and Odos, until we reached the
Sr William and Sir Denis Falder of the elghteenth century. It was an hour or more before Holmes came to aleaden coffin
standing on end before the entrance to the vaullt. | heard hislittle cry of satisfaction and was aware from his hurried but
purposeful move- mentsthat he had reached agod. With hislens he was eagerly examining the edges of the heavy lid. Then he
drew from his pocket ashort jemmy, a box-opener, which he thrust into a chink, levering back the whole front, which seemed
to be se- cured by only a couple of clamps. There was arending, tearing sound as it gave way, but it had hardly hinged back
and partly revealed the contents before we had an unforeseen interruption.

Someone was waking in the chapd above. It wasthe firm, rapid step of one who came with a definite purpose and knew well
the ground upon which hewalked. A light streamed down the stairs, and an instant later the man who bore it was framed in the
Gothic archway. Hewas aterrible figure, huge in stature and fierce in manner. A large stable-lantern which he held in front of
him shone upward upon a strong, heavily moustached face and angry eyes, which glared round him into every recess of the
vaullt, findly fixing themsdves with a deadly stare upon my companion and mysdf.

"Who the devil are you?" he thundered. "And what are you doing upon my property?' Then, as Holmes returned no answer he
took a couple of stepsforward and raised a heavy stick which he carried. "Do you hear me?" he cried. "Who are you? What
areyou doing here?' Hiscudgel quiveredintheair.

But ingtead of shrinking Holmes advanced to meet him.
"| dso have aquestion to ask you, Sir Robert,” he said in his sternest tone. "Who isthis? And what isit doing here?"

He turned and tore open the coffin-lid behind him. In the glare of the lantern | saw abody swathed in asheet from head to foot
with dreadful, witch-like features, dl nose and chin, projecting at one end, the dim, glazed eyes staring from a discoloured and
crumbling face.

The baronet had staggered back with a cry and supported himsalf against a stone sarcophagus.
"How came you to know of this?" he cried. And then, with some return of histruculent manner: "What businessisit of yours?'

"My nameis Sherlock Holmes," said my companion. "Pos- sbly it isfamiliar to you. In any case, my businessisthat of every
other good citizen -- to uphold the law. It ssemsto me that you have much to answer for."

Sir Robert glared for amoment, but Holmes's quiet voice and cool, assured manner had their effect.

" 'Fore God, Mr. Holmes, it'sdl right,” said he. " Appear- ances are against me, I'll admit, but I could act no otherwise."
"I should be happy to think o, but | fear your explanations must be before the police.”

Sir Robert shrugged his broad shoulders.

"Well, if it must be, it must. Come up to the house and you can judge for yourself how the matter stands.”

A quarter of an hour later we found ourselvesin what | judge, from the lines of polished barrels behind glass covers, to be the
gun-room of the old house. It was comfortably furnished, and here Sir Robert left us for afew moments. When he returned he
had two companions with him; the one, the florid young woman whom we had seen in the carriage; the other, asmal rat-faced
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man with a disagreesbly furtive manner. These two wore an appearance of utter bewilderment, which showed that the baronet
had not yet had time to explain to them the turn events had taken.

"There," said Sir Robert with awave of hishand, "are Mr. and Mrs. Norlett. Mrs. Norlett, under her maiden name of Evans,
has for some years been my sister's confidentia maid. | have brought them here because | fed that my best courseisto explain
the true position to you, and they are the two people upon earth who can substantiate what | say."

"Isthis necessary, Sir Robert? Have you thought what you are doing?* cried the woman.
"Astome, | entirdly disclam al respongbility,” said her husband.

Sir Robert gave him aglance of contempt. "1 will take dl respongbility,” said he. "Now, Mr. Holmes, listen to aplain statement
of thefacts.

"Y ou have clearly gone pretty deeply into my affairsor | should not have found you where | did. Therefore, you know aready,
inal probability, that | am running adark horse for the Derby and that everything depends upon my success. If | win, dl is
easy. If | lose-- well, | dare not think of that!"

"l understand the position,” said Holmes.

"l am dependent upon my sister, Lady Bestrice, for every- thing. But it iswell known that her interest in the estate isfor her
own lifeonly. For myself, | am deeply in the hands of the Jews. | have aways known that if my sister wereto die my creditors
would be on to my edtate like aflock of vultures. Everything would be saized -- my stables, my horses -- everything. Well, Mr.
Holmes, my sister did die just aweek ago.”

"And you told no one!"

"What could | do? Absolute ruin faced me. If | could stave things off for three weeks all would be well. Her maid's husband --
thisman here -- isan actor. It came into our heads -- it came into my head -- that he could for that short period personate my
sgter. It was but a case of appearing daily in the carriage, for no one need enter her room save the maid. It was not difficult to
arrange. My sigter died of the dropsy which had long afflicted her."

"That will be for acoroner to decide.”
"Her doctor would certify that for months her symptoms have threatened such an end.”
"Well, what did you do?'

"The body could not remain there. On thefirst night Norlett and | carried it out to the old well-house, which isnow never used.
We were followed, however, by her pet spaniel, which yapped continualy at the door, so | felt some safer place was needed. |
got rid of the spaniel, and we carried the body to the crypt of the church. There was no indignity or irreverence, Mr. Holmes. |

do not fed that | have wronged the dead.”

"Y our conduct seemsto meinexcusable, Sir Robert."

The baronet shook his head impatiently. "It iseasy to preach,” said he. "Perhaps you would have fet differently if you had been
inmy position. One cannot see al one's hopes and al one's plans shattered at the last moment and make no effort to save
them. It seemed to me that it would be no unworthy resting-place if we put her for the time in one of the coffins of her
husband's ancestors lying in what is still consecrated ground. We opened such a coffin, removed the contents, and placed her
asyou have seen her. Asto the old relics which we took out, we could not leave them on the floor of the crypt. Norlett and |
removed them, and he descended at night and burned them in the central furnace. Thereis my story, Mr. Holmes, though how
you forced my hand so that | haveto tell it ismorethan | can say.”

Holmes sat for sometimelost in thought.
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"Thereisoneflaw inyour narrative, Sir Robert,” he said at last. Y our bets on the race, and therefore your hopes for the future,
would hold good even if your creditors seized your estate.”

"The horse would be part of the estate. What do they care for my bets? Aslikely as not they would not run him at all. My chief
creditor is, unhappily, my most bitter enemy -- arascaly fellow, Sam Brewer, whom | was once compelled to horsewhip on
Newmarket Heath. Do you suppose that he would try to save me?”

"Well, Sir Robert," said Holmes, rising, "this matter must, of course, be referred to the police. It was my duty to bring the facts
to light, and there | must leaveit. Asto the mordity or decency of your conduct, it isnot for meto expressan opinion. It is
nearly midnight, Watson, and | think we may make our way back to our humble abode.”

It isgenerally known now that this singular episode ended upon ahappier note than Sir Robert's actions deserved. Shoscombe
Prince did win the Derby, the sporting owner did net eighty thousand poundsin bets, and the creditors did hold their hand until
the race was over, when they were paid in full, and enough was | eft to reestablish Sir Robert in afair postionin life. Both
police and coroner took alenient view of the transaction, and beyond amild censure for the delay in registering the lady's
decease, the lucky owner got away scathel ess from this strange incident in a career which has now outlived its shadows and
promisesto end in an honoured old age.
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