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			Preface

			I fear that Mr. Sher­lock Holmes may be­come like one of those pop­u­lar ten­ors who, hav­ing out­lived their time, are still temp­ted to make re­peated farewell bows to their in­dul­gent audi­ences. This must cease and he must go the way of all flesh, ma­ter­i­al or ima­gin­ary. One likes to think that there is some fant­ast­ic limbo for the chil­dren of ima­gin­a­tion, some strange, im­possible place where the beaux of Field­ing may still make love to the belles of Richard­son, where Scott’s her­oes still may strut, Dick­ens’s de­light­ful Cock­neys still raise a laugh, and Thack­er­ay’s world­lings con­tin­ue to carry on their rep­re­hens­ible ca­reers. Per­haps in some humble corner of such a Val­halla, Sher­lock and his Wat­son may for a time find a place, while some more as­tute sleuth with some even less as­tute com­rade may fill the stage which they have va­cated.

			His ca­reer has been a long 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. One is not anxious to have one’s per­son­al dates handled so un­kindly. As a mat­ter of cold fact, Holmes made his de­but in A Study in Scar­let and in The Sign of Four, two small book­lets which ap­peared between 1887 and 1889. It was in 1891 that “A Scan­dal in Bo­hemia,” the first of the long series of short stor­ies, ap­peared 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 series which now con­tains no few­er than fifty-six stor­ies, re­pub­lished in The Ad­ven­tures, The Mem­oirs, The Re­turn, and His Last Bow, and there re­main these twelve pub­lished dur­ing the last few years which are here pro­duced un­der the title of The Case­book of Sher­lock Holmes. He began his ad­ven­tures in the very heart of the later Vic­tori­an era, car­ried it through the all-too-short reign of Ed­ward, and has man­aged to hold his own little niche even in these fe­ver­ish days. Thus it 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 ad­ven­tures in the same magazine. It is a strik­ing ex­ample of the pa­tience and loy­alty of the Brit­ish pub­lic.

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

			And so, read­er, farewell to Sher­lock Holmes! I 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 Doyle.
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			The Adventure of the Illustrious Client

			“It can’t hurt now,” was Mr. Sher­lock Holmes’s com­ment when, for the tenth time in as many years, I asked his leave to re­veal the fol­low­ing nar­rat­ive. So it was that at last I ob­tained per­mis­sion to put on re­cord what was, in some ways, the su­preme mo­ment of my friend’s ca­reer.

			Both Holmes and I had a weak­ness for the Turk­ish bath. It was over a smoke in the pleas­ant las­sit­ude of the dry­ing-room that I 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. I had asked him wheth­er any­thing was stir­ring, and for an­swer he had shot his long, 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, self-im­port­ant fool; it may be a mat­ter of life or death,” said he as he handed me the note. “I know no more than this mes­sage tells me.”

			It was from the Carlton Club and dated the even­ing be­fore. This is what I read:

			
				Sir James Damery presents his com­pli­ments to Mr. Sher­lock Holmes and will call upon him at 4:30 to­mor­row. Sir James begs to say that the mat­ter upon which he de­sires to con­sult Mr. Holmes is very del­ic­ate and also very im­port­ant. He trusts, there­fore, that Mr. Holmes will make every ef­fort to grant this in­ter­view, and that he will con­firm it over the tele­phone to the Carlton Club.

			

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

			“Only that this name is a house­hold word in so­ci­ety.”

			“Well, I can tell you a little more than that. He has rather a repu­ta­tion for ar­ran­ging del­ic­ate mat­ters which are to be kept out of the pa­pers. You may re­mem­ber his ne­go­ti­ations with Sir George Lewis over the Ham­mer­ford Will case. He is a man of the world with a nat­ur­al turn for dip­lomacy. I am bound, there­fore, to hope that it is not a false scent and that he has some real need for our as­sist­ance.”

			“Our?”

			“Well, if you will be so good, Wat­son.”

			“I shall be hon­oured.”

			“Then you have the hour—4:30. Un­til then we can put the mat­ter out of our heads.”

			

			I was liv­ing in my own rooms in Queen Anne Street at the time, but I was round at Baker Street be­fore the time named. Sharp to the half-hour, Col­on­el Sir James Damery was an­nounced. It is hardly ne­ces­sary to de­scribe him, for many will re­mem­ber that large, bluff, hon­est per­son­al­ity, that broad, clean-shaven face, and, above all, that pleas­ant, mel­low voice. Frank­ness shone from his gray Ir­ish eyes, and good hu­mour played round his mo­bile, smil­ing lips. His lu­cent top-hat, his dark frock-coat, in­deed, every de­tail, from the pearl pin in the black sat­in cravat to the lav­ender spats over the var­nished shoes, spoke of the me­tic­u­lous care in dress for which he was fam­ous. The big, mas­ter­ful ar­is­to­crat dom­in­ated the little room.

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

			“I have had sev­er­al op­pon­ents to whom that flat­ter­ing term has been ap­plied,” said Holmes with a smile. “Don’t you smoke? Then you will ex­cuse me if I light my pipe. If your man is more dan­ger­ous than the late Pro­fess­or Mori­arty, or than the liv­ing Col­on­el Se­basti­an Mor­an, then he is in­deed worth meet­ing. May I ask his name?”

			“Have you ever heard of Bar­on Gru­ner?”

			“You mean the Aus­tri­an mur­der­er?”

			Col­on­el Damery threw up his kid-gloved hands with a laugh. “There is no get­ting past you, Mr. Holmes! Won­der­ful! So you have already sized him up as a mur­der­er?”

			“It is my busi­ness to fol­low the de­tails of Con­tin­ent­al crime. Who could pos­sibly have read what happened at Prague and have any doubts as to the man’s guilt! It was a purely tech­nic­al leg­al point and the sus­pi­cious death of a wit­ness that saved him! I am as sure that he killed his wife when the so-called ‘ac­ci­dent’ happened in the Splu­gen Pass as if I had seen him do it. I knew, also, that he had come to Eng­land and had a presen­ti­ment that soon­er or later he would find me some work to do. Well, what has Bar­on Gru­ner been up to? I pre­sume it is not this old tragedy which has come up again?”

			“No, it is more ser­i­ous than that. To re­venge crime is im­port­ant, but to pre­vent it is more so. It is a ter­rible thing, Mr. Holmes, to see a dread­ful event, an at­ro­cious situ­ation, pre­par­ing it­self 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 a more try­ing po­s­i­tion?”

			“Per­haps not.”

			“Then you will sym­path­ize with the cli­ent in whose in­terests I am act­ing.”

			“I did not un­der­stand that you were merely an in­ter­me­di­ary. Who is the prin­cip­al?”

			“Mr. Holmes, I must beg you not to press that ques­tion. It is im­port­ant that I 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 chiv­al­rous, but he prefers to re­main un­known. I need not say that your fees will be as­sured and that you will be giv­en a per­fectly free hand. Surely the ac­tu­al name of your cli­ent is im­ma­ter­i­al?”

			“I am sorry,” said Holmes. “I am ac­cus­tomed to have mys­tery at one end of my cases, but to have it at both ends is too con­fus­ing. I fear, Sir James, that I must de­cline to act.”

			Our vis­it­or was greatly dis­turbed. His large, sens­it­ive face was darkened with emo­tion and dis­ap­point­ment.

			“You hardly real­ize the ef­fect of your own ac­tion, Mr. Holmes,” said he. “You place me in a most ser­i­ous di­lemma for I am per­fectly cer­tain that you would be proud to take over the case if I could give you the facts, and yet a prom­ise for­bids me from re­veal­ing them all. May I, at least, lay all that I can be­fore you?”

			“By all means, so long as it is un­der­stood that I com­mit my­self to noth­ing.”

			“That is un­der­stood. In the first place, you have no doubt heard of Gen­er­al de Merville?”

			“De Merville of Khy­ber fame? Yes, I have heard of him.”

			“He has a daugh­ter, Vi­ol­et de Merville, young, rich, beau­ti­ful, ac­com­plished, a won­der-wo­man in every way. It is this daugh­ter, this lovely, in­no­cent girl, whom we are en­deav­our­ing to save from the clutches of a fiend.”

			“Bar­on Gru­ner has some hold over her, then?”

			“The strongest of all holds where a wo­man is con­cerned—the hold of love. The fel­low is, as you may have heard, ex­traordin­ar­ily hand­some, with a most fas­cin­at­ing man­ner, a gentle voice and that air of ro­mance and mys­tery which means so much to a wo­man. He is said to have the whole sex at his mercy and to have made ample use of the fact.”

			“But how came such a man to meet a lady of the stand­ing of Miss Vi­ol­et de Merville?”

			“It was on a Medi­ter­ranean yacht­ing voy­age. The com­pany, though se­lect, paid their own pas­sages. No doubt the pro­moters hardly real­ized the Bar­on’s true char­ac­ter un­til it was too late. The vil­lain at­tached him­self to the lady, and with such ef­fect that he has com­pletely and ab­so­lutely won her heart. To say that she loves him hardly ex­presses it. She dotes upon him, she is ob­sessed by him. Out­side of him there is noth­ing on earth. She will not hear one word against him. Everything has been done to cure her of her mad­ness, but in vain. To sum up, she pro­poses to marry him next month. As she is of age and has a will of iron, it is hard to know how to pre­vent her.”

			“Does she know about the Aus­tri­an epis­ode?”

			“The cun­ning dev­il has told her every un­sa­voury pub­lic scan­dal of his past life, but al­ways in such a way as to make him­self out to be an in­no­cent mar­tyr. She ab­so­lutely ac­cepts his ver­sion and will listen to no oth­er.”

			“Dear me! But surely you have in­ad­vert­ently let out the name of your cli­ent? It is no doubt Gen­er­al de Merville.”

			Our vis­it­or fid­geted in his chair.

			“I could de­ceive you by say­ing so, Mr. Holmes, but it would not be true. De Merville is a broken man. The strong sol­dier has been ut­terly de­mor­al­ized by this in­cid­ent. He has lost the nerve which nev­er failed him on the bat­tle­field and has be­come a weak, dod­der­ing old man, ut­terly in­cap­able of con­tend­ing with a bril­liant, force­ful ras­cal like this Aus­tri­an. My cli­ent, how­ever, is an old friend, one who has known the Gen­er­al in­tim­ately for many years and taken a pa­ternal in­terest in this young girl since she wore short frocks. He can­not see this tragedy con­sum­mated without some at­tempt to stop it. There is noth­ing in which Scot­land Yard can act. It was his own sug­ges­tion that you should be called in, but it was, as I have said, on the ex­press stip­u­la­tion that he should not be per­son­ally in­volved in the mat­ter. I have no doubt, Mr. Holmes, with your great powers you could eas­ily trace my cli­ent back through me, but I must ask you, as a point of hon­our, to re­frain from do­ing so, and not to break in upon his in­cog­nito.”

			Holmes gave a whim­sic­al smile.

			“I think I may safely prom­ise that,” said he. “I may add that your prob­lem in­terests me, and that I shall be pre­pared to look in­to it. How shall I keep in touch with you?”

			“The Carlton Club will find me. But in case of emer­gency, there is a private tele­phone call, ‘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 is a large house. He has been for­tu­nate in some rather shady spec­u­la­tions and is a rich man, which nat­ur­ally makes him a more dan­ger­ous ant­ag­on­ist.”

			“Is he at home at present?”

			“Yes.”

			“Apart from what you have told me, can you give me any fur­ther in­form­a­tion about the man?”

			“He has ex­pens­ive tastes. He is a horse fan­ci­er. For a short time he played polo at Hurl­ing­ham, but then this Prague af­fair got noised about and he had to leave. He col­lects books and pic­tures. He is a man with a con­sid­er­able artist­ic side to his nature. He is, I be­lieve, a re­cog­nized au­thor­ity upon Chinese pot­tery and has writ­ten a book upon the sub­ject.”

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

			

			When our vis­it­or had left us, Holmes sat so long in deep thought that it seemed to me that 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 her­self.”

			“My dear Wat­son, if her poor old broken fath­er can­not move her, how shall I, a stranger, pre­vail? And yet there is some­thing in the sug­ges­tion if all else fails. But I think we must be­gin from a dif­fer­ent angle. I rather fancy that Shin­well John­son might be a help.”

			I have not had oc­ca­sion to men­tion Shin­well John­son in these mem­oirs be­cause I have sel­dom drawn my cases from the lat­ter phases of my friend’s ca­reer. Dur­ing the first years of the cen­tury he be­came a valu­able as­sist­ant. John­son, I grieve to say, made his name first as a very dan­ger­ous vil­lain and served two terms at Parkhurst. Fi­nally he re­pen­ted and al­lied him­self to Holmes, act­ing as his agent in the huge crim­in­al un­der­world of Lon­don and ob­tain­ing in­form­a­tion 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 dealt with cases which nev­er came dir­ectly in­to the courts, his activ­it­ies were nev­er real­ized by his com­pan­ions. With the glam­our of his two con­vic­tions upon him, he had the en­trée of every nightclub, doss house, and gambling-den in the town, and his quick ob­ser­va­tion and act­ive brain made him an ideal agent for gain­ing in­form­a­tion. It was to him that Sher­lock Holmes now pro­posed to turn.

			It was not pos­sible for me to fol­low the im­me­di­ate steps taken by my friend, for I had some press­ing pro­fes­sion­al busi­ness of my own, but I met him by ap­point­ment that even­ing at Simpson’s, where, sit­ting at a small 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 is on the prowl,” said he. “He may pick up some garbage in the dark­er re­cesses of the un­der­world, for it is down there, amid the black roots of crime, that we must hunt for this man’s secrets.”

			“But if the lady will not ac­cept what is already known, why should any fresh dis­cov­ery of yours turn her from her pur­pose?”

			“Who knows, Wat­son? Wo­man’s heart and mind are in­sol­uble puzzles to the male. Murder might be con­doned or ex­plained, and yet some smal­ler of­fence might rankle. Bar­on Gru­ner re­marked to me—”

			“He re­marked to you!”

			“Oh, to be sure, I had not told you of my plans. Well, Wat­son, I love to come to close grips with my man. I like to meet him eye to eye and read for my­self the stuff that he is made of. When I had giv­en John­son his in­struc­tions I took a cab out to King­ston and found the Bar­on in a most af­fable mood.”

			“Did he re­cog­nize you?”

			“There was no dif­fi­culty about that, for I simply sent in my card. He is an ex­cel­lent ant­ag­on­ist, cool as ice, silky voiced and sooth­ing as one of your fash­ion­able con­sult­ants, and pois­on­ous as a co­bra. He has breed­ing in him—a real ar­is­to­crat of crime with a su­per­fi­cial sug­ges­tion of af­ter­noon tea and all the cruelty of the grave be­hind it. Yes, I am glad to have had my at­ten­tion called to Bar­on Ad­el­bert Gru­ner.”

			“You say he was 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. ‘I rather thought I should see you soon­er or later, Mr. Holmes,’ said he. ‘You have been en­gaged, no doubt by Gen­er­al de Merville, to en­deav­our to stop my mar­riage with his daugh­ter, Vi­ol­et. That is so, is it not?’

			“I ac­qui­esced.

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

			“ ‘It is curi­ous,’ I answered, ‘but that was the very ad­vice which I had in­ten­ded to give you. I have a re­spect for your brains, Bar­on, and the little which I have seen of your per­son­al­ity has not lessened it. Let me put it to you as man to man. No one wants to rake up your past and make you un­duly un­com­fort­able. It is over, and you are now in smooth wa­ters, but if you per­sist in this mar­riage you will raise up a swarm of power­ful en­emies who will nev­er leave you alone un­til they have made Eng­land too hot to hold you. Is the game worth it? Surely you would be wiser if you left the lady alone. It 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 fi­nally broke in­to a gentle chuckle.

			“ ‘Ex­cuse my amuse­ment, Mr. Holmes,’ said he, ‘but it is really funny to see you try­ing to play a hand with no cards in it. I don’t think any­one could do it bet­ter, but it is rather pathet­ic all the same. Not a col­our card there, Mr. Holmes, noth­ing but the smal­lest of the small.’

			“ ‘So you think.’

			“ ‘So I know. Let me make the thing clear to you, for my own hand is so strong that I can af­ford to show it. I have been for­tu­nate enough to win the en­tire af­fec­tion of this lady. This was giv­en to me in spite of the fact that I told her very clearly of all the un­happy in­cid­ents in my past life. I also told her that cer­tain wicked and design­ing per­sons—I hope you re­cog­nize your­self—would come to her and tell her these things, and I warned her how to treat them. You have heard of post-hyp­not­ic sug­ges­tion, Mr. Holmes. Well you will see how it works for a man of per­son­al­ity can use hyp­not­ism without any vul­gar passes or tom­fool­ery. So she is ready for you and, I have no doubt, would give you an ap­point­ment, for she is quite amen­able to her fath­er’s will—save only in the one little mat­ter.’

			“Well, Wat­son, there seemed to be no more to say, so I took my leave with as much cold dig­nity as I could sum­mon, but, as I had my hand on the door-handle, he stopped me.

			“ ‘By the way, Mr. Holmes,’ said he, ‘did you know Le Brun, the French agent?’

			“ ‘Yes,’ said I.

			“ ‘Do you know what be­fell him?’

			“ ‘I heard that he was beaten by some Apaches in the Mont­martre dis­trict and crippled for life.’

			“ ‘Quite true, Mr. Holmes. By a curi­ous co­in­cid­ence he had been in­quir­ing in­to my af­fairs only a week be­fore. Don’t do it, Mr. Holmes; it’s not a lucky thing to do. Sev­er­al have found that out. My last word to you is, go your own way and let me go mine. Good­bye!’

			“So there you are, Wat­son. You are up to date now.”

			“The fel­low seems dan­ger­ous.”

			“Mighty dan­ger­ous. I dis­reg­ard the bluster­er, but this is the sort of man who says rather less than he means.”

			“Must you in­ter­fere? Does it really mat­ter if he mar­ries the girl?”

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

			We found him sure enough, a huge, coarse, red-faced, scor­bu­tic man, with a pair of vivid black eyes which were the only ex­tern­al sign of the very cun­ning mind with­in. It seems that 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 a slim, flame-like young wo­man with a pale, in­tense face, youth­ful, and yet so worn with sin and sor­row that one read the ter­rible years which had left their lep­rous mark upon her.

			“This is Miss Kitty Winter,” said Shin­well John­son, wav­ing his fat hand as an in­tro­duc­tion. “What she don’t know—well, there, she’ll speak for her­self. 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 ad­dress for Porky Shin­well. We’re old mates, Porky, you and I. But, by cripes! there is an­oth­er who ought to be down in a lower hell than we if there was any justice in the world! That is the 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 yours to the rattle,” said our vis­it­or with fierce en­ergy. There was an in­tens­ity of hatred in her white, set face and her blaz­ing eyes such as wo­man sel­dom and man nev­er can at­tain.

			“You needn’t go in­to my past, Mr. Holmes. That’s neither here nor there. But what I am Ad­el­bert Gru­ner made me. If I could pull him down!” She clutched frantic­ally with her hands in­to the air. “Oh, if I could only pull him in­to the pit where he has pushed so many!”

			“You know how the mat­ter stands?”

			“Porky Shin­well has been telling me. He’s after some oth­er poor fool and wants to marry her this time. You want to stop it. Well, you surely know enough about this dev­il to pre­vent any de­cent girl in her senses want­ing to be in the same par­ish with him.”

			“She is not in her senses. She is madly in love. She has been told all about him. She cares noth­ing.”

			“Told about the murder?”

			“Yes.”

			“My Lord, she must have a nerve!”

			“She puts them all down as slanders.”

			“Couldn’t you lay proofs be­fore her silly eyes?”

			“Well, can you help us do so?”

			“Ain’t I a proof my­self? If I stood be­fore her and told her how he used me—”

			“Would you do this?”

			“Would I? Would I not!”

			“Well, it might be worth try­ing. But he has told her most of his sins and had par­don from her, and I un­der­stand she will not re­open the ques­tion.”

			“I’ll lay he didn’t tell her all,” said Miss Winter. “I caught a glimpse of one or two murders be­sides the one that made such a fuss. He would speak of someone in his vel­vet way and then look at me with a steady eye and say: ‘He died with­in a month.’ It wasn’t hot air, either. But I took little no­tice—you see, I loved him my­self at that time. Whatever he did went with me, same as with this poor fool! There was just one thing that shook me. Yes, by cripes! if it had not been for his pois­on­ous, ly­ing tongue that ex­plains and soothes, I’d have left him that very night. It’s a book he has—a brown leath­er book with a lock, and his arms in gold on the out­side. I think he was a bit drunk that night, or he would not have shown it to me.”

			“What was it, then?”

			“I tell you. Mr. Holmes, this man col­lects wo­men, and takes a pride in his col­lec­tion, as some men col­lect moths or but­ter­flies. He had it all in that book. Snap­shot pho­to­graphs, names, de­tails, everything about them. It was a beastly book—a book no man, even if he had come from the gut­ter, could have put to­geth­er. But it was Ad­el­bert Gru­ner’s book all the same. ‘Souls I have ruined.’ He could have put that on the out­side if 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.”

			“Where is it?”

			“How can I tell you where it is now? It’s more than a year since I left him. I know where he kept it then. He’s a pre­cise, tidy cat of a man in many of his ways, so maybe it is still in the pi­geon­hole of the old bur­eau in the in­ner study. Do you know his house?”

			“I’ve been in the study,” said Holmes.

			“Have you, though? You haven’t been slow on the job if you only star­ted this morn­ing. Maybe dear Ad­el­bert has met his match this time. The out­er study is the one with the Chinese crock­ery in it—big glass cup­board between the win­dows. Then be­hind his desk is the door that leads to the in­ner study—a small room where he keeps pa­pers and things.”

			“Is he not afraid of burg­lars?”

			“Ad­el­bert is no cow­ard. His worst en­emy couldn’t say that of him. He can look after him­self. There’s a burg­lar alarm at night. Be­sides, what is there for a burg­lar—un­less they got away with all this fancy crock­ery?”

			“No good,” said Shin­well John­son with the de­cided voice of the ex­pert. “No fence wants stuff of that sort that you can neither melt nor sell.”

			“Quite so,” said Holmes. “Well, now, Miss Winter, if you would call here to­mor­row even­ing at five, I would con­sider in the mean­while wheth­er your sug­ges­tion of see­ing this lady per­son­ally may not be ar­ranged. I am ex­ceed­ingly ob­liged to you for your co­oper­a­tion. I need not say that my cli­ents will con­sider lib­er­ally—”

			“None of that, Mr. Holmes,” cried the young wo­man. “I am not out for money. Let me see this man in the mud, and I’ve got all I’ve worked for—in the mud with my foot on his cursed face. That’s my price. I’m with you to­mor­row or any oth­er day so long as you are on his track. Porky here can tell you al­ways where to find me.”

			

			I did not see Holmes again un­til the fol­low­ing even­ing when we dined once more at our Strand res­taur­ant. He shrugged his shoulders when I asked him what luck he had had in his in­ter­view. Then he told the story, which I would re­peat in this way. His hard, dry state­ment needs some little edit­ing to soften it in­to the terms of real life.

			“There was no dif­fi­culty at all about the ap­point­ment,” said Holmes, “for the girl glor­ies in show­ing ab­ject fi­li­al obed­i­ence in all sec­ond­ary things in an at­tempt to atone for her flag­rant breach of it in her en­gage­ment. The Gen­er­al phoned that all was ready, and the fiery 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 us in­to a great yel­low-cur­tained draw­ing-room, and there was the lady await­ing us, de­mure, pale, self-con­tained, as in­flex­ible and re­mote as a snow im­age on a moun­tain.

			“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. She is beau­ti­ful, but with the eth­er­e­al oth­er­world beauty of some fan­at­ic whose thoughts are set on high. I have seen such faces in the pic­tures of the old mas­ters of the Middle Ages. How a beast­man could have laid his vile paws upon such a be­ing of the bey­ond I can­not ima­gine. You may have no­ticed how ex­tremes call to each oth­er, the spir­itu­al to the an­im­al, the cave­man to the an­gel. You nev­er saw a worse case than this.

			“She knew what we had come for, of course—that vil­lain had lost no time in pois­on­ing her mind against us. Miss Winter’s ad­vent rather amazed her, I think, but she waved us in­to our re­spect­ive chairs like a rev­er­end ab­bess re­ceiv­ing two rather lep­rous men­dic­ants. If your head is in­clined to swell, my dear Wat­son, take a course of Miss Vi­ol­et de Merville.

			“ ‘Well, sir,’ said she in a voice like the wind from an ice­berg, ‘your name is fa­mil­i­ar to me. You have called, as I un­der­stand, to ma­lign my fiancé, Bar­on Gru­ner. It is only by my fath­er’s re­quest that I see you at all, and I warn you in ad­vance that any­thing you can say could not pos­sibly have the slight­est ef­fect upon my mind.’

			“I was sorry for her, Wat­son. I thought of her for the mo­ment as I would have thought of a daugh­ter of my own. I am not of­ten elo­quent. I use my head, not my heart. But I really did plead with her with all the warmth of words that I could find in my nature. I pic­tured to her the aw­ful po­s­i­tion of the wo­man who only wakes to a man’s char­ac­ter after she is his wife—a wo­man who has to sub­mit to be caressed by bloody hands and lech­er­ous lips. I spared her noth­ing—the shame, the fear, the agony, the hope­less­ness of it all. All my hot words could not bring one tinge of col­our to those ivory cheeks or one gleam of emo­tion to those ab­strac­ted eyes. I thought of what the ras­cal had said about a post-hyp­not­ic in­flu­ence. One could really be­lieve that she was liv­ing above the earth in some ec­stat­ic dream. Yet there was noth­ing in­def­in­ite in her replies.

			“ ‘I have listened to you with pa­tience, Mr. Holmes,’ said she. ‘The ef­fect upon my mind is ex­actly as pre­dicted. I am aware that Ad­el­bert, that my fiancé, has had a stormy life in which he has in­curred bit­ter hatreds and most un­just as­per­sions. You are only the last of a series who have brought their slanders be­fore me. Pos­sibly you mean well, though I learn that you are a paid agent who would have been equally will­ing to act for the Bar­on as against him. But in any case I wish you to un­der­stand once for all that I love him and that he loves me, and that the opin­ion of all the world is no more to me than the twit­ter of those birds out­side the win­dow. If his noble nature has ever for an in­stant fallen, it may be that I have been spe­cially sent to raise it to its true and lofty level. I am not clear’—here she turned eyes upon my com­pan­ion—‘who this young lady may be.’

			“I was about to an­swer when the girl broke in like a whirl­wind. If ever you saw flame and ice face to face, it was those two wo­men.

			“ ‘I’ll tell you who I am,’ she cried, spring­ing out of her chair, her mouth all twis­ted with pas­sion—‘I am his last mis­tress. I am one of a hun­dred that he has temp­ted and used and ruined and thrown in­to the re­fuse heap, as he will you also. Your re­fuse heap is more likely to be a grave, and maybe that’s the best. I tell you, you fool­ish wo­man, if you marry this man he’ll be the death of you. It may be a broken heart or it may be a broken neck, but he’ll have you one way or the oth­er. It’s not out of love for you I’m speak­ing. I don’t care a tinker’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’s all the same, and you needn’t look at me like that, my fine lady, for you may be lower than I am be­fore you are through with it.’

			“ ‘I should prefer not to dis­cuss such mat­ters,’ said Miss de Merville coldly. ‘Let me say once for all that I am aware of three pas­sages in my fiancé’s life in which he be­came en­tangled with design­ing wo­men, and that I am as­sured of his hearty re­pent­ance for any evil that he may have done.’

			“ ‘Three pas­sages!’ screamed my com­pan­ion. ‘You fool! You un­ut­ter­able fool!’

			“ ‘Mr. Holmes, I beg that you will bring this in­ter­view to an end,’ said the icy voice. ‘I have obeyed my fath­er’s wish in see­ing you, but I am not com­pelled to listen to the rav­ings of this per­son.’

			“With an oath Miss Winter dar­ted for­ward, and if I had not caught her wrist she would have clutched this mad­den­ing wo­man by the hair. I dragged her to­wards the door and was lucky to get her back in­to the cab without a pub­lic scene, for she was be­side her­self with rage. In a cold way I felt pretty furi­ous my­self, Wat­son, for there was some­thing in­des­crib­ably an­noy­ing in the calm aloof­ness and su­preme self-com­plais­ance of the wo­man whom we were try­ing to save. So now once again you know ex­actly how we stand, and it is clear that I must plan some fresh open­ing move, for this gam­bit won’t work. I’ll keep in touch with you, Wat­son, for it is more than likely that you will have your part to play, though it is just pos­sible that the next move may lie with them rather than with us.”

			And it did. Their blow fell—or his blow rather, for nev­er could I be­lieve that the lady was privy to it. I think I could show you the very pav­ing-stone upon which I stood when my eyes fell upon the plac­ard, and a pang of hor­ror passed through my very soul. It was between the Grand Hotel and Char­ing Cross Sta­tion, where a one-legged news-vendor dis­played his even­ing pa­pers. The date was just two days after the last con­ver­sa­tion. There, black upon yel­low, was the ter­rible news-sheet:

			
				Mur­der­ous At­tack Upon Sher­lock Holmes

			

			I think I stood stunned for some mo­ments. Then I have a con­fused re­col­lec­tion of snatch­ing at a pa­per, of the re­mon­strance of the man, whom I had not paid, and, fi­nally, of stand­ing in the door­way of a chem­ist’s shop while I turned up the fate­ful para­graph. This was how it ran:

			
				We learn with re­gret that Mr. Sher­lock Holmes, the well-known private de­tect­ive, was the vic­tim this morn­ing of a mur­der­ous as­sault which has left him in a pre­cari­ous po­s­i­tion. There are no ex­act de­tails to hand, but the event seems to have oc­curred about twelve o’clock in Re­gent Street, out­side the Café Roy­al. The at­tack was made by two men armed with sticks, and Mr. Holmes was beaten about the head and body, re­ceiv­ing in­jur­ies which the doc­tors de­scribe as most ser­i­ous. He was car­ried to Char­ing Cross Hos­pit­al and af­ter­wards in­sisted upon be­ing taken to his rooms in Baker Street. The miscre­ants who at­tacked him ap­pear to have been re­spect­ably dressed men, who es­caped from the bystand­ers by passing through the Café Roy­al and out in­to Glass­house Street be­hind it.

				No doubt they be­longed to that crim­in­al fra­tern­ity which has so of­ten had oc­ca­sion to be­wail the activ­ity and in­genu­ity of the in­jured man.

			

			I need not say that my eyes had hardly glanced over the para­graph be­fore I had sprung in­to a hansom and was on my way to Baker Street. I found Sir Leslie Oak­shott, the fam­ous sur­geon, in the hall and his brougham wait­ing at the curb.

			“No im­me­di­ate danger,” was his re­port. “Two la­cer­ated scalp wounds and some con­sid­er­able bruises. Sev­er­al stitches have been ne­ces­sary. Morphine has been in­jec­ted and quiet is es­sen­tial, but an in­ter­view of a few minutes would not be ab­so­lutely for­bid­den.”

			With this per­mis­sion I stole in­to the darkened room. The suf­fer­er was wide awake, and I heard my name in a hoarse whis­per. The blind was three-quar­ters down, but one ray of sun­light slanted through and struck the band­aged head of the in­jured man. A crim­son patch had soaked through the white lin­en com­press. I sat be­side him and bent my head.

			“All right, Wat­son. Don’t look so scared,” he muttered in a very weak voice. “It’s not as bad as it seems.”

			“Thank God for that!”

			“I’m a bit of a single­stick ex­pert, as you know. I took most of them on my guard. It was the second man that was too much for me.”

			“What can I do, Holmes? Of course, it was that damned fel­low who set them on. I’ll go and thrash the hide off him if you give the word.”

			“Good old Wat­son! No, we can do noth­ing there un­less the po­lice lay their hands on the men. But their get­away had been well pre­pared. We may be sure of that. Wait a little. I have my plans. The first thing is to ex­ag­ger­ate my in­jur­ies. They’ll come to you for news. Put it on thick, Wat­son. Lucky if I live the week out—con­cus­sion—de­li­ri­um—what you like! You can’t overdo it.”

			“But Sir Leslie Oak­shott?”

			“Oh, he’s all right. He shall see the worst side of me. I’ll look after that.”

			“Any­thing else?”

			“Yes. Tell Shin­well John­son to get that girl out of the way. Those beau­ties will be after her now. They know, of course, that she was with me in the case. If they dared to do me in it is not likely they will neg­lect her. That is ur­gent. Do it to­night.”

			“I’ll go now. Any­thing more?”

			“Put my pipe on the table—and the to­bacco-slip­per. Right! Come in each morn­ing and we will plan our cam­paign.”

			I 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 para­graphs in the pa­pers. My con­tinu­al vis­its as­sured me that it was not so bad as that. His wiry con­sti­tu­tion and his de­term­ined will were work­ing won­ders. He was re­cov­er­ing fast, and I had sus­pi­cions at times that he was really find­ing him­self faster than he pre­ten­ded even to me. There was a curi­ous se­cret­ive streak in the man which led to many dra­mat­ic ef­fects, but left even his closest friend guess­ing as to what his ex­act plans might be. He pushed to an ex­treme the ax­iom that the only safe plot­ter was he who plot­ted alone. I was near­er him than any­one else, and yet I was al­ways con­scious of the gap between.

			On the sev­enth day the stitches were taken out, in spite of which there was a re­port of ery­sipelas in the even­ing pa­pers. The same even­ing pa­pers had an an­nounce­ment which I was bound, sick or well, to carry to my friend. It was simply that among the pas­sen­gers on the Cunard boat Rurit­ania, start­ing from Liv­er­pool on Fri­day, was the Bar­on Ad­el­bert Gru­ner, who had some im­port­ant fin­an­cial busi­ness to settle in the States be­fore his im­pend­ing wed­ding to Miss Vi­ol­et de Merville, only daugh­ter of, etc., etc. Holmes listened to the news with a cold, con­cen­trated look upon his pale face, which told me that it hit him hard.

			“Fri­day!” he cried. “Only three clear days. I be­lieve the ras­cal wants to put him­self out of danger’s way. But he won’t, Wat­son! By the Lord Harry, he won’t! Now, Wat­son, I want you to do some­thing for me.”

			“I am here to be used, Holmes.”

			“Well, then, spend the next twenty-four hours in an in­tens­ive study of Chinese pot­tery.”

			He gave no ex­plan­a­tions and I asked for none. By long ex­per­i­ence I had learned the wis­dom of obed­i­ence. But when I had left his room I walked down Baker Street, re­volving in my head how on earth I was to carry out so strange an or­der. Fi­nally I drove to the Lon­don Lib­rary in St. James’s Square, put the mat­ter to my friend Lo­max, the sub­lib­rari­an, and de­par­ted to my rooms with a goodly volume un­der my arm.

			It is said that the bar­ris­ter who crams up a case with such care that he can ex­am­ine an ex­pert wit­ness upon the Monday has for­got­ten all his forced know­ledge be­fore the Sat­urday. Cer­tainly I should not like now to pose as an au­thor­ity upon ceram­ics. And yet all that even­ing, and all that night with a short in­ter­val for rest, and all next morn­ing, I was suck­ing in know­ledge and com­mit­ting names to memory. There I learned of the hall­marks of the great artist-dec­or­at­ors, of the mys­tery of cyc­lic­al dates, the marks of the Hung-wu and the beau­ties of the Yung-lo, the writ­ings of Tang-ying, and the glor­ies of the prim­it­ive peri­od of the Sung and the Yuan. I was charged with all this in­form­a­tion when I 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 his fa­vour­ite arm­chair.

			“Why, Holmes,” I said, “if one be­lieved the pa­pers, you are dy­ing.”

			“That,” said he, “is the very im­pres­sion which I in­ten­ded to con­vey. And now, Wat­son, have you learned your les­sons?”

			“At least I have tried to.”

			“Good. You could keep up an in­tel­li­gent con­ver­sa­tion on the sub­ject?”

			“I be­lieve I could.”

			“Then hand me that 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 a del­ic­ate little sau­cer of the most beau­ti­ful deep-blue col­our.

			“It needs care­ful hand­ling, Wat­son. This is the real egg­shell pot­tery of the Ming dyn­asty. No finer piece ever passed through Christie’s. A com­plete set of this would be worth a king’s ransom—in fact, it is doubt­ful if there is a com­plete set out­side the im­per­i­al palace of Pek­ing. The sight of this would drive a real con­nois­seur wild.”

			“What am I to do with it?”

			Holmes handed me a card upon which was prin­ted: “Dr. Hill Bar­ton, 369 Half Moon Street.”

			“That is your name for the even­ing, Wat­son. You will call upon Bar­on Gru­ner. I know some­thing of his habits, and at half-past eight he would prob­ably be dis­en­gaged. A note will tell him in ad­vance that you are about to call, and you will say that you are bring­ing him a spe­ci­men of an ab­so­lutely unique set of Ming china. You may as well be a med­ic­al man, since that is a part which you can play without du­pli­city. You are a col­lect­or, this set has come your way, you have heard of the Bar­on’s in­terest in the sub­ject, and you are not averse to selling at a price.”

			“What price?”

			“Well asked, Wat­son. You would cer­tainly fall down badly if you did not know the value of your own wares. This sau­cer was got for me by Sir James, and comes, I un­der­stand, from the col­lec­tion of his cli­ent. You will not ex­ag­ger­ate if you say that it could hardly be matched in the world.”

			“I could per­haps sug­gest that the set should be val­ued by an ex­pert.”

			“Ex­cel­lent, Wat­son! You scin­til­late today. Sug­gest Christie or So­theby. Your del­ic­acy pre­vents your put­ting a price for your­self.”

			“But if he won’t see me?”

			“Oh, yes, he will see you. He has the col­lec­tion mania in its most acute form—and es­pe­cially on this sub­ject, on which he is an ac­know­ledged au­thor­ity. Sit down, Wat­son, and I will dic­tate the let­ter. No an­swer needed. You 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 Bar­ton in my pock­et, I set off on my own ad­ven­ture.

			

			The beau­ti­ful house and grounds in­dic­ated that Bar­on Gru­ner was, as Sir James had said, a man of con­sid­er­able wealth. A long wind­ing drive, with banks of rare shrubs on either side, opened out in­to a great 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 ar­chi­tec­tur­al night­mare, was im­pos­ing in its size and solid­ity. A but­ler, who would have ad­orned a bench of bish­ops, showed me in and handed me over to a plush-clad foot­man, who ushered me in­to the Bar­on’s pres­ence.

			He was stand­ing at the open front of a great case which stood between the win­dows and which con­tained part of his Chinese col­lec­tion. He turned as I entered with a small brown vase in his hand.

			“Pray sit down, Doc­tor,” said he. “I was look­ing over my own treas­ures and won­der­ing wheth­er I could really af­ford to add to them. This little Tang spe­ci­men, which dates from the sev­enth cen­tury, would prob­ably in­terest you. I am sure you nev­er saw finer work­man­ship or a rich­er glaze. Have you the Ming sau­cer with you of which you spoke?”

			I care­fully un­packed it and handed it to him. He seated him­self at his desk, pulled over the lamp, for it was grow­ing dark, and set him­self to ex­am­ine it. As he did so the yel­low light beat upon his own fea­tures, and I was able to study them at my ease.

			He was cer­tainly a re­mark­ably 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. His face was swarthy, al­most Ori­ent­al, with large, dark, lan­guor­ous eyes which might eas­ily hold an ir­res­ist­ible fas­cin­a­tion for wo­men. His hair and mous­tache were raven black, the lat­ter short, poin­ted, and care­fully waxed. His fea­tures were reg­u­lar and pleas­ing, save only his straight, thin-lipped mouth. If ever I saw a mur­der­er’s mouth it was there—a cruel, hard gash in the face, com­pressed, in­ex­or­able, and ter­rible. He was ill-ad­vised to train his mous­tache away from it, for it was Nature’s danger-sig­nal, set as a warn­ing to his vic­tims. His voice was en­ga­ging and his man­ners per­fect. In age I should have put him at little over thirty, though his re­cord af­ter­wards showed that he was forty-two.

			“Very fine—very fine in­deed!” he said at last. “And you say you have a set of six to cor­res­pond. What puzzles me is that I should not have heard of such mag­ni­fi­cent spe­ci­mens. I only know of one in Eng­land to match this, and it is cer­tainly not likely to be in the mar­ket. Would it be in­dis­creet if I were to ask you, Dr. Hill Bar­ton, how you ob­tained this?”

			“Does it really mat­ter?” I asked with as care­less an air as I could muster. “You can see that the piece is genu­ine, and, as to the value, I am con­tent to take an ex­pert’s valu­ation.”

			“Very mys­ter­i­ous,” said he with a quick, sus­pi­cious flash of his dark eyes. “In deal­ing with ob­jects of such value, one nat­ur­ally wishes to know all about the trans­ac­tion. That the piece is genu­ine is cer­tain. I have no doubts at all about that. But sup­pose—I am bound to take every pos­sib­il­ity in­to ac­count—that it should prove af­ter­wards that you had no right to sell?”

			“I would guar­an­tee you against any claim of the son.”

			“That, of course, would open up the ques­tion as to what your guar­an­tee was worth.”

			“My bankers would an­swer that.”

			“Quite so. And yet the whole trans­ac­tion strikes me as rather un­usu­al.”

			“You can do busi­ness or not,” said I with in­dif­fer­ence. “I have giv­en you the first of­fer as I un­der­stood that you were a con­nois­seur, but I shall have no dif­fi­culty in oth­er quar­ters.”

			“Who told you I was a con­nois­seur?”

			“I 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! You are a con­nois­seur and col­lect­or with a very valu­able piece in 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 a very busy man. I am a doc­tor in prac­tice.”

			“That is no an­swer. If a man has a hobby he fol­lows it up, whatever his oth­er pur­suits may be. You said in your note that you were a con­nois­seur.”

			“So I am.”

			“Might I ask you a few ques­tions to test you? I am ob­liged to tell you, Doc­tor—if you are in­deed a doc­tor—that the in­cid­ent be­comes more and more sus­pi­cious. I 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, does that puzzle you? Tell me a little about the Non­hern Wei dyn­asty and its place in the his­tory of ceram­ics.”

			I sprang from my chair in sim­u­lated an­ger.

			“This is in­tol­er­able, sir,” said I. “I came here to do you a fa­vour, and not to be ex­amined as if I were a school­boy. My know­ledge on these sub­jects may be second only to your own, but I cer­tainly shall not an­swer ques­tions which have been put in so of­fens­ive a way.”

			He looked at me stead­ily. The lan­guor had gone from his eyes. They sud­denly glared. There was a gleam of teeth from between those cruel lips.

			“What is the game? You are here as a spy. You are an emis­sary of Holmes. This is a trick that you are play­ing upon me. The fel­low is dy­ing, I hear, so he sends his tools to keep watch upon me. You’ve made your way in here without leave, and, by God! you may find it harder to get out than to get in.”

			He had sprung to his feet, and I stepped back, bra­cing my­self for an at­tack, for the man was be­side him­self with rage. He may have sus­pec­ted me from the first; cer­tainly this cross-ex­am­in­a­tion had shown him the truth; but it was clear that I could not hope to de­ceive him. He dived his hand in­to a side-draw­er and rum­maged furi­ously. Then some­thing struck upon his ear, for he stood listen­ing in­tently.

			“Ah!” he cried. “Ah!” and dashed in­to the room be­hind him.

			Two steps took me to the open door, and my mind will ever carry a clear pic­ture of the scene with­in. The win­dow lead­ing out to the garden was wide open. Be­side it, look­ing like some ter­rible ghost, his head girt with bloody band­ages, his face drawn and white, stood Sher­lock Holmes. The next in­stant he was through the gap, and I heard the crash of his body among the laurel bushes out­side. With a howl of rage the mas­ter of the house rushed after him to the open win­dow.

			And then! It was done in an in­stant, and yet I clearly saw it. An arm—a wo­man’s arm—shot out from among the leaves. At the same in­stant the Bar­on uttered a hor­rible cry—a yell which will al­ways ring in my memory. He clapped his two hands to his face and rushed round the room, beat­ing his head hor­ribly against the walls. Then he fell upon the car­pet, rolling and writh­ing, while scream after scream re­soun­ded through the house.

			“Wa­ter! For God’s sake, wa­ter!” was his cry.

			I seized a carafe from a side-table and rushed to his aid. At the same mo­ment the but­ler and sev­er­al foot­men ran in from the hall. I re­mem­ber that one of them fain­ted as I knelt by the in­jured man and turned that aw­ful face to the light of the lamp. The vit­ri­ol was eat­ing in­to it every­where and drip­ping from the ears and the chin. One eye was already white and glazed. The oth­er was red and in­flamed. The fea­tures which I had ad­mired a few minutes be­fore were now like some beau­ti­ful paint­ing over which the artist has passed a wet and foul sponge. They were blurred, dis­col­oured, in­hu­man, ter­rible.

			In a few words I ex­plained ex­actly what had oc­curred, so far as the 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 screams the vic­tim raged and raved against the avenger. “It was that hellcat, Kitty Winter!” he cried. “Oh, the she-dev­il! She shall pay for it! She shall pay! Oh, God in heav­en, this pain is more than I can bear!”

			I bathed his face in oil, 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 as if I might have the power even yet to clear those dead-fish eyes which glazed up at me. I could have wept over the ru­in had l not re­membered very clearly the vile life which had led up to so hideous a change. It was loath­some to feel the paw­ing of his burn­ing hands, and I was re­lieved when his fam­ily sur­geon, closely fol­lowed by a spe­cial­ist, came to re­lieve me of my charge. An in­spect­or of po­lice had also ar­rived, and to him I handed my real card. It would have been use­less as well as fool­ish to do oth­er­wise, for I was nearly as well known by sight at the Yard as Holmes him­self. Then I left that house of gloom and ter­ror. With­in an hour I was at Baker Street.

			Holmes was seated in his fa­mil­i­ar chair, look­ing very pale and ex­hausted. Apart from his in­jur­ies, even his iron 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 al­ways come. God knows, there was sin enough,” he ad­ded, tak­ing up a brown volume from the table. “Here is the book the wo­man talked of. If this will not break off the mar­riage, noth­ing ever could. But it will, Wat­son. It must. No self-re­spect­ing wo­man could stand it.”

			“It is his love di­ary?”

			“Or his lust di­ary. Call it what you will. The mo­ment the wo­man told us of it I real­ized what a tre­mend­ous weapon was there if we could but lay our hands on it. I said noth­ing at the time to in­dic­ate my thoughts, for this wo­man might have giv­en it away. But I brooded over it. Then this as­sault upon me gave me the chance of let­ting the Bar­on think that no pre­cau­tions need be taken against me. That was all to the good. I would have waited a little longer, but his vis­it to Amer­ica forced my hand. He would nev­er have left so com­prom­ising a doc­u­ment be­hind him. There­fore we had to act at once. Burg­lary at night is im­possible. He takes pre­cau­tions. But there was a chance in the even­ing if I could only be sure that his at­ten­tion was en­gaged. That was where you and your blue sau­cer came in. But I had to be sure of the po­s­i­tion of the book, and I knew I had only a few minutes in which to act, for my time was lim­ited by your know­ledge of Chinese pot­tery. There­fore I gathered the girl up at the last mo­ment. How could I guess what the little pack­et was that she car­ried so care­fully un­der her cloak? I thought she had come al­to­geth­er on my busi­ness, but it seems she had some of her own.”

			“He guessed I came from you.”

			“I feared he would. But you held him in play just long enough for me to get the book, though not long enough for an un­ob­served es­cape. Ah, Sir James, I 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.

			“You have done won­ders—won­ders!” he cried when he had heard the nar­rat­ive. “But if these in­jur­ies are as ter­rible 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. It is his mor­al side, not his phys­ic­al, which we have to des­troy. That book will bring her back to earth—and I know noth­ing else that could. It is in his own writ­ing. She can­not get past it.”

			Sir James car­ried away both it and the pre­cious sau­cer. As I was my­self over­due, I 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 ar­mori­al bear­ings upon the pan­el, but I had seen them in the glare of our fan­light none the less. I gasped with sur­prise. Then I turned back and as­cen­ded the stair to Holmes’s room.

			“I have found out who our cli­ent is,” I cried, burst­ing with my great news. “Why, Holmes, it is—”

			“It is a loy­al friend and a chiv­al­rous gen­tle­man,” said Holmes, hold­ing up a re­strain­ing hand. “Let that now and forever be enough for us.”

			I 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 all 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 the first po­lice-court hear­ing of the pro­ceed­ings against Miss Kitty Winter on the grave charge of vit­ri­ol-throw­ing. Such ex­ten­u­at­ing cir­cum­stances came out in the tri­al 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 is good and a cli­ent is suf­fi­ciently il­lus­tri­ous, even the ri­gid Brit­ish law be­comes hu­man and elast­ic. My friend has not yet stood in the dock.

		
	
		
			The Adventure of the Blanched Soldier

			The ideas of my friend Wat­son, though lim­ited, are ex­ceed­ingly per­tina­cious. For a long time he has wor­ried me to write an ex­per­i­ence of my own. Per­haps I have rather in­vited this per­se­cu­tion, since I have of­ten had oc­ca­sion to point out to him how su­per­fi­cial are his own ac­counts and to ac­cuse him of pan­der­ing to pop­u­lar taste in­stead of con­fin­ing him­self ri­gidly to facts and fig­ures. “Try it your­self, Holmes!” he has re­tor­ted, and I am com­pelled to ad­mit that, hav­ing taken my pen in my hand, I do be­gin to real­ize that the mat­ter must be presen­ted in such a way as may in­terest the read­er. The fol­low­ing case can hardly fail to do so, as it is among the strangest hap­pen­ings in my col­lec­tion though it chanced that Wat­son had no note of it in his col­lec­tion. Speak­ing of my old friend and bio­graph­er, I would take this op­por­tun­ity to re­mark that if I bur­den my­self with a com­pan­ion in my vari­ous little in­quir­ies it is not done out of sen­ti­ment or caprice, but it is that Wat­son has some re­mark­able char­ac­ter­ist­ics of his own to which in his mod­esty he has giv­en small at­ten­tion amid his ex­ag­ger­ated es­tim­ates of my own per­form­ances. A con­fed­er­ate who fore­sees your con­clu­sions and course of ac­tion is al­ways dan­ger­ous, but one to whom each de­vel­op­ment comes as a per­petu­al sur­prise, and to whom the fu­ture is al­ways a closed book, is in­deed an ideal help­mate.

			I find from my note­book that it was in Janu­ary, 1903, just after the con­clu­sion of the Bo­er War, that I had my vis­it from Mr. James M. Dodd, a big, fresh, sun­burned, up­stand­ing Bri­ton. The good Wat­son had at that time deser­ted me for a wife, the only selfish ac­tion which I can re­call in our as­so­ci­ation. I was alone.

			It is my habit to sit with my back to the win­dow and to place my vis­it­ors in the op­pos­ite chair, where the light falls full upon them. Mr. James M. Dodd seemed some­what at a loss how to be­gin the in­ter­view. I did not at­tempt to help him, for his si­lence gave me more time for ob­ser­va­tion. I have found it wise to im­press cli­ents with a sense of power, and so I gave him some of my con­clu­sions.

			“From South Africa, sir, I per­ceive.”

			“Yes, sir,” he answered, with some sur­prise.

			“Im­per­i­al Yeo­manry, I fancy.”

			“Ex­actly.”

			“Middle­sex Corps, no doubt.”

			“That is so. Mr. Holmes, you are a wiz­ard.”

			I smiled at his be­wildered ex­pres­sion.

			“When a gen­tle­man of virile ap­pear­ance enters my room with such tan upon his face as an Eng­lish sun could nev­er give, and with his handker­chief in his sleeve in­stead of in his pock­et, it is not dif­fi­cult to place him. You wear a short beard, which shows that you were not a reg­u­lar. You have the cut of a rid­ing-man. As to Middle­sex, your card has already shown me that you are a stock­broker from Throg­mor­ton Street. What oth­er re­gi­ment would you join?”

			“You see everything.”

			“I see no more than you, but I have trained my­self to no­tice what I 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—!”

			“My dear sir, there is no mys­tery. Your let­ter came with that head­ing, and as you fixed this ap­point­ment in very press­ing terms it was clear that some­thing sud­den and im­port­ant had oc­curred.”

			“Yes, in­deed. But the let­ter was writ­ten in the af­ter­noon, and a good deal has happened since then. If Col­on­el Ems­worth had not kicked me out—”

			“Kicked you out!”

			“Well, that was what it amoun­ted to. He is a hard nail, is Col­on­el Ems­worth. The greatest mar­tin­et in the Army in his day, and it was a day of rough lan­guage, too. I couldn’t have stuck the col­on­el if it had not been for God­frey’s sake.”

			I lit my pipe and leaned back in my chair.

			“Per­haps you will ex­plain what you are talk­ing about.”

			My cli­ent grinned mis­chiev­ously.

			“I had got in­to the way of sup­pos­ing that you knew everything without be­ing told,” said he. “But I will give you the facts, and I hope to God that you will be able to tell me what they mean. I’ve been awake all night puzz­ling my brain, and the more I think the more in­cred­ible does it be­come.

			“When I joined up in Janu­ary, 1901—just two years ago—young God­frey Ems­worth had joined the same squad­ron. He was Col­on­el Ems­worth’s only son—Ems­worth the Crimean V. C.—and he had the fight­ing blood in him, so it is no won­der he vo­lun­teered. There was not a finer lad in the re­gi­ment. We formed a friend­ship—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 a good deal in the Army. We took the rough and the smooth to­geth­er for a year of hard fight­ing. Then he was hit with a bul­let from an ele­phant gun in the ac­tion near Dia­mond Hill out­side Pre­tor­ia. I got one let­ter from the hos­pit­al at Cape Town and one from Southamp­ton. Since then not a word—not one word, Mr. Holmes, for six months and more, and he my closest pal.

			“Well, when the war was over, and we all got back, I wrote to his fath­er and asked where God­frey was. No an­swer. I waited a bit and then I wrote again. This time I had a reply, short and gruff. God­frey had gone on a voy­age round the world, and it was not likely that he would be back for a year. That was all.

			“I wasn’t sat­is­fied, Mr. Holmes. The whole thing seemed to me so damned un­nat­ur­al. He was a good lad, and he would not drop a pal like that. It was not like him. Then, again, I happened to know that he was heir to a lot of money, and also that his fath­er and he did not al­ways hit it off too well. The old man was some­times a bully, and young God­frey had too much spir­it to stand it. No, I wasn’t sat­is­fied, and I de­term­ined that I would get to the root of the mat­ter. It happened, how­ever, that my own af­fairs needed a lot of straight­en­ing out, after two years’ ab­sence, and so it is only this week that I have been able to take up God­frey’s case again. But since I have taken it up I mean to drop everything in or­der to see it through.”

			Mr. James M. Dodd ap­peared to be the sort of per­son whom it would be bet­ter to have as a friend than as an en­emy. His blue eyes were stern and his square jaw had set hard as he spoke.

			“Well, what have you done?” I asked.

			“My first move was to get down to his home, Tuxbury Old Park, near Bed­ford, and to see for my­self how the ground lay. I wrote to the moth­er, there­fore—I had had quite enough of the cur­mudgeon of a fath­er—and I made a clean front­al at­tack: God­frey was my chum, I had a great deal of in­terest which I might tell her of our com­mon ex­per­i­ences, I should be in the neigh­bour­hood, would there be any ob­jec­tion, et cet­era? In reply I 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 is in­ac­cess­ible—five miles from any­where. There was no trap at the sta­tion, so I had to walk, car­ry­ing my suit­case, and it was nearly dark be­fore I ar­rived. It is a great wan­der­ing house, stand­ing in a con­sid­er­able park. I should judge it was of all sorts of ages and styles, start­ing on a half-timbered Eliza­beth­an found­a­tion and end­ing in a Vic­tori­an por­tico. In­side it was all pan­el­ling and tapestry and half-ef­faced old pic­tures, a house of shad­ows and mys­tery. There was a but­ler, old Ral­ph, who seemed about the same age as the house, and there was his wife, who might have been older. She had been God­frey’s nurse, and I had heard him speak of her as second only to his moth­er in his af­fec­tions, so I was drawn to her in spite of her queer ap­pear­ance. The moth­er I liked also—a gentle little white mouse of a wo­man. It was only the col­on­el him­self whom I barred.

			“We had a bit of barney right away, and I should have walked back to the sta­tion if I had not felt that it might be play­ing his game for me to do so. I was shown straight in­to his study, and there I found him, a huge, bow-backed man with a smoky skin and a strag­gling gray beard, seated be­hind his littered desk. A red-veined nose jut­ted out like a vul­ture’s beak, and two fierce gray eyes glared at me from un­der tufted brows. I could un­der­stand now why God­frey sel­dom spoke of his fath­er.

			“ ‘Well, sir,’ said he in a rasp­ing voice, ‘I should be in­ter­ested to know the real reas­ons for this vis­it.’

			“I answered that I had ex­plained them in my let­ter to his wife.

			“ ‘Yes, yes, you said that you had known God­frey in Africa. We have, of course, only your word for that.’

			“ ‘I have his let­ters to me in my pock­et.’

			“ ‘Kindly let me see them.’

			“He glanced at the two which I handed him, and then he tossed them back.

			“ ‘Well, what then?’ he asked.

			“ ‘I was fond of your son God­frey, sir. Many ties and memor­ies united us. Is it not nat­ur­al that I should won­der at his sud­den si­lence and should wish to know what has be­come of him?’

			“ ‘I have some re­col­lec­tions, sir, that I had already cor­res­pon­ded with you and had told you what had be­come of him. He has gone upon a voy­age round the world. His health was in a poor way after his Afric­an ex­per­i­ences, and both his moth­er and I were of opin­ion that com­plete rest and change were needed. Kindly pass that ex­plan­a­tion on to any oth­er friends who may be in­ter­ested in the mat­ter.’

			“ ‘Cer­tainly,’ I answered. ‘But per­haps you would have the good­ness to let me have the name of the steam­er and of the line by which he sailed, to­geth­er with the date. I have no doubt that I should be able to get a let­ter through to him.’

			“My re­quest seemed both to puzzle and to ir­rit­ate my host. His great eye­brows came down over his eyes, and he tapped his fin­gers im­pa­tiently on the table. He looked up at last with the ex­pres­sion of one who has seen his ad­versary make a dan­ger­ous 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 this in­sist­ence had reached the point of damned im­per­tin­ence.’

			“ ‘You must put it down, sir, to my real love for your son.’

			“ ‘Ex­actly. I have already made every al­low­ance upon that score. I must ask you, how­ever, to drop these in­quir­ies. Every fam­ily has its own in­ner know­ledge and its own motives, which can­not al­ways be made clear to out­siders, how­ever well-in­ten­tioned. My wife is anxious to hear some­thing of God­frey’s past which you are in a po­s­i­tion to tell her, but I would ask you to let the present and the fu­ture alone. Such in­quir­ies serve no use­ful pur­pose, sir, and place us in a del­ic­ate and dif­fi­cult po­s­i­tion.’

			“So I came to a dead end, Mr. Holmes. There was no get­ting past it. I could only pre­tend to ac­cept the situ­ation and re­gister a vow in­wardly that I would nev­er rest un­til my friend’s fate had been cleared up. It was a dull even­ing. We dined quietly, the three of us, in a gloomy, faded old room. The lady ques­tioned me eagerly about her son, but the old man seemed mor­ose and de­pressed. I was so bored by the whole pro­ceed­ing that I made an ex­cuse as soon as I de­cently could and re­tired to my bed­room. It was a large, bare room on the ground floor, as gloomy as the rest of the house, but after a year of sleep­ing upon the veldt, Mr. Holmes, one is not too par­tic­u­lar about one’s quar­ters. I opened the cur­tains and looked out in­to the garden, re­mark­ing that it was a fine night with a bright half-moon. Then I sat down by the roar­ing fire with the lamp on a table be­side me, and en­deav­oured to dis­tract my mind with a nov­el. I was in­ter­rup­ted, how­ever, by Ral­ph, the old but­ler, who came in with a fresh sup­ply of coals.

			“ ‘I thought you might run short in the night­time, sir. It is bit­ter weath­er and these rooms are cold.’

			“He hes­it­ated be­fore leav­ing the room, and when I looked round he was stand­ing fa­cing me with a wist­ful look upon his wrinkled face.

			“ ‘Beg your par­don, sir, but I could not help hear­ing what you said of young Mas­ter God­frey at din­ner. You know, sir, that my wife nursed him, and so I may say I am his foster-fath­er. It’s nat­ur­al we should take an in­terest. And you say he car­ried him­self well, sir?’

			“ ‘There was no braver man in the re­gi­ment. He pulled me out once from un­der the rifles of the Bo­ers, or maybe I should not be here.’

			“The old but­ler rubbed his skinny hands.

			“ ‘Yes, sir, yes, that is Mas­ter God­frey all over. He was al­ways cour­ageous. There’s not a tree in the park, sir, that he has not climbed. Noth­ing would stop him. He was a fine boy—and oh, sir, he was a fine man.’

			“I sprang to my feet.

			“ ‘Look here!’ I cried. ‘You say he was. You speak as if he were dead. What is all this mys­tery? What has be­come of God­frey Ems­worth?’

			“I gripped the old man by the shoulder, but he shrank away.

			“ ‘I don’t know what you mean, sir. Ask the mas­ter about Mas­ter God­frey. He knows. It is not for me to in­ter­fere.’

			“He was leav­ing the room, but I held his arm.

			“ ‘Listen,’ I said. ‘You are go­ing to an­swer one ques­tion be­fore you leave if I have to hold you all night. Is God­frey dead?’

			“He could not face my eyes. He was like a man hyp­not­ized. The an­swer was dragged from his lips. It was a ter­rible and un­ex­pec­ted one.

			“ ‘I wish to God he was!’ he cried, and, tear­ing him­self free, he dashed from the room.

			“You will think, Mr. Holmes, that I re­turned to my chair in no very happy state of mind. The old man’s words seemed to me to bear only one in­ter­pret­a­tion. Clearly my poor friend had be­come in­volved in some crim­in­al or, at the least, dis­rep­ut­able trans­ac­tion which touched the fam­ily hon­our. That stern old man had sent his son away and hid­den him from the world lest some scan­dal should come to light. God­frey was a reck­less fel­low. He was eas­ily in­flu­enced by those around him. No doubt he had fallen in­to bad hands and been misled to his ru­in. It was a piteous busi­ness, if it was in­deed so, but even now it was my duty to hunt him out and see if I could aid him. I was anxiously pon­der­ing the mat­ter when I looked up, and there was God­frey Ems­worth stand­ing be­fore me.”

			My cli­ent had paused as one in deep emo­tion.

			“Pray con­tin­ue,” I said. “Your prob­lem presents some very un­usu­al fea­tures.”

			“He was out­side the win­dow, Mr. Holmes, with his face pressed against the glass. I have told you that I looked out at the night. When I did so I left the cur­tains partly open. His fig­ure was framed in this gap. The win­dow came down to the ground and I could see the whole length of it, but it was his face which held my gaze. He was deadly pale—nev­er have I seen a man so white. I reck­on ghosts may look like that; but his eyes met mine, and they were the eyes of a liv­ing man. He sprang back when he saw that I was look­ing at him, and he van­ished in­to the dark­ness.

			“There was some­thing shock­ing about the man, Mr. Holmes. It wasn’t merely that ghastly face glim­mer­ing as white as cheese in the dark­ness. It was more subtle than that—some­thing slink­ing, some­thing furt­ive, some­thing guilty—some­thing very un­like the frank, manly lad that I had known. It left a feel­ing of hor­ror in my mind.

			“But when a man has been sol­dier­ing for a year or two with broth­er Bo­er as a play­mate, he keeps his nerve and acts quickly. God­frey had hardly van­ished be­fore I was at the win­dow. There was an awk­ward catch, and I was some little time be­fore I could throw it up. Then I nipped through and ran down the garden path in the dir­ec­tion that I thought he might have taken.

			“It was a long path and the light was not very good, but it seemed to me some­thing was mov­ing ahead of me. I ran on and called his name, but it was no use. When I got to the end of the path there were sev­er­al oth­ers branch­ing in dif­fer­ent dir­ec­tions to vari­ous out­houses. I stood hes­it­at­ing, and as I did so I heard dis­tinctly the sound of a clos­ing door. It was not be­hind me in the house, but ahead of me, some­where in the dark­ness. That was enough, Mr. Holmes, to as­sure me that what I had seen was not a vis­ion. God­frey had run away from me, and he had shut a door be­hind him. Of that I was cer­tain.

			“There was noth­ing more I could do, and I spent an un­easy night turn­ing the mat­ter over in my mind and try­ing to find some the­ory which would cov­er the facts. Next day I found the col­on­el rather more con­cili­at­ory, and as his wife re­marked that 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 a clear day in which to make my ob­ser­va­tions. I was already per­fectly con­vinced that God­frey was in hid­ing some­where near, but where and why re­mained to be solved.

			“The house was so large and so ram­bling that a re­gi­ment might be hid away in it and no one the wiser. If the secret lay there it was dif­fi­cult for me to pen­et­rate it. But the door which I had heard close was cer­tainly not in the house. I must ex­plore the garden and see what I could find. There was no dif­fi­culty in the way, for the old people were busy in their own fash­ion and left me to my own devices.

			“There were sev­er­al small out­houses, but at the end of the garden there was a de­tached build­ing of some size—large enough for a garden­er’s or a game­keep­er’s res­id­ence. Could this be the place whence the sound of that shut­ting door had come? I ap­proached it in a care­less fash­ion as though I were strolling aim­lessly round the grounds. As I did so, a small, brisk, bearded man in a black coat and bowl­er hat—not at all 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 his face.

			“ ‘Are you a vis­it­or here?’ he asked.

			“I ex­plained that I was and that I was a friend of God­frey’s.

			“ ‘What a pity that he should be away on his travels, for he would have so liked to see me,’ I con­tin­ued.

			“ ‘Quite so. Ex­actly,’ said he with a rather guilty air. ‘No doubt you will re­new your vis­it at some more pro­pi­tious time.’ He passed on, but when I turned I ob­served that he was stand­ing watch­ing me, half-con­cealed by the laurels at the far end of the garden.

			“I had a good look at the little house as I passed it, but the win­dows were heav­ily cur­tained, and, so far as one could see, it was empty. I might spoil my own game and even be ordered off the premises if I were too au­da­cious, for I was still con­scious that I was be­ing watched. There­fore, I strolled back to the house and waited for night be­fore I went on with my in­quiry. When all was dark and quiet I slipped out of my win­dow and made my way as si­lently as pos­sible to the mys­ter­i­ous lodge.

			“I have said that it was heav­ily cur­tained, but now I found that the win­dows were shuttered as well. Some light, how­ever, was break­ing through one of them, so I con­cen­trated my at­ten­tion upon this. I was in luck, for the cur­tain had not been quite closed, and there was a crack in the shut­ter, so that I could see the in­side of the room. It was a cheery place enough, a bright lamp and a blaz­ing fire. Op­pos­ite to me was seated the little man whom I had seen in the morn­ing. He was smoking a pipe and read­ing a pa­per.”

			“What pa­per?” I asked.

			My cli­ent seemed an­noyed at the in­ter­rup­tion of his nar­rat­ive.

			“Can it mat­ter?” he asked.

			“It is most es­sen­tial.”

			“I really 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 men­tion it, it was not large. It might have been the Spec­tat­or. How­ever, I had little thought to spare upon such de­tails, for a second man was seated with his back to the win­dow, and I could swear that this second man was God­frey. I could not see his face, but I knew the fa­mil­i­ar slope of his shoulders. He was lean­ing upon his el­bow in an at­ti­tude of great mel­an­choly, his body turned to­wards the fire. I was hes­it­at­ing as to what I should do when there was a sharp tap on my shoulder, and there was Col­on­el Ems­worth be­side me.

			“ ‘This way, sir!’ said he in a low voice. He walked in si­lence to the house, and I fol­lowed him in­to my own bed­room. He had picked up a timetable in the hall.

			“ ‘There is a train to Lon­don at 8:30,’ said he. ‘The trap will be at the door at eight.’ ”

			He was white with rage, and, in­deed, I felt my­self in so dif­fi­cult a po­s­i­tion that I could only stam­mer out a few in­co­her­ent apo­lo­gies in which I tried to ex­cuse my­self by ur­ging my anxi­ety for my friend.

			“ ‘The mat­ter will not bear dis­cus­sion,’ said he ab­ruptly. ‘You have made a most dam­nable in­tru­sion in­to the pri­vacy of our fam­ily. You were here as a guest and you have be­come a spy. I have noth­ing more to say, sir, save that I have no wish ever to see you again.’

			“At this I lost my tem­per, Mr. Holmes, and I spoke with some warmth.

			“ ‘I have seen your son, and I am con­vinced that for some reas­on of your own you are con­ceal­ing him from the world. I have no idea what your motives are in cut­ting him off in this fash­ion, but I am sure that he is no longer a free agent. I warn you, Col­on­el Ems­worth, that un­til I am as­sured as to the safety and well-be­ing of my friend I shall nev­er de­sist in my ef­forts to get to the bot­tom of the mys­tery, and I shall cer­tainly not al­low my­self to be in­tim­id­ated by any­thing which you may say or do.’

			“The old fel­low looked diabol­ic­al, and I really thought he was about to at­tack me. I have said that he was a gaunt, fierce old gi­ant, and though I am no weak­ling I might have been hard put to it to hold my own against him. How­ever, after a long glare of rage he turned upon his heel and walked out of the room. For my part, I took the ap­poin­ted train in the morn­ing, with the full in­ten­tion of com­ing straight to you and ask­ing for your ad­vice and as­sist­ance at the ap­point­ment for which I had already writ­ten.”

			Such was the prob­lem which my vis­it­or laid be­fore me. It presen­ted, as the as­tute read­er will have already per­ceived, few dif­fi­culties in its solu­tion, for a very lim­ited choice of al­tern­at­ives must get to the root of the mat­ter. Still, ele­ment­ary as it was, there were points of in­terest and nov­elty about it which may ex­cuse my pla­cing it upon re­cord. I now pro­ceeded, us­ing my fa­mil­i­ar meth­od of lo­gic­al ana­lys­is, to nar­row down the pos­sible solu­tions.

			“The ser­vants,” I asked; “how many were in the house?”

			“To the best of my be­lief there were only the old but­ler and his wife. They seemed to live in the simplest fash­ion.”

			“There was no ser­vant, then, in the de­tached house?”

			“None, un­less the 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 men­tion it, I did see old Ral­ph car­ry­ing a bas­ket down the garden walk and go­ing in the dir­ec­tion of this house. The idea of food did not oc­cur to me at the mo­ment.”

			“Did you make any loc­al in­quir­ies?”

			“Yes, I did. I spoke to the sta­tion­mas­ter and also to the innkeep­er in the vil­lage. I simply 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 at once star­ted off again. The story was evid­ently uni­ver­sally ac­cep­ted.”

			“You said noth­ing of your sus­pi­cions?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“That was very wise. The mat­ter should cer­tainly be in­quired in­to. I will go back with you to Tuxbury Old Park.”

			“Today?”

			It happened that at the mo­ment I was clear­ing up the case which my friend Wat­son has de­scribed as that of the Ab­bey School, in which the Duke of Greym­in­ster was so deeply in­volved. I had also a com­mis­sion from the Sul­tan of Tur­key which called for im­me­di­ate ac­tion, as polit­ic­al con­sequences of the gravest kind might arise from its neg­lect. There­fore it was not un­til the be­gin­ning of the next week, as my di­ary re­cords, that I was able to start forth on my mis­sion to Bed­ford­shire in com­pany with Mr. James M. Dodd. As we drove to Eu­ston we picked up a grave and ta­cit­urn gen­tle­man of iron-gray as­pect, with whom I had made the ne­ces­sary ar­range­ments.

			“This is an old friend,” said I to Dodd. “It is pos­sible that his pres­ence may be en­tirely un­ne­ces­sary, and, on the oth­er hand, it may be es­sen­tial. It is not 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 I do not waste words or dis­close my thoughts while a case is ac­tu­ally un­der con­sid­er­a­tion. Dodd seemed sur­prised, but noth­ing more was said, and the three of us con­tin­ued our jour­ney to­geth­er. In the train I asked Dodd one more ques­tion which I wished our com­pan­ion to hear.

			“You say that you saw your friend’s face quite clearly at the win­dow, so clearly that you are sure of his iden­tity?”

			“I have no doubt about it whatever. His nose was pressed against the glass. The lamp­light shone full upon him.”

			“It could not have been someone re­sem­bling him?”

			“No, no, it was he.”

			“But you say he was changed?”

			“Only in col­our. His face was—how shall I de­scribe it?—it was of a fish-belly white­ness. It was bleached.”

			“Was it equally pale all over?”

			“I think not. It was his brow which I saw so clearly as it was pressed against the win­dow.”

			“Did you call to him?”

			“I was too startled and hor­ri­fied for the mo­ment. Then I pur­sued him, as I have told you, but without res­ult.”

			My case was prac­tic­ally com­plete, and there was only one small in­cid­ent needed to round it off. When, after a con­sid­er­able drive, we ar­rived at the strange old ram­bling house which my cli­ent had de­scribed, it was Ral­ph, the eld­erly but­ler, who opened the door. I had re­quisi­tioned the car­riage for the day and had asked my eld­erly friend to re­main with­in it un­less we should sum­mon him. Ral­ph, a little wrinkled old fel­low, was in the con­ven­tion­al cos­tume of black coat and pep­per-and-salt trousers, with only one curi­ous vari­ant. He wore brown leath­er gloves, which at sight of us he in­stantly shuffled off, lay­ing them down on the hall-table as we passed in. I have, as my friend Wat­son may have re­marked, an ab­nor­mally acute set of senses, and a faint but in­cis­ive scent was ap­par­ent. It seemed to centre on the hall table. I turned, placed my hat there, knocked it off, stooped to pick it up, and con­trived to bring my nose with­in a foot of the gloves. Yes, it was un­doubtedly from them that the curi­ous tarry odour was ooz­ing. I passed on in­to the study with my case com­plete. Alas, that I should have to show my hand so when I tell my own story! It was by con­ceal­ing such links in the chain that Wat­son was en­abled to pro­duce his mere­tri­cious fi­nales.

			Col­on­el Ems­worth was not in his room, 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, as ter­rible an old man as ever I have seen. He held our cards in his hand, and he tore them up and stamped on the frag­ments.

			“Have I not told you, you in­fernal busy­body, that you are warned off the premises? Nev­er dare to show your damned face here again. If you enter again without my leave I shall be with­in my rights if I use vi­ol­ence. I’ll shoot you, sir! By God, I will! As to you, sir,” turn­ing upon me, “I ex­tend the same warn­ing to you. I am fa­mil­i­ar with your ig­noble pro­fes­sion, but you must take your re­puted tal­ents to some oth­er field. There is no open­ing for them here.”

			“I can­not leave here,” said my cli­ent firmly, “un­til I hear from God­frey’s own lips that he is un­der no re­straint.”

			Our in­vol­un­tary host rang the bell.

			“Ral­ph,” he said, “tele­phone down to the county po­lice and ask the in­spect­or to send up two con­stables. Tell him there are burg­lars in the house.”

			“One mo­ment,” said I. “You must be aware, Mr. Dodd, that Col­on­el Ems­worth is with­in his rights and that we have no leg­al status with­in his house. On the oth­er hand, he should re­cog­nize that your ac­tion is promp­ted en­tirely by so­li­citude for his son. I ven­ture to hope that if I were al­lowed to have five minutes’ con­ver­sa­tion with Col­on­el Ems­worth I could cer­tainly al­ter his view of the mat­ter.”

			“I am not so eas­ily altered,” said the old sol­dier. “Ral­ph, do what I have told you. What the dev­il are you wait­ing for? Ring up the po­lice!”

			“Noth­ing of the sort,” I said, put­ting my back to the door. “Any po­lice in­ter­fer­ence would bring about the very cata­strophe which you dread.” I took out my note­book and scribbled one word upon a loose sheet. “That,” said I as I handed it to Col­on­el Ems­worth, “is what has brought us here.”

			He stared at the writ­ing with a face from which every ex­pres­sion save amazement had van­ished.

			“How do you know?” he gasped, sit­ting down heav­ily in his chair.

			“It is my busi­ness to know things. That is my trade.”

			He sat in deep thought, his gaunt hand tug­ging at his strag­gling beard. Then he made a ges­ture of resig­na­tion.

			“Well, if you wish to see God­frey, you shall. It is no do­ing of mine, but you have forced my hand. Ral­ph, tell Mr. God­frey and Mr. Kent that in five minutes we shall be with them.”

			At the end of that time we passed down the garden path and found ourselves in front of the mys­tery house at the end. A small bearded man stood at the door with a look of con­sid­er­able as­ton­ish­ment upon his face.

			“This is very sud­den, Col­on­el Ems­worth,” said he. “This will dis­ar­range all our plans.”

			“I can’t help it, Mr. Kent. Our hands have been forced. Can Mr. God­frey see us?”

			“Yes, he is wait­ing in­side.” He turned and led us in­to a large plainly fur­nished front room. A man was stand­ing with his back to the fire, and at the sight of him my cli­ent sprang for­ward with out­stretched hand.

			“Why, God­frey, old man, this is fine!”

			But the oth­er waved him back.

			“Don’t touch me, Jim­mie. Keep your dis­tance. Yes, you may well stare! I don’t quite look the smart Lance-Cor­por­al Ems­worth, of B Squad­ron, do I?”

			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 his skin.

			“That’s why I don’t court vis­it­ors,” said he. “I don’t mind you, Jim­mie, but I could have done without your friend. I sup­pose there is some good reas­on for it, but you have me at a dis­ad­vant­age.”

			“I wanted to be sure that all was well with you, God­frey. I saw you that night when you looked in­to my win­dow, and I could not let the mat­ter rest till I had cleared things up.”

			“Old Ral­ph told me you were there, and I couldn’t help tak­ing a peep at you. I hoped you would not have seen me, and I had to run to my bur­row when I heard the win­dow go up.”

			“But what in heav­en’s name is the mat­ter?”

			“Well, it’s not a long story to tell,” said he, light­ing a ci­gar­ette. “You re­mem­ber that morn­ing fight at Buffelss­pruit, out­side Pre­tor­ia, on the East­ern rail­way line? You heard I was hit?”

			“Yes, I heard that but I 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 I. We were clear­ing broth­er Bo­er, but he lay low and got the three of us. The oth­er two were killed. I got an ele­phant bul­let through my shoulder. I stuck on to my horse, how­ever, and he gal­loped sev­er­al miles be­fore I fain­ted and rolled off the saddle.

			“When I came to my­self it was night­fall, and I raised my­self up, feel­ing very weak and ill. To my sur­prise there was a house close be­side me, a fairly large house with a broad stoep and many win­dows. It was deadly cold. You re­mem­ber the kind of numb cold which used to come at even­ing, a deadly, sick­en­ing sort of cold, very dif­fer­ent from a crisp healthy frost. Well, I was chilled to the bone, and my only hope seemed to lie in reach­ing that house. I staggered to my feet and dragged my­self along, hardly con­scious of what I did. I have a dim memory of slowly as­cend­ing the steps, en­ter­ing a wide-opened door, passing in­to a large room which con­tained sev­er­al beds, and throw­ing my­self down with a gasp of sat­is­fac­tion upon one of them. It was un­made, but that troubled me not at all. I drew the clothes over my shiv­er­ing body and in a mo­ment I was in a deep sleep.

			“It was morn­ing when I wakened, and it seemed to me that in­stead of com­ing out in­to a world of san­ity I had emerged in­to some ex­traordin­ary night­mare. The Afric­an sun flooded through the big, cur­tain­less win­dows, and every de­tail of the great, bare, white­washed dorm­it­ory stood out hard and clear. In front of me was stand­ing a small, dwarf-like man with a huge, bulbous head, who was jab­ber­ing ex­citedly in Dutch, wav­ing two hor­rible hands which looked to me like brown sponges. Be­hind him stood a group of people who seemed to be in­tensely amused by the situ­ation, but a chill came over me as I looked at them. Not one of them was a nor­mal hu­man be­ing. Every one was twis­ted or swollen or dis­figured in some strange way. 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 head was grow­ing furi­ously 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 as a bull, and I don’t know what he might have done to me had not an eld­erly man who was clearly in au­thor­ity been at­trac­ted to the room by the hub­bub; He said a few stern words in Dutch, and my per­se­cutor shrank away. Then he turned upon me, gaz­ing at me in the ut­most amazement.

			“ ‘How in the world did you come here?’ he asked in amazement. ‘Wait a bit! I see that you are tired out and that wounded shoulder of yours wants look­ing after. I am a doc­tor, and I’ll soon have you tied up. But, man alive! you are in far great­er danger here than ever you were on the bat­tle­field. You are in the Leper Hos­pit­al, and you have slept in a leper’s bed.’

			“Need I tell you more, Jim­mie? It seems that in view of the ap­proach­ing battle all these poor creatures had been evac­u­ated the day be­fore. Then, as the Brit­ish ad­vanced, they had been brought back by this, their med­ic­al su­per­in­tend­ent, who as­sured me that, though he be­lieved he was im­mune to the dis­ease, he would none the less nev­er have dared to do what I had done. He put me in a private room, treated me kindly, and with­in a week or so I was re­moved to the gen­er­al hos­pit­al at Pre­tor­ia.

			“So there you have my tragedy. I hoped against hope, but it was not un­til I had reached home that the ter­rible signs which you see upon my face told me that I had not es­caped. What was I to do? I was in this lonely house. We had two ser­vants whom we could ut­terly trust. There was a house where I could live. Un­der pledge of secrecy, Mr. Kent, who is a sur­geon, was pre­pared to stay with me. It seemed simple enough on those lines. The al­tern­at­ive was a dread­ful one—se­greg­a­tion for life among strangers with nev­er a hope of re­lease. But ab­so­lute secrecy was ne­ces­sary, or even in this quiet coun­tryside there would have been an out­cry, and I should have been dragged to my hor­rible doom. Even you, Jim­mie—even you had to be kept in the dark. Why my fath­er has re­len­ted I can­not ima­gine.”

			Col­on­el Ems­worth poin­ted to me.

			“This is the gen­tle­man who forced my hand.” He un­fol­ded the scrap of pa­per on which I had writ­ten the word “Lep­rosy.” “It seemed to me that if he knew so much as that it was safer that he should know all.”

			“And so it was,” said I. “Who knows but good may come of it? I un­der­stand that only Mr. Kent has seen the pa­tient. May I ask, sir, if you are an au­thor­ity on such com­plaints, which are, I un­der­stand, trop­ic­al or semitrop­ic­al in their nature?”

			“I have the or­din­ary know­ledge of the edu­cated med­ic­al man,” he ob­served with some stiff­ness.

			“I have no doubt, sir, that you are fully com­pet­ent, but I am sure that you will agree that in such a case a second opin­ion is valu­able. You have avoided this, I un­der­stand, for fear that pres­sure should be put upon you to se­greg­ate the pa­tient.”

			“That is so,” said Col­on­el Ems­worth.

			“I foresaw this situ­ation,” I ex­plained, “and I have brought with me a friend whose dis­cre­tion may ab­so­lutely be trus­ted. I was able once to do him a pro­fes­sion­al ser­vice, and he is ready to ad­vise as a friend rather than as a spe­cial­ist. His name is Sir James Saun­ders.”

			The pro­spect of an in­ter­view with Lord Roberts would not have ex­cited great­er won­der and pleas­ure in a raw sub­al­tern than was now re­flec­ted upon the face of Mr. Kent.

			“I shall in­deed be proud,” he mur­mured.

			“Then I will ask Sir James to step this way. He is at present in the car­riage out­side the door. Mean­while, Col­on­el Ems­worth, we may per­haps as­semble in your study, where I could give the ne­ces­sary ex­plan­a­tions.”

			And here it is that I miss my Wat­son. By cun­ning ques­tions and ejac­u­la­tions of won­der he could el­ev­ate my simple art, which is but sys­tem­at­ized com­mon sense, in­to a prodigy. When I tell my own story I have no such aid. And yet I will give my pro­cess of thought even as I gave it to my small audi­ence, which in­cluded God­frey’s moth­er in the study of Col­on­el Ems­worth.

			“That pro­cess,” said I, “starts upon the sup­pos­i­tion that when you have elim­in­ated all which is im­possible, then whatever re­mains, how­ever im­prob­able, must be the truth. It may well be that sev­er­al ex­plan­a­tions re­main, in which case one tries test after test un­til one or oth­er of them has a con­vin­cing amount of sup­port. We will now ap­ply this prin­ciple to the case in point. As it was first presen­ted to me, there were three pos­sible ex­plan­a­tions of the se­clu­sion or in­car­cer­a­tion of this gen­tle­man in an out­house of his fath­er’s man­sion. There was the ex­plan­a­tion that he was in hid­ing for a crime, or that he was mad and that they wished to avoid an asylum, or that he had some dis­ease which caused his se­greg­a­tion. I could think of no oth­er ad­equate solu­tions. These, then, had to be sifted and bal­anced against each oth­er.

			“The crim­in­al solu­tion would not bear in­spec­tion. No un­solved crime had been re­por­ted from that dis­trict. I was sure of that. 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. I could see no ex­plan­a­tion for such a line 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 con­straint could not be severe or the young man could not have got loose and come down to have a look at his friend. You will re­mem­ber, Mr. Dodd, that I felt round for points, ask­ing you, for ex­ample, about the pa­per which Mr. Kent was read­ing. Had it been the Lan­cet or the Brit­ish Med­ic­al Journ­al it would have helped me. It is not il­leg­al, how­ever, to keep a lun­at­ic upon private premises so long as there is a qual­i­fied per­son in at­tend­ance and that the au­thor­it­ies have been duly no­ti­fied. Why, then, all this des­per­ate de­sire for secrecy? Once again I could not get the the­ory to fit the facts.

			“There re­mained the third pos­sib­il­ity, in­to which, rare and un­likely as it 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 a very dread­ful po­s­i­tion, since they would de­sire to save him from se­greg­a­tion. Great secrecy would be needed to pre­vent ru­mours from get­ting about and sub­sequent in­ter­fer­ence by the au­thor­it­ies. A de­voted med­ic­al man, if suf­fi­ciently paid, would eas­ily be found to take charge of the suf­fer­er. There would be no reas­on why the lat­ter should not be al­lowed free­dom after dark. Bleach­ing of the skin is a com­mon res­ult of the dis­ease. The case was a strong one—so strong that I de­term­ined to act as if it were ac­tu­ally proved. When on ar­riv­ing here I no­ticed that Ral­ph, who car­ries out the meals, 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 I wrote rather than said it, it was to prove to you that my dis­cre­tion was to be trus­ted.”

			I was fin­ish­ing this little ana­lys­is 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 a warm hu­man­ity in his eyes. He strode up to Col­on­el Ems­worth and shook him by the hand.

			“It is of­ten my lot to bring ill-tid­ings and sel­dom good,” said he. “This oc­ca­sion is the more wel­come. It is not lep­rosy.”

			“What?”

			“A well-marked case of pseudo-lep­rosy or ich­thy­os­is, a scale­like af­fec­tion of the skin, un­sightly, ob­stin­ate, but pos­sibly cur­able, and cer­tainly non­in­fect­ive. Yes, Mr. Holmes, the co­in­cid­ence is a re­mark­able one. But is it co­in­cid­ence? Are there not subtle forces at work of which we know little? Are we as­sured that the ap­pre­hen­sion from which this young man has no doubt suffered ter­ribly since his ex­pos­ure to its con­ta­gion may not pro­duce a phys­ic­al ef­fect which sim­u­lates that which it fears? At any rate, I pledge my pro­fes­sion­al repu­ta­tion—But the lady has fain­ted! I think that Mr. Kent had bet­ter be with her un­til she re­cov­ers from this joy­ous shock.”

		
	
		
			The Adventure of the Mazarin Stone

			It was pleas­ant to Dr. Wat­son to find him­self once more in the un­tidy room of the first floor in Baker Street which had been the start­ing-point of so many re­mark­able ad­ven­tures. He looked round him at the sci­entif­ic charts upon the wall, the acid-charred bench of chem­ic­als, the vi­ol­in-case lean­ing in the corner, the coal-scuttle, which con­tained of old the pipes and to­bacco. Fi­nally, his eyes came round to the fresh and smil­ing face of Billy, the young but very wise and tact­ful page, who had helped a little to fill up the gap of loneli­ness and isol­a­tion which sur­roun­ded the sat­urnine fig­ure of the great de­tect­ive.

			“It all seems very un­changed, Billy. You don’t change, either. I hope the same can be said of him?”

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

			“I think he’s in bed and asleep,” he said.

			It was sev­en in the even­ing of a lovely sum­mer’s day, but Dr. Wat­son was suf­fi­ciently fa­mil­i­ar with the ir­reg­u­lar­ity of his old friend’s hours to feel no sur­prise at the idea.

			“That means a case, I sup­pose?”

			“Yes, sir, he is very hard at it just now. I’m frightened for his health. 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 to­mor­row,’ said he. You know his way when he is keen on a case.”

			“Yes, Billy, I know.”

			“He’s fol­low­ing someone. Yes­ter­day he was out as a work­man look­ing for a job. Today he was an old wo­man. Fairly took me in, he did, and I ought to know his ways by now.” Billy poin­ted with a grin to a very baggy para­sol which leaned against the sofa. “That’s part of the old wo­man’s out­fit,” he said.

			“But what is it all about, Billy?”

			Billy sank his voice, as one who dis­cusses great secrets of State. “I 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, sir. 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 all he could. Then there is Lord Can­tlemere—”

			“Ah!”

			“Yes, sir, you know what that means. He’s a stiff’un, sir, if I may say so. I can get along with the Prime Min­is­ter, and I’ve noth­ing against the Home Sec­ret­ary, who seemed a civil, ob­li­ging sort of man, but I can’t stand his Lord­ship. Neither can Mr. Holmes, sir. You see, he don’t be­lieve in Mr. Holmes and he was against em­ploy­ing him. He’d rather he failed.”

			“And Mr. Holmes knows it?”

			“Mr. Holmes al­ways knows whatever there is to know.”

			“Well, we’ll hope he won’t fail and that Lord Can­tlemere will be con­foun­ded. But I say, Billy, what is that cur­tain for across the win­dow?”

			“Mr. Holmes had it put up there three days ago. We’ve got some­thing funny be­hind it.”

			Billy ad­vanced and drew away the drapery which screened the al­cove of the bow win­dow.

			Dr. Wat­son could not re­strain a cry of amazement. There was a fac­sim­ile of his old friend, dress­ing-gown and all, the face turned three-quar­ters to­wards the win­dow and down­ward, as though read­ing an in­vis­ible book, while the body was sunk deep in an arm­chair. Billy de­tached the head and held it in the air.

			“We put it at dif­fer­ent angles, so that it may seem more life­like. I wouldn’t dare touch it if the blind were not down. But when it’s up you can see this from across the way.”

			“We used some­thing of the sort once be­fore.”

			“Be­fore my time,” said Billy. He drew the win­dow cur­tains apart and looked out in­to the street. “There are folk who watch us from over yon­der. I can see a fel­low now at the win­dow. Have a look for your­self.”

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

			“That will do, Billy,” said he. “You were in danger of your life then, my boy, and I can’t do without you just yet. Well, Wat­son, it is good to see you in your old quar­ters once again. You come at a crit­ic­al mo­ment.”

			“So I gath­er.”

			“You can go, Billy. That boy is a prob­lem, Wat­son. How far am I jus­ti­fied in al­low­ing him to be in danger?”

			“Danger of what, Holmes?”

			“Of sud­den death. I’m ex­pect­ing some­thing this even­ing.”

			“Ex­pect­ing what?”

			“To be murdered, Wat­son.”

			“No, no, you are jok­ing, Holmes!”

			“Even my lim­ited sense of hu­mour could evolve a bet­ter joke than that. But we may be com­fort­able in the mean­time, may we not? Is al­co­hol per­mit­ted? The gas­o­gene and ci­gars are in the old place. Let me see you once more in the cus­tom­ary arm­chair. You have not, I hope, learned to des­pise my pipe and my lam­ent­able to­bacco? It has to take the place of food these days.”

			“But why not eat?”

			“Be­cause the fac­ulties be­come re­fined when you starve them. Why, surely, as a doc­tor, my dear Wat­son, you must ad­mit that what your di­ges­tion gains in the way of blood sup­ply is so much lost to the brain. I am a brain, Wat­son. The rest of me is a mere ap­pendix. There­fore, it is the brain I must con­sider.”

			“But this danger, Holmes?”

			“Ah, yes, in case it should come off, it would per­haps be as well that you should bur­den your memory with the name and ad­dress of the mur­der­er. You can give it to Scot­land Yard, with my love and a part­ing bless­ing. Sylvi­us is the name—Count Negretto Sylvi­us. Write it down, man, write it 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 un­der­state­ment than ex­ag­ger­a­tion. Wat­son was al­ways the man of ac­tion, and he rose to the oc­ca­sion.

			“Count me in, Holmes. I have noth­ing to do for a day or two.”

			“Your mor­als don’t im­prove, Wat­son. You have ad­ded fib­bing to your oth­er vices. You bear every sign of the busy med­ic­al man, with calls on him every hour.”

			“Not such im­port­ant ones. But can’t you have this fel­low ar­res­ted?”

			“Yes, Wat­son, I could. That’s what wor­ries him so.”

			“But why don’t you?”

			“Be­cause I don’t know where the dia­mond is.”

			“Ah! Billy told me—the miss­ing Crown jew­el!”

			“Yes, the great yel­low Maz­ar­in stone. I’ve cast my net and I have my fish. But I 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 heels. But that is not what I am out for. It’s the stone I want.”

			“And is this Count Sylvi­us one of your fish?”

			“Yes, and he’s a shark. He bites. The oth­er is Sam Mer­ton the box­er. Not a bad fel­low, Sam, but the Count has used him. Sam’s not a shark. He is a great big silly bull­headed gudgeon. But he is flop­ping about in my net all the same.”

			“Where is this Count Sylvi­us?”

			“I’ve been at his very el­bow all the morn­ing. You’ve seen me as an old lady, Wat­son. I was nev­er more con­vin­cing. He ac­tu­ally picked up my para­sol for me once. ‘By your leave, ma­dame,’ said he—half-ltali­an, you know, and with the South­ern graces of man­ner when in the mood, but a dev­il in­carn­ate in the oth­er mood. Life is full of whim­sic­al hap­pen­ings, Wat­son.”

			“It might have been tragedy.”

			“Well, per­haps it might. I fol­lowed him to old Strauben­zee’s work­shop in the Minor­ies. Strauben­zee made the air­gun—a very pretty bit of work, as I un­der­stand, and I rather fancy it is in the op­pos­ite win­dow at the present mo­ment. Have you seen the dummy? Of course, Billy showed it to you. Well, it may get a bul­let through its beau­ti­ful head at any mo­ment. Ah, Billy, what is it?”

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

			“The man him­self. I had hardly ex­pec­ted this. Grasp the nettle, Wat­son! A man of nerve. Pos­sibly you have heard of his repu­ta­tion as a shoot­er of big game. It would in­deed be a tri­umphant end­ing to his ex­cel­lent sport­ing re­cord if he ad­ded me to his bag. This is a proof that he feels my toe very close be­hind his heel.”

			“Send for the po­lice.”

			“I prob­ably shall. But not just yet. Would you glance care­fully out of the win­dow, Wat­son, and see if any­one is hanging about in the street?”

			Wat­son looked war­ily round the edge of the cur­tain.

			“Yes, there is one rough fel­low near the door.”

			“That will be Sam Mer­ton—the faith­ful but rather fatu­ous Sam. Where is this gen­tle­man, Billy?”

			“In the wait­ing-room, sir.”

			“Show him up when I ring.”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“If I am not in the room, show him in all the same.”

			“Yes, sir.”

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

			“Look here, Holmes, this is simply im­possible. This is a des­per­ate man, who sticks at noth­ing. He may have come to murder you.”

			“I should not be sur­prised.”

			“I in­sist upon stay­ing with you.”

			“You would be hor­ribly in the way.”

			“In his way?”

			“No, my dear fel­low—in my way.”

			“Well, I can’t pos­sibly leave you.”

			“Yes, you can, Wat­son. And you will, for you have nev­er failed to play the game. I am sure you will play it to the end. This man has come for his own pur­pose, but he may stay for mine.”

			Holmes took out his note­book and scribbled a few lines. “Take a cab to Scot­land Yard and give this to Youghal of the C. I. D. Come back with the po­lice. The fel­low’s ar­rest will fol­low.”

			“I’ll do that with joy.”

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

			It was, there­fore, an empty room in­to which Billy, a minute later, ushered Count Sylvi­us. The fam­ous game-shot, sports­man, and man-about-town was a big, swarthy fel­low, with a for­mid­able dark mous­tache shad­ing a cruel, thin-lipped mouth, and sur­moun­ted by a long, curved nose like the beak of an eagle. He was well dressed, but his bril­liant neck­tie, shin­ing pin, and glit­ter­ing rings were flam­boy­ant in their ef­fect. As the door closed be­hind him he looked round him with fierce, startled eyes, like one who sus­pects a trap at every turn. Then he gave a vi­ol­ent start as he saw the im­pass­ive head and the col­lar of the dress­ing-gown which pro­jec­ted above the arm­chair in the win­dow. At first his ex­pres­sion was one of pure amazement. Then the light of a hor­rible hope gleamed in his dark, mur­der­ous eyes. He took one more glance round to see that there were no wit­nesses, and then, on tip­toe, his thick stick half raised, he ap­proached the si­lent fig­ure. He was crouch­ing for his fi­nal spring and blow when a cool, 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 his loaded cane once more, as if he would turn his vi­ol­ence from the ef­figy to the ori­gin­al; but there was some­thing in that steady gray eye and mock­ing smile which caused his hand to sink to his side.

			“It’s a pretty little thing,” said Holmes, ad­van­cing to­wards the im­age. “Tav­erni­er, the French mod­el­ler, made it. He is as good at wax­works as your friend Strauben­zee is at air­guns.”

			“Air­guns, sir! 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 sit upon it. Your vis­it is really most op­por­tune, for I wanted badly to have a few minutes’ chat with you.”

			The Count scowled, with heavy, threat­en­ing eye­brows.

			“I, too, wished to have some words with you, Holmes. That is why I am here. I won’t deny that I in­ten­ded to as­sault you just now.”

			Holmes swung his leg on the edge of the table.

			“I rather gathered that you had some idea of the sort in your head,” said he. “But why these per­son­al at­ten­tions?”

			“Be­cause you have gone out of your way to an­noy me. Be­cause you have put your creatures upon my track.”

			“My creatures! I as­sure you no!”

			“Non­sense! I have had them fol­lowed. Two can play at that game, Holmes.”

			“It is a small point, Count Sylvi­us, but per­haps you would kindly give me my pre­fix when you ad­dress me. You can un­der­stand that, with my routine of work, I should find my­self on fa­mil­i­ar terms with half the rogues’ gal­lery, and you will agree that ex­cep­tions are in­vi­di­ous.”

			“Well, Mr. Holmes, then.”

			“Ex­cel­lent! But I as­sure you you are mis­taken about my al­leged agents.”

			Count Sylvi­us laughed con­temp­tu­ously.

			“Oth­er people can ob­serve as well as you. Yes­ter­day there was an old sport­ing man. Today it was an eld­erly wo­man. They held me in view all day.”

			“Really, sir, 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 little im­per­son­a­tions your kindly praise?”

			“It was you—you your­self?”

			Holmes shrugged his shoulders. “You can see in the corner the para­sol which you so po­litely handed to me in the Minor­ies be­fore you began to sus­pect.”

			“If I had known, you might nev­er—”

			“Have seen this humble home again. I was well aware of it. We all have neg­lected op­por­tun­it­ies to de­plore. As it hap­pens, you did not know, so here we are!”

			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 play­act­ing, busy­body self! You ad­mit that you have dogged me. Why?”

			“Come now, Count. You used to shoot lions in Al­ger­ia.”

			“Well?”

			“But why?”

			“Why? The sport—the ex­cite­ment—the danger!”

			“And, no doubt, to free the coun­try from a pest?”

			“Ex­actly!”

			“My reas­ons in a nut­shell!”

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

			“Sit down, sir, sit down! There was an­oth­er, more prac­tic­al, reas­on. I want that yel­low dia­mond!”

			Count Sylvi­us lay back in his chair with an evil smile.

			“Upon my word!” said he.

			“You knew that I was after you for that. The real reas­on why you are here to­night is to find out how much I know about the mat­ter and how far my re­mov­al is ab­so­lutely es­sen­tial. Well, I should say that, from your point of view, it is ab­so­lutely es­sen­tial, for I know all about it, save only one thing, which you are about to tell me.”

			“Oh, in­deed! And pray, what is this miss­ing 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 I be able to lell you where it is?”

			“You can, and you will.”

			“In­deed!”

			“You can’t bluff me, Count Sylvi­us.” Holmes’s eyes, as he gazed at him, con­trac­ted and lightened un­til they were like two men­acing points of steel. “You are ab­so­lute plate-glass. I see to the very back of your mind.”

			“Then, of course, you see where the dia­mond is!”

			Holmes clapped his hands with amuse­ment, and then poin­ted a de­ris­ive fin­ger. “Then you do know. You have ad­mit­ted it!”

			“I ad­mit noth­ing.”

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

			Count Sylvi­us threw up his eyes to the ceil­ing. “And you talk about bluff!” said he.

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

			“Do you know what I keep in this book?”

			“No, sir, I do not!”

			“You!”

			“Me!”

			“Yes, sir, you! You are all here—every ac­tion of your vile and dan­ger­ous life.”

			“Damn you, Holmes!” cried the Count with blaz­ing eyes. “There are lim­its to my pa­tience!”

			“It’s all here, Count. The real facts as to 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 his­tory of Miss Min­nie War­render.”

			“Tut! You will make noth­ing of that!”

			“Plenty more here, Count. Here is the rob­bery in the train de­luxe to the Rivi­era on Feb­ru­ary 13, 1892. Here is the forged check in the same year on the Cred­it Ly­o­n­nais.”

			“No, you’re wrong there.”

			“Then I am right on the oth­ers! Now, Count, you are a card-play­er. When the oth­er fel­low has all the trumps, it saves time to throw down your hand.”

			“What has all this talk to do with the jew­el of which you spoke?”

			“Gently, Count. Re­strain that eager mind! Let me get to the points in my own hum­drum fash­ion. I have all this against you; but, above all, I have a clear case against both you and your fight­ing bully in the case of the Crown dia­mond.”

			“In­deed!”

			“I have the cab­man who took you to White­hall and the cab­man who brought you away. I have the com­mis­sion­aire who saw you near the case. I have Ikey Sanders, who re­fused to cut it up for you. Ikey has peached, and the game is up.”

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

			“That’s the hand I play from,” said Holmes. “I put it all upon the table. But one card is miss­ing. It’s the king of dia­monds. I don’t know where the stone is.”

			“You nev­er shall know.”

			“No? Now, be reas­on­able, Count. Con­sider the situ­ation. You are go­ing to be locked up for twenty years. So is Sam Mer­ton. What good are you go­ing to get out of your dia­mond? None in 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 I am con­cerned you can go free so long as you be­have your­self in the fu­ture. If you make an­oth­er slip well, it will be the last. But this time my com­mis­sion is to get the stone, not you.”

			“But if I re­fuse?”

			“Why, then—alas!—it must be you and not the stone.”

			Billy had ap­peared in an­swer to a ring.

			“I think, Count, that it would be as well to have your friend Sam at this con­fer­ence. After all, his in­terests should be rep­res­en­ted. Billy, you will see a large and ugly gen­tle­man out­side the front door. Ask him to come up.”

			“If he won’t come, sir?”

			“No vi­ol­ence, Billy. Don’t be rough with him. If you tell him that Count Sylvi­us wants him he will cer­tainly come.”

			“What are you go­ing to do now?” asked the Count as Billy dis­ap­peared.

			“My friend Wat­son was with me just now. I told him that I had a shark and a gudgeon in my net; now I 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 his dress­ing-gown.

			“You won’t die in your bed, Holmes.”

			“I have of­ten had the same idea. Does it mat­ter very much? After all, Count, your own exit is more likely to be per­pen­dic­u­lar than ho­ri­zont­al. But these an­ti­cip­a­tions of the fu­ture are mor­bid. Why not give ourselves up to the un­res­trained en­joy­ment of the present?”

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

			“It is no use your fin­ger­ing your re­volver, my friend,” he said in a quiet voice. “You know per­fectly well that you dare not use it, even if I gave you time to draw it. Nasty, noisy things, re­volvers, Count. Bet­ter stick to air­guns. Ah! I think I hear the fairy foot­step of your es­tim­able part­ner. Good day, Mr. Mer­ton. Rather dull in the street, is it not?”

			The prize­fight­er, a heav­ily built young man with a stu­pid, ob­stin­ate, slab-sided face, stood awk­wardly at the door, look­ing about him with a puzzled ex­pres­sion. Holmes’s de­bon­air man­ner was a new ex­per­i­ence, and though he vaguely felt 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 deep and rauc­ous.

			The Count shrugged his shoulders, and it was Holmes who answered.

			“If I may put it in a nut­shell, Mr. Mer­ton, I should say it was all up.”

			The box­er still ad­dressed his re­marks to his as­so­ci­ate.

			“Is this cove try­ing to be funny, or what? I’m not in the funny mood my­self.”

			“No, I ex­pect not,” said Holmes. “I think I can prom­ise you that you will feel even less hu­mor­ous as the even­ing ad­vances. Now, look here, Count Sylvi­us. I’m a busy man and I can’t waste time. I’m go­ing in­to that bed­room. Pray make yourselves quite at home in my ab­sence. You can ex­plain to your friend how the mat­ter lies without the re­straint of my pres­ence. I shall try over the Hoff­man ‘Bar­car­ole’ upon my vi­ol­in. In five minutes I shall re­turn for your fi­nal an­swer. You quite grasp the al­tern­at­ive, do you not? Shall we take you, or shall we have the stone?”

			Holmes with­drew, pick­ing up his vi­ol­in 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 is it, then?” asked Mer­ton anxiously as his com­pan­ion turned to him. “Does he know about the stone?”

			“He knows a damned sight too much about it. I’m not sure that he doesn’t know all about it.”

			“Good Lord!” The box­er’s sal­low face turned a shade whiter.

			“Ikey Sanders has split on us.”

			“He has, has he? I’ll do him down a thick ’un for that if I swing for it.”

			“That won’t help us much. We’ve got to make up our minds what to do.”

			“Half a mo’,” said the box­er, look­ing sus­pi­ciously at the bed­room door. “He’s a leary cove that wants watch­ing. I sup­pose he’s not listen­ing?”

			“How can he be listen­ing with that mu­sic go­ing?”

			“That’s right. Maybe some­body’s be­hind a cur­tain. Too many cur­tains in this room.” As he looked round he sud­denly saw for the first time the ef­figy in the win­dow, and stood star­ing and point­ing, too amazed for words.

			“Tut! it’s only a dummy,” said the Count.

			“A fake, is it? Well, strike me! Ma­dame Tus­saud ain’t in it. It’s the liv­ing spit of him, gown and all. But them cur­tains Count!”

			“Oh, con­found the cur­tains! We are wast­ing our time, and there is none too much. He can lag us over this stone.”

			“The deuce he can!”

			“But he’ll let us slip if we only tell him where the swag is.”

			“What! Give it up? Give up a hun­dred thou­sand quid?”

			“It’s one or the oth­er.”

			Mer­ton scratched his short-cropped pate.

			“He’s alone in there. Let’s do him in. If his light were out we should have noth­ing to fear.”

			The Count shook his head.

			“He is armed and ready. If we shot him we could hardly get away in a place like this. Be­sides, it’s likely enough that the po­lice know whatever evid­ence he has got. Hallo! What was that?”

			There was a vague sound which seemed to come from the win­dow. Both men sprang round, but all was quiet. Save for the one strange 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 a way out of it. If slug­ging is no use then it’s up to you.”

			“I’ve fooled bet­ter men than he,” the Count answered. “The stone is here in my secret pock­et. I take no chances leav­ing it about. It can be out of Eng­land to­night and cut in­to four pieces in Am­s­ter­dam be­fore Sunday. He knows noth­ing of Van Sed­dar.”

			“I thought Van Sed­dar was go­ing next week.”

			“He was. But now he must get off by the next boat. One or oth­er of us must slip round with the stone to Lime Street and tell him.”

			“But the false bot­tom ain’t ready.”

			“Well, he must take it as it is and chance it. There’s not a mo­ment to lose.” Again, with the sense of danger which be­comes an in­stinct with the sports­man, he paused and looked hard at the win­dow. Yes, it was surely from the street that the faint sound had come.

			“As to Holmes,” he con­tin­ued, “we can fool him eas­ily enough. You see, the damned fool won’t ar­rest us if he can get the stone. Well, we’ll prom­ise him the stone. We’ll put him on the wrong track about it, and be­fore he finds that it is the wrong track it will be in Hol­land and we out of the coun­try.”

			“That sounds good to me!” cried Sam Mer­ton with a grin.

			“You go on and tell the Dutch­man to get a move on him. I’ll see this suck­er and fill him up with a bogus con­fes­sion. I’ll tell him that the stone is in Liv­er­pool. Con­found that whin­ing mu­sic; it gets on my nerves! By the time he finds it isn’t in Liv­er­pool it will be in quar­ters and we on the blue wa­ter. Come back here, out of a line with that key­hole. Here is the stone.”

			“I won­der you dare carry it.”

			“Where could I have it safer? If we could take it out of White­hall someone else could surely take it out of my lodgings.”

			“Let’s have a look at it.”

			Count Sylvi­us cast a some­what un­flat­ter­ing glance at his as­so­ci­ate and dis­reg­arded the un­washed hand which was ex­ten­ded to­wards him.

			“What—d’ye think I’m go­ing to snatch it off you? See here, mis­ter, I’m get­ting a bit tired of your ways.”

			“Well, well, no of­fence, Sam. We can’t af­ford to quar­rel. Come over to the win­dow if you want to see the beauty prop­erly. Now hold it to the light! Here!”

			“Thank you!”

			With a single spring Holmes had leaped from the dummy’s chair and had grasped the pre­cious jew­el. He held it now in one hand, while his oth­er poin­ted a re­volver at the Count’s head. The two vil­lains staggered back in ut­ter amazement. Be­fore they had re­covered Holmes had pressed the elec­tric bell.

			“No vi­ol­ence, gen­tle­men—no vi­ol­ence, I beg of you! Con­sider the fur­niture! It must be very clear to you that your po­s­i­tion is an im­possible one. The po­lice are wait­ing be­low.”

			The Count’s be­wil­der­ment over­mastered his rage and fear.

			“But how the deuce—?” he gasped.

			“Your sur­prise is very nat­ur­al. You are not aware that a second door from my bed­room leads be­hind that cur­tain. I fan­cied that you must have heard me when I 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 a ges­ture of resig­na­tion.

			“We give you best, Holmes. I be­lieve you are the dev­il him­self.”

			“Not far from him, at any rate,” Holmes answered with a po­lite smile.

			Sam Mer­ton’s slow in­tel­lect had only gradu­ally ap­pre­ci­ated the situ­ation. Now, as the sound of heavy steps came from the stairs out­side, he broke si­lence at last.

			“A fair cop!” said he. “But, I say, what about that bloom­in’ fiddle! I hear it yet.”

			“Tut, tut!” Holmes answered. “You are per­fectly right. Let it play! These mod­ern gramo­phones are a re­mark­able in­ven­tion.”

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

			“Lord Can­tlemere sir.”

			“Show him up, Billy. This is the em­in­ent peer who rep­res­ents the very highest in­terests,” said Holmes. “He is an ex­cel­lent and loy­al per­son, but rather of the old re­gime. Shall we make him un­bend? Dare we ven­ture upon a slight liberty? He knows, we may con­jec­ture, noth­ing of what has oc­curred.”

			The door opened to ad­mit a thin, aus­tere fig­ure with a hatchet face and droop­ing mid-Vic­tori­an whiskers of a glossy black­ness which hardly cor­res­pon­ded with the roun­ded shoulders and feeble 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 I take your over­coat?”

			“No, I thank you; I will not take it off.”

			Holmes laid his hand in­sist­ently upon the sleeve.

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

			His Lord­ship shook him­self free with some im­pa­tience.

			“I am quite com­fort­able, sir. I have no need to stay. I have simply looked in to know how your self-ap­poin­ted task was pro­gress­ing.”

			“It is dif­fi­cult—very dif­fi­cult.”

			“I feared that you would find it so.”

			There was a dis­tinct sneer in the old courtier’s words and man­ner.

			“Every man finds his lim­it­a­tions, Mr. Holmes, but at least it cures us of the weak­ness of self-sat­is­fac­tion.”

			“Yes, sir, I have been much per­plexed.”

			“No doubt.”

			“Es­pe­cially upon one point. Pos­sibly you could help me upon it?”

			“You ap­ply for my ad­vice rather late in the day. I thought that you had your own all-suf­fi­cient meth­ods. Still, I am ready to help you.”

			“You see, Lord Can­tlemere, we can no doubt frame a case against the ac­tu­al thieves.”

			“When you have caught them.”

			“Ex­actly. But the ques­tion is—how shall we pro­ceed against the re­ceiv­er?”

			“Is this not rather pre­ma­ture?”

			“It is as well to have our plans ready. Now, what would you re­gard as fi­nal evid­ence against the re­ceiv­er?”

			“The ac­tu­al pos­ses­sion of the stone.”

			“You would ar­rest him upon that?”

			“Most un­doubtedly.”

			Holmes sel­dom laughed, but he got as near it as his old friend Wat­son could re­mem­ber.

			“In that case, my dear sir, I shall 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 a great liberty, Mr. Holmes. In fifty years of of­fi­cial life I can­not re­call such a case. I am a busy man, sir en­gaged upon im­port­ant af­fairs, and I have no time or taste for fool­ish jokes. I may tell you frankly, sir, that I have nev­er been a be­liev­er in your powers, and that I have al­ways been of the opin­ion that the mat­ter was far safer in the hands of the reg­u­lar po­lice force. Your con­duct con­firms all my con­clu­sions. I have the hon­our, sir, to wish you good even­ing.”

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

			“One mo­ment, sir,” said he. “To ac­tu­ally go off with the Maz­ar­in stone would be a more ser­i­ous of­fence than to be found in tem­por­ary pos­ses­sion of it.”

			“Sir, this is in­tol­er­able! Let me pass.”

			“Put your hand in the right-hand pock­et of your over­coat.”

			“What do you mean, sir?”

			“Come—come, do what I ask.”

			An in­stant later the amazed peer was stand­ing, blink­ing and stam­mer­ing, with the great yel­low stone on his shak­ing palm.

			“What! What! How is this, Mr. Holmes?”

			“Too bad, Lord Can­tlemere, too bad!” cried Holmes. “My old friend here will tell you that I have an imp­ish habit of prac­tic­al jok­ing. Also that I can nev­er res­ist a dra­mat­ic situ­ation. I took the liberty—the very great liberty, I 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, I am be­wildered. But—yes—it is in­deed the Maz­ar­in stone. We are greatly your debt­ors, Mr. Holmes. Your sense of hu­mour may, as you ad­mit, be some­what per­ver­ted, and its ex­hib­i­tion re­mark­ably un­timely, but at least I with­draw any re­flec­tion I have made upon your amaz­ing pro­fes­sion­al powers. But how—”

			“The case is but half fin­ished; the de­tails can wait. No doubt, Lord Can­tlemere, your pleas­ure in telling of this suc­cess­ful res­ult in the ex­al­ted circle to which you re­turn will be some small atone­ment for my prac­tic­al joke. Billy, you will show his Lord­ship out, and tell Mrs. Hud­son that I should be glad if she would send up din­ner for two as soon as pos­sible.”

		
	
		
			The Adventure of the Three Gables

			I don’t think that any of my ad­ven­tures with Mr. Sher­lock Holmes opened quite so ab­ruptly, or so dra­mat­ic­ally, as that which I as­so­ci­ate with The Three Gables. I 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 side of the fire, while he had curled down with his pipe in his mouth upon the op­pos­ite chair, when our vis­it­or ar­rived. If I had said that a mad bull had ar­rived it would give a clear­er im­pres­sion of what oc­curred.

			The door had flown open and a huge negro had burst in­to the room. He would have been a com­ic fig­ure if he had not been ter­rif­ic, for he was dressed in a very loud gray check suit with a flow­ing sal­mon-col­oured tie. His broad face and flattened nose were thrust for­ward, as his sul­len dark eyes, with a smoul­der­ing gleam of malice in them, turned from one of us to the oth­er.

			“Which of you gen’l’men is Mass­er Holmes?” he asked.

			Holmes raised his pipe with a lan­guid smile.

			“Oh! it’s you, is it?” said our vis­it­or, com­ing with an un­pleas­ant, stealthy step round the angle of the table. “See here, Mass­er Holmes, you keep your hands out of oth­er folks’ busi­ness. Leave folks to man­age their own af­fairs. Got that, Mass­er Holmes?”

			“Keep on talk­ing,” said Holmes. “It’s fine.”

			“Oh! it’s fine, is it?” growled the sav­age. “It won’t be so damn fine if I have to trim you up a bit. I’ve handled your kind be­fore now, and they didn’t look fine when I was through with them. Look at that, Mass­er Holmes!”

			He swung a huge knot­ted lump of a fist un­der my friend’s nose. Holmes ex­amined it closely with an air of great in­terest.

			“Were you born so?” he asked. “Or did it come by de­grees?”

			It may have been the icy cool­ness of my friend, or it may have been the slight clat­ter which I made as I picked up the poker. In any case, our vis­it­or’s man­ner be­came less flam­boy­ant.

			“Well, I’ve giv­en you fair warn­in’,” said he. “I’ve a friend that’s in­ter­ested out Har­row way—you know what I’m mean­ing—and he don’t in­tend to have no but­tin’ in by you. Got that? You ain’t the law, and I ain’t the law either, and if you come in I’ll be on hand also. Don’t you for­get it.”

			“I’ve wanted to meet you for some time,” said Holmes. “I won’t ask you to sit down, for I don’t like the smell of you, but aren’t you Steve Dixie, the bruis­er?”

			“That’s my name, Mass­er Holmes, and you’ll get put through it for sure if you give me any lip.”

			“It is cer­tainly the last thing you need,” said Holmes, star­ing at 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 was leaden. “I won’t listen to no such talk,” said he. “What have I to do with this ’ere Per­kins, Mass­er Holmes? I was train­in’ at the Bull Ring in Birm­ing­ham when this boy done gone get in­to trouble.”

			“Yes, you’ll tell the ma­gis­trate about it, Steve,” said Holmes. “I’ve been watch­ing you and Barney Stock­dale—”

			“So help me the Lord! Mass­er Holmes—”

			“That’s enough. Get out of it. I’ll pick you up when I want you.”

			“Good-morn­in’, Mass­er Holmes. I hope there ain’t no hard feel­in’s about this ’ere vis­it?”

			“There will be un­less you tell me who 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.”

			“And who set him on to it?”

			“S’elp me. I don’t know, Mass­er Holmes. He just say, ‘Steve, you go see Mr. Holmes, and tell him his life ain’t safe if he go down Har­row way.’ That’s the whole truth.” Without wait­ing for any fur­ther ques­tion­ing, our vis­it­or bolted out of the room al­most as pre­cip­it­ately as he had entered. Holmes knocked out the ashes of his pipe with a quiet chuckle.

			“I am glad you were not forced to break his woolly head, Wat­son. I ob­served your man­oeuvres with the poker. But he is really rather a harm­less fel­low, a great mus­cu­lar, fool­ish, blus­ter­ing baby, and eas­ily cowed, as you have seen. He is one of the Spen­cer John gang and has taken part in some dirty work of late which I may clear up when I have time. His im­me­di­ate prin­cip­al, Barney, is a more as­tute per­son. They spe­cial­ize in as­saults, in­tim­id­a­tion, and the like. What I want to know is, who is at the back of them on this par­tic­u­lar oc­ca­sion?”

			“But why do they want to in­tim­id­ate you?”

			“It is this Har­row Weald case. It de­cides me to look in­to the mat­ter, for if it is worth any­one’s while to take so much trouble, there must be some­thing in it.”

			“But what is it?”

			“I 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 [I read]:

				I have had a suc­ces­sion of strange in­cid­ents oc­cur to me in con­nec­tion with this house, and I should much value your ad­vice. You would find me at home any time to­mor­row. The house is with­in a short walk of the Weald Sta­tion. I be­lieve that my late hus­band, Mor­timer Maber­ley, was one of your early cli­ents.

				
					Yours faith­fully,

					Mary Maber­ley

				
			

			The ad­dress was “The Three Gables, Har­row Weald.”

			“So that’s that!” 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 us to the house, a brick and tim­ber villa, stand­ing in its own acre of un­developed grass­land. Three small pro­jec­tions above the up­per win­dows made a feeble at­tempt to jus­ti­fy its name. Be­hind was a grove 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 a most en­ga­ging eld­erly per­son, who bore every mark of re­fine­ment and cul­ture.

			“I re­mem­ber your hus­band well, madam,” said Holmes, “though it is some years since he used my ser­vices in some tri­fling mat­ter.”

			“Prob­ably you would be more fa­mil­i­ar with the name of my son Douglas.”

			Holmes looked at her with great in­terest.

			“Dear me! Are you the moth­er of Douglas Maber­ley? I knew him slightly. But of course all Lon­don knew him. What a mag­ni­fi­cent creature he was! Where is he now?”

			“Dead, Mr. Holmes, dead! He was at­taché at Rome, and he died there of pneu­mo­nia last month.”

			“I am sorry. One could not con­nect death with such a man. I have nev­er known any­one so vi­tally alive. He lived in­tensely—every fibre of him!”

			“Too in­tensely, Mr. Holmes. That was the ru­in of him. You re­mem­ber him as he was—de­bon­air and splen­did. You did not see the moody, mor­ose, brood­ing creature in­to which he de­veloped. His heart was broken. In a single month I seemed to see my gal­lant boy turn in­to a worn-out cyn­ic­al man.”

			“A love af­fair—a wo­man?”

			“Or a fiend. Well, it was not to talk of my poor lad that I asked you to come, Mr. Holmes.”

			“Dr. Wat­son and I are at your ser­vice.”

			“There have been some very strange hap­pen­ings. I have been in this house more than a year now, and as I wished to lead a re­tired life I have seen little of my neigh­bours. Three days ago I had a call from a man who said that he was a house agent. He said that this house would ex­actly suit a cli­ent of his, and that if I would part with it money would be no ob­ject. It seemed to me very strange as there are sev­er­al empty houses on the mar­ket which ap­pear to be equally eli­gible, but nat­ur­ally I was in­ter­ested in what he said. I there­fore named a price which was five hun­dred pounds more than I gave. He at once closed with the of­fer, but ad­ded that his cli­ent de­sired to buy the fur­niture as well and would I put a price upon it. Some of this fur­niture is from my old home, and it is, as you see, very good, so that I named a good round sum. To this also he at once agreed. I had al­ways wanted to travel, and the bar­gain was so good a one that it really seemed that I should be my own mis­tress for the rest of my life.

			“Yes­ter­day the man ar­rived with the agree­ment all drawn out. Luck­ily I showed it to Mr. Sutro, my law­yer, who lives in Har­row. He said to me, ‘This is a very strange doc­u­ment. Are you aware that if you sign it you could not leg­ally take any­thing out of the house—not even your own private pos­ses­sions?’ When the man came again in the even­ing I poin­ted this out, and I said that I meant only to sell the fur­niture.

			“ ‘No, no, everything,’ said he.

			“ ‘But my clothes? My jew­els?’

			“ ‘Well, well, some con­ces­sion might be made for your per­son­al ef­fects. But noth­ing shall go out of the house un­checked. My cli­ent is a very lib­er­al man, but he has his fads and his own way of do­ing things. It is everything or noth­ing with him.’

			“ ‘Then it must be noth­ing,’ said I. And there the mat­ter was left, but the whole thing seemed to me to be so un­usu­al that I thought—”

			Here we had a very ex­traordin­ary in­ter­rup­tion.

			Holmes raised his hand for si­lence. Then he strode across the room, flung open the door, and dragged in a great 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 alone! What are you a-doin’ of?” she screeched.

			“Why, Susan, what is this?”

			“Well, ma’am, I was com­in’ in to ask if the vis­it­ors was stay­in’ for lunch when this man jumped out at me.”

			“I have been listen­ing to her for the last five minutes, but did not wish to in­ter­rupt your most in­ter­est­ing nar­rat­ive. Just a little wheezy, Susan, are you not? You breathe too heav­ily for that kind of work.”

			Susan turned a sulky but amazed face upon her captor. “Who be you, any­how, and what right have you a-pul­lin’ me about like this?”

			“It was merely that I wished to ask a ques­tion in your pres­ence. Did you, Mrs. Maber­ley, men­tion to any­one that you were go­ing to write to me and con­sult me?”

			“No, Mr. Holmes, I did not.”

			“Who pos­ted your let­ter?”

			“Susan did.”

			“Ex­actly. Now, Susan, to whom was it that you wrote or sent a mes­sage to say that your mis­tress was ask­ing ad­vice from me?”

			“It’s a lie. I sent no mes­sage.”

			“Now, Susan, wheezy people may not live long, you know. It’s a wicked thing to tell fibs. Whom did you tell?”

			“Susan!” cried her mis­tress, “I be­lieve you are a bad, treach­er­ous wo­man. I re­mem­ber now that I saw you speak­ing to someone over the hedge.”

			“That was my own busi­ness,” said the wo­man sul­lenly.

			“Sup­pose I tell you that it was Barney Stock­dale to whom you spoke?” said Holmes.

			“Well, if you know, what do you want to ask for?”

			“I was not sure, but I know now. Well now, Susan, it will be worth ten pounds to you if you will tell me who is at the back of Barney.”

			“Someone that could lay down a thou­sand pounds for every ten you have in the world.”

			“So, a rich man? No; you smiled—a rich wo­man. Now we have got so far, you may as well give the name and earn the ten­ner.”

			“I’ll see you in hell first.”

			“Oh, Susan! Lan­guage!”

			“I am clear­ing out of here. I’ve had enough of you all. I’ll send for my box to­mor­row.” She flounced for the door.

			“Good­bye, Susan. Paregor­ic is the 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 close they play the game. Your let­ter to me had the 10 p.m. post­mark. And yet Susan passes the word to Barney. Barney has time to go to his em­ploy­er and get in­struc­tions; he or she—I in­cline to the lat­ter from Susan’s grin when she thought I had blundered—forms a plan. Black Steve is called in, and I am warned off by el­ev­en o’clock next morn­ing. That’s quick work, you know.”

			“But what do they want?”

			“Yes, that’s the ques­tion. Who had the house be­fore you?”

			“A re­tired sea cap­tain called Fer­guson.”

			“Any­thing re­mark­able about him?”

			“Not that ever I heard of.”

			“I was won­der­ing wheth­er he could have bur­ied some­thing. Of course, when people bury treas­ure nowadays they do it in the Post-Of­fice bank. But there are al­ways some lun­at­ics about. It would be a dull world without them. At first I thought of some bur­ied valu­able. But why, in that case, should they want your fur­niture? You don’t hap­pen to have a Raphael or a first fo­lio Shakespeare without know­ing it?”

			“No, I don’t think I have any­thing rarer than a Crown Derby tea-set.”

			“That would hardly jus­ti­fy all this mys­tery. Be­sides, why should they not openly state what they want? If they cov­et your tea-set, they can surely of­fer a price for it without buy­ing you out, lock, stock, and bar­rel. No, as I 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 is how I read it,” said I.

			“Dr. Wat­son agrees, so that settles it.”

			“Well, Mr. Holmes, what can it be?”

			“Let us see wheth­er by this purely men­tal ana­lys­is we can get it to a finer point. You have been in this house a year.”

			“Nearly two.”

			“All the bet­ter. Dur­ing this long peri­od no one wants any­thing from you. Now sud­denly with­in three or four days you have ur­gent de­mands. What would you gath­er from that?”

			“It can only mean,” said I, “that the ob­ject, whatever it may be, has only just come in­to the house.”

			“Settled once again,” said Holmes. “Now, Mrs. Maber­ley has any ob­ject just ar­rived?”

			“No, I have bought noth­ing new this year.”

			“In­deed! That is very re­mark­able. Well, I think we had best let mat­ters de­vel­op a little fur­ther un­til we have clear­er data. Is that law­yer of yours a cap­able man?”

			“Mr. Sutro is most cap­able.”

			“Have you an­oth­er maid, or was the fair Susan, who has just banged your front door alone?”

			“I have a young girl.”

			“Try and get Sutro to spend a night or two in the house. You might pos­sibly want pro­tec­tion.”

			“Against whom?”

			“Who knows? The mat­ter is cer­tainly ob­scure. If I can’t find what they are after, I must ap­proach the mat­ter from the oth­er end and try to get at the prin­cip­al. Did this house-agent man give any ad­dress?”

			“Simply his card and oc­cu­pa­tion. Haines-John­son, Auc­tion­eer and Valu­er.”

			“I don’t think we shall find him in the dir­ect­ory. Hon­est busi­ness­men don’t con­ceal their place of busi­ness. Well, you will let me know any fresh de­vel­op­ment. I have taken up your case, and you may rely upon it that I shall see it through.”

			As we passed through the hall Holmes’s eyes, which missed noth­ing, lighted upon sev­er­al trunks and cases which were piled in a corner. The la­bels shone out upon them.

			“ ‘Mil­ano.’ ‘Lu­cerne.’ These are from Italy.”

			“They are poor Douglas’s things.”

			“You have not un­packed them? How long have you had them?”

			“They ar­rived last week.”

			“But you said—why, surely 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 a small an­nu­ity. What could he have of value?”

			Holmes was lost 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 con­tain. I will come to­mor­row and hear your re­port.”

			It was quite evid­ent that The Three Gables was un­der very close sur­veil­lance, for as we came round the high hedge at the end of the lane there was the negro prize­fight­er stand­ing in the shad­ow. We came on him quite sud­denly, and a grim and men­acing fig­ure he looked in that lonely place. Holmes clapped his hand to his pock­et.

			“Look­in’ for your gun, Mass­er Holmes?”

			“No, for my scent-bottle, Steve.”

			“You are funny, Mass­er Holmes, ain’t you?”

			“It won’t be funny for you, Steve, if I get after you. I gave you fair warn­ing this morn­ing.”

			“Well, Mass­er Holmes, I done gone think over what you said, and I don’t want no more talk about that af­fair of Mass­er Per­kins. S’pose I can help you, Mass­er Holmes, I will.”

			“Well, then, tell me who is be­hind you on this job.”

			“So help me the Lord! Mass­er Holmes, I told you the truth be­fore. I don’t know. My boss Barney gives me or­ders and that’s all.”

			“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, Wat­son,” Holmes re­marked as we walked on. “I think he would double-cross his em­ploy­er if he knew who he was. It was lucky I had some know­ledge of the Spen­cer John crowd, and that Steve was one of them. Now, Wat­son, this is a case for Lang­dale Pike, and I am go­ing to see him now. When I get back I may be clear­er in the mat­ter.”

			I saw no more of Holmes dur­ing the day, but I could well ima­gine how he spent it, for Lang­dale Pike was his hu­man book of ref­er­ence upon all mat­ters of so­cial scan­dal. This strange, lan­guid creature spent his wak­ing hours in the bow win­dow of a St. James’s Street club and was the re­ceiv­ing-sta­tion as well as the trans­mit­ter for all the gos­sip of the met­ro­pol­is. He made, it was said, a four-fig­ure in­come by the para­graphs which he con­trib­uted every week to the garbage 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 ex­act­ness by this hu­man dial upon the sur­face. Holmes dis­creetly helped Lang­dale to know­ledge, and on oc­ca­sion was helped in turn.

			When I met my friend in his room early next morn­ing, I was con­scious from his bear­ing that all was well, but none the less a 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. Po­lice in pos­ses­sion.

				
					Sutro.

				
			

			Holmes whistled. “The drama has come to a crisis, and quick­er than I had ex­pec­ted. There is a great driv­ing-power at the back of this busi­ness, Wat­son, which does not sur­prise me after what I have heard. This Sutro, of course, is her law­yer. I made a mis­take, I fear, in not ask­ing you to spend the night on guard. This fel­low has clearly proved a broken reed. Well, there is noth­ing for it but an­oth­er jour­ney to Har­row Weald.”

			We found The Three Gables a very dif­fer­ent es­tab­lish­ment to the or­derly house­hold of the pre­vi­ous day. A small 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 a gray old gen­tle­man, who in­tro­duced him­self as the law­yer to­geth­er with a bust­ling, rubi­cund in­spect­or, who greeted Holmes as an old friend.

			“Well, Mr. Holmes, no chance for you in this case, I’m afraid. Just a com­mon, or­din­ary burg­lary, and well with­in the ca­pa­city of the poor old po­lice. No ex­perts need ap­ply.”

			“I am sure the case is in very good hands,” said Holmes. “Merely a com­mon burg­lary, you say?”

			“Quite so. We know pretty well who the men are and where to find them. It is that gang of Barney Stock­dale, with the big nig­ger in it—they’ve been seen about here.”

			“Ex­cel­lent! What did they get?”

			“Well, they don’t seem to have got much. Mrs. Maber­ley was chlo­ro­formed and the house was—Ah! here is the lady her­self.”

			Our friend of yes­ter­day, look­ing very pale and ill, had entered the room, lean­ing upon a little maid­ser­vant.

			“You gave me good ad­vice, Mr. Holmes,” said she, smil­ing rue­fully. “Alas, I did not take it! I did not wish to trouble Mr. Sutro, and so I was un­pro­tec­ted.”

			“I only heard of it this morn­ing,” the law­yer ex­plained.

			“Mr. Holmes ad­vised me to have some friend in the house. I neg­lected his ad­vice, and I have paid for it.”

			“You look wretchedly ill,” said Holmes. “Per­haps you are hardly equal to telling me what oc­curred.”

			“It is all here,” said the in­spect­or, tap­ping a bulky note­book.

			“Still, if the lady is not too ex­hausted—”

			“There is really so little to tell. I have no doubt that wicked Susan had planned an en­trance for them. They must have known the house to an inch. I was con­scious for a mo­ment of the chlo­ro­form rag which was thrust over my mouth, but I have no no­tion how long I may have been sense­less. When I woke, one man was at the bed­side and an­oth­er was rising with a bundle in his hand from among my son’s bag­gage, which was par­tially opened and littered over the floor. Be­fore he could get away I sprang up and seized him.”

			“You took a big risk,” said the in­spect­or.

			“I clung to him, but he shook me off, and the oth­er may have struck me, for I 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?”

			“Well, I don’t think there is any­thing of value miss­ing. I am sure there was noth­ing in my son’s trunks.”

			“Did the men leave no clue?”

			“There was one sheet of pa­per which I may have torn from the man that I grasped. It was ly­ing all crumpled on the floor. It is in my son’s hand­writ­ing.”

			“Which means that 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! None the less, I should be curi­ous to see it.”

			The in­spect­or drew a fol­ded sheet of fools­cap from his pock­et­book.

			“I nev­er pass any­thing, how­ever tri­fling,” said he with some pom­pos­ity. “That is my ad­vice to you, Mr. Holmes. In twenty-five years’ ex­per­i­ence I have learned my les­son. There is al­ways the chance of fin­ger­marks 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 I can see.”

			“It may cer­tainly prove to be the end of a queer tale,” said Holmes. “You have no­ticed the num­ber on the top of the page. It is two hun­dred and forty-five. Where are the odd two hun­dred and forty-four pages?”

			“Well, I sup­pose the burg­lars got those. Much good may it do them!”

			“It seems a queer thing to break in­to a house in or­der to steal such pa­pers as that. Does it sug­gest any­thing to you, In­spect­or?”

			“Yes, sir, it sug­gests that in their hurry the ras­cals just grabbed at what came first to hand. I wish them joy of what they got.”

			“Why should they go to my son’s things?” asked Mrs. Maber­ley.

			“Well, they found noth­ing valu­able down­stairs, so they tried their luck up­stairs. That is how I read it. What do you make of it, Mr. Holmes?”

			“I must think it over, In­spect­or. Come to the win­dow, Wat­son.” 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 from the cuts and blows, but it was noth­ing to the bleed­ing of his heart as he saw that lovely face, the face for which he had been pre­pared to sac­ri­fice his very life, look­ing out at his agony and hu­mi­li­ation. She smiled—yes, by Heav­en! she smiled, like the heart­less fiend she was, as he looked up at her. It was at that mo­ment that love died and hate was born. Man must live for some­thing. If it is not for your em­brace, my lady, then it shall surely be for your un­do­ing and my com­plete re­venge.”

			“Queer gram­mar!” said Holmes with a smile 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 him­self at the su­preme mo­ment to be the hero.”

			“It seemed mighty poor stuff,” said the in­spect­or as he re­placed it in his book. “What! are you off, Mr. Holmes?”

			“I don’t think there is any­thing more for me to do now that the case is in such cap­able hands. By the way, Mrs. Maber­ley, did you say you wished to travel?”

			“It has al­ways been my dream, Mr. Holmes.”

			“Where would you like to go—Cairo, Madeira, the Rivi­era?”

			“Oh if I had the money I would go round the world.”

			“Quite so. Round the world. Well, good morn­ing. I may drop you a line in the even­ing.” As we passed the win­dow I caught a glimpse of the in­spect­or’s smile and shake of the head. “These clev­er fel­lows have al­ways a touch of mad­ness.” That was what I read in the in­spect­or’s smile.

			“Now, Wat­son, we are at the last lap of our little jour­ney,” said Holmes when we were back in the roar of cent­ral Lon­don once more. “I 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 a wit­ness when you are deal­ing with such a lady as Is­ad­ora Klein.”

			We had taken a cab and were speed­ing to some ad­dress in Gros­ven­or Square. Holmes had been sunk in thought, but he roused him­self sud­denly.

			“By the way, Wat­son, I sup­pose you see it all clearly?”

			“No, I can’t say that I do. I only gath­er that we are go­ing to see the lady who is be­hind all this mis­chief.”

			“Ex­actly! But does the name Is­ad­ora Klein con­vey noth­ing to you? She was, of course, the cel­eb­rated beauty. There was nev­er a wo­man to touch her. She is pure Span­ish, the real blood of the mas­ter­ful Con­quista­dors, and her people have been lead­ers in Per­n­am­buco for gen­er­a­tions. She mar­ried the aged Ger­man sug­ar king, Klein, and presently found her­self the richest as well as the most lovely wid­ow upon earth. Then there was an in­ter­val of ad­ven­ture when she pleased her own tastes. She had sev­er­al lov­ers, and Douglas Maber­ley, one of the most strik­ing men in Lon­don, was one of them. It was by all ac­counts more than an ad­ven­ture with him. He was not a so­ci­ety but­ter­fly but a strong, proud man who gave and ex­pec­ted all. But she is the belle dame sans merci of fic­tion. When her caprice is sat­is­fied the mat­ter is ended, and if the oth­er party in the mat­ter can’t take her word for it she knows how to bring it home to him.”

			“Then that was his own story—”

			“Ah! you are piecing it to­geth­er now. I hear that she is about to marry the young Duke of Lomond, who might al­most be her son. His Grace’s ma might over­look the age, but a big scan­dal would be a dif­fer­ent mat­ter, so it is im­per­at­ive—Ah! here we are.”

			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 at home. “Then we shall wait un­til she is,” said Holmes cheer­fully.

			The ma­chine broke down.

			“Not at home means not at home to you,” said the foot­man.

			“Good,” Holmes answered. “That means that we shall 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?” I asked.

			“I simply wrote: ‘Shall it be the po­lice, then?’ I think that should pass us in.”

			It did—with amaz­ing celer­ity. A minute later we were in an Ar­a­bi­an Nights draw­ing-room, vast and won­der­ful, in a half gloom, picked out with an oc­ca­sion­al pink elec­tric light. The lady had come, I felt, to that time of life when even the proudest beauty finds the half light more wel­come. She rose from a settee as we entered: tall, queenly, a per­fect fig­ure, a lovely mask-like face, with two won­der­ful Span­ish eyes which looked murder at us both.

			“What is this in­tru­sion—and this in­sult­ing mes­sage?” she asked, hold­ing up the slip of pa­per.

			“I need not ex­plain, ma­dame. I have too much re­spect for your in­tel­li­gence to do so—though I 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.”

			“I have no idea what you are talk­ing about. What have I to do with hired bul­lies?”

			Holmes turned away wear­ily.

			“Yes, I have un­der­rated your in­tel­li­gence. Well, good af­ter­noon!”

			“Stop! Where are you go­ing?”

			“To Scot­land Yard.”

			We had not got halfway to the door be­fore she had over­taken us and was hold­ing his arm. She had turned in a mo­ment from steel to vel­vet.

			“Come and sit down, gen­tle­men. Let us talk this mat­ter over. I feel that I may be frank with you, Mr. Holmes. You have the feel­ings of a gen­tle­man. How quick a wo­man’s in­stinct is to find it out. I will treat you as a friend.”

			“I can­not prom­ise to re­cip­roc­ate, ma­dame. I am not the law, but I rep­res­ent justice so far as my feeble powers go. I am ready to listen, and then I will tell you how I will act.”

			“No doubt it was fool­ish of me to threaten a brave man like your­self.”

			“What was really fool­ish, ma­dame, is that you have placed your­self in the power of a band of ras­cals who may black­mail or give you away.”

			“No, no! I am not so simple. Since I have prom­ised to be frank, I may say that no one, save Barney Stock­dale and Susan, his wife, have the least idea who their em­ploy­er is. As to them, well, it is not the first—” She smiled and nod­ded with a charm­ing coquet­tish in­tim­acy.

			“I see. You’ve tested them be­fore.”

			“They are good hounds who run si­lent.”

			“Such hounds have a way soon­er or later of bit­ing the hand that feeds them. They will be ar­res­ted for this burg­lary. The po­lice are already after them.”

			“They will take what comes to them. That is what they are paid for. I shall not ap­pear in the mat­ter.”

			“Un­less I bring you in­to it.”

			“No, no, you would not. You are a gen­tle­man. It is a wo­man’s secret.”

			“In the first place, you must give back this ma­nu­script.”

			She broke in­to a ripple of laughter and walked to the fire­place. There was a cal­cined mass which she broke up with the poker. “Shall I give this back?” she asked. So roguish and ex­quis­ite did she look as she stood be­fore us with a chal­len­ging smile that I felt of all Holmes’s crim­in­als this was the one whom he would find it hard­est to face. How­ever, he was im­mune from sen­ti­ment.

			“That seals your fate,” he said coldly. “You are very prompt in your ac­tions, ma­dame, but you have over­done it on this oc­ca­sion.”

			She threw the poker down with a clat­ter.

			“How hard you are!” she cried. “May I tell you the whole story?”

			“I fancy I could tell it to you.”

			“But you must look at it with my eyes, Mr. Holmes. You must real­ize it from the point of view of a wo­man who sees all her life’s am­bi­tion about to be ruined at the last mo­ment. Is such a wo­man to be blamed if she pro­tects her­self?”

			“The ori­gin­al sin was yours.”

			“Yes, yes! I ad­mit it. He was a dear 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 I had giv­en he seemed to think that I still must give, and to him only. It was in­tol­er­able. At last I had to make him real­ize it.”

			“By hir­ing ruf­fi­ans to beat him un­der your own win­dow.”

			“You do in­deed seem to know everything. Well, it is true. Barney and the boys drove him away, and were, I ad­mit, a little rough in do­ing so. But what did he do then? Could I have be­lieved that a gen­tle­man would do such an act? He wrote a book in which he de­scribed his own story. I, of course, was the wolf; he the lamb. It was all there, un­der dif­fer­ent names, of course; but who in all Lon­don would have failed to re­cog­nize it? What do you say to that, Mr. Holmes?”

			“Well, he was with­in his rights.”

			“It was as if the air of Italy had got in­to his blood and brought with it the old cruel Itali­an spir­it. He wrote to me and sent me a copy of his book that I might have the tor­ture of an­ti­cip­a­tion. There were two cop­ies, he said—one for me, one for his pub­lish­er.”

			“How did you know the pub­lish­er’s had not reached him?”

			“I knew who his pub­lish­er was. It is not his only nov­el, you know. I found out that he had not heard from Italy. Then came Douglas’s sud­den death. So long as that 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. I set the gang at work. One of them got in­to the house as ser­vant. I wanted to do the thing hon­estly. I really and truly did. I was ready to buy the house and everything in it. I offered any price she cared to ask. I only tried the oth­er way when everything else had failed. Now, Mr. Holmes, grant­ing that I was too hard on Douglas—and, God knows, I am sorry for it!—what else could I do with my whole fu­ture at stake?”

			Sher­lock Holmes shrugged his shoulders.

			“Well, well,” said he, “I sup­pose I shall have to com­pound a felony as usu­al. How much does it cost to go round the world in first-class style?”

			The lady stared in amazement.

			“Could it be done on five thou­sand pounds?”

			“Well, I should think so, in­deed!”

			“Very good. I think you will sign me a check for that, and I will see that it comes to Mrs. Maber­ley. You owe her a little change of air. Mean­time, lady”—he wagged a cau­tion­ary fore­finger—“have a care! Have a care! You can’t play with edged tools forever without cut­ting those dainty hands.”

		
	
		
			The Adventure of the Sussex Vampire

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

			“For a mix­ture of the mod­ern and the me­di­ev­al, of the prac­tic­al and of the wildly fanci­ful, I think this is surely the lim­it,” said he. “What do you make of it, Wat­son?”

			I read as fol­lows:

			
				
					46, Old Je­w­ry Nov. 19th

					Re Vam­pires

					Sir:

				
				Our cli­ent, Mr. Robert Fer­guson, of Fer­guson and Muir­head, tea brokers, of Min­cing Lane, has made some in­quiry from us in a com­mu­nic­a­tion of even date con­cern­ing vam­pires. As our firm spe­cial­izes en­tirely upon the as­sess­ment of ma­chinery the mat­ter hardly comes with­in our pur­view, and we have there­fore re­com­men­ded Mr. Fer­guson to call upon you and lay the mat­ter be­fore you. We have not for­got­ten your suc­cess­ful ac­tion in the case of Mat­ilda Briggs.

				
					We are, sir,

					Faith­fully yours,

					Mor­ris­on, Mor­ris­on, and Dodd

					per E. J. C.

				
			

			“Mat­ilda Briggs was not the name of a young wo­man, Wat­son,” said Holmes in a re­min­is­cent voice. “It was a ship which is as­so­ci­ated with the gi­ant rat of Sumatra, a story for which the world is not yet pre­pared. But what do we know about vam­pires? Does it come with­in our pur­view either? Any­thing is bet­ter than stag­na­tion, but really we seem to have been switched on to a Grimms’ fairy tale. Make a long arm, Wat­son, and see what V has to say.”

			I leaned back and took down the great in­dex volume to which he re­ferred. Holmes bal­anced it on his knee, and his eyes moved slowly and lov­ingly over the re­cord of old cases, mixed with the ac­cu­mu­lated in­form­a­tion of a life­time.

			“Voy­age of the Glor­ia Scott,” he read. “That was a bad busi­ness. I have some re­col­lec­tion that you made a re­cord of it, Wat­son, though I was un­able to con­grat­u­late you upon the res­ult. Vic­tor Lynch, the for­ger. Venom­ous liz­ard or gila. Re­mark­able case, that! Vit­tor­ia, the cir­cus belle. Vander­bilt and the Yegg­man. Vi­pers. Vig­or, the Ham­mer­smith won­der. Hullo! Hullo! Good old in­dex. You can’t beat it. Listen to this, Wat­son. Vam­pir­ism in Hun­gary. And again, Vam­pires in Transylvania.” He turned over the pages with eager­ness, but after a short in­tent per­us­al he threw down the great book with a snarl of dis­ap­point­ment.

			“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 I, “the vam­pire was not ne­ces­sar­ily a dead man? A liv­ing per­son might have the habit. I have read, for ex­ample, of the old suck­ing the blood of the young in or­der to re­tain their youth.”

			“You are right, 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. I fear that we can­not take Mr. Robert Fer­guson very ser­i­ously. Pos­sibly this note may be from him and may throw some light upon what is wor­ry­ing him.”

			He took up a second 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 gradu­ally faded away in­to an ex­pres­sion of in­tense in­terest and con­cen­tra­tion. When he had fin­ished he sat for some little time lost in thought with the let­ter dangling from his fin­gers. Fi­nally, with a start, he aroused him­self from his rev­er­ie.

			“Cheese­man’s, Lam­ber­ley. Where is Lam­ber­ley, Wat­son?”

			“It is in Sus­sex, South of Hor­sham.”

			“Not very far, eh? And Cheese­man’s?”

			“I know that coun­try, Holmes. It is full of old houses which are named after the men who built them cen­tur­ies ago. You get Odley’s and Har­vey’s and Car­ri­ton’s—the folk are for­got­ten but their names live in their houses.”

			“Pre­cisely,” said Holmes coldly. It was one of the pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies of his proud, self-con­tained nature that though he dock­eted any fresh in­form­a­tion very quietly and ac­cur­ately in his brain, he sel­dom made any ac­know­ledg­ment to the giver. “I rather fancy we shall know a good deal more about Cheese­man’s, Lam­ber­ley, be­fore we are through. The let­ter is, as I had hoped, from Robert Fer­guson. By the way, he claims ac­quaint­ance with you.”

			“With me!”

			“You had bet­ter read it.”

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

			
				Dear Mr. Holmes [it said]:

				I have been re­com­men­ded to you by my law­yers, but in­deed the mat­ter is so ex­traordin­ar­ily del­ic­ate that it is most dif­fi­cult to dis­cuss. It con­cerns a friend for whom I am act­ing. This gen­tle­man mar­ried some five years ago a Per­uvi­an lady, the daugh­ter of a Per­uvi­an mer­chant, whom he had met in con­nec­tion with the im­port­a­tion of ni­trates. The lady 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 time his love may have cooled to­wards her and he may have come to re­gard their uni­on as a mis­take. He felt there were sides of her char­ac­ter which he could nev­er ex­plore or un­der­stand. This was the more pain­ful as she was as lov­ing a wife as a man could have—to all ap­pear­ance ab­so­lutely de­voted.

				Now for the point which I will make more plain when we meet. In­deed, this note is merely to give you a gen­er­al idea of the situ­ation and to as­cer­tain wheth­er you would care to in­terest your­self in the mat­ter. The lady began to show some curi­ous traits quite ali­en to her or­din­ar­ily sweet and gentle dis­pos­i­tion. The gen­tle­man had been mar­ried twice and he had one son by the first wife. This boy was now fif­teen, a very charm­ing and af­fec­tion­ate youth, though un­hap­pily in­jured through an ac­ci­dent in child­hood. Twice the wife was caught in the act of as­sault­ing this poor lad in the most un­pro­voked way. Once she struck him with a stick and left a great weal on his arm. This was a small mat­ter, how­ever, com­pared with her con­duct to her own child, a dear boy just un­der one year of age. On one oc­ca­sion about a month ago this child had been left by its nurse for a few minutes. A loud cry from the baby, as of pain, called the nurse back. As she ran in­to the room she saw her em­ploy­er, the lady, lean­ing over the baby and ap­par­ently bit­ing his neck. There was a small wound in the neck from which a stream of blood had es­caped. The nurse was so hor­ri­fied that she wished to call the hus­band, but the lady im­plored her not to do so and ac­tu­ally gave her five pounds as a price for her si­lence. No ex­plan­a­tion was ever giv­en, and for the mo­ment the mat­ter was passed over. It left, how­ever, a ter­rible im­pres­sion upon the nurse’s mind, and from that time she began to watch her mis­tress closely and to keep a closer guard upon the baby, whom she ten­derly loved. It seemed to her that even as she watched the moth­er, so the moth­er watched her, and that every time she was com­pelled to leave the baby alone the moth­er was wait­ing to get at it. Day and night the nurse covered the child, and day and night the si­lent, watch­ful moth­er seemed to be ly­ing in wait as a wolf waits for a lamb. It must read most in­cred­ible to you, and yet I beg you to take it ser­i­ously, for a child’s life and a man’s san­ity may de­pend upon it.

				At last there came one dread­ful day when the facts could no longer be con­cealed from the hus­band. The nurse’s nerve had giv­en way; she could stand the strain no longer, and she made a clean breast of it all to the man. To him it seemed as wild a tale as it may now seem to you. He knew his wife to be a lov­ing wife, and, save for the as­saults upon her stepson, a lov­ing moth­er. Why, then, should she wound her own dear little baby? He told the nurse that she was dream­ing, that her sus­pi­cions were those of a lun­at­ic, and that such li­bels upon her mis­tress were not to be tol­er­ated. While they were talk­ing a sud­den cry of pain was heard. Nurse and mas­ter rushed to­geth­er to the nurs­ery. Ima­gine his feel­ings, Mr. Holmes, as he saw his wife rise from a kneel­ing po­s­i­tion be­side the cot and saw blood upon the child’s ex­posed neck and upon the sheet. With a cry of hor­ror, he turned his wife’s face to the light and saw blood all round her lips. It was she—she bey­ond all ques­tion—who had drunk the poor baby’s blood. So the mat­ter stands. She is now con­fined to her room. There has been no ex­plan­a­tion. The hus­band is half de­men­ted. He knows, and I know, little of vam­pir­ism bey­ond the name. We had thought it was some 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 morn­ing. Will you see me? Will you use your great powers in aid­ing a dis­trac­ted man? If so, kindly wire to Fer­guson, Cheese­man’s, Lam­ber­ley, and I will be at your rooms by ten o’clock.

				
					Yours faith­fully,

					Robert Fer­guson

					P.S. I be­lieve your friend Wat­son played Rugby for Black­heath when I was three-quarter for Rich­mond. It is the only per­son­al in­tro­duc­tion which I can give.

				
			

			“Of course I re­membered him,” said I as I laid down the let­ter. “Big Bob Fer­guson, the finest three-quarter Rich­mond ever had. He was al­ways a good-natured chap. It’s like him to be so con­cerned over a friend’s case.”

			Holmes looked at me thought­fully and shook his head.

			“I nev­er get your lim­its, Wat­son,” said he. “There are un­ex­plored pos­sib­il­it­ies about you. Take a wire down, like a good fel­low. ‘Will ex­am­ine your case with pleas­ure.’ ”

			“Your case!”

			“We must not let him think that this agency is a home for the weak-minded. Of course it is his case. Send him that wire and let the mat­ter rest till morn­ing.”

			

			Promptly at ten o’clock next morn­ing Fer­guson strode in­to our room. I had re­membered him as a long, slab-sided man with loose limbs and a fine turn of speed which had car­ried him round many an op­pos­ing back. There is surely noth­ing in life more pain­ful than to meet the wreck of a fine ath­lete whom one has known in his prime. His great frame had fallen in, his flax­en hair was scanty, and his shoulders were bowed. I fear that I roused cor­res­pond­ing emo­tions in him.

			“Hullo, Wat­son,” said he, and his voice was still deep and hearty. “You don’t look quite the man you did when I threw you over the ropes in­to the crowd at the Old Deer Park. I ex­pect I have changed a bit also. But it’s this last day or two that has aged me. I see by your tele­gram, Mr. Holmes, that it is no use my pre­tend­ing to be any­one’s deputy.”

			“It is sim­pler to deal dir­ect,” said Holmes.

			“Of course it is. But you can ima­gine how dif­fi­cult it is when you are speak­ing of the one wo­man whom you are bound to pro­tect and help. What can I do? How am I to go to the po­lice with such a story? And yet the kid­dies have got to be pro­tec­ted. Is it 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 I am at my wit’s end.”

			“Very nat­ur­ally, Mr. Fer­guson. Now sit here and pull your­self to­geth­er and give me a few clear an­swers. I can as­sure you that I am very far from be­ing at my wit’s end, and that I am con­fid­ent we shall find some solu­tion. First of all, tell me what steps you have taken. Is your wife still near the chil­dren?”

			“We had a dread­ful scene. She is a most lov­ing wo­man, Mr. Holmes. If ever a wo­man loved a man with all her heart and soul, she loves me. She was cut to the heart that I should have dis­covered this hor­rible, this in­cred­ible, 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 her­self in. Since then she has re­fused to see me. She has a maid who was with her be­fore her mar­riage, Dolores by name—a friend rather than a ser­vant. She takes her food to her.”

			“Then the child is in no im­me­di­ate danger?”

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

			“But nev­er wounded?”

			“No, she struck him sav­agely. It is the more ter­rible as he is a poor little in­of­fens­ive cripple.” Fer­guson’s gaunt fea­tures softened as he spoke of his boy. “You would think that the dear lad’s con­di­tion would soften any­one’s heart. A fall in child­hood and a twis­ted 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 stable­hand, Mi­chael, who sleeps in the house. My wife, my­self, my boy Jack, baby, Dolores, and Mrs. Ma­son. That is all.”

			“I gath­er that you did not know your wife well at the time of your mar­riage?”

			“I had only known her a few weeks.”

			“How long had this maid Dolores been with her?”

			“Some years.”

			“Then your wife’s char­ac­ter would really be bet­ter known by Dolores than by you?”

			“Yes, you may say so.”

			Holmes made a note.

			“I fancy,” said he, “that I may be of more use at Lam­ber­ley than here. It is em­in­ently a case for per­son­al in­vest­ig­a­tion. If the lady re­mains in her room, our pres­ence could not an­noy or in­con­veni­ence her. Of course, we would stay at the inn.”

			Fer­guson gave a ges­ture of re­lief.

			“It is what I hoped, Mr. Holmes. There is an ex­cel­lent train at two from Vic­tor­ia if you could come.”

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

			“That is so.”

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

			“Once with a stick 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 so.”

			“Well, that is not un­known among step­moth­ers. A posthum­ous jeal­ousy, we will say. Is the lady jeal­ous by nature?”

			“Yes, she is very jeal­ous—jeal­ous with all the strength of her fiery trop­ic­al love.”

			“But the boy—he is fif­teen, I 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.”

			“Were they good friends at oth­er times?”

			“No, there was nev­er any love between them.”

			“Yet you say he is af­fec­tion­ate?”

			“Nev­er in the world could there be so de­voted a son. My life is his life. He is ab­sorbed in what I say or do.”

			Once again Holmes made a note. For some time he sat lost in thought.

			“No doubt you and the boy were great com­rades be­fore this second mar­riage. You were thrown very close to­geth­er, were you not?”

			“Very much so.”

			“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 a most in­ter­est­ing lad. There is one oth­er point about these as­saults. Were the strange at­tacks upon the baby and the as­saults upon your son at the same peri­od?”

			“In the first case it was so. It was as if 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.”

			“I don’t quite fol­low you, Mr. Holmes.”

			“Pos­sibly not. One forms pro­vi­sion­al the­or­ies and waits for time or fuller know­ledge to ex­plode them. A bad habit, Mr. Fer­guson, but hu­man nature is weak. I fear that your old friend here has giv­en an ex­ag­ger­ated view of my sci­entif­ic meth­ods. How­ever, I will only say at the present stage that your prob­lem does not ap­pear to me to be in­sol­uble, and that you may ex­pect to find us at Vic­tor­ia at two o’clock.”

			

			It was even­ing of a dull, foggy Novem­ber day when, hav­ing left our bags at the Chequers, Lam­ber­ley, we drove through the Sus­sex clay of a long 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 a lichen-spot­ted, high-pitched roof of Hor­sham slabs. The door­steps were worn in­to curves, and the an­cient tiles which lined the porch were marked with the re­bus of a cheese and a man after the ori­gin­al 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 an iron screen be­hind it dated 1670, there blazed and spluttered a splen­did log fire.

			The room, as I gazed round, was a most sin­gu­lar mix­ture of dates and of places. The half-pan­elled walls may well have be­longed to the ori­gin­al yeo­man farm­er of the sev­en­teenth cen­tury. They were or­na­men­ted, how­ever, on the lower part by a line of well-chosen mod­ern wa­ter­col­ours; while above, where yel­low plaster took the place of oak, there was hung a fine col­lec­tion of South Amer­ic­an utensils and weapons, 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 his eyes full of thought.

			“Hullo!” he cried. “Hullo!”

			A span­iel had lain in a bas­ket in the corner. It came slowly for­ward to­wards its mas­ter, walk­ing with dif­fi­culty. Its hind legs moved ir­reg­u­larly and its tail was on the ground. It licked Fer­guson’s hand.

			“What is it, Mr. Holmes?”

			“The dog. What’s the mat­ter with it?”

			“That’s what puzzled the vet. A sort of para­lys­is. Spin­al men­ingit­is, he thought. But it is passing. He’ll be all right soon—won’t you, Carlo?”

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

			“Did it come on sud­denly?”

			“In a single night.”

			“How long ago?”

			“It may have been four months ago.”

			“Very re­mark­able. Very sug­gest­ive.”

			“What do you see in it, Mr. Holmes?”

			“A con­firm­a­tion of what I had already thought.”

			“For God’s sake, what do you think, Mr. Holmes? It may be a mere in­tel­lec­tu­al puzzle to you, but it is life and death to me! My wife a would-be mur­der­er—my child in con­stant danger! Don’t play with me, Mr. Holmes. It is too ter­ribly ser­i­ous.”

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

			“I fear that there is pain for you, Mr. Fer­guson, whatever the solu­tion may be,” said he. “I would spare you all I can. I can­not say more for the in­stant, but be­fore I leave this house I hope I may have some­thing def­in­ite.”

			“Please God you may! If you will ex­cuse me, gen­tle­men, I will go up to my wife’s room and see if 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 a tall, slim, brown-faced girl.

			“The tea is ready, Dolores,” said Fer­guson. “See that your mis­tress has everything she can wish.”

			“She verra ill,” cried the girl, look­ing with in­dig­nant eyes at her mas­ter. “She no ask for food. She verra ill. She need doc­tor. I frightened stay alone with her without doc­tor.”

			Fer­guson looked at me with a ques­tion in his eyes.

			“I should be so glad if I could be of use.”

			“Would your mis­tress see Dr. Wat­son?”

			“I take him. I no ask leave. She needs doc­tor.”

			“Then I’ll come with you at once.”

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

			On the bed a wo­man was ly­ing who was clearly in a high fever. She was only half con­scious, but as I entered she raised a pair of frightened but beau­ti­ful eyes and glared at me in ap­pre­hen­sion. See­ing a stranger, she ap­peared to be re­lieved and sank back with a sigh upon the pil­low. I stepped up to her with a few re­as­sur­ing words, and she lay still while I took her pulse and tem­per­at­ure. Both were high, and yet my im­pres­sion was that the con­di­tion was rather that of men­tal and nervous ex­cite­ment than of any ac­tu­al seizure.

			“She lie like that one day, two day. I ’fraid she die,” said the girl.

			The wo­man turned her flushed and hand­some face to­wards me.

			“Where is my hus­band?”

			“He is be­low and would wish to see you.”

			“I will not see him. I will not see him.” Then she seemed to wander off in­to de­li­ri­um. “A fiend! A fiend! Oh, what shall I do with this dev­il?”

			“Can I help you in any way?”

			“No. No one can help. It is fin­ished. All is des­troyed. Do what I will, all is des­troyed.”

			The wo­man must have some strange de­lu­sion. I could not see hon­est Bob Fer­guson in the char­ac­ter of fiend or dev­il.

			“Ma­dame,” I said, “your hus­band loves you dearly. He is deeply grieved at this hap­pen­ing.”

			Again she turned on me those glor­i­ous eyes.

			“He loves me. Yes. But do I not love him? Do I not love him even to sac­ri­fice my­self rather than break his dear heart? That is how I love him. And yet he could think of me—he could speak of me so.”

			“He is full of grief, but he can­not un­der­stand.”

			“No, he can­not un­der­stand. But he should trust.”

			“Will you not see him?” I sug­ges­ted.

			“No, no, I can­not for­get those ter­rible words nor the look upon his face. I will not see him. Go now. You can do noth­ing for me. Tell him only one thing. I want my child. I have a right to my child. That is the only mes­sage I can send him.” She turned her face to the wall and would say no more.

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

			“How can I send her the child?” he said. “How do I know what strange im­pulse might come upon her? How can I 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 some tea. As she was serving it the door opened and a youth entered the room. He was a re­mark­able lad, pale-faced and fair-haired, with ex­cit­able light blue eyes which blazed in­to a sud­den flame of emo­tion and joy as they res­ted upon his fath­er. He rushed for­ward and threw his arms round his neck with the aban­don of a lov­ing girl.

			“Oh, daddy,” he cried, “I did not know that you were due yet. I should have been here to meet you. Oh, I am so glad to see you!”

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

			“Dear old chap,” said he, pat­ting the flax­en head with a very 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.”

			“Is that Mr. Holmes, the de­tect­ive?”

			“Yes.”

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

			“What about your oth­er child, Mr. Fer­guson?” asked Holmes. “Might we make the ac­quaint­ance of the baby?”

			“Ask Mrs. Ma­son to bring baby down,” said Fer­guson. The boy went off with a curi­ous, sham­bling gait which told my sur­gic­al eyes that he was suf­fer­ing from a weak spine. Presently he re­turned, and be­hind him came a tall, gaunt wo­man bear­ing in her arms a very beau­ti­ful child, dark-eyed, golden-haired, a won­der­ful mix­ture of the Sax­on and the Lat­in. Fer­guson was evid­ently de­voted to it, for he took it in­to his arms 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 at this mo­ment that I chanced to glance at Holmes and saw a most sin­gu­lar in­tent­ness in his ex­pres­sion. His face was as set as if it had been carved out of old ivory, and his eyes, which had glanced for a mo­ment at fath­er and child, were now fixed with eager curi­os­ity upon some­thing at the oth­er side of the room. Fol­low­ing his gaze I could only guess that he was look­ing out through the win­dow at the mel­an­choly, drip­ping garden. It is true that a shut­ter had half closed out­side and ob­struc­ted the view, but none the less it was cer­tainly at the win­dow that Holmes was fix­ing his con­cen­trated at­ten­tion. Then he smiled, and his eyes came back to the baby. On its chubby neck there was this small puckered mark. Without speak­ing, Holmes ex­amined it with care. Fi­nally he shook one of the dimpled fists which waved in front of him.

			“Good­bye, little man. You have made a strange start in life. Nurse, I should wish to have a word with you in private.”

			He took her aside and spoke earn­estly for a few minutes. I only heard the last words, which were: “Your anxi­ety will soon, I hope, be set at rest.” The wo­man, who seemed to be a sour, si­lent kind of creature, with­drew with the child.

			“What is Mrs. Ma­son like?” asked Holmes.

			“Not very pre­pos­sess­ing ex­tern­ally, 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 mo­bile face shad­owed over, and he shook his head.

			“Jacky has very strong likes and dis­likes,” said Fer­guson, put­ting his arm round the boy. “Luck­ily I am one of his likes.”

			The boy cooed and nestled his head upon his fath­er’s breast. Fer­guson gently dis­en­gaged him.

			“Run away, little Jacky,” said he, and he watched his son with lov­ing eyes un­til he dis­ap­peared. “Now, Mr. Holmes,” he con­tin­ued when the boy was gone, “I really feel that I have brought you on a fool’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.”

			“It is cer­tainly del­ic­ate,” said my friend with an amused smile, “but I have not been struck up to now with its com­plex­ity. It has been a case for in­tel­lec­tu­al de­duc­tion, but when this ori­gin­al in­tel­lec­tu­al de­duc­tion is con­firmed point by point by quite a num­ber of in­de­pend­ent in­cid­ents, then the sub­ject­ive be­comes ob­ject­ive and we can say con­fid­ently that we have reached our goal. I had, in fact, reached it be­fore we left Baker Street, and the rest has merely been ob­ser­va­tion and con­firm­a­tion.”

			Fer­guson put his big hand to his fur­rowed fore­head.

			“For heav­en’s sake, Holmes,” he said hoarsely; “if you can see the truth in this mat­ter, do not keep me in sus­pense. How do I stand? What shall I do? I care noth­ing as to how you have found your facts so long as you have really got them.”

			“Cer­tainly I owe you an ex­plan­a­tion, and you shall have it. But you will per­mit me to handle the mat­ter in my own way? Is the lady cap­able of see­ing us, Wat­son?”

			“She is ill, but she is quite ra­tion­al.”

			“Very good. It is only in her pres­ence that we can clear the mat­ter up. Let us go up to her.”

			“She will not see me,” cried Fer­guson.

			“Oh, yes, she will,” said Holmes. He scribbled a few lines upon a sheet of pa­per. “You at least have the en­trée, Wat­son. Will you have the good­ness to give the lady this note?”

			I as­cen­ded again and handed the note to Dolores, who cau­tiously opened the door. A minute later I heard a cry from with­in, a cry in which joy and sur­prise seemed to be blen­ded. Dolores looked out.

			“She will see them. She will leesten,” said she.

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

			“I think we can dis­pense with Dolores,” said Holmes. “Oh, very well, ma­dame, if you would rather she stayed I can see no ob­jec­tion. Now, Mr. Fer­guson, I am a busy man with many calls, and my meth­ods have to be short and dir­ect. The swift­est sur­gery is the least pain­ful. Let me first say what will ease your mind. Your wife is a very good, a very lov­ing, and a very ill-used wo­man.”

			Fer­guson sat up with a cry of joy.

			“Prove that, Mr. Holmes, and I am your debt­or forever.”

			“I will do so, but in do­ing so I must wound you deeply in an­oth­er dir­ec­tion.”

			“I care noth­ing so long as you clear my wife. Everything on earth is in­sig­ni­fic­ant com­pared to that.”

			“Let me tell you, then, the train of reas­on­ing which passed through my mind in Baker Street. The idea of a vam­pire was to me ab­surd. Such things do not hap­pen in crim­in­al prac­tice in Eng­land. And yet your ob­ser­va­tion was pre­cise. You had seen the lady rise from be­side the child’s cot with the blood upon her lips.”

			“I 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 a wound to draw pois­on from it?”

			“Pois­on!”

			“A South Amer­ic­an house­hold. My in­stinct 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 I saw that little empty quiver be­side the small bird­bow, it was just what I ex­pec­ted to see. If the child were pricked with one of those ar­rows dipped in cur­are or some oth­er dev­il­ish drug, it would mean death if the venom were not sucked out.

			“And the dog! If one were to use such a pois­on, would one not try it first in or­der to see that it had not lost its power? I did not fore­see the dog, but at least I un­der­stand him and he fit­ted in­to my re­con­struc­tion.

			“Now do you un­der­stand? Your wife feared such an at­tack. She saw it made and saved the child’s life, and yet she shrank from telling you all the truth, for she knew how you loved the boy and feared lest it break your heart.”

			“Jacky!”

			“I watched him as you fondled the child just now. His face was clearly re­flec­ted in the glass of the win­dow where the shut­ter formed a back­ground. I saw such jeal­ousy, such cruel hatred, as I have sel­dom seen in a hu­man face.”

			“My Jacky!”

			“You have to face it, Mr. Fer­guson. It is the more pain­ful be­cause it is a dis­tor­ted love, a ma­ni­ac­al 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! It is in­cred­ible!”

			“Have I spoken the truth, ma­dame?”

			The lady was sob­bing, with her face bur­ied in the pil­lows. Now she turned to her hus­band.

			“How could I tell you, Bob? I felt the blow it would be to you. It was bet­ter that I should wait and that it should come from some oth­er lips than mine. When this gen­tle­man, who seems to have powers of ma­gic, wrote that he knew all, I was glad.”

			“I think a year at sea would be my pre­scrip­tion for Mas­ter Jacky,” said Holmes, rising from his chair. “Only one thing is still clouded, ma­dame. We can quite un­der­stand your at­tacks upon Mas­ter Jacky. There is a lim­it to a moth­er’s pa­tience. But how did you dare to leave the child these last two days?”

			“I had told Mrs. Ma­son. She knew.”

			“Ex­actly. So I ima­gined.”

			Fer­guson was stand­ing by the bed, chok­ing, his hands out­stretched and quiv­er­ing.

			“This, I fancy, is the time for our exit, Wat­son,” said Holmes in a whis­per. “If you will take one el­bow of the too faith­ful Dolores, I 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.”

			

			I have only one fur­ther note of this case. It is the let­ter which Holmes wrote in fi­nal an­swer to that with which the nar­rat­ive be­gins. It ran thus:

			
				
					Baker Street Nov. 21st

					Re Vam­pires

					Sir:

				
				Re­fer­ring to your let­ter of the 19th, I beg to state that I have looked in­to the in­quiry of your cli­ent, Mr. Robert Fer­guson, of Fer­guson and Muir­head, tea brokers, of Min­cing Lane, and that the mat­ter has been brought to a sat­is­fact­ory con­clu­sion. With thanks for your re­com­mend­a­tion,

				
					I am, sir,

					Faith­fully yours,

					Sher­lock Holmes

				
			

		
	
		
			The Adventure of the Three Garridebs

			It may have been a com­edy, or it may have been a tragedy. It cost one man his reas­on, it cost me a blood­let­ting, and it cost yet an­oth­er man the pen­al­ties of the law. Yet there was cer­tainly an ele­ment of com­edy. Well, you shall judge for yourselves.

			I re­mem­ber the date very well, for it was in the same month that Holmes re­fused a knight­hood for ser­vices which may per­haps some day be de­scribed. I only refer to the mat­ter in passing, for in my po­s­i­tion of part­ner and con­fid­ant I am ob­liged to be par­tic­u­larly care­ful to avoid any in­dis­cre­tion. I re­peat, how­ever, that this en­ables me to fix the date, which was the lat­ter end of June, 1902, shortly after the con­clu­sion of the South Afric­an War. Holmes had spent sev­er­al days in bed, as was his habit from time to time, but he emerged that morn­ing with a long fools­cap doc­u­ment in his hand and a twinkle of amuse­ment in his aus­tere gray eyes.

			“There is a chance for you to make some money, friend Wat­son,” said he. “Have you ever heard the name of Gar­rideb?”

			I ad­mit­ted that I had not.

			“Well, if you can lay your hand upon a Gar­rideb, there’s money in it.”

			“Why?”

			“Ah, that’s a long story—rather a whim­sic­al one, too. I don’t think in all our ex­plor­a­tions of hu­man com­plex­it­ies we have ever come upon any­thing more sin­gu­lar. The fel­low will be here presently for cross-ex­am­in­a­tion, so I 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 I turned over the pages in a rather hope­less quest. But to my amazement there was this strange name in its due place. I gave a cry of tri­umph.

			“Here you are, Holmes! Here it is!”

			Holmes took the book from my hand.

			“ ‘Gar­rideb, N.,’ ” he read, “ ‘136 Little Ry­der Street, W.’ Sorry to dis­ap­point you, my dear Wat­son, but this is the man him­self. That is the ad­dress upon his let­ter. We want an­oth­er to match him.”

			Mrs. Hud­son had come in with a card upon a tray. I took it up and glanced at it.

			“Why, here it is!” I cried in amazement. “This is a dif­fer­ent ini­tial. John Gar­rideb, Coun­sel­lor at 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. “This gen­tle­man is also in the plot already, though I cer­tainly did not ex­pect to see him this morn­ing. How­ever, he is in a po­s­i­tion to tell us a good deal which I want to know.”

			A mo­ment later he was in the room. Mr. John Gar­rideb, Coun­sel­lor at Law, was a short, power­ful man with the round, fresh, clean-shaven face char­ac­ter­ist­ic of so many Amer­ic­an men of af­fairs. The gen­er­al ef­fect was chubby and rather child­like, so that one re­ceived the im­pres­sion of quite a young man with a broad set smile upon his face. His eyes, how­ever, were ar­rest­ing. Sel­dom in any hu­man head have I seen a pair which be­spoke a more in­tense in­ward life, so bright were they, so alert, so re­spons­ive to every change of thought. His ac­cent was Amer­ic­an, but was not ac­com­pan­ied by any ec­cent­ri­city of speech.

			“Mr. Holmes?” he asked, glan­cing from one to the oth­er. “Ah, yes! Your pic­tures are not un­like you, sir, if I may say so. I be­lieve you have had a let­ter from my name­sake, Mr. Nath­an Gar­rideb, have you not?”

			“Pray sit down,” said Sher­lock Holmes. “We shall, I fancy, have a good deal to dis­cuss.” He took 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?” I seemed to read sud­den sus­pi­cion in those ex­press­ive eyes.

			“Your whole out­fit is Eng­lish.”

			Mr. Gar­rideb forced a laugh. “I’ve read of your tricks, Mr. Holmes, but I nev­er thought I 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?”

			“Well, well, I had no idea I was so ob­vi­ous a Brit­ish­er. But busi­ness brought me over here some time ago, and so, as you say, my out­fit is nearly all Lon­don. How­ever, I guess your time is 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 a far less ami­able ex­pres­sion.

			“Pa­tience! Pa­tience, Mr. Gar­rideb!” said my friend in a sooth­ing voice. “Dr. Wat­son would tell you that these little di­gres­sions 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 he ever drag you in­to it at all?” asked our vis­it­or with a sud­den out­flame of an­ger. “What in thun­der had you to do with it? Here was a bit of pro­fes­sion­al busi­ness between two gen­tle­men, and one of them must needs call in a de­tect­ive! I saw him this morn­ing, and he told me this fool-trick he had played me, and that’s why I am here. But I feel bad about it, all the same.”

			“There was no re­flec­tion upon you, Mr. Gar­rideb. It was simply zeal upon his part to gain your end—an end which is, I un­der­stand, equally vi­tal for both of you. He knew that I had means of get­ting in­form­a­tion, and, there­fore, it was very nat­ur­al that he should ap­ply to me.”

			Our vis­it­or’s angry face gradu­ally cleared.

			“Well, that puts it dif­fer­ent,” said he. “When I went to see him this morn­ing and he told me he had sent to a de­tect­ive, I just asked for your ad­dress and came right away. I don’t want po­lice but­ting in­to a private mat­ter. But if you are con­tent just to help us find the man, there can be no harm in that.”

			“Well, that is just 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 a gaze.

			“Need he know?” he asked.

			“We usu­ally work to­geth­er.”

			“Well, there’s no reas­on it should be kept a secret. I’ll give you the facts as short as I can make them. If you came from Kan­sas I would not need to ex­plain to you who Al­ex­an­der Hamilton Gar­rideb was. He made his money in real es­tate, and af­ter­wards in the wheat pit at Chica­go, but he spent it in buy­ing up as much land as would make one of your counties, ly­ing along the Arkan­sas River, west of Fort Dodge. It’s graz­ing-land and lum­ber-land and ar­able-land and min­er­al­ized-land, and just every sort of land that brings dol­lars to the man that owns it.

			“He had no kith nor kin—or, if he had, I nev­er heard of it. But he took a kind of pride in the queer­ness of his name. That was what brought us to­geth­er. I was in the law at Topeka, and one day I had a vis­it from the old man, and he was tickled to death to meet an­oth­er man with his own name. It was his pet fad, and he was dead set to find out if there were any more Gar­ridebs in the world. ‘Find me an­oth­er!’ said he. I told him I was a busy man and could not spend my life hik­ing round the world in search of Gar­ridebs. ‘None the less,’ said he, ‘that is just what you will do if things pan out as I planned them.’ I thought he was jok­ing, but there was a power­ful lot of mean­ing in the words, as I was soon to dis­cov­er.

			“For he died with­in a year of say­ing them, and he left a will 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 I was to have one on con­di­tion that I found two Gar­ridebs who would share the re­mainder. It’s five mil­lion dol­lars for each if it is a cent, but we can’t lay a fin­ger on it un­til we all three stand in a row.

			“It was so big a chance that I just let my leg­al prac­tice slide and I set forth look­ing for Gar­ridebs. There is not one in the United States. I went through it, sir, with a fine-toothed comb and nev­er a Gar­rideb could I catch. Then I tried the old coun­try. Sure enough there was the name in the Lon­don tele­phone dir­ect­ory. I went after him two days ago and ex­plained the whole mat­ter to him. But he is a lone man, like my­self, with some wo­men re­la­tions, but no men. It says three adult men in the will. So you see we still have a va­cancy, and if you can help to fill it we will be very ready to pay your charges.”

			“Well, Wat­son,” said Holmes with a smile, “l said it was rather whim­sic­al, did I not? I should have thought, sir, that your ob­vi­ous way was to ad­vert­ise in the agony columns of the pa­pers.”

			“I have done that, Mr. Holmes. No replies.”

			“Dear me! Well, it is cer­tainly a most curi­ous little prob­lem. I may take a glance at it in my leis­ure. By the way, it is curi­ous that you should have come from Topeka. I used to have a cor­res­pond­ent—he is dead now—old Dr. Lysander Starr, who was may­or in 1890.”

			“Good old Dr. Starr!” said our vis­it­or. “His name is still hon­oured. Well, Mr. Holmes, I sup­pose all we can do is to re­port to you and let you know how we pro­gress. I reck­on you will hear with­in a day or two.” With this as­sur­ance our Amer­ic­an bowed and de­par­ted.

			Holmes had lit his pipe, and he sat for some time with a curi­ous smile upon his face.

			“Well?” I asked at last.

			“I am won­der­ing, Wat­son—just won­der­ing!”

			“At what?”

			Holmes took his pipe from his lips.

			“I was won­der­ing, Wat­son, what on earth could be the ob­ject of this man in telling us such a rig­mar­ole of lies. I nearly asked him so—for there are times when a bru­tal front­al at­tack is the best policy—but I judged it bet­ter to let him think he had fooled us. Here is a man with an Eng­lish coat frayed at the el­bow and trousers bagged at the knee with a year’s wear, and yet by this doc­u­ment and by his own ac­count he is a pro­vin­cial Amer­ic­an lately landed in Lon­don. There have been no ad­vert­ise­ments in the agony columns. You know that I miss noth­ing there. They are my fa­vour­ite cov­ert for put­ting up a bird, and I would nev­er have over­looked such a cock pheas­ant as that. I nev­er knew a Dr. Lysander Starr, of Topeka. Touch him where you would he was false. I think the fel­low is really an Amer­ic­an, but he has worn his ac­cent smooth with years of Lon­don. What is his game, then, and what motive lies be­hind this pre­pos­ter­ous search for Gar­ridebs? It’s worth our at­ten­tion, for, grant­ing that the man is a ras­cal, he is cer­tainly a com­plex and in­geni­ous one. We must now find out if our oth­er cor­res­pond­ent is a fraud also. Just ring him up, Wat­son.”

			I did so, and heard a thin, quaver­ing voice at the oth­er end of the line.

			“Yes, yes, I am Mr. Nath­an Gar­rideb. Is Mr. Holmes there? I should very much like to have a word with Mr. Holmes.”

			My friend took the in­stru­ment and I heard the usu­al syn­co­pated dia­logue.

			“Yes, he has been here. I un­der­stand that you don’t know him. … How long? … Only two days! … Yes, yes, of course, it is a most cap­tiv­at­ing pro­spect. Will you be at home this even­ing? I sup­pose your name­sake will not be there? … Very good, we will come then, for I would rather have a chat without him. … Dr. Wat­son will come with me. … I un­der­stand from your note that you did not go out of­ten. … Well, we shall be round about six. You need not men­tion it to the Amer­ic­an law­yer. … Very good. Good­bye!”

			It was twi­light of a lovely spring even­ing, and even Little Ry­der Street, one of the smal­ler off­shoots from the Edg­ware Road, with­in a stone-cast of old Ty­burn Tree of evil memory, looked golden and won­der­ful in the slant­ing rays of the set­ting sun. The par­tic­u­lar house to which we were dir­ec­ted was a large, old-fash­ioned, Early Geor­gi­an edi­fice, with a flat 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 his wak­ing hours. Holmes poin­ted as we passed to the small brass plate which bore the curi­ous name.

			“Up some years, Wat­son,” he re­marked, in­dic­at­ing its dis­col­oured sur­face. “It’s his real name, any­how, and that is some­thing to note.”

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

			The room was as curi­ous as its oc­cu­pant. It looked like a small mu­seum. It was both broad and deep, with cup­boards and cab­in­ets all round, crowded with spe­ci­mens, geo­lo­gic­al and ana­tom­ic­al. Cases of but­ter­flies and moths flanked each side of the en­trance. A large table in the centre was littered with all sorts of debris, while the tall brass tube of a power­ful mi­cro­scope bristled up among them. As I glanced round I was sur­prised at the uni­ver­sal­ity of the man’s in­terests. Here was a case of an­cient coins. There was a cab­in­et of flint in­stru­ments. Be­hind his cent­ral table was a large cup­board of fossil bones. Above was a line of plaster skulls with such names as “Neander­th­al,” “Heidel­berg,” “Cro-Magnon” prin­ted be­neath them. It was clear that he was a stu­dent of many sub­jects. As he stood in front of us now, he held a piece of chamois leath­er in his right hand with which he was pol­ish­ing a coin.

			“Syra­cus­an—of the best peri­od,” he ex­plained, hold­ing it up. “They de­gen­er­ated greatly to­wards the end. At their best I hold them su­preme, though some prefer the Al­ex­an­dri­an school. You will find a chair here, Mr. Holmes. Pray al­low me to clear these bones. And you, sir—ah, yes, Dr. Wat­son—if you would have the good­ness to put the Ja­pan­ese vase to one side. You see round me my little in­terests in life. My doc­tor lec­tures me about nev­er go­ing out, but why should I go out when I have so much to hold me here? I can as­sure you that the ad­equate cata­loguing of one of those cab­in­ets would take me three good months.”

			Holmes looked round him with curi­os­ity.

			“But do you tell me that you nev­er go out?” he said.

			“Now and again I drive down to So­theby’s or Christie’s. Oth­er­wise I very sel­dom leave my room. I am not too strong, and my re­searches are very ab­sorb­ing. But you can ima­gine, Mr. Holmes, what a ter­rif­ic shock—pleas­ant but ter­rif­ic—it was for me when I heard of this un­par­alleled good for­tune. It only needs one more Gar­rideb to com­plete the mat­ter, and surely we can find one. I had a broth­er, but he is dead, and fe­male re­l­at­ives are dis­qual­i­fied. But there must surely be oth­ers in the world. I had heard that you handled strange cases, and that was why I sent to you. Of course, this Amer­ic­an gen­tle­man is quite right, and I should have taken his ad­vice first, but I ac­ted for the best.”

			“I think you ac­ted very wisely in­deed,” said Holmes. “But are you really anxious to ac­quire an es­tate in Amer­ica?”

			“Cer­tainly not, sir. Noth­ing would in­duce me to 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 spe­ci­mens in the mar­ket at the present mo­ment which fill gaps in my col­lec­tion, and which I am un­able to pur­chase for want of a few hun­dred pounds. Just think what I could do with five mil­lion dol­lars. Why, I have the nuc­le­us of a na­tion­al col­lec­tion. I shall be the Hans Sloane 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 a name­sake.

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

			“That is so. He called last Tues­day.”

			“Did he tell you of our in­ter­view today?”

			“Yes, 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, sir, he did not.”

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

			“No, sir, nev­er!”

			“You see no pos­sible ob­ject he has in view?”

			“None, ex­cept what he states.”

			“Did you tell him of our tele­phone ap­point­ment?”

			“Yes, sir, I did.”

			Holmes was lost in thought. I could see that he was puzzled.

			“Have you any art­icles of great value in your col­lec­tion?”

			“No, sir. I am not a rich man. It is a good col­lec­tion, but not a very valu­able one.”

			“You have no fear of burg­lars?”

			“Not the least.”

			“How long have you been in these rooms?”

			“Nearly five years.”

			Holmes’s 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.

			“Here you are!” he cried, wav­ing a pa­per over his head. “I thought I should be in time to get you. Mr. Nath­an Gar­rideb, my con­grat­u­la­tions! You are a rich man, sir. Our busi­ness is hap­pily fin­ished and all is well. As to you, Mr. Holmes, we can only say we are sorry if we have giv­en you any use­less trouble.”

			He handed over the pa­per to our cli­ent, who stood star­ing at a marked ad­vert­ise­ment. Holmes and I leaned for­ward and read it over his shoulder. This is how it ran:

			
				Howard Gar­rideb

				Con­struct­or of Ag­ri­cul­tur­al Ma­chinery

				Bind­ers, reap­ers, steam and hand plows, drills, har­rows, farm­er’s carts, buck­boards, and all oth­er ap­pli­ances. Es­tim­ates for Artesian Wells.

				Ap­ply Gros­ven­or Build­ings, As­ton

			

			“Glor­i­ous!” gasped our host. “That makes our third man.”

			“I had opened up in­quir­ies in Birm­ing­ham,” said the Amer­ic­an, “and my agent there has sent me this ad­vert­ise­ment from a loc­al pa­per. We must hustle and put the thing through. I have writ­ten to this man and told him that you will see him in his of­fice to­mor­row af­ter­noon at four o’clock.”

			“You want me to see him?”

			“What do you say, Mr. Holmes? Don’t you think it would be wiser? Here am I, a wan­der­ing Amer­ic­an with a won­der­ful tale. Why should he be­lieve what I tell him? But you are a Brit­ish­er with sol­id ref­er­ences, and he is bound to take no­tice of what you say. I would go with you if you wished, but I have a very busy day to­mor­row, and I could al­ways fol­low you if you are in any trouble.”

			“Well, I have not made such a jour­ney for years.”

			“It is noth­ing, Mr. Gar­rideb. I have figured out our con­nec­tions. You leave at twelve and should be there soon after two. Then you can be back the same night. All you have to do is to see this man, ex­plain the mat­ter, and get an af­fi­davit of his ex­ist­ence. By the Lord!” he ad­ded hotly, “con­sid­er­ing I’ve come all the way from the centre of Amer­ica, it is surely little enough if you go a hun­dred miles in or­der to put this mat­ter through.”

			“Quite so,” said Holmes. “I think what this gen­tle­man says is very true.”

			Mr. Nath­an Gar­rideb shrugged his shoulders with a dis­con­sol­ate air. “Well, if you in­sist I shall go,” said he. “It is cer­tainly hard for me to re­fuse you any­thing, con­sid­er­ing the glory of hope that you have brought in­to my life.”

			“Then that is agreed,” said Holmes, “and no doubt you will let me have a re­port as soon as you can.”

			“I’ll see to that,” said the Amer­ic­an. “Well,” he ad­ded look­ing at his watch, “I’ll have to get on. I’ll call to­mor­row, Mr. Nath­an, and see you off to Birm­ing­ham. Com­ing my way, Mr. Holmes? Well, then, good­bye, and we may have good news for you to­mor­row night.”

			I no­ticed that my friend’s face cleared when the Amer­ic­an left the room, and the look of thought­ful per­plex­ity had van­ished.

			“I wish I could look over your col­lec­tion, Mr. Gar­rideb,” said he. “In my pro­fes­sion all sorts of odd know­ledge comes use­ful, and this room of yours is a store­house of it.”

			Our cli­ent shone with pleas­ure and his eyes gleamed from be­hind his big glasses.

			“I had al­ways heard, sir, that you were a very in­tel­li­gent man,” said he. “I could take you round now if you have the time.”

			“Un­for­tu­nately, I have not. But these spe­ci­mens are so well la­belled and clas­si­fied that they hardly need your per­son­al ex­plan­a­tion. If I should be able to look in to­mor­row, I pre­sume that there would be no ob­jec­tion to my glan­cing over them?”

			“None at all. You are most wel­come. The place will, of course, be shut up, but Mrs. Saun­ders is in the base­ment up to four o’clock and would let you in with her key.”

			“Well, I hap­pen to be clear to­mor­row af­ter­noon. If you would say a word to Mrs. Saun­ders it would be quite in or­der. By the way, who is your house-agent?”

			Our cli­ent was amazed at the sud­den ques­tion.

			“Hol­lo­way and Steele, in the Edg­ware Road. But why?”

			“I am a bit of an ar­chae­olo­gist my­self when it comes to houses,” said Holmes, laugh­ing. “I was won­der­ing if this was Queen Anne or Geor­gi­an.”

			“Geor­gi­an, bey­ond doubt.”

			“Really. I should have thought a little earli­er. How­ever, it is eas­ily as­cer­tained. Well, good­bye, Mr. Gar­rideb, and may you have every suc­cess in 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 draws to a close,” said he. “No doubt you have out­lined the solu­tion in your own mind.”

			“I can make neither head nor tail of it.”

			“The head is surely clear enough and the tail we should see to­mor­row. Did you no­tice noth­ing curi­ous about that ad­vert­ise­ment?”

			“I saw that the word ‘plough’ was mis­spelt.”

			“Oh, you did no­tice that, did you? Come, Wat­son, you im­prove all the time. Yes, it was bad Eng­lish but good Amer­ic­an. The print­er had set it up as re­ceived. Then the buck­boards. That is Amer­ic­an also. And artesian wells are com­mon­er with them than with us. It was a typ­ic­al Amer­ic­an ad­vert­ise­ment, but pur­port­ing to be from an Eng­lish firm. What do you make of that?”

			“I can only sup­pose that this Amer­ic­an law­yer put it in him­self. What his ob­ject was I fail to un­der­stand.”

			“Well, there are al­tern­at­ive ex­plan­a­tions. Any­how, he wanted to get this good old fossil up to Birm­ing­ham. That is very clear. I might have told him that he was clearly go­ing on a wild-goose chase, but, on second thoughts, it seemed bet­ter to clear the stage by let­ting him go. To­mor­row, Wat­son—well, to­mor­row will speak for it­self.”

			

			Holmes was up and out early. When he re­turned at lunch­time I no­ticed that his face was very grave.

			“This is a more ser­i­ous mat­ter than I had ex­pec­ted, Wat­son,” said he. “It is fair to tell you so, though I know it will only be an ad­di­tion­al reas­on to you for run­ning your head in­to danger. I should know my Wat­son by now. But there is danger, and you should know it.”

			“Well, it is not the first we have shared, Holmes. I hope it may not be the last. What is the par­tic­u­lar danger this time?”

			“We are up against a very hard case. I have iden­ti­fied Mr. John Gar­rideb, Coun­sel­lor at Law. He is none oth­er than ‘Killer’ Evans, of sin­is­ter and mur­der­ous repu­ta­tion.”

			“I fear I am none the wiser.”

			“Ah, it is not part of your pro­fes­sion to carry about a port­able Newg­ate Cal­en­dar in your memory. I have been down to see friend Lestrade at the Yard. There may be an oc­ca­sion­al want of ima­gin­at­ive in­tu­ition down there, but they lead the world for thor­ough­ness and meth­od. I had an idea that we might get on the track of our Amer­ic­an friend in their re­cords. Sure enough, I found his chubby face smil­ing up at me from the rogues’ por­trait gal­lery. ‘James Winter, ali­as More­croft, ali­as Killer Evans,’ was the in­scrip­tion be­low.” Holmes drew an en­vel­ope from his pock­et. “I scribbled down a few points from his dossier: Aged forty-four. Nat­ive of Chica­go. Known to have shot three men in the States. Es­caped from pen­it­en­tiary through polit­ic­al in­flu­ence. Came to Lon­don in 1893. Shot a man over cards in a nightclub 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 Evans re­leased in 1901. Has been un­der po­lice su­per­vi­sion since, but so far as known has led an hon­est life. Very dan­ger­ous man, usu­ally car­ries arms and is pre­pared to use them. That is our bird, Wat­son—a sport­ing bird, as you must ad­mit.”

			“But what is his game?”

			“Well, it be­gins to define it­self. I have been to the house-agent’s. Our cli­ent, as he told us, has been there five years. It was un­let for a year be­fore then. The pre­vi­ous ten­ant was a gen­tle­man at large named Waldron. Waldron’s ap­pear­ance was well re­membered at the of­fice. He had sud­denly van­ished and noth­ing more been heard of him. He was a tall, bearded man with very dark fea­tures. Now, Prescott, the man whom Killer Evans had shot, was, ac­cord­ing to Scot­land Yard, a tall, dark man with a beard. As a work­ing hy­po­thes­is, I think we may take it that Prescott, the Amer­ic­an crim­in­al, used to live in the very room which our in­no­cent friend now de­votes to his mu­seum. So at last we get a link, you see.”

			“And the next link?”

			“Well, we must go now and look for that.”

			He took a re­volver from the draw­er and handed it to me.

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

			It was just four o’clock when we reached the curi­ous apart­ment 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 alone in the lower floor of the house. Holmes made a rap­id ex­am­in­a­tion of the premises. There was one cup­board in a dark corner which stood out a little from the wall. It was be­hind this that we even­tu­ally crouched while Holmes in a whis­per out­lined his in­ten­tions.

			“He wanted to get our ami­able friend out of his room—that is very clear, and, as the col­lect­or nev­er went out, it took some plan­ning to do it. The whole of this Gar­rideb in­ven­tion was ap­par­ently for no oth­er end. I must say, Wat­son, that there is a 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 is what we are here to find out. It has noth­ing whatever to do with our cli­ent, so far as I can read the situ­ation. It is some­thing con­nec­ted with the man he murdered—the man who may have been his con­fed­er­ate in crime. There is some guilty secret in the room. That is how I read it. At first I thought our friend might have some­thing in his col­lec­tion more valu­able than he knew—some­thing worth the at­ten­tion of a big crim­in­al. But the fact that Rodger Prescott of evil memory in­hab­ited these rooms points to some deep­er reas­on. Well, Wat­son, we can but pos­sess our souls in pa­tience and see what the hour may bring.”

			That hour was not long in strik­ing. We crouched closer in the shad­ow as we heard the out­er door open and shut. Then came the sharp, metal­lic snap of a key, and the Amer­ic­an was in the room. He closed the door softly be­hind him, took a sharp glance around him to see that all was safe, threw off his over­coat, and walked up to the cent­ral table with the brisk man­ner of one who knows ex­actly what he has to 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 a jemmy from his in­side pock­et, he knelt down and worked vig­or­ously upon the floor. Presently we heard the sound of slid­ing boards, and an in­stant later a square had opened in the planks. Killer Evans struck a match, lit a stump of candle, and van­ished from our view.

			Clearly our mo­ment had come. Holmes touched my wrist as a sig­nal, 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 anxiously round, emerged sud­denly from the open space. His face turned upon us with a glare of baffled rage, which gradu­ally softened in­to a rather shame­faced grin as he real­ized that two pis­tols were poin­ted at his head.

			“Well, well!” said he coolly as he scrambled to the sur­face. “I guess you have been one too many for me, Mr. Holmes. Saw through my game, I sup­pose, and played me for a suck­er from the first. Well, sir, I hand it to you; you have me beat and—”

			In an in­stant he had whisked out a re­volver from his breast and had fired two shots. I felt a sud­den hot sear as if a red-hot iron had been pressed to my thigh. There was a crash as Holmes’s pis­tol came down on the man’s head. I had a vis­ion of him sprawl­ing upon the floor with blood run­ning down his face while Holmes rum­maged him for weapons. Then my friend’s wiry arms were round me, and he was lead­ing me to a chair.

			“You’re not hurt, Wat­son? For God’s sake, say that you are not hurt!”

			It was worth a wound—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 a mo­ment, and the firm lips were shak­ing. For the one and only time I caught a glimpse of a great heart as well as of a great brain. All my years of humble but single-minded ser­vice cul­min­ated in that mo­ment of rev­el­a­tion.

			“It’s noth­ing, Holmes. It’s a mere scratch.”

			He had ripped up my trousers with his pock­etknife.

			“You are right,” he cried with an im­mense sigh of re­lief. “It is quite su­per­fi­cial.” His face set like flint as he glared at our pris­on­er, who was sit­ting up with a dazed face. “By the Lord, it is as well for you. If you had killed Wat­son, you would not have got out of this room alive. Now, sir, what have you to say for your­self?”

			He had noth­ing to say for him­self. He only sat and scowled. I leaned on Holmes’s arm, and to­geth­er we looked down in­to the small cel­lar which had been dis­closed by the secret flap. It was still il­lu­min­ated by the candle which Evans had taken down with him. Our eyes fell upon a mass of rus­ted ma­chinery, great rolls of pa­per, a lit­ter of bottles, and, neatly ar­ranged upon a small table, a num­ber of neat little bundles.

			“A print­ing press—a coun­ter­feit­er’s out­fit,” said Holmes.

			“Yes, sir,” said our pris­on­er, stag­ger­ing slowly to his feet 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 yourselves, gen­tle­men. Call it a deal and let me beat it.”

			Holmes laughed.

			“We don’t do things like that, Mr. Evans. There is no bolthole for you in this coun­try. You shot this man Prescott, did you not?”

			“Yes, sir, and got five years for it, though it was he who pulled on me. Five years—when I should have had a medal the size of a soup plate. No liv­ing man could tell a Prescott from a Bank of Eng­land, and if I hadn’t put him out he would have flooded Lon­don with them. I was the only one in the world who knew where he made them. Can you won­der that I wanted to get to the place? And can you won­der that when I found this crazy boob of a bug-hunter with the queer name squat­ting right on the top of it, and nev­er quit­ting his room, I had to do the best I could to shift him? Maybe I would have been wiser if I had put him away. It would have been easy enough, but I’m a soft­hearted guy that can’t be­gin shoot­ing un­less the oth­er man has a gun also. But say, Mr. Holmes, what have I 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 I can see,” said Holmes. “But that’s not our job. They take that at the next stage. What we wanted at present was just your sweet self. Please give the Yard a call, 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 dis­sip­ated dreams. When his castle in the air fell down, it bur­ied him be­neath the ru­ins. He was last heard of at a nurs­ing-home in Brix­ton. It was a glad day at the Yard when the Prescott out­fit was dis­covered, for, though they knew that it ex­is­ted, they had nev­er been able, after the death of the man, to find out where it was. Evans had in­deed done great ser­vice and caused sev­er­al worthy C. I. D. men to sleep the sounder, for the coun­ter­feit­er stands in a class by him­self as a pub­lic danger. They would will­ingly have sub­scribed to that soup-plate medal of which the crim­in­al had spoken, but an un­ap­pre­ci­at­ive bench took a less fa­vour­able view, and the Killer re­turned to those shades from which he had just emerged.

		
	
		
			The Problem of Thor Bridge

			Some­where in the vaults of the bank of Cox and Co., at Char­ing Cross, there is a travel-worn and battered tin dis­patch-box with my name, John H. Wat­son, M. D., Late In­di­an Army, painted upon the lid. It is crammed with pa­pers, nearly all of which are re­cords of cases to il­lus­trate 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, since no fi­nal ex­plan­a­tion is forth­com­ing. A prob­lem without a solu­tion may in­terest the stu­dent, but can hardly fail to an­noy the cas­u­al read­er. Among these un­fin­ished tales is that of Mr. James Phil­limore, who, step­ping back in­to his own house to get his um­brella, was nev­er more seen in this world. No less re­mark­able is that of the cut­ter Alicia, which sailed one spring morn­ing in­to a small patch of mist from where she nev­er again emerged, nor was any­thing fur­ther ever heard of her­self and her crew. A third case worthy of note is that of Is­ad­ora Persano, the well-known journ­al­ist and du­el­list, who was found stark star­ing mad with a match box in front of him which con­tained a re­mark­able worm said to be un­known to sci­ence. Apart from these un­fathomed cases, there are some which in­volve the secrets of private fam­il­ies to an ex­tent which would mean con­sterna­tion in many ex­al­ted quar­ters if it were thought pos­sible that they might find their way in­to print. I need not say that such a breach of con­fid­ence is un­think­able, and that these re­cords will be sep­ar­ated and des­troyed now that my friend has time to turn his en­er­gies to the mat­ter. There re­main a con­sid­er­able residue of cases of great­er or less in­terest which I might have ed­ited be­fore had I not feared to give the pub­lic a sur­feit which might re­act upon the repu­ta­tion of the man whom above all oth­ers I revere. In some I was my­self con­cerned and can speak as an eye­wit­ness, while in oth­ers I was either not present or played so small a part that they could only be told as by a third per­son. The fol­low­ing nar­rat­ive is drawn from my own ex­per­i­ence.

			It was a wild morn­ing in Oc­to­ber, and I ob­served as I was dress­ing how the last re­main­ing leaves were be­ing whirled from the sol­it­ary plane tree which graces the yard be­hind our house. I des­cen­ded to break­fast pre­pared to find my com­pan­ion in de­pressed spir­its, for, like all great artists, he was eas­ily im­pressed by his sur­round­ings. On the con­trary, I found that he had nearly fin­ished his meal, and that his mood was par­tic­u­larly bright and joy­ous, with that some­what sin­is­ter cheer­ful­ness which was char­ac­ter­ist­ic of his light­er mo­ments.

			“You have a case, Holmes?” I re­marked.

			“The fac­ulty of de­duc­tion is cer­tainly con­ta­gious, Wat­son,” he answered. “It has en­abled you to probe my secret. Yes, I have a case. After a month of tri­vi­al­it­ies and stag­na­tion the wheels move once more.”

			“Might I share it?”

			“There is little to share, but we may dis­cuss it when you have con­sumed the two hard-boiled eggs with which our new cook has fa­voured us. Their con­di­tion may not be un­con­nec­ted with the copy of the Fam­ily Her­ald which I ob­served yes­ter­day upon the hall-table. Even so trivi­al a mat­ter as cook­ing an egg de­mands an at­ten­tion which is con­scious of the pas­sage of time and in­com­pat­ible with the love ro­mance in that ex­cel­lent peri­od­ic­al.”

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

			“You have heard of Neil Gib­son, the Gold King?” he said.

			“You mean the Amer­ic­an Sen­at­or?”

			“Well, he was once Sen­at­or for some West­ern state, but is bet­ter known as the greatest gold-min­ing mag­nate in the world.”

			“Yes, I know of him. He has surely lived in Eng­land for some time. His name is very fa­mil­i­ar.”

			“Yes, he bought a con­sid­er­able es­tate in Hamp­shire some five years ago. Pos­sibly you have already heard of the tra­gic end of his wife?”

			“Of course. I re­mem­ber it now. That is why the name is fa­mil­i­ar. But I really know noth­ing of the de­tails.”

			Holmes waved his hand to­wards some pa­pers on a chair. “I had no idea that the case was com­ing my way or I should have had my ex­tracts ready,” said he. “The fact is that the prob­lem, though ex­ceed­ingly sen­sa­tion­al, ap­peared to present no dif­fi­culty. The in­ter­est­ing per­son­al­ity of the ac­cused does not ob­scure the clear­ness of the evid­ence. That was the view taken by the cor­on­er’s jury and also in the po­lice-court pro­ceed­ings. It is now re­ferred to the As­sizes at Winchester. I fear it is a thank­less busi­ness. I can dis­cov­er facts, Wat­son, but I can­not change them. Un­less some en­tirely new and un­ex­pec­ted ones come to light I do not see what my cli­ent can hope for.”

			“Your cli­ent?”

			“Ah, I for­got I had not told you. I am get­ting in­to your in­volved habit, Wat­son, of telling a story back­ward. You had best read this first.”

			The let­ter which he handed to me, writ­ten in a bold, mas­ter­ful hand, ran as fol­lows:

			
				
					Clar­idge’s Hotel, Oc­to­ber 3rd

					Dear Mr. Sher­lock Holmes:

				
				I can’t see the best wo­man God ever made go to her death without do­ing all that is pos­sible to save her. I can’t ex­plain things—I can’t even try to ex­plain them, but I know bey­ond all doubt that Miss 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 damned in­justice of it all that makes me crazy. That wo­man has a heart that wouldn’t let her kill a fly. Well, I’ll come at el­ev­en to­mor­row and see if you can get some ray of light in the dark. Maybe I have a clue and don’t know it. Any­how, all I know and all I have and all I am are for your use if only you can save her. If ever in your life you showed your powers, put them now in­to this case.

				
					Yours faith­fully,

					J. Neil Gib­son

				
			

			“There you have it,” said Sher­lock Holmes, knock­ing out the ashes of his after-break­fast pipe and slowly re­filling it. “That is the gen­tle­man I await. As to the story, you have hardly time to mas­ter all these pa­pers, so I must give it to you in a nut­shell if you are to take an in­tel­li­gent in­terest in the pro­ceed­ings. This man is the greatest fin­an­cial power in the world, and a man, as I un­der­stand, of most vi­ol­ent and for­mid­able char­ac­ter. He mar­ried a wife, the vic­tim of this tragedy, of whom I know noth­ing save that she was past her prime, which was the more un­for­tu­nate as a very at­tract­ive gov­erness su­per­in­ten­ded the edu­ca­tion of two young chil­dren. These are the three people con­cerned, and the scene is a grand old man­or house, the centre of a his­tor­ic­al Eng­lish state. Then as to the tragedy. The wife was found in the grounds nearly half a mile from the house, late at night, clad in her din­ner dress, with a shawl over her shoulders and a re­volver bul­let through her brain. No weapon was found near her and there was no loc­al clue as to the murder. No weapon near her, Wat­son—mark that! The crime seems to have been com­mit­ted late in the even­ing, and the body was found by a game­keep­er about el­ev­en o’clock, when it was ex­amined by the po­lice and by a doc­tor be­fore be­ing car­ried up to the house. Is this too con­densed, or can you fol­low it clearly?”

			“It is all very clear. But why sus­pect the gov­erness?”

			“Well, in the first place there is some very dir­ect evid­ence. A re­volver with one dis­charged cham­ber and a cal­ibre which cor­res­pon­ded with the bul­let was found on the floor of her ward­robe.” His eyes fixed and he re­peated in broken words, “On—the—floor—of—her—ward­robe.” Then he sank in­to si­lence, and I saw that some train of thought had been set mov­ing which I should be fool­ish to in­ter­rupt. Sud­denly with a start he emerged in­to brisk life once more. “Yes, 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? Fi­nally there is the motive. Sen­at­or Gib­son is an at­tract­ive per­son. If his wife dies, who more likely to suc­ceed her than the young lady who had already by all ac­counts re­ceived press­ing at­ten­tions from her em­ploy­er? Love, for­tune, power, all de­pend­ing upon one middle-aged life. Ugly, Wat­son—very ugly!”

			“Yes, in­deed, Holmes.”

			“Nor could she prove an alibi. 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.”

			“That really seems fi­nal.”

			“And yet, Wat­son—and yet! This bridge—a single broad span of stone with bal­us­traded sides—car­ries the drive over the nar­row­est part of a long, deep, reed-girt sheet of wa­ter. Thor Mere it is called. In the mouth of the bridge lay the dead wo­man. Such are the main facts. But here, if I mis­take not, is our cli­ent, con­sid­er­ably be­fore his time.”

			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. He was a thin, nervous wisp of a man with frightened eyes and a twitch­ing, hes­it­at­ing man­ner—a man whom my own pro­fes­sion­al eye would judge to be on the brink of an ab­so­lute nervous break­down.

			“You seem agit­ated, Mr. Bates,” said Holmes. “Pray sit down. I fear I can only give you a short time, for I have an ap­point­ment at el­ev­en.”

			“I know you have,” our vis­it­or gasped, shoot­ing out short sen­tences like a man who is out of breath. “Mr. Gib­son is com­ing. Mr. Gib­son is my em­ploy­er. I am man­ager of his es­tate. Mr. Holmes, he is a vil­lain—an in­fernal vil­lain.”

			“Strong lan­guage, Mr. Bates.”

			“I have to be em­phat­ic, Mr. Holmes, for the time is so lim­ited. I would not have him find me here for the world. He is al­most due now. But I was so situ­ated that I could not come earli­er. His sec­ret­ary, Mr. Fer­guson, only told me this morn­ing of his ap­point­ment with you.”

			“And you are his man­ager?”

			“I have giv­en him no­tice. In a couple of weeks I shall have shaken off his ac­cursed slavery. A hard man, Mr. Holmes, hard to all about him. Those pub­lic char­it­ies are a screen to cov­er his private iniquit­ies. But his wife was his chief vic­tim. He was bru­tal to her—yes, sir, bru­tal! How she came by her death I do not know, but I am sure that he had made her life a misery to her. She was a creature of the trop­ics, a Brazili­an by birth, as no doubt you know.”

			“No, it had es­caped me.”

			“Trop­ic­al by birth and trop­ic­al 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—I am told that they once were great—there was noth­ing to hold him. We all liked her and felt for her and hated him for the way that he treated her. But he is plaus­ible and cun­ning. That is all I have to say to you. Don’t take him at his face value. There is more be­hind. Now I’ll go. No, no, don’t de­tain me! He is al­most due.”

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

			“Well! Well!” said Holmes after an in­ter­val of si­lence. “Mr. Gib­son seems to have a nice loy­al house­hold. But the warn­ing is a use­ful one, and now we can only wait till the man him­self ap­pears.”

			Sharp at the hour we heard a heavy step upon the stairs, and the fam­ous mil­lion­aire was shown in­to the room. As I looked upon him I un­der­stood not only the fears and dis­like of his man­ager but also the ex­ec­ra­tions which so many busi­ness rivals have heaped upon his head. If I were a sculptor and de­sired to ideal­ize the suc­cess­ful man of af­fairs, iron of nerve and leath­ery of con­science, I should choose Mr. Neil Gib­son as my mod­el. His tall, gaunt, craggy fig­ure had a sug­ges­tion of hun­ger and ra­pa­city. An Ab­ra­ham Lin­coln keyed to base uses in­stead of high ones would give some idea of the man. His face might have been chis­elled in gran­ite, hard-set, craggy, re­morse­less, with deep lines upon it, the scars of many a crisis. 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 a mas­ter­ful air of pos­ses­sion he drew a chair 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 is noth­ing to me in this case. You can burn it if it’s any use in light­ing you to the truth. This wo­man is in­no­cent and this wo­man has to be cleared, and it’s up to you to do it. Name your fig­ure!”

			“My pro­fes­sion­al charges are upon a fixed scale,” said Holmes coldly. “I do not vary them, save when I re­mit them al­to­geth­er.”

			“Well, if dol­lars make no dif­fer­ence to you, think of the repu­ta­tion. If you pull this off every pa­per in Eng­land and Amer­ica will be boom­ing you. You’ll be the talk of two con­tin­ents.”

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

			“I think that you will find all the main ones in the press re­ports. I don’t know that I can add any­thing which will help you. But if there is any­thing you would wish more light upon—well, I am here to give it.”

			“Well, there is just one point.”

			“What is it?”

			“What were the ex­act re­la­tions between you and Miss Dun­bar?”

			The Gold King gave a vi­ol­ent start and half rose from his chair. Then his massive calm came back to him.

			“I sup­pose you are with­in your rights—and maybe do­ing your duty—in ask­ing such a ques­tion, Mr. Holmes.”

			“We will agree to sup­pose so,” said Holmes.

			“Then I can as­sure you that our re­la­tions were en­tirely and al­ways those of an em­ploy­er to­wards a young lady whom he nev­er con­versed with, or ever saw, save when she was in the com­pany of his chil­dren.”

			Holmes rose from his chair.

			“I am a rather busy man, Mr. Gib­son,” said he, “and I have no time or taste for aim­less con­ver­sa­tions. I wish you good morn­ing.”

			Our vis­it­or had ris­en also, and his great loose fig­ure towered above Holmes. There was an angry gleam from un­der those brist­ling brows and a tinge 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 I dis­miss you. I should have thought my words were plain.”

			“Plain enough, but what’s at the back of it? Rais­ing the price on me, or afraid to tackle it, or what? I’ve a right to a plain an­swer.”

			“Well, per­haps you have,” said Holmes. “I’ll give you one. This case is quite suf­fi­ciently com­plic­ated to start with without the fur­ther dif­fi­culty of false in­form­a­tion.”

			“Mean­ing that I lie.”

			“Well, I was try­ing to ex­press it as del­ic­ately as I could, but if you in­sist upon the word I will not con­tra­dict you.”

			I sprang to my feet, for the ex­pres­sion upon the mil­lion­aire’s face was fiendish in its in­tens­ity, and he had raised his great knot­ted fist. Holmes smiled lan­guidly and reached his hand out for his pipe.

			“Don’t be noisy, Mr. Gib­son. I find that after break­fast even the smal­lest ar­gu­ment is un­set­tling. I sug­gest that a stroll in the morn­ing air and a little quiet thought will be greatly to your ad­vant­age.”

			With an ef­fort the Gold King mastered his fury. I could not but ad­mire him, for by a su­preme self-com­mand he had turned in a minute from a hot flame of an­ger to a fri­gid and con­temp­tu­ous in­dif­fer­ence.

			“Well, it’s your choice. I guess you know how to run your own busi­ness. I can’t make you touch the case against your will. You’ve done your­self no good this morn­ing, Mr. Holmes, for I have broken stronger men than you. No man ever crossed me and was the bet­ter for it.”

			“So many have said so, and yet here I am,” said Holmes, smil­ing. “Well, good morn­ing, Mr. Gib­son. You have a good deal yet to learn.”

			Our vis­it­or made a noisy exit, but Holmes smoked in im­per­turb­able si­lence with dreamy eyes fixed upon the ceil­ing.

			“Any views, Wat­son?” he asked at last.

			“Well, Holmes, I must con­fess that when I con­sider that this is a man who would cer­tainly brush any obstacle from his path, and when I re­mem­ber that his wife may have been an obstacle and an ob­ject of dis­like, as that man Bates plainly told us, it seems to me—”

			“Ex­actly. And to me also.”

			“But what were his re­la­tions with the gov­erness, and how did you dis­cov­er them?”

			“Bluff, Wat­son, bluff! When I con­sidered the pas­sion­ate, un­con­ven­tion­al, un­busi­ness­like tone of his let­ter and con­tras­ted it with his self-con­tained man­ner and ap­pear­ance, it was pretty clear that there was some deep emo­tion which centred upon the ac­cused wo­man rather than upon the vic­tim. We’ve got to un­der­stand the ex­act re­la­tions of those three people if we are to reach the truth. You saw the front­al at­tack which I made upon him, and how im­per­turb­ably he re­ceived it. Then I bluffed him by giv­ing him the im­pres­sion that I was ab­so­lutely cer­tain, when in real­ity I was only ex­tremely sus­pi­cious.”

			“Per­haps he will come back?”

			“He is sure to come back. He must come back. He can’t leave it where it is. Ha! isn’t that a ring? Yes, there is his foot­step. Well, Mr. Gib­son, I was just say­ing to Dr. Wat­son that you were some­what over­due.”

			The Gold King had reentered the room in a more chastened mood than he had left it. His wounded pride still showed in his re­sent­ful eyes, but his com­mon sense had shown him that he must yield if he would at­tain his end.

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

			“That is for me to de­cide, is it not?”

			“Yes, I guess that is so. You’re like a sur­geon who wants every symp­tom be­fore he can give his dia­gnos­is.”

			“Ex­actly. That ex­presses it. And it is only a pa­tient who has an ob­ject in de­ceiv­ing his sur­geon who would con­ceal the facts of his case.”

			“That may be so, but you will ad­mit, Mr. Holmes, that most men would shy off a bit when they are asked point-blank what their re­la­tions with a wo­man may be—if there is really some ser­i­ous feel­ing in the case. I guess most men have a little 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 where you will. What is it you want?”

			“The truth.”

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

			“I can give it to you in a very few words, Mr. Holmes,” said he at last. “There are some things that are pain­ful as well as dif­fi­cult to say, so I won’t go deep­er than is need­ful. I met my wife when I was gold-hunt­ing in Brazil. Maria Pinto was the daugh­ter of a gov­ern­ment of­fi­cial at Manaus, and she was very beau­ti­ful. I was young and ar­dent in those days, but even now, as I look back with colder blood and a more crit­ic­al eye, I can see that she was rare and won­der­ful in her beauty. It was a deep rich nature, too, pas­sion­ate, whole­hearted, trop­ic­al, ill-bal­anced, very dif­fer­ent from the Amer­ic­an wo­men whom I had known. Well, to make a long story short, I loved her and I mar­ried her. It was only when the ro­mance had passed—and it lingered for years—that I real­ized 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 I might, noth­ing could turn her from me. If I have been harsh to her, even bru­tal as some have said, it has been be­cause I knew that if I could kill her love, or if it turned to hate, it would be easi­er for both of us. But noth­ing changed her. She ad­ored me in those Eng­lish woods as she had ad­ored me twenty years ago on the banks of the Amazon. Do what I might, she was as de­voted as ever.

			“Then came Miss Grace Dun­bar. She answered our ad­vert­ise­ment and be­came gov­erness to our two chil­dren. Per­haps you have seen her por­trait in the pa­pers. The whole world has pro­claimed that she also is a very beau­ti­ful wo­man. Now, I make no pre­tence to be more mor­al than my neigh­bours, and I will ad­mit to you that I could not live un­der the same roof with such a wo­man and in daily con­tact with her without feel­ing a pas­sion­ate re­gard for her. Do you blame me, Mr. Holmes?”

			“I do not blame you for feel­ing it. I should blame you if you ex­pressed it, since this young lady was in a sense un­der your pro­tec­tion.”

			“Well, maybe so,” said the mil­lion­aire, though for a mo­ment the re­proof had brought the old angry gleam in­to his eyes. “I’m not pre­tend­ing to be any bet­ter than I am. I guess all my life I’ve been a man that reached out his hand for what he wanted, and I nev­er wanted any­thing more than the love and pos­ses­sion of that wo­man. I told her so.”

			“Oh, you did, did you?”

			Holmes could look very for­mid­able when he was moved.

			“I said to her that if I could marry her I would, but that it was out of my power. I said that money was no ob­ject and that all I could do to make her happy and com­fort­able would be done.”

			“Very gen­er­ous, I am sure,” said Holmes with a sneer.

			“See here, Mr. Holmes. I came to you on a ques­tion of evid­ence, not on a ques­tion of mor­als. I’m not ask­ing for your cri­ti­cism.”

			“It is only for the young lady’s sake that I touch your case at all,” said Holmes sternly. “I don’t know that any­thing she is ac­cused of is really worse than what you have your­self ad­mit­ted, that you have tried to ru­in a de­fence­less girl who was un­der your roof. Some of you rich men have to be taught that all the world can­not be bribed in­to con­don­ing your of­fences.”

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

			“That’s how I feel my­self about it now. I thank God that my plans did not work out as I in­ten­ded. She would have none of it, and she wanted to leave the house in­stantly.”

			“Why did she not?”

			“Well, in the first place, oth­ers were de­pend­ent upon her, and it was no light mat­ter for her to let them all down by sac­ri­fi­cing her liv­ing. When I had sworn—as I 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 use it for good.”

			“How?”

			“Well, she knew some­thing of my af­fairs. They are large, Mr. Holmes—large bey­ond the be­lief of an or­din­ary man. I can make or break—and it is usu­ally break. It wasn’t in­di­vidu­als only. It was com­munit­ies, cit­ies, even na­tions. Busi­ness is a hard game, and the weak go to the wall. I played the game for all it was worth. I nev­er squealed my­self, and I nev­er cared if the oth­er fel­low squealed. But she saw it dif­fer­ent. I guess she was right. She be­lieved and said that a for­tune for one man that was more than he needed should not be built on ten thou­sand ruined men who were left without the means of life. That was how she saw it, and I guess she could see past the dol­lars to some­thing that was more last­ing. She found that I listened to what she said, and she be­lieved she was serving the world by in­flu­en­cing my ac­tions. So she stayed—and then this came along.”

			“Can you throw any light upon that?”

			The Gold King paused for a minute or more, his head sunk in his hands, lost in deep thought.

			“It’s very black against her. I can’t deny that. And wo­men lead an in­ward life and may do things bey­ond the judg­ment of a man. At first I was so rattled and taken aback that I was ready to think she had been led away in some ex­traordin­ary fash­ion that was clean against her usu­al nature. One ex­plan­a­tion came in­to my head. I give it to you, Mr. Holmes, for what it is worth. There is no doubt that my wife was bit­terly jeal­ous. There is a soul-jeal­ousy that can be as frantic as any body-jeal­ousy, and though my wife had no cause—and I think she un­der­stood this—for the lat­ter, she was aware that this Eng­lish girl ex­er­ted an in­flu­ence upon my mind and my acts that she her­self 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 al­ways in her blood. She might have planned to murder Miss Dun­bar—or we will say to threaten her with a gun and so fright­en her in­to leav­ing us. Then there might have been a scuffle and the gun gone off and shot the wo­man who held it.”

			“That pos­sib­il­ity had already oc­curred to me,” said Holmes. “In­deed, it is the only ob­vi­ous al­tern­at­ive to de­lib­er­ate murder.”

			“But she ut­terly denies it.”

			“Well, that is not fi­nal—is it? One can un­der­stand that a wo­man placed in so aw­ful a po­s­i­tion might hurry home still 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 a total deni­al, since all ex­plan­a­tion was im­possible. What is against such a sup­pos­i­tion?”

			“Miss Dun­bar her­self.”

			“Well, per­haps.”

			Holmes looked at his watch. “I have no doubt we can get the ne­ces­sary per­mits this morn­ing and reach Winchester by the even­ing train. When I have seen this young lady it is very pos­sible that I may be of more use to you in the mat­ter, though I can­not prom­ise that my con­clu­sions will ne­ces­sar­ily be such as you de­sire.”

			There was some delay in the of­fi­cial pass, and in­stead of reach­ing Winchester that day we went down to Thor Place, the Hamp­shire es­tate of Mr. Neil Gib­son. He did not ac­com­pany us him­self, but we had the ad­dress of Ser­geant Cov­entry, of the loc­al po­lice, who had first ex­amined in­to the af­fair. He was a tall, thin, ca­da­ver­ous man, with a se­cret­ive and mys­ter­i­ous man­ner which con­veyed the idea that he knew or sus­pec­ted a very great deal more than he dared say. He had a trick, too, of sud­denly sink­ing his voice to a whis­per as if he had come upon some­thing of vi­tal im­port­ance, though the in­form­a­tion was usu­ally com­mon­place enough. Be­hind these tricks of man­ner he soon showed him­self 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 Yard, Mr. Holmes,” said he. “If the Yard gets called in­to a case, then the loc­al loses all 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 all,” said Holmes to the evid­ent re­lief of our mel­an­choly ac­quaint­ance. “If I can clear it up I don’t ask to have my name men­tioned.”

			“Well, it’s very hand­some of you, I am sure. And your friend, Dr. Wat­son, can be trus­ted, I know. Now, Mr. Holmes, as we walk down to the place there is one ques­tion I 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 him­self?”

			“I have been con­sid­er­ing that.”

			“You’ve not seen Miss Dun­bar. She is a won­der­ful fine wo­man in every way. He may well have wished his wife out of the road. And these Amer­ic­ans are read­i­er with pis­tols than our folk are. It was his pis­tol, you know.”

			“Was that clearly made out?”

			“Yes, sir. It was one of a pair that he had.”

			“One of a pair? Where is the oth­er?”

			“Well, the gen­tle­man has a lot 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 a pair you should surely be able to match it.”

			“Well, we have them all laid out at the house if you would care to look them over.”

			“Later, per­haps. I think we will walk down to­geth­er and have a look at the scene of the tragedy.”

			This con­ver­sa­tion had taken place in the little front room of Ser­geant Cov­entry’s humble cot­tage which served as the loc­al po­lice-sta­tion. A walk of half a mile or so across a windswept heath, all gold and bronze with the fad­ing ferns, brought us to a side-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 us there was a long, reedy pool, con­stric­ted in the centre where the main car­riage drive passed over a stone bridge, but swell­ing in­to small lakes on either side. Our guide paused at the mouth of this bridge, and he poin­ted to the ground.

			“That was where Mrs. Gib­son’s body lay. I marked it by that stone.”

			“I un­der­stand that you were there be­fore it was moved?”

			“Yes, 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, he in­sisted that noth­ing should be moved un­til the po­lice should ar­rive.”

			“That was sens­ible. I gathered from the news­pa­per re­port that the shot was fired from close quar­ters.”

			“Yes, sir, very close.”

			“Near the right temple?”

			“Just be­hind it, sir.”

			“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 hand.”

			“Clutched, you say?”

			“Yes, sir, we could hardly open the fin­gers.”

			“That is of great im­port­ance. It ex­cludes the idea that any­one could have placed the note there after death in or­der to fur­nish a false clue. Dear me! The note, as I re­mem­ber, was quite short:

			
				I will be at Thor Bridge at nine o’clock.

				
					G. Dun­bar

				
			

			“Was that not so?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“Did Miss Dun­bar ad­mit writ­ing it?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“What was her ex­plan­a­tion?”

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

			“The prob­lem is cer­tainly a very in­ter­est­ing one. The point of the let­ter is very ob­scure, is it not?”

			“Well, sir,” said the guide, “it seemed, if I may be so bold as to say so, the only really clear point in the whole case.”

			Holmes shook his head.

			“Grant­ing that the let­ter is genu­ine and was really writ­ten, it was cer­tainly re­ceived some time be­fore—say one hour or two. Why, then, was this lady still clasp­ing it in her left hand? Why should she carry it so care­fully? She did not need to refer to it in the in­ter­view. Does it not seem re­mark­able?”

			“Well, sir, as you put it, per­haps it does.”

			“I think I should like to sit quietly for a few minutes and think it out.” He seated him­self upon the stone ledge of the bridge, and I could see his quick gray eyes dart­ing their ques­tion­ing glances in every dir­ec­tion. Sud­denly he sprang up again and ran across to the op­pos­ite para­pet, whipped his lens from his pock­et, and began to ex­am­ine the stone­work.

			“This is curi­ous,” said he.

			“Yes, sir, we saw the chip on the ledge. I ex­pect it’s been done by some passerby.”

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

			“It took some vi­ol­ence to do that,” said Holmes thought­fully. With his cane he struck the ledge sev­er­al times without leav­ing a mark. “Yes, it was a hard knock. In a curi­ous place, too. It was not from above but from be­low, for you see that it is on the lower edge of the para­pet.”

			“But it is at least fif­teen feet from the body.”

			“Yes, it is fif­teen feet from the body. It may have noth­ing to do with the mat­ter, but it is a point worth not­ing. I do not think that we have any­thing more to learn here. There were no foot­steps, you say?”

			“The ground was iron hard, sir. There were no traces at all.”

			“Then we can go. We will go up to the house first and look over these weapons of which you speak. Then we shall get on to Winchester, for I 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 us in the morn­ing. He showed us with a sin­is­ter rel­ish the for­mid­able ar­ray of fire­arms of vari­ous shapes and sizes which his em­ploy­er had ac­cu­mu­lated in the course of an ad­ven­tur­ous life.

			“Mr. Gib­son has his en­emies, as any­one would ex­pect who knew him and his meth­ods,” said he. “He sleeps with a loaded re­volver in the draw­er be­side his bed. He is a man of vi­ol­ence, sir, and there are times when all of us are afraid of him. I am sure that the poor lady who has passed was of­ten ter­ri­fied.”

			“Did you ever wit­ness phys­ic­al vi­ol­ence to­wards her?”

			“No, I can­not say that. But I have heard words which were nearly as bad—words of cold, cut­ting con­tempt, even be­fore the ser­vants.”

			“Our mil­lion­aire does not seem to shine in private life,” re­marked Holmes as we made our way to the sta­tion. “Well, Wat­son, we have come on a good many facts, some of them new ones, and yet I seem some way from my con­clu­sion. In spite of the very evid­ent dis­like which Mr. Bates has to his em­ploy­er, I gath­er from him that when the alarm came he was un­doubtedly in his lib­rary. Din­ner was over at 8:30 and all was nor­mal up to then. It is true that the alarm was some­what late in the even­ing, but the tragedy cer­tainly oc­curred about the hour named in the note. There is no evid­ence at all that Mr. Gib­son had been out of doors since his re­turn from town at five o’clock. On the oth­er hand, Miss Dun­bar, as I 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 sev­er­al very vi­tal ques­tions to ask that young lady, and my mind will not be easy un­til we have seen her. I must con­fess that the case would seem to me to be very black against her if it were not for one thing.”

			“And what is that, Holmes?”

			“The find­ing of the pis­tol in her ward­robe.”

			“Dear me, Holmes!” I cried, “that seemed to me to be the most damning in­cid­ent of all.”

			“Not so, Wat­son. It had struck me even at my first per­func­tory read­ing as very strange, and now that I am in closer touch with the case it is my only firm ground for hope. We must look for con­sist­ency. Where there is a want of it we must sus­pect de­cep­tion.”

			“I hardly fol­low you.”

			“Well now, Wat­son, sup­pose for a mo­ment that we visu­al­ize you in the char­ac­ter of a wo­man who, in a cold, pre­med­it­ated fash­ion, is about to get rid of a rival. You have planned it. A note has been writ­ten. The vic­tim has come. You have your weapon. The crime is done. It has been work­man­like and com­plete. Do you tell me that after car­ry­ing out so crafty a crime you would now ru­in your repu­ta­tion as a crim­in­al by for­get­ting to fling your weapon 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? Your best friends would hardly call you a schemer, Wat­son, and yet I could not pic­ture you do­ing any­thing so crude as that.”

			“In the ex­cite­ment of the mo­ment—”

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

			“But there is so much to ex­plain.”

			“Well, we shall set 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, there is this re­volver. Miss Dun­bar dis­claims all know­ledge of it. On our new the­ory she is 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 ac­tu­al crim­in­al? You see how we come at once upon a most 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 cell. I had ex­pec­ted from all that we had heard to see a beau­ti­ful wo­man, but I 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 him­self—some­thing which could con­trol and guide him. One felt, too, as one looked at the strong, clear-cut, and yet sens­it­ive face, that even should she be cap­able of some im­petu­ous deed, none the less there was an in­nate no­bil­ity of char­ac­ter which would make her in­flu­ence al­ways for the good. She was a bru­nette, tall, with a noble fig­ure and com­mand­ing pres­ence, but her dark eyes had in them the ap­peal­ing, help­less ex­pres­sion of the hunted creature who feels the nets around it, but can see no way out from the toils. Now, as she real­ized the pres­ence and the help of my fam­ous friend, there came a touch of col­our in her wan cheeks and a light of hope began to glim­mer in the glance which she turned upon us.

			“Per­haps Mr. Neil Gib­son has told you some­thing of what oc­curred between us?” she asked in a low, agit­ated voice.

			“Yes,” Holmes answered, “you need not pain your­self by en­ter­ing in­to that part of the story. After see­ing you, I am pre­pared to ac­cept Mr. Gib­son’s state­ment both as to the in­flu­ence which you had over him and as to the in­no­cence of your re­la­tions with him. But why was the whole situ­ation not brought out in court?”

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

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

			“I will con­ceal noth­ing.”

			“Tell us, then, of your true re­la­tions with Mr. Gib­son’s wife.”

			“She hated me, Mr. Holmes. She hated me with all the fer­vour of her trop­ic­al nature. She was a wo­man who would do noth­ing by halves, and the meas­ure of her love for her hus­band was the meas­ure also of her hatred for me. It is prob­able that she mis­un­der­stood our re­la­tions. I would not wish to wrong her, but she loved so vividly in a phys­ic­al sense that she could hardly un­der­stand the men­tal, and even spir­itu­al, tie which held her hus­band to me, or ima­gine that it was only my de­sire to in­flu­ence his power to good ends which kept me un­der his roof. I can see now that I was wrong. Noth­ing could jus­ti­fy me in re­main­ing where I was a cause of un­hap­pi­ness, and yet it is cer­tain that the un­hap­pi­ness would have re­mained even if I had left the house.”

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

			“I can tell you the truth so far as I know it, Mr. Holmes, but I am in a po­s­i­tion to prove noth­ing, and there are points—the most vi­tal points—which I can neither ex­plain nor can I 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, I 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 me to leave an an­swer on the sun­di­al in the garden, as she de­sired no one to be in our con­fid­ence. I saw no reas­on for such secrecy, but I did as she asked, ac­cept­ing the ap­point­ment. She asked me to des­troy her note and I burned it in the school­room grate. She was very much afraid of her hus­band, who treated her with a harsh­ness for which I fre­quently re­proached him, and I could only ima­gine that she ac­ted in this way be­cause she did not wish him to know of our in­ter­view.”

			“Yet she kept your reply very care­fully?”

			“Yes. I was sur­prised to hear that she had it in her hand when she died.”

			“Well, what happened then?”

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

			“Where she was af­ter­wards found?”

			“With­in a few yards from the spot.”

			“And yet, pre­sum­ing that she met her death shortly after you left her, you heard no shot?”

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

			“You say that you re­turned to your room. Did you leave it again be­fore next morn­ing?”

			“Yes, when the alarm came that the poor creature had met her death I ran out with the oth­ers.”

			“Did you see Mr. Gib­son?”

			“Yes, he had just re­turned from the bridge when I saw him. He had sent for the doc­tor and the po­lice.”

			“Did he seem to you much per­turbed?”

			“Mr. Gib­son is a very strong, self-con­tained man. I do not think that he would ever show his emo­tions on the sur­face. But I, who knew him so well, could see that he was deeply con­cerned.”

			“Then we come to the all-im­port­ant point. This pis­tol that was found in your room. Had you ever seen it be­fore?”

			“Nev­er, I swear it.”

			“When was it found?”

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

			“Among your clothes?”

			“Yes, on the floor of my ward­robe un­der my dresses.”

			“You could not guess how long it had been there?”

			“It had not been there the morn­ing be­fore.”

			“How do you know?”

			“Be­cause I ti­died out the ward­robe.”

			“That is fi­nal. Then someone came in­to your room and placed the pis­tol there in or­der to in­culp­ate you.”

			“It must have been so.”

			“And when?”

			“It could only have been at meal­time, or else at the hours when I would be in the school­room with the chil­dren.”

			“As you were when you got the note?”

			“Yes, from that time on­ward for the whole morn­ing.”

			“Thank you, Miss Dun­bar. Is there any oth­er point which could help me in the in­vest­ig­a­tion?”

			“I 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 a mere co­in­cid­ence.”

			“Curi­ous, Miss Dun­bar, very curi­ous. Why should it ap­pear at the very time of the tragedy, and why at the very place?”

			“But what could have caused it? Only great vi­ol­ence could have such an ef­fect.”

			Holmes did not an­swer. His pale, eager face had sud­denly as­sumed that tense, faraway ex­pres­sion which I had learned to as­so­ci­ate with the su­preme mani­fest­a­tions of his geni­us. So evid­ent was the crisis in his mind that none of us dared to speak, and we sat, bar­ris­ter, pris­on­er, and my­self, watch­ing him in a con­cen­trated 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 is it, Mr. Holmes?”

			“Nev­er mind, my dear lady. You will hear from me, Mr. Cum­mings. With the help of the god of justice I will give you a case which will make Eng­land ring. You will get news by to­mor­row, Miss Dun­bar, and mean­while take my as­sur­ance that the clouds are lift­ing and that I have every hope that the light of truth is break­ing through.”

			

			It was not a long jour­ney from Winchester to Thor Place, but it was long to me in my im­pa­tience, while for Holmes it was evid­ent that it seemed end­less; for, in his nervous rest­less­ness he could not sit still, but paced the car­riage or drummed with his long, sens­it­ive fin­gers upon the cush­ions be­side him. Sud­denly, how­ever, as we neared our des­tin­a­tion he seated him­self op­pos­ite to me—we had a first-class car­riage to ourselves—and lay­ing a hand upon each of my knees he looked in­to my eyes with the pe­cu­li­arly mis­chiev­ous gaze which was char­ac­ten­st­ic of his more imp-like moods.

			“Wat­son,” said he, “I have some re­col­lec­tion that you go armed upon these ex­cur­sions of ours.”

			It was as well for him that I did so, for he took little care for his own safety when his mind was once ab­sorbed by a prob­lem so that more than once my re­volver had been a good friend in need. I re­minded him of the fact.

			“Yes, yes, I am a little ab­sent­minded in such mat­ters. But have you your re­volver on you?”

			I 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, it is a sol­id bit of work.”

			He mused over it for a minute.

			“Do you know, Wat­son,” said he, “I be­lieve your re­volver is go­ing to have a very in­tim­ate con­nec­tion with the mys­tery which we are in­vest­ig­at­ing.”

			“My dear Holmes, you are jok­ing.”

			“No, Wat­son, I am very ser­i­ous. There is a test be­fore us. If the test comes off, all will be clear. And the test will de­pend upon the con­duct of this little weapon. One cart­ridge out. Now we will re­place the oth­er five and put on the safety-catch. So! That in­creases the weight and makes it a bet­ter re­pro­duc­tion.”

			I had no glim­mer of what was in his mind, nor did he en­light­en me, but sat lost in thought un­til we pulled up in the little Hamp­shire sta­tion. We se­cured a ram­shackle trap, and in a quarter of an hour were at the house of our con­fid­en­tial friend, the ser­geant.

			“A clue, Mr. Holmes? What is it?”

			“It all de­pends upon the be­ha­viour of Dr. Wat­son’s re­volver,” said my friend. “Here it is. Now, of­ficer, can you give me ten yards of string?”

			The vil­lage shop provided a ball of stout twine.

			“I think that this is all we will need,” said Holmes. “Now, if you please, we will get off on what I hope is the last stage of our jour­ney.”

			The sun was set­ting and turn­ing the rolling Hamp­shire moor in­to a won­der­ful au­tum­nal pan­or­ama. The ser­geant, with many crit­ic­al and in­cred­u­lous glances, which showed his deep doubts of the san­ity of my com­pan­ion, lurched along be­side us. As we ap­proached the scene of the crime I could see that my friend un­der all his ha­bitu­al cool­ness was in truth deeply agit­ated.

			“Yes,” he said in an­swer to my re­mark, “you have seen me miss my mark be­fore, Wat­son. I have an in­stinct for such things, and yet it has some­times played me false. It seemed a cer­tainty when first it flashed across my mind in the cell at Winchester, but one draw­back of an act­ive mind is that one can al­ways con­ceive al­tern­at­ive ex­plan­a­tions which would make our scent a false one. And yet—and yet—Well, Wat­son, we can but try.”

			As he walked 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 stretched. He then hunted among the heath­er and the ferns un­til he found a con­sid­er­able stone. This he se­cured to the oth­er end of his line 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 weapon and the heavy stone on the farther side.

			“Now for it!” he cried.

			At the words he raised the pis­tol to his head, and then let go his grip. In an in­stant 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 a joy­ous cry showed that he had found what he ex­pec­ted.

			“Was there ever a more ex­act demon­stra­tion?” he cried. “See, Wat­son, your re­volver has solved the prob­lem!” As he spoke he poin­ted to a second chip of the ex­act size and shape of the first which had ap­peared on the un­der edge of the stone bal­us­trade.

			“We’ll stay at the inn to­night,” he con­tin­ued as he rose and faced the as­ton­ished ser­geant. “You will, of course, get a grap­pling-hook and you will eas­ily re­store my friend’s re­volver. You will also find be­side it 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. You can let Mr. Gib­son know that I will see him in the morn­ing, when steps can be taken for Miss Dun­bar’s vin­dic­a­tion.”

			Late that even­ing, as we sat to­geth­er smoking our pipes in the vil­lage inn, Holmes gave me a brief re­view of what had passed.

			“I fear, Wat­son,” said he, “that you will not im­prove any repu­ta­tion which I may have ac­quired by adding the case of the Thor Bridge mys­tery to your an­nals. I have been slug­gish in mind and want­ing in that mix­ture of ima­gin­a­tion and real­ity which is the basis of my art. I con­fess that the chip in the stone­work was a suf­fi­cient clue to sug­gest the true solu­tion, and that I blame my­self for not hav­ing at­tained it soon­er.

			“It must be ad­mit­ted that the work­ings of this un­happy wo­man’s mind were deep and subtle, so that it was no very simple 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 in a phys­ic­al or in a merely men­tal sense seems to have been equally un­for­giv­able in her eyes. No doubt she blamed this in­no­cent lady for all those harsh deal­ings and un­kind words with which her hus­band tried to re­pel her too demon­strat­ive af­fec­tion. Her first res­ol­u­tion was to end her own life. Her second was to do it in such a way as to in­volve her vic­tim in a fate which was worse far than any sud­den death could be.

			“We can fol­low the vari­ous steps quite clearly, and they show a re­mark­able sub­tlety of mind. A note was ex­trac­ted very clev­erly 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 last. This alone should have ex­cited my sus­pi­cions earli­er than it did.

			“Then she took one of her hus­band’s re­volvers—there was, as you saw, an ar­sen­al in the house—and kept it for her own use. A sim­il­ar one she con­cealed that morn­ing in Miss Dun­bar’s ward­robe 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 weapon. When Miss Dun­bar ap­peared she used her last breath in pour­ing out her hatred, and then, when she was out of hear­ing, car­ried out her ter­rible pur­pose. Every link is now in its place and the chain is com­plete. The pa­pers may ask why the mere was not dragged in the first in­stance, but it is easy to be wise after the event, and in any case the ex­panse of a reed-filled lake is no easy mat­ter to drag un­less you have a clear per­cep­tion of what you are look­ing for and where. Well, Wat­son, we have helped a re­mark­able wo­man, and also a for­mid­able man. Should they in the fu­ture join their forces, as seems not un­likely, the fin­an­cial world may find that Mr. Neil Gib­son has learned some­thing in that school­room of sor­row where our earthly les­sons are taught.”

		
	
		
			The Adventure of the Creeping Man

			Mr. Sher­lock Holmes was al­ways of opin­ion that I should pub­lish the sin­gu­lar facts con­nec­ted with Pro­fess­or Pres­bury, if only to dis­pel once for all the ugly ru­mours which some twenty years ago agit­ated the uni­ver­sity and were echoed in the learned so­ci­et­ies of Lon­don. There were, how­ever, cer­tain obstacles in 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 last ob­tained per­mis­sion to vent­il­ate the facts which formed one of the very last cases handled by Holmes be­fore his re­tire­ment from prac­tice. Even now a cer­tain 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 I re­ceived one of Holmes’s lac­on­ic mes­sages:

			
				Come at once if con­veni­ent—if in­con­veni­ent come all the same.

				
					
						S. H.
					

				
			

			The re­la­tions between us in those lat­ter days were pe­cu­li­ar. He was a man of habits, nar­row and con­cen­trated habits, and I had be­come one of them. As an in­sti­tu­tion I 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 apart from this I had uses. I was a whet­stone for his mind. I stim­u­lated him. He liked to think aloud 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 I should re­gister and in­ter­ject. If I ir­rit­ated him by a cer­tain meth­od­ic­al slow­ness in my men­tal­ity, that ir­rit­a­tion served only to make his own flame-like in­tu­itions and im­pres­sions flash up the more vividly and swiftly. Such was my humble role in our al­li­ance.

			When I ar­rived at Baker Street I found him huddled up in his arm­chair 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 a wave of his hand he in­dic­ated my old arm­chair, but oth­er­wise for half an hour he gave no sign that he was aware of my pres­ence. Then with a start he seemed to come from his rev­er­ie, and with his usu­al whim­sic­al smile he greeted me back to what had once been my home.

			“You 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 spec­u­la­tions of a more gen­er­al char­ac­ter. I have ser­i­ous thoughts of writ­ing a small mono­graph upon the uses of dogs in the work of the de­tect­ive.”

			“But surely, Holmes, this has been ex­plored,” said I. “Blood­hounds—sleuth­hounds—”

			“No, no, Wat­son, that side of the mat­ter is, of course, ob­vi­ous. But there is an­oth­er which is far more subtle. You may re­col­lect that in the case which you, in your sen­sa­tion­al way, coupled with the Cop­per Beeches, I was able, by watch­ing the mind of the child, to form a de­duc­tion as to the crim­in­al habits of the very smug and re­spect­able fath­er.”

			“Yes, I re­mem­ber it well.”

			“My line of thoughts about dogs is ana­log­ous. A dog re­flects the fam­ily life. Who­ever saw a frisky dog in a gloomy fam­ily, or a sad dog in a happy one? Snarling people have snarling dogs, dan­ger­ous people have dan­ger­ous ones. And their passing moods may re­flect the passing moods of oth­ers.”

			I shook my head. “Surely, Holmes, this is a little far­fetched,” said I.

			He had re­filled his pipe and re­sumed his seat, tak­ing no no­tice of my com­ment.

			“The prac­tic­al ap­plic­a­tion of what I have said is very close to the prob­lem which I am in­vest­ig­at­ing. It is a tangled skein, you un­der­stand, and I am look­ing for a loose end. One pos­sible loose end lies in the ques­tion: Why does Pro­fess­or Pres­bury’s wolf­hound, Roy, en­deav­our to bite him?”

			I sank back in my chair in some dis­ap­point­ment. Was it for so trivi­al a ques­tion as this that I had been summoned from my work? Holmes glanced across at me.

			“The same old Wat­son!” said he. “You nev­er learn that the gravest is­sues may de­pend upon the smal­lest things. But is it not on the face of it strange that a staid, eld­erly philo­soph­er—you’ve heard of Pres­bury, of course, the fam­ous Cam­ford physiolo­gist?—that such a man, whose friend has been his de­voted wolf­hound, should now have been twice at­tacked by his own dog? What do you make of it?”

			“The dog is ill.”

			“Well, that has to be con­sidered. But he at­tacks no one else, nor does he ap­par­ently mo­lest his mas­ter, save on very spe­cial oc­ca­sions. Curi­ous, Wat­son—very curi­ous. But young Mr. Ben­nett is be­fore his time if that is his ring. I had hoped to have a longer chat with you be­fore he came.”

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

			“This mat­ter is very del­ic­ate, Mr. Holmes,” he said. “Con­sider the re­la­tion in which I stand to Pro­fess­or Pres­bury both privately and pub­licly. I really can hardly jus­ti­fy my­self if I speak be­fore any third per­son.”

			“Have no fear, Mr. Ben­nett. Dr. Wat­son is the very soul of dis­cre­tion, and I can as­sure you that this is a mat­ter in which I am very likely to need an as­sist­ant.”

			“As you like, Mr. Holmes. You will, I am sure, un­der­stand my hav­ing some re­serves in the mat­ter.”

			“You will ap­pre­ci­ate it, Wat­son, when I tell you that this gen­tle­man, Mr. Tre­vor Ben­nett, is pro­fes­sion­al as­sist­ant to the great sci­ent­ist, lives un­der his roof, and is en­gaged to his only daugh­ter. Cer­tainly we must agree that the pro­fess­or has every claim upon his loy­alty and de­vo­tion. But it may best be shown by tak­ing the ne­ces­sary steps to clear up this strange mys­tery.”

			“I hope so, Mr. Holmes. That is my one ob­ject. Does Dr. Wat­son know the situ­ation?”

			“I have not had time to ex­plain it.”

			“Then per­haps I had bet­ter go over the ground again be­fore ex­plain­ing some fresh de­vel­op­ments.”

			“I will do so my­self,” said Holmes, “in or­der to show that I have the events in their due or­der. The pro­fess­or, Wat­son, is a man of European repu­ta­tion. His life has been aca­dem­ic. There has nev­er been a breath of scan­dal. He is a wid­ower with one daugh­ter, Edith. He is, I gath­er, a man of very virile and pos­it­ive, one might al­most say com­bat­ive, char­ac­ter. So the mat­ter stood un­til a very few months ago.

			“Then the cur­rent of his life 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 I un­der­stand, the reasoned court­ing of an eld­erly man but rather the pas­sion­ate frenzy of youth, for no one could have shown him­self a more de­voted lov­er. The lady, Alice Morphy, was a very per­fect girl both in mind and body, so that there was every ex­cuse for the pro­fess­or’s in­fatu­ation. None the less, it did not meet with full ap­prov­al in his own fam­ily.”

			“We thought it rather ex­cess­ive,” said our vis­it­or.

			“Ex­actly. Ex­cess­ive and a little vi­ol­ent and un­nat­ur­al. Pro­fess­or 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 sev­er­al can­did­ates for her hand, who, if they were less eli­gible from a worldly point of view, were at least more of an age. The girl seemed to like the pro­fess­or in spite of his ec­cent­ri­cit­ies. It was only age which stood in the way.

			“About this time a little mys­tery sud­denly clouded the nor­mal routine of the pro­fess­or’s life. He did what he had nev­er done be­fore. He left home and gave no in­dic­a­tion where he was go­ing. He was away a fort­night and re­turned look­ing rather travel-worn. He made no al­lu­sion to where he had been, al­though he was usu­ally the frankest of men. It chanced, how­ever, that our cli­ent here, Mr. Ben­nett, re­ceived a let­ter from a fel­low-stu­dent in Prague, who said that he was glad to have seen Pro­fess­or Pres­bury there, al­though he had not been able to talk to him. Only in this way 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 sly. Those around him had al­ways the feel­ing that he was not the man that they had known, but that he was un­der some shad­ow which had darkened his high­er qual­it­ies. His in­tel­lect was not af­fected. His lec­tures were 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 I un­der­stand, did the same—but all was in vain. And now, Mr. Ben­nett, tell in your own words the in­cid­ent of the let­ters.”

			“You must un­der­stand, Dr. Wat­son, that the pro­fess­or had no secrets from me. If I were his son or his young­er broth­er I could not have more com­pletely en­joyed his con­fid­ence. As his sec­ret­ary I handled every pa­per which came to him, and I opened and sub­divided his let­ters. Shortly after his re­turn all this was 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 his own eyes only. I may say that sev­er­al of these did pass through my hands, that they had the E. C. mark, and were in an il­lit­er­ate hand­writ­ing. If he answered them at all 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 a little wooden box from his travels. It was the one thing which sug­ges­ted a Con­tin­ent­al tour, for it was one of those quaint carved things which one as­so­ci­ates with Ger­many. This he placed in his in­stru­ment cup­board. One day, in look­ing for a can­nula, I took up the box. To my sur­prise he was very angry, and re­proved me in words which were quite sav­age for my curi­os­ity. It was the first time such a thing had happened, and I was deeply hurt. I en­deav­oured to ex­plain that it was a mere ac­ci­dent that I had touched the box, but all the even­ing I was con­scious that he looked at me harshly and that the in­cid­ent was rank­ling in his mind.” Mr. Ben­nett drew a little di­ary book from his pock­et. “That was on Ju­ly 2nd,” said he.

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

			“I learned meth­od among oth­er things from my great teach­er. From the time that I ob­served ab­nor­mal­ity in his be­ha­viour I felt that it was my duty to study his case. Thus I have it here that it was on that very day, Ju­ly 2nd, 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 I have a note of yet an­oth­er upon Ju­ly 20th. After that we had to ban­ish Roy to the stables. He was a dear, af­fec­tion­ate an­im­al—but I fear I weary you.”

			Mr. Ben­nett spoke in a tone of re­proach, for it was very clear that Holmes was not listen­ing. His face was ri­gid and his eyes gazed ab­strac­tedly at the ceil­ing. With an ef­fort he re­covered him­self.

			“Sin­gu­lar! Most sin­gu­lar!” he mur­mured. “These de­tails were new to me, Mr. Ben­nett. I 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 I speak of oc­curred the night be­fore last,” said he. “I was ly­ing awake about two in the morn­ing, when I was aware of a dull muffled sound com­ing from the pas­sage. I opened my door and peeped out. I should ex­plain that the pro­fess­or sleeps at the end of the pas­sage—”

			“The date be­ing—?” asked Holmes.

			Our vis­it­or was clearly an­noyed at so ir­rel­ev­ant an in­ter­rup­tion.

			“I have said, sir, that it was the night be­fore last—that is, Septem­ber 4th.”

			Holmes nod­ded and smiled.

			“Pray con­tin­ue,” said he.

			“He sleeps at the end of the pas­sage and would have to pass my door in or­der to reach the stair­case. It was a really ter­ri­fy­ing ex­per­i­ence, Mr. Holmes. I think that I am as strong-nerved as my neigh­bours, but I was shaken by what I saw. The pas­sage was dark save that one win­dow halfway along it threw a patch of light. I could see that some­thing was com­ing along the pas­sage, some­thing dark and crouch­ing. Then sud­denly it emerged in­to the light, and I saw that it was he. He was crawl­ing, Mr. Holmes—crawl­ing! He was not quite on his hands and knees. I should rather say on his hands and feet, with his face sunk between his hands. Yet he seemed to move with ease. I was so para­lyzed by the sight that it was not un­til he had reached my door that I was able to step for­ward and ask if I could as­sist him. His an­swer was ex­traordin­ary. He sprang up, spat out some at­ro­cious word at me, and hur­ried on past me, and down the stair­case. I waited about for an hour, but he did not come back. It must have been day­light be­fore he re­gained his room.”

			“Well, Wat­son, what make you of that?” asked Holmes with the air of the patho­lo­gist who presents a rare spe­ci­men.

			“Lum­bago, pos­sibly. I have known a severe at­tack make a man walk in just such a way, and noth­ing would be more try­ing to the tem­per.”

			“Good, Wat­son! You al­ways keep us flat-footed on the ground. But we can hardly ac­cept lum­bago, since he was able to stand erect in a mo­ment.”

			“He was nev­er bet­ter in health,” said Ben­nett. “In fact, he is stronger than I 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 we feel in some strange way that we are drift­ing to­wards dis­aster. Edith—Miss Pres­bury—feels as I do, that we can­not wait pass­ively any longer.”

			“It is cer­tainly a very curi­ous and sug­gest­ive case. What do you think, Wat­son?”

			“Speak­ing as a med­ic­al man,” said I, “it ap­pears to be a case for an ali­en­ist. The old gen­tle­man’s cereb­ral pro­cesses were dis­turbed by the love af­fair. He made a jour­ney abroad in the hope of break­ing him­self of the pas­sion. His let­ters and the box may be con­nec­ted with some oth­er private trans­ac­tion—a loan, per­haps, or share cer­ti­fic­ates, which are in the box.”

			“And the wolf­hound no doubt dis­ap­proved of the fin­an­cial bar­gain. No, no, Wat­son, there is more in it than this. Now, I can only sug­gest—”

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

			“Edith, dear! Noth­ing the mat­ter, I hope?”

			“I felt I must fol­low you. Oh, Jack, I have been so dread­fully frightened! It is aw­ful to be there alone.”

			“Mr. Holmes, this is the young lady I spoke of. This is my fiancée.”

			“We were gradu­ally com­ing to that con­clu­sion, were we not, Wat­son?” Holmes answered with a smile. “I take it, Miss Pres­bury, that there is some fresh de­vel­op­ment in the case, and that you thought we should know?”

			Our new vis­it­or, a bright, hand­some girl of a con­ven­tion­al Eng­lish type, smiled back at Holmes as she seated her­self be­side Mr. Ben­nett.

			“When I found Mr. Ben­nett had left his hotel I thought I 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 case is still ob­scure. Per­haps what you have to say may throw some fresh light upon it.”

			“It was last night, Mr. Holmes. He had been very strange all day. I am sure that there are times when he has no re­col­lec­tion of what he does. He lives as in a strange dream. Yes­ter­day was such a day. It was not my fath­er with whom I lived. His out­ward shell was there, but it was not really he.”

			“Tell me what happened.”

			“I was awakened in the night by the dog bark­ing most furi­ously. Poor Roy, he is chained now near the stable. I may say that I al­ways sleep with my door locked; for, as Jack—as Mr. Ben­nett—will tell you, we all have a feel­ing 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 I lay with my eyes fixed upon the square of light, listen­ing to the fren­zied bark­ings of the dog, I was amazed to see my fath­er’s face look­ing in at me. Mr. Holmes, I nearly died of sur­prise and hor­ror. There it was pressed against the win­dowpane, and one hand seemed to be raised as if to push up the win­dow. If that win­dow had opened, I think I should have gone mad. It was no de­lu­sion, Mr. Holmes. Don’t de­ceive your­self by think­ing so. I dare say it was twenty seconds or so that I lay para­lyzed and watched the face. Then it van­ished, but I could not—I could not spring out of bed and look out after it. I lay cold and shiv­er­ing till morn­ing. At break­fast he was sharp and fierce in man­ner, and made no al­lu­sion to the ad­ven­ture of the night. Neither did I, but I gave an ex­cuse for com­ing to town—and here I am.”

			Holmes looked thor­oughly sur­prised at Miss Pres­bury’s nar­rat­ive.

			“My dear young lady, you say that your room is on the second floor. Is there a long lad­der in the garden?”

			“No, Mr. Holmes, that is the amaz­ing part of it. There is no pos­sible way of reach­ing the win­dow—and yet he was there.”

			“The date be­ing Septem­ber 5th,” said Holmes. “That cer­tainly com­plic­ates mat­ters.”

			It was the young lady’s turn to look sur­prised. “This is the second time that you have al­luded to the date, Mr. Holmes,” said Ben­nett. “Is it pos­sible that it has any bear­ing upon the case?”

			“It is pos­sible—very pos­sible—and yet I have not my full ma­ter­i­al at present.”

			“Pos­sibly you are think­ing of the con­nec­tion between in­san­ity and phases of the moon?”

			“No, I as­sure you. It was quite a dif­fer­ent line of thought. Pos­sibly you can leave your note­book with me, and I will check the dates. Now I think, Wat­son, that our line of ac­tion is per­fectly clear. This young lady has in­formed us—and I have the greatest con­fid­ence in her in­tu­ition—that her fath­er re­mem­bers little or noth­ing which oc­curs upon cer­tain dates. We will there­fore call upon him as if he had giv­en us an ap­point­ment upon such a date. He will put it down to his own lack of memory. Thus we will open our cam­paign by hav­ing a good close view of him.”

			“That is ex­cel­lent,” said Mr. Ben­nett. “I warn you, how­ever, that the pro­fess­or is iras­cible and vi­ol­ent at times.”

			Holmes smiled. “There are reas­ons why we should come at once—very co­gent reas­ons if my the­or­ies hold good. To­mor­row, Mr. Ben­nett, will cer­tainly see us in Cam­ford. There is, if I re­mem­ber right, an inn called the Chequers where the port used to be above me­diocrity and the lin­en was above re­proach. I think, Wat­son, that our lot for the next few days might lie in less pleas­ant places.”

			Monday morn­ing found us on our way to the fam­ous uni­ver­sity town—an easy ef­fort on the part of Holmes, who had no roots to pull up, but one which in­volved frantic plan­ning and hur­ry­ing on my part, as my prac­tice was by this time not in­con­sid­er­able. Holmes made no al­lu­sion 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 el­ev­en and should have an in­ter­val at home.”

			“What pos­sible ex­cuse have we for call­ing?”

			Holmes glanced at his note­book.

			“There was a peri­od of ex­cite­ment upon Au­gust 26th. We will as­sume that he is a little hazy as to what he does at such times. If we in­sist that we are there by ap­point­ment I think he will hardly ven­ture to con­tra­dict us. Have you the ef­frontery ne­ces­sary to put it through?”

			“We can but try.”

			“Ex­cel­lent, Wat­son! Com­pound of the Busy Bee and Ex­cel­si­or. We can but try—the motto of the firm. A friendly nat­ive will surely guide us.”

			Such a one on the back of a smart hansom swept us past a row of an­cient col­leges and, fi­nally turn­ing in­to a tree-lined drive, pulled up at the door of a charm­ing house, girt round with lawns and covered with purple wis­teria. Pro­fess­or Pres­bury was cer­tainly sur­roun­ded with every sign not only of com­fort but of lux­ury. Even as we pulled up, a grizzled head ap­peared at the front win­dow, and we were aware of a pair of keen eyes from un­der shaggy brows which sur­veyed us through large horn glasses. A mo­ment later we were ac­tu­ally in his sanc­tum, and the mys­ter­i­ous 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 he was a portly, large-fea­tured man, grave, tall, and frock-coated, with the dig­nity of bear­ing which a lec­turer needs. His eyes were his most re­mark­able fea­ture, keen, ob­ser­v­ant, and clev­er to the verge of cun­ning.

			He looked at our cards. “Pray sit down, gen­tle­men. What can I do for you?”

			Mr. Holmes smiled ami­ably.

			“It was the ques­tion which I was about to put to you, Pro­fess­or.”

			“To me, sir!”

			“Pos­sibly there is some mis­take. I heard through a second per­son that Pro­fess­or Pres­bury of Cam­ford had need of my ser­vices.”

			“Oh, in­deed!” It seemed to me that there was a ma­li­cious sparkle in the in­tense gray eyes. “You heard that, did you? May I ask the name of your in­form­ant?”

			“I am sorry, Pro­fess­or, but the mat­ter was rather con­fid­en­tial. If I have made a mis­take there is no harm done. I can only ex­press my re­gret.”

			“Not at all. I should wish to go fur­ther in­to this mat­ter. It in­terests me. Have you any scrap of writ­ing, any let­ter or tele­gram, to bear out your as­ser­tion?”

			“No, I have not.”

			“I pre­sume that you do not go so far as to as­sert that I summoned you?”

			“I would rather an­swer no ques­tions,” said Holmes.

			“No, I dare say not,” said the pro­fess­or with as­per­ity. “How­ever, that par­tic­u­lar one can be answered very eas­ily without your aid.”

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

			“Come in, Mr. Ben­nett. These two gen­tle­men have come from Lon­don un­der the im­pres­sion that they have been summoned. You handle all my cor­res­pond­ence. Have you a note of any­thing go­ing to a per­son named Holmes?”

			“No, sir,” Ben­nett answered with a flush.

			“That is con­clus­ive,” said the pro­fess­or, glar­ing an­grily at my com­pan­ion. “Now, sir”—he leaned for­ward with his two hands upon the table—“it seems to me that your po­s­i­tion is a very ques­tion­able one.”

			Holmes shrugged his shoulders.

			“I can only re­peat that I am sorry that we have made a need­less in­tru­sion.”

			“Hardly enough, Mr. Holmes!” the old man cried in a high scream­ing voice, with ex­traordin­ary ma­lig­nancy upon his face. He got between us and the door as he spoke, and he shook his two hands at us with furi­ous pas­sion. “You can hardly get out of it so eas­ily as that.” His face was con­vulsed, and he grinned and gibbered at us in his sense­less rage. I 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 scan­dal at the uni­ver­sity! Mr. Holmes is a well-known man. You can­not pos­sibly treat him with such dis­cour­tesy.”

			Sulkily our host—if I may call him so—cleared the path to the door. We were glad to find ourselves out­side the house and in the quiet of the tree-lined drive. Holmes seemed greatly amused by the epis­ode.

			“Our learned friend’s nerves are some­what out of or­der,” said he. “Per­haps our in­tru­sion was a little crude, and yet we have gained that per­son­al con­tact which I de­sired. But, dear me, Wat­son, he is surely at our heels. The vil­lain still pur­sues us.”

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

			“I am so sorry, Mr. Holmes. I wished to apo­lo­gize.”

			“My dear sir, there is no need. It is all in the way of pro­fes­sion­al ex­per­i­ence.”

			“I have nev­er seen him in a more dan­ger­ous mood. But he grows more sin­is­ter. You can un­der­stand now why his daugh­ter and I are alarmed. And yet his mind is per­fectly clear.”

			“Too clear!” said Holmes. “That was my mis­cal­cu­la­tion. It is evid­ent that his memory is much more re­li­able than I had thought. By the way, can we, be­fore we go, see the win­dow of Miss Pres­bury’s room?”

			Mr. Ben­nett pushed his way through some shrubs, and we had a view of the side of the house.

			“It is there. The second on the left.”

			“Dear me, it seems hardly ac­cess­ible. And yet you will ob­serve that there is a creep­er be­low and a wa­ter-pipe above which give some foothold.”

			“I could not climb it my­self,” said Mr. Ben­nett.

			“Very likely. It would cer­tainly be a dan­ger­ous ex­ploit for any nor­mal man.”

			“There was one oth­er thing I wish to tell you, Mr. Holmes. I have the ad­dress of the man in Lon­don to whom the pro­fess­or writes. He seems to have writ­ten this morn­ing, and I got it from his blot­ting-pa­per. It is an ig­noble po­s­i­tion for a trus­ted sec­ret­ary, but what else can I do?”

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

			“Dorak—a curi­ous name. Slavon­ic, I ima­gine. Well, it is an im­port­ant link in the chain. We re­turn to Lon­don this af­ter­noon, Mr. Ben­nett. I see no good pur­pose to be served by our re­main­ing. We can­not ar­rest the pro­fess­or be­cause he has done no crime, nor can we place him un­der con­straint, for he can­not be proved to be mad. No ac­tion is as yet pos­sible.”

			“Then what on earth are we to do?”

			“A little pa­tience, Mr. Ben­nett. Things will soon de­vel­op. Un­less I am mis­taken, next Tues­day may mark a crisis. Cer­tainly we shall be in Cam­ford on that day. Mean­while, the gen­er­al po­s­i­tion is un­deni­ably un­pleas­ant, and if Miss Pres­bury can pro­long her vis­it—”

			“That is easy.”

			“Then let her stay till we can as­sure her that all danger is past. Mean­while, let him have his way and do not cross him. So long as he is in a good hu­mour all is well.”

			“There he is!” said Ben­nett in a startled whis­per. Look­ing between the branches we saw the tall, erect fig­ure emerge from the hall door and look around him. He stood lean­ing for­ward, his hands swinging straight be­fore him, his head turn­ing from side to side. The sec­ret­ary with a last wave slipped off among the trees, and we saw him presently re­join his em­ploy­er, the two en­ter­ing the house to­geth­er in what seemed to be an­im­ated and even ex­cited con­ver­sa­tion.

			“I ex­pect the old gen­tle­man has been put­ting two and two to­geth­er,” said Holmes as we walked hotel­ward. “He struck me as hav­ing a par­tic­u­larly clear and lo­gic­al brain from the little I saw of him. Ex­plos­ive, no doubt, but then from his point of view he has some­thing to ex­plode about if de­tect­ives are put on his track and he sus­pects his own house­hold of do­ing it. I rather fancy that friend Ben­nett is in for an un­com­fort­able time.”

			Holmes stopped at a post-of­fice and sent off a tele­gram on our way. The an­swer reached us in the even­ing, and he tossed it across to me.

			
				Have vis­ited the Com­mer­cial Road and seen Dorak. Suave per­son, Bo­hemi­an, eld­erly. Keeps large gen­er­al store.

				
					Mer­cer

				
			

			“Mer­cer is since your time,” said Holmes. “He is my gen­er­al util­ity man who looks up routine busi­ness. It was im­port­ant to know some­thing of the man with whom our pro­fess­or was so secretly cor­res­pond­ing. His na­tion­al­ity con­nects up with the Prague vis­it.”

			“Thank good­ness that some­thing con­nects with some­thing,” said I. “At present we seem to be faced by a long series of in­ex­plic­able in­cid­ents with no bear­ing upon each oth­er. For ex­ample, what pos­sible con­nec­tion can there be between an angry wolf­hound and a vis­it to Bo­hemia, or either of them with a man crawl­ing down a pas­sage at night? As to your dates, that is the biggest mys­ti­fic­a­tion of all.”

			Holmes smiled and rubbed his hands. We were, I 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 us take the dates first,” said he, his fin­ger­tips to­geth­er and his man­ner as if he were ad­dress­ing a class. “This ex­cel­lent young man’s di­ary shows that there was trouble upon Ju­ly 2nd, and from then on­ward it seems to have been at nine-day in­ter­vals, with, so far as I re­mem­ber, only one ex­cep­tion. Thus the last out­break upon Fri­day was on Septem­ber 3rd, which also falls in­to the series, as did Au­gust 26th, which pre­ceded it. The thing is bey­ond co­in­cid­ence.”

			I was forced to agree.

			“Let us, then, form the pro­vi­sion­al the­ory that every nine days the pro­fess­or takes some strong drug which has a passing but highly pois­on­ous ef­fect. His nat­ur­ally vi­ol­ent nature is in­tens­i­fied by it. He learned to take this drug while he was in Prague, and is now sup­plied with it by a Bo­hemi­an in­ter­me­di­ary in Lon­don. This all hangs to­geth­er, Wat­son!”

			“But the dog, the face at the win­dow, the creep­ing man in the pas­sage?”

			“Well, well, we have made a be­gin­ning. I should not ex­pect any fresh de­vel­op­ments un­til next Tues­day. In the mean­time we can only keep in touch with friend Ben­nett and en­joy the amen­it­ies of this charm­ing town.”

			

			In the morn­ing Mr. Ben­nett slipped 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 rude in his speech, and evid­ently felt some strong griev­ance. This morn­ing he was quite him­self again, how­ever, and had de­livered his usu­al bril­liant lec­ture to a crowded class. “Apart from his queer fits,” said Ben­nett, “he has ac­tu­ally more en­ergy and vi­tal­ity than I 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 a week at least,” Holmes answered. “I am a busy man, and Dr. Wat­son has his pa­tients to at­tend to. Let us agree that we meet here at this hour next Tues­day, and I 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.”

			

			I saw noth­ing of my friend for the next few days, but on the fol­low­ing Monday even­ing I had a short note ask­ing me to meet him next day at the train. From what he told me as we trav­elled up to Cam­ford all was well, the peace of the pro­fess­or’s house had been un­ruffled, and his own con­duct per­fectly nor­mal. This also was the re­port which was giv­en us by Mr. Ben­nett him­self when he called upon us that even­ing at our old quar­ters in the Chequers. “He heard from his Lon­don cor­res­pond­ent today. There was a let­ter and there was a small pack­et, each with the cross un­der the stamp which warned me not to touch them. There has been noth­ing else.”

			“That may prove quite enough,” said Holmes grimly. “Now, Mr. Ben­nett, we shall, I think, come to some con­clu­sion to­night. If my de­duc­tions are cor­rect we should have an op­por­tun­ity of bring­ing mat­ters to a head. In or­der to do so it is ne­ces­sary to hold the pro­fess­or un­der ob­ser­va­tion. I would sug­gest, 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 as you can. Dr. Wat­son and I will not be far off. By the way, where is the key of that little box of which you spoke?”

			“Upon his watch-chain.”

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

			“There is the coach­man, Macphail.”

			“Where does he sleep?”

			“Over the stables.”

			“We might pos­sibly want him. Well, we can do no more un­til we see how things de­vel­op. Good­bye—but I ex­pect that we shall see you be­fore morn­ing.”

			It was nearly mid­night be­fore we took our sta­tion among some bushes im­me­di­ately op­pos­ite the hall door of the pro­fess­or. It was a fine 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 half-moon. It would have been a dis­mal vi­gil were it not for the ex­pect­a­tion and ex­cite­ment which car­ried us along, 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 shall have the pro­fess­or at his worst to­night,” said Holmes. “The fact that these strange symp­toms began after his vis­it to Prague, that he is in secret cor­res­pond­ence with a Bo­hemi­an deal­er in Lon­don, who pre­sum­ably rep­res­ents someone in Prague, and that he re­ceived a pack­et from him this very day, all point in one dir­ec­tion. What he takes and why he takes it are still bey­ond our ken, but that it em­an­ates in some way from Prague is clear enough. He takes it un­der def­in­ite dir­ec­tions which reg­u­late this ninth-day sys­tem, which was the first point which at­trac­ted my at­ten­tion. But his symp­toms are most re­mark­able. Did you ob­serve his knuckles?”

			I had to con­fess that I did not.

			“Thick and horny in a way which is quite new in my ex­per­i­ence. Al­ways look at the hands first, Wat­son. Then cuffs, trouserknees, 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 his fore­head. “Oh, Wat­son, Wat­son, what a fool I have been! It seems in­cred­ible, and yet it must be true. All points in one dir­ec­tion. How could I miss see­ing the con­nec­tion of ideas? Those knuckles—how could I have passed those knuckles? And the dog! And the ivy! It’s surely time that I dis­ap­peared in­to that little farm of my dreams. Look out, Wat­son! Here he is! We shall have the chance of see­ing for ourselves.”

			The hall door had slowly opened, and against the lamp­lit back­ground we saw the tall fig­ure of Pro­fess­or Pres­bury. He was clad in his dress­ing gown. As he stood out­lined in the door­way he was erect but lean­ing for­ward with dangling arms, as when we saw him last.

			Now he stepped for­ward in­to the drive, and an ex­traordin­ary change came over him. He sank down in­to a crouch­ing po­s­i­tion and moved along upon his hands and feet, skip­ping every now and then as if he were over­flow­ing with en­ergy and vi­tal­ity. He moved along the face of the house and then round the corner. As he dis­ap­peared Ben­nett slipped 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 vis­ible crouch­ing at the foot of the ivy-covered wall. As we 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 dress­ing-gown flap­ping on each side of him, he looked like some huge bat glued against the side of his own house, a great square dark patch upon the moon­lit wall. Presently he tired of this amuse­ment, and, drop­ping from branch to branch, he squat­ted down in­to the old at­ti­tude and moved to­wards the stables, creep­ing along in the same strange way as be­fore. The wolf­hound was out now, bark­ing furi­ously, and more ex­cited than ever when it ac­tu­ally caught sight of its mas­ter. 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 pro­voke it 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 a few inches from the gap­ing mouth, and en­deav­oured in every way to in­crease the an­im­al’s fury, which was already bey­ond all con­trol. In all our ad­ven­tures I do not know that I have ever seen a more strange sight than this im­pass­ive and still dig­ni­fied fig­ure crouch­ing frog-like upon the ground and goad­ing to a wilder ex­hib­i­tion of pas­sion the maddened hound, which ramped and raged in front of him, by all man­ner of in­geni­ous and cal­cu­lated cruelty.

			And then in a mo­ment it happened! It was not the chain that broke, but it was the col­lar that slipped, for it had been made for a thick-necked New­found­land. We heard the rattle of fall­ing met­al, and the next in­stant dog and man were rolling on the ground to­geth­er, the one roar­ing in rage, the oth­er scream­ing in a strange shrill fal­setto of ter­ror. It was a very nar­row thing for the pro­fess­or’s life. 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 a dan­ger­ous task for us, but Ben­nett’s voice and pres­ence brought the great wolf­hound in­stantly to reas­on. The up­roar had brought the sleepy and as­ton­ished coach­man from his room above the stables. “I’m not sur­prised,” said he, shak­ing his head. “I’ve seen him at it be­fore. I knew the dog would get him soon­er or later.”

			The hound was se­cured, and to­geth­er we car­ried the pro­fess­or up to his room, where Ben­nett, who had a med­ic­al de­gree, helped me to dress his torn throat. The sharp teeth had passed dan­ger­ously near the ca­rot­id artery, and the haem­or­rhage was ser­i­ous. In half an hour the danger was past, I had giv­en the pa­tient an in­jec­tion of morphia, and he had sunk in­to deep sleep. Then, and only then, were we able to look at each oth­er and to take stock of the situ­ation.

			“I think a first-class sur­geon should see him,” said I.

			“For God’s sake, no!” cried Ben­nett. “At present the scan­dal is con­fined to our own house­hold. It is safe with us. If it gets bey­ond these walls it will nev­er stop. Con­sider his po­s­i­tion at the uni­ver­sity, his European repu­ta­tion, the feel­ings of his daugh­ter.”

			“Quite so,” said Holmes. “I think it may be quite pos­sible to keep the mat­ter to ourselves, and also to pre­vent its re­cur­rence now that we have a free hand. The key from the watch-chain, Mr. Ben­nett. Macphail will guard the pa­tient and let us know if there is any change. Let us see what we can find in the pro­fess­or’s mys­ter­i­ous box.”

			There was not much, but there was enough—an empty phi­al, an­oth­er nearly full, a hy­po­derm­ic syr­inge, sev­er­al let­ters in a 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 in­voices to say that a fresh bottle was be­ing sent to Pro­fess­or Pres­bury, or re­ceipt to ac­know­ledge money. There was one oth­er en­vel­ope, how­ever, in a more edu­cated hand and bear­ing the Aus­tri­an stamp with the post­mark of Prague. “Here we have our ma­ter­i­al!” cried Holmes as he tore out the en­clos­ure.

			
				Hon­oured Col­league [it ran]:

				Since your es­teemed vis­it I have thought much of your case, and though in your cir­cum­stances there are some spe­cial reas­ons for the treat­ment, I would none the less en­join cau­tion, as my res­ults have shown that it is not without danger of a kind. It is pos­sible that the ser­um of an­throp­oid would have been bet­ter. I have, as I ex­plained to you, used black-faced langur be­cause a spe­ci­men was ac­cess­ible. Langur is, of course, a crawl­er and climber, while an­throp­oid walks erect and is in all ways near­er. I beg you to take every pos­sible pre­cau­tion that there be no pre­ma­ture rev­el­a­tion of the pro­cess. I have one oth­er cli­ent in Eng­land, and Dorak is my agent for both. Weekly re­ports will ob­lige.

				
					Yours with high es­teem,

					H. Lowen­stein

				
			

			Lowen­stein! 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 re­ju­ven­es­cence and the elixir of life. Lowen­stein of Prague! Lowen­stein with the won­drous strength-giv­ing ser­um, ta­booed by the pro­fes­sion be­cause he re­fused to re­veal its source. In a few words I said what I re­membered. Ben­nett had taken a manu­al of zo­ology from the shelves. “ ‘Langur,’ ” he read, “ ‘the great black-faced mon­key of the Hi­m­alay­an slopes, biggest and most hu­man of climb­ing mon­keys.’ Many de­tails are ad­ded. Well, thanks to you, Mr. Holmes, it is very clear that we have traced the evil to its source.”

			“The real source,” said Holmes, “lies, of course, in that un­timely love af­fair which gave our im­petu­ous pro­fess­or the idea that he could only gain his wish by turn­ing him­self in­to a young­er man. When one tries to rise above Nature one is li­able to fall be­low it. The highest type of man may re­vert to the an­im­al if he leaves the straight road of des­tiny.” He sat mus­ing for a little with the phi­al in his hand, look­ing at the clear li­quid with­in. “When I have writ­ten to this man and told him that I hold him crim­in­ally re­spons­ible for the pois­ons which he cir­cu­lates, we will have no more trouble. But it may re­cur. Oth­ers may find a bet­ter way. There is danger there—a very real danger to hu­man­ity. Con­sider, Wat­son, that the ma­ter­i­al, the sen­su­al, the worldly would all pro­long their worth­less lives. The spir­itu­al would not avoid the call to some­thing high­er. It would be the sur­viv­al of the least fit. What sort of cess­pool may not our poor world be­come?” Sud­denly the dream­er dis­ap­peared, and Holmes, the man of ac­tion, sprang from his chair. “I think there is noth­ing more to be said, Mr. Ben­nett. The vari­ous in­cid­ents will now fit them­selves eas­ily in­to the gen­er­al scheme. The dog, of course, was aware of the change far more quickly than you. His smell would in­sure that. It was the mon­key, not the pro­fess­or, whom Roy at­tacked, just as it was the mon­key who teased Roy. Climb­ing was a joy to the creature, and it was a mere chance, I take it, that the pas­time brought him to the young lady’s win­dow. There is an early train to town, Wat­son, but I think we shall just have time for a cup of tea at the Chequers be­fore we catch it.”

		
	
		
			The Adventure of the Lion’s Mane

			It is a most sin­gu­lar thing that a prob­lem which was cer­tainly as ab­struse and un­usu­al as any which I have faced in my long pro­fes­sion­al ca­reer should have come to me after my re­tire­ment, and be brought, as it were, to my very door. It oc­curred after my with­draw­al to my little Sus­sex home, when I had giv­en my­self up en­tirely to that sooth­ing life of Nature for which I 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 al­most bey­ond my ken. An oc­ca­sion­al week­end vis­it was the most that I ever saw of him. Thus I must act as my own chron­icler. Ah! had he but been with me, how much he might have made of so won­der­ful a hap­pen­ing and of my even­tu­al tri­umph against every dif­fi­culty! As it is, how­ever, I must needs tell my tale in my own plain way, show­ing by my words each step upon the dif­fi­cult road which lay be­fore me as I searched for the mys­tery of the Li­on’s Mane.

			My villa is situ­ated upon the south­ern slope of the downs, com­mand­ing a great view of the Chan­nel. At this point the coast­line is en­tirely of chalk cliffs, which can only be des­cen­ded by a single, long, tor­tu­ous path, which is steep and slip­pery. At the bot­tom of the path lie a hun­dred yards of pebbles and shingle, even when the tide is at full. Here and there, how­ever, there are curves and hol­lows which make splen­did swim­ming-pools filled afresh with each flow. This ad­mir­able beach ex­tends for some miles in each dir­ec­tion, save only at one point where the little cove and vil­lage of Ful­worth break the line.

			My house is lonely. I, my old house­keep­er, and my bees have the es­tate all to ourselves. Half a mile off, how­ever, is Har­old Stack­hurst’s well-known coach­ing es­tab­lish­ment, The Gables, quite a large place, which con­tains some score of young fel­lows pre­par­ing for vari­ous pro­fes­sions, with a staff of sev­er­al mas­ters. Stack­hurst him­self was a well-known row­ing Blue in his day, and an ex­cel­lent all-round schol­ar. He and I were al­ways friendly from the day I came to the coast, and he was the one man who was on such terms with me that we could drop in on each oth­er in the even­ings without an in­vit­a­tion.

			To­wards the 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 a la­goon at the turn of the tide. On the morn­ing of which I speak the wind had abated, and all Nature was newly washed and fresh. It was im­possible to work upon so de­light­ful a day, and I strolled out be­fore break­fast to en­joy the ex­quis­ite air. I walked along the cliff path which led to the steep des­cent to the beach. As I walked I heard a shout be­hind me, and there was Har­old Stack­hurst wav­ing his hand in cheery greet­ing.

			“What a morn­ing, Mr. Holmes! I thought I should see you out.”

			“Go­ing for a swim, I see.”

			“At your old tricks again,” he laughed, pat­ting his bul­ging pock­et. “Yes. McPh­er­son star­ted early, and I ex­pect I may find him there.”

			Fitzroy McPh­er­son was the sci­ence mas­ter, a fine up­stand­ing young fel­low whose life had been crippled by heart trouble fol­low­ing rheum­at­ic fever. He was a nat­ur­al ath­lete, how­ever, and ex­celled in every game which did not throw too great a strain upon him. Sum­mer and winter he went for his swim, and, as I am a swim­mer my­self, I have of­ten joined him.

			At this mo­ment we saw the man him­self. His head showed above the edge of the cliff where the path ends. Then his whole fig­ure ap­peared at the top, stag­ger­ing like a drunk­en man. The next in­stant he threw up his hands and, with a ter­rible cry, fell upon his face. Stack­hurst and I rushed for­ward—it may have been fifty yards—and turned him on his back. He was ob­vi­ously dy­ing. Those glazed sunken eyes and dread­ful liv­id cheeks could mean noth­ing else. One glim­mer of life came in­to his face for an in­stant, and he uttered two or three words with an eager air of warn­ing. They were slurred and in­dis­tinct, but to my ear the last of them, which burst in a shriek from his lips, were “the Li­on’s Mane.” It was ut­terly ir­rel­ev­ant and un­in­tel­li­gible, and yet I could twist the sound in­to no oth­er sense. Then he half raised him­self from the ground, threw his arms in­to the air, and fell for­ward on his side. He was dead.

			My com­pan­ion was para­lyzed by the sud­den hor­ror of it, but I, as may well be ima­gined, had every sense on the alert. And I had need, for it was speedily evid­ent that we were in the pres­ence of an ex­traordin­ary case. The man was dressed only in his Bur­berry over­coat, his trousers, and an un­laced pair of can­vas shoes. As he fell over, his Bur­berry, which had been simply thrown round his shoulders, slipped off, ex­pos­ing his trunk. We stared at it in amazement. His back was covered with dark red lines as though he had been ter­ribly flogged by a thin wire scourge. The in­stru­ment with which this pun­ish­ment had been in­flic­ted was clearly flex­ible, for the long, angry weals curved round his shoulders and ribs. There was blood drip­ping down his chin, for he had bit­ten through his lower lip in the par­oxysm of his agony. His drawn and dis­tor­ted face told how ter­rible that agony had been.

			I was kneel­ing and Stack­hurst stand­ing by the body when a shad­ow fell across us, and we found that Ian Mur­doch was by our side. Mur­doch was the math­em­at­ic­al coach at the es­tab­lish­ment, a tall, dark, thin man, so ta­cit­urn and aloof that none can be said to have been his friend. He seemed to live in some high ab­stract re­gion of surds and con­ic sec­tions, with little to con­nect him with or­din­ary life. He was looked 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 coal-black eyes and swarthy face but also in oc­ca­sion­al out­breaks of tem­per, which could only be de­scribed as fe­ro­cious. On one oc­ca­sion, be­ing plagued by a little dog be­long­ing 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 his dis­missal had he not been a very valu­able 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 him­self.

			“Poor fel­low! Poor fel­low! What can I do? How can I help?”

			“Were you with him? Can you tell us what has happened?”

			“No, no, I was late this morn­ing. I was not on the beach at all. I have come straight from The Gables. What can I do?”

			“You can hurry to the po­lice-sta­tion at Ful­worth. Re­port the mat­ter at once.”

			Without a word he made off at top speed, and I pro­ceeded to take the mat­ter in hand, while Stack­hurst, dazed at this tragedy, re­mained by the body. My first task nat­ur­ally was to note who was on the beach. From the top of the path I could see the whole sweep of it, and it was ab­so­lutely deser­ted save that two or three dark fig­ures could be seen far away mov­ing to­wards the vil­lage of Ful­worth. Hav­ing sat­is­fied my­self upon this point, I walked slowly down the path. There was clay or soft marl mixed with the chalk, and every here and there I saw the same foot­step, both as­cend­ing and des­cend­ing. No one else had gone down to the beach by this track that morn­ing. At one place I ob­served the print of an open hand with the fin­gers to­wards the in­cline. This could only mean that poor McPh­er­son 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 left by the re­treat­ing tide. At the side of it McPh­er­son had un­dressed, for there lay his tow­el on a rock. It was fol­ded and dry, so that it would seem that, after all, he had nev­er entered the wa­ter. Once or twice as I hunted round amid the hard shingle I came on little patches of sand where the print of his can­vas shoe, and also of his na­ked foot, could be seen. The lat­ter fact proved that he had made all ready to bathe, though the tow­el in­dic­ated that he had not ac­tu­ally done so.

			And here was the prob­lem clearly defined—as strange a one as had ever con­fron­ted me. The man had not been on the beach more than a quarter 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 foot­steps showed. Then he had sud­denly huddled on his clothes again—they were all dishevelled and un­fastened—and he had re­turned without bathing, or at any rate without dry­ing him­self. And the reas­on for his change of pur­pose had been that he had been scourged in some sav­age, in­hu­man fash­ion, tor­tured un­til he bit his lip through in his agony, and was left with only strength enough to crawl away and to die. Who had done this bar­bar­ous deed? There were, it is true, small grot­tos and caves in the base of the cliffs, but the low sun shone dir­ectly in­to them, and there was no place for con­ceal­ment. 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 sea two or three fish­ing-boats were at no great dis­tance. Their oc­cu­pants might be ex­amined at our leis­ure. There were sev­er­al roads for in­quiry, but none which led to any very ob­vi­ous goal.

			When I at last re­turned to the body I found that a little group of won­der­ing folk had gathered round it. Stack­hurst was, of course, still there, and Ian Mur­doch had just ar­rived with An­der­son, the vil­lage con­stable, a big, ginger-mous­tached man of the slow, sol­id Sus­sex breed—a breed which cov­ers much good sense un­der a heavy, si­lent ex­ter­i­or. He listened to everything, took note of all we said, and fi­nally drew me aside.

			“I’d be glad of your ad­vice, Mr. Holmes. This is a big thing for me to handle, and I’ll hear of it from Lewes if I go wrong.”

			I ad­vised him to send for his im­me­di­ate su­per­i­or, and for a doc­tor; also to al­low noth­ing to be moved, and as few fresh foot­marks as pos­sible to be made, un­til they came. In the mean­time I searched the dead man’s pock­ets. There were his handker­chief, a large knife, and a small fold­ing card-case. From this pro­jec­ted a slip of pa­per, which I un­fol­ded and handed to the con­stable. There was writ­ten on it in a scrawl­ing, fem­in­ine hand:

			
				I will be there, you may be sure.

				
					Maudie

				
			

			It read like a love 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 it­self, I walked back to my house for break­fast, 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 I ex­pec­ted, noth­ing had been found in the small caves be­low the cliff, but he had ex­amined the pa­pers in McPh­er­son’s desk and there were sev­er­al which showed an in­tim­ate cor­res­pond­ence with a cer­tain Miss Maud Bel­lamy, of Ful­worth. We had then es­tab­lished the iden­tity of the writer of the note.

			“The po­lice have the let­ters,” he ex­plained. “I could not bring them. But there is no doubt that it was a ser­i­ous love af­fair. I see no reas­on, how­ever, to con­nect it with that hor­rible hap­pen­ing save, in­deed, that the lady had made an ap­point­ment with him.”

			“But hardly at a bathing-pool which all of you were in the habit of us­ing,” I re­marked.

			“It is mere chance,” said he, “that sev­er­al of the stu­dents were not with McPh­er­son.”

			“Was it mere chance?”

			Stack­hurst knit his brows in thought.

			“Ian Mur­doch held them back,” said he. “He would in­sist upon some al­geb­ra­ic demon­stra­tion be­fore break­fast. Poor chap, he is dread­fully cut up about it all.”

			“And yet I gath­er that they were not friends.”

			“At one time they were not. But for a year or more Mur­doch has been as near to McPh­er­son as he ever could be to any­one. He is not of a very sym­path­et­ic dis­pos­i­tion by nature.”

			“So I un­der­stand. I seem to re­mem­ber your telling me once about a quar­rel over the ill-us­age of a dog.”

			“That blew over all right.”

			“But left some vin­dict­ive feel­ing, per­haps.”

			“No, no, I am sure they were real 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—a real beauty, Holmes, who would draw at­ten­tion every­where. I knew that McPh­er­son was at­trac­ted by her, but I had no no­tion that it had gone so far as these let­ters would seem to in­dic­ate.”

			“But who is she?”

			“She is the daugh­ter of old Tom Bel­lamy who owns all the boats and bathing-cots at Ful­worth. He was a fish­er­man to start with, but is now a man of some sub­stance. He and his son Wil­li­am run the busi­ness.”

			“Shall we walk in­to Ful­worth and see them?”

			“On what pre­text?”

			“Oh, we can eas­ily find a pre­text. After all, this poor 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 the in­jur­ies. His circle of ac­quaint­ances in this lonely place was surely lim­ited. Let us fol­low it up in every dir­ec­tion and we can hardly fail to come upon the motive, which in turn should lead us to the crim­in­al.”

			It would have been a pleas­ant walk across the thyme-scen­ted downs had our minds not been poisoned by the tragedy we had wit­nessed. The vil­lage of Ful­worth lies in a hol­low curving in a semi­circle round the bay. Be­hind the old-fash­ioned ham­let sev­er­al mod­ern houses have been built upon the rising ground. It was to one of these that Stack­hurst guided me.

			“That’s The Haven, as Bel­lamy called it. The one with the corner tower and slate roof. Not bad for a man who star­ted with noth­ing but—By Jove, look at that!”

			The garden gate of The Haven had opened and a man had emerged. There was no mis­tak­ing that tall, an­gu­lar, strag­gling fig­ure. It was Ian Mur­doch, the math­em­atician. A mo­ment later we con­fron­ted him upon the road.

			“Hullo!” said Stack­hurst. The man nod­ded, gave us a side­ways glance from his curi­ous dark eyes, and would have passed us, but his prin­cip­al pulled him up.

			“What were you do­ing there?” he asked.

			Mur­doch’s face flushed with an­ger. “I am your sub­or­din­ate, sir, un­der your roof. I am not aware that I owe you any ac­count of my private ac­tions.”

			Stack­hurst’s nerves were near the sur­face after all 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.”

			“Your own ques­tion might per­haps come un­der the same head­ing.”

			“This is not the first time that I have had to over­look your in­sub­or­din­ate ways. It will cer­tainly be the last. You will kindly make fresh ar­range­ments for your fu­ture as speedily as you can.”

			“I had in­ten­ded to do so. I have lost today the only per­son who made The Gables hab­it­able.”

			He strode off upon his way, while Stack­hurst, with angry eyes, stood glar­ing after him. “Is he not an im­possible, in­tol­er­able man?” he cried.

			The one thing that im­pressed it­self for­cibly upon my mind was that Mr. Ian Mur­doch was tak­ing the first chance to open a path of es­cape from the scene of the crime. Sus­pi­cion, vague and neb­u­lous, was now be­gin­ning to take out­line in my mind. Per­haps the vis­it to the Bel­lamys might throw some fur­ther light upon the mat­ter. Stack­hurst pulled him­self to­geth­er, and we went for­ward to the house.

			Mr. Bel­lamy proved to be a middle-aged man with a flam­ing red beard. He seemed to be in a very angry mood, and his face was soon as flor­id as his hair.

			“No, sir, I do not de­sire any par­tic­u­lars. My son here”—in­dic­at­ing a power­ful young man, with a heavy, sul­len face, in the corner of the sit­ting-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 a great 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 her­self. There was no gain­say­ing that she would have graced any as­sembly in the world. Who could have ima­gined that so rare a flower would grow from such a root and in such an at­mo­sphere? Wo­men have sel­dom been an at­trac­tion to me, for my brain has al­ways gov­erned my heart, but I could not look upon her per­fect clear-cut face, with all the soft fresh­ness of the down­lands in her del­ic­ate 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 in­tense, in front of Har­old Stack­hurst.

			“I know already that Fitzroy is dead,” she said. “Do not be afraid to tell me the par­tic­u­lars.”

			“This oth­er gen­tle­man of yours let us know the news,” ex­plained the fath­er.

			“There is no reas­on why my sis­ter should be brought in­to the mat­ter,” growled the young­er man.

			The sis­ter turned a sharp, fierce look upon him. “This is my busi­ness, Wil­li­am. Kindly leave me to man­age it in my own way. By all ac­counts there has been a crime com­mit­ted. If I can help to show who did it, it is the least I can do for him who is gone.”

			She listened to a short ac­count from my com­pan­ion, with a com­posed con­cen­tra­tion which showed me that she pos­sessed strong char­ac­ter as well as great beauty. Maud Bel­lamy will al­ways re­main in my memory as a most com­plete and re­mark­able wo­man. It seems that she already knew me by sight, for she turned to me at the end.

			“Bring them to justice, Mr. Holmes. You have my sym­pathy and my help, who­ever they may be.” It seemed to me that she glanced de­fi­antly at her fath­er and broth­er as she spoke.

			“Thank you,” said I. “I value a wo­man’s in­stinct in such mat­ters. You use the word ‘they.’ You think that more than one was 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 I have one word with you alone?”

			“I tell you, Maud, not to mix your­self up in the mat­ter,” cried her fath­er an­grily.

			She looked at me help­lessly. “What can I do?”

			“The whole world will know the facts presently, so there can be no harm if I dis­cuss them here,” said I. “I should have pre­ferred pri­vacy, but if your fath­er will not al­low it he must share the de­lib­er­a­tions.” Then I spoke of the note which had been found in the dead man’s pock­et. “It is sure to be pro­duced at the in­quest. May I ask you to throw any light upon it that you can?”

			“I see no reas­on for mys­tery,” she answered. “We were en­gaged to be mar­ried, and we only kept it secret be­cause Fitzroy’s uncle, who is very old and said to be dy­ing, might have dis­in­her­ited him if he had mar­ried against his wish. There was no oth­er reas­on.”

			“You could have told us,” growled Mr. Bel­lamy.

			“So I would, fath­er, if you had ever shown sym­pathy.”

			“I ob­ject to my girl pick­ing up with men out­side her own sta­tion.”

			“It was your pre­ju­dice against him which pre­ven­ted us from telling you. As to this ap­point­ment”—she fumbled in her dress and pro­duced a crumpled note—“it was in an­swer to this.”

			
				Dearest [ran the mes­sage]:

				The old place on the beach just after sun­set on Tues­day. It is the only time I can get away.

				
					
						F. M.
					

				
			

			“Tues­day was today, and I had meant to meet him to­night.”

			I turned over the pa­per. “This nev­er came by post. How did you get it?”

			“I would rather not an­swer that ques­tion. It has really noth­ing to do with the mat­ter which you are in­vest­ig­at­ing. But any­thing which bears upon that I will most freely an­swer.”

			She was as good as her word, but there was noth­ing which was help­ful in our in­vest­ig­a­tion. She had no reas­on to think that her fiancé had any hid­den en­emy, but she ad­mit­ted that she had had sev­er­al warm ad­mirers.

			“May I ask if Mr. Ian Mur­doch was one of them?”

			She blushed and seemed con­fused.

			“There was a time when I thought he was. But that was all changed when he un­der­stood the re­la­tions between Fitzroy and my­self.”

			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 a will­ing col­lab­or­at­or, for in his mind also sus­pi­cions were form­ing. We re­turned from our vis­it to The Haven with the hope that one free end of this tangled skein was already in our hands.

			

			A week passed. The in­quest 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 a su­per­fi­cial search of his room, but without res­ult. Per­son­ally, I had gone over the whole ground again, both phys­ic­ally and men­tally, but with no new con­clu­sions. In all my chron­icles the read­er will find no case which brought me so com­pletely 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.

			I do not en­cour­age such con­ver­sa­tions, but the words ar­res­ted my at­ten­tion.

			“What of Mr. McPh­er­son’s dog?”

			“Dead, sir. Died of grief for its mas­ter.”

			“Who told you this?”

			“Why, sir, every­one is talk­ing of it. It took on ter­rible, and has eaten noth­ing for a week. Then today two of the young gen­tle­men from The Gables found it dead—down on the beach, sir, at the very place where its mas­ter met his end.”

			“At the very place.” The words stood out clear in my memory. Some dim per­cep­tion that the mat­ter was vi­tal rose in my mind. That the dog should die was after the beau­ti­ful, faith­ful nature of dogs. But “in the very place”! Why should this lonely beach be fatal to it? Was it pos­sible that it also had been sac­ri­ficed to some re­venge­ful feud? Was it pos­sible—? Yes, the per­cep­tion was dim, but already some­thing was build­ing up in my mind. In a few minutes I was on my way to The Gables, where I 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 the trail of its dead mas­ter.”

			I saw the faith­ful little creature, an Airedale ter­ri­er, laid out upon the mat in the hall. The body was stiff and ri­gid, the eyes pro­ject­ing, and the limbs con­tor­ted. There was agony in every line of it.

			From The Gables I walked down to the bathing-pool. The sun had sunk and the shad­ow of the great cliff lay black across the wa­ter, which glimmered dully like a sheet of lead. The place was deser­ted and there was no sign of life save for two seabirds circ­ling and scream­ing over­head. In the fad­ing light I 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 a long time I stood in deep med­it­a­tion while the shad­ows grew dark­er around me. My mind was filled with ra­cing thoughts. You have known what it was to be in a night­mare in which you feel that there is some all-im­port­ant thing for which you search and which you know is there, though it re­mains forever just bey­ond your reach. That was how I felt that even­ing as I stood alone by that place of death. Then at last I turned and walked slowly home­ward.

			I had just reached the top of the path when it came to me. Like a flash, I re­membered the thing for which I had so eagerly and vainly grasped. You will know, or Wat­son has writ­ten in vain, that I hold a vast store of out-of-the-way know­ledge without sci­entif­ic sys­tem, but very avail­able for the needs of my work. My mind is like a crowded box-room with pack­ets of all sorts stowed away therein—so many that I may well have but a vague per­cep­tion of what was there. I had known that there was some­thing which might bear upon this mat­ter. It was still vague, but at least I knew how I could make it clear. It was mon­strous, in­cred­ible, and yet it was al­ways a pos­sib­il­ity. I would test it to the full.

			There is a great gar­ret in my little house which is stuffed with books. It was in­to this that I plunged and rum­maged for an hour. At the end of that time I emerged with a little chocol­ate and sil­ver volume. Eagerly I turned up the chapter of which I had a dim re­mem­brance. Yes, it was in­deed a far­fetched and un­likely pro­pos­i­tion, and yet I could not be at rest un­til I had made sure if it might, in­deed, be so. It was late when I re­tired, with my mind eagerly await­ing the work of the mor­row.

			But that work met with an an­noy­ing in­ter­rup­tion. I had hardly swal­lowed my early cup of tea and was start­ing for the beach when I had a call from In­spect­or Bardle of the Sus­sex Con­stabu­lary—a steady, sol­id, bovine man with thought­ful eyes, which looked at me now with a very troubled ex­pres­sion.

			“I know your im­mense ex­per­i­ence, sir,” said he. “This is quite un­of­fi­cial, of course, and need go no farther. But I am fairly up against it in this McPh­er­son case. The ques­tion is, shall I make an ar­rest, or shall I not?”

			“Mean­ing Mr. Ian Mur­doch?”

			“Yes, sir. There is really no one else when you come to think of it. That’s the ad­vant­age of this solitude. We nar­row it down to a very small com­pass. If he did not do it, then who did?”

			“What have you against him?”

			He had gleaned along the same fur­rows as I had. There was Mur­doch’s char­ac­ter and the mys­tery which seemed to hang round the man. His furi­ous bursts of tem­per, as shown in the in­cid­ent of the dog. The fact that he had quar­relled with McPh­er­son in the past, and that there was some reas­on to think that he might have re­sen­ted his at­ten­tions to Miss Bel­lamy. He had all my points, but no fresh ones, save that Mur­doch seemed to be mak­ing every pre­par­a­tion for de­par­ture.

			“What would my po­s­i­tion be if I let him slip away with all this evid­ence against him?” The burly, phleg­mat­ic man was sorely troubled in his mind.

			“Con­sider,” I said, “all the es­sen­tial gaps in your case. On the morn­ing of the crime he can surely prove an alibi. He had been with his schol­ars till the last mo­ment, and with­in a few minutes of McPh­er­son’s ap­pear­ance he came upon us from be­hind. Then bear in mind the ab­so­lute im­possib­il­ity that he could single-handed have in­flic­ted this out­rage upon a man quite as strong as him­self. Fi­nally, there is this ques­tion of the in­stru­ment with which these in­jur­ies were in­flic­ted.”

			“What could it be but a scourge or flex­ible whip of some sort?”

			“Have you ex­amined the marks?” I asked.

			“I have seen them. So has the doc­tor.”

			“But I have ex­amined them very care­fully with a lens. They have pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies.”

			“What are they, Mr. Holmes?”

			I stepped to my bur­eau and brought out an en­larged pho­to­graph. “This is my meth­od in such cases,” I ex­plained.

			“You cer­tainly do things thor­oughly, Mr. Holmes.”

			“I should hardly be what I am if I did not. Now let us con­sider this weal which ex­tends round the right shoulder. Do you ob­serve noth­ing re­mark­able?”

			“I can’t say I do.”

			“Surely it is evid­ent that it is un­equal in its in­tens­ity. There is a dot of ex­tra­vas­ated blood here, and an­oth­er there. There are sim­il­ar in­dic­a­tions in this oth­er weal down here. What can that mean?”

			“I have no idea. Have you?”

			“Per­haps I have. Per­haps I haven’t. I may be able to say more soon. Any­thing which will define what made that mark will bring us a long way to­wards the crim­in­al.”

			“It is, of course, an ab­surd idea,” said the po­lice­man, “but if a red-hot net of wire had been laid across the back, then these bet­ter marked points would rep­res­ent where the meshes crossed each oth­er.”

			“A most in­geni­ous com­par­is­on. Or shall we say a very stiff cat-o’-nine-tails with small hard knots upon it?”

			“By Jove, Mr. Holmes, I think you have hit it.”

			“Or there may be some very dif­fer­ent cause, Mr. Bardle. But your case is far too weak for an ar­rest. Be­sides, we have those last words—the ‘Li­on’s Mane.’ ”

			“I have wondered wheth­er Ian—”

			“Yes, I have con­sidered that. If the second word had borne any re­semb­lance to Mur­doch—but it did not. He gave it al­most in a shriek. I am sure that it was ‘Mane.’ ”

			“Have you no al­tern­at­ive, Mr. Holmes?”

			“Per­haps I have. But I do not care to dis­cuss it un­til there is some­thing more sol­id to dis­cuss.”

			“And when will that be?”

			“In an hour—pos­sibly less.”

			The in­spect­or rubbed his chin and looked at me with du­bi­ous eyes.

			“I wish I could see what was in your mind, Mr. Holmes. Per­haps it’s those fish­ing-boats.”

			“No, no, they were too far out.”

			“Well, then, is it Bel­lamy and that big son of his? They were not too sweet upon Mr. McPh­er­son. Could they have done him a mis­chief?”

			“No, no, you won’t draw me un­til I am ready,” said I with a smile. “Now, In­spect­or, we each have our own work to do. Per­haps if you were to meet me here at mid­day—”

			So far we had got when there came the tre­mend­ous in­ter­rup­tion which was the be­gin­ning of the end.

			My out­er door was flung open, there were blun­der­ing foot­steps in the pas­sage, and Ian Mur­doch staggered in­to the room, pal­lid, dishevelled, his clothes in wild dis­order, claw­ing with his bony hands at the fur­niture to hold him­self erect. “Brandy! Brandy!” he gasped, and fell groan­ing upon the sofa.

			He was not alone. Be­hind him came Stack­hurst, hat­less and pant­ing, al­most as dis­trait as his com­pan­ion.

			“Yes, yes, brandy!” he cried. “The man is at his last gasp. It was all I could do to bring him here. He fain­ted twice upon the way.”

			Half a tum­bler of the raw spir­it brought about a won­drous change. He pushed him­self up on one arm and swung his coat from his shoulders. “For God’s sake oil, opi­um, morphia!” he cried. “Any­thing to ease this in­fernal agony!”

			The in­spect­or and I cried out at the sight. There, cris­scrossed upon the man’s na­ked shoulder, was the same strange re­tic­u­lated pat­tern of red, in­flamed lines which had been the death-mark of Fitzroy McPh­er­son.

			The pain was evid­ently ter­rible and was more than loc­al, for the suf­fer­er’s breath­ing would stop for a time, his face would turn black, and then with loud gasps he would clap his hand to his heart, while his brow dropped beads of sweat. 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. Ex­hausted Nature had taken refuge in its last store­house of vi­tal­ity. It was half a sleep and half a faint, but at 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 is it, Holmes? What is it?”

			“Where did you find him?”

			“Down on the beach. Ex­actly where poor McPh­er­son met his end. If this man’s heart had been weak as McPh­er­son’s was, he would not be here now. More than once I thought he was gone as I brought him up. It was too far to The Gables, so I made for you.”

			“Did you see him on the beach?”

			“I was walk­ing on the cliff when I heard his cry. He was at the edge of the wa­ter, reel­ing about like a drunk­en man. I ran down, threw some clothes about him, and brought him up. For heav­en’s sake, Holmes, use all the powers you have and spare no pains to lift the curse from this place, for life is be­com­ing un­en­dur­able. Can you, with all your world­wide repu­ta­tion, do noth­ing for us?”

			“I think I can, Stack­hurst. Come with me now! And you, In­spect­or, come along! We will see if we can­not de­liv­er this mur­der­er in­to your hands.”

			Leav­ing the un­con­scious man in the charge of my house­keep­er, we all three went down to the deadly la­goon. On the shingle there was piled a little heap of tow­els and clothes left by the stricken man. Slowly I walked round the edge of the wa­ter, my com­rades in In­di­an file be­hind me. Most of the pool was quite shal­low, but un­der the cliff where the beach was hol­lowed out it was four or five feet deep. It was to this part that a swim­mer would nat­ur­ally go, for it formed a beau­ti­ful pel­lu­cid green pool as clear as crys­tal. A line of rocks lay above it at the base of the cliff, and along this I led the way, peer­ing eagerly in­to the depths be­neath me. I had reached the deep­est and stillest pool when my eyes caught that for which they were search­ing, and I burst in­to a shout of tri­umph.

			“Cy­anea!” I cried. “Cy­anea! Be­hold the Li­on’s Mane!”

			The strange ob­ject at which I poin­ted did in­deed look like a tangled mass torn from the mane of a li­on. It lay upon a rocky shelf some three feet un­der the wa­ter, a curi­ous wav­ing, vi­brat­ing, hairy creature with streaks of sil­ver among its yel­low tresses. It pulsated with a slow, heavy dila­tion and con­trac­tion.

			“It has done mis­chief enough. Its day is over!” I cried. “Help me, Stack­hurst! Let us end the mur­der­er forever.”

			There was a big boulder just above the ledge, and we pushed it un­til it fell with a tre­mend­ous 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 be­neath it. A thick oily scum oozed out from be­low the stone and stained the wa­ter round, rising slowly to the sur­face.

			“Well, this gets me!” cried the in­spect­or. “What was it, Mr. Holmes? I’m born and bred in these parts, but I nev­er saw such a thing. It don’t be­long to Sus­sex.”

			“Just as well for Sus­sex,” I re­marked. “It may have been the south­w­est gale that brought it up. Come back to my house, both of you, and I will give you the ter­rible ex­per­i­ence of one who has good reas­on to re­mem­ber his own meet­ing with the same per­il of the seas.”

			

			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 all his forti­tude to reach the bank.

			“Here is a book,” I said, tak­ing up the little 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 this vile creature, so he wrote with a very full know­ledge. Cy­anea ca­pil­lata is the miscre­ant’s full name, and he can be as dan­ger­ous to life as, and far more pain­ful than, the bite of the co­bra. Let me briefly give this ex­tract.

			
				“ ‘If the bather should see a loose roundish mass of tawny mem­branes and fibres, some­thing like very large hand­fuls of li­on’s mane and sil­ver pa­per, let him be­ware, for this is the fear­ful stinger, Cy­anea ca­pil­lata.’

			

			“Could our sin­is­ter ac­quaint­ance be more clearly de­scribed?

			“He goes on to tell of his own en­counter with one when swim­ming off the coast of Kent. He found that the creature ra­di­ated al­most in­vis­ible fil­a­ments to the dis­tance of fifty feet, and that any­one with­in that cir­cum­fer­ence from the deadly centre was in danger of death. Even at a dis­tance the ef­fect upon Wood was al­most fatal.

			
				“ ‘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 a red-hot needle mak­ing its way through the nerves.’

			

			“The loc­al pain was, as he ex­plains, the least part of the ex­quis­ite tor­ment.

			
				“ ‘Pangs shot through the chest, caus­ing me to fall as if struck by a bul­let. The pulsa­tion would cease, and then the heart would give six or sev­en leaps as if it would force its way through the chest.’

			

			“It nearly killed him, al­though 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 him­self af­ter­wards, so white, wrinkled and shriv­elled was his face. He gulped down brandy, a whole bot­tle­ful, and it seems to have saved his life. There is the book, In­spect­or. I leave it with you, and you can­not doubt that it con­tains a full ex­plan­a­tion of the tragedy of poor McPh­er­son.”

			“And in­cid­ent­ally ex­on­er­ates me,” re­marked Ian Mur­doch with a wry smile. “I do not blame you, In­spect­or, nor you, Mr. Holmes, for your sus­pi­cions were nat­ur­al. I feel that on the very eve of my ar­rest I have only cleared my­self by shar­ing the fate of my poor friend.”

			“No, Mr. Mur­doch. I was already upon the track, and had I been out as early as I in­ten­ded I might well have saved you from this ter­rif­ic ex­per­i­ence.”

			“But how did you know, Mr. Holmes?”

			“I am an om­ni­vor­ous read­er with a strangely re­tent­ive memory for trifles. That phrase ‘the Li­on’s Mane’ haunted my mind. I knew that I had seen it some­where in an un­ex­pec­ted con­text. You have seen that it does de­scribe the creature. I have no doubt that it was float­ing on the wa­ter when McPh­er­son saw it, and that this phrase was the only one by which he could con­vey to us a warn­ing as to the creature which had been his death.”

			“Then I, at least, am cleared,” said Mur­doch, rising slowly to his feet. “There are one or two words of ex­plan­a­tion which I should give, for I know the dir­ec­tion in which your in­quir­ies have run. It is true that I loved this lady, but from the day when she chose my friend McPh­er­son my one de­sire was to help her to hap­pi­ness. I was well con­tent to stand aside and act as their go-between. Of­ten I car­ried their mes­sages, and it was be­cause I was in their con­fid­ence and be­cause she was so dear to me that I hastened to tell her of my friend’s death, lest someone should fore­stall me in a more sud­den and heart­less man­ner. She would not tell you, sir, of our re­la­tions lest you should dis­ap­prove and I might suf­fer. But with your leave I must try to get back to The Gables, for my bed will be very wel­come.”

			Stack­hurst held out his hand. “Our nerves have all 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 arms linked in friendly fash­ion. The in­spect­or re­mained, star­ing at me in si­lence with his ox-like eyes.

			“Well, you’ve done it!” he cried at last. “I had read of you, but I nev­er be­lieved it. It’s won­der­ful!”

			I was forced to shake my head. To ac­cept such praise was to lower one’s own stand­ards.

			“I was slow at the out­set—culp­ably slow. Had the body been found in the wa­ter I could hardly have missed it. It was the tow­el which misled me. The poor fel­low had nev­er thought to dry him­self, and so I in turn was led to be­lieve that he had nev­er been in the wa­ter. Why, then, should the at­tack of any wa­ter creature sug­gest it­self to me? That was where I went astray. Well, well, In­spect­or, I of­ten ven­tured to chaff you gen­tle­men of the po­lice force, but Cy­anea ca­pil­lata very nearly avenged Scot­land Yard.”

		
	
		
			The Adventure of the Veiled Lodger

			When one con­siders that Mr. Sher­lock Holmes was in act­ive prac­tice for twenty-three years, and that dur­ing sev­en­teen of these I was al­lowed to co­oper­ate with him and to keep notes of his do­ings, it will be clear that I have a mass of ma­ter­i­al at my com­mand. The prob­lem has al­ways been not to find but to choose. There is the long row of year­books which fill a shelf and there are the dis­patch-cases filled with doc­u­ments, a per­fect quarry for the stu­dent not only of crime but of the so­cial and of­fi­cial scan­dals of the late Vic­tori­an era. Con­cern­ing these lat­ter, I 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 pro­fes­sion­al hon­our which have al­ways dis­tin­guished my friend are still at work in the choice of these mem­oirs, and no con­fid­ence will be ab­used. I de­prec­ate, how­ever, in the strongest way the at­tempts which have been made lately to get at and to des­troy these pa­pers. The source of these out­rages is known, and if they are re­peated I 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. There is at 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 in­stinct and ob­ser­va­tion which I have en­deav­oured to set forth in these mem­oirs. Some­times he had with much ef­fort to pick the fruit, some­times it fell eas­ily in­to his lap. But the most ter­rible hu­man tra­gedies were of­ten in­volved in those cases which brought him the few­est per­son­al op­por­tun­it­ies, and it is one of these which I now de­sire to re­cord. In telling it, I have made a slight change of name and place, but oth­er­wise the facts are as stated.

			One forenoon—it was late in 1896—I re­ceived a hur­ried note from Holmes ask­ing for my at­tend­ance. When I ar­rived I found him seated in a smoke-laden at­mo­sphere, with an eld­erly, moth­erly wo­man of the bux­om land­lady type in the cor­res­pond­ing chair in front of him.

			“This is Mrs. Mer­rilow, of South Brix­ton,” said my friend with a wave 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 I can do—”

			“You will un­der­stand, Mrs. Mer­rilow, that if I come to Mrs. Ron­der I should prefer to have a wit­ness. You will make her un­der­stand that be­fore we ar­rive.”

			“Lord bless you, Mr. Holmes,” said our vis­it­or, “she is that anxious to see you that you might bring the whole par­ish at your heels!”

			“Then we shall come early in the af­ter­noon. Let 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. You say that Mrs. Ron­der has been your lodger for sev­en years and that you have only once seen her face.”

			“And I wish to God I had not!” said Mrs. Mer­rilow.

			“It was, I un­der­stand, ter­ribly mu­til­ated.”

			“Well, Mr. Holmes, you would hardly say it was a face at all. That’s how it looked. Our milk­man got a glimpse of her once peep­ing out of the up­per win­dow, and he dropped his tin and the milk all over the front garden. That is the kind of face it is. When I saw her—I happened on her un­awares—she covered up quick, and then she said, ‘Now, Mrs. Mer­rilow, you know at last why it is that I nev­er raise my veil.’ ”

			“Do you know any­thing about her his­tory?”

			“Noth­ing at all.”

			“Did she give ref­er­ences when she came?”

			“No, sir, 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 chance like that.”

			“Did she give any reas­on for choos­ing your house?”

			“Mine stands well back from the road and is more private than most. Then, again, I only take the one, and I have no fam­ily of my own. I reck­on she had tried oth­ers and found that mine suited her best. It’s pri­vacy she is after, and she is ready to pay for it.”

			“You say that she nev­er showed her face from first to last save on the one ac­ci­dent­al oc­ca­sion. Well, it is a very re­mark­able story, most re­mark­able, and I don’t won­der that you want it ex­amined.”

			“I don’t, Mr. Holmes. I am quite sat­is­fied so long as I get my rent. You could not have a quieter lodger, or one who gives less trouble.”

			“Then what has brought mat­ters to a head?”

			“Her health, Mr. Holmes. She seems to be wast­ing away. And there’s some­thing ter­rible on her mind. ‘Murder!’ she cries. ‘Murder!’ And once I heard her: ‘You cruel beast! You mon­ster!’ she cried. It was in the night, and it fair rang through the house and sent the shivers through me. So I went to her in the morn­ing. ‘Mrs. Ron­der,’ I says, ‘if you have any­thing that is troub­ling your soul, there’s the clergy,’ I 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 the truth be­fore I died.’ ‘Well,’ says I, ‘if you won’t have the reg­u­lars, there is this de­tect­ive man what we read about’—beg­gin’ your par­don, Mr. Holmes. And she, she fair jumped at it. ‘That’s the man,’ says she. ‘I won­der I nev­er thought of it be­fore. Bring him here, Mrs. Mer­rilow, and if he won’t come, tell him I am the wife of Ron­der’s wild beast show. Say that, and give him the name Ab­bas Parva. Here it is as she wrote it, Ab­bas Parva. ‘That will bring him if he’s the man I think he is.’ ”

			“And it will, too,” re­marked Holmes. “Very good, Mrs. Mer­rilow. I should like to have a little chat with Dr. Wat­son. That will carry us till lunch­time. About three o’clock you may ex­pect to see us at 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 him­self with fierce en­ergy upon the pile of com­mon­place books in the corner. For a few minutes there was a con­stant swish of the leaves, and then with a grunt 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 all round him, and one open upon his knees.

			“The case wor­ried me at the time, Wat­son. Here are my mar­gin­al notes to prove it. I con­fess that I could make noth­ing of it. And yet I was con­vinced that the cor­on­er was wrong. Have you no re­col­lec­tion of the Ab­bas Parva tragedy?”

			“None, Holmes.”

			“And yet you were with me then. But cer­tainly my own im­pres­sion was very su­per­fi­cial. 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 me the points?”

			“That is very eas­ily done. It will prob­ably come back to your memory as I talk. Ron­der, of course, was a house­hold word. He was the rival of Womb­well, and of Sanger, one of the greatest show­men of his day. There is 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 is a small vil­lage in Berkshire, when this hor­ror oc­curred. They were on their way to Wimble­don, trav­el­ling by road, and they were simply camp­ing and not ex­hib­it­ing, as the place is so small a one that it would not have paid them to open.

			“They had among their ex­hib­its a very fine North Afric­an li­on. Saha­ra King was its name, and it was the habit, both of Ron­der and his wife, to give ex­hib­i­tions in­side its cage. Here, you see, is a pho­to­graph of the per­form­ance by which you will per­ceive that Ron­der was a huge por­cine per­son and that his wife was a very mag­ni­fi­cent wo­man. It was de­posed at the in­quest that there had been some signs that the li­on was dan­ger­ous, but, as usu­al, fa­mili­ar­ity begat con­tempt, and no no­tice was taken of the fact.

			“It was usu­al for either Ron­der or his wife to feed the li­on at night. Some­times one went, some­times both, but they nev­er al­lowed any­one else to do it, for they be­lieved that so long as they 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 a very ter­rible hap­pen­ing fol­lowed, the de­tails of which have nev­er been made clear.

			“It seems that the whole camp was roused near mid­night by the roars of the an­im­al and the screams of the wo­man. The dif­fer­ent grooms and em­ploy­ees rushed from their tents, car­ry­ing lan­terns, and by their light an aw­ful sight was re­vealed. 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 a fash­ion that it was nev­er thought that she could live. Sev­er­al of the 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 at once locked in. How it had got loose was a mys­tery. It was con­jec­tured that the pair in­ten­ded to enter the cage, but that when the door was loosed the creature bounded out upon them. There was no oth­er point of in­terest in the evid­ence save that the wo­man in a de­li­ri­um of agony kept scream­ing, ‘Cow­ard! Cow­ard!’ as she was car­ried back to the van in which they lived. It was six months be­fore she was fit to give evid­ence, but the in­quest was duly held, with the ob­vi­ous ver­dict of death from mis­ad­ven­ture.”

			“What al­tern­at­ive could be con­ceived?” said I.

			“You may well say so. And yet there were one or two points which wor­ried young Ed­munds, of the Berkshire Con­stabu­lary. A smart lad that! He was sent later to Al­la­habad. That was how I came in­to the mat­ter, for he dropped in and smoked a pipe or two over it.”

			“A thin, yel­low-haired man?”

			“Ex­actly. I was sure you would pick up the trail 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. He is lib­er­ated. What does he do? He takes half a dozen bounds for­ward, which brings him to Ron­der. Ron­der turns to 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 done to help her? You see the dif­fi­culty?”

			“Quite.”

			“And then there was an­oth­er thing. It comes back to me now as I think it over. There was some evid­ence that just at the time the li­on roared and the wo­man screamed, a man 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 spoke of the cries of a man be­ing mingled with those of a wo­man.”

			“I should think the whole camp was cry­ing out by then. As to the oth­er points, I think I could sug­gest a solu­tion.”

			“I 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 made for 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!’ ”

			“Bril­liant, Wat­son! Only one flaw in your dia­mond.”

			“What is the flaw, Holmes?”

			“If they were both ten paces from the cage, how came the beast to get loose?”

			“Is it pos­sible that they had some en­emy who loosed it?”

			“And why should it at­tack them sav­agely when it was in the habit of play­ing with them, and do­ing tricks with them in­side the cage?”

			“Pos­sibly the same en­emy had done some­thing to en­rage it.”

			Holmes looked thought­ful and re­mained in si­lence for some mo­ments.

			“Well, Wat­son, there is this to be said for your the­ory. Ron­der was a man of many en­emies. Ed­munds told me that in his cups he was hor­rible. A huge bully of a man, he cursed and slashed at every­one who came in his way. I ex­pect those cries about a mon­ster, of which our vis­it­or has spoken, were noc­turn­al re­min­is­cences of the dear de­par­ted. How­ever, our spec­u­la­tions are fu­tile un­til we have all the facts. There is a cold part­ridge on the side­board, Wat­son, and a bottle of Mon­trachet. Let us re­new our en­er­gies be­fore we make a fresh call 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 a valu­able 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 a close, musty, ill-vent­il­ated place, as might be ex­pec­ted, since its in­mate sel­dom left it. From keep­ing beasts in a cage, the wo­man seemed, by some re­tri­bu­tion of fate, to have be­come her­self a beast in a cage. She sat now in a broken arm­chair 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 still 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 a del­ic­ately roun­ded chin. I could well con­ceive that she had in­deed been a very re­mark­able wo­man. Her voice, too, was well mod­u­lated and pleas­ing.

			“My name is not un­fa­mil­i­ar to you, Mr. Holmes,” said she. “I thought that it would bring you.”

			“That is so, madam, though I do not know how you are aware that I was in­ter­ested in your case.”

			“I learned it when I had re­covered my health and was ex­amined by Mr. Ed­munds, the county de­tect­ive. I fear I lied to him. Per­haps it would have been wiser had I told the truth.”

			“It is usu­ally wiser to tell the truth. But why did you lie to him?”

			“Be­cause the fate of someone else de­pended upon it. I know that he was a very worth­less be­ing, and yet I would not have his de­struc­tion upon my con­science. We had been so close—so close!”

			“But has this im­ped­i­ment been re­moved?”

			“Yes, sir. The per­son that I al­lude to is dead.”

			“Then why should you not now tell the po­lice any­thing you know?”

			“Be­cause there is an­oth­er per­son to be con­sidered. That oth­er per­son is my­self. I could not stand the scan­dal and pub­li­city which would come from a po­lice ex­am­in­a­tion. I have not long to live, but I wish to die un­dis­turbed. And yet I wanted to find one man of judg­ment to whom I could tell my ter­rible story, so that when I am gone all might be un­der­stood.”

			“You com­pli­ment me, madam. At the same time, I am a re­spons­ible per­son. I do not prom­ise you that when you have spoken I may not my­self think it my duty to refer the case to the po­lice.”

			“I think not, Mr. Holmes. I know your char­ac­ter and meth­ods too well, for I have fol­lowed your work for some years. Read­ing is the only pleas­ure which fate has left me, and I miss little which passes in the world. But in any case, I will take my chance of the use which you may make of my tragedy. It will ease my mind to tell it.”

			“My friend and I would be glad to hear it.”

			The wo­man rose and took from a draw­er the pho­to­graph of a man. He was clearly a pro­fes­sion­al ac­robat, a man of mag­ni­fi­cent 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 is Le­onardo,” she said.

			“Le­onardo, the strong man, who gave evid­ence?”

			“The same. And this—this is my hus­band.”

			It was a dread­ful face—a hu­man pig, or rather a hu­man wild boar, for it was for­mid­able in its bes­ti­al­ity. One could ima­gine that vile mouth champ­ing and foam­ing in its rage, and one could con­ceive those small, vi­cious eyes dart­ing pure ma­lig­nancy as they looked forth upon the world. Ruf­fi­an, bully, beast—it was all writ­ten on that heavy-jowled face.

			“Those two pic­tures will help you, gen­tle­men, to un­der­stand the story. I was a poor cir­cus girl brought up on the saw­dust, and do­ing springs through the hoop be­fore I was ten. When I be­came a wo­man this man loved me, if such lust as his can be called love, and in an evil mo­ment I be­came his wife. From that day I was in hell, and he the dev­il who tor­men­ted me. There was no one in the show who did not know of his treat­ment. He deser­ted me for oth­ers. He tied me down and lashed me with his rid­ing­whip when I com­plained. They all pit­ied me and they all loathed him, but what could they do? They feared him, one and all. For he was ter­rible at all times, and mur­der­ous when he was drunk. Again and again he was had up for as­sault, and for cruelty to the beasts, but he had plenty of money and the fines were noth­ing to him. The best men all left us, and the show began to go down­hill. It was only Le­onardo and I who kept it up—with little Jimmy 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. You see what he was like. I 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 I had dreamed of but nev­er hoped to feel. My hus­band sus­pec­ted it, but I think that he was a cow­ard as well as a bully, 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 I un­der­stood that it could not be avoided. My hus­band was not fit to live. We planned that he should die.

			“Le­onardo had a clev­er, schem­ing brain. It was he who planned it. I do not say that to blame him, for I was ready to go with him every inch of the way. But I should nev­er have had the wit to think of such a plan. We made a club—Le­onardo made it—and in the leaden head he fastened five long steel nails, the points out­ward, with just such a spread as the li­on’s paw. This was to give my hus­band his deathblow, and yet to leave the evid­ence that it was the li­on which we would loose who had done the deed.

			“It was a pitch-dark night when my hus­band and I went down, as was our cus­tom, to feed the beast. We car­ried with us the raw meat in a zinc 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 slow, and we walked past him be­fore he could strike, but he fol­lowed us on tip­toe and I heard the crash as the club smashed my hus­band’s skull. My heart leaped with joy at the sound. I sprang for­ward, and I un­did the catch which held the door of the great li­on’s cage.

			“And then the ter­rible thing happened. You may have heard how quick these creatures are to scent hu­man blood, and how it ex­cites them. Some strange in­stinct had told the creature in one in­stant that a hu­man be­ing had been slain. As I slipped the bars it bounded out and was on me in 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 his nerve. I heard him shout in his ter­ror, and then I saw him turn and fly. At the same in­stant the teeth of the li­on met in my face. Its hot, filthy breath had already poisoned me and I was hardly con­scious of pain. With the palms of my hands I tried to push the great steam­ing, blood­stained jaws away from me, and I screamed for help. I was con­scious that the camp was stir­ring, and then dimly I 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 a weary month. When I came to my­self and saw my­self in the mir­ror, I cursed that li­on—oh, how I cursed him!—not be­cause he had torn away my beauty but be­cause he had not torn away my life. I had but one de­sire, Mr. Holmes, and I had enough money to grat­i­fy it. It was that I should cov­er my­self so that my poor face should be seen by none, and that I should dwell where none whom I had ever known should find me. That was all that was left to me to do—and that is what I have done. A poor wounded beast that has crawled in­to its hole to die—that is the end of Eu­genia Ron­der.”

			We sat in si­lence for some time after the un­happy wo­man had told her story. Then Holmes stretched out his long arm and pat­ted her hand with such a show of sym­pathy as I 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 here­after, then the world is a cruel jest. But what of this man Le­onardo?”

			“I nev­er saw him or heard from him again. Per­haps I have been wrong to feel 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 a wo­man’s love is not so eas­ily set aside. He had left me un­der the beast’s claws, he had deser­ted me in my need, and yet I could not bring my­self to give him to the gal­lows. For my­self, I cared noth­ing what be­came of me. What could be more dread­ful than my ac­tu­al life? But I stood between Le­onardo and his fate.”

			“And he is dead?”

			“He was drowned last month when bathing near Mar­gate. I saw his death in the pa­per.”

			“And what did he do with this five-clawed club, which is the most sin­gu­lar and in­geni­ous part of all your story?”

			“I can­not tell, Mr. Holmes. There is a chalk-pit by the camp, with a deep green pool at the base of it. Per­haps in the depths of that pool—”

			“Well, well, it is of little con­sequence now. The case is closed.”

			“Yes,” said the wo­man, “the case is closed.”

			We had ris­en to go, but there was some­thing in the wo­man’s voice which ar­res­ted Holmes’s at­ten­tion. He turned swiftly upon her.

			“Your life is not your own,” he said. “Keep your hands off it.”

			“What use is it to any­one?”

			“How can you tell? The ex­ample of pa­tient suf­fer­ing is in it­self the most pre­cious of all les­sons to an im­pa­tient world.”

			The wo­man’s an­swer was a ter­rible one. She raised her veil and stepped for­ward in­to the light.

			“I won­der if you would bear it,” she said.

			It was hor­rible. No words can de­scribe the frame­work of a face when the face it­self is gone. Two liv­ing and beau­ti­ful brown eyes look­ing sadly out from that grisly ru­in did but make the view more aw­ful. Holmes held up his hand in a ges­ture of pity and protest, and to­geth­er we left the room.

			

			Two days later, when I called upon my friend, he poin­ted with some pride to a small blue bottle upon his man­tel­piece. I picked it up. There was a red pois­on la­bel. A pleas­ant al­mon­dy odour rose when I opened it.

			“Prus­sic acid?” said I.

			“Ex­actly. It came by post. ‘I send you my tempta­tion. I will fol­low your ad­vice.’ That was the mes­sage. I think, Wat­son, we can guess the name of the brave wo­man who sent it.”

		
	
		
			The Adventure of Shoscombe Old Place

			Sher­lock Holmes had been bend­ing for a long time over a low-power mi­cro­scope. Now he straightened him­self up and looked round at me in tri­umph.

			“It is glue, Wat­son,” said he. “Un­ques­tion­ably it is glue. Have a look at these scattered ob­jects in the field!”

			I stooped to the eye­piece and fo­cused for my vis­ion.

			“Those hairs are threads from a tweed coat. The ir­reg­u­lar gray masses are dust. There are epi­theli­al scales on the left. Those brown blobs in the centre are un­doubtedly glue.”

			“Well,” I said, laugh­ing, “I am pre­pared to take your word for it. Does any­thing de­pend upon it?”

			“It is a very fine demon­stra­tion,” he answered. “In the St. Pan­cras case you may re­mem­ber that a cap was found be­side the dead po­lice­man. The ac­cused man denies that it is his. But he is a pic­ture-frame maker who ha­bitu­ally handles glue.”

			“Is it one of your cases?”

			“No; my friend, Me­rivale, of the Yard, asked me to look in­to the case. Since I ran down that coin­er by the zinc and cop­per fil­ings in the seam of his cuff they have be­gun to real­ize the im­port­ance of the mi­cro­scope.” He looked im­pa­tiently at his watch. “I had a new cli­ent call­ing, but he is over­due. By the way, Wat­son, you know some­thing of ra­cing?”

			“I ought to. I pay for it with about half my wound pen­sion.”

			“Then I’ll make you my ‘Handy Guide to the Turf.’ What about Sir Robert Norber­ton? Does the name re­call any­thing?”

			“Well, I should say so. He lives at Sho­scombe Old Place, and I 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 moneylender, on New­mar­ket Heath. He nearly killed the man.”

			“Ah, he sounds in­ter­est­ing! Does he of­ten in­dulge in that way?”

			“Well, he has the name of be­ing a dan­ger­ous man. He is about the most dare­dev­il rider in Eng­land—second in the Grand Na­tion­al a few years back. He is one of those men who have over­shot their true gen­er­a­tion. He should have been a buck in the days of the Re­gency—a box­er, an ath­lete, a plun­ger on the turf, a lov­er of fair ladies, and, by all ac­count, so far down Queer Street that he may nev­er find his way back again.”

			“Cap­it­al, Wat­son! A thumb­nail sketch. I seem to know the man. Now, can you give me some idea of Sho­scombe Old Place?”

			“Only that it is in the centre of Sho­scombe Park, and that the fam­ous Sho­scombe stud and train­ing quar­ters are to be found there.”

			“And the head train­er,” said Holmes, “is John Ma­son. You need not look sur­prised at my know­ledge, Wat­son, for this is a let­ter from him which I am un­fold­ing. But let us have some more about Sho­scombe. I seem to have struck a rich vein.”

			“There are the Sho­scombe span­iels,” said I. “You hear of them at every dog show. The most ex­clus­ive breed in Eng­land. They are the spe­cial pride of the lady of Sho­scombe Old Place.”

			“Sir Robert Norber­ton’s wife, I pre­sume!”

			“Sir Robert has nev­er mar­ried. Just as well, I think, con­sid­er­ing his pro­spects. He lives with his wid­owed sis­ter, Lady Be­atrice Falder.”

			“You mean that she lives with him?”

			“No, no. The place be­longed to her late hus­band, Sir James. Norber­ton has no claim on it at all. It is only a life in­terest and re­verts to her hus­band’s broth­er. Mean­time, she draws the rents every year.”

			“And broth­er Robert, I sup­pose, spends the said rents?”

			“That is about the size of it. He is a dev­il of a fel­low and must lead her a most un­easy life. Yet I have heard that she is de­voted to him. But what is amiss at Sho­scombe?”

			“Ah, that is just what I want to know. And here, I ex­pect, is the man who can tell us.”

			The door had opened and the page had shown in a tall, clean-shaven man with the firm, aus­tere ex­pres­sion which is only 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 him­self upon the chair to which Holmes had waved him.

			“You had my note, Mr. Holmes?”

			“Yes, but it ex­plained noth­ing.”

			“It was too del­ic­ate a thing for me to put the de­tails on pa­per. And too com­plic­ated. It was only face to face I could do it.”

			“Well, we are at your dis­pos­al.”

			“First of all, Mr. Holmes, I think that my em­ploy­er, Sir Robert, has gone mad.”

			Holmes raised his eye­brows. “This is Baker Street, not Har­ley Street,” said he. “But why do you say so?”

			“Well, sir, when a man does one queer thing, or two queer things, there may be a mean­ing to it, but when everything he does is queer, then you be­gin to won­der. I be­lieve Sho­scombe Prince and the Derby have turned his brain.”

			“That is a colt you are run­ning?”

			“The best in Eng­land, Mr. Holmes. I should know, if any­one does. Now, I’ll be plain with you, for I 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 his last chance. Everything he could raise or bor­row is on the horse—and at fine odds, too! You can get forties now, but it was near­er the hun­dred when he began to back him.”

			“But how is that if the horse is so good?”

			“The pub­lic don’t know how good he is. Sir Robert has been too clev­er for the touts. He has the Prince’s half-broth­er out for spins. You can’t tell ’em apart. But there are two lengths in a fur­long between them when it comes to a gal­lop. He thinks of noth­ing but the horse and the race. His whole life is on it. He’s hold­ing off the Jews till then. If the Prince fails him he is done.”

			“It seems a rather des­per­ate gamble, but where does the mad­ness come in?”

			“Well, first of all, you have only to look at him. I don’t be­lieve he sleeps at night. He is down at the stables at all hours. His eyes are wild. It has all been too much for his nerves. Then there is his con­duct to Lady Be­atrice!”

			“Ah! What is that?”

			“They have al­ways been the best of friends. They had the same tastes, the two of them, and she loved the horses as much as he did. Every day at the same hour she would drive down to see them—and, above all, she loved the Prince. He would prick up his ears when he heard the wheels on the gravel, and he would trot out each morn­ing to the car­riage to get his lump of sug­ar. But that’s all over now.”

			“Why?”

			“Well, she seems to have lost all in­terest in the horses. For a week now she has driv­en past the stables with nev­er so much as ‘Good morn­ing’!”

			“You think there has been a quar­rel?”

			“And a bit­ter, sav­age, spitel­ful quar­rel at that. Why else would he give away her pet span­iel that she loved as if he were her child? He gave it a few 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 a rare good friend to him. But that’s all over, too. He nev­er goes near her. And she takes it to heart. She is brood­ing and sulky and drink­ing, Mr. Holmes—drink­ing like a fish.”

			“Did she drink be­fore this es­trange­ment?”

			“Well, she took her glass, but now it is of­ten a whole bottle of an even­ing. So Steph­ens, the but­ler, told me. It’s all changed, Mr. Holmes, and there is some­thing damned rot­ten about it. But then, again, what is mas­ter do­ing down at the old church crypt at night? And who is the man that meets him there?”

			Holmes rubbed his hands.

			“Go on, Mr. Ma­son. You get more and more in­ter­est­ing.”

			“It was the but­ler who saw him go. Twelve o’clock at night and rain­ing hard. So next night I was up at the house and, sure enough, mas­ter was off again. Steph­ens and I went after him, but it was jumpy work, for it would have been a bad job if he had seen us. He’s a ter­rible man with his fists if he gets star­ted, and no re­specter of per­sons. So we were shy of get­ting too near, but we marked him down all light. It was the haunted crypt that he was mak­ing for, and there was a man wait­ing for him there.”

			“What is this haunted crypt?”

			“Well, sir, there is an old ruined chapel in the park. It is so old that nobody could fix its date. And un­der it there’s a crypt which has a bad name among us. It’s a dark, damp, lonely place by day, but there are few in that county that would have the nerve to go near it at night. But mas­ter’s not afraid. He nev­er feared any­thing in his life. But what is he do­ing there in the night­time?”

			“Wait a bit!” said Holmes. “You say there is an­oth­er man there. It must be one of your own sta­ble­men, or someone from the house! Surely you have only to spot who it is and ques­tion him?”

			“It’s no one I know.”

			“How can you say that?”

			“Be­cause I have seen him, Mr. Holmes. It was on that second night. Sir Robert turned and passed us—me and Steph­ens, quak­ing in the bushes like two bunny-rab­bits, for there was a bit of moon that night. But we could hear the oth­er mov­ing about be­hind. We were not afraid of him. So we up when Sir Robert was gone and pre­ten­ded we were just hav­ing a walk like in the moon­light, and so we came right on him as cas­u­al and in­no­cent as you please. ‘Hullo, mate! who may you be?’ says I. I guess he had not heard us com­ing, so he looked over his shoulder with a face as if he had seen the dev­il com­ing out of hell. He let out a yell, and away he went as hard as he could lick it in the dark­ness. He could run!—I’ll give him that. In a minute 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, I would swear to his yel­low face—a mean dog, I should say. What could he have in com­mon with Sir Robert?”

			Holmes sat for some time lost in thought.

			“Who keeps Lady Be­atrice Falder com­pany?” he asked at last.

			“There is her maid, Car­rie Evans. She has been with her this five years.”

			“And is, no doubt, de­voted?”

			Mr. Ma­son shuffled un­com­fort­ably.

			“She’s de­voted enough,” he answered at last. “But I won’t say to whom.”

			“Ah!” said Holmes.

			“I can’t tell tales out of school.”

			“I quite un­der­stand, Mr. Ma­son. Of course, the situ­ation is clear enough. From Dr. Wat­son’s de­scrip­tion of Sir Robert I can real­ize that no wo­man is safe from him. Don’t you think the quar­rel between broth­er and sis­ter may lie there?”

			“Well, the scan­dal has been pretty clear for a long time.”

			“But she may not have seen it be­fore. Let us sup­pose that she has sud­denly found it out. She wants to get rid of the wo­man. Her broth­er will not per­mit it. The in­val­id, with her weak heart and in­ab­il­ity to get about, has no means of en­for­cing her will. The hated maid is still tied to her. The lady re­fuses to speak, sulks, takes to drink. Sir Robert in his an­ger takes her pet span­iel away from her. Does not all this hang to­geth­er?”

			“Well, it might do—so far as it goes.”

			“Ex­actly! As far as it goes. How would all that bear upon the vis­its by night to the old crypt? We can’t fit that in­to our plot.”

			“No, sir, and there is some­thing more that I 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 I had writ­ten to you. Yes­ter­day Sir Robert had gone to Lon­don, so Steph­ens and I went down to the crypt. It was all in or­der, sir, ex­cept that in one corner was a bit of a hu­man body.”

			“You in­formed the po­lice, I sup­pose?”

			Our vis­it­or smiled grimly.

			“Well, sir, I think it would hardly in­terest them. It was just the head and a few bones of a mummy. It may have been a thou­sand years old. 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 a board, but that corner had al­ways been empty be­fore.”

			“What did you do with it?”

			“Well, we just left it there.”

			“That was wise. You say Sir Robert was away yes­ter­day. Has he re­turned?”

			“We ex­pect him back today.”

			“When did Sir Robert give away his sis­ter’s dog?”

			“It was just a week ago today. The creature was howl­ing out­side the old well-house, and Sir Robert was in one of his tan­trums that morn­ing. He caught it up, and I thought he would have killed it. Then he gave it to Sandy Bain, the jockey, and told him to take the dog to old Barnes at the Green Dragon, for he nev­er wished to see it again.”

			Holmes sat for some time in si­lent thought. He had lit the old­est and foulest of his pipes.

			“I am not clear yet what you want me to do in this mat­ter, Mr. Ma­son,” he said at last. “Can’t you make it more def­in­ite?”

			“Per­haps this will make it more def­in­ite, Mr. Holmes,” said our vis­ltor.

			He took a pa­per from his pock­et, and, un­wrap­ping it care­fully, he ex­posed a charred frag­ment of bone.

			Holmes ex­amined it with in­terest.

			“Where did you get it?”

			“There is a cent­ral heat­ing fur­nace in the cel­lar un­der Lady Be­atrice’s room. It’s been off for some time, but Sir Robert com­plained of cold and had it on again.

			“Har­vey runs it—he’s one of my lads. This very morn­ing he came to me with this which he found rak­ing out the cinders. He didn’t like the look of it.”

			“Nor do I,” said Holmes. “What do you make of it, Wat­son?”

			It was burned to a black cinder, but there could be no ques­tion as to its ana­tom­ic­al sig­ni­fic­ance.

			“It’s the up­per con­dyle of a hu­man femur,” said I.

			“Ex­actly!” Holmes had be­come very ser­i­ous. “When does this lad tend to the fur­nace?”

			“He makes it up every even­ing and then leaves it.”

			“Then any­one could vis­it it dur­ing the night?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“Can you enter it from out­side?”

			“There is one door from out­side. There is an­oth­er which leads up by a stair to the pas­sage in which Lady Be­atrice’s room is situ­ated.”

			“These are deep wa­ters, Mr. Ma­son; deep and rather dirty. You say that Sir Robert was not at home last night?”

			“No, sir.”

			“Then, who­ever was burn­ing bones, it was not he.”

			“That’s true, sir.”

			“What is the name of that inn you spoke of?”

			“The Green Dragon.”

			“Is there good fish­ing in that part of Berkshire?” The hon­est train­er showed very clearly upon his face that he was con­vinced that yet an­oth­er lun­at­ic had come in­to his har­assed life.

			“Well, sir, I’ve heard there are trout in the mill-stream and pike in the Hall lake.”

			“That’s good enough. Wat­son and I are fam­ous fish­er­men—are we not, Wat­son? You may ad­dress us in fu­ture at the Green Dragon. We should reach it to­night. I need not say that we don’t want to see you, Mr. Ma­son, but a note will reach us, and no doubt I could find you if I want you. When we have gone a little farther in­to the mat­ter I will let you have a con­sidered opin­ion.”

			

			Thus it was that on a bright May even­ing Holmes and I found ourselves alone in a first-class car­riage and bound for the little “halt-on-de­mand” sta­tion of Sho­scombe. The rack above us was covered with a for­mid­able lit­ter of rods, reels, and bas­kets. On reach­ing our des­tin­a­tion a short drive took us to an old-fash­ioned tav­ern, where a sport­ing host, Jo­si­ah Barnes, entered eagerly in­to our plans for the ex­tirp­a­tion of the fish of the neigh­bour­hood.

			“What about the Hall lake and the chance of a pike?” said Holmes.

			The face of the innkeep­er clouded.

			“That wouldn’t do, sir. You might chance to find your­self in the lake be­fore you were through.”

			“How’s that, then?”

			“It’s Sir Robert, sir. He’s ter­rible jeal­ous of touts. If you two strangers were as near his train­ing quar­ters as that he’d be after you as sure as fate. He ain’t tak­ing no chances, Sir Robert ain’t.”

			“I’ve heard he has a horse entered for the Derby.”

			“Yes, and a good colt, too. He car­ries all our money for the race, and all Sir Robert’s in­to the bar­gain. By the way”—he looked at us with 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 are in the right place for that. There is a deal of it ly­ing about. But mind what I have told you about Sir Robert. He’s the sort that strikes first and speaks af­ter­wards. Keep clear of the park.”

			“Surely, Mr. Barnes! We cer­tainly shall. By the way, that was a most beau­ti­ful span­iel that was whin­ing in the hall.”

			“I should say it was. That was the real Sho­scombe breed. There ain’t a bet­ter in Eng­land.”

			“I am a dog-fan­ci­er my­self,” said Holmes. “Now, if it is a fair ques­tion, what would a prize dog like that cost?”

			“More than I could pay, sir. It was Sir Robert him­self who gave me this one. That’s why I have to keep it on a lead. It would be off to the Hall in a jiffy if I gave it its head.”

			“We are get­ting some cards in our hand, Wat­son,” said Holmes when the land­lord had left us. “It’s not an easy one to play, but we may see our way in a day or two. By the way, Sir Robert is still in Lon­don, I hear. We might, per­haps, enter the sac­red do­main to­night without fear of bod­ily as­sault. There are one or two points on which I should like re­as­sur­ance.”

			“Have you any the­ory, Holmes?”

			“Only this, Wat­son, that some­thing happened a week or so ago which has cut deep in­to the life of the Sho­scombe house­hold. What is that some­thing? We can only guess at it from its ef­fects. They seem to be of a curi­ously mixed char­ac­ter. But that should surely help us. It is only the col­our­less, un­event­ful case which is hope­less.

			“Let us con­sider our data. The broth­er no longer vis­its the 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, there is an al­tern­at­ive. Now to con­tin­ue our re­view of the situ­ation from the time that the quar­rel, if there is a quar­rel, began. The lady keeps her room, al­ters her habits, is not seen save when she drives out with her maid, re­fuses to stop at the stables to greet her fa­vour­ite horse and ap­par­ently takes to drink. That cov­ers the case, does it not?”

			“Save for the busi­ness in the crypt.”

			“That is an­oth­er line of thought. There are two, and I beg you will not tangle them. Line A, which con­cerns Lady Be­atrice, has a vaguely sin­is­ter fla­vour, has it not?”

			“I can make noth­ing of it.”

			“Well, now, let us take up line B, which con­cerns Sir Robert. He is mad keen upon win­ning the Derby. He is in the hands of the Jews, and may at any mo­ment be sold up and his ra­cing stables seized by his cred­it­ors. He is a dar­ing and des­per­ate man. He de­rives his in­come from his sis­ter. His sis­ter’s maid is his will­ing 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 scan­dal­ous sup­pos­i­tion, a hy­po­thes­is put for­ward for ar­gu­ment’s sake—that Sir Robert has done away with his sis­ter.”

			“My dear Holmes, it is out of the ques­tion.”

			“Very pos­sibly, Wat­son. Sir Robert is a man of an hon­our­able stock. But you do oc­ca­sion­ally find a car­ri­on crow among the eagles. Let us for a mo­ment ar­gue upon this sup­pos­i­tion. He could not fly the coun­try un­til he had real­ized his for­tune, and that for­tune could only be real­ized by bring­ing off this coup with Sho­scombe Prince. There­fore, he has still to stand his ground. To do this he would have to dis­pose of the body of his vic­tim, and he would also have to find a sub­sti­tute who would im­per­son­ate her. With the maid as his con­fid­ante that would not be im­possible. The wo­man’s body might be con­veyed to the crypt, which is a place so sel­dom vis­ited, and it might be secretly des­troyed at night in the fur­nace, leav­ing be­hind it such evid­ence as we have already seen. What say you to that, Wat­son?”

			“Well, it is all pos­sible if you grant the ori­gin­al mon­strous sup­pos­i­tion.”

			“I think that there is a small ex­per­i­ment which we may try to­mor­row, Wat­son, in or­der to throw some light on the mat­ter. Mean­while, if we mean to keep up our char­ac­ters, I sug­gest that we have our host in for a glass of his own wine and hold some high con­verse upon eels and dace, which seems to 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 a walk, and he ob­tained leave to take the black span­iel with us.

			“This is the place,” said he as we came to two high park gates with her­ald­ic griffins tower­ing above them. “About mid­day, Mr. Barnes in­forms me, the old lady takes a drive, and the car­riage must slow down while the gates are opened. When it comes through, and be­fore it gath­ers speed, I want you, Wat­son, to stop the coach­man with some ques­tion. Nev­er mind me. I shall stand be­hind this holly-bush and see what I can see.”

			It was not a long vi­gil. With­in a quarter of an hour we saw the big open yel­low ba­rouche com­ing down the long av­en­ue, with two splen­did, high-step­ping gray car­riage horses in the shafts. Holmes crouched be­hind his bush with the dog. I stood un­con­cern­edly swinging a cane in the road­way. A keep­er ran out and the gates swung open.

			The car­riage had slowed to a walk, and I was able to get a good 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 in­val­id. When the horses reached the high road I held up my hand with an au­thor­it­at­ive ges­ture, and as the coach­man pulled up I in­quired if Sir Robert was at Sho­scombe Old Place.

			At the same mo­ment Holmes stepped out and re­leased the span­iel. With a joy­ous cry it dashed for­ward to the car­riage and sprang upon the step. Then in a mo­ment its eager greet­ing changed to furi­ous rage, and it snapped at the black skirt above it.

			“Drive on! Drive on!” shrieked a harsh voice. The coach­man lashed the horses, and we were left stand­ing in the road­way.

			“Well, Wat­son, that’s done it,” said Holmes as he fastened the lead to the neck of the ex­cited span­iel. “He thought it was his mis­tress, and he found it was a stranger. Dogs don’t make mis­takes.”

			“But it was the voice of a man!” I cried.

			“Ex­actly! We have ad­ded one card to our hand, Wat­son, but it needs care­ful play­ing, all the same.”

			My com­pan­ion seemed to have no fur­ther plans for the day, and we did ac­tu­ally use our fish­ing tackle in the mill-stream with the res­ult that we had a dish of trout for our sup­per. It was only after that meal that Holmes showed signs of re­newed activ­ity. Once more we found ourselves upon the same road as in the morn­ing, which led us to 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. “I got your note, Mr. Holmes. Sir Robert has not re­turned yet, but I hear that he is ex­pec­ted to­night.”

			“How far is this crypt from the house?” asked Holmes.

			“A good quarter of a mile.”

			“Then I think we can dis­reg­ard him al­to­geth­er.”

			“I can’t af­ford to do that, Mr. Holmes. The mo­ment he ar­rives he will want to see me to get the last news of Sho­scombe Prince.”

			“I see! In that case we must work without you, Mr. Ma­son. You can show us the crypt and then leave us.”

			It was pitch-dark and without a moon, but Ma­son led us over the grass­lands un­til a dark mass loomed up in front of us which 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 his way to the corner of the build­ing, where a steep stair led down in­to the crypt. Strik­ing a match, he il­lu­min­ated the mel­an­choly place—dis­mal and evil-smelling, with an­cient crum­bling walls of rough-hewn stone, and piles of coffins, some of lead and some of stone, ex­tend­ing upon one side right up to the arched and groined roof which lost it­self in the shad­ows above our heads. Holmes had lit his lan­tern, which shot a tiny tun­nel of vivid yel­low light upon the mourn­ful scene. Its rays were re­flec­ted back from the coffin-plates, many of them ad­orned with the griffin and cor­on­et of this old fam­ily which car­ried its hon­ours even to the gate of Death.

			“You spoke of some bones, Mr. Ma­son. Could you show them be­fore you go?”

			“They are here in this corner.” The train­er strode across and then stood in si­lent sur­prise as our light was turned upon the place. “They are gone,” said he.

			“So I ex­pec­ted,” said Holmes, chuck­ling. “I fancy the ashes of them might even now be found in that oven which had already con­sumed a part.”

			“But why in the world would any­one want to burn the bones of a man who has been dead a thou­sand years?” asked John Ma­son.

			“That is what we are here to find out,” said Holmes. “It may mean a long search, and we need not de­tain you. I fancy that we shall get our solu­tion be­fore morn­ing.”

			When John Ma­son had left us, Holmes set to work mak­ing a very care­ful ex­am­in­a­tion of the graves, ran­ging from a very an­cient one, which ap­peared to be Sax­on, in the centre, through a long line of Nor­man Hugos and Odos, un­til we reached the Sir Wil­li­am and Sir Denis Falder of the eight­eenth cen­tury. It was an hour or more be­fore Holmes came to a leaden coffin stand­ing on end be­fore the en­trance to the vault. I heard his little cry of sat­is­fac­tion and was aware from his hur­ried but pur­pose­ful move­ments that he had reached a goal. With his lens he was eagerly ex­amin­ing the edges of the heavy lid. Then he drew from his pock­et a short jemmy, a box-open­er, which he thrust in­to a chink, lever­ing back the whole front, which seemed to be se­cured by only a couple of clamps. There was a rend­ing, 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 walk­ing in the chapel above. It was the firm, rap­id step of one who came with a def­in­ite pur­pose and knew well the ground upon which he walked. A light streamed down the stairs, and an in­stant later the man who bore it was framed in the Goth­ic arch­way. He was a ter­rible 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 vault, fi­nally fix­ing them­selves with a deadly stare upon my com­pan­ion and my­self.

			“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 steps for­ward and raised a heavy stick which he car­ried. “Do you hear me?” he cried. “Who are you? What are you do­ing here?” His cudgel quivered in the air.

			But in­stead of shrink­ing Holmes ad­vanced to meet him.

			“I also have a ques­tion to ask you, Sir Robert,” he said in his stern­est tone. “Who is this? And what is it do­ing here?”

			He turned and tore open the coffin-lid be­hind him. In the glare of the lan­tern I saw a body swathed in a sheet from head to foot with dread­ful, witch-like fea­tures, all 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 him­self against a stone sar­co­phag­us.

			“How came you to know of this?” he cried. And then, with some re­turn of his truc­u­lent man­ner: “What busi­ness is it of yours?”

			“My name is Sher­lock Holmes,” said my com­pan­ion. “Pos­sibly it is fa­mil­i­ar to you. In any case, my busi­ness is that of every oth­er good cit­izen—to up­hold the law. It seems to me that you have much to an­swer for.”

			Sir Robert glared for a mo­ment, but Holmes’s quiet voice and cool, as­sured man­ner had their ef­fect.

			“ ’Fore God, Mr. Holmes, it’s all right,” said he. “Ap­pear­ances are against me, I’ll ad­mit, but I could act no oth­er­wise.”

			“I should be happy to think so, but I 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 ourselves in what I 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 a few 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, a small rat-faced man with a dis­agree­ably 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 a wave of his hand, “are Mr. and Mrs. Nor­lett. Mrs. Nor­lett, un­der her maid­en name of Evans, has for some years been my sis­ter’s con­fid­en­tial maid. I have brought them here be­cause I feel that my best course is to ex­plain the true po­s­i­tion to you, and they are the two people upon earth who can sub­stan­ti­ate what I say.”

			“Is this ne­ces­sary, Sir Robert? Have you thought what you are do­ing?” cried the wo­man.

			“As to me, I en­tirely dis­claim all re­spons­ib­il­ity,” said her hus­band.

			Sir Robert gave him a glance of con­tempt. “I will take all re­spons­ib­il­ity,” said he. “Now, Mr. Holmes, listen to a plain state­ment of the facts.

			“You have clearly gone pretty deeply in­to my af­fairs or I should not have found you where I did. There­fore, you know already, in all prob­ab­il­ity, that I am run­ning a dark horse for the Derby and that everything de­pends upon my suc­cess. If I win, all is easy. If I lose—well, I dare not think of that!”

			“I un­der­stand the po­s­i­tion,” said Holmes.

			“I am de­pend­ent upon my sis­ter, Lady Be­atrice, for everything. But it is well known that her in­terest in the es­tate is for her own life only. For my­self, I am deeply in the hands of the Jews. I have al­ways known that if my sis­ter were to die my cred­it­ors would be on to my es­tate like a flock of vul­tures. Everything would be seized—my stables, my horses—everything. Well, Mr. Holmes, my sis­ter did die just a week ago.”

			“And you told no one!”

			“What could I do? Ab­so­lute ru­in faced me. If I could stave things off for three weeks all would be well. Her maid’s hus­band—this man here—is an act­or. It came in­to our heads—it came in­to my head—that he could for that short peri­od per­son­ate my sis­ter. 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 sis­ter died of the dropsy which had long af­flic­ted her.”

			“That will be for a cor­on­er 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 the first night Nor­lett and I car­ried it out to the old well-house, which is now nev­er used. We were fol­lowed, how­ever, by her pet span­iel, which yapped con­tinu­ally at the door, so I felt some safer place was needed. I got rid of the span­iel, and we car­ried the body to the crypt of the church. There was no in­dig­nity or ir­rev­er­ence, Mr. Holmes. I do not feel that I have wronged the dead.”

			“Your con­duct seems to me in­ex­cus­able, Sir Robert.”

			The bar­on­et shook his head im­pa­tiently. “It is easy to preach,” said he. “Per­haps you would have felt dif­fer­ently if you had been in my po­s­i­tion. One can­not see all one’s hopes and all 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 as you have seen her. As to the old rel­ics which we took out, we could not leave them on the floor of the crypt. Nor­lett and I re­moved them, and he des­cen­ded at night and burned them in the cent­ral fur­nace. There is my story, Mr. Holmes, though how you forced my hand so that I have to tell it is more than I can say.”

			Holmes sat for some time lost in thought.

			“There is one flaw in your nar­rat­ive, Sir Robert,” he said at last. “Your 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? As likely as not they would not run him at all. My chief cred­it­or is, un­hap­pily, my most bit­ter en­emy—a ras­cally fel­low, Sam Brew­er, whom I 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 I must leave it. As to the mor­al­ity or de­cency of your con­duct, it is not for me to ex­press an opin­ion. It is nearly mid­night, Wat­son, and I think we may make our way back to our humble abode.”

			

			It is gen­er­ally known now that this sin­gu­lar epis­ode ended upon a hap­pi­er note than Sir Robert’s ac­tions de­served. Sho­scombe Prince did win the Derby, the sport­ing own­er did net eighty thou­sand pounds in bets, and the cred­it­ors did hold their hand un­til the race was over, when they were paid in full, and enough was left to rees­tab­lish Sir Robert in a fair po­s­i­tion in life. Both po­lice and cor­on­er took a le­ni­ent view of the trans­ac­tion, and bey­ond a mild cen­sure for the delay in re­gis­ter­ing the lady’s de­cease, the lucky own­er got away scathe­less from this strange in­cid­ent in a ca­reer which has now out­lived its shad­ows and prom­ises to end in an hon­oured old age.

		
	
		
			The Adventure of the Retired Colourman

			Sher­lock Holmes was in a mel­an­choly and philo­soph­ic mood that morn­ing. His alert prac­tic­al nature was sub­ject to such re­ac­tions.

			“Did you see him?” he asked.

			“You mean the old fel­low who has just gone out?”

			“Pre­cisely.”

			“Yes, I met him at the door.”

			“What did you think of him?”

			“A pathet­ic, fu­tile, broken creature.”

			“Ex­actly, Wat­son. Pathet­ic and fu­tile. But is not all life pathet­ic and fu­tile? Is not his story a mi­cro­cosm of the whole? We reach. We grasp. And what is left in our hands at the end? A shad­ow. Or worse than a shad­ow—misery.”

			“Is he one of your cli­ents?”

			“Well, I sup­pose I may call him so. He has been sent on by the Yard. Just as med­ic­al men oc­ca­sion­ally send their in­cur­ables to a quack. They ar­gue that they can do noth­ing more, and that whatever hap­pens the pa­tient can be no worse than he is.”

			“What is the mat­ter?”

			Holmes took a rather soiled card from the table. “Jo­si­ah Am­ber­ley. He says he was ju­ni­or part­ner of Brick­fall and Am­ber­ley, who are man­u­fac­tur­ers of artist­ic ma­ter­i­als. You will see their names upon paint­boxes. He made his little pile, re­tired from busi­ness at the age of sixty-one, bought a house at Lew­isham, and settled down to rest after a life of cease­less grind. One would think his fu­ture was tol­er­ably 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 a wo­man twenty years young­er than him­self—a good-look­ing wo­man, too, if the pho­to­graph does not flat­ter. A com­pet­ence, a wife, leis­ure—it seemed a straight road which lay be­fore him. And yet with­in two years he is, as you have seen, as broken and miser­able a creature as crawls be­neath the sun.”

			“But what has happened?”

			“The old story, Wat­son. A treach­er­ous friend and a fickle wife. It would ap­pear that Am­ber­ley has one hobby in life, and it is chess. Not far from him at Lew­isham there lives a young doc­tor who is also a chess-play­er. I have noted his name as Dr. Ray Ern­est. Ern­est was fre­quently in the house, and an in­tim­acy between him and Mrs. Am­ber­ley was a nat­ur­al se­quence, for you must ad­mit that our un­for­tu­nate cli­ent has few out­ward graces, whatever his in­ner 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 per­son­al lug­gage with a good part of his life’s sav­ings with­in. Can we find the lady? Can we save the money? A com­mon­place prob­lem so far as it has de­veloped, and yet a vi­tal one for Jo­si­ah Am­ber­ley.”

			“What will you do about it?”

			“Well, the im­me­di­ate ques­tion, my dear Wat­son, hap­pens to be, What will you do?—if you will be good enough to un­der­study me. You know that I am pre­oc­cu­pied with this case of the two Coptic Pat­ri­archs, which should come to a head today. I really have not time to go out to Lew­isham, and yet evid­ence taken on the spot has a spe­cial value. The old fel­low was quite in­sist­ent that I should go, but I ex­plained my dif­fi­culty. He is pre­pared to meet a rep­res­ent­at­ive.”

			“By all means,” I answered. “I con­fess I don’t see that I can be of much ser­vice, but I am will­ing to do my best.” And so it was that on a sum­mer af­ter­noon I set forth to Lew­isham, little dream­ing that with­in a week the af­fair in which I was en­ga­ging would be the eager de­bate of all Eng­land.

			

			It was late that even­ing be­fore I re­turned to Baker Street and gave an ac­count of my mis­sion. Holmes lay with his gaunt fig­ure stretched in his deep chair, his pipe curl­ing forth slow wreaths of ac­rid to­bacco, while his eye­lids drooped over his eyes so lazily that he might al­most have been asleep were it not that at any halt or ques­tion­able pas­sage of my nar­rat­ive they half lif­ted, and two gray eyes, as bright and keen as rapi­ers, trans­fixed me with their search­ing glance.

			“The Haven is the name of Mr. Jo­si­ah Am­ber­ley’s house,” I ex­plained. “I think it would in­terest you, Holmes. It is like some pen­uri­ous pa­tri­cian who has sunk in­to the com­pany of his in­feri­ors. You know that par­tic­u­lar quarter, the mono­ton­ous brick streets, the weary sub­urb­an high­ways. Right in the middle of them, a little is­land of an­cient cul­ture and com­fort, lies this old home, sur­roun­ded by a high sun­baked wall mottled with lichens and topped with moss, the sort of wall—”

			“Cut out the po­etry, Wat­son,” said Holmes severely. “I note that it was a high brick wall.”

			“Ex­actly. I should not have known which was The Haven had I not asked a loun­ger who was smoking in the street. I have a reas­on for men­tion­ing him. He was a tall, dark, heav­ily mous­tached, rather mil­it­ary-look­ing man. He nod­ded in an­swer to my in­quiry and gave me a curi­ously ques­tion­ing glance, which came back to my memory a little later.

			“I had hardly entered the gate­way be­fore I saw Mr. Am­ber­ley com­ing down the drive. I only had a glimpse of him this morn­ing, and he cer­tainly gave me the im­pres­sion of a strange creature, but when I saw him in full light his ap­pear­ance was even more ab­nor­mal.”

			“I have, of course, stud­ied it, and yet I should be in­ter­ested to have your im­pres­sion,” said Holmes.

			“He seemed to me like a man who was lit­er­ally bowed down by care. His back was curved as though he car­ried a heavy bur­den. Yet he was not the weak­ling that I had at first ima­gined, for his shoulders and chest have the frame­work of a gi­ant, though his fig­ure tapers away in­to a pair of spindled legs.”

			“Left shoe wrinkled, right one smooth.”

			“I did not ob­serve that.”

			“No, you wouldn’t. I spot­ted his ar­ti­fi­cial limb. But pro­ceed.”

			“I was struck by the snaky locks of grizzled hair which curled from un­der his old straw hat, and his face with its fierce, 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 I took a good look round. I have nev­er seen a worse-kept place. The garden was all run­ning to seed, giv­ing me an im­pres­sion of wild neg­lect in which the plants had been al­lowed to find the way of Nature rather than of art. How any de­cent wo­man could have tol­er­ated such a state of things, I don’t know. The house, too, was slat­ternly to the last de­gree, but the poor man seemed him­self to be aware of it and to be try­ing to rem­edy it, for a great pot of green paint stood in the centre of the hall, and he was car­ry­ing a thick brush in his left hand. He had been work­ing on the wood­work.

			“He took me in­to his dingy sanc­tum, and we had a long chat. Of course, he was dis­ap­poin­ted that you had not come your­self. ‘I hardly ex­pec­ted,’ he said, ‘that so humble an in­di­vidu­al as my­self, es­pe­cially after my heavy fin­an­cial loss, could ob­tain the com­plete at­ten­tion of so fam­ous a man as Mr. Sher­lock Holmes.’

			“I as­sured him that the fin­an­cial ques­tion did not arise. ‘No of course, it is art for art’s sake with him,’ said he, ‘but even on the artist­ic side of crime he might have found some­thing here to study. And hu­man nature, Dr. Wat­son—the black in­grat­it­ude of it all! When did I ever re­fuse one of her re­quests? Was ever a wo­man 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 an in­trigue. They lived alone save for a wo­man who comes in by the day and leaves every even­ing at six. On that par­tic­u­lar even­ing old Am­ber­ley, wish­ing to give his wife a treat, had taken two up­per circle seats at the Hay­mar­ket Theatre. At the last mo­ment she had com­plained of a head­ache and had re­fused to go. He had gone alone. There seemed to be no doubt about the fact, for he pro­duced the un­used tick­et which he had taken for his wife.”

			“That is re­mark­able—most re­mark­able,” said Holmes, whose in­terest in the case seemed to be rising. “Pray con­tin­ue, Wat­son. I find your nar­rat­ive most ar­rest­ing. Did you per­son­ally ex­am­ine this tick­et? You did not, per­chance, take the num­ber?”

			“It so hap­pens that I did,” I answered with some pride. “It chanced to be my old school num­ber, thirty-one, and so is stuck in my head.”

			“Ex­cel­lent, Wat­son! His seat, then, was either thirty or thirty-two.”

			“Quite so,” I answered with some mys­ti­fic­a­tion. “And on B row.”

			“That is most sat­is­fact­ory. What else did he tell you?”

			“He showed me his stron­groom, as he called it. It really is a stron­groom—like a bank—with iron door and shut­ter—burg­lar­proof, as he claimed. How­ever, the wo­man seems to have had a du­plic­ate key, and between them they had car­ried off some sev­en thou­sand pounds’ worth of cash and se­cur­it­ies.”

			“Se­cur­it­ies! How could they dis­pose of those?”

			“He said that he had giv­en the po­lice a list 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 a word since. He at once gave the alarm to the po­lice.”

			Holmes brooded for some minutes.

			“You say he was paint­ing. What was he paint­ing?”

			“Well, he was paint­ing the pas­sage. But he had already painted the door and wood­work of this room I spoke of.”

			“Does it not strike you as a strange oc­cu­pa­tion in the cir­cum­stances?”

			“ ‘One must do some­thing to ease an aching heart.’ That was his own ex­plan­a­tion. It was ec­cent­ric, no doubt, but he is clearly an ec­cent­ric man. He tore up one of his wife’s pho­to­graphs in my pres­ence—tore it up furi­ously in a tem­pest of pas­sion. ‘I nev­er wish to see her damned face again,’ he shrieked.”

			“Any­thing more, Wat­son?”

			“Yes, one thing which struck me more than any­thing else. I had driv­en to the Black­heath Sta­tion and had caught my train there when, just as it was start­ing, I saw a man dart in­to the car­riage next to my own. You know that I have a quick eye for faces, Holmes. It was un­doubtedly the tall, dark man whom I had ad­dressed in the street. I saw him once more at Lon­don Bridge, and then I lost him in the crowd. But I am con­vinced that he was fol­low­ing me.”

			“No doubt! No doubt!” said Holmes. “A tall, dark, heav­ily mous­tached man, you say, with gray-tin­ted sunglasses?”

			“Holmes, you are a wiz­ard. I did not say so, but he had gray-tin­ted sunglasses.”

			“And a Ma­son­ic tiepin?”

			“Holmes!”

			“Quite simple, my dear Wat­son. But let us get down to what is prac­tic­al. I must ad­mit to you that the case, which seemed to me to be so ab­surdly simple as to be hardly worth my no­tice, is rap­idly as­sum­ing a very dif­fer­ent as­pect. It is true that though in your mis­sion you have missed everything of im­port­ance, yet even those things which have ob­truded them­selves upon your no­tice give rise to ser­i­ous thought.”

			“What have I missed?”

			“Don’t be hurt, my dear fel­low. You know that I am quite im­per­son­al. No one else would have done bet­ter. Some pos­sibly not so well. But clearly you have missed some vi­tal points. What is the opin­ion of the neigh­bours about this man Am­ber­ley and his wife? That surely is of im­port­ance. What of Dr. Ern­est? Was he the gay Lothario one would ex­pect? With your nat­ur­al ad­vant­ages, Wat­son, every lady is your help­er and ac­com­plice. What about the girl at the post-of­fice, or the wife of the green­gro­cer? I can pic­ture you whis­per­ing soft noth­ings with the young lady at the Blue An­chor, and re­ceiv­ing hard somethings in ex­change. All this you have left un­done.”

			“It can still be done.”

			“It has been done. Thanks to the tele­phone and the help of the Yard, I can usu­ally get my es­sen­tials without leav­ing this room. As a mat­ter of fact, my in­form­a­tion con­firms the man’s story. He has the loc­al re­pute of be­ing a miser as well as a harsh and ex­act­ing hus­band. That he had a large sum of money in that stron­groom of his is cer­tain. So also is it that young Dr. Ern­est, an un­mar­ried man, played chess with Am­ber­ley, and prob­ably played the fool with his wife. All this seems plain sail­ing, and one would think that there was no more to be said—and yet!—and yet!”

			“Where lies the dif­fi­culty?”

			“In my ima­gin­a­tion, per­haps. Well, leave it there, Wat­son. Let us es­cape from this weary work­aday world by the side door of mu­sic. Carina sings to­night at the Al­bert Hall, and we still have time to dress, dine, and en­joy.”

			

			In the morn­ing I was up be­times, but some toast crumbs and two empty egg­shells told me that my com­pan­ion was earli­er still. I found a scribbled note upon the table.

			
				Dear Wat­son:

				There are one or two points of con­tact which I should wish to es­tab­lish with Mr. Jo­si­ah Am­ber­ley. When I have done so we can dis­miss the case—or not. I would only ask you to be on hand about three o’clock, as I con­ceive it pos­sible that I may want you.

				
					
						S. H.
					

				
			

			I saw noth­ing of Holmes all day, but at the hour named he re­turned, grave, pre­oc­cu­pied, and aloof. At such times it was wiser to leave him to him­self.

			“Has Am­ber­ley been here yet?”

			“No.”

			“Ah! I am ex­pect­ing him.”

			He was not dis­ap­poin­ted, for presently the old fel­low ar­rived with a very wor­ried and puzzled ex­pres­sion upon his aus­tere face.

			“I’ve had a tele­gram, Mr. Holmes. I can make noth­ing of it.” He handed it over, and Holmes read it aloud.

			
				“Come at once without fail. Can give you in­form­a­tion as to your re­cent loss.”

				
					El­man.

					The Vicar­age.

				
			

			“Dis­patched at 2:10 from Little Pur­l­ing­ton,” said Holmes. “Little Pur­l­ing­ton is in Es­sex, I be­lieve, not far from Frin­ton. Well, of course you will start at once. This is evid­ently from a re­spons­ible per­son, the vicar of the place. Where is my Crock­ford? Yes, here we have him: ‘J. C. El­man, M. A., Liv­ing of Moos­moor cum Little Pur­l­ing­ton.’ Look up the trains, Wat­son.”

			“There is one at 5:20 from Liv­er­pool Street.”

			“Ex­cel­lent. You had best go with him, Wat­son. He may need help or ad­vice. Clearly we have come to a crisis in this af­fair.”

			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 is waste of time and money.”

			“He would not have tele­graphed to you if he did not know some­thing. Wire at once that you are com­ing.”

			“I don’t think I shall go.”

			Holmes as­sumed his stern­est as­pect.

			“It would make the worst pos­sible im­pres­sion both on the po­lice and upon my­self, Mr. Am­ber­ley, if when so ob­vi­ous a clue arose you should re­fuse to fol­low it up. We should feel that you were not really in earn­est in this in­vest­ig­a­tion.”

			Our cli­ent seemed hor­ri­fied at the sug­ges­tion.

			“Why, of course I shall go if you look at it in that way,” said he. “On the face 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 left the room and gave me one word of coun­sel, which showed that he con­sidered the mat­ter to be of im­port­ance. “Whatever you do, see that he really does go,” said he. “Should he break away or re­turn, get to the nearest tele­phone ex­change and send the single word ‘Bolted.’ I will ar­range here that it shall reach me wherever I am.”

			Little Pur­l­ing­ton is not an easy place to reach, for it is on a branch line. My re­mem­brance of the jour­ney is not a pleas­ant one, for the weath­er was hot, the train slow, and my com­pan­ion sul­len and si­lent, hardly talk­ing at all save to make an oc­ca­sion­al sar­don­ic re­mark as to the fu­til­ity of our pro­ceed­ings. When we at last reached the little sta­tion it was a two-mile drive be­fore we came to the Vicar­age, where a big, sol­emn, rather pom­pous cler­gy­man re­ceived us in his study. Our tele­gram lay be­fore him.

			“Well, gen­tle­men,” he asked, “what can I do for you?”

			“We came,” I ex­plained, “in an­swer to your wire.”

			“My wire! I sent no wire.”

			“I mean the wire which you sent to Mr. Jo­si­ah Am­ber­ley about his wife and his money.”

			“If this is a joke, sir, it is a very ques­tion­able one,” said the vicar an­grily. “I have nev­er heard of the gen­tle­man you name, and I have not sent a wire to any­one.”

			Our cli­ent and I looked at each oth­er in amazement.

			“Per­haps there is some mis­take,” said I; “are there per­haps two vicar­ages? Here is the wire it­self, signed El­man and dated from the Vicar­age.”

			“There is only one vicar­age, sir, and only one vicar, and this wire is a scan­dal­ous for­gery, the ori­gin of which shall cer­tainly be in­vest­ig­ated by the po­lice. Mean­while, I can see no pos­sible ob­ject in pro­long­ing this in­ter­view.”

			So Mr. Am­ber­ley and I found ourselves on the road­side in what seemed to me to be the most prim­it­ive vil­lage in Eng­land. We made for the tele­graph of­fice, but it was already closed. There was a tele­phone, how­ever, at the little Rail­way Arms, and by it I got in­to touch with Holmes, who shared in our amazement at the res­ult of our jour­ney.

			“Most sin­gu­lar!” said the dis­tant voice. “Most re­mark­able! I much fear, my dear Wat­son, that there is no re­turn train to­night. I have un­wit­tingly con­demned you to the hor­rors of a coun­try inn. How­ever, there is al­ways Nature, Wat­son—Nature and Jo­si­ah Am­ber­ley—you can be in close com­mune with both.” I 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 the jour­ney, had in­sisted upon trav­el­ling third-class, and was now clam­or­ous in his ob­jec­tions to the hotel bill. Next morn­ing, when we did at last ar­rive in Lon­don, it was hard to say which of us was in the worse hu­mour.

			“You had best take Baker Street as we pass,” said I. “Mr. Holmes may have some fresh in­struc­tions.”

			“If they are not worth more than the last ones they are not of much use,” said Am­ber­ley with a malevol­ent scowl. None the less, he kept me com­pany. I had already warned Holmes by tele­gram of the hour of our ar­rival, but we found a mes­sage wait­ing that he was at Lew­isham and would ex­pect us there. That was a sur­prise, but an even great­er one was to find that he was not alone in the sit­ting-room of our cli­ent. A stern-look­ing, im­pass­ive man sat be­side him, a dark man with gray-tin­ted glasses and a large Ma­son­ic pin pro­ject­ing from his tie.

			“This is my friend Mr. Bark­er,” said Holmes. “He has been in­ter­est­ing him­self also 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 danger. I read it in his strain­ing eyes and his twitch­ing fea­tures.

			“What is the ques­tion, Mr. Holmes?”

			“Only this: What did you do with the bod­ies?”

			The man sprang to his feet 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 a flash we got a glimpse of the real Jo­si­ah Am­ber­ley, a mis­shapen de­mon with a soul as dis­tor­ted as his body. As he fell back in­to his chair he clapped his hand to his lips as if to stifle a cough. Holmes sprang at his throat like a ti­ger and twis­ted his face to­wards the ground. A white pel­let fell from between his gasp­ing lips.

			“No short­cuts, Jo­si­ah Am­ber­ley. Things must be done de­cently and in or­der. What about it, Bark­er?”

			“I have a cab at the door,” said our ta­cit­urn com­pan­ion.

			“It is only a few hun­dred yards to the sta­tion. We will go to­geth­er. You can stay here, Wat­son. I shall be back with­in half an hour.”

			

			The old col­our­man had the strength of a li­on in that great trunk of his, but he was help­less in the hands of the two ex­per­i­enced man-hand­lers. Wrig­gling and twist­ing he was dragged to the wait­ing cab, and I was left to my sol­it­ary vi­gil in the ill-omened house. In less time than he had named, how­ever, Holmes was back, in com­pany with a smart young po­lice in­spect­or.

			“I’ve left Bark­er to look after the form­al­it­ies,” said Holmes. “You had not met Bark­er, Wat­son. He is my hated rival upon the Sur­rey shore. When you said a tall dark man it was not dif­fi­cult for me to com­plete the pic­ture. He has sev­er­al good cases to his cred­it, has he not, In­spect­or?”

			“He has cer­tainly in­terfered sev­er­al times,” the in­spect­or answered with re­serve.

			“His meth­ods are ir­reg­u­lar, no doubt, like my own. The ir­reg­u­lars are use­ful some­times, you know. You, for ex­ample, with your com­puls­ory warn­ing about whatever he said be­ing used against him, could nev­er have bluffed this ras­cal in­to what is vir­tu­ally a con­fes­sion.”

			“Per­haps not. But we get there all 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. You will ex­cuse us for feel­ing 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. I as­sure you that I ef­face my­self from now on­ward, and as to Bark­er, he has done noth­ing save what I told him.”

			The in­spect­or seemed con­sid­er­ably re­lieved.

			“That is very hand­some of you, Mr. Holmes. Praise or blame can mat­ter little to you, but it is very dif­fer­ent to us when the news­pa­pers be­gin to ask ques­tions.”

			“Quite so. But they are pretty sure to ask ques­tions any­how, so it would be as well 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 a cer­tain con­vic­tion as to the real facts?”

			The in­spect­or looked puzzled.

			“We don’t seem to have got any real facts yet, Mr. Holmes. You say that the pris­on­er, in the pres­ence of three wit­nesses, prac­tic­ally con­fessed by try­ing to com­mit sui­cide, that he had murdered his wife and her lov­er. What oth­er facts have you?”

			“Have you ar­ranged for a search?”

			“There are three con­stables on their way.”

			“Then you will soon get the clearest fact of all. The bod­ies can­not be far away. Try the cel­lars and the garden. It should not take long to dig up the likely places. This house is 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 I will give the ex­plan­a­tion which is due to you, and even more to my long­suf­fer­ing friend here, who has been in­valu­able through­out. But, first, I would give you an in­sight in­to this man’s men­tal­ity. It is a very un­usu­al one—so much so that I think his des­tin­a­tion is more likely to be Broad­moor than the scaf­fold. He has, to a high de­gree, the sort of mind which one as­so­ci­ates with the me­di­ev­al Itali­an nature rather than with the mod­ern Bri­ton. He was a miser­able miser who made his wife so wretched by his nig­gardly ways that she was a ready 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. Like all misers, he was a jeal­ous man, and his jeal­ousy be­came a frantic mania. Rightly or wrongly, he sus­pec­ted an in­trigue. He de­term­ined to have his re­venge, and he planned it with diabol­ic­al clev­erness. Come here!”

			Holmes led us along the pas­sage with as much cer­tainty as if he had lived in the house and hal­ted at the open door of the stron­groom.

			“Pooh! What an aw­ful smell of paint!” cried the in­spect­or.

			“That was our first clue,” said Holmes. “You can thank Dr. Wat­son’s ob­ser­va­tion for that, though he failed to draw the in­fer­ence. It set my foot upon the trail. Why should this man at such a time be filling his house with strong odours? Ob­vi­ously, to cov­er some oth­er smell which he wished to con­ceal—some guilty smell which would sug­gest sus­pi­cions. Then came the idea of a room such as you see here with iron door and shut­ter—a her­met­ic­ally sealed room. Put those two facts to­geth­er, and whith­er do they lead? I could only de­term­ine that by ex­amin­ing the house my­self. I was already cer­tain that the case was ser­i­ous, for I had ex­amined the box-of­fice chart at the Hay­mar­ket Theatre—an­oth­er of Dr. Wat­son’s bull’s-eyes—and as­cer­tained that neither B thirty nor thirty-two of the up­per circle had been oc­cu­pied that night. There­fore, Am­ber­ley had not been to the theatre, and his alibi fell to the ground. He made a bad slip when he al­lowed my as­tute friend to no­tice the num­ber of the seat taken for his wife. The ques­tion now arose how I might be able to ex­am­ine the house. I sent an agent to the most im­possible vil­lage I could think of, and summoned my man to it at such an hour that he could not pos­sibly get back. To pre­vent any mis­car­riage, Dr. Wat­son ac­com­pan­ied him. The good vicar’s name I took, of course, out of my Crock­ford. Do I make it all clear to you?”

			“It is mas­terly,” said the in­spect­or in an awed voice.

			“There be­ing no fear of in­ter­rup­tion I pro­ceeded to burgle the house. Burg­lary has al­ways been an al­tern­at­ive pro­fes­sion had I cared to ad­opt it, and I have little doubt that I should have come to the front. Ob­serve what I found. You see the gas-pipe along the skirt­ing here. Very good. It rises in the angle of the wall, and there is a tap here in the corner. The pipe runs out in­to the stron­groom, as you can see, and ends in that plaster rose in the centre of the ceil­ing, where it is con­cealed by the or­na­ment­a­tion. That end is wide 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 I would not give two minutes of con­scious sen­sa­tion to any­one shut up in that little cham­ber. By what dev­il­ish device he de­coyed them there I do not know, but once in­side the door they were at his mercy.”

			The in­spect­or ex­amined the pipe with in­terest. “One of our of­ficers men­tioned the smell of gas,” said he, “but of course the win­dow and door were open then, and the paint—or some of it—was already about. He had be­gun the work of paint­ing the day be­fore, ac­cord­ing to his story. But what next, Mr. Holmes?”

			“Well, then came an in­cid­ent which was rather un­ex­pec­ted to my­self. I was slip­ping through the pantry win­dow in the early dawn when I felt a hand in­side my col­lar, and a voice said: ‘Now, you ras­cal, what are you do­ing in there?’ When I could twist my head round I looked in­to the tin­ted spec­tacles of my friend and rival, Mr. Bark­er. It was a curi­ous fore­gath­er­ing and set us both smil­ing. It seems that he had been en­gaged by Dr. Ray Ern­est’s fam­ily to make some in­vest­ig­a­tions and had come to the same con­clu­sion as to foul play. He had watched the house for some days and had spot­ted Dr. Wat­son as one of the ob­vi­ously sus­pi­cious char­ac­ters who had called there. He could hardly ar­rest Wat­son, but when he saw a man ac­tu­ally climb­ing out of the pantry win­dow there came a lim­it to his re­straint. Of course, I told him how mat­ters stood and we con­tin­ued the case to­geth­er.”

			“Why him? Why not us?”

			“Be­cause it was in my mind to put that little test which answered so ad­mir­ably. I fear you would not have gone so far.”

			The in­spect­or smiled.

			“Well, maybe not. I un­der­stand that I have your word, Mr. Holmes, that you step right out of the case now and that you turn all your res­ults over to us.”

			“Cer­tainly, that is al­ways my cus­tom.”

			“Well, in the name of the force I thank you. It seems a clear case, as you put it, and there can’t be much dif­fi­culty over the bod­ies.”

			“I’ll show you a grim little bit of evid­ence,” said Holmes, “and I am sure Am­ber­ley him­self nev­er ob­served it. You’ll get res­ults, In­spect­or, by al­ways put­ting your­self in the oth­er fel­low’s place, and think­ing what you would do your­self. It takes some ima­gin­a­tion, but it pays. Now, we will sup­pose that you were shut up in this little room, had not two minutes to live, but wanted to get even with the fiend who was prob­ably mock­ing at you from the oth­er side of the door. What would you do?”

			“Write a mes­sage.”

			“Ex­actly. You would like to 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 a purple in­delible pen­cil: ‘We we—’ That’s all.”

			“What do you make of that?”

			“Well, it’s only a foot above the ground. The poor dev­il was on the floor dy­ing when he wrote it. He lost his senses be­fore he could fin­ish.”

			“He was writ­ing, ‘We were murdered.’ ”

			“That’s how I read it. If you find an in­delible pen­cil on the body—”

			“We’ll look out for it, you may be sure. But those se­cur­it­ies? Clearly there was no rob­bery at all. And yet he did pos­sess those bonds. We veri­fied that.”

			“You may be sure he has them hid­den in a safe place. When the whole elope­ment 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.”

			“You cer­tainly seem to have met every dif­fi­culty,” said the in­spect­or. “Of course, he was bound to call us in, but why he should have gone to you I 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 I have taken. I have con­sul­ted not only the po­lice but even Sher­lock Holmes.’ ”

			The in­spect­or laughed.

			“We must for­give you your ‘even,’ Mr. Holmes,” said he; “it’s as work­man­like a job as I can re­mem­ber.”

			

			A couple of days later my friend tossed across to me a copy of the bi­weekly 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 column of print which gave the first con­sec­ut­ive ac­count of the af­fair. The con­clud­ing para­graph is typ­ic­al of the whole. It ran thus:

			The re­mark­able acu­men by which In­spect­or MacKin­non de­duced from the smell of paint that some oth­er smell, that of gas, for ex­ample, might be con­cealed; the bold de­duc­tion that the stron­groom might also be the death-cham­ber, and the sub­sequent in­quiry which led to the dis­cov­ery of the bod­ies in a dis­used well, clev­erly con­cealed by a dog-ken­nel, should live in the his­tory of crime as a stand­ing ex­ample of the in­tel­li­gence of our pro­fes­sion­al de­tect­ives.

			“Well, well, MacKin­non is a good fel­low,” said Holmes with a tol­er­ant smile. “You can file it in our archives, Wat­son. Some day the true story may be told.”
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