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"I am afraid, Watson, that | shall have to go," said
Hol mes, as we sat down together to our breakfast one
nor ni ng.

"Go! Where to?"
"To Dartrmoor; to King's Pyland."

I was not surprised. |Indeed, ny only wonder was that
he had not already been m xed upon this extraordinary
case, which was the one topic of conversation through
the length and breadth of England. For a whole day ny
conpani on had ranbl ed about the roomwith his chin
upon his chest and his brows knitted, charging and
recharging his pipe with the strongest black tobacco,
and absol utely deaf to any of ny questions or renarks.
Fresh editions of every paper had been sent up by our
news agent, only to be glanced over and tossed down
into a corner. Yet, silent as he was, | knew
perfectly well what it was over which he was brooding.
There was but one problem before the public which
could challenge his powers of analysis, and that was

t he singul ar di sappearance of the favorite for the
Wessex Cup, and the tragic nurder of its trainer

When, therefore, he suddenly announced his intention
of setting out for the scene of the drama it was only
what | had both expected and hoped for

"I should be nobst happy to go down with you if |
shoul d not be in the way," said |

"My dear Watson, you would confer a great favor upon
me by coming. And | think that your tinme will not be
m sspent, for there are points about the case which
prom se to nake it an absolutely uni que one. W have,
I think, just tine to catch our train at Paddi ngton
and I will go further into the matter upon our
journey. You would oblige me by bringing with you
your very excellent field-glass."”

And so it happened that an hour or so later | found
nmyself in the corner of a first-class carriage flying
along en route for Exeter, while Sherlock Holnes, with
his sharp, eager face framed in his ear-flapped

travel ling-cap, dipped rapidly into the bundle of
fresh papers which he had procured at Paddi ngton. W
had | eft Reading far behind us before he thrust the

| ast one of them under the seat, and offered ne his

ci gar-case.

"We are going well," said he, |ooking out the w ndow
and glancing at his watch. "CQur rate at present is
fifty-three and a half mles an hour."

"I have not observed the quarter-mle posts,” said |



“"Nor have |I. But the tel egraph posts upon this line
are sixty yards apart, and the calculation is a sinple
one. | presune that you have | ooked into this matter
of the murder of John Straker and the di sappearance of
Silver Blaze?"

"I have seen what the Tel egraph and the Chronicle have
to say."

"It is one of those cases where the art of the
reasoner should be used rather for the sifting of
details than for the acquiring of fresh evidence. The
tragedy has been so uncommon, so conplete and of such
personal inportance to so many people, that we are
suffering froma plethora of surm se, conjecture, and
hypothesis. The difficulty is to detach the framework
of fact--of absolute undeniable fact--fromthe
enbel | i shnents of theorists and reporters. Then,
havi ng established ourselves upon this sound basis, it
is our duty to see what inferences may be drawn and
what are the special points upon which the whole
mystery turns. On Tuesday evening | received
telegranms from both Col onel Ross, the owner of the
horse, and from | nspector Gregory, who is | ooking
after the case, inviting nmy cooperation

"Tuesday evening!" | exclainmed. "And this is Thursday
norni ng. Why didn't you go down yesterday?"

"Because | made a bl under, ny dear WAatson--which is, |
am afraid, a nore common occurrence than any one would
think who only knew ne through your nenobirs. The fact
is that | could not believe is possible that the nost
remar kabl e horse in England could |ong renain
conceal ed, especially in so sparsely inhabited a place
as the north of Dartnoor. From hour to hour yesterday
| expected to hear that he had been found, and that
hi s abductor was the nurderer of John Straker. When,
however, another norning had come, and | found that
beyond the arrest of young Fitzroy Sinpson nothing had
been done, | felt that it was time for ne to take
action. Yet in sone ways | feel that yesterday has
not been wasted."

"You have formed a theory, then?"

"At least | have got a grip of the essential facts of
the case. | shall enunerate themto you, for nothing
clears up a case so nuch as stating it to another
person, and | can hardly expect your co-operation if |
do not show you the position fromwhich we start."

I lay back agai nst the cushions, puffing at ny cigar
while Hol mes, |eaning forward, with his long, thin
forefinger checking off the points upon the pal m of
his left hand, gave nme a sketch of the events which
had | ed to our journey.



"Silver Blaze," said he, "is fromthe Sonomy stock,
and holds as brilliant a record as his fanous
ancestor. He is nowin his fifth year, and has
brought in turn each of the prizes of the turf to

Col onel Ross, his fortunate owner. Up to the tine of
the catastrophe he was the first favorite for the
Wessex Cup, the betting being three to one on him He
has al ways, however, been a prinme favorite with the
raci ng public, and has never yet disappointed them so
that even at those odds enornmpous suns of nobney have
been laid upon him It is obvious, therefore, that
there were many people who had the strongest interest
in preventing Silver Blaze frombeing there at the
fall of the flag next Tuesday.

"The fact was, of course, appreciated at King's

Pyl and, where the Colonel's training-stable is
situated. Every precaution was taken to guard the
favorite. The trainer, John Straker, is aretired

j ockey who rode in Colonel Ross's colors before he
becane too heavy for the weighing-chair. He has
served the Colonel for five years as jockey and for
seven as trainer, and has al ways shown hinself to be a
zeal ous and honest servant. Under him were three

| ads; for the establishnment was a small one,
containing only four horses in all. One of these |ads
sat up each night in the stable, while the others
slept in the loft. Al three bore excellent
characters. John Straker, who is a married man, |ived
inasmll villa about two hundred yards fromthe
stables. He has no children, keeps one nmid-servant,
and is confortably off. The country round is very

| onely, but about half a mle to the north there is a
smal |l cluster of villas which have been built by a
Tavi stock contractor for the use of invalids and
others who may wi sh to enjoy the pure Dartnoor air
Tavi stock itself lies two mles to the west, while
across the noor, also about two miles distant, is the
| arger training establishment of Mapleton, which

bel ongs to Lord Backwater, and is managed by Sil as
Brown. |In every other direction the noor is a
conplete wilderness, inhabited only by a few roaning
gypsies. Such was the general situation |ast Monday
ni ght when the catastrophe occurred.

"On that evening the horses had been exercised and
wat ered as usual, and the stables were | ocked up at
nine o' clock. Two of the |lads wal ked up to the
trainer's house, where they had supper in the kitchen
while the third, Ned Hunter, remained on guard. At a
few minutes after nine the maid, Edith Baxter, carried
down to the stables his supper, which consisted of a
dish of curried nutton. She took no liquid, as there
was a water-tap in the stables, and it was the rule
that the lad on duty should drink nothing else. The
maid carried a lantern with her, as it was very dark



and the path ran across the open noor.

"Edith Baxter was within thirty yards of the stables,
when a man appeared out of the darkness and called to
her to stop. As he stepped into the circle of yellow
light throwm by the lantern she saw that he was a
person of gentlemanly bearing, dressed in a gray suit
of tweeds, with a cloth cap. He wore gaiters, and
carried a heavy stick with a knob to it. She was npst
i npressed, however, by the extrene pallor of his face
and by the nervousness of his manner. His age, she

t hought, woul d be rather over thirty than under it.

"'*Can you tell me where I an?' he asked. 'I| had al npost
made up my mnd to sleep on the noor, when | saw the
Iight of your lantern.

"*You are close to the King's Pyl and
traini ng-stables,’ said she.

"' Oh, indeed! \What a stroke of luck!' he cried. "I
understand that a stabl e-boy sleeps there al one every
night. Perhaps that is his supper which you are
carrying to him Now | am sure that you would not be
too proud to earn the price of a new dress, would
you?' He took a piece of white paper folded up out of
hi s wai stcoat pocket. 'See that the boy has this
to-ni ght, and you shall have the prettiest frock that
noney can buy.'

"She was frightened by the earnestness of his manner,
and ran past himto the wi ndow t hrough which she was

accustoned to hand the neals. It was already opened,
and Hunter was seated at the small table inside. She
had begun to tell him of what had happened, when the

stranger cane up again.

"' Good-evening,' said he, |ooking through the w ndow.
"I wanted to have a word with you." The girl has
sworn that as he spoke she noticed the corner of the
little paper packet protruding fromhis closed hand.
"'What business have you here?' asked the | ad.

"'‘1t's business that may put sonething into your

pocket,' said the other. 'You ve two horses in for
t he Wessex Cup--Silver Blaze and Bayard. Let ne have
the straight tip and you won't be a loser. Is it a

fact that at the weights Bayard could give the other a
hundred yards in five furlongs, and that the stable
have put their nobney on hinP'

"''So, you're one of those dammed touts!' cried the
lad. 'I'll show you how we serve themin King's

Pyl and.' He sprang up and rushed across the stable to
unl cose the dog. The girl fled away to the house, but
as she ran she | ooked back and saw that the stranger



was | eaning through the window. A minute |ater
however, when Hunter rushed out with the hound he was
gone, and though he ran all round the buildings he
failed to find any trace of him"

"One nonent," | asked. "Did the stable-boy, when he
ran out with the dog, |eave the door unl ocked behind
hi n?"

"Excel l ent, Watson, excellent!" nurrmured ny conpanion.
"The inportance of the point struck me so forcibly
that I sent a special wire to Dartmoor yesterday to
clear the matter up. The boy |ocked the door before
he left it. The window, | may add, was not |arge
enough for a man to get through

"Hunter waited until his fell owgroons had returned,
when he sent a nessage to the trainer and told him
what had occurred. Straker was excited at hearing the
account, although he does not seemto have quite

realized its true significance. It left him however,
vaguel y uneasy, and Ms. Straker, waking at one in the
nor ni ng, found that he was dressing. In reply to her

inquiries, he said that he could not sleep on account
of his anxiety about the horses, and that he intended
to walk down to the stables to see that all was well
She begged himto remain at hone, as she coul d hear
the rain pattering against the w ndow, but in spite of
her entreaties he pulled on his |arge mackintosh and
left the house.

"Ms. Straker awoke at seven in the norning, to find
that her husband had not yet returned. She dressed
hersel f hastily, called the maid, and set off for the
stabl es. The door was open; inside, huddled together
upon a chair, Hunter was sunk in a state of absolute
stupor, the favorite's stall was enpty, and there were
no signs of his trainer

"The two | ads who slept in the chaff-cutting |oft
above the harness-room were quickly aroused. They had
heard nothing during the night, for they are both
sound sl eepers. Hunter was obviously under the

i nfluence of sone powerful drug, and as no sense could
be got out of him he was left to sleep it off while
the two | ads and the two wonen ran out in search of
the absentees. They still had hopes that the trainer
had for sone reason taken out the horse for early
exerci se, but on ascending the knoll near the house,
fromwhich all the neighboring noors were visible,
they not only could see no signs of the m ssing
favorite, but they perceived sonething which warned
themthat they were in the presence of a tragedy.

"About a quarter of a mile fromthe stables John
Straker's overcoat was flapping froma furze-bush.
I medi ately beyond there was a bow - shaped depression



in the moor, and at the bottom of this was found the
dead body of the unfortunate trainer. Hs head had
been shattered by a savage bl ow from sone heavy
weapon, and he was wounded on the thigh, where there
was a long, clean cut, inflicted evidently by sone
very sharp instrunent. It was clear, however, that
Straker had defended hinsel f vigorously against his
assailants, for in his right hand he held a snal

kni fe, which was clotted with blood up to the handl e,
while in his left he clasped a red and bl ack silk
cravat, which was recognized by the maid as having
been worn on the preceding evening by the stranger who
had visited the stables. Hunter, on recovering from
his stupor, was also quite positive as to the
ownership of the cravat. He was equally certain that
the sane stranger had, while standing at the w ndow,
drugged his curried nutton, and so deprived the
stabl es of their watchman. As to the m ssing horse,
there were abundant proofs in the nmud which lay at the
bottom of the fatal hollow that he had been there at
the tine of the struggle. But fromthat norning he
has di sappeared, and al though a large reward has been
of fered, and all the gypsies of Dartnobor are on the
alert, no news has conme of him Finally, an analysis
has shown that the renmmins of his supper left by the
stabl e-1ad contain an appreci able quantity of powdered
opi um while the people at the house partook of the
same dish on the sane night without any ill effect.

"Those are the main facts of the case, stripped of al
surm se, and stated as baldly as possible. | shal
now recapitul ate what the police have done in the
matter.

"I nspector Gregory, to whomthe case has been
committed, is an extrenely conpetent officer. Wre he
but gifted with inagination he mght rise to great
heights in his profession. On his arrival he pronptly
found and arrested the man upon whom suspi ci on
naturally rested. There was little difficulty in
finding him for he inhabited one of those villas
which | have nentioned. His nane, it appears, was
Fitzroy Sinpson. He was a man of excellent birth and
education, who had squandered a fortune upon the turf,
and who lived now by doing a little quiet and gentee
book-maki ng in the sporting clubs of London. An

exam nation of his betting-book shows that bets to the
anount of five thousand pounds had been registered by
hi m agai nst the favorite. On being arrested he

vol unteered that statement that he had conme down to
Dartmoor in the hope of getting sone information about
the King's Pyland horses, and al so about Desborough
the second favorite, which was in charge of Silas
Brown at the Mapleton stables. He did not attenpt to
deny that he had acted as described upon the evening
before, but declared that he had no sinister designs,
and had sinply wi shed to obtain first-hand



i nformati on. \When confronted with his cravat, he
turned very pale, and was utterly unable to account
for its presence in the hand of the murdered man. Hi s
wet cl othing showed that he had been out in the storm
of the night before, and his stick, which was a
Penang- | awyer weighted with | ead, was just such a
weapon as might, by repeated blows, have inflicted the
terrible injuries to which the trai ner had succunbed.
On the other hand, there was no wound upon his person,
while the state of Straker's knife would show that one
at least of his assailants nust bear his mark upon
him There you have it all in a nutshell, Wtson, and
if you can give ne any light | shall be infinitely
obliged to you."

I had listened with the greatest interest to the
statenment which Hol nmes, with characteristic clearness,
had | aid before nme. Though nopst of the facts were
famliar to ne, | had not sufficiently appreciated
their relative inportance, nor their connection to
each ot her.

"I's in not possible," |I suggested, "that the incised
woul d upon Straker may have been caused by his own
knife in the convul sive struggles which follow any
brain injury?"

"It is nore than possible; it is probable," said
Hol mes. "In that case one of the main points in favor
of the accused di sappears.™

"And yet," said I, "even now | fail to understand what
the theory of the police can be."

"I am afraid that whatever theory we state has very
grave objections to it," returned my conpanion. "The
police imagine, | take it, that this Fitzroy Sinpson,
havi ng drugged the | ad, and having in some way
obt ai ned a duplicate key, opened the stable door and
took out the horse, with the intention, apparently, of
ki dnapping himaltogether. His bridle is mssing, so
that Sinmpson nust have put this on. Then, having |eft
t he door open behind him he was | eading the horse
away over the noor, when he was either net or
overtaken by the trainer. A row naturally ensued.

Si npson beat out the trainer's brains with his heavy
stick without receiving any injury fromthe small

kni fe which Straker used in self-defence, and then the
thief either led the horse on to sone secret

hi di ng-pl ace, or else it may have bolted during the
struggl e, and be now wandering out on the noors. That
is the case as it appears to the police, and

i mprobable as it is, all other explanations are nore

i mprobable still. However, | shall very quickly test
the matter when | am once upon the spot, and unti

then | cannot really see how we can get much further

t han our present position.”



It was evening before we reached the little town of
Tavi stock, which lies, like the boss of a shield, in
the m ddl e of the huge circle of Dartmoor. Two
gentlenmen were awaiting us in the station--the one a

tall, fair man with lion-like hair and beard and
curiously penetrating |ight blue eyes; the other a
smal |, alert person, very neat and dapper, in a

frock-coat and gaiters, with trimlittle side-whiskers
and an eye-glass. The latter was Col onel Ross, the
wel | - known sportsman; the other, Inspector Gregory, a
man who was rapidly making his nanme in the English
detective service.

"I am delighted that you have cone down, M. Hol nes,"

said the Colonel. "The Inspector here has done al

that coul d possi bly be suggested, but | wish to | eave

no stone unturned in trying to avenge poor Straker and
in recovering my horse.”

"Have there been any fresh devel opnents?" asked
Hol nes.

"I amsorry to say that we have nmade very little
progress," said the Inspector. "W have an open
carriage outside, and as you would no doubt like to
see the place before the light fails, we nmight talk it
over as we drive."

A mnute |ater we were all seated in a confortable

| andau, and were rattling through the quaint old
Devonshire city. |Inspector Gregory was full of his
case, and poured out a stream of remarks, while Hol nes
threw in an occasional question or interjection.

Col onel Ross | eaned back with his arns folded and his
hat tilted over his eyes, while |I listened with
interest to the dial ogue of the two detectives.
Gregory was formulating his theory, which was al nost
exactly what Hol mes had foretold in the train.

"The net is drawn pretty close round Fitzroy Sinpson,"
he remarked, "and | believe nyself that he is our man.
At the sanme time | recognize that the evidence is
purely circunstantial, and that sone new devel opnent
may upset it."

"How about Straker's knife?"

"We have quite cone to the conclusion that he wounded
hinself in his fall."

"My friend Dr. Watson nade that suggestion to ne as we
came down. |If so, it would tell against this man
Si npson. "

"Undoubtedly. He has neither a knife nor any sign of
a wound. The evidence against himis certainly very



strong. He had a great interest in the disappearance
of the favorite. He lies under suspicion of having
poi soned the stabl e-boy, he was undoubtedly out in the
storm he was armed with a heavy stick, and his cravat
was found in the dead man's hand. | really think we
have enough to go before a jury."

Hol mes shook his head. "A clever counsel would tear
it all to rags," said he. "Wy should he take the
horse out of the stable? |If he wished to injure it
why could he not do it there? Has a duplicate key
been found in his possession? Wat chemi st sold him
t he powdered opiunf? Above all, where could he, a
stranger to the district, hide a horse, and such a
horse as this? What is his own explanation as to the
paper which he wished the maid to give to the

st abl e- boy?"

"He says that it was a ten-pound note. One was found
in his purse. But your other difficulties are not so
form dable as they seem He is not a stranger to the
district. He has twice |odged at Tavistock in the
sumer. The opi um was probably brought from London
The key, having served its purpose, would be hurled
away. The horse may be at the bottom of one of the
pits or old mines upon the noor."

"What does he say about the cravat?”

"He acknow edges that it is his, and declares that he
had lost it. But a new el enment has been introduced
into the case which may account for his | eading the
horse fromthe stable.”

Hol mes pricked up his ears.

"We have found traces which show that a party of
gypsi es encanped on Mnday night within a mle of the
spot where the nmurder took place. On Tuesday they
were gone. Now, presum ng that there was sone
under st andi ng between Sinpson and these gypsies, m ght
he not have been | eading the horse to them when he was
overtaken, and may they not have hi m now?"

"It is certainly possible."

"The noor is being scoured for these gypsies. | have
al so exam ned every stable and out-house in Tavistock
and for a radius of ten mles."

"There is another training-stable quite close,
under st and?"

"Yes, and that is a factor which we nust certainly not
negl ect. As Desborough, their horse, was second in
the betting, they had an interest in the di sappearance
of the favorite. Silas Brown, the trainer, is known



to have had | arge bets upon the event, and he was no
friend to poor Straker. W have, however, exani ned
the stables, and there is nothing to connect himwth
the affair.”

"And nothing to connect this nman Sinpson with the
i nterests of the Mapl eton stabl es?”

“Not hing at all."

Hol mes | eaned back in the carriage, and the
conversation ceased. A few minutes later our driver
pulled up at a neat little red-brick villa with

over hangi ng eaves which stood by the road. Sone

di stance off, across a paddock, lay a long gray-tiled
out-building. In every other direction the |ow curves
of the noor, bronze-colored fromthe fading ferns,
stretched away to the sky-line, broken only by the

st eepl es of Tavistock, and by a cluster of houses away
to the westward which marked the Mapl eton stables. W
all sprang out with the exception of Hol mes, who
continued to | ean back with his eyes fixed upon the
sky in front of him entirely absorbed in his own
thoughts. It was only when | touched his armthat he
roused hinself with a violent start and stepped out of
the carri age.

"Excuse ne," said he, turning to Colonel Ross, who
had | ooked at himin some surprise. "l was
day-dream ng." There was a gleamin his eyes and a
suppressed excitenent in his manner which convinced
me, used as | was to his ways, that his hand was upon
a clue, though I could not inagine where he had found
it.

"Perhaps you would prefer at once to go on to the
scene of the crime, M. Holnes?" said G egory.

"I think that | should prefer to stay here a little
and go into one or two questions of detail. Straker
was brought back here, | presune?"

"Yes; he lies upstairs. The inquest is to-norrow."

"He has been in your service sone years, Col one
Ross?"

"I have al ways found hi man excellent servant.”

"I presune that you nmade an inventory of what he had
in this pockets at the tine of his death, Inspector?"

"I have the things thenselves in the sitting-room if
you would care to see them™

"I should be very glad.” We all filed into the front
room and sat round the central table while the



I nspector unl ocked a square tin box and laid a snal
heap of things before us. There was a box of vestas,
two inches of tallow candle, an A D P brier-root pipe,
a pouch of seal-skin with half an ounce of | ong-cut
Cavendi sh, a silver watch with a gold chain, five
sovereigns in gold, an alum num pencil-case, a few
papers, and an ivory-handled knife with a very
delicate, inflexible bade marked Wi ss & Co., London

"This is a very singular knife," said Holnes, lifting
it up and exanmining it mnutely. "l presume, as | see
bl ood-stains upon it, that it is the one which was
found in the dead man's grasp. Wtson, this knife is
surely in your line?"

"It is what we call a cataract knife," said |

"I thought so. A very delicate blade devised for very
delicate work. A strange thing for a man to carry

wi th himupon a rough expedition, especially as it
woul d not shut in his pocket."

"The tip was guarded by a disk of cork which we found
besi de his body," said the Inspector. "His wife tells
us that the knife had |lain upon the dressing-table,
and that he had picked it up as he left the room |
was a poor weapon, but perhaps the best that he coul
lay his hands on at the nonent."

t
d
"Very possible. How about these papers?”

"Three of them are recei pted hay-deal ers' accounts.
One of themis a letter of instructions from Col one
Ross. This other is a mlliner's account for
thirty-seven pounds fifteen made out by Madane
Lesurier, of Bond Street, to WIIliam Derbyshire. Ms.
Straker tells us that Derbyshire was a friend of her
husband' s and that occasionally his letters were
addressed here.™

"Madam Der byshire had sonewhat expensive tastes,"”
remar ked Hol nes, gl ancing down the account.
"Twenty-two guineas is rather heavy for a single
costune. However there appears to be nothing nore to
| earn, and we nmay now go down to the scene of the
crime."

As we energed fromthe sitting-rooma woman, who had
been waiting in the passage, took a step forward and

| ai d her hand upon the Inspector's sleeve. Her face
was haggard and thin and eager, stanped with the print
of a recent horror.

"Have you got then? Have you found thenP" she panted.

"No, Ms. Straker. But M. Hol mes here has cone from
London to help us, and we shall do all that is



possi ble.”

"Surely I nmet you in Plymouth at a garden-party some
little time ago, Ms. Straker?" said Hol nes.

"No, sir; you are m staken."

"Dear nme! Why, | could have sworn to it. You wore a
costune of dove-colored silk with ostrich-feather
trimmng."

"I never had such a dress, sir," answered the | ady.
"Ah, that quite settles it," said Holmes. And with an
apol ogy he followed the Inspector outside. A short
wal k across the noor took us to the hollow in which
the body had been found. At the brink of it was the
furze-bush upon which the coat had been hung.

"There was no wi nd that night, | understand,"” said
Hol nes.

"None; but very heavy rain."

"I'n that case the overcoat was not bl own agai nst the
furze-bush, but placed there."

"Yes, it was laid across the bush."

"You fill me with interest, | perceive that the
ground has been tranpled up a good deal. No doubt
many feet have been here since Monday night."

"A piece of matting has been laid here at the side,
and we have all stood upon that."

"Excel l ent."

"I'n this bag | have one of the boots which Straker
wore, one of Fitzroy Sinpson' s shoes, and a cast
horseshoe of Silver Bl aze."

"My dear Inspector, you surpass yourself!" Homes took
the bag, and, descending into the hollow, he pushed
the matting into a nore central position. Then
stretching hinmself upon his face and | eaning his chin
upon his hands, he made a careful study of the
tranmpled nud in front of him "Hullo!" said he,
suddenly. "What's this?" It was a wax vesta hal f
burned, which was so coated with nmud that it | ooked at
first like alittle chip of wood.

"I cannot think how | came to overlook it," said the
I nspector, with an expression of annoyance.
"It was invisible, buried in the nud. | only saw it

because | was | ooking for it."



"What! You expected to find it?"
"1 thought it not unlikely."

He took the boots fromthe bag, and conpared the

i mpressi ons of each of themw th marks upon the
ground. Then he cl anbered up to the rimof the
hol | ow, and crawl ed about among the ferns and bushes.
"I amafraid that there are no nore tracks," said the
Inspector. "I have exam ned the ground very carefully
for a hundred yards in each direction."

"I ndeed!" said Holnes, rising. "Il should not have the
i mpertinence to do it again after what you say. But |
should like to take a little walk over the noor before
it grows dark, that | may know my ground to-norrow,
and | think that | shall put this horseshoe into ny
pocket for luck."

Col onel Ross, who had shown sone signs of inpatience
at ny conpanion's quiet and systematic nethod of work,
gl anced at his watch. "I w sh you woul d cone back
with nme, Inspector," said he. "There are severa

poi nts on which | should Iike your advice, and
especially as to whether we do not owe it to the
public to renmove our horse's name fromthe entries for
the Cup."

"Certainly not," cried Holnmes, with decision. "I
should | et the nane stand."

The Col onel bowed. "I amvery glad to have had your
opinion, sir," said he. "You will find us at poor
Straker's house when you have finished your wal k, and
we can drive together into Tavistock."

He turned back with the Inspector, while Hol nes and
wal ked sl owmy across the noor. The sun was begi nni ng
to sink behind the stables of Mapleton, and the |ong,
sloping plain in front of us was tinged with gold,
deepening into rich, ruddy browns where the faded
ferns and branbl es caught the evening light. But the
glories of the | andscape were all wasted upon ny
conpani on, who was sunk in the deepest thought.

"It's this way, Watson,"” said he at last. "W may

| eave the question of who killed John Straker for the
i nstant, and confine ourselves to finding out what has
become of the horse. Now, supposing that he broke
away during or after the tragedy, where could he have
gone to? The horse is a very gregarious creature. |f
left to hinself his instincts would have been either
to return to King's Pyland or go over to Mapleton

Why should he run wild upon the nmoor? He would surely
have been seen by now. And why shoul d gypsi es kidnap



hi n? These peopl e al ways cl ear out when they hear of
trouble, for they do not wish to be pestered by the
police. They could not hope to sell such a horse.
They would run a great risk and gain nothing by taking
him Surely that is clear."

"Where is he, then?"

"I have already said that he nust have gone to King's
Pyl and or to Mapleton. He is not at King's Pyland.
Therefore he is at Mapleton. Let us take that as a
wor ki ng hypothesis and see what it leads us to. This
part of the nmpoor, as the Inspector remarked, is very
hard and dry. But if falls away towards Mapl eton, and
you can see fromhere that there is a long holl ow over
yonder, which nust have been very wet on Monday ni ght.
I f our supposition is correct, then the horse nust
have crossed that, and there is the point where we
shoul d | ook for his tracks."

We had been wal king briskly during this conversation
and a few nore m nutes brought us to the hollow in
guestion. At Hol mes' request | wal ked down the bank
to the right, and he to the left, but | had not taken
fifty paces before | heard himgive a shout, and saw
hi m waving his hand to me. The track of a horse was
plainly outlined in the soft earth in front of him
and the shoe which he took from his pocket exactly
fitted the inpression.

"See the value of imagination," said Holnes. "It is
the one quality which Gegory |lacks. W inmagi ned what
m ght have happened, acted upon the supposition, and
find ourselves justified. Let us proceed."

We crossed the marshy bottom and passed over a quarter
of a mle of dry, hard turf. Again the ground sl oped,
and again we cane on the tracks. Then we |ost them
for half a mle, but only to pick themup once nore
quite close to Mapleton. It was Hol mnes who saw t hem
first, and he stood pointing with a | ook of triunph
upon his face. A man's track was visible beside the
horse's.

"The horse was al one before,"” | cried.
"Quite so. It was alone before. Hullo, what is
t hi s?"

The doubl e track turned sharp off and took the
direction of King's Pyland. Hones whistled, and we
both foll owed along after it. H s eyes were on the
trail, but | happened to look a little to one side,
and saw to ny surprise the same tracks com ng back
again in the opposite direction.

"One for you, Watson," said Hol mes, when | pointed it



out. "You have saved us a long wal k, which would have
brought us back on our own traces. Let us follow the
return track."

We had not to go far. It ended at the paving of
asphalt which led up to the gates of the Mapl eton
stables. As we approached, a groomran out fromthem

"We don't want any |loiterers about here," said he.

"I only wished to ask a question,"” said Holnes, with
his finger and thunb in his waistcoat pocket. "Should
| be too early to see your naster, M. Silas Brown, if
| were to call at five o'clock to-nmorrow norning?"

"Bl ess you, sir, if any one is about he will be, for
he is always the first stirring. But here he is, sir
to answer your questions for hinself. No, sir, no; it
is as much as my place is worth to Il et himsee ne
touch your noney. Afterwards, if you like."

As Sherl ock Hol nes replaced the hal f-crown which he
had drawn from his pocket, a fierce-looking elderly
man strode out fromthe gate with a hunting-crop
swinging in his hand.

"What's this, Dawson!" he cried. "No gossiping! o
about your business! And you, what the devil do you
want here?"

"Ten mnutes' talk with you, ny good sir," said Hol nes

in the sweetest of voices.

“I"'ve notine to talk to every gadabout. We want no
stranger here. Be off, or you may find a dog at your
heel s. "

Hol mes | eaned forward and whi spered sonething in the
trainer's ear. He started violently and flushed to
the tenples.

"It's alie!" he shouted, "an infernal liel"

"Very good. Shall we argue about it here in public or
talk it over in your parlor?"

"Ch, cone in if you wish to."

Hol mes smiled. "I shall not keep you nore than a few
m nutes, Watson," said he. "Now, M. Brown, | am
quite at your disposal."

It was twenty minutes, and the reds had all faded into
grays before Holnes and the trainer reappeared. Never
have | seen such a change as had been brought about in
Silas Brown in that short tine. His face was ashy
pal e, beads of perspiration shone upon his brow, and



hi s hands shook until the hunting-crop wagged |like a
branch in the wind. His bullying, overbearing manner
was all gone too, and he cringed along at ny
conpanion's side |like a dog with its naster.

"You instructions will be done. It shall all be
done," said he.

"There nust be no m stake," said Hol nes, |ooking round
at him The other winced as he read the nenace in his
eyes.

"Oh no, there shall be no nm stake. It shall be there.
Should I change it first or not?"

Hol mes thought a little and then burst out |aughing.
"No, don't," said he; "I shall wite to you about it.
No tricks, now, or--"

"Ch, you can trust me, you can trust ne!"

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

"A nore perfect conpound of the bully, coward, and
sneak than Master Silas Brown | have seldomnmet with,"
remar ked Hol mes as we trudged al ong together

"He has the horse, then?"

"He tried to bluster out of it, but | described to him
so exactly what his actions had been upon that norning
that he is convinced that | was watching him O
course you observed the peculiarly square toes in the
i mpressions, and that his own boots exactly
corresponded to them Again, of course no subordinate
woul d have dared to do such a thing. | described to
hi m how, when according to his custom he was the first
down, he perceived a strange horse wandering over the
nmoor. How he went out to it, and his astoni shment at
recogni zing, fromthe white forehead whi ch has given
the favorite its name, that chance had put in his
power the only horse which could beat the one upon

whi ch he had put his nobney. Then | described how his
first inpulse had been to | ead himback to King's

Pyl and, and how the devil had shown hi m how he coul d
hi de the horse until the race was over, and how he had
led it back and concealed it at Mapleton. Wien | told
hi m every detail he gave it up and thought only of
saving his own skin."

"But his stables had been searched?"

"Ch, and old horse-fakir |ike himhas nmany a dodge."



"But are you not afraid to |leave the horse in his

power now, since he has every interest in injuring
it?"

"My dear fellow, he will guard it as the apple of his
eye. He knows that his only hope of nercy is to
produce it safe."”

"Col onel Ross did not inpress ne as a man who woul d be
likely to show nuch nmercy in any case."

"The matter does not rest with Colonel Ross. | follow
my own nethods, and tell as nmuch or as little as |
choose. That is the advantage of being unofficial.
don't know whether you observed it, Watson, but the
Col onel's manner has been just a trifle cavalier to
me. | aminclined nowto have a little anusement at
hi s expense. Say nothing to hi mabout the horse.”

"Certainly not without your pernission."

"And of course this is all quite a mnor point
conpared to the question of who killed John Straker."

"And you will devote yourself to that?"

"On the contrary, we both go back to London by the
night train.”

I was thunderstruck by ny friend' s words. We had only
been a few hours in Devonshire, and that he should
give up an investigation which he had begun so
brilliantly was quite inconprehensible to ne. Not a
word more could | draw from himuntil we were back at
the trainer's house. The Col onel and the |nspector
were awaiting us in the parlor.

"My friend and | return to town by the night-express,”
said Holmes. "W have had a charming little breath of
your beautiful Dartnoor air."

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

"So you despair of arresting the nmurderer of poor
Straker," said he.

Hol mes shrugged his shoulders. "There are certainly
grave difficulties in the way," said he. "I have

every hope, however, that your horse will start upon
Tuesday, and | beg that you will have your jockey in

readi ness. Mght | ask for a photograph of M. John
Straker?"

The I nspector took one from an envel ope and handed it
to him



"My dear Gregory, you anticipate all nmy wants. |f
m ght ask you to wait here for an instant, | have a
question which | should like to put to the maid."

"I must say that | amrather disappointed in our
London consultant,"” said Col onel Ross, bluntly, as ny
friend left the room "I do not see that we are any
further than when he came."

"At | east you have his assurance that your horse will
run," said I.

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

I was about to make sone reply in defence of ny friend
when he entered the room agai n.

"Now, gentlenen," said he, "I amquite ready for
Tavi st ock. "

As we stepped into the carriage one of the stable-Iads
hel d the door open for us. A sudden idea seened to
occur to Hol nes, for he | eaned forward and touched the
| ad upon the sleeve.

"You have a few sheep in the paddock," he said. "Who
attends to thenP"

"I do, sir.
"Have you noticed anything aniss with them of |ate?"

"Well, sir, not of much account; but three of them
have gone | ame, sir."

| could see that Hol nes was extrenely pl eased, for he
chuckl ed and rubbed his hands together

"A long shot, Watson; a very long shot," said he,
pinching ny arm "Gregory, let ne recommend to your
attention this singular epidem c anong the sheep
Drive on, coachman!"

Col onel Ross still wore an expression which showed the
poor opinion which he had formed of ny conpanion's
ability, but | saw by the Inspector's face that his
attenti on had been keenly aroused.

"You consider that to be inportant?" he asked.

"Exceedingly so."

"I's there any point to which you would wi sh to draw mny
attention?"



"To the curious incident of the dog in the
night-tine."

"The dog did nothing in the night-tinme."

"That was the curious incident," remarked Sherl ock

Hol nes.

Four days later Holmes and | were again in the train
bound for Wnchester to see the race for the Wssex
Cup. Colonel Ross met us by appoi ntnment outside the
station, and we drove in his drag to the course beyond
the town. His face was grave, and his nanner was cold
in the extrene.

"I have seen nothing of ny horse," said he.

"l suppose that you would know hi m when you saw hi n?"
asked Hol nmes.

The Col onel was very angry. "I have been on the turf
for twenty years, and never was asked such a question
as that before," said he. "A child would know Sil ver

Bl aze, with his white forehead and his nmottl ed
of f-foreleg."

"How i s the betting?"

"Well, that is the curious part of it. You could have
got fifteen to one yesterday, but the price has becone
shorter and shorter, until you can hardly get three to
one now."

"Hum " said Hol mes. "Sonebody knows sonething, that
is clear.”

As the drag drew up in the encl osure near the grand
stand | glanced at the card to see the entries.

Wessex Plate [it ran] 50 sovs each h ft with 1000 sovs
added for four and five year olds. Second, L300.
Third, L200. New course (one mile and five furlongs).
M. Heath Newton's The Negro. Red cap. Cinnanon

j acket .

Col onel Wardlaw s Pugilist. Pink cap. Blue and bl ack
j acket .

Lord Backwater's Desborough. Yellow cap and sl eeves.
Col onel Ross's Silver Blaze. Black cap. Red jacket.
Duke of Balnoral's Iris. Yellow and bl ack stri pes.
Lord Singleford s Rasper. Purple cap. Black sl eeves.

"We scratched our other one, and put all hopes on your
word," said the Colonel. "Wy, what is that? Silver
Bl aze favorite?"



"Five to four against Silver Blaze!" roared the ring.
"Five to four against Silver Blaze! Five to fifteen
agai nst Desborough! Five to four on the field!"

"There are the nunbers up," | cried. "They are al
six there."

"All six there? Then ny horse is running," cried the
Colonel in great agitation. "But | don't see him My
col ors have not passed."

"Only five have passed. This nust be he."

As | spoke a powerful bay horse swept out fromthe
wei ghting encl osure and cantered past us, bearing on
it back the well-known bl ack and red of the Col onel

"That's not my horse,"” cried the owner. "That beast
has not a white hair upon its body. What is this that
you have done, M. Hol mes?"

"Well, well, let us see how he gets on," said ny
friend, inperturbably. For a few m nutes he gazed
through ny field-glass. "Capital! An excellent
start!" he cried suddenly. "There they are, coning
round the curve!"

From our drag we had a superb view as they canme up the
straight. The six horses were so close together that
a carpet could have covered them but half way up the
yel l ow of the Mapl eton stable showed to the front.
Before they reached us, however, Desborough's bolt was
shot, and the Colonel's horse, conmng away with a
rush, passed the post a good six |lengths before its
rival, the Duke of Balnmoral's Iris meking a bad third.

"It's ny race, anyhow," gasped the Col onel, passing
his hand over his eyes. "I confess that | can nmake
neither head nor tail of it. Don't you think that you
have kept up your nystery |ong enough, M. Hol nes?"

"Certainly, Colonel, you shall know everything. Let
us all go round and have a | ook at the horse together
Here he is," he continued, as we nmade our way into the
wei ghi ng encl osure, where only owners and their
friends find admttance. "You have only to wash his
face and his leg in spirits of wine, and you will find
that he is the sanme old Silver Blaze as ever."

"You take nmy breath away!"

"I found himin the hands of a fakir, and took the
liberty of running himjust as he was sent over."

"My dear sir, you have done wonders. The horse | ooks
very fit and well. It never went better inits life.



I owe you a thousand apol ogi es for having doubted your
ability. You have done ne a great service by
recovering ny horse. You would do me a greater stil
if you could |lay your hands on the nurderer of John
Straker."

"I have done so," said Holnes quietly.

The Colonel and | stared at himin amazenent. "You
have got him \Were is he, then?"

"He is here.”
"Here! \Where?"
“I'n nmy conpany at the present nonent."

The Col onel flushed angrily. "I quite recognize that

I am under obligations to you, M. Holnes," said he,
"but | nust regard what you have just said as either a
very bad joke or an insult.”

Sherl ock Hol mes | aughed. "I assure you that | have
not associated you with the crine, Colonel," said he.
"The real nurderer is standing i nmediately behind
you." He stepped past and laid his hand upon the

gl ossy neck of the thoroughbred.

"The horse!" cried both the Col onel and myself.

"Yes, the horse. And it may lessen his guilt if | say
that it was done in self-defence, and that John
Straker was a man who was entirely unworthy of your
confidence. But there goes the bell, and as | stand
towinalittle on this next race, | shall defer a

| engt hy explanation until a nore fitting tinme."

We had the corner of a Pullmn car to ourselves that
evening as we whirled back to London, and | fancy that
the journey was a short one to Col onel Ross as well as
to myself, as we listened to our conpanion's narrative
of the events which had occurred at the Dart noor

trai ni ng-stabl es upon the Monday night, and the neans
by which he had unravelled them

"l confess,"” said he, "that any theories which | had
formed fromthe newspaper reports were entirely
erroneous. And yet there were indications there, had
they not been overlaid by other details which
concealed their true inport. | went to Devonshire
with the conviction that Fitzroy Sinpson was the true
cul prit, although, of course, | saw that the evidence
agai nst himwas by no neans conplete. It was while |
was in the carriage, just as we reached the trainer's



house, that the inmense significance of the curried
mutton occurred to ne. You may renenber that | was
distrait, and remmined sitting after you had al
alighted. | was marvelling in my own mnd how | could
possi bly have overl ooked so obvious a clue."”

"l confess," said the Colonel, "that even now | cannot
see how it helps us."

"It was the first link in my chain of reasoning.
Powdered opiumis by no neans tasteless. The flavor
is not disagreeable, but it is perceptible. Wre it
m xed with any ordinary dish the eater would
undoubtedly detect it, and would probably eat no nore.
A curry was exactly the nmedi um whi ch woul d di sgui se
this taste. By no possible supposition could this
stranger, Fitzroy Sinpson, have caused curry to be
served in the trainer's famly that night, and it is
surely too nonstrous a coinci dence to suppose that he
happened to conme along with powdered opi um upon the
very ni ght when a di sh happened to be served which
woul d di sguise the flavor. That is unthinkable.
Therefore Sinpson becones elimnated fromthe case,
and our attention centers upon Straker and his wife,
the only two people who could have chosen curried
nmutton for supper that night. The opium was added
after the dish was set aside for the stabl e-boy, for
the others had the same for supper with no il

effects. Wiich of them then, had access to that dish
wi t hout the maid seeing thenf?

"Before deciding that question | had grasped the
signi ficance of the silence of the dog, for one true
i nference invariably suggests others. The Sinpson

i nci dent had shown ne that a dog was kept in the
stabl es, and yet, though sone one had been in and had
fetched out a horse, he had not barked enough to
arouse the two lads in the loft. Obviously the

m dni ght visitor was sone one whom the dog knew well

"I was already convinced, or alnmost convinced, that
John Straker went down to the stables in the dead of
the night and took out Silver Blaze. For what
purpose? For a dishonest one, obviously, or why
shoul d he drug his own stable-boy? And yet | was at a
| oss to know why. There have been cases before now
where trainers have made sure of great sums of noney
by | ayi ng agai nst their own horses, through agents,
and then preventing them from w nning by fraud.
Sonetines it is a pulling jockey. Sonetinmes it is
some surer and subtler means. What was it here?
hoped that the contents of his pockets m ght help ne
to forma concl usion.

"And they did so. You cannot have forgotten the
singul ar knife which was found in the dead man's hand,
a knife which certainly no sane nman woul d choose for a



weapon. It was, as Dr. Watson told us, a form of
knife which is used for the nost delicate operations
known in surgery. And it was to be used for a
delicate operation that night. You nust know, with
your wi de experience of turf matters, Col onel Ross,
that it is possible to make a slight nick upon the
tendons of a horse's ham and to do it subcutaneously,
so as to | eave absolutely no trace. A horse so
treated woul d devel op a slight | aneness, which would
be put down to a strain in exercise or a touch of
rheumati sm but never to foul play."

"Villain! Scoundrel!" cried the Col onel

"We have here the explanation of why John Straker
wi shed to take the horse out on to the moor. So
spirited a creature would have certainly roused the
soundest of sleepers when it felt the prick of the

knife. It was absolutely necessary to do it in the
open air."
"l have been blind!" cried the Colonel. "O course

that was why he needed the candl e, and struck the
mat ch. "

"Undoubt edly. But in exam ning his belongings | was
fortunate enough to discover not only the nmethod of
the crime, but even its notives. As a man of the
wor | d, Col onel, you know that men do not carry other
people's bills about in their pockets. W have npst

of us quite enough to do to settle our owmn. | at once
concl uded that Straker was |eading a double life, and
keepi ng a second establishment. The nature of the
bill showed that there was a lady in the case, and one
who had expensive tastes. Liberal as you are with
your servants, one can hardly expect that they can buy
twenty-gui nea wal ki ng dresses for their ladies. |
guestioned Ms. Straker as to the dress w thout her
knowi ng it, and having satisfied nyself that it had
never reached her, | nade a note of the mlliner's
address, and felt that by calling there with Straker's
photograph | could easily dispose of the nmythica

Der byshi re.

"Fromthat tinme on all was plain. Straker had | ed out
the horse to a hollow where his |ight would be
invisible. Sinmpson in his flight had dropped his
cravat, and Straker had picked it up--with sone idea,
perhaps, that he might use it in securing the horse's
leg. Once in the hollow, he had got behind the horse
and had struck a light; but the creature frightened at
the sudden glare, and with the strange instinct of
animals feeling that sonme mi schief was intended, had

| ashed out, and the steel shoe had struck Straker ful
on the forehead. He had already, in spite of the
rain, taken off his overcoat in order to do his
delicate task, and so, as he fell, his knife gashed



his thigh. Do I nmake it clear?"

"Wonderful!" cried the Colonel. "Whnderful! You
m ght have been there!”

"My final shot was, | confess a very long one. It
struck me that so astute a man as Straker woul d not
undertake this delicate tendon-nicking w thout a
little practice. MWhat could he practice on? M eyes
fell upon the sheep, and | asked a question which
rather to my surprise, showed that my surm se was
correct.

"When | returned to London | called upon the mlliner
who had recogni zed Straker as an excell ent custoner of
the nane of Derbyshire, who had a very dashing wi fe,
with a strong partiality for expensive dresses. |
have no doubt that this woman had pl unged hi m over
head and ears in debt, and so led himinto this

m serable plot."

"You have explained all but one thing," cried the
Col onel . "Where was the horse?"

"Ah, it bolted, and was cared for by one of your

nei ghbors. W nust have an ammesty in that direction
I think. This is O apham Junction, if | am not

m st aken, and we shall be in Victoria in |less than ten
m nutes. |If you care to snoke a cigar in our roomns,
Col onel, | shall be happy to give you any ot her
details which mght interest you."

Adventure 11

The Yel | ow Face

[In publishing these short sketches based upon the
nunmer ous cases in which nmy conpanion's singular gifts
have made us the |isteners to, and eventually the
actors in, sone strange dramm, it is only natural that
| should dwell rather upon his successes than upon his
failures. And this not so nuch for the sake of his
reputations--for, indeed, it was when he was at his
wits' end that his energy and his versatility were
nost adm rabl e--but because where he failed it
happened too often that no one el se succeeded, and
that the tale was left forever w thout a concl usion
Now and agai n, however, it chanced that even when he
erred, the truth was still discovered. | have noted
of some hal f-dozen cases of the kind the Adventure of
the Musgrave Ritual and that which I am about to
recount are the two which present the strongest
features of interest.]



Sher | ock Hol nes was a man who sel dom t ook exercise for
exercise's sake. Few nen were capable of greater
muscul ar effort, and he was undoubtedly one of the
finest boxers of his weight that | have ever seen; but
he | ooked upon aimess bodily exertion as a waste of
energy, and he sel dom bestirred hinsel f save when
there was sone professional object to be served. Then
he was absolutely untiring and indefatigable. That he
shoul d have kept hinself in training under such
circumstances is remarkable, but his diet was usually
of the sparest, and his habits were sinple to the
verge of austerity. Save for the occasional use of
cocai ne, he had no vices, and he only turned to the
drug as a protest agai nst the nonotony of existence
when cases were scanty and the papers uninteresting.

One day in early spring he had so far relaxed as to

go for a walk with nme in the Park, where the first
faint shoots of green were breaking out upon the el s,
and the sticky spear-heads of the chestnuts were just
begi nning to burst into their five-fold | eaves. For
two hours we ranbled about together, in silence for
the nost part, as befits two men who know each ot her
intimately. It was nearly five before we were back in
Baker Street once nore.

"Beg pardon, sir," said our page-boy, as he opened the

door. "There's been a gentleman here asking for you,
sir.”

Hol mes gl anced reproachfully at ne. "So nuch for
afternoon wal ks!" said he. "Has this gentleman gone,
t hen?"

"“Yes, sir."

"Didn't you ask himin?"
"Yes, sir; he cane in."
"How | ong did he wait?"

"Hal f an hour, sir. He was a very restless gentlenan,
sir, a-walkin' and a-stanpin' all the tinme he was
here. | was waitin' outside the door, sir, and

could hear him At last he outs into the passage, and
he cries, 'Is that man never goin' to cone? Those
were his very words, sir. ‘"You'll only need to wait a
little longer,' says |I. 'Then I'll wait in the open
air, for | feel half choked,' says he. 'I'll be back
before long." And with that he ups and he outs, and
all | could say wouldn't hold him back."

"Well, well, you did you best," said Hol nmes, as we
wal ked into our room "It's very annoyi ng, though
Watson. | was badly in need of a case, and this



| ooks, fromthe man's inpatience, as if it were of

i mportance. Hullo! That's not your pipe on the table.
He nmust have left his behind him A nice old brier
with a good | ong stem of what the tobacconists cal

anber. | wonder how many real anber nouthpieces there
are in London? Sone people think that a fly in it is
a sign. Well, he nust have been disturbed in his mnd

to | eave a pi pe behind himwhich he evidently val ues
hi ghly."

"How do you know that he values it highly?" | asked.

"Well, | should put the original cost of the pipe at
seven and si xpence. Now it has, you see, been tw ce
mended, once in the wooden stem and once in the
anber. Each of these nends, done, as you observe,
with silver bands, nust have cost nore than the pipe
did originally. The man nust val ue the pipe highly
when he prefers to patch it up rather than buy a new
one with the sane noney."

"Anyt hing el se?" | asked, for Hol mes was turning the
pi pe about in his hand, and staring at it in his
pecul i ar pensive way.

He held it up and tapped on it with his long, thin
fore-finger, as a professor mght who was |ecturing on
a bone.

"Pi pes are occasionally of extraordinary interest,"”
said he. "Nothing has nore individuality, save

per haps watches and bootl aces. The indications here,
however, are neither very marked nor very inportant.
The owner is obviously a nmuscul ar nman, |eft-handed,
with an excellent set of teeth, careless in his
habits, and with no need to practi se econony."”

My friend threw out the information in a very offhand
way, but | saw that he cocked his eye at me to see if
I had foll owed his reasoning.

"You think a man nmust be well-to-do if he snpkes a
seven-shilling pipe," said |

"This is Grosvenor mixture at eightpence an ounce,"
Hol mes answered, knocking a little out on his palm
"As he might get an excellent snmoke for half the
price, he has no need to practise econony."

"And t he other points?"

"He has been in the habit of lighting his pipe at

| anps and gas-jets. You can see that it is quite
charred all down one side. O course a match could
not have done that. Wy should a man hold a match to
the side of his pipe? But you cannot light it at a

| amp wi thout getting the bowl charred. And it is al



on the right side of the pipe. Fromthat | gather
that he is a |left-handed man. You hol d your own pipe
to the lanp, and see how naturally you, being

ri ght-handed, hold the left side to the flane. You

m ght do it once the other way, but not as a
constancy. This has always been held so. Then he has
bitten through his anmber. It takes a nuscul ar
energetic fellow, and one with a good set of teeth, to
do that. But if I amnot mistaken | hear hi mupon the
stair, so we shall have sonething nore interesting
than his pipe to study."”

An instant |ater our door opened, and a tall young man
entered the room He was well but quietly dressed in
a dark-gray suit, and carried a brown w de-awake in
his hand. | should have put him at about thirty,

t hough he was really some years ol der

"I beg your pardon,"” said he, with sonme enbarrassnent;
"l suppose | should have knocked. Yes, of course
shoul d have knocked. The fact is that | ama little
upset, and you must put it all down to that." He
passed his hand over his forehead |ike a man who is
hal f dazed, and then fell rather than sat down upon a
chair.

"I can see that you have not slept for a night or
two," said Holnes, in his easy, genial way. "That
tries a man's nerves nore than work, and nore even
than pl easure. May | ask how | can help you?"

"I wanted your advice, sir. | don't know what to do
and nmy whole life seens to have gone to pieces.”

"You wish to enploy ne as a consulting detective?"

“Not that only. | want your opinion as a judicious
man--as a man of the world. | want to know what |

ought to do next. | hope to God you'll be able to
tell ne."

He spoke in little, sharp, jerky outbursts, and it
seenmed to ne that to speak at all was very painful to
him and that his will all through was overriding his
i nclinations.

"It's a very delicate thing," said he. "One does not
like to speak of one's donestic affairs to strangers.
It seens dreadful to discuss the conduct of one's wfe
with two men whom | have never seen before. It's
horrible to have to do it. But |'ve got to the end of
my tether, and | nust have advice."

"My dear M. Grant Munro--" began Hol nes.

Qur visitor sprang fromhis char. "What!" he cri ed,
"you know ny mane?"



"If you wish to preserve your incognito,' said Hol nes,
smling, "I would suggest that you cease to wite your
name upon the lining of your hat, or else that you
turn the crown towards the person whom you are
addressing. | was about to say that ny friend and
have |istened to a good many strange secrets in this
room and that we have had the good fortune to bring
peace to many troubled souls. | trust that we may do
as nuch for you. Mght | beg you, as time my prove
to be of inportance, to furnish me with the facts of
your case w thout further delay?”

Qur visitor again passed his hand over his forehead,
as if he found it bitterly hard. Fromevery gesture
and expression | could see that he was a reserved,

sel f-contained man, with a dash of pride in his
nature, nmore likely to hide his wounds than to expose
them Then suddenly, with a fierce gesture of his

cl osed hand, |ike one who throws reserve to the w nds,
he began.
"The facts are these, M. Holnes," said he. "I ama

marri ed man, and have been so for three years. During
that time ny wife and | have | oved each other as
fondly and lived as happily as any two that ever were
joined. W have not had a difference, not one, in

t hought or word or deed. And now, since |ast Mnday,
there has suddenly sprung up a barrier between us, and
I find that there is something in her life and in her
t hought of which I know as little as if she were the
woman who brushes by ne in the street. W are
estranged, and | want to know why.

“"Now there is one thing that | want to inpress upon
you before | go any further, M. Holnes. Effie |oves
me. Don't let there be any m stake about that. She

| oves me with her whole heart and soul, and never nore
than now. | knowit. | feel it. | don't want to
argue about that. A man can tell easily enough when a
woman | oves him But there's this secret between us,
and we can never be the sane until it is cleared."

"Kindly let me have the facts, M. Mnro," said
Hol mes, with sone inpatience.

“I"1l tell you what | know about Effie's history. She
was a wi dow when | net her first, though quite
young--only twenty-five. Her name then was Ms.
Hebron. She went out to Anerica when she was young,
and lived in the town of Atlanta, where she nmarried
this Hebron, who was a |lawer with a good practice.
They had one child, but the yellow fever broke out
badly in the place, and both husband and child died of
it. | have seen his death certificate. This sickened
her of Anerica, and she cane back to live with a

mai den aunt at Pinner, in Mddlesex. | may nention



t hat her husband had left her confortably off, and
that she had a capital of about four thousand five
hundred pounds, which had been so well invested by him
that it returned an average of seven per cent. She
had only been six nonths at Pinner when | net her; we
fell inlove with each other, and we married a few
weeks afterwards.

"I am a hop nmerchant myself, and as | have an incone
of seven or eight hundred, we found ourselves
confortably off, and took a nice eighty-pound-a-year
villa at Norbury. Qur little place was very
countrified, considering that it is so close to town.
We had an inn and two houses a little above us, and a
single cottage at the other side of the field which
faces us, and except those there were no houses unti
you got half way to the station. M business took ne
into town at certain seasons, but in sumrer | had |ess
to do, and then in our country hone ny wife and | were
just as happy as could be wished. | tell you that
there never was a shadow between us until this
accursed affair began.

"There's one thing | ought to tell you before | go
further. Wen we narried, my wife nade over all her
property to nme--rather against my will, for I saw how
awkward it would be if my business affairs went wong.
However, she would have it so, and it was done. Wel|
about six weeks ago she cane to ne.

"*Jack,' said she, "when you took my noney you said
that if ever | wanted any | was to ask you for it.'

"*Certainly," said!Il. 'It's all your own.'

"*Well,' said she, 'l want a hundred pounds.'

"I was a bit staggered at this, for | had imgined it
was sinply a new dress or sonething of the kind that
she was after.

"“'What on earth for?' | asked.

"*Oh,' said she, in her playful way, 'you said that
you were only my banker, and bankers never ask

questions, you know. '

"*1f you really nean it, of course you shall have the
nmoney, ' said |

"*Oh, yes, | really nean it.'
"*And you won't tell me what you want it for?

"' Some day, perhaps, but not just at present, Jack.'

"So | had to be content with that, thought it was the



first tinme that there had ever been any secret between
us. | gave her a check, and | never thought any nore
of the matter. It nmay have nothing to do w th what
canme afterwards, but | thought it only right to
mention it.

"Well, | told you just now that there is a cottage not
far fromour house. There is just a field between us,
but to reach it you have to go along the road and then
turn down a |ane. Just beyond it is a nice little
grove of Scotch firs, and | used to be very fond of
strolling down there, for trees are always a

nei ghborly kind of things. The cottage had been
standing enpty this eight nonths, and it was a pity,
for it was a pretty two storied place, with an

ol d-fashi oned porch and honeysuckl e about it. | have
stood many a tinme and thought what a neat little
honestead it woul d make.

"Well, last Monday evening | was taking a stroll down
that way, when | nmet an enpty van com ng up the |ane,
and saw a pile of carpets and things |ying about on
the grass-plot beside the porch. It was clear that
the cottage had at last been let. | wal ked past it,
and wondered what sort of folk they were who had cone
to live so near us. And as | | ooked | suddenly becane
aware that a face was watching nme out of one of the
upper w ndows.

"I don't know what there was about that face, M.

Hol mes, but it seenmed to send a chill right down ny
back. | was sone little way off, so that | could not
make out the features, but there was sonething
unnatural and i nhuman about the face. That was the

i mpression that | had, and | noved quickly forwards to
get a nearer view of the person who was watching ne.
But as | did so the face suddenly di sappeared, so
suddenly that it seened to have been plucked away into
the darkness of the room | stood for five mnutes

t hi nki ng the busi ness over, and trying to analyze ny

i mpressions. | could not tell if the face were that
of a man or a woman. It had been too far fromme for
that. But its color was what had i npressed ne nost.

It was of a livid chal ky white, and with sonmething set
and rigid about it which was shockingly unnatural. So
di sturbed was | that | deternmined to see a little nore
of the new inmates of the cottage. | approached and
knocked at the door, which was instantly opened by a
tall, gaunt woman with a harsh, forbidding face.

"'*What nay you be wantin'?' she asked, in a Northern
accent.

"'l am your neighbor over yonder,' said I, nodding
towards ny house. 'I| see that you have only just
noved in, so | thought that if | could be of any help
to you in any--'



""Ay, we'll just ask ye when we want ye,' said she,
and shut the door in my face. Annoyed at the churlish

rebuff, | turned ny back and wal ked honme. Al

evening, though | tried to think of other things, ny
mnd would still turn to the apparition at the w ndow
and the rudeness of the wonan. | determ ned to say

not hi ng about the forner to ny wife, for she is a
nervous, highly strung woman, and | had no wi sh that
she woul d share the unpl easant inpression which had
been produced upon nyself. | remarked to her
however, before | fell asleep, that the cottage was
now occupi ed, to which she returned no reply.

"I amusually an extrenely sound sleeper. It has been
a standing jest in the famly that nothing could ever
wake nme during the night. And yet sonmehow on that
particul ar night, whether it may have been the slight
excitement produced by my little adventure or not |
know not, but | slept rmuch nore lightly than usual

Half in my dreans | was dimy conscious that sonething
was going on in the room and gradually becanme aware
that my wife had dressed herself and was slipping on
her mantl e and her bonnet. M |ips were parted to

mur mur out sone sleepy words of surprise or
renonstrance at this untinely preparation, when
suddenly my hal f-opened eyes fell upon her face,

illum nated by the candle-Iight, and astoni shment held
me dunb. She wore an expression such as | had never
seen before--such as | should have thought her

i ncapabl e of assum ng. She was deadly pale and
breathing fast, glancing furtively towards the bed as
she fastened her nantle, to see if she had di sturbed
me. Then, thinking that | was still asleep, she
slipped noiselessly fromthe room and an instant
later | heard a sharp creaking which could only cone
fromthe hinges of the front door. | sat up in bed
and rapped ny knuckl es against the rail to nake
certain that I was truly awake. Then | took nmy watch
fromunder the pillow. It was three in the norning.
What on this earth could ny wife be doing out on the
country road at three in the norning?

"I had sat for about twenty minutes turning the thing
over in my mnd and trying to find sone possible

expl anation. The nmore | thought, the nore
extraordinary and inexplicable did it appear. | was
still puzzling over it when | heard the door gently
cl ose again, and her footsteps comng up the stairs.
"*Where in the world have you been, Effie?" | asked as
she entered.

"She gave a violent start and a kind of gasping cry
when | spoke, and that cry and start troubled ne nore
than all the rest, for there was sonething

i ndescri bably guilty about them M wife had al ways



been a woman of a frank, open nature, and it gave nme a
chill to see her slinking into her owmn room and
crying out and wi nci ng when her own husband spoke to
her.

"' You awake, Jack!' she cried, with a nervous | augh.
"Why, | thought that nothing could awake you.'

Where have you been?' | asked, nore sternly.

"'l don't wonder that you are surprised,' said she,
and | could see that her fingers were trenbling as she
undid the fastenings of her mantle. 'Wy, | never
remenber havi ng done such a thing in ny life before.
The fact is that | felt as though | were choking, and
had a perfect longing for a breath of fresh air. |
really think that | should have fainted if | had not
gone out. | stood at the door for a few m nutes, and
now | am quite nyself again.'

"All the time that she was telling me this story she
never once |ooked in my direction, and her voice was

quite unlike her usual tones. It was evident to ne
that she was saying what was false. | said nothing in
reply, but turned ny face to the wall, sick at heart,

with my mind filled with a thousand venonous doubts
and suspicions. Wat was it that ny wife was
concealing fromme? Were had she been during that
strange expedition? | felt that |I should have no
peace until | knew, and yet | shrank from asking her
again after once she had told nme what was false. Al
the rest of the night | tossed and tunbled, franm ng
theory after theory, each nore unlikely than the |ast.

"I should have gone to the City that day, but | was
too disturbed in nmy nmind to be able to pay attention
to business matters. MW wife seened to be as upset as
nyself, and | could see fromthe little questioning

gl ances which she kept shooting at ne that she
understood that | disbelieved her statenment, and that
she was at her wits' end what to do. W hardly
exchanged a word during breakfast, and i mediately
afterwards | went out for a walk, that | mght think
the matter out in the fresh norning air

"I went as far as the Crystal Palace, spent an hour in
t he grounds, and was back in Norbury by one o'clock

It happened that my way took ne past the cottage, and
| stopped for an instant to | ook at the w ndows, and
to see if I could catch a glinpse of the strange face
whi ch had | ooked out at nme on the day before. As |
stood there, inmagine nmy surprise, M. Holnes, when the
door suddenly opened and my wife wal ked out.

"I was struck dunmb with astoni shment at the sight of
her; but ny enotions were nothing to those which
showed t hensel ves upon her face when our eyes net.



She seened for an instant to wish to shrink back

i nsi de the house again; and then, seeing how usel ess
all conceal nent nust be, she canme forward, with a very
white face and frightened eyes which belied the smle
upon her |ips.

"' Ah, Jack,' she said, 'l have just been in to see if
I can be of any assistance to our new nei ghbors. Wy
do you look at me |ike that, Jack? You are not angry
with me?

"'So," said|l, "this is where you went during the
ni ght.’'

What do you nean?" she cried.

"*You canme here. | amsure of it. Wo are these
peopl e, that you should visit them at such an hour?

"'l have not been here before.'

"'"How can you tell me what you know is fal se?

cried. 'Your very voice changes as you speak. Wen
have | ever had a secret fromyou? | shall enter that
cottage, and | shall probe the matter to the bottom'

"'*'No, no, Jack, for God's sake!' she gasped, in
uncontrol l able enotion. Then, as | approached the
door, she seized my sleeve and pulled nme back with
convul si ve strength.

"1 inplore you not to do this, Jack,' she cried. 'l

swear that | will tell you everything sone day, but
not hi ng but misery can conme of it if you enter that
cottage.' Then, as | tried to shake her off, she

clung to ne in a frenzy of entreaty.

"' Trust me, Jack!' she cried. 'Trust nme only this
once. You will never have cause to regret it. You
know that | would not have a secret fromyou if it
were not for your own sake. Qur whole lives are at
stake in this. If you come home with nme, all will be
well. |If you force your way into that cottage, all is
over between us.'

"There was such earnestness, such despair, in her
manner that her words arrested ne, and | stood
irresolute before the door.

"1 will trust you on one condition, and on one
condition only,' said | at last. 'It is that this
nmystery conmes to an end fromnow. You are at |iberty
to preserve your secret, but you nust promnm se ne that
there shall be no nore nightly visits, no nore doi ngs
whi ch are kept fromnmy know edge. | amwlling to
forget those which are passed if you will prom se that
there shall be no nore in the future.'



"'l was sure that you would trust ne,' she cried, with
a great sigh of relief. 'It shall be just as you
wi sh. Cone away--oh, cone away up to the house.'

"Still pulling at ny sleeve, she led ne away fromthe
cottage. As we went | glanced back, and there was
that yellow |ivid face watching us out of the upper

wi ndow. What link could there be between that
creature and my wife? O how could the coarse, rough
woman whom | had seen the day before be connected with
her? 1t was a strange puzzle, and yet | knew that ny
m nd coul d never know ease again until | had sol ved
it.

"For two days after this | stayed at hone, and ny wife
appeared to abide loyally by our engagenent, for, as
far as | know, she never stirred out of the house. On
the third day, however, | had anple evidence that her
sol etm prom se was not enough to hold her back from
this secret influence which drew her away from her
husband and her duty.

"I had gone into town on that day, but | returned by
the 2.40 instead of the 3.36, which is ny usual train.
As | entered the house the naid ran into the hall wth
a startled face.

"'*Where is your mstress? | asked.

"I think that she has gone out for a walk,' she
answer ed.

"My mind was instantly filled with suspicion. |
rushed upstairs to nake sure that she was not in the
house. As | did so | happened to gl ance out of one of
t he upper wi ndows, and saw the maid with whom | had
just been speaking running across the field in the
direction of the cottage. Then of course | saw
exactly what it all nmeant. M w fe had gone over
there, and had asked the servant to call her if |

should return. Tingling with anger, | rushed down and
hurried across, deternmined to end the matter once and
forever. | saw ny wife and the nmaid hurrying back

along the lane, but I did not stop to speak with them
In the cottage lay the secret which was casting a
shadow over ny life. | vowed that, come what m ght

it should be a secret no longer. | did not even knock
when | reached it, but turned the handl e and rushed
into the passage.

"I't was all still and quiet upon the ground floor. In
the kitchen a kettle was singing on the fire, and a

| arge black cat lay coiled up in the basket; but there
was no sign of the woman whom | had seen before.

ran into the other room but it was equally deserted.
Then | rushed up the stairs, only to find two ot her



rooms enpty and deserted at the top. There was no one
at all in the whole house. The furniture and pictures
were of the npbst common and vul gar description, save
in the one chanmber at the wi ndow of which I had seen
the strange face. That was confortable and el egant,
and all my suspicions rose into a fierce bitter flane
when | saw that on the mantel piece stood a copy of a
fell-1ength photograph of nmy wife, which had been
taken at my request only three nonths ago.

"I stayed | ong enough to nake certain that the house
was absolutely empty. Then | left it, feeling a

wei ght at nmy heart such as | had never had before. M
wife came out into the hall as | entered my house; but
I was too hurt and angry to speak with her, and
pushi ng past her, | made my way into ny study. She
foll omed ne, however, before |I could close the door

"1 amsorry that | broke ny pronise, Jack,' said she;
"but if you knew all the circunstances | am sure that
you would forgive ne.'

"*Tell ne everything, then,' said |
"1 cannot, Jack, | cannot,' she cried.

"tUntil you tell me who it is that has been living in
that cottage, and who it is to whomyou have given

t hat phot ograph, there can never be any confidence
between us,’' said I, and breaking away from her, |

| eft the house. That was yesterday, M. Hol nes, and
have not seen her since, nor do | know anything nore
about this strange business. It is the first shadow
t hat has cone between us, and it has so shaken me that
I do not know what | should do for the best. Suddenly
this morning it occurred to nme that you were the man
to advise me, so | have hurried to you now, and

pl ace myself unreservedly in your hands. |If there is
any point which | have not made clear, pray question
me about it. But, above all, tell nme quickly what
amto do, for this msery is nore than | can bear."

Hol mes and | had listened with the utnost interest to
this extraordi nary statenment, which had been delivered
in the jerky, broken fashion of a man who is under the
i nfluence of extreme enotions. M conpani on sat
silent for some tine, with his chin upon his hand,

[ost in thought.

"Tell nme," said he at last, "could you swear that this
was a man's face which you saw at the w ndow?"

"Each time that | saw it | was sonme di stance away from
it, sothat it is inpossible for me to say."

"You appear, however, to have been di sagreeably
i npressed by it."



"It seened to be of an unnatural color, and to have a
strange rigidity about the features. When
approached, it vanished with a jerk."

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

“"Nearly two nonths."

"Have you ever seen a photograph of her first
husband?"

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

"And yet she had a certificate of death. You say that
you saw it."

"Yes; she got a duplicate after the fire.”

"Did you ever neet any one who knew her in Anerica?"
"No. "

"Did she ever talk of revisiting the place?"

"No. "

"Or get letters fromit?"

"No. "

"Thank you. | should like to think over the matter a
little now If the cottage is now pernmanently
deserted we may have sonme difficulty. |[If, on the

ot her hand, as | fancy is nore likely, the inmates
were warned of you com ng, and left before you entered
yesterday, then they may be back now, and we shoul d
clear it all up easily. Let ne advise you, then, to
return to Norbury, and to exam ne the wi ndows of the
cottage again. |If you have reason to believe that is
i nhabited, do not force your way in, but send a wire
tomy friend and ne. W shall be with you within an
hour of receiving it, and we shall then very soon get
to the bottom of the business."

"And if it is still enmpty?"

“I'n that case | shall come out to-nmorrow and talk it
over with you. Good-by; and, above all, do not fret
until you know that you really have a cause for it."

"I amafraid that this is a bad business, Wtson,"
said my conpanion, as he returned after acconpanying

M. Grant Munro to the door. "Wat do you make of
it?"



"It had an ugly sound,” | answered.

"Yes. There's blackmail init, or I am nuch
m st aken. "

"And who is the blackmail er?"

"Well, it rmust be the creature who lives in the only
confortable roomin the place, and has her photograph
above his fireplace. Upon my word, Watson, there is
sonet hing very attractive about that livid face at the
wi ndow, and | would not have m ssed the case for
wor | ds. "

"You have a theory?"

"Yes, a provisional one. But | shall be surprised if
it does not turn out to be correct. This woman's
first husband is in that cottage.”

"Why do you think so?"

"How el se can we explain her frenzied anxiety that her
second one should not enter it? The facts, as | read
them are sonething like this: This wonan was nmarri ed
in Arerica. Her husband devel oped sonme hatefu
qualities; or shall we say that he contracted sone

| oat hsone di sease, and became a | eper or an inbecile?
She flies fromhimat last, returns to Engl and,
changes her nane, and starts her life, as she thinks,
afresh. She has been married three years, and
bel i eves that her position is quite secure, having
shown her husband the death certificate of some nman
whose nane she has assuned, when suddenly her

wher eabouts is discovered by her first husband; or, we
may suppose, by some unscrupul ous wonan who has
attached herself to the invalid. They wite to the
wife, and threaten to come and expose her. She asks
for a hundred pounds, and endeavors to buy them off.
They conme in spite of it, and when the husband
mentions casually to the wife that there a new coners
in the cottage, she knows in sone way that they are
her pursuers. She waits until her husband is asleep
and then she rushes down to endeavor to persuade them
to | eave her in peace. Having no success, she goes
agai n next norning, and her husband neets her, as he
has told us, as she cones out. She pronises himthen
not to go there again, but two days afterwards the
hope of getting rid of those dreadful neighbors was
too strong for her, and she made another attenpt,
taki ng down with her the photograph which had probably
been demanded fromher. In the mdst of this
interviewthe nmaid rushed in to say that the master
had come home, on which the wife, know ng that he
woul d cone straight down to the cottage, hurried the

i nmat es out at the back door, into the grove of



fir-trees, probably, which was nentioned as standing
near. In this way he found the place deserted.

shal |l be very nuch surprised, however, if it still so
when he reconnoitres it this evening. Wat do you
think of my theory?"

"It is all surm se."

"But at least it covers all the facts. Wen new facts
come to our know edge which cannot be covered by it,

it will be tine enough to reconsider it. W can do
not hing nore until we have a message from our friend
at Norbury."

But we had not a very long time to wait for that. It
canme just as we had finished our tea. "The cottage is
still tenanted," it said. "Have seen the face again
at the window WIIl nmeet the seven o'clock train, and
will take no steps until you arrive.”

He was waiting on the platformwhen we stepped out,
and we could see in the light of the station |anps
that he was very pale, and quivering with agitation

"They are still there, M. Holnes," said he, |aying
his hand hard upon ny friend's sleeve. "I saw lights
in the cottage as | canme down. We shall settle it now
once and for all.”

"What is your plan, then?" asked Hol nes, as he wal ked
down the dark tree-lined road.

"I amgoing to force nmy way in and see for nyself who
is in the house. | wi sh you both to be there as
Wi t nesses. "

"You are quite determned to do this, in spite of your
wife's warning that it is better that you shoul d not
sol ve the nystery?”

"Yes, | am determ ned."

"Well, | think that you are in the right. Any truth
is better than indefinite doubt. W had better go up
at once. O course, legally, we are putting ourselves
hopel essly in the wong; but | think that it is worth
it."

It was a very dark night, and a thin rain began to
fall as we turned fromthe high road into a narrow

| ane, deeply rutted, with hedges on either side. M.
Grant Munro pushed inpatiently forward, however, and
we stunbl ed after him as best we coul d.

"There are the lights of nmy house,"™ he nurnured,
pointing to a glimer anong the trees. "And here is



the cottage which | amgoing to enter."

We turned a corner in the |ane as he spoke, and there
was the building close beside us. A yellow bar
falling across the black foreground showed that the
door was not quite closed, and one wi ndow in the upper
story was brightly illum nated. As we |ooked, we saw
a dark blur nmoving across the blind.

"There is that creature!" cried Gant Miunro. "You can
see for yourselves that some one is there. Now foll ow
me, and we shall soon know all."

We approached the door; but suddenly a woman appeared

out of the shadow and stood in the golden track of the
lamp-light. | could not see her face in the he

dar kness, but her arns were thrown out in an attitude

of entreaty.

"For God's sake, don't Jack!"™ she cried. "I had a
presenti ment that you would cone this evening. Think
better of it, dear! Trust me again, and you will
never have cause to regret it."

"I have trusted you tool long, Effie," he cried,

sternly. "Leave go of nme! | nust pass you. M
friends and | are going to settle this natter once and
forever!" He pushed her to one side, and we foll owed

closely after him As he threw the door open an old
woman ran out in front of himand tried to bar his
passage, but he thrust her back, and an instant
afterwards we were all upon the stairs. Gant Minro
rushed into the lighted roomat the top, and we
entered at his heels.

It was a cosey, well-furnished apartnment, with two
candl es burning upon the table and two upon the
mant el pi ece. I n the corner, stooping over a desk,

t here sat what appeared to be a little girl. Her face
was turned away as we entered, but we could see that
she was dressed in a red frock, and that she had | ong
white gloves on. As she whisked round to us, | gave a
cry of surprise and horror. The face which she turned
towards us was of the strangest livid tint, and the
features were absolutely devoid of any expression. An
instant |ater the nystery was explained. Holnes, with
a laugh, passed his hand behind the child' s ear, a
mask peeled off from her countenance, an there was a
little coal black negress, with all her white teeth
flashing in anmusenent at our amamzed faces. | burst

out | aughing, out of synpathy with her nerrinent; but
Grant Munro stood staring, with his hand clutching his
t hroat .

"My God!" he cried. "What can be the neaning of
t hi s?"



"I will tell you the nmeaning of it," cried the |ady,

sweeping into the roomwi th a proud, set face. "You

have forced nme, against ny own judgnent, to tell vyou,
and now we nust both rmake the best of it. M husband
died at Atlanta. M child survived."

"Your chil d?"

She drew a large silver |ocket fromher bosom "You
have never seen this open.”

"I understood that it did not open.”

She touched a spring, and the front hinged back
There was a portrait within of a man strikingly
handsome and intelligent-I|ooking, but bearing

unm st akabl e signs upon his features of his African
descent .

"That is John Hebron, of Atlanta," said the |ady, "and
a nobl er man never wal ked the earth. | cut nyself off
fromny race in order to wed him but never once while
he lived did | for an instant regret it. It was our

m sfortune that our only child took after his people
rather than mine. It is often so in such matches, and
little Lucy is darker far than ever her father was.

But dark or fair, she is ny own dear little girlie,

and her nmother's pet." The little creature ran across
at the words and nestled up against the lady's dress.
"When | left her in America,"” she continued, "it was

only because her health was weak, and the change m ght
have done her harm She was given to the care of a
fai thful Scotch woman who had once been our servant.
Never for an instant did | dream of disowning her as
my child. But when chance threw you in ny way, Jack
and | learned to love you, | feared to tell you about
ny child. God forgive ne, | feared that | should | ose
you, and | had not the courage to tell you. | had to
choose between you, and in nmy weakness | turned away
fromnmy own little girl. For three years | have kept
her existence a secret fromyou, but | heard fromthe
nurse, and | knew that all was well with her. At

| ast, however, there canme an overwhel mi ng desire to
see the child once nore. | struggled against it, but
in vain. Though | knew the danger, | determned to
have the child over, if it were but for a few weeks.

| sent a hundred pounds to the nurse, and | gave her
instructions about this cottage, so that she m ght
cone as a nei ghbor, wi thout my appearing to be in any
way connected with her. | pushed ny precautions so
far as to order her to keep the child in the house
during the daytinme, and to cover up her little face
and hands so that even those who m ght see her at the
wi ndow shoul d not gossip about there being a black
child in the neighborhood. If | had been |ess
cautious | mght have been nore wise, but | was half
crazy with fear that you should learn the truth.



"I't was you who told me first that the cottage was
occupied. | should have waited for the norning, but I
could not sleep for excitenent, and so at |ast |
slipped out, knowing how difficult it is to awake you.
But you saw ne go, and that was the begi nning of ny
troubl es. Next day you had my secret at your nercy,
but you nobly refrained from pursuing your advantage.
Three days | ater, however, the nurse and child only
just escaped fromthe back door as you rushed in at
the front one. And now to-night you at |ast know all
and I ask you what is to become of us, ny child and
me?" She cl asped her hands and waited for an answer.

It was a long ten minutes before Grant Munro broke the
silence, and when his answer cane it was one of which
| love to think. He lifted the little child, kissed
her, and then, still carrying her, he held his other
hand out to his wife and turned towards the door

"We can talk it over nore confortably at hone," said
he. "I amnot a very good man, Effie, but | think
that | ama better one than you have given ne credit
for being."

Holmes and | followed them down the | ane, and ny
friend plucked at ny sleeve as we came out.

"I think," said he, "that we shall be of npbre use in
London than in Norbury."

Not another word did he say of the case until late
that ni ght, when he was turning away, with his Iighted
candl e, for his bedroom

"Wat son," said he, "if it should ever strike you that

| amgetting a little over-confident in nmy powers, or
giving less pains to a case than it deserves, kindly
whi sper " Norbury' in ny ear, and | shall be infinitely
obliged to you."

Adventure |11

The Stock-Broker's Clerk

Shortly after my marriage | had bought a connection in
t he Paddi ngton district. dd M. Farquhar, from whom
| purchased it, had at one tine an excellent genera
practice; but his age, and an affliction of the nature
of St. Vitus's dance from which he suffered, had very
much thinned it. The public not unnaturally goes on
the principle that he who woul d heal others nust

hi nsel f be whol e, and | ooks askance at the curative



powers of the man whose own case i s beyond the reach
of his drugs. Thus as my predecessor weakened his
practice declined, until when | purchased it from him
it had sunk fromtwelve hundred to little nore than
three hundred a year. | had confidence, however, in
nmy own youth and energy, and was convinced that in a
very few years the concern would be as flourishing as
ever.

For three months after taking over the practice | was
kept very closely at work, and saw little of ny friend
Sherl ock Hol nes, for | was too busy to visit Baker
Street, and he sel dom went anywhere hinself save upon

prof essi onal business. | was surprised, therefore,
when, one norning in June, as | sat reading the
British Medical Journal after breakfast, | heard a

ring at the bell, followed by the high, sonewhat
strident tones of ny old conpanion's voice.

"Ah, nmy dear Watson," said he, striding into the room
"I amvery delighted to see you! | trust that Ms.
Wat son has entirely recovered fromall the little
excitenents connected with our adventure of the Sign
of Four."

"Thank you, we are both very well,"
himwarmy by the hand.

said |, shaking

"And | hope, also," he continued, sitting down in the
rocki ng-chair, "that the cares of nedical practice
have not entirely obliterated the interest which you
used to take in our little deductive problens."

"On the contrary," | answered, "it was only |ast night
that | was | ooking over my old notes, and cl assifying
some of our past results.”

"I trust that you don't consider your collection
cl osed. ™

"Not at all. | should w sh nothing better than to
have sone nore of such experiences."

"To-day, for exanple?"

"Yes, to-day, if you like."
"And as far off as Birm nghan?”
"Certainly, if you wishit."
"And t he practice?"

"I do nmy neighbor's when he goes. He is always ready
to work off the debt."

"Ha! Not hing could be better,"” said Hol nes, [|eaning



back in his chair and | ooking keenly at ne from under

his half closed lids. "I perceive that you have been
unwel | lately. Sumrer colds are always a little
trying."

"I was confined to the house by a sever chill for
three days | ast week. | thought, however, that | had

cast off every trace of it."

"So you have. You |l ook remarkably robust."
"How, then, did you know of it?"

"My dear fellow, you know ny nethods."

"You deduced it, then?"

"Certainly."

"And from what ?"

"From your slippers.”

| glanced down at the new patent |eathers which | was
wearing. "How on earth--" | began, but Hol nes
answered ny question before it was asked.

"Your slippers are new," he said. "You could not have
had them nore than a few weeks. The sol es which you
are at this noment presenting to ne are slightly
scorched. For a noment | thought they m ght have got
wet and been burned in the drying. But near the instep
there is a small circular wafer of paper with the
shopman' s hi erogl yphics upon it. Danp would of course
have renoved this. You had, then, been sitting with
our feet outstretched to the fire, which a man woul d
hardly do even in so wet a June as this if he were in
his full health."

Li ke all Holnmes's reasoning the thing seened
sinplicity itself when it was once explained. He read
t he thought upon ny features, and his snle had a
tinge of bitterness.

"I amafraid that | rather give nyself away when
explain," said he. "Results w thout causes are nuch
nore inmpressive. You are ready to conme to Birm ngham
t hen?"

"Certainly. Wat is the case?"

"You shall hear it all in the train. M client is
outside in a four-wheeler. Can you conme at once?"

“In an instant." | scribbled a note to my nei ghbor
rushed upstairs to explain the matter to ny wfe, and
j oi ned Hol mes upon the door-step



"Your neighbor is a doctor,’
brass pl ate.

sai d he, nodding at the

"Yes; he bought a practice as | did."
"“An ol d-established one?"

"Just the sane as mne. Both have been ever since the
houses were built."

"Ah! Then you got hold of the best of the two."
"I think I did. But how do you know?"

"By the steps, nmy boy. Yours are worn three inches
deeper than his. But this gentleman in the cab is ny
client, M. Hall Pycroft. Allow nme to introduce you
to him Whip your horse up, cabby, for we have only
just tinme to catch our train."

The man whom | found nyself facing was a well built,
fresh- conpl exi oned young fellow, with a frank, honest
face and a slight, crisp, yellow nustache. He wore a
very shiny top hat and a neat suit of sober black

whi ch nade him | ook what he was--a smart young City
man, of the class who have been | abel ed cockneys, but
who give us our crack volunteer regiments, and who
turn out nore fine athletes and sportsnen than any
body of men in these islands. H's round, ruddy face
was naturally full of cheeriness, but the corners of
his mouth seened to nme to be pulled down in a

hal f-com cal distress. It was not, however, until we
were all in a first-class carriage and well started
upon our journey to Birmi nghamthat | was able to

| earn what the trouble was which had driven himto
Sher | ock Hol nes.

"We have a clear run here of seventy mnutes,” Hol nes
remarked. "1 want you, M. Hall Pycroft, to tell ny
friend your very interesting experience exactly as you
have told it to nme, or with nore detail if possible.

It will be of use to ne to hear the succession of
events again. It is a case, Watson, which may prove
to have sonething in it, or may prove to have nothing,
but which, at least, presents those unusual and outré
features which are as dear to you as they are to ne.
Now, M. Pycroft, | shall not interrupt you again."

Qur young conpani on | ooked at nme with a twinkle in his
eye.

The worst of the story is, said he, that | show nyself
up as such a confounded fool. O course it nmay work
out all right, and | don't see that | could have done
ot herwi se; but if | have lost ny crib and get nothing
in exchange | shall feel what a soft Johnnie | have



been. I'mnot very good at telling a story, Dr
Watson, but it is like this with me"

| used to have a billet at Coxon & Wodhouse's, of
Draper's Gardens, but they were let in early in the
spring through the Venezuel an | oan, as no doubt you
remenber, and cane a nasty cropper. | had been with
them five years, and ol d Coxon gave nme a rippi ng good
testinoni al when the smash canme, but of course we
clerks were all turned adrift, the twenty-seven of us.
| tried here and tried there, but there were lots of
ot her chaps on the same lay as nyself, and it was a
perfect frost for a long tinme. | had been taking
three pounds a week at Coxon's, and | had saved about
seventy of them but | soon worked ny way through that
and out at the other end. | was fairly at the end of
my tether at last, and could hardly find the stanps to
answer the advertisenents or the envel opes to stick
themto. | had worn out ny boots paddling up office
stairs, and | seenmed just as far fromgetting a billet
as ever.

At last | saw a vacancy at Mawson & Wllians's, the
great stock-broking firmin Lonbard Street. | dare
say E. C. Is not nmuch in your line, but | can tell you
that this is about the richest house in London. The
advertisenent was to be answered by letter only.

sent in ny testinonial and application, but wthout
the | east hope of getting it. Back came an answer by
return, saying that if |I would appear next Monday |

m ght take over ny new duties at once, provided that
ny appearance was satisfactory. No one knows how
these things are worked. Sonme people say that the
manager just plunges his hand into the heap and takes
the first that comes. Anyhow it was ny innings that
time, and I don't ever wish to feel better pleased.
The screw was a pound a week rise, and the duties just
about the sane as at Coxon's.

And now | cone to the queer part of the business. |
was in diggings out Hanpstead way, 17 Potter's
Terrace. Well, | was sitting doing a snoke that very
evening after | had been pronised the appoi ntnent,
when up cane ny landlady with a card which had "Arthur
Pi nner, Financial Agent," printed upon it. | had
never heard the name before and coul d not inmagi ne what
he wanted with ne; but, of course, | asked her to show
himup. In he wal ked, a m ddl e-si zed, dark- haired,
dar k- eyed, bl ack-bearded man, with a touch of the
Sheeny about his nose. He had a brisk kind of way
with himand spoke sharply, like a man who knew t he
val ue of tine.

"M. Hall Pycroft, | believe?" said he.

"Yes, sir," | answered, pushing a chair towards him



"Lately engaged at Coxon & Wbodhouse' s?"

"Yes, sir.
"And now on the staff of Mawson's."
"Quite so."

"Well," said he, "the fact is that | have heard sone
really extraordinary stories about your financia
ability. You renenber Parker, who used to be Coxon's
manager? He can never say enough about it."

O course | was pleased to hear this. | had always
been pretty sharp in the office, but | had never
dreaned that | was tal ked about in the City in this
f ashi on.

"You have a good nenory?" said he.
"Pretty fair,"” | answered, nodestly.

"Have you kept in touch with the market while you have
been out of work?" he asked.

"Yes. | read the stock exchange |ist every norning."

"Now t hat shows real application!" he cried. "That is
the way to prosper! You won't mind my testing you,
will you? Let nme see. How are Ayrshires?”

"A hundred and six and a quarter to a hundred and five
and seven-ei ghths."

"“And New Zeal and consol i dat ed?"
"A hundred and four."

"And British Broken Hills?"
"Seven to seven-and-six."

"Wonderful!" he cried, with his hands up. "This quite
fits inwith all that | had heard. M boy, ny boy,
you are very much too good to be a clerk at Mawson's!"

Thi s outburst rather astonished me, as you can think.
"Well," said |, "other people don't think quite so
much of nme as you seemto do, M. Pinner. | had a
hard enough fight to get this berth, and | amvery
glad to have it."

"Pooh, man; you should soar above it. You are not in
your true sphere. Now, |I'Il tell you how it stands
with me. What | have to offer is little enough when
measured by your ability, but when conpared with
Mawson's, it's light to dark. Let nme see. Wen do



you go to Mawson' s?"
"On Monday. "

"Ha, ha! | think | would risk a little sporting
flutter that you don't go there at all."

"Not go to Mawson' s?"

"No, sir. By that day you will be the business
manager of the Franco-M dl and Hardware Conpany,
Limted, with a hundred and thirty-four branches in
the towns and villages of France, not counting one in
Brussel s and one in San Reno."

This took ny breath away. "I never heard of it," said
l.

"Very likely not. It has been kept very quiet, for
the capital was all privately subscribed, and it's too
good a thing to let the public into. M brother

Harry Pinner, is pronoter, and joins the board after

al l otnent as managing director. He knew | was in the
swi m down here, and asked me to pick up a good man
cheap. A young, pushing nman with plenty of snap about
him Parker spoke of you, and that brought nme here
tonight. W can only offer you a beggarly five
hundred to start with."

"Five hundred a year!" | shouted.

"Only that at the begi nning; but you are to have an
overriding conm ssion of one per cent on all business
done by your agents, and you nmay take my word for it
that this will conme to nore than your salary."

"But | know nothing about hardware."
"Tut, ny boy; you know about figures.”

My head buzzed, and | could hardly sit still in ny
chair. But suddenly a little chill of doubt cane upon
me.

"I nmust be frank with you," said |I. "Mawson only
gi ves nme two hundred, but Mawson is safe. Now,
really, | know so little about your conpany that--"

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

"That is very handsone,” said |I. "Wen should | take
over ny new duties?"



"Be in Birm nghamto-nmorrow at one," said he. "l have
a note in ny pocket here which you will take to ny
brother. You will find himat 126b Corporation
Street, where the tenporary offices of the conpany are
situated. O course he nust confirm your engagenent,
but between ourselves it will be all right."

"Really, | hardly know how to express my gratitude,
M. Pinner," said I

"Not at all, my boy. You have only got your desserts.
There are one or two small things--nere
formalities--which | nust arrange with you. You have
a bit of paper beside you there. Kindly wite upon it
"I amperfectly willing to act as busi ness nanager to
the Franco-M dl and Hardware Conpany, Linmted, at a

m ni rum sal ary of L500."

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

"There is one other detail,
intend to do about Mawson' s?"

said he. "Wat do you

| had forgotten all about Mawson's in ny joy. "I'II
write and resign," said |

"Precisely what | don't want you to do. | had a row
over you with Mawson's manager. | had gone up to ask
hi m about you, and he was very offensive; accused nme
of coaxing you away fromthe service of the firm and
that sort of thing. At last |I fairly lost ny tenper.
"If you want good nen you should pay them a good
price,' said I.

"''He would rather have our snmall price than your big
one,' said he.

"*1'"Il lay you a fiver,' said I, 'that when he has ny
offer you'll never so much as hear from hi magain.'

"' Done!' said he. 'W picked himout of the gutter

and he won't | eave us so easily.' Those were his very
wor ds. "

"The i nmpudent scoundrel!" | cried. "Il've never so
much as seen himin nmy life. Wy should I consider
himin any way? | shall certainly not wite if you

would rather | didn't."

"Good! That's a promse," said he, rising fromhis
chair. "Well, I'mdelighted to have got so good a nman
for nmy brother. Here's your advance of a hundred
pounds, and here is the letter. Muke a note of the
address, 126b Corporation Street, and renmenber that
one o' clock to-norrow is your appointnent.

Good- night; and may you have all the fortune that you



deserve! "

That's just about all that passed between us, as near
as | can renenber. You can imgine, Dr. Watson, how
pl eased | was at such an extraordinary bit of good
fortune. | sat up half the night huggi ng nyself over
it, and next day | was off to Birmnghamin a train
that would take ne in plenty tine for my appointnment.
I took my things to a hotel in New Street, and then
made nmy way to the address which had been given ne.

It was a quarter of an hour before my tine, but |

t hought that would make no difference. 126b was a
passage between two |arge shops, which led to a

wi ndi ng stone stair, fromwhich there were many fl ats,
let as offices to conpani es or professional nmen. The
nanmes of the occupants were painted at the bottom on
the wall, but there was no such name as the

Franco- M dl and Hardware Conpany, Limted. | stood for
a few mnutes with my heart in ny boots, wondering
whet her the whole thing was an el aborate hoax or not,
when up canme a man and addressed ne. He was very like
the chap | had seen the night before, the sane figure
and voi ce, but he was clean shaven and his hair was
lighter.

"Are you M. Hall Pycroft?" he asked.

"Yes," said I.
"Oh! | was expecting you, but you are a trifle before
your tinme. | had a note fromny brother this norning

in which he sang your praises very loudly."
"I was just looking for the offices when you cane."

"We have not got our name up yet, for we only secured
these tenporary prem ses |ast week. Cone up with ne,
and we will talk the matter over."

| followed himto the top of a very lofty stair, and
there, right under the slates, were a couple of enpty,
dusty little roons, uncarpeted and uncurtai ned, into
which he led nme. | had thought of a great office with
shining tables and rows of clerks, such as |I was used
to, and | dare say | stared rather straight at the two
deal chairs and one little table, which, with a |edger
and a waste paper basket, nade up the whole furniture.

"Don't be disheartened, M. Pycroft," said ny new
acquai ntance, seeing the length of ny face. "Ronme was
not built in a day, and we have |ots of nobney at our
backs, though we don't cut much dash yet in offices.
Pray sit down, and |let ne have your letter."

| gave it to him and her read it over very carefully.



"You seemto have made a vast inpression upon mny
brother Arthur," said he; "and | know that he is a
pretty shrewd judge. Hew swears by London, you know
and | by Birm ngham but this time | shall follow his
advice. Pray consider yourself definitely engaged."

"What are ny duties?" | asked.

"You will eventually manage the great depot in Paris,
which will pour a flood of English crockery into the
shops of a hundred and thirty-four agents in France.
The purchase will be conpleted in a week, and
meanwhil e you will remain in Birm ngham and make
yoursel f useful ."

" How?"
For answer, he took a big red book out of a drawer.

"This is a directory of Paris," said he, "with the
trades after the nanes of the people. | want you to
take it home with you, and to mark off all the hardware
sellers, with their addresses. It would be of the
greatest use to ne to have them™

"Surely there are classified lists?" | suggested.

"Not reliable ones. Their systemis different from
ours. Stick at it, and let ne have the lists by
Monday, at twelve. CGood-day, M. Pycroft. If you
continue to show zeal and intelligence you will find
the conpany a good nmster."

I went back to the hotel with the big book under ny
arm and with very conflicting feelings in ny breast.

On the one hand, | was definitely engaged and had a
hundred pounds in nmy pocket; on the other, the |ook of
the offices, the absence of name on the wall, and

ot her of the points which would strike a business nan
had | eft a bad inpression as to the position of ny
enpl oyers. However, conme what might, | had nmy noney,
so | settled down to nmy task. All Sunday | was kept
hard at work, and yet by Monday | had only got as far
as H | went round to nmy enployer, found himin the
same di smantled kind of room and was told to keep at
it until Wednesday, and then conme again. On Wednesday
it was still wunfinished, so | hamrered away unti
Friday--that is, yesterday. Then | brought it round
to M. Harry Pinner.

"Thank you very much," said he; "I fear that |
underrated the difficulty of the task. This list wll
be of very material assistance to ne."

"It took sonme tinme," said |

"And now," said he, "I want you to make a list of the



furniture shops, for they all sell crockery."
"Very good. "

"And you can conme up to-norrow evening, at seven, and
|l et me know how you are getting on. Don't overwork

yourself. A couple of hours at Day's Miusic Hall in
the evening would do you no harm after your |abors."
He | aughed as he spoke, and | sawwith a thrill that

his second tooth upon the |eft-hand side had been very
badly stuffed with gold.

Sherl ock Hol mes rubbed his hands with delight, and
stared with astonishnent at our client.

"You nmay well |ook surprised, Dr. Watson; but it is
this way," said he: "Wen | was speaking to the other
chap in London, at the tinme that he | aughed at ny not
going to Mawson's, | happened to notice that his tooth
was stuffed in this very identical fashion. The glint
of the gold in each case caught ny eye, you see. \Wen
| put that with the voice and figure being the sane,
and only those things altered which m ght be changed
by a razor or a wig, | could not doubt that it was the
same man. O course you expect two brothers to be

ali ke, but not that they should have the sane tooth
stuffed in the same way. He bowed ne out, and | found
myself in the street, hardly knowi ng whether | was on
my head or ny heels. Back | went to ny hotel, put ny
head in a basin of cold water, and tried to think it
out. Wiy had he sent ne from London to Birm nghanf
Why had he got there before nme? And why had he
witten a letter fromhinself to himself? It was

al together too much for ne, and | could nmeke no sense
of it. And then suddenly it struck ne that what was
dark to me might be very light to M. Sherl ock Hol nes.
I had just tinme to get up to town by the night train
to see himthis norning, and to bring you both back
with me to Birm ngham"”

There was a pause after the stock-broker's clerk had
concl uded his surprising experience. Then Sherl ock
Hol mes cocked his eye at nme, |eaning back on the
cushions with a pleased and yet critical face, |like a
connoi sseur who has just taken his first sip of a
conet Vi ntage.

"Rat her fine, Watson, is it not?" said he. "There are
points in it which please ne. | think that you will
agree with me that an interviewwith M. Arthur Harry
Pinner in the tenporary offices of the Franco-M dl and
Har dwar e Conpany, Limted, would be a rather

i nteresting experience for both of us."

"But how can we do it?" | asked.



"Ch, easily enough," said Hall Pycroft, cheerily.
"You are two friends of mine who are in want of a
billet, and what could be nore natural than that I
shoul d bring you both round to the nmanagi ng director?"

"Quite so, of course,” said Holnmes. "I should like to
have a | ook at the gentleman, and see if | can nake
anything of his little gane. Wat qualities have you,
my friend, which would nake your services so val uabl e?
or is it possible that--" He began biting his nails
and staring blankly out of the wi ndow, and we hardly
drew another word fromhimuntil we were in New
Street.

At seven o' clock that evening we were wal ki ng, the
three of us, down Corporation Street to the conpany's
of fices.

"It is no use our being at all before our tinme," said
our client. "He only cones there to see ne,
apparently, for the place is deserted up to the very
hour he nanes."”

"That is suggestive," renmarked Hol nes.

"By Jove, | told you so!" cried the clerk. "That's he
wal ki ng ahead of us there."

He pointed to a smallish, dark, well-dressed man who
was bustling along the other side of the road. As we
wat ched hi m he | ooked across at a boy who was baw i ng
out the latest edition of the evening paper, and
runni ng over anong the cabs and busses, he bought one
fromhim Then, clutching it in his hand, he vani shed
t hrough a door-way.

"There he goes!" cried Hall Pycroft. "These are the
conpany's offices into which he has gone. Cone with
me, and I'Il fix it up as easily as possible.”

Followi ng his |l ead, we ascended five stories, until we
found oursel ves outside a hal f-opened door, at which
our client tapped. A voice within bade us enter, and
we entered a bare, unfurnished room such as Hal

Pycroft had described. At the single table sat the
man whom we had seen in the street, with his evening
paper spread out in front of him and as he | ooked up
at us it seened to me that | had never |ooked upon a
face which bore such marks of grief, and of sonething
beyond grief--of a horror such as cones to few nmen in
alifetime. H's browglistened with perspiration, his
cheeks were of the dull, dead white of a fish's belly,
and his eyes were wild and staring. He |ooked at his
clerk as though he failed to recognize him and

coul d see by the astonishment depicted upon our
conductor's face that this was by no neans the usua
appear ance of his enployer.



"You look ill, M. Pinner!" he exclained.
"Yes, | amnot very well," answered the other, making
obvious efforts to pull hinself together, and licking
his dry |lips before he spoke. "Who are these

gentl emren whom you have brought with you?"

"One is M. Harris, of Bernondsey, and the other is
M. Price, of this town," said our clerk, glibly.
"They are friends of mne and gentl emen of experience,
but they have been out of a place for sone little
time, and they hoped that perhaps you nmight find an
opening for themin the conpany's enploynent."

"Very possibly! Very possibly!" cried M. Pinner with
a ghastly smle. "Yes, | have no doubt that we shal
be able to do sonmething for you. Wat is your
particular line, M. Harris?"

"I am an accountant," said Hol nes.
"Ah yes, we shall want sonething of the sort. And
you, M. Price?"

"Aclerk," said I

"I have every hope that the conpany nay accommodat e
you. | wll let you know about it as soon as we cone
to any conclusion. And now | beg that you will go.
For God's sake leave ne to nyself!"”

These | ast words were shot out of him as though the
constraint which he was evidently setting upon hinself
had suddenly and utterly burst asunder. Hol nes and

gl anced at each other, and Hall Pycroft took a step
towards the table.

"You forget, M. Pinner, that | am here by appoi nt nent
to receive sonme directions fromyou," said he.

"Certainly, M. Pycroft, certainly," the other resuned
in a calmer tone. "You may wait here a nonent; and
there is no reason why your friends should not wait
with you. | will be entirely at your service in three
mnutes, if | mght trespass upon your patience so
far." He rose with a very courteous air, and, bow ng
to us, he passed out through a door at the farther end
of the room which he closed behind him

"What now?" whi spered Holnmes. "Is he giving us the
slip?"

"I npossi ble," answered Pycroft.

"Wy so?"



"That door |eads into an inner room"
"There is no exit?"

"None. "

“I's it furnished?"

"It was enpty yesterday."

"Then what on earth can he be doing? There is

sonmet hing which I don't understand in his manner. |If
ever a man was three parts mad with terror, that man's
name i s Pinner. Wat can have put the shivers on

hi mP"

"He suspects that we are detectives," | suggested.
"That's it," cried Pycroft.

Hol mes shook his head. "He did not turn pale. He was
pal e when we entered the room"™ said he. "It is just
possible that--"

His words were interrupted by a sharp rat-tat fromthe
direction of the inner door

"What the deuce is he knocking at his own door for?"
cried the clerk.

Agai n and much | ouder camthe rat-tat-tat. W al
gazed expectantly at the closed door. dd ancing at

Hol mes, | saw his face turn rigid, and he | eaned
forward in intense excitenment. Then suddenly cane a

| ow guggling, gargling sound, and a brisk drummi ng
upon woodwor k. Hol nes sprang frantically across the
room and pushed at the door. It was fastened on the

i nner side. Followi ng his exanple, we threw ourselves
upon it with all our weight. One hinge snapped, then
the other, and down came the door with a crash.
Rushi ng over it, we found ourselves in the inner room
It was enpty.

But it was only for a nonment that we were at fault.

At one corner, the corner nearest the room which we
had | eft, there was a second door. Holnmes sprang to
it and pulled it open. A coat and wai stcoat were
lying on the floor, and from a hook behind the door
with his own braces round his neck, was hangi ng the
managi ng director of the Franco-M dl and Hardware
Conpany. His knees were drawn up, his head hung at a
dreadful angle to his body, and the clatter of his
heel s agai nst the door made the noise which had broken
i n upon our conversation. In an instant | had caught
hi m round the wai st, and held himup while Hol nes and
Pycroft untied the elastic bands which had di sappeared
between the livid creases of skin. Then we carried



himinto the other room where he lay with a
clay-colored face, puffing his purple lips in and out
with every breath--a dreadful weck of all that he had
been but five mnutes before.

"What do you think of him Wtson?" asked Hol nes.

| stooped over himand examined him His pul se was
feeble and internmittent, but his breathing grew

| onger, and there was a little shivering of his
eyel ids, which showed a thin white slit of bal
beneat h.

"It has been touch and go with him" said I, "but

he'll live now Just open that w ndow, and hand ne
the water carafe." | undid his collar, poured the
cold water over his face, and raised and sank his arns
until he drew a long, natural breath. "It's only a
question of time now," said I, as | turned away from
hi m

Hol mes stood by the table, with his hands deep in his

trouser's pockets and his chin upon his breast.

"I suppose we ought to call the police in now " said
he. "And yet | confess that I1'd like to give thema
conpl ete case when they cone."

"It's a blessed nystery to nme," cried Pycroft,
scratching his head. "Watever they wanted to bring
me all the way up here for, and then--"

"Pooh! Al that is clear enough," said Hol nes
impatiently. "It is this |last sudden nove."

"You understand the rest, then?"

"I think that it is fairly obvious. What do you say,
WAt son?"

| shrugged ny shoulders. "I nust confess that | am
out of ny depths,"” said |

"Oh surely if you consider the events at first they
can only point to one conclusion.”

"What do you mmke of then®?"
"Well, the whol e thing hinges upon two points. The
first is the making of Pycroft wite a declaration by

whi ch he entered the service of this preposterous
conpany. Do you not see how very suggestive that is?"

"I amafraid | mss the point."

"Well, why did they want himto do it? Not as a
busi ness matter, for these arrangenments are usually



verbal, and there was no earthly busi ness reason why
this should be an exception. Don't you see, my young
friend, that they were very anxious to obtain a

speci men of your handwiting, and had no other way of
doing it?"

"And why?"

"Quite so. \Why? Wien we answer that we have nmde
some progress with our little problem Wy? There
can be only one adequate reason. Sonme one wanted to
learn to imtate your witing, and had to procure a
specimen of it first. And nowif we pass on to the
second point we find that each throws |ight upon the
other. That point is the request made by Pinner that
you shoul d not resign your place, but should |leave the
manager of this inportant business in the ful
expectation that a M. Hall Pycroft, whom he had never
seen, was about to enter the office upon the Mnday
nor ni ng. "

"My God!" cried our client, "what a blind beetle
have been!"

"Now you see the point about the handwiting. Suppose
that some one turned up in your place who wote a
conpletely different hand fromthat in which you had
applied for the vacancy, of course the gane woul d have
been up. But in the interval the rogue had |earned to
imtate you, and his position was therefore secure, as
| presune that nobody in the office had ever set eyes
upon you. "

“"Not a soul," groaned Hall Pycroft.

"Very good. O course it was of the utnpst inportance
to prevent you fromthinking better of it, and also to
keep you fromcoming into contact with any one who

m ght tell you that your double was at work in
Mawson's office. Therefore they gave you a handsone
advance on your salary, and ran you off to the

M dl ands, where they gave you enough work to do to
prevent your going to London, where you m ght have
burst their little gane up. That is all plain
enough. "

"But why should this man pretend to be his own
br ot her ?"

"Well, that is pretty clear also. There are evidently
only two of themin it. The other is inpersonating you
at the office. This one acted as your engager, and
then found that he could not find you an enpl oyer

Wi thout admitting a third person into his plot. That
he was most unwilling to do. He changed his

appearance as far as he could, and trusted that the

i keness, which you could not fail to observe, would



be put down to a fanmily resenblance. But for the
happy chance of the gold stuffing, your suspicions
woul d probably never have been aroused.™

Hal | Pycroft shook his clinched hands in the air
"Good Lord!" he cried, "while | have been fooled in
this way, what has this other Hall Pycroft been doing
at Mawson's? \What should we do, M. Hol nes? Tell ne
what to do."

"W nust wire to Mawson's."
"They shut at twelve on Saturdays."

"Never mind. There may be sone door-keeper or
attendant --"

"Ah yes, they keep a pernmanent guard there on account
of the value of the securities that they hold. |
renmenber hearing it talked of in the City."

"Very good; we shall wire to him and see if all is
well, and if a clerk of your nanme is working there.
That is clear enough; but what is not so clear is why
at sight of us one of the rogues should instantly wal k
out of the room and hang hinmsel f."

"The paper!" croaked a voice behind us. The man was
sitting up, blanched and ghastly, with returning
reason in his eyes, and hands whi ch rubbed nervously
at the broad red band which still encircled his

t hr oat .

"The paper! O course!" yelled Holnmes, in a paroxysm
of excitenent. "ldiot that | was! | thought so nust
of our visit that the paper never entered my head for
an instant. To be sure, the secret nust be there."
He flattened it out upon the table, and a cry of
triunph burst fromhis lips. "Look at this, Watson,"
he cried. "It is a London paper, an early edition of
the Evening Standard. Here is what we want. Look at
the headlines: "Crinme in the City. Mirder at Mawson &
Wllians's. G gantic attenpted Robbery. Capture of
the Criminal.' Here, Watson, we are all equally
anxious to hear it, so kindly read it aloud to us."

It appeared fromits position in the paper to have
been the one event of inportance in town, and the
account of it ran in this way:

"A desperate attenpt at robbery, culmnating in the
death of one man and the capture of the crim nal
occurred this afternoon in the City. For sonme tine
back Mawson & W/ lianms, the fanous financial house,
have been the guardi ans of securities which amount in
the aggregate to a sum of considerably over a mllion
sterling. So conscious was the manager of the



responsi bility which devol ved upon himin consequence
of the great interests at stake that safes of the very
| at est construction have been empl oyed, and an arned
wat chman has been | eft day and night in the building.
It appears that |ast week a new clerk naned Hal
Pycroft was engaged by the firm This person appears
to have been none other that Beddi ngton, the fanpus
forger and cracksman, who, with his brother, had only
recently emerged froma five years' spell of pena
servitude. By sone nean, which are not yet clear, he
succeeded in w ning, under a false nane, this officia
position in the office, which he utilized in order to
obtai n nmoul di ng of various |ocks, and a thorough
know edge of the position of the strong room and the
saf es.

"It is customary at Mawson's for the clerks to | eave
at mdday on Saturday. Sergeant Tuson, of the City
Police, was somewhat surprised, therefore to see a
gentleman with a carpet bag cone down the steps at
twenty mnutes past one. Hi s suspicions being
aroused, the sergeant followed the man, and with the
aid of Constable Pollack succeeded, after a npst
desperate resistance, in arresting him It was at
once clear that a daring and gigantic robbery had been
conmmitted. Nearly a hundred thousand pounds' worth of
American railway bonds, with a | arge anount of scrip
in mnes and other conpanies, was discovered in the
bag. On examining the prem ses the body of the
unfortunate watchman was found doubl ed up and thrust
into the largest of the safes, where it would not have
been di scovered until Mnday norning had it not been
for the pronpt action of Sergeant Tuson. The nman's
skull had been shattered by a blow from a poker
delivered from behind. There could be no doubt that
Beddi ngt on had obt ai ned entrance by pretendi ng that he
had | eft something behind him and having nurdered the
wat chman, rapidly rifled the | arge safe, and then nade
off with his booty. His brother, who usually works
with him has not appeared in this job as far as can
at present be ascertained, although the police are
maki ng energetic inquiries as to his whereabouts."

"Well, we may save the police sone little trouble in
that direction," said Hol nes, glancing at the haggard
figure huddl ed up by the window. "Human nature is a

strange m xture, WAtson. You see that even a villain
and nmurderer can inspire such affection that his
brother turns to suicide when he I earns that his neck
is forfeited. However, we have no choice as to our
action. The doctor and I will remain on guard, M.
Pycroft, if you will have the kindness to step out for
the police."

Adventure |V



The "G oria Scott"

| have sone papers here," said ny friend Sherl ock

Hol mes, as we sat one winter's night on either side of
the fire, "which | really think, Watson, that it would
be worth your while to glance over. These are the
docunents in the extraordinary case of the Goria
Scott, and this is the message which struck Justice of
the Peace Trevor dead with horror when he read it."

He had picked froma drawer a little tarnished
cylinder, and, undoing the tape, he handed ne a short
note scrawl ed upon a hal f-sheet of slate gray-paper

"The supply of game for London is going steadily up,"
it ran. "Head-keeper Hudson, we believe, had been now
told to receive all orders for fly-paper and for
preservation of your hen-pheasant's life."

As | glanced up fromreading this enigmatical nessage,
| saw Hol nes chuckling at the expression upon ny face.

"You look a little bew |l dered," said he.

"I cannot see how such a nmessage as this could inspire
horror. It seens to ne to be rather grotesque than
ot herw se.”

"Very likely. Yet the fact renmins that the reader
who was a fine, robust old nan, was knocked cl ean down
by it as if it had been the butt end of a pistol."

"You arouse nmy curiosity," said |l. "But why did you
say just now that there were very particular reasons
why | should study this case?"

"Because it was the first in which | was ever
engaged. "

I had often endeavored to elicit from my conpani on
what had first turned is mind in the direction of
crimnal research, but had never caught him before in
a communi cative hunor. Now he sat forward in this arm
chair and spread out the docunments upon his knees.

Then he lit his pipe and sat for sone tine snoking and
turni ng them over.

"“You never heard nme talk of Victor Trevor?" he asked.
"He was the only friend | nade during the two years |
was at college. | was never a very sociable fellow,
WAt son, al ways rather fond of nmoping in ny roons and
working out my own little methods of thought, so that

I never mixed much with the nmen of nmy year. Bar
fencing and boxing | had few athletic tastes, and then



ny line of study was quite distinct fromthat of the
other fellows, so that we had no points of contact at
all. Trevor was the only man | knew, and that only

t hrough the accident of his bull terrier freezing on
to my ankle one norning as | went down to chapel

"It was a prosaic way of forming a friendship, but it
was effective. | was laid by the heels for ten days,
but Trevor used to cone in to inquire after ne. At
first it was only a mnute's chat, but soon his visits
| engt hened, and before the end of the termwe were
close friends. He was a hearty, full-blooded fellow,
full of spirits and energy, the very opposite to ne in
nost respects, but we had sone subjects in common, and
it was a bond of union when I found that he was as
friendless as I. Finally, he invited ne down to his
father's place at Donnithorpe, in Norfolk, and
accepted his hospitality for a nonth of the |ong
vacation.

"ad Trevor was evidently a man of sonme wealth and
consideration, a J.P., and a | anded proprietor
Donnithorpe is a little hamet just to the north of
Langnmere, in the country of the Broads. The house was
and ol d-fashi oned, w de-spread, oak-beaned brick
building, with a fine linme-lined avenue | eading up to
it. There was excellent wld-duck shooting in the
fens, remarkably good fishing, a small but select
library, taken over, as | understood, from a forner
occupant, and a tol erable cook, so that he would be a
fastidi ous man who could not put in a pleasant nonth
t here.

"Trevor senior was a wi dower, and ny friend his only
son.

"There had been a daughter, | heard, but she had died
of diphtheria while on a visit to Birm ngham The
father interested ne extremely. He was a man of
little culture, but with a considerabl e amunt of rude
strength, both physically and nentally. He knew
hardly any books, but he had traveled far, had seen
much of the world. And had renmenbered all that he had
| earned. I n person he was a thick-set, burly man with
a shock of grizzled hair, a brown, weather-beaten
face, and bl ue eyes which were keen to the verge of
fierceness. Yet he had a reputation for kindness and
charity on the country-side, and was noted for the

| eni ency of his sentences fromthe bench

"One evening, shortly after ny arrival, we were
sitting over a glass of port after dinner, when young
Trevor began to tal k about those habits of observation
and inference which | had already forned into a
system although | had not yet appreciated the part
which they were to play in ny life. The old man
evidently thought that his son was exaggerating in his



description of one or two trivial feats which | had
per f or med.

"' Conme, now, M. Holnes,' said he, |aughing
good- hunoredly. 'I'm an excellent subject, if you can
deduce anything fromne.'

"1 fear there is not very much,' | answered; 'I m ght
suggest that you have gone about in fear of sone
personal attack with the [ ast twelvenonth.'

"The | augh faded fromhis lips, and he stared at ne in
great surprise.

"*Well, that's true enough,' said he. 'You know,
Victor,' turning to his son, 'when we broke up that
poachi ng gang they swore to knife us, and Sir Edward
Holly has actually been attacked. |'ve always been on
my guard since then, though | have no idea how you
know it.'

"'"You have a very handsone stick,' | answered. 'By
the inscription | observed that you had not had it
nore than a year. But you have taken sone pains to
bore the head of it and pour nelted lead into the hole
so as to nmeke it a form dable weapon. | argued that
you woul d not take such precautions unless you had
some danger to fear.'

"' Anyt hing el se?" he asked, smling.

"' You have boxed a good deal in your youth.'

"'Right again. How did you knowit? |s ny nose
knocked a little out of the straight?

"'No," said|l. 'It is your ears. They have the
peculiar flattening and thickening which marks the
boxi ng man.'

"' Anyt hi ng el se?’

"*You have done a good deal of digging by your
callosities.'

"*Made all ny noney at the gold fields.'
"' You have been in New Zeal and."

"'Ri ght again.'

"'You have visited Japan.'

""Quite true.'

"' And you have been nost intimately associated with
some one whose initials were J. A, and whom you



afterwards were eager to entirely forget.'

"M . Trevor stood slowmy up, fixed his |arge blue eyes
upon nme with a strange wild stare, and then pitched
forward, with his face anong the nutshells which
strewed the cloth, in a dead faint.

"You can imagi ne, Watson, how shocked both his son and
| were. His attack did not last |ong, however, for
when we undid his collar, and sprinkled the water from
one of the finger-glasses over his face, he gave a
gasp or two and sat up.

"' Ah, boys,' said he, forcing a smle, 'I hope
haven't frightened you. Strong as | |ook, there is a
weak place in nmy heart, and it does not take nuch to
knock me over. | don't know how you manage this, M.

Hol mes, but it seens to me that all the detectives of
fact and of fancy would be children in your hands.
That's your line of life, sir, and you may take the
word of a man who has seen sonething of the world."'

"And that recommendation, with the exaggerated
estimate of my ability with which he prefaced it, was,
if you will believe ne, Watson, the very first thing
whi ch ever made nme feel that a profession mght be
made out of what had up to that tine been the nerest
hobby. At the nonent, however, | was too nuch
concerned at the sudden illness of nmy host to think of
anyt hi ng el se.

"1 hope that | have said nothing to pain you?' said
l.

"*Well, you certainly touched upon rather a tender
point. Mght | ask how you know, and how nuch you
know?' He spoke now in a half-jesting fashion, but a
| ook of terror still lurked at the back of his eyes.

""It is sinplicity itself,' said |. '"Wen you bared
your armto draw that fish into the boat | saw that J.
A. Had been tattooed in the bend of the el bow. The
letters were still legible, but it was perfectly clear
fromtheir blurred appearance, and from the staining
of the skin round them that efforts had been nade to
obliterate them It was obvious, then, that those
initials had once been very famliar to you, and that
you had afterwards wi shed to forget them'

"What an eye you have!" he cried, with a sigh of

relief. 'It is just as you say. But we won't talk of
it. O all ghosts the ghosts of our old |lovers are
the worst. Cone into the billiard-roomand have a

qui et cigar.'

"From that day, amd all his cordiality, there was



al ways a touch of suspicion in M. Trevor's manner

towards nme. Even his son remarked it. 'You've given
t he governor such a turn,' said he, 'that he'll never
be sure again of what you know and what you don't

know.' He did not mean to show it, | amsure, but it

was so strongly in his mind that it peeped out at
every action. At last | becane so convinced that |
was causing himuneasiness that | drewmnmy visit to a
close. On the very day, however, before |I left, and
i nci dent occurred which proved in the sequel to be of
i mportance.

"We were sitting out upon the |Iawn on garden chairs,
the three of us, basking in the sun and admiring the
vi ew across the Broads, when a nmid came out to say
that there was a nan at the door who wanted to see M.
Trevor.

"*What is his name?' asked mnmy host.
"'He woul d not give any.'
"' \What does he want, then?

"''He says that you know him and that he only wants a
nonent's conversation.'

"' Show himround here.' An instant afterwards there
appeared a little wizened fellow with a cringing
manner and a shanmbling style of wal king. He wore an
open jacket, with a splotch of tar on the sleeve, a
red- and- bl ack check shirt, dungaree trousers, and
heavy boots badly worn. His face was thin and brown
and crafty, with a perpetual snmile upon it, which
showed an irregular line of yellow teeth, and his
crinkled hands were half closed in a way that is
distinctive of sailors. As he canme slouching across
the awn | heard M. Trevor make a sort of hiccoughing
noise in his throat, and jumping out of his chair, he
ran into the house. He was back in a nonent, and
snmelt a strong reek of brandy as he passed ne.

"*Well, my man,' said he. 'Wat can | do for you?

"The sailor stood |ooking at himw th puckered eyes,
and with the sanme | oose-|lipped snile upon his face.

""You don't know ne?' he asked.

"*Why, dear nme, it is surely Hudson,' said M. Trevor
in a tone of surprise.

"'Hudson it is, sir,' said the seaman. "Wy, it's
thirty year and nore since | saw you last. Here you
are in your house, and me still picking my salt neat

out of the harness cask.'



"'Tut, you will find that | have not forgotten old
times,' cried M. Trevor, and, wal king towards the

sailor, he said sonething in a low voice. 'Go into
the kitchen,' he continued out |oud, "and you will get
food and drink. | have no doubt that | shall find you

a situation.'

"' Thank you, sir,' said the seaman, touching his

fore-lock. 'I'mjust off a two-yearer in an

ei ght-knot tranmp, short-handed at that, and I wants a
rest. | thought 1'd get it either with M. Beddoes or
with you.'

"*Ah!l' cried Trevor. 'You know where M. Beddoes is?
"'Bless you, sir, | know where all ny old friends

are,' said the fellowwith a sinister snle, and he
sl ouched off after the maid to the kitchen. M.
Trevor munbl ed sonething to us about having been
shipmate with the nman when he was goi ng back to the
di ggi ngs, and then, |eaving us on the |awn, he went

i ndoors. An hour later, when we entered the house, we
found himstretched dead drunk upon the dining-room
sofa. The whole incident |eft a nost ugly inpression
upon ny nmind, and | was not sorry next day to | eave
Donni t horpe behind ne, for | felt that my presence
nmust be a source of enbarrassment to ny friend

"All this occurred during the first nmonth of the | ong
vacation. | went up to ny London rooms, where | spent
seven weeks working out a few experinents in organic
chem stry. On day, however, when the autumm was far
advanced and the vacation drawing to a cl ose, |
received a telegramfromnmny friend inploring me to
return to Donnithorpe, and saying that he was in great
need of my advice and assistance. O course | dropped
everything and set out for the North once nore.

"He met me with the dog-cart at the station, and | saw
at a glance that the last two nonths had been very
trying ones for him He had grown thin and careworn
and had |l ost the | oud, cheery manner for which he had
been remarkabl e.

"' The governor is dying,' were the first words he
sai d.

"'Inpossible!" | cried. 'Wat is the matter?

"' Apopl exy. Nervous shock, He's been on the verge
all day. | doubt if we shall find himalive.'

"I was, as you may think, Watson, horrified at this
unexpected news.

""What has caused it?' | asked.



"*Ah, that is the point. Junp in and we can talk it
over while we drive. You renenber that fell ow who
came upon the evening before you left us?

"'Perfectly.'’

"*Do you know who it was that we let into the house
t hat day?'

""1 have no idea.’
""It was the devil, Holnes,' he cried.
"I stared at himin astoni shment.

"‘Yes, it was the devil hinmself. W have not had a
peaceful hour since--not one. The governor has never
hel d up his head fromthat evening, and nowthe life
has been crushed out of himand his heart broken, al
t hrough this accursed Hudson.'

"' What power had he, then?

"*Ah, that is what | would give so nuch to know. The
ki ndly, charitable, good old governor--how could he
have fallen into the clutches of such a ruffian! But

| am so glad that you have cone, Holnmes. | trust very
much to your judgnent and discretion, and | know that
you will advise me for the best.’

"We were dashing along the snoboth white country road,
with the long stretch of the Broads in front of us
glinmrering in the red |ight of the setting sun. From
a grove upon our left I could already see the high

chi meys and the flag-staff which nmarked the squire's
dwel I'i ng.

"*My father made the fell ow gardener,' said ny
conpani on, 'and then, as that did not satisfy him he
was pronoted to be butler. The house seenmed to be at
his mercy, and he wandered about and did what he chose
init. The nmaids conplained of his drunken habits and
his vile | anguage. The dad raised their wages al
round to reconpense them for the annoyance. The

fell ow woul d take the boat and ny father's best gun
and treat hinself to little shooting trips. And al
this with such a sneering, leering, insolent face that
I woul d have knocked him down twenty tinmes over if he
had been a man of my own age. | tell you, Holnes, |
have had to keep a tight hold upon nmyself all this
time; and now | am asking nmyself whether, if | had |et

nmyself go a little nore, | mght not have been a wi ser
man.
"*Well, matters went frombad to worse with us, and

this ani mal Hudson becane npbre and nore intrusive,
until at last, on making sonme insolent reply to ny



father in my presence one day, | took himby the
shoul ders and turned himout of the room He slunk
away with a livid face and two venonous eyes which
uttered nore threats than his tongue coul d do.

don't know what passed between the poor dad and him
after that, but the dad cane to ne next day and asked
me whether | would mind apol ogi zing to Hudson. |
refused, as you can inmgine, and asked my father how
he could allow such a wetch to take such liberties
with hinmself and his househol d.

"'"Ah, ny boy," said he, "it is all very well to talk,
but you don't know how | am placed. But you shal
know, Victor. |I'll see that you shall know, cone what
may. You woul dn't believe harm of your poor old
father, would you, |lad?" He was very nuch noved, and
shut hinmself up in the study all day, where | could
see through the wi ndow that he was writing busily.

"' That evening there canme what seened to ne to be a
grand rel ease, for Hudson told us that he was going to
| eave us. He wal ked into the dining-roomas we sat
after dinner, and announced his intention in the thick
voi ce of a hal f-drunken man.

"*"1"ve had enough of Norfolk," said he. "I'll run
down to M. Beddoes in Hanpshire. He'll be as glad to
see nme as you were, | dare say."

"'"You're not going away in any kind of spirit,
Hudson, | hope," said ny father, with a tanmeness which
mad my bl ood boil

“'*"|'ve not had ny 'pology," said he sulkily, glancing
in my direction.

"*"Victor, you will acknow edge that you have used
this worthy fellow rather roughly,"” said the dad,
turning to me.

"*"On the contrary, | think that we have both shown
extraordi nary patience towards him" | answered.
"'"Ch, you do, do you?" he snarls. "Very good, nmte.

We'll see about that!"

"'He slouched out of the room and half an hour
afterwards left the house, leaving ny father in a
state of pitiable nervousness. N ght after night |
heard hi m pacing his room and it was just as he was
recovering his confidence that the blow did at | ast
fall.'

"*And how?' | asked eagerly.

"‘In a nost extraordinary fashion. A letter arrived
for ny father yesterday evening, bearing the



For di ngbri dge post-nmark. M father read it, clapped
both his hands to his head, and began running round
the roomin little circles |ike a man who has been
driven out of his senses. When | at |last drew him
down on to the sofa, his nmouth and eyelids were al
puckered on one side, and | saw that he had a stroke.
Dr. Fordham cane over at once. W put himto bed; but
the paral ysis has spread, he has shown no sign of
returni ng consciousness, and | think that we shal
hardly find himalive.'

"*You horrify me, Trevor!' | cried. 'What then could
have been in this letter to cause so dreadful a
result?

"*Nothing. There lies the inexplicable part of it.
The nmessage was absurd and trivial. Ah, ny God, it is
as | feared!’

"As he spoke we cane round the curve of the avenue,
and saw in the fading light that every blind in the
house had been drawn down. As we dashed up to the
door, ny friend's face convulsed with grief, a
gentleman in black energed fromit.

"*When did it happen, doctor?' asked Trevor.
"*Alnost i mredi ately after you left.'
"*Did he recover consciousness?’

"'"For an instant before the end.'

"' Any nessage for ne.

"*Only that the papers were in the back drawer of the
Japanese cabi net .’

"My friend ascended with the doctor to the chanber of
death, while I remained in the study, turning the
whol e matter over and over in ny head, and feeling as
sonmbre as ever | had done in ny life. Wat was the
past of this Trevor, pugilist, traveler, and

gol d-di gger, and how had he placed hinmself in the
power of this acid-faced seaman? Wy, too, should he
faint at an allusion to the half-effaced initials upon
his arm and die of fright when he had a letter from
For di nghan? Then | renenbered that Fordi ngham was in
Hanpshire, and that this M. Beddoes, whom the seaman
had gone to visit and presumably to bl acknmail, had

al so been nmentioned as living in Hanpshire. The
letter, then, mght either come from Hudson, the
seaman, saying that he had betrayed the guilty secret
whi ch appeared to exist, or it nmight come from
Beddoes, warning an old confederate that such a
betrayal was immnent. So far it seemed clear enough
But then how could this letter be trivial and



grotesque, as describe by the son? He nust have
msread it. If so, it nust have been one of those

i ngeni ous secret codes which mean one thing while they
seemto nean another. | nust see this letter. |If
there were a hidden neaning init, | was confident
that | could pluck it forth. For an hour | sat
pondering over it in the gloom until at last a
weepi ng maid brought in a lanp, and close at her heels
came ny friend Trevor, pale but conposed, with these
very papers which lie upon ny knee held in his grasp.
He sat down opposite to nme, drew the lanp to the edge
of the table, and handed ne a short note scribbled, as

you see, upon a single sheet of gray paper. "The
supply of ganme for London is going steadily up,' it
ran. 'Head-keeper Hudson, we believe, has been now

told to receive all orders for fly-paper and for
preservation of your hen-pheasant's life.'

"I dare say ny face | ooked as bewi | dered as your did
just now when first | read this message. Then |
reread it very carefully. It was evidently as | had

t hought, and sone secret nmeaning nust lie buried in
this strange conbination of words. O could it be
that there was a prearranged significance to such
phrases as 'fly-paper' and hen-pheasant'? Such a
meani ng woul d be arbitrary and coul d not be deduced in
any way. And yet | was loath to believe that this was
the case, and the presence of the word Hudson seened
to show that the subject of the message was as | had
guessed, and that it was from Beddoes rather than the
sailor. | tried it backwards, but the conbination
"life pheasant's hen' was not encouraging. Then

tried alternate words, but neither 'the of for' nor
"supply ganme London' pronmised to throw any |ight upon
it.

"And then in an instant the key of the riddle was in
ny hands, and | saw that every third word, beginning
with the first, would give a nessage which m ght wel
drive old Trevor to despair

"It was short and terse, the warning, as | now read it
to my conpanion:

"'The ganme is up. Hudson has told all. Fly for your
life.'

"Victor Trevor sank his face into his shaki ng hands,
"It must be that, | suppose,’ said he. "This is worse
than death, for it means disgrace as well. But what
is the neaning of these "head-keepers" and

"hen- pheasant s"?

"1t means nothing to the nessage, but it might nmean a
good deal to us if we had no other neans of

di scovering the sender. You see that he has begun by
witing "The...ganme...is,"” and so on. Afterwards he



had, to fulfill the prearranged cipher, to fill in any
two words in each space. He would naturally use the
first words which cane to his mnd, and if there were
so many which referred to sport anong them you may be
tolerably sure that he is either an ardent shot or
interested in breeding. Do you know anything of this
Beddoes?'

"*Why, now that you nention it,' said he, 'I renenber
that my poor father used to have an invitation from
himto shoot over his preserves every autumm.'’

""Then it is undoubtedly fromhimthat the note
cones,' saidl. 'It only remains for us to find out
what this secret was which the sailor Hudson seens to
have hel d over the heads of these two wealthy and
respected nen.'

"*Alas, Holnmes, | fear that it is one of sin and
shanme!' cried ny friend. 'But fromyou I shall have
no secrets. Here is the statenment which was drawn up
by my father when he knew that the danger from Hudson
had become immnent. | found it in the Japanese
cabinet, as he told the doctor. Take it and read it
to me, for | have neither the strength nor the courage
to do it myself.'

"These are the very papers, Watson, which he handed to
me, and | will read themto you, as | read themin the
old study that night to him They are endorsed
outside, as you see, 'Sone particulars of the voyage
of the bark oria Scott, from her |eaving Fal nouth on
the 8th Cctober, 1855, to her destruction in N Lat.
15 degrees 20', W Long. 25 degrees 14' on Nov. 6th.’'
It isinthe formof a letter, and runs in this way:

"*My dear, dear son, now that approaching disgrace
begins to darken the closing years of ny life, | can
wite with all truth and honesty that it is not the
terror of the law, it is not the |loss of my position
in the county, nor is it ny fall in the eyes of al

who have known ne, which cuts me to the heart; but it
is the thought that you should cone to blush for
me--you who | ove ne and who have sel dom | hope, had
reason to do other than respect ne. But if the blow
falls which is forever hanging over me, then | should
wi sh you to read this, that you may know straight from
me how far | have been to blame. On the other hand,

if all should go well (which may kind God Al m ghty
grant!), then if by any chance this paper should be
still undestroyed and should fall into your hands,
conjure you, by all you hold sacred, by the nenory of
your dear nother, and by the | ove which had been
between us, to hurl it into the fire and to never give
one thought to it again

"*1f then your eye goes onto read this line, | know



that | shall already have been exposed and dragged
fromm hone, or as is nore likely, for you know t hat
ny heart is weak, by Iying with my tongue seal ed
forever in death. |In either case the tinme for
suppression is past, and every word which | tell you
is the naked truth, and this | swear as | hope for
nmercy.

"My nane, dear lad, is not Trevor. | was Janes
Armitage in my younger days, and you can understand
now the shock that it was to nme a few weeks ago when
your college friend addressed nme in words which seened
to inply that he had surprised nmy secret. As Armtage
it was that | entered a London banki ng-house, and as
Armitage | was convicted of breaking nmy country's

| aws, and was sentenced to transportation. Do not
think very harshly of ne, laddie. It was a debt of
honor, so called, which | had to pay, and | used nobney
whi ch was not ny own to do it, in the certainty that |
could replace it before there could be any possibility
of its being m ssed. But the nost dreadful ill-1uck
pursued nme. The noney which | had reckoned upon never
cane to hand, and a prenmmture exam nation of accounts
exposed ny deficit. The case nmi ght have been dealt
leniently with, but the laws were nore harshly

admi nistered thirty years ago than now, and on ny
twenty-third birthday I found myself chained as a
felon with thirty-seven other convicts in 'tween-decks
of the bark Goria Scott, bound for Australia.

""It was the year '55 when the Crinean war was at its
hei ght, and the old convict ships had been largely used
as transports in the Black Sea. The governnent was
conpel l ed, therefore, to use snaller and | ess suitable
vessels for sending out their prisoners. The Qoria
Scott had been in the Chinese tea-trade, but she was
an ol d-fashi oned, heavy-bowed, broad-beaned craft, and
the new clippers had cut her out. She was a
five-hundred-ton boat; and besides her thirty-eight
jail-birds, she carried twenty-six of a crew, eighteen
soldiers, a captain, three mates, a doctor, a

chapl ain, and four warders. Nearly a hundred souls
were in her, all told, when we set said from Fal nouth.

"'The partitions between the cells of the convicts,
i nstead of being of thick oak, as is usual in
convict-ships, were quite thin and frail. The man
next to nme, upon the aft side, was one whom | had
particularly noticed when we were | ed down the quay.
He was a young man with a clear, hairless face, a

I ong, thin nose, and rather nut-cracker jaws. He
carried his head very jauntily in the air, had a
swaggeri ng style of wal king, and was, above all el se,
remar kabl e for his extraordinary height. | don't

t hi nk any of our heads would have come up to his
shoul der, and | am sure that he could not have
measured |l ess than six and a half feet. It was



strange anong so many sad and weary faces to see one
which was full of energy and resolution. The sight of

it was to me like a fire in a snowstorm | was gl ad,
then, to find that he was ny nei ghbor, and gl adder
still when, in the dead of the night, | heard a

whi sper close to ny ear, and found that he had nanaged
to cut an opening in the board which separated us.

"*"Hullo, chumy!" said he, "what's your nane, and
what are you here for?"

"'1 answered him and asked in turn who | was talking
wi t h.

"*"1"m Jack Prendergast," said he, "and by God! You'l
learn to bl ess ny nane before you've done with ne."

"1 remenbered hearing of his case, for it was one
whi ch had nade an i mense sensation throughout the
country sone tinme before my own arrest. He was a man
of good fami |y and of great ability, but on incurably
vi ci ous habits, who had be an ingeni ous system of
fraud obtai ned huge suns of nmoney fromthe | eading
London merchants.

"'"Ha, ha! You renenber ny case!" said he proudly.
"Very well, indeed."

"Then maybe you renenber sonething queer about it?"
"' "What was that, then?"

"I'"'d had nearly a quarter of a mllion, hadn't 17?"
"So it was said."

"'"But none was recovered, eh?"

"'"No."

"'"Well, where d'ye suppose the balance is?" he asked.
"'"| have no idea," said I

"'"Ri ght between my finger and thunmb,"” he cried. "By
God! |'ve go nore pounds to nmy name than you've hairs
on your head. And if you've nobney, ny son, and know
how to handle it and spread it, you can do anyt hing.
Now, you don't think it likely that a man who could do
anything is going to wear his breeches out sitting in

the stinking hold of a rat-gutted, beetle-ridden
moul dy ol d coffin of a Chin China coaster. No, sir

such a man will ook after hinself and will |ook after
his chuns. You may lay to that! You hold on to him
and you may Kkiss the book that he'll haul you

t hr ough. "



"'That was his style of talk, and at first | thought
it meant nothing; but after a while, when he had
tested me and sworn ne in with all possible solemity,
he l et ne understand that there really was a plot to
gai n conmand of the vessel. A dozen of the prisoners
had hatched it before they came aboard, Prendergast
was the | eader, and his noney was the notive power.

"*"1"d a partner," said he, "a rare good man, as true
as a stock to a barrel. He's got the di bbs, he has,
and where do you think he is at this nmoment? Wy,
he's the chaplain of this ship--the chaplain, no |ess!
He cane aboard with a black coat, and his papers
right, and noney enough in his box to buy the thing
right up fromkeel to main-truck. The crew are his,
body and soul. He could buy 'emat so nmuch a gross
with a cash discount, and he did it before ever they
signed on. He's got two of the warders and Mereer
the second mate, and he'd get the captain hinself, if
he thought himworth it."

"""What are we to do, then?" | asked.

"*"What do you think?" said he. "We'Ill neke the coats
of sonme of these soldiers redder than ever the tailor
did."

"'"But they are arned,” said I

"""And so shall we be, ny boy. There's a brace of

pi stols for every nother's son of us, and if we can't
carry this ship, with the crew at our back, it's tine
we were all sent to a young m sses' boardi ng-school
You speak to your nate upon the left to-night, and see
if he is to be trusted."

"1 did so, and found ny other neighbor to be a young
fellow in nuch the sanme position as myself, whose
crime had been forgery. His name was Evans, but he
afterwards changed it, like nyself, and his is now a
rich and prosperous man in the south of England. He
was ready enough to join the conspiracy, as the only
means of saving ourselves, and before we had crossed
the Bay there were only two of the prisoners who were
not in the secret. One of these was of weak mind, and
we did not dare to trust him and the other was
suffering fromjaundice, and could not be of any use
to us.

"*Fromthe beginning there was really nothing to
prevent us from taking possession of the ship. The
crew were a set of ruffians, specially picked for the
job. The sham chaplain canme into our cells to exhort
us, carrying a black bag, supposed to be full of
tracts, and so often did he come that by the third day
we had each stowed away at the foot of our beds a



file, a brace of pistols, a pound of powder, and
twenty slugs. Two of the warders were agents of
Prendergast, and the second mate was his right-hand
man. The captain, the two mates, two warders

Li eutenant Martin, his eighteen soldiers, and the
doctor were all that we had against us. Yet, safe as
it was, we determ ned to neglect no precaution, and to
make our attack suddenly by night. It came, however,
nore qui ckly than we expected, and in this way.

"' One evening, about the third week after our start,
the doctor had conme down to see one of the prisoners
who was ill, and putting his hand down on the bottom
of his bunk he felt the outline of the pistols. |If he
had been silent he night have bl own the whol e thing,
but he was a nervous little chap, so he gave a cry of
surprise and turned so pale that the man knew what was
up in an instant and seized him He was gagged before
he could give the alarm and tied down upon the bed.
He had unl ocked the door that led to the deck, and we
were through it in a rush. The two sentries were shot
down, and so was a corporal who came running to see
what was the matter. There were two nore sol diers at
t he door of the state-room and their nuskets seened
not to be | oaded, for they never fired upon us, and
they were shot while trying to fix their bayonets.
Then we rushed on into the captain's cabin, but as we
pushed open the door there was an expl osion from
within, and there he lay wit his brains snmeared over
the chart of the Atlantic which was pinned upon the
table, while the chaplain stood with a snoking pisto
in his hand at his elbow. The two mates had both been
sei zed by the crew, and the whol e busi ness seened to
be settl ed.

"' The state-room was next the cabin, and we flocked in
there and fl opped down on the settees, all speaking
together, for we were just mad with the feeling that
we were free once nmore. There were |ockers all round,
and W1 son, the sham chapl ai n, knocked one of themin,
and pulled out a dozen of brown sherry. W cracked
of f the necks of the bottles, poured the stuff out
into tunblers, and were just tossing themoff, when in
an instant w thout warning there canme the roar of
nmuskets in our ears, and the saloon was so full of
snoke that we could not see across the table. \When it
cl eared again the place was a shanbles. W/ son and

ei ght others were wiggling on the top of each other
on the floor, and the bl ood and the brown sherry on
that table turn me sick now when | think of it. We
were so cowed by the sight that | think we should have
given the job up if had not been for Prendergast. He
bel | owed like a bull and rushed for the door with al
that were left alive at his heels. Qut we ran, and
there on the poop were the |lieutenent and ten of his
men. The swi ng skylights above the sal oon table had
been a bit open, and they had fired on us through the



slit. We got on them before they could |oad, and they
stood to it |ike nen; but we had the upper hand of
them and in five minutes it was all over. M God!
Was there ever a slaughter-house |ike that ship!
Predergast was |i ke a raging deveil, and he picked the
soldiers up as if they had been children and threw
them overboard alive or dead. There was one sergeant
that was horribly wounded and yet kept on sw nmm ng for
a surprising time, until some one in nercy blew out
his brains. When the fighting was over there was no
one left of our enem es except just the warders the
mat es, and the doctor.

"1t was over themthat the great quarrel arose.

There were nmany of us who were gl ad enough to wi n back
our freedom and yet who had no wish to have nurder on
our souls. It was one thing to knock the soldiers
over with their nmuskets in their hands, and it was
another to stand by while men were being killed in
cold blood. Eight of us, five convicts and three
sailors, said that we would not see it done. But
there was no novi ng Predergast and those who were with
him Qur only chance of safety lay in naking a clean
job of it, said he, and he would not |eave a tongue
with power to wag in a witness-box. It nearly canme to
our sharing the fate of the prisoners, but at |last he
said that if we wished we m ght take a boat and go.

We junped at the offer, for we were already sick of

t hese bl ookt hirsty doings, and we saw that there would
be worse before it was done. W were given a suit of
sailor togs each, a barrel of water, two casks, one of
junk and one of biscuits, and a conpass. Prendergast
threw us over a chart, told us that we were

shi pwr ecked mari ners whose ship had foundered in Lat.
15 degrees and Long 25 degrees west, and then cut the painter and
| et us go.

"*And now | conme to the nobst surprising part of ny
story, my dear son. The seamen had haul ed the
fore-yard aback during the rising, but now as we |eft
them they brought it square again, and as there was a
light wind fromthe north and east the bark began to
draw slowy away fromus. Qur boat lay, rising and
falling, upon the long, snooth rollers, and Evans and
I, who were the nost educated of the party, were
sitting in the sheets working out our position and

pl anni ng what coast we should nmake for. It was a nice
guestion, for the Cape de Verds were about five
hundred mles to the north of us, and the African
coast about seven hundred to the east. On the whole,
as the wind was com ng round to the north, we thought
that Sierra Leone night be best, and turned our head
in that direction, the bark being at that tine nearly
hul | down on our starboard quarter. Suddenly as we

| ooked at her we saw a dense bl ack cloud of snoke
shoot up from her, which hung Iike a nonstrous tree
upon the sky line. A few seconds |later a roar |ike



t hunder burst upon our ears, and as the snoke thinned
away there was no sign left of the oria Scott. In
an instant we swept the boat's head round again and
pulled with all our strength for the place where the
haze still trailing over the water marked the scene of
this catastrophe.

"1t was a long hour before we reached it, and at
first we feared that we had cone too late to save any
one. A splintered boat and a nunber of crates and
fragnents of spars rising and falling on the waves
showed us where the vessel had foundered; but there
was no sign of life, and we had turned away i n despair
when we heard a cry for help, and saw at sone di stance
a piece of weckage with a man lying stretched across
it. Wien we pulled himaboard the boat he proved to
be a young seaman of the name of Hudson, who was so
burned and exhausted that he could give us no account
of what had happened until the follow ng norning.

"1t seenmed that after we had left, Prendergast and
hi s gang had proceeded to put to death the five
remai ni ng prisoners. The two warders had been shot
and thrown overboard, and so also had the third mate.
Prendergast then descended into the 'tween-decks and
with his own hands cut the throat of the unfortunate
surgeon. There only remained the first mate, who was
a bold and active man. When he saw t he convi ct
approaching himwi th the bl oody knife in his hand he
ki cked off his bonds, which he had somehow contrived
to | oosen, and rushing down the deck he plunged into
the after-hold. A dozen convicts, who descended with
their pistols in search of him found himwith a

mat ch-box in his hand seated besi de an open
powder - barrel, which was one of a hundred carried on
board, and swearing that he would blow all hands up if
he were in any way nmolested. An instant |ater the
expl osion occurred, though Hudson thought it was
caused by the m sdirected bullet of one of the
convicts rather than the mate's match. Be the cause
what | may, it was the end of the oria Scott and of
t he rabbl e who hel d command of her

"*Such, in a few words, ny dear boy, is the history of
this terrible business in which I was involved. Next
day we were picked up by the brig Hotspur, bound for
Australia, whose captain found no difficulty in
believing that we were the survivors of a passenger
ship which had foundered. The transport ship doria
Scott was set down by the Admiralty as being | ost at
sea, and no word has ever |eaked out as to her true
fate. After an excellent voyage the Hotspur |anded us
at Sydney, where Evans and | changed our nanes and
made our way to the diggings, where, anong the crowds
who were gathered fromall nations, we had no
difficulty in losing our forner identities. The rest

I need not relate. W prospered, we travel ed, we cane



back as rich colonials