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Part 1 - The Tragedy of Birlstone

Chapter 1 - The Warning

"I aminclined to think--" said |

"I should do so," Sherlock Hol nes remarked inpatiently.

| believe that | am one of the nost |ong-suffering of nortals;
but I'Il admit that | was annoyed at the sardonic interruption



"Real |y, Hol nes,’
times."

said | severely, "you are a little trying at

He was too nuch absorbed with his own thoughts to give any

i medi ate answer to nmy renonstrance. He |eaned upon his hand,
with his untasted breakfast before him and he stared at the slip
of paper which he had just drawn fromits envel ope. Then he took
the envelope itself, held it up to the light, and very carefully
studi ed both the exterior and the fl ap.

"It is Porlock's witing," said he thoughtfully. "I can hardly
doubt that it is Porlock's witing, though I have seen it only
twice before. The Greek e with the peculiar top flourish is
distinctive. But if it is Porlock, then it nust be sonething of
the very first inportance."

He was speaking to hinself rather than to ne; but ny vexation
di sappeared in the interest which the words awakened.

"Who then is Porlock?" | asked.

"Porl ock, Watson, is a nomde-plunme, a nmere identification mark;

but behind it lies a shifty and evasive personality. 1In a forner
letter he frankly infornmed nme that the nane was not his own, and
defied ne ever to trace himanong the teeming mllions of this

great city. Porlock is inmportant, not for hinself, but for the
great man with whomhe is in touch. Picture to yourself the
pilot fish with the shark, the jackal with the Iion--anything
that is insignificant in conpanionship with what is form dable
not only form dable, Watson, but sinister--in the highest degree
sinister. That is where he comes within ny purview. You have
heard me speak of Professor Moriarty?"

"The fanous scientific crimnal, as fanmous anong crooks as--"
"My blushes, Watson!" Holnes nurrmured in a deprecating voice.
"I was about to say, as he is unknown to the public."

"A touch! A distinct touch!" cried Holmes. "You are devel opi ng
a certain unexpected vein of pawky hunmour, Watson, against which
I must learn to guard nmyself. But in calling Muriarty a crimna
you are uttering libel in the eyes of the law-and there lie the
glory and the wonder of it! The greatest schemer of all tineg,
the organi zer of every deviltry, the controlling brain of the
underworl d, a brain which m ght have nmade or marred the destiny
of nations--that's the man! But so aloof is he from genera
suspi cion, so imune fromcriticism so admrable in his
managenent and sel f-effacenment, that for those very words that
you have uttered he could hale you to a court and energe with
your year's pension as a solatiumfor his wounded character. |Is
he not the cel ebrated author of The Dynamics of an Asteroid, a
book whi ch ascends to such rarefied heights of pure mathematics
that it is said that there was no man in the scientific press
capable of criticizing it? 1s this a man to traduce?
Foul - mout hed doctor and sl andered professor--such would be your
respective roles! That's genius, Watson. But if |I am spared by



| esser nen, our day will surely cone."

"May | be there to seel”™ | exclainmed devoutly. "But you were
speaki ng of this man Porl ock."

"Ah, yes--the so-called Porlock is a link in the chain sone
little way fromits great attachnent. Porlock is not quite a
sound | i nk--between ourselves. He is the only flaw in that chain
so far as | have been able to test it."

"But no chain is stronger than its weakest |ink."

"Exactly, my dear Watson! Hence the extrene inportance of

Porl ock. Led on by sonme rudi mentary aspirations towards right,
and encouraged by the judicious stinmulation of an occasiona
ten-pound note sent to him by devious nethods, he has once or

twi ce given ne advance information which has been of val ue--that
hi ghest val ue which antici pates and prevents rather than avenges
crinme. | cannot doubt that, if we had the cipher, we should find
that this communication is of the nature that | indicate."

Agai n Hol nes flattened out the paper upon his unused plate.
rose and, |eaning over him stared down at the curious
i nscription, which ran as foll ows:

534 C2 13 127 36 31 4 17 21 41 DOUGLAS 109 293 5 37 BI RLSTONE 26
BI RLSTONE 9 47 171

"What do you maeke of it, Hol nes?"
"It is obviously an attenpt to convey secret information."
"But what is the use of a cipher nmessage wi thout the cipher?”

“In this instance, none at all."

"Why do you say 'in this instance' ?"

"Because there are many ci phers which I would read as easily as |
do the apocrypha of the agony colum: such crude devi ces amuse
the intelligence without fatiguing it. But this is different.

It is clearly a reference to the words in a page of sone book.
Until I amtold which page and whi ch book | am powerl ess."

"But why 'Douglas' and 'Birlstone' ?"

"Clearly because those are words which were not contained in the
page in question."

"Then why has he not indicated the book?"

"Your native shrewdness, ny dear Watson, that innate cunning which
is the delight of your friends, would surely prevent you from

i ncl osi ng ci pher and nessage in the sane envelope. Should it

m scarry, you are undone. As it is, both have to go wrong before
any harmcones fromit. Qur second post is now overdue, and

shall be surprised if it does not bring us either a further



letter of explanation, or, as is nmore probable, the very vol une
to which these figures refer.”

Hol mes's calculation was fulfilled within a very few m nutes by
t he appearance of Billy, the page, with the very letter which we
wer e expecting.

"The sane witing," remarked Hol nes, as he opened the envel ope,
"and actually signed," he added in an exultant voice as he
unfol ded the epistle. "Conme, we are getting on, Watson." His
brow cl ouded, however, as he gl anced over the contents.

"Dear nme, this is very disappointing! | fear, Watson, that al
our expectations come to nothing. | trust that the nman Porl ock
will come to no harm

"DEAR MR. HOLMES [ he says]:

“I will go no further in this matter. It is too dangerous--he
suspects me. | can see that he suspects ne. He came to me quite
unexpectedly after | had actually addressed this envel ope with
the intention of sending you the key to the cipher. | was able
to cover it up. |If he had seen it, it would have gone hard with
me. But | read suspicion in his eyes. Please burn the cipher
message, which can now be of no use to you.

FRED PORLCCK. "

Hol mes sat for sone little time twisting this letter between his
fingers, and frowning, as he stared into the fire.

"After all," he said at last, "there may be nothing init. It
may be only his guilty conscience. Knowing hinself to be a
traitor, he may have read the accusation in the other's eyes."

"The other being, | presune, Professor Mriarty."

"No |l ess! Wen any of that party tal k about 'He' you know whom
they nmean. There is one predominant 'He' for all of them"”

"But what can he do?"

"Huml  That's a |l arge question. When you have one of the first
brai ns of Europe up against you, and all the powers of darkness
at his back, there are infinite possibilities. Anyhow, Friend
Porl ock is evidently scared out of his senses--kindly conmpare the
writing in the note to that upon its envel ope; which was done, he
tells us, before this ill-onened visit. The one is clear and
firm The other hardly legible."

"Why did he wite at all? Wy did he not sinply drop it?"

"Because he feared | would nmake sonme inquiry after himin that
case, and possibly bring trouble on him™"

"No doubt," said I. "O course.” | had picked up the origina
ci pher nessage and was bending nmy brows over it. "It's pretty



maddeni ng to think that an inportant secret nay lie here on this
slip of paper, and that it is beyond human power to penetrate
it."

Sherl ock Hol mes had pushed away his untasted breakfast and |it
t he unsavoury pi pe which was the conpani on of his deepest
meditations. "I wonder!" said he, |eaning back and staring at
the ceiling. "Perhaps there are points which have escaped your
Machi avel lian intellect. Let us consider the problemin the
light of pure reason. This man's reference is to a book. That
is our point of departure.”

"A sonewhat vague one."

"Let us see then if we can narrow it down. As | focus ny mnd
upon it, it seens rather |ess inpenetrable. What indications
have we as to this book?"

"None. "

"Well, well, it is surely not quite so bad as that. The cipher
nmessage begins with a |arge 534, does it not? W may take it as

a working hypothesis that 534 is the particul ar page to which the
ci pher refers. So our book has already become a LARGE book, which
is surely sonething gained. What other indications have we as to
the nature of this large book? The next sign is C2. Wat do you
make of that, Watson?"

"Chapter the second, no doubt."

"Hardly that, Watson. You will, | amsure, agree with ne that if
the page be given, the nunber of the chapter is immterial. Also
that if page 534 finds us only in the second chapter, the length

of the first one must have been really intolerable."

"Colum!" | cried.

"Brilliant, Watson. You are scintillating this morning. |If it
is not colum, then | amvery nuch deceived. So now, you see, we
begin to visualize a |l arge book printed in double col ums which
are each of a considerable length, since one of the words is
nunbered in the docunent as the two hundred and ninety-third.
Have we reached the limts of what reason can supply?"

"I fear that we have."

"Surely you do yourself an injustice. One nore coruscation, ny
dear WAt son--yet another brain-wave! Had the volunme been an
unusual one, he would have sent it to ne. Instead of that, he
had i ntended, before his plans were ni pped, to send ne the clue
in this envelope. He says so in his note. This would seemto

i ndicate that the book is one which he thought | would have no
difficulty in finding for nyself. He had it--and he inmagi ned
that I would have it, too. |In short, Watson, it is a very common
book. "

"What you say certainly sounds plausible.”



"So we have contracted our field of search to a | arge book
printed in double colums and in commobn use."

"The Bible!"™ | cried triunphantly.

"Good, Watson, good! But not, if |I may say so, quite good
enough! Even if | accepted the conplinment for nyself | could
hardly nane any vol ume which would be less likely to lie at the
el bow of one of Mriarty's associates. Besides, the editions of
Holy Wit are so nunerous that he could hardly suppose that two
copi es woul d have the sane pagination. This is clearly a book
which is standardi zed. He knows for certain that his page 534
will exactly agree with ny page 534."

"But very few books would correspond with that."

"Exactly. Therein lies our salvation. Qur search is narrowed
down to standardi zed books which anyone may be supposed to
possess. "

"Bradshaw "

"There are difficulties, Watson. The vocabul ary of Bradshaw is
nervous and terse, but limted. The selection of words would
hardly lend itself to the sending of general nmessages. W will
elim nate Bradshaw. The dictionary is, | fear, inadmissible for
the sane reason. What then is left?"

"An al manac!"

"Excellent, Watson! | amvery nmuch m staken if you have not
touched the spot. An almanac! Let us consider the clains of
Whitaker's Almanac. It is in common use. It has the requisite
nunber of pages. It is in double colum. Though reserved in its
earlier vocabulary, it becones, if | remenber right, quite

garrul ous towards the end." He picked the volune from his desk.
"Here is page 534, colum two, a substantial block of print
dealing, | perceive, with the trade and resources of British
India. Jot down the words, Watson! Number thirteen is
"Mahratta.' Not, | fear, a very auspicious beginning. Nunber

one hundred and twenty-seven is 'Governnent'; which at | east
makes sense, though somewhat irrelevant to ourselves and

Prof essor Moriarty. Now let us try again. Wat does the
Mahratta governnent do? Alas! the next word is '"pig' s-bristles.’
We are undone, ny good Watson! It is finished!"

He had spoken in jesting vein, but the twitching of his bushy
eyebrows bespoke his disappointnment and irritation. | sat
hel pl ess and unhappy, staring into the fire. A long silence was
broken by a sudden exclamation from Hol nes, who dashed at a
cupboard, from which he energed with a second yel |l ow covered

vol ume in his hand.

"We pay the price, Watson, for being too up-to-date!" he cried.
"We are before our time, and suffer the usual penalties. Being
t he seventh of January, we have very properly laid in the new



almnac. It is nore than likely that Porlock took his nmessage
fromthe old one. No doubt he would have told us so had his
letter of explanation been witten. Now let us see what page 534
has in store for us. Nunber thirteen is 'There,' which is nuch
nore prom sing. Nunber one hundred and twenty-seven is
"is'--"There is' "--Holnes's eyes were gleam ng with excitenent,
and his thin, nervous fingers twitched as he counted the words--
"*danger.' Ha! Ha! Capital! Put that down, Watson. 'There is
danger - - may- - cone- - very--soon--one.' Then we have the nane
"Douglas'--"rich--country--now-at--Birl stone--House--Birlstone--
confidence--is--pressing.' There, Watson! What do you think of
pure reason and its fruit? |If the green-grocer had such a thing
as a laurel weath, | should send Billy round for it."

I was staring at the strange nessage which | had scraw ed, as he
deci phered it, upon a sheet of foolscap on ny knee.

"What a queer, scranbling way of expressing his nmeaning!" said I
"On the contrary, he has done quite remarkably well," said
Hol mes. "When you search a single colum for words with which to
express your neani ng, you can hardly expect to get everything you
want. You are bound to | eave sonething to the intelligence of
your correspondent. The purport is perfectly clear. Sone
deviltry is intended agai nst one Dougl as, whoever he nmay be,
residing as stated, a rich country gentleman. He is
sure--'confidence' was as near as he could get to
‘confident'--that it is pressing. There is our result--and a
very workmanlike little bit of analysis it was!"

Hol mes had the inpersonal joy of the true artist in his better
wor k, even as he nourned darkly when it fell below the high I eve
to which he aspired. He was still chuckling over his success
when Billy swung open the door and | nspector MacDonal d of
Scot | and Yard was ushered into the room

Those were the early days at the end of the '80's, when Alec
MacDonal d was far from having attained the national fame which he
has now achi eved. He was a young but trusted nenber of the
detective force, who had distinguished hinself in several cases
whi ch had been intrusted to him His tall, bony figure gave

prom se of exceptional physical strength, while his great cranium
and deep-set, lustrous eyes spoke no less clearly of the keen
intelligence which twi nkled out from behind his bushy eyebrows.

He was a silent, precise man with a dour nature and a hard

Aber doni an accent.

Twi ce already in his career had Hol nes helped himto attain
success, his own sole reward being the intellectual joy of the
problem For this reason the affection and respect of the

Scot chman for his amateur coll eague were profound, and he showed
them by the frankness with which he consulted Holmes in every
difficulty. Mediocrity knows nothing higher than itself; but
talent instantly recognizes genius, and MacDonal d had tal ent
enough for his profession to enable himto perceive that there
was no humliation in seeking the assistance of one who already
stood al one in Europe, both in his gifts and in his experience.



Hol mes was not prone to friendship, but he was tol erant of the
bi g Scotchman, and smiled at the sight of him

"You are an early bird, M. Mac," said he. "I wish you luck with
your worm | fear this neans that there is sone mschief afoot."
"If you said 'hope' instead of 'fear,' it would be nearer the
truth, I'mthinking, M. Holnes," the inspector answered, with a
knowi ng grin. "Well, maybe a wee nip would keep out the raw
norning chill. No, | won't snoke, | thank you. [I'Il have to be

pushing on ny way; for the early hours of a case are the precious
ones, as no nman knows better than your own self. But--but--"

The inspector had stopped suddenly, and was staring with a | ook
of absol ute amazenment at a paper upon the table. It was the
sheet upon which | had scrawl ed the enigmatic nessage.

"Dougl as!" he stammered. "Birlstone! Wat's this, M. Hol nes?
Man, it's witchcraft! Were in the nane of all that is wonderfu
did you get those nanes?”

"It is a cipher that Dr. Watson and | have had occasion to sol ve.
But why--what's anmiss with the nanmes?"

The inspector | ooked fromone to the other of us in dazed
astoni shnment. "Just this," said he, "that M. Dougl as of
Birl stone Manor House was horribly murdered | ast night!"

Chapter 2 - Sherlock Hol nes Di scourses

It was one of those dramatic nonents for which nmy friend existed.
It would be an overstatenent to say that he was shocked or even
excited by the amazi ng announcenent. Wthout having a tinge of
cruelty in his singular conposition, he was undoubtedly call ous
fromlong overstinulation. Yet, if his enptions were dulled, his
intellectual perceptions were exceedingly active. There was no
trace then of the horror which I had nyself felt at this curt

decl aration; but his face showed rather the quiet and interested
conposure of the chem st who sees the crystals falling into
position from his oversaturated sol ution.

"Remar kabl e!" said he. "Remarkable!"
"You don't seem surprised.”

"Interested, M. Mac, but hardly surprised. Wy should | be
surprised? | receive an anonynous conmuni cation froma quarter
which | know to be inportant, warning ne that danger threatens a
certain person. Wthin an hour | learn that this danger has
actually materialized and that the person is dead. | am

i nterested; but, as you observe, | amnot surprised.”



In a few short sentences he explained to the inspector the facts
about the letter and the cipher. MacDonald sat with his chin on
hi s hands and his great sandy eyebrows bunched into a yell ow
tangl e.

"I was going down to Birlstone this norning,"” said he. "I had
cone to ask you if you cared to come with nme--you and your friend
here. But from what you say we m ght perhaps be doing better
work in London."

"I rather think not," said Hol nes.

"Hang it all, M. Holnmes!" cried the inspector. "The papers wll
be full of the Birlstone nmystery in a day or two; but where's the
nmystery if there is a man in London who prophesied the crine

before ever it occurred? W have only to lay our hands on that
man, and the rest will follow"

"No doubt, M. Mac. But how do you propose to |ay your hands on
the so-called Porlock?"

MacDonal d turned over the letter which Hol nes had handed him
"Posted in Canberwel | --that doesn't help us much. Nane, you say,
is assuned. Not nuch to go on, certainly. Didn't you say that
you have sent hi m noney?"

"Twi ce. "

"And how?"

"In notes to Canmberwel | post office."

"Did you ever trouble to see who called for then®?"

"No. "
The inspector |ooked surprised and a |little shocked. "Wy not?"
"Because | always keep faith. | had prom sed when he first wote

that | would not try to trace him?"

“You think there is someone behind hinP"

"I know there is."

"This professor that |'ve heard you nmention?"

"Exactly!"

I nspector MacDonald smled, and his eyelid quivered as he gl anced
towards ne. "I won't conceal fromyou, M. Holnes, that we think
inthe CI.D. that you have a wee bit of a bee in your bonnet
over this professor. | nmade sone inquiries myself about the
matter. He seens to be a very respectable, |earned, and

tal ented sort of man."

"I"mglad you've got so far as to recognize the talent."



“Man, you can't but recognize it! After | heard your view | nade
it my business to see him | had a chat with himon eclipses.
How the tal k got that way | canna think; but he had out a
reflector lantern and a gl obe, and made it all clear in a mnute.
He lent me a book; but | don't mind saying that it was a bit
above ny head, though |I had a good Aberdeen upbringing. He'd
have made a grand neenister with his thin face and gray hair and
solem-1i ke way of talking. Wen he put his hand on my shoul der
as we were parting, it was like a father's bl essing before you go
out into the cold, cruel world."

Hol mes chuckl ed and rubbed his hands. "G eat!" he said. "G eat!
Tell me, Friend MacDonald, this pleasing and touching interview
was, | suppose, in the professor's study?"

"That's so."

"Afine room is it not?"

"Very fine -- very handsonme indeed, M. Hol mes."
"You sat in front of his witing desk?"

"Just so."

"Sun in your eyes and his face in the shadow?"

"Well, it was evening; but | mind that the |anp was turned on ny
face."

"It would be. Did you happen to observe a picture over the
prof essor's head?"

"I don't mss nmuch, M. Holnes. Maybe | |earned that from you.
Yes, | saw the picture--a young woman wi th her head on her hands,
peepi ng at you sideways."

"That painting was by Jean Baptiste G euze."

The inspector endeavoured to | ook interested.
"Jean Baptiste Greuze," Hol nmes continued, joining his finger tips
and leaning well back in his chair, "was a French artist who
flourished between the years 1750 and 1800. | allude, of course
to his working career. Mdern criticismhas nore than indorsed

t he high opinion formed of himby his contenporaries.”

The inspector's eyes grew abstracted. "Hadn't we better--" he
sai d.

"We are doing so," Holnes interrupted. "All that | am saying has
a very direct and vital bearing upon what you have called the
Birl stone Mystery. In fact, it may in a sense be called the very
centre of it."

MacDonal d smi | ed feebly, and | ooked appealingly to ne. "Your



t houghts nove a bit too quick for me, M. Holnmes. You |eave out
alink or two, and | can't get over the gap. Wat in the whole
wi de world can be the connection between this dead painting man
and the affair at Birl stone?"

"All know edge comes useful to the detective," remarked Hol nes.
"Even the trivial fact that in the year 1865 a picture by G euze
entitled La Jeune Fille a |'Agneau fetched one mllion two
hundred thousand francs--nore than forty thousand pounds--at the
Portalis sale may start a train of reflection in your mnd."

It was clear that it did. The inspector |ooked honestly
i nterested.

"I may renm nd you," Hol nes continued, "that the professor's
sal ary can be ascertained in several trustworthy books of
reference. It is seven hundred a year."

"Then how coul d he buy--"
"Quite so! How could he?"

"Ay, that's remarkable,” said the inspector thoughtfully. "Talk
away, M. Holmes. [I'mjust loving it. |It's fine!"

Hol mes smiled. He was al ways warnmed by genui ne adniration--the
characteristic of the real artist. "What about Birlstone?" he
asked.

"We've tine yet," said the inspector, glancing at his watch
"I've a cab at the door, and it won't take us twenty minutes to
Victoria. But about this picture: | thought you told ne once,
M. Hol nes, that you had never net Professor Mriarty."

“No, | never have."
"Then how do you know about his roons?"

"Ah, that's another matter. | have been three tines in his
roons, twice waiting for himunder different pretexts and | eaving
before he cane. Once--well, | can hardly tell about the once to
an official detective. It was on the |ast occasion that | took
the liberty of running over his papers--with the nobst unexpected
results.”

"You found sonething conprom sing?"

"Absol utely nothing. That was what amazed nme. However, you have
now seen the point of the picture. It shows himto be a very
weal thy man. How did he acquire wealth? He is unmarried. His
younger brother is a station naster in the west of England. His
chair is worth seven hundred a year. And he owns a Greuze."

" \Ml | ?Il

"Surely the inference is plain."



"You nean that he has a great incone and that he nust earn it in
an illegal fashion?"

"Exactly. O course | have other reasons for thinking so--dozens
of exiguous threads which | ead vaguely up towards the centre of
the web where the poi sonous, notionless creature is |urking.

only nention the Greuze because it brings the matter within the
range of your own observation."

"Well, M. Holmes, | adnmit that what you say is interesting

it's nore than interesting--it's just wonderful. But |let us have
it alittle clearer if you can. |Is it forgery, coining,

bur gl ary--where does the noney cone fronf"

"Have you ever read of Jonathan WI d?"

"Well, the name has a fam |iar sound. Soneone in a novel, was he
not? | don't take nuch stock of detectives in novel s--chaps that
do things and never |let you see how they do them That's just

i nspiration: not business.”

"Jonathan WIld wasn't a detective, and he wasn't in a novel. He
was a nmaster crimnal, and he lived |last century--1750 or
t her eabouts. "

"Then he's no use to ne. |'ma practical man."

"M . Mac, the nobst practical thing that you ever did in your life
woul d be to shut yourself up for three nmonths and read twelve
hours a day at the annals of crime. Everything cones in
circles--even Professor Miriarty. Jonathan WId was the hidden
force of the London crimnals, to whom he sold his brains and his
organi zation on a fifteen per cent. conm ssion. The old whee
turns, and the sanme spoke comes up. |It's all been done before,
and will be again. [I'll tell you one or two things about
Moriarty which may interest you."

"You'll interest me, right enough.™

"1 happen to know who is the first link in his chain--a chain
with this Napol eon-gone-wong at one end, and a hundred broken
fighting nmen, pickpockets, blackmailers, and card sharpers at the
other, with every sort of crinme in between. His chief of staff

i s Col onel Sebastian Moran, as al oof and guarded and inaccessible
to the law as hinself. Wat do you think he pays hinP"

“"I"d like to hear."

"Si x thousand a year. That's paying for brains, you see--the
Anerican business principle. | learned that detail quite by
chance. It's nmore than the Prime Mnister gets. That gives you
an idea of Moriarty's gains and of the scale on which he works.
Anot her point: | made it ny business to hunt down sone of
Moriarty's checks lately--just common i nnocent checks that he
pays his household bills with. They were drawn on six different
banks. Does that make any inpression on your m nd?"



"Queer, certainly! But what do you gather fromit?"

"That he wanted no gossip about his wealth. No single man shoul d
know what he had. | have no doubt that he has twenty banking
accounts; the bulk of his fortune abroad in the Deutsche Bank or
the Credit Lyonnais as likely as not. Sonetinme when you have a
year or two to spare | conmmend to you the study of Professor
Moriarty."

I nspect or MacDonal d had grown steadily nore inpressed as the

conversation proceeded. He had lost hinself in his interest.
Now hi s practical Scotch intelligence brought himback with a
snap to the matter in hand.

"He can keep, anyhow," said he. "You've got us side-tracked with
your interesting anecdotes, M. Holnmes. What really counts is
your remark that there is sonme connection between the professor
and the crinme. That you get fromthe warning received through
the man Porlock. Can we for our present practical needs get any
further than that?"

"We may form some conception as to the notives of the crinme. It
is, as | gather fromyour original remarks, an inexplicable, or
at | east an unexpl ai ned, nmurder. Now, presum ng that the source
of the crinme is as we suspect it to be, there might be two
different nmotives. In the first place, | may tell you that
Moriarty rules with a rod of iron over his people. His

di scipline is trenendous. There is only one punishnent in his
code. It is death. Now we night suppose that this nurdered
man- -t hi s Dougl as whose approaching fate was known by one of the
arch-crimnal's subordi nates--had in some way betrayed the chief.
Hi s puni shnment followed, and would be known to all--if only to
put the fear of death into them"

"Well, that is one suggestion, M. Hol nmes."

"The other is that it has been engineered by Mriarty in the
ordi nary course of business. Was there any robbery?"

"l have not heard."

"If so, it would, of course, be against the first hypothesis and
in favour of the second. Mdriarty nmay have been engaged to

engi neer it on a prom se of part spoils, or he nay have been paid
so much down to nanage it. Either is possible. But whichever it
may be, or if it is some third combination, it is down at
Birlstone that we nust seek the solution. | know our man too
wel |l to suppose that he has left anything up here which may | ead
us to him"

"Then to Birlstone we nust go!" cried MacDonal d, junping fromhis
chair. "My word! it's later than | thought. | can give you,
gentlenmen, five mnutes for preparation, and that is all."

"And anple for us both," said Holnmes, as he sprang up and
hastened to change fromhis dressing gown to his coat. "Wile we
are on our way, M. Mac, | will ask you to be good enough to tel



me all about it."

"Al'l about it" proved to be disappointingly little, and yet there
was enough to assure us that the case before us m ght well be
worthy of the expert's closest attention. He brightened and
rubbed his thin hands together as he listened to the neagre but
remar kabl e details. A long series of sterile weeks |ay behind
us, and here at last there was a fitting object for those

remar kabl e powers which, like all special gifts, beconme irksone
to their owner when they are not in use. That razor brain

bl unted and rusted with inaction

Sherl ock Hol mes's eyes glistened, his pale cheeks took a warmer
hue, and his whole eager face shone with an inward |ight when the
call for work reached him Leaning forward in the cab, he
listened intently to MacDonal d's short sketch of the problem
which awaited us in Sussex. The inspector was hinself dependent,
as he explained to us, upon a scribbled account forwarded to him
by the milk train in the early hours of the norning. Wite
Mason, the local officer, was a personal friend, and hence
MacDonal d had been notified nmuch nore pronptly than is usual at
Scotl and Yard when provincials need their assistance. It is a
very cold scent upon which the Metropolitan expert is generally
asked to run.

"DEAR | NSPECTOR MACDONALD [said the letter which he read to us]:

"Official requisition for your services is in separate envel ope.
This is for your private eye. Wre nme what train in the norning
you can get for Birlstone, and | will nmeet it--or have it net if
I amtoo occupied. This case is a snorter. Don't waste a nonent
in getting started. If you can bring M. Hol nes, please do so;
for he will find sonmething after his own heart. W would think

t he whol e had been fixed up for theatrical effect if there wasn't
a dead man in the mddle of it. M word! it IS a snorter.”

"Your friend seens to be no fool," remarked Hol nes.

"No, sir, White Mason is a very live man, if | am any judge."
"Well, have you anythi ng nore?"
"Only that he will give us every detail when we neet."

"Then how did you get at M. Douglas and the fact that he had
been horribly murdered?"

"That was in the inclosed official report. It didn't say
"horrible': that's not a recognized official term It gave the
name John Douglas. It nentioned that his injuries had been in
the head, fromthe discharge of a shotgun. It also nentioned the
hour of the alarm which was close on to mdnight |ast night. It
added that the case was undoubtedly one of nurder, but that no
arrest had been made, and that the case was one which presented
some very perplexing and extraordinary features. That's
absolutely all we have at present, M. Hol mes."



"Then, with your perm ssion, we will leave it at that, M. Mac.
The tenptation to form premature theories upon insufficient data

is the bane of our profession. | can see only two things for
certain at present--a great brain in London, and a dead man in
Sussex. It's the chain between that we are going to trace."

Chapter 3 - The Tragedy of Birlstone

Now for a monent | will ask |eave to renobve ny own insignificant
personality and to describe events which occurred before we
arrived upon the scene by the lIight of know edge which came to us
afterwards. Only in this way can | make the reader appreciate

t he peopl e concerned and the strange setting in which their fate
was cast.

The village of Birlstone is a small and very ancient cluster of
hal f-ti nbered cottages on the northern border of the county of
Sussex. For centuries it had remni ned unchanged; but within the
| ast few years its picturesque appearance and situation have
attracted a number of well-to-do residents, whose villas peep out
fromthe woods around. These woods are |locally supposed to be
the extreme fringe of the great Weald forest, which thins away
until it reaches the northern chal k downs. A nunber of snal
shops have conme into being to neet the wants of the increased
popul ati on; so there seens some prospect that Birl stone may soon
grow froman ancient village into a nodern town. It is the
centre for a considerable area of country, since Tunbridge Wlls,
the nearest place of inportance, is ten or twelve mles to the
eastward, over the borders of Kent.

About half a mle fromthe town, standing in an old park fanous
for its huge beech trees, is the ancient Manor House of

Birlstone. Part of this venerable building dates back to the
time of the first crusade, when Hugo de Capus built a fortalice
in the centre of the estate, which had been granted to him by the
Red King. This was destroyed by fire in 1543, and sone of its
snoke- bl ackened corner stones were used when, in Jacobean tines,
a brick country house rose upon the ruins of the feudal castle.

The Manor House, with its many gables and its small di anond- paned
wi ndows, was still nmuch as the builder had left it in the early
seventeenth century. O the double nmpats which had guarded its
nmore warli ke predecessor, the outer had been allowed to dry up
and served the hunble function of a kitchen garden. The inner
one was still there, and lay forty feet in breadth, though now
only a few feet in depth, round the whole house. A snall stream
fed it and continued beyond it, so that the sheet of water

t hough turbid, was never ditchlike or unhealthy. The ground
floor windows were within a foot of the surface of the water

The only approach to the house was over a drawbridge, the chains
and wi ndl ass of which had | ong been rusted and broken. The



| atest tenants of the Manor House had, however, with
characteristic energy, set this right, and the drawbridge was not
only capabl e of being raised, but actually was raised every
evening and | owered every norning. By thus renewi ng the custom
of the old feudal days the Manor House was converted into an

i sland during the night--a fact which had a very direct bearing
upon the nystery which was soon to engage the attention of al

Engl and.

The house had been untenanted for some years and was threatening
to moul der into a picturesque decay when the Dougl ases took
possession of it. This fam |y consisted of only two

i ndi vi dual s--John Douglas and his wife. Douglas was a remarkabl e
man, both in character and in person. |n age he may have been
about fifty, with a strong-jawed, rugged face, a grizzling

noust ache, peculiarly keen gray eyes, and a wiry, vigorous figure
whi ch had | ost nothing of the strength and activity of youth. He
was cheery and genial to all, but sonmewhat offhand in his
manners, giving the inpression that he had seen life in socia
strata on sone far |ower horizon than the county society of
Sussex.

Yet, though | ooked at with sone curiosity and reserve by his nore
cul tivated nei ghbours, he soon acquired a great popularity anong
the villagers, subscribing handsonely to all |ocal objects, and
attending their snmoking concerts and other functions, where,
having a remarkably rich tenor voice, he was always ready to
oblige with an excellent song. He appeared to have plenty of
nmoney, which was said to have been gained in the California gold
fields, and it was clear fromhis own talk and that of his wife
that he had spent a part of his life in Anerica.

The good i npression which had been produced by his generosity and
by his denocratic manners was increased by a reputation gai ned
for utter indifference to danger. Though a wetched rider, he
turned out at every neet, and took the nost amazing falls in his
deternmination to hold his owmn with the best. Wen the vicarage
caught fire he distinguished hinmself also by the fearl essness
with which he reentered the building to save property, after the
local fire brigade had given it up as inpossible. Thus it cane
about that John Dougl as of the Manor House had within five years
won hinself quite a reputation in Birlstone.

Hs wife, too, was popular with those who had nade her
acquai nt ance; though, after the English fashion, the callers upon
a stranger who settled in the county wi thout introductions were
few and far between. This mattered the |less to her, as she was
retiring by disposition, and very nuch absorbed, to al

appearance, in her husband and her donmestic duties. It was known
that she was an English | ady who had net M. Douglas in London

he being at that tine a widower. She was a beautiful wonan,

tall, dark, and slender, some twenty years younger than her
husband; a disparity which seened in no wise to mar the
contentnent of their famly life.

It was remarked someti mes, however, by those who knew t hem best,
that the confidence between the two did not appear to be



conplete, since the wife was either very reticent about her
husband's past life, or else, as seened nore likely, was

i nperfectly informed about it. It had al so been noted and
comrent ed upon by a few observant people that there were signs
sonmeti nes of sone nerve-strain upon the part of Ms. Douglas, and
that she woul d display acute uneasiness if her absent husband
shoul d ever be particularly late in his return. On a quiet
countryside, where all gossip is welcome, this weakness of the
| ady of the Manor House did not pass without remark, and it

bul ked | arger upon people's nenory when the events arose which
gave it a very special significance.

There was yet anot her individual whose residence under that roof
was, it is true, only an intermttent one, but whose presence at
the tinme of the strange happeni ngs which will now be narrated
brought his nanme promnently before the public. This was Ceci
James Barker, of Hales Lodge, Hanpstead.

Cecil Barker's tall, loose-jointed figure was a famliar one in
the main street of Birlstone village; for he was a frequent and
wel come visitor at the Manor House. He was the nore noticed as
being the only friend of the past unknown life of M. Douglas who
was ever seen in his new English surroundi ngs. Barker was

hi rsel f an undoubt ed Engli shman; but by his remarks it was clear
that he had first known Douglas in Anerica and had there |lived on
intimate terns with him He appeared to be a man of considerabl e
weal th, and was reputed to be a bachel or.

In age he was rather younger than Douglas--forty-five at the
nost--a tall, straight, broad-chested fellow with a clean-shaved
prize-fighter face, thick, strong, black eyebrows, and a pair of
masterful black eyes which mght, even without the aid of his
very capabl e hands, clear a way for himthrough a hostile crowd.
He neither rode nor shot, but spent his days in wandering round
the old village with his pipe in his nouth, or in driving with
his host, or in his absence with his hostess, over the beautifu
countryside. "An easy-going, free-handed gentleman," said Anes,
the butler. "But, my word! | had rather not be the man that
crossed him" He was cordial and intimte w th Douglas, and he
was no less friendly with his wife--a friendship which nore than
once seenmed to cause sone irritation to the husband, so that even
the servants were able to perceive his annoyance. Such was the
third person who was one of the family when the catastrophe
occurred.

As to the other denizens of the old building, it will suffice out
of a large household to nention the prim respectable, and
capabl e Anes, and Ms. Allen, a buxom and cheerful person, who
relieved the | ady of sonme of her household cares. The other six
servants in the house bear no relation to the events of the night
of January 6th.

It was at eleven forty-five that the first alarmreached the

smal|l local police station, in charge of Sergeant WIson of the
Sussex Constabulary. Cecil Barker, nmuch excited, had rushed up
to the door and peal ed furiously upon the bell. A terrible

tragedy had occurred at the Manor House, and John Dougl as had



been nurdered. That was the breathless burden of his nmessage.
He had hurried back to the house, followed within a few m nutes
by the police sergeant, who arrived at the scene of the crine a
little after twelve o' clock, after taking pronpt steps to warn
the county authorities that something serious was afoot.

On reaching the Manor House, the sergeant had found the
drawbri dge down, the wi ndows |ighted up, and the whol e househol d
in a state of wild confusion and alarm The white-faced servants
were huddling together in the hall, with the frightened butler
wringing his hands in the doorway. Only Cecil Barker seened to
be master of hinself and his enotions; he had opened the door

whi ch was nearest to the entrance and he had beckoned to the
sergeant to follow him At that nonent there arrived Dr. Wod, a
bri sk and capabl e general practitioner fromthe village. The
three nen entered the fatal roomtogether, while the
horror-stricken butler followed at their heels, closing the door
behind himto shut out the terrible scene fromthe nmaid servants.

The dead man lay on his back, sprawing with outstretched |inbs
in the centre of the room He was clad only in a pink dressing
gown, which covered his night clothes. There were carpet
slippers on his bare feet. The doctor knelt beside himand held
down the hand | anp which had stood on the table. One glance at
the victi mwas enough to show the healer that his presence could
be di spensed with. The man had been horribly injured. Lying
across his chest was a curious weapon, a shotgun with the barre
sawed off a foot in front of the triggers. It was clear that
this had been fired at close range and that he had received the
whol e charge in the face, blowing his head al nost to pieces. The
triggers had been wired together, so as to make the sinultaneous
di scharge nore destructive.

The country policeman was unnerved and troubl ed by the trenendous
responsi bility which had come so suddenly upon him "W will
touch nothing until ny superiors arrive," he said in a hushed

voi ce, staring in horror at the dreadful head.

"Not hi ng has been touched up to now," said Cecil Barker. "I'l
answer for that. You see it all exactly as | found it."

"When was that?" The sergeant had drawn out his notebook.

"It was just half-past eleven. | had not begun to undress, and
was sitting by the fire in ny bedroomwhen | heard the report.
It was not very loud--it seenmed to be muffled. | rushed down--I
don't suppose it was thirty seconds before | was in the room™
"Was the door open?"

"Yes, it was open. Poor Douglas was |lying as you see him His
bedroom candl e was burning on the table. It was | who |it the

| anp sone minutes afterward.”

"Did you see no one?"

"No. | heard Ms. Douglas com ng down the stair behind nme, and



rushed out to prevent her from seeing this dreadful sight. Ms.
Al l en, the housekeeper, canme and took her away. Anmes had
arrived, and we ran back into the room once nore."

"But surely | have heard that the drawbridge is kept up al
ni ght . "

"Yes, it was up until | lowered it."

"Then how coul d any nurderer have got away? It is out of the
question! M. Douglas must have shot hinmself."

"That was our first idea. But see!" Barker drew aside the
curtain, and showed that the |long, dianpond-paned wi ndow was open
toits full extent. "And look at this!" He held the | anp down
and illum nated a snudge of blood Iike the mark of a boot-sole
upon the wooden sill. "Soneone has stood there in getting out."

"You nean that sonmeone waded across the npat?"
"Exactly!"

"Then if you were in the roomwithin half a mnute of the crine,
he must have been in the water at that very nonent."

"l have not a doubt of it. | wish to heaven that | had rushed to
the wi ndow But the curtain screened it, as you can see, and so
it never occurred to ne. Then | heard the step of Ms. Douglas,
and | could not let her enter the room It would have been too
horrible."

"Horrible enough!" said the doctor, |ooking at the shattered head
and the terrible marks which surrounded it. "I've never seen
such injuries since the Birlstone railway smash."

"But, | say," remarked the police sergeant, whose slow, bucolic
common sense was still pondering the open window "It's all very
wel | your saying that a man escaped by wading this nmpat, but what
| ask you is, how did he ever get into the house at all if the

bri dge was up?"

"Ah, that's the question," said Barker.

"At what o'clock was it raised?"

"It was nearly six o'clock," said Anmes, the butler

"I"ve heard," said the sergeant, "that it was usually raised at
sunset. That woul d be nearer half-past four than six at this
time of year."

"Ms. Douglas had visitors to tea," said Ares. "I couldn't raise
it until they went. Then | wound it up nyself."

"Then it cones to this," said the sergeant: "If anyone cane from
outside--1F they did--they nust have got in across the bridge
before six and been in hiding ever since, until M. Douglas cane



into the roomafter eleven."

"That is so! M. Douglas went round the house every night the
last thing before he turned in to see that the lights were right.
That brought himin here. The man was waiting and shot him

Then he got away through the wi ndow and left his gun behind him
That's how | read it; for nothing else will fit the facts."

The sergeant picked up a card which |lay beside the dead nan on
the floor. The initials V.V. and under themthe number 341 were
rudely scrawl ed in ink upon it.

"What ' s this?" he asked, holding it up

Bar ker | ooked at it with curiosity. "I never noticed it before,"
he said. "The nurderer nust have left it behind him"
"V.V.--341. | can make no sense of that."

The sergeant kept turning it over in his big fingers. "What's

V.V.? Sonebody's initials, maybe. \What have you got there, Dr
Wood?"

It was a good-sized hammer which had been lying on the rug in
front of the fireplace--a substantial, workmanlike hamer. Ceci
Bar ker pointed to a box of brass-headed nails upon the
mant el pi ece.

"M . Douglas was altering the pictures yesterday," he said. "I
saw him nysel f, standing upon that chair and fixing the big

pi cture above it. That accounts for the hamrer."

"We'd best put it back on the rug where we found it," said the
sergeant, scratching his puzzled head in his perplexity. "It
will want the best brains in the force to get to the bottom of
this thing. It will be a London job before it is finished." He
rai sed the hand |l anp and wal ked slowmy round the room "Hullo!"
he cried, excitedly, drawing the wi ndow curtain to one side.
"What o' clock were those curtains drawn?"

"When the lanps were lit,"
after four."

said the butler. "It would be shortly

"Soneone had been hiding here, sure enough." He held down the
light, and the nmarks of nmuddy boots were very visible in the
corner. "lI'mbound to say this bears out your theory, M.
Barker. It looks as if the man got into the house after four
when the curtains were drawn, and before six when the bridge was
raised. He slipped into this room because it was the first that
he saw. There was no other place where he could hide, so he
popped in behind this curtain. That all seens clear enough. It
is likely that his nain idea was to burgle the house; but M.
Dougl as chanced to cone upon him so he nurdered himand
escaped. "

"That's how | read it," said Barker. "But, | say, aren't we
wasting precious tinme? Couldn't we start out and scout the



country before the fellow gets away?"
The sergeant considered for a moment.

"There are no trains before six in the nmorning; so he can't get

away by rail. |If he goes by road with his legs all dripping,
it's odds that soneone will notice him Anyhow, | can't |eave
here nyself until | amrelieved. But | think none of you should

go until we see nore clearly how we all stand."

The doctor had taken the |anp and was narrowly scrutinizing the
body. "What's this mark?" he asked. "Could this have any
connection with the crinme?"

The dead man's right armwas thrust out fromhis dressing gown,
and exposed as high as the el bow. About halfway up the forearm
was a curious brown design, a triangle inside a circle, standing
out in vivid relief upon the |ard-col oured skin.

"It's not tattooed," said the doctor, peering through his

gl asses. "l never saw anything like it. The nman has been
branded at sone tinme as they brand cattle. What is the neaning
of this?"

"I don't profess to know the neaning of it," said Cecil Barker;
"but | have seen the mark on Douglas many times this last ten
years."

"And so have |," said the butler. "Many a tine when the master
has rolled up his sleeves | have noticed that very mark. 1've
of ten wondered what it could be.™

"Then it has nothing to do with the crime, anyhow, " said the
sergeant. "But it's a rumthing all the sanme. Everything about
this case is rum Well, what is it now?"

The butler had given an exclamation of astoni shment and was
poi nting at the dead man's outstretched hand.

"They' ve taken his wedding ring!" he gasped.
“"What ! "

"Yes, indeed. Master always wore his plain gold wedding ring on
the little finger of his left hand. That ring with the rough
nugget on it was above it, and the tw sted snake ring on the
third finger. There's the nugget and there's the snake, but the
wedding ring is gone.”

"He's right," said Barker.

"Do you tell ne,
BELOW t he ot her ?"

said the sergeant, "that the wedding ring was

" Al ways!"

"Then the nurderer, or whoever it was, first took off this ring



you call the nugget ring, then the wedding ring, and afterwards
put the nugget ring back again."

"That is so!"
The worthy country policeman shook his head. "Seems to ne the

sooner we get London on to this case the better," said he.
"White Mason is a smart nan. No |local job has ever been too much

for White Mason. It won't be |long now before he is here to help
us. But | expect we'll have to | ook to London before we are
t hrough. Anyhow, |'m not ashaned to say that it is a deal too

thick for the |ikes of ne."

Chapter 4 - Darkness

At three in the nmorning the chief Sussex detective, obeying the
urgent call from Sergeant Wl son of Birlstone, arrived from
headquarters in a |light dog-cart behind a breathless trotter. By
the five-forty train in the norning he had sent his nmessage to
Scotl and Yard, and he was at the Birlstone station at twelve

o' clock to welcone us. Wiite Mason was a quiet,

confortabl e-1ooking person in a | oose tweed suit, with a

cl ean-shaved, ruddy face, a stoutish body, and powerful bandy

| egs adorned with gaiters, looking like a small farmer, a retired
ganekeeper, or anything upon earth except a very favourable

speci men of the provincial crimnal officer

"A real downright snorter, M. MacDonal d!'" he kept repeating.
"We' Il have the pressnmen down |ike flies when they understand it.
I'"'m hoping we will get our work done before they get poking their
noses into it and nmessing up all the trails. There has been
nothing like this that | can renenber. There are sone bits that
will come home to you, M. Holnmes, or | am m staken. And you

al so, Dr. Watson; for the medicos will have a word to say before
we finish. Your roomis at the Westville Arnms. There's no other
pl ace; but | hear that it is clean and good. The man will carry

your bags. This way, gentlenen, if you please."”

He was a very bustling and genial person, this Sussex detective.
In ten mnutes we had all found our quarters. |In ten nore we
were seated in the parlour of the inn and being treated to a
rapid sketch of those events which have been outlined in the
previ ous chapter. MacDonald made an occasional note; while

Hol mes sat absorbed, with the expression of surprised and
reverent admration with which the botanist surveys the rare and
preci ous bl oom

"Remar kabl e!" he said, when the story was unfol ded, "nopst
remarkable! | can hardly recall any case where the features have
been nore peculiar."

"I thought you would say so, M. Holnes," said Wite Mason in



great delight. "We're well up with the tinmes in Sussex. |[|'ve
told you now how matters were, up to the tine when | took over
from Sergeant W/ son between three and four this norning. M

word! | nmde the old mare go! But | need not have been in such
a hurry, as it turned out; for there was nothing i mediate that |
could do. Sergeant W/l son had all the facts. | checked them and

consi dered them and maybe added a few of ny own."
"What were they?" asked Hol nes eagerly.

"Well, | first had the hammer exam ned. There was Dr. Wbod there
to help me. We found no signs of violence upon it. | was hoping
that if M. Dougl as defended hinself with the hamrer, he m ght
have |l eft his mark upon the nurderer before he dropped it on the
mat. But there was no stain."

"That, of course, proves nothing at all," remarked I nspector

MacDonal d. "There has been many a hammer nurder and no trace on
t he hanmmrer.”
"Quite so. It doesn't prove it wasn't used. But there m ght

have been stains, and that would have hel ped us. As a natter of
fact there were none. Then | exam ned the gun. They were
buckshot cartridges, and, as Sergeant W/ son pointed out, the
triggers were wired together so that, if you pulled on the hinder
one, both barrels were discharged. Woever fixed that up had
made up his mind that he was going to take no chances of m ssing
his man. The sawed gun was not nore than two foot |ong--one
could carry it easily under one's coat. There was no conpl ete
maker's nane; but the printed letters P-E-N were on the fluting
between the barrels, and the rest of the nane had been cut off by
the saw. '

"A big Pwith a flourish above it, E and N snualler?" asked
Hol mes.

"Exactly."

"Pennsylvania Small Arnms Conpany--well-known Anerican firm" said
Hol mes.

White Mason gazed at ny friend as the little village practitioner
| ooks at the Harley Street specialist who by a word can solve the
difficulties that perplex him

"That is very helpful, M. Holnmes. No doubt you are right.
Wonderful!  Wonderful! Do you carry the names of all the gun
makers in the world in your nenory?"

Hol mes di smi ssed the subject with a wave.

“"No doubt it is an Anerican shotgun," Wite Mason continued. "I
seemto have read that a sawed-off shotgun is a weapon used in
sonme parts of Anmerica. Apart fromthe nanme upon the barrel, the
i dea had occurred to ne. There is some evidence then, that this
man who entered the house and killed its nmaster was an American."”



MacDonal d shook his head. "Man, you are surely travelling
overfast," said he. "I have heard no evidence yet that any
stranger was ever in the house at all."

"The open wi ndow, the blood on the sill, the queer card, the
mar ks of boots in the corner, the gun!"

“Not hing there that could not have been arranged. M. Dougl as
was an Anerican, or had lived long in America. So had M.
Barker. You don't need to inport an Anerican fromoutside in
order to account for Anerican doings."

"Ames, the butler--"
"What about hinf? |s he reliable?"

"Ten years with Sir Charles Chandos--as solid as a rock. He has
been wi th Dougl as ever since he took the Manor House five years
ago. He has never seen a gun of this sort in the house.”

"The gun was made to conceal. That's why the barrels were sawed.
It would fit into any box. How could he swear there was no such
gun in the house?"

"Well, anyhow, he had never seen one."

MacDonal d shook his obstinate Scotch head. "I'm not convinced
yet that there was ever anyone in the house," said he. "I'm
asking you to conseedar" (his accent becane nore Aberdoni an as he
lost hinmself in his argument) "I'm asking you to conseedar what

it involves if you suppose that this gun was ever brought into
the house, and that all these strange things were done by a
person fromoutside. ©h, man, it's just inconceivable! It's

cl ean agai nst commn sense! | put it to you, M. Holnmes, judging
it by what we have heard."

"Well, state your case, M. Mac," said Holmes in his npst
judicial style.

"The man is not a burglar, supposing that he ever existed. The
ring business and the card point to preneditated nurder for sone
private reason. Very good. Here is a man who slips into a house
with the deliberate intention of commtting nurder. He knows, if
he knows anything, that he will have a deeficulty in making his
escape, as the house is surrounded with water. What weapon woul d
he choose? You would say the nost silent in the world. Then he
coul d hope when the deed was done to slip quickly fromthe

wi ndow, to wade the mpat, and to get away at his leisure. That's
understandable. But is it understandable that he should go out
of his way to bring with himthe npbst noi sy weapon he coul d

sel ect, knowing well that it will fetch every human being in the
house to the spot as quick as they can run, and that it is al
odds that he will be seen before he can get across the noat? |Is

that credi ble, M. Hol mes?"

"Well, you put the case strongly,"” ny friend replied
thoughtfully. "It certainly needs a good deal of justification



May | ask, M. White Mason, whether you examined the farther side
of the noat at once to see if there were any signs of the man
havi ng clinbed out fromthe water?"

"There were no signs, M. Holnes. But it is a stone |edge, and
one could hardly expect them"

"No tracks or nmarks?"
"None. "

"Ha! Would there be any objection, M. White Mason, to our going
down to the house at once? There may possibly be some snall
poi nt which m ght be suggestive."

"I was going to propose it, M. Holnmes; but | thought it well to
put you in touch with all the facts before we go. | suppose if
anyt hing should strike you--" Wite Mason | ooked doubtfully at

t he amat eur.

"I have worked with M. Hol nes before," said Inspector MacDonal d.
"He plays the gane."

"My own idea of the gane, at any rate," said Holnmes, with a
smle. "l gointo a case to help the ends of justice and the
work of the police. |If | have ever separated nyself fromthe
official force, it is because they have first separated

t hemsel ves fromme. | have no wish ever to score at their
expense. At the sane tinme, M. White Mason, | claimthe right to
work in ny own way and give ny results at ny own time--conplete
rather than in stages.”

"I am sure we are honoured by your presence and to show you al
we know," said Wiite Mason cordially. "Cone along, Dr. Watson,
and when the tinme cones we'll all hope for a place in your book."

We wal ked down the quaint village street with a row of poll arded
el ms on each side of it. Just beyond were two anci ent stone
pillars, weather-stained and |ichen-blotched, bearing upon their
sunm ts a shapel ess somet hi ng whi ch had once been the ranpant
lion of Capus of Birlstone. A short walk along the w nding drive
with such sward and oaks around it as one only sees in rura

Engl and, then a sudden turn, and the |long, |ow Jacobean house of
di ngy, liver-coloured brick |ay before us, with an ol d-fashi oned
garden of cut yews on each side of it. As we approached it,
there was the wooden drawbridge and the beautiful broad npat as
still and | um nous as quicksilver in the cold, w nter sunshine.

Three centuries had flowed past the old Manor House, centuries of
births and of honecom ngs, of country dances and of the neetings
of fox hunters. Strange that nowin its old age this dark

busi ness shoul d have cast its shadow upon the venerable walls!
And yet those strange, peaked roofs and quai nt, overhung gabl es
were a fitting covering to grimand terrible intrigue. As I

| ooked at the deep-set wi ndows and the |ong sweep of the

dul | -col oured, water-1lapped front, | felt that no nore fitting
scene could be set for such a tragedy.



"That's the window," said Whiite Mason, "that one on the i medi ate
right of the drawbridge. 1t's open just as it was found | ast
ni ght."

"It looks rather narrow for a man to pass."”

"Well, it wasn't a fat man, anyhow. W don't need your
deductions, M. Holnmes, to tell us that. But you or | could
squeeze through all right."

Hol mes wal ked to the edge of the noat and | ooked across. Then he
exam ned the stone | edge and the grass border beyond it.

"I"ve had a good | ook, M. Holnes," said Wite Mason. "There is
not hi ng there, no sign that anyone has | anded--but why should he
| eave any sign?"

"Exactly. Wiy should he? |Is the water always turbid?"
"Cenerally about this colour. The stream brings down the clay."
"How deep is it?"

"About two feet at each side and three in the middle."

"So we can put aside all idea of the man havi ng been drowned in
crossing. "

"No, a child could not be drowned in it."

We wal ked across the drawbridge, and were adnmitted by a quaint,
gnharl ed, dried-up person, who was the butler, Anes. The poor old
fell ow was white and quivering fromthe shock. The village
sergeant, a tall, formal, nelancholy man, still held his vigil in
the room of Fate. The doctor had departed.

"Anyt hing fresh, Sergeant W/ son?" asked \Wite Mason

"No, sir.

"Then you can go home. You've had enough. W can send for you
if we want you. The butler had better wait outside. Tell himto
warn M. Cecil Barker, Ms. Douglas, and the housekeeper that we
may want a word with them presently. Now, gentlenen, perhaps you
will allowne to give you the views | have formed first, and then
you will be able to arrive at your own."

He i npressed ne, this country specialist. He had a solid grip of
fact and a cool, clear, compn-sense brain, which should take him
some way in his profession. Holnes listened to himintently,

with no sign of that inpatience which the official exponent too
of ten produced.

"I's it suicide, or is it nurder--that's our first question
gentlenen, is it not? If it were suicide, then we have to
believe that this man began by taking off his wedding ring and



concealing it; that he then cane down here in his dressing gown,
tranpled nud into a corner behind the curtain in order to give

t he i dea soneone had waited for him opened the w ndow, put bl ood
on the--"

"We can surely dismss that," said MacDonal d.

"So | think. Suicide is out of the question. Then a nurder has
been done. What we have to determine is, whether it was done by
someone outside or inside the house."

"Well, let's hear the argument.”

"There are considerable difficulties both ways, and yet one or

the other it nust be. W wll suppose first that sone person or
persons inside the house did the crine. They got this nan down
here at a tinme when everything was still and yet no one was

asl eep. They then did the deed with the queerest and noi si est
weapon in the world so as to tell everyone what had happened--a
weapon that was never seen in the house before. That does not
seem a very likely start, does it?"

"No, it does not."

"Well, then, everyone is agreed that after the alarmwas given
only a minute at the nost had passed before the whole

househol d--not M. Cecil Barker al one, though he claims to have
been the first, but Anmes and all of themwere on the spot. Do
you tell me that in that tine the guilty person nanaged to nmake
footmarks in the corner, open the wi ndow, nmark the sill with

bl ood, take the wedding ring off the dead man's finger, and al
the rest of it? It's inpossible!”

“You put it very clearly," said Holmes. "I aminclined to agree
with you."

"Well, then, we are driven back to the theory that it was done by
someone fromoutside. W are still faced with some big

difficulties; but anyhow they have ceased to be inpossibilities.
The man got into the house between four-thirty and six; that is
to say, between dusk and the tinme when the bridge was raised.
There had been sone visitors, and the door was open; so there was
nothing to prevent him He may have been a common burglar, or he
may have had sone private grudge agai nst M. Douglas. Since M.
Dougl as has spent nost of his |life in America, and this shotgun
seens to be an Anerican weapon, it would seemthat the private
grudge is the nore likely theory. He slipped into this room
because it was the first he came to, and he hid behind the
curtain. There he remained until past eleven at night. At that
time M. Douglas entered the room It was a short interview, if
there were any interview at all; for Ms. Douglas declares that
her husband had not |eft her nore than a few m nutes when she
heard the shot."

"The candl e shows that," said Hol nes.

"Exactly. The candle, which was a new one, is not burned nore



than half an inch. He nust have placed it on the table before he
was attacked; otherw se, of course, it would have fallen when he
fell. This shows that he was not attacked the instant that he
entered the room \VWen M. Barker arrived the candle was |it and
the lanp was out."

"That's all clear enough."”

"Well, now, we can reconstruct things on those |lines. M.
Dougl as enters the room He puts down the candle. A man appears
frombehind the curtain. He is armed with this gun. He demands
t he weddi ng ring--Heaven only knows why, but so it nust have
been. M. Douglas gave it up. Then either in cold blood or in
the course of a struggl e--Douglas nmay have gripped the hamer
that was found upon the mat--he shot Douglas in this horrible
way. He dropped his gun and also it would seemthis queer
card--V.V. 341, whatever that may nean--and he nade his escape

t hrough the wi ndow and across the noat at the very noment when
Cecil Barker was discovering the crime. How s that, M. Hol mes?"

"Very interesting, but just a little unconvincing."

“"Man, it would be absolute nonsense if it wasn't that anything

el se is even worse!" cried MacDonal d. "Sonebody killed the nman,
and whoever it was | could clearly prove to you that he should
have done it sone other way. Wat does he nmean by allow ng his
retreat to be cut off like that? Wat does he nmean by using a
shot gun when silence was his one chance of escape? Cone, M.
Holmes, it's up to you to give us a |lead, since you say M. VWhite
Mason's theory is unconvincing.”

Hol mes had sat intently observant during this |ong discussion,
m ssing no word that was said, with his keen eyes darting to
right and to left, and his forehead winkled with specul ation

"I should like a few nore facts before | get so far as a theory,
M. Mac," said he, kneeling down beside the body. "Dear ne! these
injuries are really appalling. Can we have the butler in for a
nonent?... Anmes, | understand that you have often seen this very
unusual mark--a branded triangle inside a circle--upon M.

Dougl as' s forearn?"

"Frequently, sir.

"You never heard any speculation as to what it neant?"

"No, sir."
"It must have caused great pain when it was inflicted. It is
undoubtedly a burn. Now, | observe, Anes, that there is a snal

pi ece of plaster at the angle of M. Douglas's jaw. Did you
observe that in life?"

"Yes, sir, he cut hinself in shaving yesterday norning."

"Did you ever know himto cut hinmself in shaving before?”



“"Not for a very long tinme, sir.

"Suggestive!" said Holnes. "It may, of course, be a nere

coi nci dence, or it may point to sonme nervousness which would

i ndicate that he had reason to apprehend danger. Had you noticed
anyt hing unusual in his conduct, yesterday, Anes?"

"It struck me that he was a little restless and excited, sir

"Ha! The attack may not have been entirely unexpected. W do
seemto nmake a little progress, do we not? Perhaps you woul d
rather do the questioning, M. Mc?"

"No, M. Holnes, it's in better hands than m ne."

"Well, then, we will pass to this card--V.V. 341. It is rough
cardboard. Have you any of the sort in the house?"

"l don't think so."

Hol mes wal ked across to the desk and dabbed a little ink from
each bottle on to the blotting paper. "It was not printed in
this room" he said; "this is black ink and the other purplish.
It was done by a thick pen, and these are fine. No, it was done
el sewhere, | should say. Can you nake anything of the

i nscription, Ames?"

"No, sir, nothing."
"What do you think, M. Mac?"

"It gives me the inpression of a secret society of sone sort; the
same with his badge upon the forearm™

"That's ny idea, too," said Wite Mason.

"Well, we can adopt it as a working hypothesis and then see how
far our difficulties disappear. An agent from such a society
makes his way into the house, waits for M. Douglas, blows his
head nearly off with this weapon, and escapes by wadi ng the npat,
after leaving a card beside the dead man, which will, when
mentioned in the papers, tell other nenbers of the society that
vengeance has been done. That all hangs together. But why this
gun, of all weapons?"

"Exactly."

"And why the missing ring?"

"Quite so."

"And why no arrest? It's past two now. | take it for granted
that since dawn every constable within forty nmiles has been

| ooki ng out for a wet stranger?"

"That is so, M. Hol nes."



"Well, unless he has a burrow close by or a change of clothes
ready, they can hardly mss him And yet they HAVE m ssed hi mup
to now" Holnmes had gone to the w ndow and was exami ning with
his lens the blood mark on the sill. "It is clearly the tread of
a shoe. It is remarkably broad; a splay-foot, one would say.
Curious, because, so far as one can trace any footmark in this
nmud- st ai ned corner, one would say it was a nore shapely sole.
However, they are certainly very indistinct. Wat's this under

t he side table?"

"M . Douglas's dumb-bells,"” said Ames.
"Dunmb-bel |l --there's only one. Were's the other?"

"I don't know, M. Holnmes. There may have been only one. |
have not noticed themfor nonths."

"One dunb-bell--" Hol mes said seriously; but his remarks were
interrupted by a sharp knock at the door

A tall, sunburned, capabl e-Iooking, clean-shaved nman | ooked in at
us. | had no difficulty in guessing that it was the Cecil Barker
of whom | had heard. His masterful eyes travelled quickly with a
qguestioning glance fromface to face.

"Sorry to interrupt your consultation," said he, "but you should
hear the |atest news."

"An arrest?"

"No such luck. But they've found his bicycle. The fellow |eft
his bicycle behind him Conme and have a look. It is within a
hundred yards of the hall door."

We found three or four groons and idlers standing in the drive

i nspecting a bicycle which had been drawn out froma clunp of
evergreens in which it had been concealed. It was a well used
Rudge- Whi twort h, splashed as from a consi derable journey. There
was a saddl ebag with spanner and oilcan, but no clue as to the
owner .

"It would be a grand help to the police," said the inspector, "if
these things were nunbered and regi stered. But we nust be
t hankful for what we've got. |If we can't find where he went to,

at least we are likely to get where he cane from But what in
the nanme of all that is wonderful made the fellow |l eave it

behi nd? And how in the world has he got away without it? W
don't seemto get a gleamof light in the case, M. Hol nes."

"Don't we?" ny friend answered thoughtfully. "I wonder!"

Chapter 5 - The People of the Drama



"Have you seen all you want of the study?" asked Wite Mason as
we reentered the house.

"For the tinme," said the inspector, and Hol nes nodded.

"Then perhaps you would now | i ke to hear the evidence of sonme of
the people in the house. W could use the dining room Anes.
Pl ease cone yourself first and tell us what you know. "

The butler's account was a sinple and a clear one, and he gave a
convincing inpression of sincerity. He had been engaged five
years before, when Douglas first came to Birlstone. He
understood that M. Douglas was a rich gentleman who had made his
noney in Anerica. He had been a kind and consi derate

enpl oyer--not quite what Anes was used to, perhaps; but one can't
have everything. He never saw any signs of apprehension in M.
Dougl as: on the contrary, he was the nost fearless man he had
ever known. He ordered the drawbridge to be pulled up every

ni ght because it was the ancient custom of the old house, and he
liked to keep the old ways up

M. Dougl as sel dom went to London or left the village; but on
the day before the crinme he had been shopping at Tunbridge Wells.
He (Anes) had observed sone restl essness and excitenent on the
part of M. Douglas that day; for he had seened inpatient and
irritable, which was unusual with him He had not gone to bed
that night; but was in the pantry at the back of the house,
putting away the silver, when he heard the bell ring violently.
He heard no shot; but it was hardly possible he would, as the
pantry and kitchens were at the very back of the house and there
were several closed doors and a | ong passage between. The
housekeeper had cone out of her room attracted by the violent
ringing of the bell. They had gone to the front of the house

t oget her.

As they reached the bottom of the stairs he had seen M's. Dougl as
comi ng down it. No, she was not hurrying; it did not seemto him
that she was particularly agitated. Just as she reached the
bottom of the stair M. Barker had rushed out of the study. He
had stopped Ms. Douglas and begged her to go back

"For God's sake, go back to your roonm " he cried. "Poor Jack is
dead! You can do nothing. For God' s sake, go back!"

After sone persuasion upon the stairs Ms. Douglas had gone back
She did not scream She made no outcry whatever. Ms. Allen

t he housekeeper, had taken her upstairs and stayed with her in
the bedroom Anes and M. Barker had then returned to the study,
where they had found everything exactly as the police had seen
it. The candle was not lit at that tine; but the |l anp was
burning. They had | ooked out of the w ndow, but the night was
very dark and nothing could be seen or heard. They had then
rushed out into the hall, where Ames had turned the w ndl ass
which | owered the drawbridge. M. Barker had then hurried off
to get the police.



Such, in its essentials, was the evidence of the butler

The account of Ms. Allen, the housekeeper, was, so far as it
went, a corroboration of that of her fellow servant. The
housekeeper's room was rather nearer to the front of the house
than the pantry in which Ares had been working. She was
preparing to go to bed when the loud ringing of the bell had
attracted her attention. She was a little hard of hearing.

Per haps that was why she had not heard the shot; but in any case
the study was a |l ong way off. She renenbered hearing sone sound
whi ch she imagined to be the slam ng of a door. That was a good
deal earlier--half an hour at |east before the ringing of the
bell. Wien M. Anes ran to the front she went with him She saw
M. Barker, very pale and excited, cone out of the study. He

i ntercepted Ms. Douglas, who was com ng down the stairs. He
entreated her to go back, and she answered him but what she said
coul d not be heard.

"Take her up! Stay with her!" he had said to Ms. Allen

She had therefore taken her to the bedroom and endeavoured to
soot he her. She was greatly excited, trenbling all over, but
made no other attenpt to go downstairs. She just sat in her
dressing gown by her bedroomfire, with her head sunk in her
hands. Ms. Allen stayed with her nost of the night. As to the
ot her servants, they had all gone to bed, and the alarm did not
reach themuntil just before the police arrived. They slept at
the extreme back of the house, and could not possibly have heard
anyt hi ng.

So far the housekeeper could add not hing on cross-exam nation
save | amentations and expressions of amazenent.

Ceci| Barker succeeded Ms. Allen as a witness. As to the
occurrences of the night before, he had very little to add to
what he had already told the police. Personally, he was
convinced that the nurderer had escaped by the wi ndow. The

bl oodstai n was conclusive, in his opinion, on that point.

Besi des, as the bridge was up, there was no other possible way of
escapi ng. He could not explain what had beconme of the assassin
or why he had not taken his bicycle, if it were indeed his. He
coul d not possibly have been drowned in the noat, which was at no
pl ace nore than three feet deep

In his own mnd he had a very definite theory about the nurder
Dougl as was a reticent nman, and there were some chapters in his
life of which he never spoke. He had emigrated to Anerica when
he was a very young man. He had prospered well, and Barker had
first met himin California, where they had becone partners in a
successful mning claimat a place called Benito Canon. They had
done very well; but Douglas had suddenly sold out and started for
Engl and. He was a widower at that tine. Barker had afterwards
realized his noney and cone to live in London. Thus they had
renewed their friendship.

Dougl as had given himthe inpression that sone danger was hangi ng
over his head, and he had al ways | ooked upon his sudden departure



fromcCalifornia, and also his renting a house in so quiet a place

in Engl and, as being connected with this peril. He inmagined that
some secret society, sonme inplacable organization, was on
Dougl as's track, which would never rest until it killed him

Sone remarks of his had given himthis idea; though he had never
told himwhat the society was, nor how he had conme to offend it.
He coul d only suppose that the | egend upon the placard had sone
reference to this secret society.

"How | ong were you with Douglas in California?" asked |nspector
MacDonal d.

"Five years altogether.”

"He was a bachel or, you say?"

“A wi dower."

"Have you ever heard where his first wife came fronP"

"No, | renmenber his saying that she was of Cernman extraction, and
I have seen her portrait. She was a very beautiful wonman. She

di ed of typhoid the year before I met him?"

"You don't associate his past with any particular part of
Anmer i ca?"

"I have heard himtal k of Chicago. He knew that city well and
had worked there. | have heard himtalk of the coal and iron
districts. He had travelled a good deal in his time."

"WAs he a politician? Had this secret society to do with
politics?"

"No, he cared nothing about politics."

"You have no reason to think it was crinnal?"

"On the contrary, | never net a straighter man in ny life."

"Was there anything curious about his life in California?"

"He liked best to stay and to work at our claimin the nountains.
He woul d never go where other nen were if he could help it.
That's why | first thought that someone was after him Then when
he left so suddenly for Europe | made sure that it was so.
believe that he had a warning of some sort. Wthin a week of his
| eaving half a dozen nen were inquiring for him"

"What sort of nmen?"

"Well, they were a mighty hard-1ooking cromd. They came up to
the claimand wanted to know where he was. | told themthat he
was gone to Europe and that | did not know where to find him

They meant him no good--it was easy to see that."

"Were these nen Anericans--Californians?"



"Well, | don't know about Californians. They were Anmericans, al
right. But they were not miners. | don't know what they were,
and was very glad to see their backs."

"That was six years ago?"

"Nearer seven.
"And then you were together five years in California, so that
thi s business dates back not |ess than el even years at the

| east ?"

"That is so."

"I't nmust be a very serious feud that would be kept up with such
earnestness for as long as that. It would be no |ight thing that
would give rise to it."

"I think it shadowed his whole life. It was never quite out of
his mnd."

"But if a man had a danger hanging over him and knew what it
was, don't you think he would turn to the police for protection?"

"Maybe it was sone danger that he could not be protected against.
There's one thing you should know. He always went about arned.
Hi s revol ver was never out of his pocket. But, by bad luck, he
was in his dressing gown and had left it in the bedroom | ast
night. Once the bridge was up, | guess he thought he was safe.™
"I should like these dates a little clearer," said MacDonal d.

"It is quite six years since Douglas left California. You

foll owed hi mnext year, did you not?"

"That is so."

"And he had been married five years. You must have returned
about the tine of his marriage.”

"About a nonth before. | was his best man."
"Did you know Ms. Dougl as before her nmarriage?”
“"No, | did not. | had been away from Engl and for ten years."

"But you have seen a good deal of her since."

Bar ker | ooked sternly at the detective. "I have seen a good dea
of H Msince," he answered. "If | have seen her, it is because
you cannot visit a man without knowing his wife. If you inagine

there is any connection--"

"I imagi ne nothing, M. Barker. | am bound to nake every inquiry
whi ch can bear upon the case. But | nean no offense."

"Some inquiries are offensive,” Barker answered angrily.



"It's only the facts that we want. It is in your interest and
everyone's interest that they should be cleared up. D d M.
Dougl as entirely approve your friendship with his wfe?"

Bar ker grew paler, and his great, strong hands were cl asped
convul sively together. "You have no right to ask such
gquestions!" he cried. "What has this to do with the matter you
are investigating?"

"I nust repeat the question.”
"Well, | refuse to answer."”

"You can refuse to answer; but you nust be aware that your
refusal is in itself an answer, for you would not refuse if you
had not something to conceal."

Bar ker stood for a nonent with his face set grimy and his strong
bl ack eyebrows drawn low in intense thought. Then he | ooked up
with a smle. "Well, | guess you gentlenmen are only doi ng your
clear duty after all, and | have no right to stand in the way of
it. 1'd only ask you not to worry Ms. Douglas over this matter;
for she has enough upon her just now | nmay tell you that poor
Dougl as had just one fault in the world, and that was his

j eal ousy. He was fond of me--no man could be fonder of a friend.
And he was devoted to his wife. He loved ne to cone here, and
was forever sending for ne. And yet if his wife and | tal ked
together or there seened any synpathy between us, a kind of wave
of jealousy would pass over him and he would be off the handle
and saying the wildest things in a nonment. More than once |I've
sworn off coming for that reason, and then he would wite ne such
penitent, inploring letters that | just had to. But you can take
it fromme, gentlenen, if it was my |ast word, that no nman ever
had a nmore loving, faithful wife--and | can say also no friend
could be nore loyal than I!"

It was spoken with fervour and feeling, and yet Inspector
MacDonal d coul d not dism ss the subject.

"You are aware," said he, "that the dead man's weddi ng ring has
been taken from his finger?"

"So it appears," said Barker.

"What do you nean by 'appears'? You know it as a fact."

The man seemed confused and undeci ded. "Wen | said 'appears’
meant that it was conceivable that he had hinmself taken off the
ring."

"The nere fact that the ring should be absent, whoever nay have
renmoved it, would suggest to anyone's mind, would it not, that
the marriage and the tragedy were connected?"”

Bar ker shrugged his broad shoulders. "I can't profess to say
what it neans,"” he answered. "But if you nean to hint that it



could reflect in any way upon this lady's honour"--his eyes

bl azed for an instant, and then with an evident effort he got a
grip upon his own emptions--"well, you are on the wong track,
that's all."

"I don't know that |'ve anything else to ask you at present,"”
said MacDonal d, coldly.
"There was one small point," remarked Sherl ock Hol mes. "Wen you
entered the roomthere was only a candle lighted on the table,
was there not?"

"Yes, that was so."

"By its light you saw that sone terrible incident had occurred?"
"Exactly."

"You at once rang for hel p?"

"Yes."

"And it arrived very speedily?"

"Wthin a nmnute or so."

"And yet when they arrived they found that the candl e was out and
that the |anp had been lighted. That seens very remarkable."

Agai n Barker showed some signs of indecision. "I don't see that
it was remarkable, M. Holnmes," he answered after a pause. "The
candle threw aery bad light. M first thought was to get a
better one. The lanp was on the table; so | lit it."

"And bl ew out the candl e?"
"Exactly."

Hol mes asked no further question, and Barker, with a deliberate
| ook fromone to the other of us, which had, as it seemed to ne,
sonmet hing of defiance in it, turned and |left the room

I nspect or MacDonal d had sent up a note to the effect that he
woul d wait upon Ms. Douglas in her room but she had replied
that she would neet us in the dining room She entered now, a
tall and beautiful worman of thirty, reserved and sel f-possessed
to a remarkabl e degree, very different fromthe tragic and

di stracted figure | had pictured. It is true that her face was
pale and drawn, |ike that of one who has endured a great shock
but her manner was conposed, and the finely noul ded hand which
she rested upon the edge of the table was as steady as my own.
Her sad, appealing eyes travelled fromone to the other of us
with a curiously inquisitive expression. That questioning gaze
transforned itself suddenly into abrupt speech

"Have you found anything out yet?" she asked.



Was it ny imagination that there was an undertone of fear rather
t han of hope in the question?

"We have taken every possible step, Ms. Douglas," said the

i nspector. "You may rest assured that nothing will be
negl ected. "
"Spare no nmoney," she said in a dead, even tone. "It is ny

desire that every possible effort should be nade."

"Perhaps you can tell us sonething which may throw sone |ight
upon the matter."

"I fear not; but all | know is at your service."

"We have heard from M. Cecil Barker that you did not actually
see--that you were never in the roomwhere the tragedy occurred?"

"No, he turned nme back upon the stairs. He begged ne to return
to ny room"

"Quite so. You had heard the shot, and you had at once cone
down. "

"I put on my dressing gown and then came down."

"How |l ong was it after hearing the shot that you were stopped on
the stair by M. Barker?"

"I't may have been a couple of mnutes. It is so hard to reckon
time at such a nonent. He inplored ne not to go on. He assured
me that | could do nothing. Then Ms. Allen, the housekeeper
led me upstairs again. It was all |like sone dreadful dream"”

"Can you give us any idea how | ong your husband had been
downst ai rs before you heard the shot?"

"No, | cannot say. He went fromhis dressing room and | did not
hear himgo. He did the round of the house every night, for he
was nervous of fire. It is the only thing that |I have ever known

hi m nervous of."

"That is just the point which | want to come to, Ms. Douglas.
You have known your husband only in England, have you not?"

"Yes, we have been married five years."

"Have you heard hi m speak of anything which occurred in America
and mi ght bring some danger upon hi nf"

Ms. Dougl as thought earnestly before she answered. "Yes," she
said at last, "I have always felt that there was a danger hanging
over him He refused to discuss it with ne. It was not from

want of confidence in nme--there was the nost conplete | ove and
confidence between us--but it was out of his desire to keep al
alarm away fromne. He thought | should brood over it if | knew
all, and so he was silent."



"How did you know it, then?"

Ms. Douglas's face lit with a quick smle. "Can a husband ever
carry about a secret all his life and a woman who | oves hi m have
no suspicion of it? | knewit by his refusal to talk about sone
epi sodes in his Arerican life. | knewit by certain precautions
he took. | knew it by certain words he let fall. | knew it by

the way he | ooked at unexpected strangers. | was perfectly

certain that he had some powerful enemies, that he believed they
were on his track, and that he was al ways on his guard agai nst
them | was so sure of it that for years | have been terrified
if ever he canme hone | ater than was expected."

"M ght | ask," asked Hol nes, "what the words were which attracted
your attention?"

"The Valley of Fear," the |ady answered. "That was an expression
he has used when | questioned him 'l have been in the Valley of
Fear. | amnot out of it yet.' --'"Are we never to get out of the
Val | ey of Fear?' | have asked hi mwhen |I have seen him nore
serious than usual. 'Sometimes | think that we never shall," he
has answered."

"Surely you asked hi mwhat he neant by the Valley of Fear?"

"I did; but his face would becone very grave and he woul d shake
his head. 'It is bad enough that one of us should have been in
its shadow,' he said. 'Please God it shall never fall upon you!’
It was sonme real valley in which he had lived and in which
sonething terrible had occurred to him of that | amcertain; but
| can tell you no nore."

"And he never nentioned any nanes?"

"Yes, he was delirious with fever once when he had his hunting
accident three years ago. Then | remenber that there was a nane
that came continually to his lips. He spoke it with anger and a
sort of horror. MG nty was the nane--Bodymaster MG nty. |
asked hi m when he recovered who Bodymaster McG nty was, and whose
body he was nmaster of. 'Never of mne, thank God!' he answered
with a laugh, and that was all | could get fromhim But there
is a connection between Bodymaster McG nty and the Valley of
Fear."

"There is one other point," said |Inspector MacDonald. "You net
M. Douglas in a boarding house in London, did you not, and
becanme engaged to himthere? Ws there any romance, anything
secret or mnysterious, about the weddi ng?"

"There was romance. There is always romance. There was nothing
nmysterious."

"He had no rival ?"

"No, | was quite free.”



"You have heard, no doubt, that his wedding ring has been taken
Does that suggest anything to you? Suppose that sone eneny of
his old life had tracked himdown and conmitted this crime, what
possi bl e reason coul d he have for taking his wedding ring?"

For an instant | could have sworn that the faintest shadow of a
smle flickered over the wonman's |ips.

"I really cannot tell," she answered. "It is certainly a nost
extraordi nary thing."
"Well, we will not detain you any longer, and we are sorry to

have put you to this trouble at such a time," said the inspector
"There are sone other points, no doubt; but we can refer to you
as they arise."

She rose, and | was agai n conscious of that quick, questioning

gl ance with which she had just surveyed us. "What inpression has
nmy evi dence made upon you?" The question m ght as well have been
spoken. Then, with a bow, she swept fromthe room

"She's a beautiful woman--a very beautiful woman," said MacDonal d
thoughtfully, after the door had closed behind her. "This man
Bar ker has certainly been down here a good deal. He is a man who
m ght be attractive to a woman. He admits that the dead man was
j eal ous, and nmaybe he knew best hinself what cause he had for
jealousy. Then there's that wedding ring. You can't get past
that. The man who tears a wedding ring off a dead man' s--Wat do
you say to it, M. Hol mes?"

My friend had sat with his head upon his hands, sunk in the

deepest thought. Now he rose and rang the bell. "Anes," he
said, when the butler entered, "where is M. Cecil Barker now?"

“I"1l see, sir."
He cane back in a nonment to say that Barker was in the garden

"Can you renmenber, Anes, what M. Barker had on his feet | ast
ni ght when you joined himin the study?"

"Yes, M. Holnmes. He had a pair of bedroom slippers. | brought
hi m his boots when he went for the police."

"Where are the slippers now?"
"They are still under the chair in the hall."

"Very good, Ames. It is, of course, inportant for us to know
which tracks may be M. Barker's and which from outside."

"Yes, sir. | may say that | noticed that the slippers were
stained with bl ood--so indeed were ny own."

"That is natural enough, considering the condition of the room
Very good, Anes. We will ring if we want you."



A few nminutes later we were in the study. Holnes had brought
with himthe carpet slippers fromthe hall. As Amres had
observed, the soles of both were dark w th bl ood.

"Strange!" nurmured Hol nes, as he stood in the |ight of the
wi ndow and exami ned themnminutely. "Very strange indeed!"

Stooping with one of his quick feline pounces, he placed the
slipper upon the blood mark on the sill. It exactly
corresponded. He smiled in silence at his coll eagues.

The inspector was transfigured with excitenment. H's native
accent rattled like a stick upon railings.

“"Man," he cried, "there's not a doubt of it! Barker has just
mar ked the wi ndow hinself. [It's a good deal broader than any
bootmark. | mind that you said it was a splay-foot, and here's
the explanation. But what's the gane, M. Hol nes--what's the
ganme?"

"Ay, what's the game?" ny friend repeated thoughtfully.

White Mason chuckl ed and rubbed his fat hands together in his
prof essi onal satisfaction. "I said it was a snorter!" he cried.
"And a real snorter it is!"

Chapter 6 - A Dawni ng Light

The three detectives had many nmatters of detail into which to
inquire; so | returned alone to our nodest quarters at the
village inn. But before doing so | took a stroll in the curious
ol d-worl d garden which flanked the house. Rows of very ancient
yew trees cut into strange designs girded it round. Inside was a
beautiful stretch of lawn with an old sundial in the mddle, the
whol e effect so soothing and restful that it was wel cone to ny
somewhat j angl ed nerves.

In that deeply peaceful atnosphere one could forget, or renenber
only as sonme fantastic nightnmare, that darkened study with the
sprawl i ng, bl oodstained figure on the floor. And yet, as |
strolled round it and tried to steep ny soul in its gentle balm
a strange incident occurred, which brought ne back to the tragedy
and left a sinister inpression in my mnd.

| have said that a decoration of yew trees circled the garden

At the end farthest fromthe house they thickened into a

conti nuous hedge. On the other side of this hedge, conceal ed
fromthe eyes of anyone approaching fromthe direction of the
house, there was a stone seat. As | approached the spot | was
aware of voices, some remark in the deep tones of a man, answered
by a little ripple of fem nine |aughter



An instant later | had cone round the end of the hedge and ny
eyes |it upon Ms. Douglas and the man Barker before they were
aware of ny presence. Her appearance gave ne a shock. In the

di ni ng-room she had been denure and discreet. Now all pretense
of grief had passed away from her. Her eyes shone with the joy
of living, and her face still quivered with anusenent at sone
remark of her conpanion. He sat forward, his hands cl asped and
his forearnms on his knees, with an answering snile upon his bold,
handsome face. |In an instant--but it was just one instant too

| ate--they resuned their solem masks as nmy figure cane into
view. A hurried word or two passed between them and then Barker
rose and came towards ne.

"Excuse nme, sir," said he, "but am| addressing Dr. Watson?"
I bowed with a col dness which showed, | dare say, very plainly
the inpression which had been produced upon ny mnind.

"We thought that it was probably you, as your friendship with M.
Sherl ock Holnes is so well known. Wuld you mind conming over and
speaking to Ms. Douglas for one instant?"

| followed himwith a dour face. Very clearly | could see in ny
mnd's eye that shattered figure on the floor. Here within a few
hours of the tragedy were his wife and his nearest friend

| aughi ng toget her behind a bush in the garden which had been his.
| greeted the lady with reserve. | had grieved with her grief in
the dining room Now | net her appealing gaze with an
unresponsi ve eye.

"l fear that you think nme callous and hard-hearted,"” said she.

| shrugged nmy shoulders. "It is no business of mne," said |
"Perhaps sone day you will do ne justice. |If you only
realized--"

"There is no need why Dr. Watson should realize," said Barker
qui ckly. "As he has hinself said, it is no possible business of
his.™

"Exactly," said |, "and so | will beg | eave to resune ny wal k."

"One nonent, Dr. Watson," cried the woman in a pl eadi ng voice.
"There is one question which you can answer with nore authority
than anyone else in the world, and it may make a very great
difference to me. You know M. Holnes and his relations with
the police better than anyone el se can. Supposing that a matter
were brought confidentially to his know edge, is it absolutely
necessary that he should pass it on to the detectives?"

"Yes, that's it," said Barker eagerly. "Is he on his own or is
he entirely in with then®"

"I really don't know that | should be justified in discussing
such a point."



"I beg--1 inplore that you will, Dr. Watson! | assure you that
you will be hel ping us--helping me greatly if you will guide us
on that point."

There was such a ring of sincerity in the woman's voice that for
the instant | forgot all about her levity and was noved only to
do her will.

"M. Holnmes is an independent investigator," | said. "He is his
own master, and would act as his own judgnent directed. At the
same time, he would naturally feel loyalty towards the officials
who were working on the sanme case, and he would not conceal from
t hem anyt hi ng which would help themin bringing a crimnal to
justice. Beyond this | can say nothing, and | would refer you to
M. Holnmes hinself if you wanted fuller information."

So saying | raised my hat and went upon my way, |eaving them
still seated behind that concealing hedge. | |ooked back as |
rounded the far end of it, and saw that they were still talking
very earnestly together, and, as they were gazing after ne, it
was clear that it was our interview that was the subject of their
debat e.

"I wish none of their confidences," said Hol nes, when | reported
to himwhat had occurred. He had spent the whol e afternoon at
the Manor House in consultation with his two col |l eagues, and
returned about five with a ravenous appetite for a high tea which
I had ordered for him "No confidences, Watson; for they are

m ghty awkward if it cones to an arrest for conspiracy and

mur der . "

"You think it will come to that?"

He was in his nost cheerful and debonair hunmour. "M dear

Wat son, when | have externmi nated that fourth egg | shall be ready
to put you in touch with the whole situation. | don't say that

we have fathoned it--far fromit--but when we have traced the
m ssi ng dumb-bell--"

"The dumb-bell!"

"Dear nme, Watson, is it possible that you have not penetrated the
fact that the case hangs upon the m ssing dunmb-bell? Well, well
you need not be downcast; for between ourselves | don't think
that either Inspector Mac or the excellent |ocal practitioner has
grasped the overwhel m ng i nportance of this incident. One
dunb-bel |, Watson! Consider an athlete with one dunb-bell
Picture to yourself the unilateral devel opnent, the inmm nent
danger of a spinal curvature. Shocking, Watson, shocking!"

He sat with his nmouth full of toast and his eyes sparkling with
m schief, watching ny intellectual entanglenent. The nmere sight
of his excellent appetite was an assurance of success; for | had
very clear recollections of days and nights wi thout a thought of
food, when his baffled mnd had chafed before sone problem while
his thin, eager features becane nore attenuated with the
asceticismof conplete nmental concentration. Finally he lit his



pi pe, and sitting in the inglenook of the old village inn he
tal ked slowy and at random about his case, rather as one who
t hi nks al oud than as one who nmakes a consi dered statement.

"Alie, Watson--a great, big, thunping, obtrusive, unconproni sing
lie--that's what neets us on the threshold! There is our
starting point. The whole story told by Barker is a lie. But
Barker's story is corroborated by Ms. Douglas. Therefore she
is lying also. They are both lying, and in a conspiracy. So now
we have the clear problem \Why are they lying, and what is the
truth which they are trying so hard to conceal ? Let us try,

WAt son, you and I, if we can get behind the lie and reconstruct
the truth.

"How do | know that they are lying? Because it is a clunmsy
fabrication which sinply could not be true. Consider! According
to the story given to us, the assassin had | ess than a mnute
after the nmurder had been conmitted to take that ring, which was
under another ring, fromthe dead man's finger, to replace the

ot her ring--a thing which he would surely never have done--and to
put that singular card beside his victim | say that this was
obvi ously i npossible.

"You may argue--but | have too nmuch respect for your judgnent,
Watson, to think that you will do so--that the ring nay have been
taken before the man was killed. The fact that the candle had
been lit only a short tinme shows that there had been no | engthy
interview Was Dougl as, fromwhat we hear of his fearless
character, a man who would be likely to give up his wedding ring
at such short notice, or could we conceive of his giving it up at
all? No, no, Watson, the assassin was alone with the dead man
for sone tine with the lanp lit. O that | have no doubt at all

"But the gunshot was apparently the cause of death. Therefore
the shot nust have been fired sone time earlier than we are told.
But there could be no nistake about such a matter as that. W
are in the presence, therefore, of a deliberate conspiracy upon
the part of the two people who heard the gunshot--of the man

Bar ker and of the woman Douglas. When on the top of this | am

able to show that the blood mark on the w ndowsill was
del i berately placed there by Barker, in order to give a fal se
clue to the police, you will admt that the case grows dark

agai nst him

"Now we have to ask ourselves at what hour the nurder actually
did occur. Up to half-past ten the servants were novi ng about
the house; so it was certainly not before that time. At a
quarter to eleven they had all gone to their roons with the
exception of Anmes, who was in the pantry. | have been trying
some experinents after you left us this afternoon, and | find
that no noi se which MacDonal d can nmake in the study can penetrate
to me in the pantry when the doors are all shut.

"It is otherwi se, however, fromthe housekeeper's room It is
not so far down the corridor, and fromit | could vaguely hear a
voice when it was very loudly raised. The sound froma shotgun
is to some extent nuffled when the discharge is at very cl ose



range, as it undoubtedly was in this instance. It would not be
very loud, and yet in the silence of the night it should have
easily penetrated to Ms. Allen's room She is, as she has told
us, somewhat deaf; but none the | ess she nmentioned in her

evi dence that she did hear sonething |i ke a door slamm ng half an
hour before the alarmwas given. Half an hour before the alarm
was given would be a quarter to eleven. | have no doubt that
what she heard was the report of the gun, and that this was the
real instant of the nurder.

"I'f this is so, we have now to detern ne what Barker and Ms.
Dougl as, presum ng that they are not the actual nurderers, could
have been doing fromquarter to el even, when the sound of the
shot brought them down, until quarter past eleven, when they rang
the bell and sumoned the servants. Wat were they doing, and
why did they not instantly give the alarn? That is the question
whi ch faces us, and when it has been answered we shall surely
have gone sonme way to solve our problem™

"I am convinced nyself,"” said I, "that there is an understanding
bet ween those two people. She nust be a heartless creature to
sit laughing at sone jest within a few hours of her husband's
mur der . "

"Exactly. She does not shine as a wife even in her own account

of what occurred. | amnot a whol e-soul ed admirer of womanki nd,
as you are aware, Watson, but ny experience of |ife has taught ne
that there are few wives, having any regard for their husbands,
who would I et any man's spoken word stand between them and that
husband' s dead body. Should | ever marry, Watson, | should hope
to inspire ny wife with sone feeling which would prevent her from
bei ng wal ked of f by a housekeeper when ny corpse was lying within

a few yards of her. It was badly stage-managed; for even the
rawest investigators nust be struck by the absence of the usua
fem nine ululation. [|f there had been nothing else, this

i nci dent al one woul d have suggested a prearranged conspiracy to
ny mnd."

"You think then, definitely, that Barker and Ms. Douglas are
guilty of the nurder?”

"There is an appalling directness about your questions, Watson,"
said Hol nes, shaking his pipe at ne. "They cone at ne |like
bullets. If you put it that Ms. Douglas and Barker know the
truth about the nurder, and are conspiring to conceal it, then
can give you a whol e-soul ed answer. | amsure they do. But your
nore deadly proposition is not so clear. Let us for a nonent
consider the difficulties which stand in the way.

"We will suppose that this couple are united by the bonds of a
guilty love, and that they have determined to get rid of the man
who stands between them It is a |large supposition; for

di screet inquiry anpng servants and others has failed to
corroborate it in any way. On the contrary, there is a good dea
of evidence that the Dougl ases were very attached to each other."

"That, | am sure, cannot he true,"” said |, thinking of the



beautiful smling face in the garden

"Well at |east they gave that inpression. However, we wll
suppose that they are an extraordinarily astute couple, who
decei ve everyone upon this point, and conspire to nmurder the
husband. He happens to be a man over whose head sonme danger
hangs--"

"We have only their word for that."

Hol mes | ooked thoughtful. "I see, Watson. You are sketching out
a theory by which everything they say fromthe beginning is

fal se. According to your idea, there was never any hidden
nmenace, or secret society, or Valley of Fear, or Boss
MacSonebody, or anything else. Well, that is a good sweeping
generalization. Let us see what that brings us to. They invent
this theory to account for the crinme. They then play up to the
i dea by leaving this bicycle in the park as proof of the

exi stence of some outsider. The stain on the w ndowsill conveys
the sane idea. So does the card on the body, which m ght have
been prepared in the house. That all fits into your hypothesis,
Wat son. But now we conme on the nasty, angular, unconpron sing
bits which won't slip into their places. Wy a cut-off shotgun
of all weapons--and an Anerican one at that? How could they be
so sure that the sound of it would not bring someone on to thenf?
It's a nmere chance as it is that Ms. Allen did not start out to
inquire for the slanm ng door. Wy did your guilty couple do al
this, Watson?"

"I confess that | can't explainit.”

"Then again, if a woman and her |over conspire to nurder a
husband, are they going to advertise their guilt by
ostentatiously renmoving his wedding ring after his death? Does
that strike you as very probable, Witson?"

"No, it does not."

"And once again, if the thought of |eaving a bicycle conceal ed
outsi de had occurred to you, would it really have seened worth
doi ng when the dull est detective would naturally say this is an
obvious blind, as the bicycle is the first thing which the
fugitive needed in order to nmake his escape."”

"I can conceive of no explanation."

"And yet there should be no conbination of events for which the
wit of man cannot conceive an explanation. Sinply as a nenta
exercise, w thout any assertion that it is true, let ne indicate
a possible line of thought. It is, | admt, nere inmagination
but how often is inmgination the nother of truth?

"We will suppose that there was a guilty secret, a really
shameful secret in the life of this man Douglas. This leads to
his murder by sonmeone who is, we will suppose, an avenger
sonmeone from outside. This avenger, for sone reason which |
confess | amstill at a loss to explain, took the dead man's



weddi ng ring. The vendetta m ght conceivably date back to the
man's first marriage, and the ring be taken for some such reason

"Before this avenger got away, Barker and the wi fe had reached
the room The assassin convinced themthat any attenpt to arrest
hi mwould | ead to the publication of sone hideous scandal. They
were converted to this idea, and preferred to | et himgo. For
this purpose they probably |owered the bridge, which can be done
quite noiselessly, and then raised it again. He nade his escape,
and for sonme reason thought that he could do so nore safely on
foot than on the bicycle. He therefore left his machine where it
woul d not be discovered until he had got safely away. So far we
are within the bounds of possibility, are we not?"

"Well, it is possible, no doubt," said |, with sone reserve.

"We have to renenber, Watson, that whatever occurred is certainly
sonmet hing very extraordinary. WlIl, now, to continue our
supposititious case, the couple--not necessarily a guilty
couple--realize after the nurderer is gone that they have pl aced
themsel ves in a position in which it my be difficult for themto
prove that they did not thenselves either do the deed or connive
at it. They rapidly and rather clunsily net the situation. The
mar k was put by Barker's bl oodstai ned slipper upon the w ndowsill
to suggest how the fugitive got away. They obviously were the
two who nust have heard the sound of the gun; so they gave the

al arm exactly as they woul d have done, but a good half hour after
t he event."

"And how do you propose to prove all this?"

"Well, if there were an outsider, he may be traced and taken
That woul d be the npst effective of all proofs. But if
not--well, the resources of science are far from bei ng exhaust ed.

I think that an evening alone in that study would help nme nuch."
"An evening al one!"

"I propose to go up there presently. | have arranged it with the
estimabl e Anes, who is by no neans whol ehearted about Barker. |
shall sit in that roomand see if its atnobsphere brings ne
inspiration. |I'ma believer in the genius loci. You smle
Friend Watson. Well, we shall see. By the way, you have that
big unbrella of yours, have you not?"

"It is here.”
"Well, 1"l borrowthat if I may."
"Certainly--but what a wetched weapon! |[If there is danger--"

“Not hi ng serious, ny dear Watson, or | should certainly ask for
your assistance. But |I'll take the unmbrella. At present | am
only awaiting the return of our coll eagues from Tunbri dge Wl s,
where they are at present engaged in trying for a likely owner to
t he bicycle.™



It was nightfall before Inspector MacDonald and White Mason cane
back fromtheir expedition, and they arrived exultant, reporting
a great advance in our investigation

“"Man, |1'Il adnmeet that | had ny doubts if there was ever an
outsider," said MacDonald, "but that's all past now. W' ve had
the bicycle identified, and we have a description of our man; so
that's a long step on our journey."

"It sounds to nme |like the beginning of the end," said Hol nes.
"I"'msure | congratul ate you both with all ny heart."

"Well, | started fromthe fact that M. Douglas had seened

di sturbed since the day before, when he had been at Tunbridge
Wells. It was at Tunbridge Wells then that he had becone

consci ous of some danger. It was clear, therefore, that if a man
had come over with a bicycle it was from Tunbridge Wells that he
m ght be expected to have cone. W took the bicycle over with us
and showed it at the hotels. It was identified at once by the
manager of the Eagle Conmmercial as belonging to a man naned

Har grave, who had taken a roomthere two days before. This

bi cycle and a small valise were his whol e bel ongi ngs. He had
regi stered his nane as conmng from London, but had given no
address. The valise was London nade, and the contents were
British; but the man hinsel f was undoubtedly an Anmerican."

"Well, well," said Holnes gleefully, "you have indeed done sone
solid work while | have been sitting spinning theories with ny
friend! It's a lesson in being practical, M. Mc."

"Ay, it's just that, M. Holnes," said the inspector with
sati sfaction.

"But this may all fit in with your theories," | remarked.

"That may or may not be. But let us hear the end, M. Mac. Was
there nothing to identify this man?"

"So little that it was evident that he had carefully guarded

hi meel f against identification. There were no papers or letters,
and no narking upon the clothes. A cycle map of the county |ay
on his bedroomtable. He had |left the hotel after breakfast
yesterday norning on his bicycle, and no nore was heard of him
until our inquiries."

"That's what puzzles me, M. Holnes," said Wite Mason. "If the
fell ow did not want the hue and cry raised over him one would

i magi ne that he would have returned and remained at the hotel as
an inoffensive tourist. As it is, he must know that he will be
reported to the police by the hotel nmanager and that his

di sappearance will be connected with the nurder."

"So one would imagine. Still, he has been justified of his
wi sdomup to date, at any rate, since he has not been taken. But
hi s description--what of that?"

MacDonal d referred to his notebook. "Here we have it so far as



they could give it. They don't seemto have taken any very
particul ar stock of him but still the porter, the clerk, and the
chanmbermaid are all agreed that this about covers the points. He
was a man about five foot nine in height, fifty or so years of
age, his hair slightly grizzled, a grayish noustache, a curved
nose, and a face which all of them described as fierce and
forbi ddi ng."

"Well, bar the expression, that night alnost be a description of
Dougl as hinsel f," said Holmes. "He is just over fifty, with
grizzled hair and noustache, and about the sane height. Did you
get anything el se?"

"He was dressed in a heavy gray suit with a reefer jacket, and he
wore a short yell ow overcoat and a soft cap."

"What about the shotgun?”

"It is less than two feet long. It could very well have fitted
into his valise. He could have carried it inside his overcoat
wi thout difficulty."

“And how do you consider that all this bears upon the genera
case?"

"Well, M. Holnes," said MacDonal d, "when we have got our
man- - and you may be sure that | had his description on the wires
within five mnutes of hearing it--we shall be better able to
judge. But, even as it stands, we have surely gone a |ong way.
We know t hat an Anerican calling hinself Hargrave cane to
Tunbridge Wells two days ago with bicycle and valise. 1In the
latter was a sawed-off shotgun; so he cane with the deliberate
purpose of crinme. Yesterday norning he set off for this place on
his bicycle, with his gun concealed in his overcoat. No one saw
himarrive, so far as we can | earn; but he need not pass through
the village to reach the park gates, and there are many cyclists
upon the road. Presumably he at once conceal ed his cycle anong
the laurels where it was found, and possibly lurked there
himsel f, with his eye on the house, waiting for M. Douglas to
cone out. The shotgun is a strange weapon to use inside a house;
but he had intended to use it outside, and there it has very

obvi ous advantages, as it would be inpossible to mss with it,
and the sound of shots is so common in an English sporting

nei ghbour hood that no particular notice would be taken."

"That is all very clear," said Hol nes.

"Well, M. Douglas did not appear. Wat was he to do next? He
left his bicycle and approached the house in the twilight. He
found the bridge down and no one about. He took his chance,

i ntendi ng, no doubt, to make sonme excuse if he nmet anyone. He
met no one. He slipped into the first roomthat he saw, and
conceal ed hinself behind the curtain. Thence he could see the
drawbri dge go up, and he knew that his only escape was through
the noat. He waited until quarter-past el even, when M. Dougl as
upon his usual nightly round came into the room He shot him and
escaped, as arranged. He was aware that the bicycle would be



descri bed by the hotel people and be a clue against him so he
left it there and made his way by sone other nmeans to London or
to sonme safe hiding place which he had already arranged. How is
that, M. Hol mes?"

"Well, M. Mac, it is very good and very clear so far as it
goes. That is your end of the story. M end is that the crine
was conmitted half an hour earlier than reported; that Ms.
Dougl as and Barker are both in a conspiracy to conceal sonething;
that they aided the nurderer's escape--or at |east that they
reached the room before he escaped--and that they fabricated

evi dence of his escape through the wi ndow, whereas in al
probability they had thenselves let himgo by |owering the
bridge. That's ny reading of the first half."

The two detectives shook their heads.

"Well, M. Holnmes, if this is true, we only tunble out of one
nmystery into another," said the London inspector

"And in sonme ways a worse one," added White Mason. "The |ady has
never been in America in all her life. What possible connection
could she have with an Anmerican assassin which would cause her to
shel ter hi n?"

"I freely admit the difficulties," said Holnes. "I propose to
make a little investigation of my owmn to-night, and it is just
possible that it nay contribute sonething to the commn cause."”

"Can we help you, M. Hol mes?"

"No, no! Darkness and Dr. Watson's unbrella--ny wants are sinple.
And Anes, the faithful Anmes, no doubt he will stretch a point for
me. Al ny lines of thought |ead ne back invariably to the one
basi ¢ question--why should an athletic man devel op his frame upon
so unnatural an instrunent as a single dunb-bell?"

It was late that night when Holnmes returned fromhis solitary
excursion. W slept in a doubl e-bedded room which was the best
that the little country inn could do for us. | was already

asl eep when | was partly awakened by his entrance.

"Well, Holnmes," | murmured, "have you found anything out?"

He stood beside ne in silence, his candle in his hand. Then the
tall, lean figure inclined towards ne. "Il say, Watson," he

whi spered, "would you be afraid to sleep in the sane roomwith a
lunatic, a man with softening of the brain, an idiot whose mnind
has lost its grip?"

"Not in the least," | answered in astoni shment.

"Ah, that's lucky," he said, and not another word would he utter
t hat ni ght.



Chapter 7 - The Sol ution

Next norning, after breakfast, we found I nspector MacDonal d and
White Mason seated in close consultation in the small parlour of
the local police sergeant. On the table in front of themwere
piled a nunmber of letters and tel egrans, which they were
carefully sorting and docketing. Three had been placed on one
si de.

"Still on the track of the elusive bicyclist?" Hol nes asked
cheerfully. "What is the |atest news of the ruffian?"

MacDonal d pointed ruefully to his heap of correspondence.

"He is at present reported from Leicester, Nottingham

Sout hanpt on, Derby, East Ham Ri chnond, and fourteen other

pl aces. In three of them-East Ham Leicester, and

Li verpool --there is a clear case against him and he has actually
been arrested. The country seens to be full of the fugitives
with yell ow coats."

"Dear ne!" said Hol mes synpathetically. "Now, M. Mac and you,
M. White Mason, | wish to give you a very earnest piece of
advice. Wen | went into this case with you | bargai ned, as you
will no doubt rememnmber, that | should not present you with

hal f -proved theories, but that | should retain and work out ny
own ideas until | had satisfied nyself that they were correct.
For this reason | amnot at the present nonment telling you al
that is in my mind. On the other hand, | said that | would play
the gane fairly by you, and | do not think it is a fair gane to
al l ow you for one unnecessary nonent to waste your energies upon
a profitless task. Therefore | amhere to advise you this
nor ni ng, and ny advice to you is sumed up in three

wor ds- - abandon t he case.™

MacDonal d and White Mason stared in amazenent at their cel ebrated
col | eague.

"You consider it hopeless!" cried the inspector

"l consider your case to be hopeless. | do not consider that it
is hopeless to arrive at the truth."

"But this cyclist. He is not an invention. W have his
description, his valise, his bicycle. The fellow nust be
sonmewhere. Wiy should we not get hinP"

"Yes, yes, no doubt he is sonewhere, and no doubt we shall get
him but | would not have you waste your energies in East Ham or

Liverpool. | amsure that we can find sonme shorter cut to a
result.”
"You are hol ding something back. It's hardly fair of you, M.

Hol mes.” The inspector was annoyed.



"You know ny met hods of work, M. Mac. But | will hold it back
for the shortest tinme possible. | only wish to verify ny details
in one way, which can very readily be done, and then |I make ny
bow and return to London, leaving ny results entirely at your
service. | owe you too nuch to act otherwise; for in all ny
experience | cannot recall any nmore singular and interesting
study. "

"This is clean beyond me, M. Holnes. W saw you when we
returned from Tunbridge Wells |ast night, and you were in genera
agreement with our results. What has happened since then to give
you a conpletely new i dea of the case?"

"Well, since you ask ne, | spent, as | told you that | would,
some hours last night at the Manor House."

"Well, what happened?"

"Ah, | can only give you a very general answer to that for the
nonent. By the way, | have been reading a short but clear and
i nteresting account of the old building, purchasable at the
nodest sum of one penny fromthe | ocal tobacconist."

Here Hol mes drew a small tract, enbellished with a rude engraving
of the ancient Manor House, from his wai stcoat pocket.

"It inrensely adds to the zest of an investigation, nmy dear M.
Mac, when one is in conscious synpathy with the historica

at nrosphere of one's surroundings. Don't |ook so inpatient; for
assure you that even so bald an account as this raises sone sort
of picture of the past in one's nind. Pernmt nme to give you a
sanple. 'Erected in the fifth year of the reign of Janes |, and
standi ng upon the site of a much ol der building, the Manor House
of Birlstone presents one of the finest surviving exanples of the
noat ed Jacobean residence--"'"

"You are making fools of us, M. Hol nes!"

"Tut, tut, M. Mac!--the first sign of tenper | have detected in
you. Well, I won't read it verbatim since you feel so strongly
upon the subject. But when | tell you that there is sone account
of the taking of the place by a parlianentary colonel in 1644, of
t he conceal nent of Charles for several days in the course of the
Civil War, and finally of a visit there by the second George, you
will adnmit that there are various associations of interest
connected with this ancient house."

"l don't doubt it, M. Holnes; but that is no business of ours."

"I'sit not? Is it not? Breadth of view, nmy dear M. Mac, is one
of the essentials of our profession. The interplay of ideas and
the oblique uses of know edge are often of extraordinary
interest. You will excuse these remarks from one who, though a
nmere connoi sseur of crime, is still rather ol der and perhaps nore
experienced than yourself."



"I"'mthe first to admit that," said the detective heartily. "You
get to your point, | admit; but you have such a deuced
round-the-corner way of doing it."

"Well, well, I'Il drop past history and get down to present-day
facts. | called last night, as | have already said, at the Manor
House. | did not see either Barker or Ms. Douglas. | saw no

necessity to disturb them but | was pleased to hear that the

| ady was not visibly pining and that she had partaken of an
excellent dinner. M visit was specially nmade to the good M.
Ames, with whom | exchanged some am abilities, which cul nm nated
in his allowing me, without reference to anyone else, to sit
alone for a tinme in the study."”

"What! Wth that?" | ejacul ated.
“No, no, everything is now in order. You gave perm ssion for
that, M. Mac, as | aminformed. The roomwas in its nornal

state, and in it | passed an instructive quarter of an hour."

"What were you doi ng?"

"Well, not to make a nystery of so sinple a matter, | was | ooking
for the mssing dunb-bell. It has always bulked rather large in
nmy estimte of the case. | ended by finding it."

"\Wher e?"

"Ah, there we cone to the edge of the unexplored. Let ne go a
little further, a very little further, and | will prom se that
you shall share everything that | know "

"Well, we're bound to take you on your own terns," said the
i nspector; "but when it cones to telling us to abandon the
case--why in the name of goodness shoul d we abandon the case?"

"For the sinple reason, ny dear M. Mac, that you have not got
the first idea what it is that you are investigating."

"We are investigating the nurder of M. John Douglas of Birl stone
Manor . "

"Yes, yes, so you are. But don't trouble to trace the nysterious
gentl eman upon the bicycle. | assure you that it won't help
you. "

"Then what do you suggest that we do?"

"I will tell you exactly what to do, if you will do it."
"Well, 1'"mbound to say |I've always found you had reason behind
all your queer ways. |I'll do what you advise."

“And you, M. Wiite Mason?"

The country detective | ooked hel plessly fromone to the other
Hol mes and his nethods were newto him "Well, if it is good



enough for the inspector, it is good enough for nme," he said at
| ast .
"Capital!" said Holnmes. "Well, then, | should recommend a nice,

cheery country walk for both of you. They tell ne that the views
fromBirlstone Ridge over the Weald are very renmarkable. No
doubt lunch could be got at sone suitable hostelry; though ny

i gnorance of the country prevents ne fromrecomendi ng one. In
the evening, tired but happy--"

"Man, this is getting past a joke!" cried MacDonal d, rising
angrily fromhis chair.

"Well, well, spend the day as you like," said Holnes, patting him
cheerfully upon the shoulder. "Do what you like and go where you
will, but meet nme here before dusk without fail--wthout fail

M. Mac."

"That sounds nore |ike sanity."

"All of it was excellent advice; but I don't insist, so long as
you are here when | need you. But now, before we part, | want
you to wite a note to M. Barker."

"\Ml | ?Il

"I'"l'l dictate it, if you like. Ready?

"Dear Sir:

"It has struck nme that it is our duty to drain the noat, in the
hope that we may find sonme--"

"It's inpossible," said the inspector. "I've nmade inquiry."

"Tut, tut! M dear sir, please do what | ask you."

"Well, go on."

"--in the hope that we may find sonething which may bear upon our
i nvestigation. | have made arrangenents, and the worknen will be
at work early to-nmorrow norning diverting the stream-"

"I npossi bl e!"

"--diverting the streamp so | thought it best to explain natters
bef or ehand.

"Now sign that, and send it by hand about four o'clock. At that

hour we shall neet again in this room Until then we nay each do
what we like; for | can assure you that this inquiry has conme to

a definite pause."

Eveni ng was drawi ng i n when we reassenbled. Hol mes was very
serious in his manner, nyself curious, and the detectives
obviously critical and annoyed.



"Well, gentlenmen," said ny friend gravely, "I am asking you now
to put everything to the test with ne, and you will judge for
your sel ves whet her the observations | have made justify the
conclusions to which I have cone. It is a chill evening, and

do not know how | ong our expedition may last; so | beg that you
will wear your warmest coats. It is of the first inportance that
we should be in our places before it grows dark; so with your
perm ssion we shall get started at once."

We passed al ong the outer bounds of the Manor House park until we
came to a place where there was a gap in the rails which fenced
it. Through this we slipped, and then in the gathering gl oomwe
foll owed Hol mes until we had reached a shrubbery which lies
nearly opposite to the main door and the drawbridge. The latter
had not been raised. Holnmes crouched down behind the screen of
laurels, and we all three foll owed his exanple.

"Well, what are we to do now?" asked MacDonald with sone
gruf f ness.

"Possess our souls in patience and make as little noise as
possi bl e," Hol mes answer ed.

"What are we here for at all? | really think that you m ght
treat us with nore frankness."

Hol mes | aughed. "WAtson insists that | amthe dramatist in rea
life," said he. "Some touch of the artist wells up within ne,
and calls insistently for a well-staged performance. Surely our
prof ession, M. Mac, would be a drab and sordid one if we did not
sonetinmes set the scene so as to glorify our results. The blunt
accusation, the brutal tap upon the shoul der--what can one nake
of such a denouenent? But the quick inference, the subtle trap
the clever forecast of com ng events, the triunphant vindication
of bold theories--are these not the pride and the justification
of our life's work? At the present moment you thrill with the

gl amour of the situation and the anticipation of the hunt. Where
woul d be that thrill if | had been as definite as a tinmetable?
only ask a little patience, M. Mac, and all will be clear to
you. "

"Well, | hope the pride and justification and the rest of it wll
come before we all get our death of cold," said the London
detective with comic resignation

We all had good reason to join in the aspiration; for our vigi
was a long and bitter one. Slowy the shadows darkened over the
| ong, sonbre face of the old house. A cold, danp reek fromthe
moat chilled us to the bones and set our teeth chattering. There
was a single |lanp over the gateway and a steady globe of light in
the fatal study. Everything else was dark and still.

"How long is this to |last?" asked the inspector finally. "And
what is it we are watching for?"

"I have no nore notion than you howlong it is to last," Hol nes
answered with some asperity. "If crimnals would always schedul e



their novenents like railway trains, it would certainly be nore
convenient for all of us. As to what it is we--Well, THAT' S what
we are watching for!"

As he spoke the bright, yellow light in the study was obscured by
sonmebody passing to and fro before it. The laurels anobng which
we lay were i mmredi ately opposite the wi ndow and not nore than a
hundred feet fromit. Presently it was thrown open with a
whi ni ng of hinges, and we could dimy see the dark outline of a
man' s head and shoul ders | ooking out into the gloom For sone
m nutes he peered forth in furtive, stealthy fashion, as one who
wi shes to be assured that he is unobserved. Then he | eaned
forward, and in the intense silence we were aware of the soft

| appi ng of agitated water. He seened to be stirring up the npat
wi th sonething which he held in his hand. Then suddenly he
haul ed sonething in as a fisherman |lands a fish--sone |arge,
round obj ect which obscured the |ight as it was dragged through
t he open casenent.

“"Now! " cried Hol nes. " Now! "

We were all upon our feet, staggering after himw th our
stiffened linbs, while he ran swiftly across the bridge and rang
violently at the bell. There was the rasping of bolts fromthe
ot her side, and the amazed Anes stood in the entrance. Hol nes
brushed hi m asi de without a word and, followed by all of us,
rushed into the room whi ch had been occupi ed by the man whom we
had been wat chi ng.

The oil lanmp on the table represented the gl ow which we had seen
fromoutside. It was now in the hand of Cecil Barker, who held
it towards us as we entered. |Its |ight shone upon his strong,

resolute, clean-shaved face and his nenaci ng eyes.

"What the devil is the nmeaning of all this?" he cried. "Wat are
you after, anyhow?"

Hol mes took a swift glance round, and then pounced upon a sodden
bundl e tied together with cord which |ay where it had been thrust
under the writing table.

"This is what we are after, M. Barker--this bundle, weighted

with a dunmb-bell, which you have just raised fromthe bottom of
the noat."
Bar ker stared at Holnmes with amazenent in his face. "How in

t hunder cane you to know anythi ng about it?" he asked.
"Sinply that | put it there."

“"You put it there! You!"

"Perhaps | should have said 'replaced it there,'" said Hol nes.
"You will renmenber, Inspector MacDonal d, that | was somewhat
struck by the absence of a dumb-bell. | drew your attention to
it; but with the pressure of other events you had hardly the tine
to give it the considerati on which would have enabl ed you to draw



deductions fromit. Wen water is near and a weight is m ssing

it is not a very far-fetched supposition that sonething has been
sunk in the water. The idea was at |east worth testing; so with
the help of Ames, who admtted me to the room and the crook of

Dr. Watson's unbrella, | was able last night to fish up and

i nspect this bundle.

"It was of the first inportance, however, that we should be able
to prove who placed it there. This we acconplished by the very
obvi ous devi ce of announcing that the nmpat would be dried
to-nmorrow, which had, of course, the effect that whoever had

hi dden the bundl e woul d nost certainly withdraw it the nonment
that darkness enabled himto do so. W have no | ess than four

Wi tnesses as to who it was who took advantage of the opportunity,
and so, M. Barker, | think the word lies now with you."

Sherl ock Hol mes put the sopping bundl e upon the table beside the
anp and undid the cord which bound it. Fromw thin he extracted
a dunb-bell, which he tossed down to its fellow in the corner

Next he drew forth a pair of boots. "American, as you perceive,"”
he remarked, pointing to the toes. Then he laid upon the table a
| ong, deadly, sheathed knife. Finally he unravelled a bundle of
clothing, conprising a conplete set of underclothes, socks, a
gray tweed suit, and a short yell ow overcoat.

"The clothes are commonpl ace," remarked Hol nes, "save only the
overcoat, which is full of suggestive touches.” He held it
tenderly towards the light. "Here, as you perceive, is the inner
pocket prolonged into the lining in such fashion as to give anple
space for the truncated fowing piece. The tailor's tab is on
the neck--'Neal, Qutfitter, Vermissa, US A" | have spent an

i nstructive afternoon in the rector's |ibrary, and have enl arged
ny know edge by adding the fact that Vermissa is a flourishing
little town at the head of one of the best known coal and iron
valleys in the United States. | have sone recollection, M.

Bar ker, that you associated the coal districts with M. Douglas's
first wife, and it would surely not be too far-fetched an

i nference that the V.V. upon the card by the dead body m ght
stand for Vermi ssa Valley, or that this very valley which sends
forth em ssaries of nurder may be that Valley of Fear of which we
have heard. So nmuch is fairly clear. And now, M. Barker, |
seemto be standing rather in the way of your explanation.”

It was a sight to see Cecil Barker's expressive face during this
exposition of the great detective. Anger, amazenent,
consternation, and indecision swept over it in turn. Finally he
took refuge in a sonewhat acrid irony.

"You know such a lot, M. Hol nes, perhaps you had better tell us
some nore," he sneered.

"I have no doubt that |I could tell you a great deal nore, M.
Barker; but it would cone with a better grace fromyou."

"Ch, you think so, do you? Well, all | can say is that if
there's any secret here it is not my secret, and I amnot the man
to give it away."



"Well, if you take that line, M. Barker," said the inspector
quietly, "we nmust just keep you in sight until we have the
warrant and can hold you."

"You can do what you damm pl ease about that," said Barker

defiantly.

The proceedi ngs seenmed to have cone to a definite end so far as
he was concerned; for one had only to |look at that granite face
to realize that no peine forte et dure would ever force himto

pl ead against his will. The deadl ock was broken, however, by a
woman's voice. Ms. Douglas had been standing listening at the
hal f opened door, and now she entered the room

"You have done enough for now, Cecil," said she. "Whatever cones
of it in the future, you have done enough."

"Enough and nore than enough," remarked Sherl ock Hol mes gravely.
"I have every synpathy with you, madam and should strongly urge
you to have some confidence in the common sense of our
jurisdiction and to take the police voluntarily into your
conplete confidence. It may be that | amnyself at fault for not
following up the hint which you conveyed to nme through nmy friend,
Dr. Watson; but, at that time | had every reason to believe that
you were directly concerned in the crime. Now | am assured that
this is not so. At the sanme time, there is much that is
unexpl ai ned, and | should strongly recommend that you ask M.
Douglas to tell us his own story."

Ms. Dougl as gave a cry of astonishnment at Holnes's words. The
detectives and | must have echoed it, when we were aware of a man
who seened to have energed fromthe wall, who advanced now from
the gl oom of the corner in which he had appeared. Ms. Dougl as
turned, and in an instant her arns were round him Barker had
sei zed his outstretched hand.

"It's best this way, Jack," his wife repeated; "I amsure that it
is best.”

"I ndeed, yes, M. Douglas," said Sherlock Holnes, "I am sure that
you will find it best."

The man stood blinking at us with the dazed | ook of one who cones
fromthe dark into the light. It was a remarkable face, bold
gray eyes, a strong, short-clipped, grizzled noustache, a square,
projecting chin, and a hunorous nouth. He took a good | ook at us
all, and then to ny amazenent he advanced to nme and handed ne a
bundl e of paper.

"I"ve heard of you," said he in a voice which was not quite
Engli sh and not quite Anerican, but was altogether nellow and

pl easing. "You are the historian of this bunch. Well, Dr.

WAt son, you've never had such a story as that pass through your
hands before, and I'Il lay my last dollar on that. Tell it your
own way; but there are the facts, and you can't miss the public
so long as you have those. 1've been cooped up two days, and



|'ve spent the daylight hours--as nuch daylight as | could get in
that rat trap--in putting the thing into words. You' re welcone
to them-you and your public. There's the story of the Valley of
Fear."

"That's the past, M. Douglas," said Sherlock Holnes quietly.
"What we desire nowis to hear your story of the present."
"You'll have it, sir," said Douglas. "My | snmoke as | talk?
Wel |, thank you, M. Holnes. You' re a snoker yourself, if |
remenber right, and you'll guess what it is to be sitting for two
days with tobacco in your pocket and afraid that the smell wll
give you away." He |eaned against the mantel pi ece and sucked at
the cigar which Hol mes had handed him "I1've heard of you, M.
Hol mes. | never guessed that | should neet you. But before you
are through with that," he nodded at mnmy papers, "you will say
|'ve brought you sonething fresh."

I nspect or MacDonal d had been staring at the newcomer with the
greatest amazenent. "Well, this fairly beats nme!" he cried at
last. "If you are M. John Douglas of Birlstone Manor, then
whose death have we been investigating for these two days, and
where in the world have you sprung from now? You seened to me to
cone out of the floor |ike a jack-in-a-box."

"Ah, M. Mac," said Hol nes, shaking a reproving forefinger, "you
woul d not read that excellent |ocal conpilation which described
t he conceal nent of King Charles. People did not hide in those
days wit hout excellent hiding places, and the hiding place that
has once been used may be again. | had persuaded nmyself that we
should find M. Douglas under this roof."

"And how | ong have you been playing this trick upon us, M.

Hol mes?" said the inspector angrily. "How |long have you all owed
us to waste ourselves upon a search that you knew to be an absurd
one?"

"Not one instant, ny dear M. Mac. Only last night did | formnmny
views of the case. As they could not be put to the proof unti
this evening, | invited you and your colleague to take a holiday
for the day. Pray what nore could I do? When | found the suit

of clothes in the noat, it at once becane apparent to ne that the
body we had found coul d not have been the body of M. John
Douglas at all, but nust be that of the bicyclist from Tunbridge
Wells. No other conclusion was possible. Therefore | had to
deternm ne where M. John Douglas hinmself could be, and the

bal ance of probability was that with the connivance of his wife
and his friend he was concealed in a house which had such

conveni ences for a fugitive, and awaiting quieter tinmes when he
could make his final escape."

"Well, you figured it out about right," said Douglas approvingly.
"I thought 1'd dodge your British law, for | was not sure how
stood under it, and also | saw ny chance to throw these hounds
once for all off ny track. Mnd you, fromfirst to |last | have
done nothing to be ashanmed of, and nothing that |I would not do
agai n; but you'll judge that for yourselves when | tell you ny



story. Never nmind warning ne, Inspector: |I'mready to stand pat
upon the truth.

"I"mnot going to begin at the beginning. That's all there," he
i ndi cated nmy bundl e of papers, "and a nmighty queer yarn you'l
find it. It all cones down to this: That there are some men that
have good cause to hate me and would give their last dollar to
know that they had got nme. So long as | amalive and they are
alive, there is no safety in this world for me. They hunted ne
from Chicago to California, then they chased ne out of Anerica;
but when | married and settled down in this quiet spot | thought
my | ast years were going to be peaceabl e.

"I never explained to ny wife how things were. Wy should | pul
her into it? She would never have a qui et nmoment again; but
woul d al ways be imagining trouble. | fancy she knew sonething,
for | may have dropped a word here or a word there; but unti
yesterday, after you gentlenen had seen her, she never knew the
rights of the matter. She told you all she knew, and so did

Bar ker here; for on the night when this thing happened there was
mghty little time for explanations. She knows everything now,
and | woul d have been a wiser man if | had told her sooner. But
it was a hard question, dear," he took her hand for an instant in
his own, "and | acted for the best.

"Well, gentlenen, the day before these happenings | was over in
Tunbridge Wells, and | got a glinpse of a man in the street. It
was only a glinpse; but | have a quick eye for these things, and
| never doubted who it was. It was the worst eneny | had anobng
them al |l --one who has been after ne like a hungry wolf after a
cari bou all these years. | knew there was trouble com ng, and
cane hone and nmade ready for it. | guessed |I'd fight through it
all right on my owmn, nmy luck was a proverb in the States about
'76. | never doubted that it would be with ne still.

"I was on ny guard all that next day, and never went out into the
park. It's as well, or he'd have had the drop on ne with that
buckshot gun of his before ever | could draw on him After the
bri dge was up--ny mnd was al ways nore restful when that bridge
was up in the evenings--1 put the thing clear out of mnmy head.
never dreamed of his getting into the house and waiting for ne.
But when | made ny round in ny dressing gown, as was ny habit, |
had no sooner entered the study than | scented danger. | guess
when a man has had dangers in his life--and |'ve had nore than
nost in my tine--there is a kind of sixth sense that waves the
red flag. | saw the signal clear enough, and yet | couldn't tel
you why. Next instant | spotted a boot under the w ndow curtain
and then | saw why pl ai n enough.

"I"d just the one candle that was in ny hand; but there was a
good light fromthe hall lanp through the open door. | put down
the candl e and junped for a hammer that |'d left on the nantel

At the same nonment he sprang at me. | saw the glint of a knife,
and | lashed at himwi th the hammer. | got hi m sonmewhere; for
the knife tinkled down on the floor. He dodged round the table
as quick as an eel, and a nmonent |ater he'd got his gun from
under his coat. | heard himcock it; but | had got hold of it



before he could fire. | had it by the barrel, and we westled
for it all ends up for a minute or nore. It was death to the man
that lost his grip.

"He never lost his grip; but he got it butt downward for a nonent
too long. Maybe it was | that pulled the trigger. Maybe we just
jolted it off between us. Anyhow, he got both barrels in the
face, and there | was, staring down at all that was |left of Ted

Baldwin. |1'd recognized himin the township, and again when he
sprang for me; but his own nother wouldn't recognize himas | saw
himthen. [|I'mused to rough work; but | fairly turned sick at

the sight of him

"I was hanging on the side of the table when Barker canme hurrying

down. | heard my wife comng, and | ran to the door and stopped
her. It was no sight for a wonman. | promised |I'd cone to her
soon. | said a word or two to Barker--he took it all in at a

gl ance--and we waited for the rest to come along. But there was
no sign of them Then we understood that they could hear
not hi ng, and that all that had happened was known only to

our sel ves.

"It was at that instant that the idea came to me. | was fairly
dazzled by the brilliance of it. The man's sl eeve had slipped up
and there was the branded nark of the | odge upon his forearm

See here!"

The man whom we had known as Dougl as turned up his own coat and
cuff to show a brown triangle within a circle exactly |ike that
whi ch we had seen upon the dead man.

"It was the sight of that which started nme on it. | seened to
see it all clear at a glance. There were his height and hair and
figure, about the sane as my owm. No one could swear to his
face, poor devil! | brought down this suit of clothes, and in a
quarter of an hour Barker and | had put my dressing gown on him
and he lay as you found him W tied all his things into a
bundl e, and I weighted themw th the only weight I could find and
put them through the window. The card he had neant to |ay upon
my body was |ying beside his own.

"My rings were put on his finger; but when it canme to the wedding
ring," he held out his nuscul ar hand, "you can see for yourselves
that | had struck the Iimt. | have not noved it since the day |
was married, and it would have taken a file to get it off. |
don't know, anyhow, that | should have cared to part with it; but
if I had wanted to | couldn't. So we just had to | eave that
detail to take care of itself. On the other hand, | brought a
bit of plaster down and put it where | am wearing one myself at
this instant. You slipped up there, M. Holnes, clever as you
are; for if you had chanced to take off that plaster you would
have found no cut underneath it.

"Well, that was the situation. |If | could lie low for a while
and then get away where | could be joined by ny 'widow we should
have a chance at last of living in peace for the rest of our
lives. These devils would give ne no rest so long as | was above



ground; but if they saw in the papers that Baldwi n had got his
man, there would be an end of all ny troubles. | hadn't nuch
time to make it all clear to Barker and to ny wife; but they
under st ood enough to be able to help nme. | knew all about this
hi ding place, so did Ames; but it never entered his head to
connect it with the matter. | retired intoit, and it was up to
Barker to do the rest.

"I guess you can fill in for yourselves what he did. He opened
t he wi ndow and nmade the mark on the sill to give an idea of how
the murderer escaped. It was a tall order, that; but as the

bri dge was up there was no other way. Then, when everything was
fixed, he rang the bell for all he was worth. What happened
afterward you know. And so, gentlenen, you can do what you

pl ease; but |'ve told you the truth and the whole truth, so help
me God! What | ask you nowis how do | stand by the English

| aw?"

There was a silence which was broken by Sherl ock Hol nes.

"The English lawis in the nmain a just law. You will get no
worse than your deserts fromthat, M. Douglas. But | would ask
you how did this man know that you lived here, or howto get into
your house, or where to hide to get you?"

"I know nothing of this."

Hol mes's face was very white and grave. "The story is not over
yet, | fear," said he. "You may find worse dangers than the
English Iaw, or even than your enemes fromAnmerica. | see
troubl e before you, M. Douglas. You'll take ny advice and stil
be on your guard."

And now, ny long-suffering readers, | will ask you to cone away
with me for a tine, far fromthe Sussex Manor House of Birl stone,
and far also fromthe year of grace in which we made our eventfu
journey which ended with the strange story of the man who had
been known as John Douglas. | wi sh you to journey back sone
twenty years in tine, and westward sone thousands of mles in
space, that | may |lay before you a singular and terrible
narrative--so singular and so terrible that you may find it hard
to believe that even as | tell it, even so did it occur

Do not think that | intrude one story before another is finished.
As you read on you will find that this is not so. And when

have detail ed those distant events and you have solved this
mystery of the past, we shall neet once nore in those roons on
Baker Street, where this, |like so many ot her wonderfu

happenings, will find its end.

Part 2 - The Scowrers



Chapter 1 - The Man

It was the fourth of February in the year 1875. It had been a
severe winter, and the snow | ay deep in the gorges of the

G I nmerton Muuntains. The steam pl oughs had, however, kept the
rail road open, and the evening train which connects the long line
of coal -mning and iron-working settlenents was slowly groaning
its way up the steep gradients which lead from Stagville on the
plain to Vermi ssa, the central township which |ies at the head of
Verm ssa Valley. Fromthis point the track sweeps downward to
Bartons Crossing, Helndale, and the purely agricultural county of
Merton. It was a single track railroad; but at every siding--and
they were nunerous--long lines of trucks piled with coal and iron
ore told of the hidden wealth which had brought a rude popul ation
and a bustling Iife to this nost desolate corner of the United
States of Anmerica

For desolate it was! Little could the first pioneer who had
traversed it have ever imagined that the fairest prairies and the
nost | ush water pastures were val uel ess conpared to this gloony

I and of black crag and tangled forest. Above the dark and often
scarcely penetrable woods upon their flanks, the high, bare
crowns of the nountains, white snow, and jagged rock towered upon
each flank, leaving a long, w nding, tortuous valley in the
centre. Up this the little train was slowy craw ing.

The oil |anmps had just been lit in the |eadi ng passenger car, a

| ong, bare carriage in which some twenty or thirty people were
seated. The greater nunber of these were workmen returning from
their day's toil in the Iower part of the valley. At l|least a
dozen, by their grimed faces and the safety | anterns which they
carried, proclainmed thenselves mners. These sat snoking in a
group and conversed in | ow voices, glancing occasionally at two
men on the opposite side of the car, whose uniforms and badges
showed themto be policenen.

Several wonen of the | abouring class and one or two travellers

who might have been small |ocal storekeepers made up the rest of
the conpany, with the exception of one young nman in a corner by
himself. It is with this man that we are concerned. Take a good

look at him for he is worth it.

He is a fresh-conpl exi oned, m ddl e-si zed young man, not far, one
woul d guess, fromhis thirtieth year. He has |large, shrewd,

hunor ous gray eyes which twinkle inquiringly fromtinme to tinme as
he | ooks round through his spectacles at the people about him

It is easy to see that he is of a sociable and possibly sinple

di sposition, anxious to be friendly to all nen. Anyone could
pi ck himat once as gregarious in his habits and comrunicative in
his nature, with a quick wit and a ready snile. And yet the man
who studied himnore closely might discern a certain firmmess of
jaw and grimtightness about the |ips which would warn hi mthat
there were depths beyond, and that this pleasant, brown-haired



young I rishman m ght conceivably | eave his mark for good or evi
upon any society to which he was introduced.

Havi ng made one or two tentative remarks to the nearest m ner

and receiving only short, gruff replies, the traveller resigned

hi mrsel f to uncongenial silence, staring noodily out of the w ndow
at the fading | andscape.

It was not a cheering prospect. Through the growi ng gl oomthere
pul sed the red glow of the furnaces on the sides of the hills.
Great heaps of slag and dunps of cinders |oomed up on each side
with the high shafts of the collieries towering above them
Huddl ed groups of nmean, wooden houses, the wi ndows of which were
beginning to outline thenselves in light, were scattered here and
there along the line, and the frequent halting places were
crowded with their swarthy inhabitants.

The iron and coal valleys of the Vermi ssa district were no
resorts for the leisured or the cultured. Everywhere there were
stern signs of the crudest battle of life, the rude work to be
done, and the rude, strong workers who did it.

The young traveller gazed out into this dismal country with a
face of mngled repulsion and interest, which showed that the
scene was new to him At intervals he drew fromhis pocket a
bul ky letter to which he referred, and on the margi ns of which he
scri bbled some notes. Once fromthe back of his waist he
produced somet hi ng which one woul d hardly have expected to find
in the possession of so mld-mannered a man. It was a navy
revol ver of the largest size. As he turned it slantwise to the
light, the glint upon the rins of the copper shells within the
drum showed that it was fully | oaded. He quickly restored it to
his secret pocket, but not before it had been observed by a
wor ki ng man who had seated hinsel f upon the adjoining bench

"Hullo, mate!" said he. "You seem heeled and ready."
The young man smiled with an air of enbarrassnent.

"Yes," said he, "we need them sonetines in the place |I cone
from"

"And where may that be?"

“I'"'mlast from Chicago."

"A stranger in these parts?"

"Yes."

“"You may find you need it here," said the worknan.
"Ah! is that so?" The young man seened i nterested.
"Have you heard nothing of doi ngs hereabouts?”

"Not hi ng out of the way."



"Why, | thought the country was full of it. You'll hear quick
enough. What made you cone here?”

"I heard there was always work for a willing man."

"Are you a nenber of the union?"

"Sure."

"Then you'll get your job, | guess. Have you any friends?"
"Not yet; but | have the neans of nmking them™

"How s that, then?"

"I am one of the Em nent Order of Freenen. There's no town
wi t hout a | odge, and where there is a lodge I'll find ny
friends."

The remark had a singular effect upon his conpanion. He glanced
round suspiciously at the others in the car. The mners were
still whispering anong thensel ves. The two police officers were
dozing. He cane across, seated hinself close to the young
traveller, and held out his hand.

"Put it there," he said.
A hand-grip passed between the two.

"l see you speak the truth,"” said the workman. "But it's well to
make certain." He raised his right hand to his right eyebrow
The traveller at once raised his left hand to his |eft eyebrow

"Dark nights are unpl easant," said the worknman.

"Yes, for strangers to travel," the other answered.
"That's good enough. [|I'm Brother Scanl an, Lodge 341, Verni ssa
Valley. Gad to see you in these parts.”

"Thank you. |'m Brother John McMurdo, Lodge 29, Chicago.
Bodymaster J.H Scott. But | amin luck to neet a brother so
early."

"Well, there are plenty of us about. You won't find the order
nmore flourishing anywhere in the States than right here in

Verm ssa Valley. But we could do with sone |lads |ike you. |
can't understand a spry man of the union finding no work to do in
Chi cago. "

"I found plenty of work to do," said MMirdo.
"Then why did you | eave?"

McMurdo nodded towards the policenmen and snmiled. "I guess those
chaps woul d be glad to know, " he said.



Scanl an groaned synpathetically. "In trouble?" he asked in a
whi sper.

"Deep. "

"A penitentiary job?"
"And the rest."

"Not a killing!"

"It's early days to talk of such things," said McMurdo with the
air of a man who had been surprised into saying nore than he
intended. "Il've ny own good reasons for |eaving Chicago, and |et
that be enough for you. \Who are you that you should take it on
yourself to ask such things?" H s gray eyes gl eaned with sudden
and dangerous anger from behind his gl asses.

"Al'l right, mate, no offense meant. The boys will think none the
wor se of you, whatever you may have done. Were are you bound
for now?"

“Verm ssa. "

"That's the third halt down the Iine. Where are you staying?"
McMurdo took out an envel ope and held it close to the nurky oi
[anp. "Here is the address--Jacob Shafter, Sheridan Street.

It's a boarding house that was recomended by a man | knew in
Chi cago. "

"Well, | don't know it; but Vermissa is out of ny beat. | live
at Hobson's Patch, and that's here where we are drawi ng up. But,
say, there's one bit of advice I'll give you before we part: If

you're in trouble in Verm ssa, go straight to the Union House and
see Boss McGnty. He is the Bodymaster of Verm ssa Lodge, and
not hi ng can happen in these parts unless Black Jack McG nty wants
it. So long, mate! Maybe we'll neet in | odge one of these
evenings. But mnd ny words: If you are in trouble, go to Boss
MG nty. "

Scanl an descended, and McMurdo was |eft once again to his

t houghts. Night had now fallen, and the flames of the frequent
furnaces were roaring and | eaping in the darkness. Against their
lurid background dark figures were bending and straining,
twisting and turning, with the notion of winch or of wi ndlass, to
the rhythm of an eternal clank and roar

"I guess hell nmust | ook sonething like that," said a voice.
McMurdo turned and saw that one of the policenen had shifted in
his seat and was staring out into the fiery waste.

"For that matter," said the other policeman, "I allow that hel
must BE something like that. |[If there are worse devils down
yonder than some we could nane, it's nore than I'd expect. |



guess you are new to this part, young man?"
"Well, what if | an?" McMurdo answered in a surly voice.

"Just this, mster, that | should advise you to be careful in
choosing your friends. | don't think I'd begin with Mke Scanl an
or his gang if | were you."

"What the hell is it to you who are ny friends?" roared McMirdo
in a voice which brought every head in the carriage round to
witness the altercation. "Did | ask you for your advice, or did
you think me such a sucker that | couldn't nove without it? You
speak when you are spoken to, and by the Lord you'd have to wait
alongtine if it was nel" He thrust out his face and grinned at
the patrolnen |ike a snarling dog.

The two policenen, heavy, good-natured nen, were taken aback by
the extraordinary vehenmence with which their friendly advances
had been rejected.

"No of fense, stranger,"” said one. "It was a warning for your own
good, seeing that you are, by your own showi ng, new to the

pl ace. "

"I"'mnew to the place; but I'mnot new to you and your kind!"
cried McMurdo in cold fury. "I guess you're the sane in al
pl aces, shovi ng your advice in when nobody asks for it."

"Maybe we'll see more of you before very long,"” said one of the
patrolmen with a grin. "You're a real hand-picked one, if | ama
judge. "

"I was thinking the sane," renmarked the other. "I guess we may

neet again."

"I"'mnot afraid of you, and don't you think it!" cried McMuirdo.

"My name's Jack McMurdo--see? |If you want ne, you'll find nme at
Jacob Shafter's on Sheridan Street, Vermissa; so |I'm not hiding
fromyou, aml1? Day or night | dare to look the Iike of you in
the face--don't make any m stake about that!"

There was a nurnur of synpathy and adnmiration fromthe mners at
t he dauntl ess deneanour of the newconer, while the two policenen
shrugged their shoul ders and renewed a conversati on between

t henmsel ves.

A few nminutes later the train ran into the ill-lit station, and
there was a general clearing; for Verm ssa was by far the | argest
town on the line. MMirdo picked up his |eather gripsack and was
about to start off into the darkness, when one of the miners
accosted him

"By Gar, mate! you know how to speak to the cops," he said in a
voice of awe. "It was grand to hear you. Let me carry your grip
and show you the road. |'m passing Shafter's on the way to ny
own shack."



There was a chorus of friendly "Good-nights" fromthe other

m ners as they passed fromthe platform Before ever he had set
foot init, McMurdo the turbulent had beconme a character in
Ver m ssa.

The country had been a place of terror; but the town was inits
way even nmore depressing. Down that |ong valley there was at

| east a certain gloony grandeur in the huge fires and the cl ouds
of drifting snoke, while the strength and industry of man found
fitting nonunents in the hills which he had spilled by the side
of his nonstrous excavations. But the town showed a dead |eve

of nmean ugliness and squalor. The broad street was churned up by
the traffic into a horrible rutted paste of nuddy snow. The

si dewal ks were narrow and uneven. The nunerous gas-| anps served
only to show nore clearly a long |line of wooden houses, each with
its veranda facing the street, unkenpt and dirty.

As they approached the centre of the town the scene was

bri ghtened by a row of well-lit stores, and even nore by a
cluster of sal oons and gam ng houses, in which the m ners spent
their hard-earned but generous wages.

"That's the Union House," said the guide, pointing to one sal oon
which rose alnmost to the dignity of being a hotel. "Jack McG nty
is the boss there."

"What sort of a man is he?" McMurdo asked.

"What! have you never heard of the boss?"

"How coul d I have heard of himwhen you know that | am a stranger
in these parts?"

"Well, 1 thought his name was known cl ear across the country.
It's been in the papers often enough."

"What for?"

"Well," the mner |lowered his voice--"over the affairs.™

"What affairs?"

"Good Lord, mister! you are queer, if | must say it without

of fense. There's only one set of affairs that you'll hear of in

these parts, and that's the affairs of the Scowers."

"Why, | seemto have read of the Scowers in Chicago. A gang of
nmurderers, are they not?"

"Hush, on your life!" cried the mner, standing still in alarm
and gazing in amazenment at his conpanion. "Man, you won't live
long in these parts if you speak in the open street like that.
Many a man has had the |ife beaten out of himfor less.”

"Well, 1 know nothing about them |It's only what | have read."

"And |I'm not saying that you have not read the truth." The man



| ooked nervously round himas he spoke, peering into the shadows
as if he feared to see sone lurking danger. "If killing is
murder, then God knows there is murder and to spare. But don't
you dare to breathe the name of Jack McGnty in connection with
it, stranger; for every whi sper goes back to him and he is not
one that is likely to let it pass. Now, that's the house you're
after, that one standing back fromthe street. You'll find old
Jacob Shafter that runs it as honest a man as lives in this

t ownshi p. "

"I thank you," said McMurdo, and shaking hands with his new
acquai nt ance he pl odded, gripsack in hand, up the path which Ied
to the dwelling house, at the door of which he gave a resounding
knock.

It was opened at once by soneone very different from what he had
expected. It was a wonan, young and singularly beautiful. She
was of the German type, blonde and fair-haired, with the piquant
contrast of a pair of beautiful dark eyes with which she surveyed
the stranger with surprise and a pl easi ng enbarrassnment which
brought a wave of col our over her pale face. Franmed in the
bright |ight of the open doorway, it seened to McMurdo that he
had never seen a nore beautiful picture; the nore attractive for
its contrast with the sordid and gl oony surroundi ngs. A lovely
vi ol et grow ng upon one of those black sl ag-heaps of the m nes
woul d not have seenmed nore surprising. So entranced was he that
he stood staring without a word, and it was she who broke the

si | ence.

"I thought it was father,"” said she with a pleasing little touch
of a German accent. "Did you cone to see hin? He is down town.
| expect him back every mnute."

McMurdo continued to gaze at her in open admiration until her
eyes dropped in confusion before this masterful visitor.

“"No, miss," he said at last, "I'min no hurry to see him But
your house was recomnmended to me for board. | thought it night
suit me--and now I know it will."

"You are quick to make up your mind," said she with a snle

"Anyone but a blind man could do as nuch," the other answered.
She | aughed at the conplinment. "Come right in, sir," she said.
"I"'mMss Ettie Shafter, M. Shafter's daughter. M nother's
dead, and | run the house. You can sit down by the stove in the
front roomuntil father comes al ong--Ah, here he is! So you can
fix things with himright away."

A heavy, elderly man cane plodding up the path. |In a few words
McMur do expl ai ned his business. A man of the nanme of Murphy had
given himthe address in Chicago. He in turn had had it from
sonmeone else. Od Shafter was quite ready. The stranger nade no
bones about terns, agreed at once to every condition, and was
apparently fairly flush of noney. For seven dollars a week paid
i n advance he was to have board and | odgi ng.



So it was that McMurdo, the self-confessed fugitive fromjustice
took up his abode under the roof of the Shafters, the first step
which was to lead to so long and dark a train of events, ending
in a far distant |and.

Chapter 2 - The Bodynaster

McMurdo was a nman who made his mark quickly. Wherever he was the
fol k around soon knew it. Wthin a week he had becone infinitely
the nost inportant person at Shafter's. There were ten or a
dozen boarders there; but they were honest forenen or comonpl ace
clerks fromthe stores, of a very different calibre fromthe
young Irishman. O an evening when they gathered together his

j oke was always the readiest, his conversation the brightest, and
his song the best. He was a born boon conpanion, with a
magneti sm whi ch drew good hunour from all around him

And yet he showed again and again, as he had shown in the rail way
carriage, a capacity for sudden, fierce anger, which conpelled
the respect and even the fear of those who nmet him For the |aw,
too, and all who were connected with it, he exhibited a bitter
contenpt which delighted some and al arnmed others of his fellow
boar ders.

Fromthe first he made it evident, by his open adniration, that

t he daughter of the house had won his heart fromthe instant that
he had set eyes upon her beauty and her grace. He was no
backward suitor. On the second day he told her that he | oved
her, and from then onward he repeated the sane story with an
absol ute disregard of what she m ght say to di scourage him

"Soneone el se?" he would cry. "Well, the worse luck for someone
el se! Let himlook out for hinself! AmIl to lose ny life's
chance and all ny heart's desire for sonmeone else? You can keep
on saying no, Ettie: the day will come when you will say yes, and
' myoung enough to wait."

He was a dangerous suitor, with his glib Irish tongue, and his
pretty, coaxing ways. There was about him al so that gl anmour of
experience and of nystery which attracts a woman's interest, and
finally her love. He could talk of the sweet valleys of County
Monaghan from whi ch he canme, of the |ovely, distant island, the
low hills and green neadows of which seened the nore beauti ful
when inmagination viewed themfromthis place of grinme and snow.

Then he was versed in the life of the cities of the North, of
Detroit, and the |unber canps of M chigan, and finally of

Chi cago, where he had worked in a planing mll. And afterwards
cane the hint of romance, the feeling that strange things had
happened to himin that great city, so strange and so intinmate
that they mi ght not be spoken of. He spoke wistfully of a sudden



| eaving, a breaking of old ties, a flight into a strange world,
ending in this dreary valley, and Ettie |listened, her dark eyes
gleaming with pity and with synpathy--those two qualities which
may turn so rapidly and so naturally to | ove.

McMur do had obtained a tenporary job as bookkeeper for he was a
wel | -educated man. This kept himout nost of the day, and he had
not found occasion yet to report hinself to the head of the |odge
of the Eminent Order of Freenen. He was rem nded of his

om ssi on, however, by a visit one evening from M ke Scanl an, the
fell ow member whom he had nmet in the train. Scanlan, the small,
shar p-faced, nervous, black-eyed man, seened glad to see himonce
nore. After a glass or two of whisky he broached the object of
his visit.

"Say, McMurdo," said he, "I renmenbered your address, so | nade
bold to call. |1'msurprised that you' ve not reported to the
Bodymaster. Why haven't you seen Boss McG nty yet?"

"Well, | had to find a job. | have been busy."

"You nust find time for himif you have none for anything el se.
Good Lord, man! you're a fool not to have been down to the Union
House and registered your nanme the first norning after you cane
here! If you run against him-well, you nustn't, that's all!"
McMurdo showed mild surprise. "I've been a nenber of the | odge
for over two years, Scanlan, but | never heard that duties were
so pressing as all that."

"Maybe not in Chicago."

"Well, it's the sane society here."

"Is it?"

Scanl an | ooked at himlong and fixedly. There was sonething
sinister in his eyes.

"Isn't it?"
"You'll tell me that in a nonth's time. | hear you had a talk
with the patrolnmen after | left the train."

"How did you know t hat ?"

"Ch, it got about--things do get about for good and for bad in
this district."

"Well, yes. | told the hounds what | thought of them"
"By the Lord, you'll be a nman after McGnty's heart!"
"What, does he hate the police too?"

Scanl an burst out |aughing. "You go and see him nmy lad," said



he as he took his leave. "It's not the police but you that he'l
hate if you don't! Now, take a friend' s advice and go at once!"

It chanced that on the sane evening McMurdo had another nore
pressing interview which urged himin the sane direction. It may
have been that his attentions to Ettie had been nore evident than
before, or that they had gradually obtruded thenselves into the
sl ow mind of his good German host; but, whatever the cause, the
boar di ng- house keeper beckoned the young man into his private
room and started on the subject w thout any circum ocution

"It seens to ne, mster," said he, "that you are gettin' set on
nmy Ettie. Ain't that so, or am| wong?"

"Yes, that is so," the young nman answer ed.

“Vell, | vant to tell you right nowthat it ain't no manner of
use. There's sonmeone slipped in afore you."

"She told ne so."

“"Vell, you can lay that she told you truth. But did she tell you
who it vas?"

"No, | asked her; but she wouldn't tell."

"I dare say not, the |eetle baggage! Perhaps she did not vish to
frighten you avay."

"Frighten!™ McMurdo was on fire in a noment.

"Ah, yes, nmy friend! You need not be ashanmed to be frightened of
him It is Teddy Baldwin."

"And who the devil is he?"

"He is a boss of Scowrers."

"Scowr er s! I've heard of them before. It's Scowers here and
Scowrers there, and always in a whisper! Wat are you all afraid

of? \Who are the Scowrers?"

The boardi ng- house keeper instinctively sank his voice, as
everyone did who tal ked about that terrible society. "The

Scowrers," said he, "are the Enmi nent Order of Freemen!"
The young man stared. "Wy, | am a nmenber of that order nyself."
"You! | vould never have had you in ny house if | had known

it--not if you vere to pay me a hundred dollar a veek."

"What's wong with the order? It's for charity and good
fell owship. The rules say so."

"Maybe in sonme places. Not here!”



"What is it here?"

"It's a nmurder society, that's vat it is.

McMur do | aughed incredul ously. "How can you prove that?" he
asked.

"Prove it! Are there not fifty nurders to prove it? Vat about
M I man and Van Shorst, and the N cholson famly, and old M.
Hyam and little Billy Janmes, and the others? Prove it! Is
there a man or a voman in this valley vat does not know it?"

"See here!" said McMurdo earnestly. "I want you to take back
what you've said, or else nake it good. One or the other you
nmust do before | quit this room Put yourself in my place. Here
aml, a stranger in the town. | belong to a society that | know
only as an innocent one. You'll find it through the |ength and
breadth of the States, but always as an innocent one. Now, when
| am counting upon joining it here, you tell ne that it is the
same as a nurder society called the Scowers. | guess you owe ne
ei ther an apol ogy or else an explanation, M. Shafter."

"I can but tell you vat the whole vorld knows, mster. The

bosses of the one are the bosses of the other. |If you offend the
one, it is the other vat vill strike you. W have proved it too
often."

"That's just gossip--1 want proof!" said MMirdo.

"I'f you live here long you vill get your proof. But | forget
that you are yourself one of them You vill soon be as bad as
the rest. But you vill find other |odgings, mster. | cannot
have you here. 1|Is it not bad enough that one of these people
come courting ny Ettie, and that | dare not turn himdown, but
that | should have another for ny boarder? Yes, indeed, you
shall not sleep here after to-night!"

McMurdo found hinmself under sentence of bani shnment both from his
confortable quarters and fromthe girl whom he |oved. He found
her alone in the sitting-roomthat sane evening, and he poured
his troubles into her ear.

"Sure, your father is after giving me notice," he said. "It's
little | would care if it was just nmy room but indeed, Ettie,
though it's only a week that |'ve known you, you are the very
breath of life to ne, and | can't live w thout you!"

"Oh, hush, M. MMrdo, don't speak so!" said the girl. "I have
told you, have | not, that you are too |ate? There is another
and if | have not promised to marry himat once, at least | can
prom se no one else."

"Suppose | had been first, Ettie, would | have had a chance?"

The girl sank her face into her hands. "I w sh to heaven that
you had been first!" she sobbed.



McMurdo was down on his knees before her in an instant. "For
God's sake, Ettie, let it stand at that!" he cried. "WII you
ruin your life and ny own for the sake of this prom se? Foll ow
your heart, acushlal 'Tis a safer guide than any pronm se before
you knew what it was that you were saying."

He had seized Ettie's white hand between his own strong brown
ones.

"Say that you will be mne, and we will face it out together!"
"Not here?”
“Yes, here."
“No, no, Jack!" His arms were round her now. "It could not be

here. Could you take nme away?"

A struggl e passed for a nonment over McMurdo's face; but it ended
by setting like granite. "No, here,” he said. "I'll hold you
agai nst the world, Ettie, right here where we are!”

"Why should we not | eave together?"

“No, Ettie, | can't |eave here."

"But why?"

"I"d never hold my head up again if | felt that | had been driven
out. Besides, what is there to be afraid of? Are we not free

folks in a free country? If you love ne, and | you, who wil |l
dare to come between?"

"You don't know, Jack. You've been here too short a tinme. You
don't know this Baldwin. You don't know McG nty and his
Scowrers. "

"No, | don't know them and | don't fear them and | don't
believe in them" said McMurdo. "I've lived anong rough nmen, ny
darling, and instead of fearing themit has al ways ended t hat
they have feared ne--always, Ettie. It's mad on the face of it!

If these nmen, as your father says, have done crine after crinme in
the valley, and if everyone knows them by name, how cones it that
none are brought to justice? You answer nme that, Ettiel"

"Because no witness dares to appear against them He would not
live a nonth if he did. Also because they have al ways their own
men to swear that the accused one was far fromthe scene of the
crime. But surely, Jack, you nust have read all this. | had
understood that every paper in the United States was witing
about it."

"Well, 1 have read sonething, it is true; but | had thought it
was a story. Maybe these nmen have sone reason in what they do
Maybe they are wronged and have no other way to help themsel ves."



"Oh, Jack, don't let me hear you speak so! That is how he
speaks--the other one!"

"Bal dwi n- - he speaks |i ke that, does he?"

"And that is why | |loathe himso. ©h, Jack, now | can tell you
the truth. | loathe himwith all my heart; but | fear himalso.
| fear himfor nyself; but above all | fear himfor father. |

know t hat sonme great sorrow would cone upon us if | dared to say
what | really felt. That is why | have put himoff with

hal f-promises. It was in real truth our only hope. But if you
would fly with nme, Jack, we could take father with us and |ive
forever far fromthe power of these w cked nmen."

Again there was the struggle upon McMirdo's face, and again it

set like granite. "No harm shall cone to you, Ettie--nor to your
father either. As to wi cked nen, | expect you may find that | am
as bad as the worst of them before we're through."

“No, no, Jack! | would trust you anywhere."

McMurdo | aughed bitterly. "Good Lord! how little you know of ne!
Your innocent soul, ny darling, could not even guess what is
passing in mne. But, hullo, who's the visitor?"

The door had opened suddenly, and a young fell ow came swaggeri ng
inwith the air of one who is the master. He was a handsone,
dashi ng young man of about the same age and build as McMirdo
hinsel f. Under his broad-brinmed black felt hat, which he had
not troubled to renove, a handsome face with fierce, dom neering
eyes and a curved hawk-bill of a nose | ooked savagely at the pair
who sat by the stove.

Ettie had junped to her feet full of confusion and alarm "I'm
glad to see you, M. Baldwin," said she. "You're earlier than I
had thought. Conme and sit down."

Bal dwi n stood with his hands on his hips |ooking at MMirdo.
"Who is this?" he asked curtly.

"It's a friend of mne, M. Baldwin, a new boarder here. M.
McMurdo, may | introduce you to M. Bal dwi n?"

The young nen nodded in surly fashion to each other

"Maybe M ss Ettie has told you howit is with us?" said Bal dw n.
"I didn't understand that there was any relation between you."
"Didn't you? Well, you can understand it now. You can take it
fromme that this young lady is nmine, and you'll find it a very
fine evening for a walk."

"Thank you, | amin no humour for a walk."

"Aren't you?" The man's savage eyes were blazing with anger.
"Maybe you are in a hunour for a fight, M. Boarder!"”



"That | aml ™ cried McMurdo, springing to his feet. "You never
said a more wel conmre word.”

"For God's sake, Jack! Oh, for God's sake!" cried poor
distracted Ettie. "Oh, Jack, Jack, he will hurt you!"

"Ch, it's Jack, is it?" said Baldwin with an oath. "You've cone
to that already, have you?"

"Oh, Ted, be reasonabl e--be kind! For ny sake, Ted, if ever you
| oved me, be big-hearted and forgiving!"

"I think, Ettie, that if you were to | eave us alone we could get
this thing settled," said McMurdo quietly. "O maybe, M.

Bal dwin, you will take a turn down the street with ne. It's a
fine evening, and there's sonme open ground beyond the next

bl ock. "

"I"l'l get even with you without needing to dirty ny hands," said
his eneny. "You'll w sh you had never set foot in this house

before I amthrough with you!"
"No tinme like the present," cried McMirdo.

“I''l'l choose my own tine, nmister. You can |eave the tinme to ne.
See here!" He suddenly rolled up his sleeve and showed upon his
forearm a peculiar sign which appeared to have been branded
there. It was a circle with a triangle withinit. "D you know
what that neans?”

"1 neither know nor care!"

"Well, you will know, I'll prom se you that. You won't be nuch
ol der, either. Perhaps Mss Ettie can tell you sonething about
it. As to you, Ettie, you'll cone back to me on your knees--d'ye
hear, girl?--on your knees--and then I'Il tell you what your

puni shment may be. You've sowed--and by the Lord, I'Il see that

you reap!" He gl anced at them both in fury. Then he turned upon
his heel, and an instant |ater the outer door had banged behi nd
hi m

For a few nmonments McMurdo and the girl stood in silence. Then
she threw her arms around him

"Ch, Jack, how brave you were! But it is no use, you nust fly!
To- ni ght --Jack--to-night! It's your only hope. He will have your
life. | read it in his horrible eyes. What chance have you

agai nst a dozen of them wth Boss McG nty and all the power of
the | odge behi nd then®?"

McMur do di sengaged her hands, kissed her, and gently pushed her
back into a chair. "There, acushla, there! Don't be disturbed
or fear for me. |I'ma Freeman nyself. |'mafter telling your
father about it. Maybe | amno better than the others; so don't
make a saint of nme. Perhaps you hate ne too, nowthat |'ve told
you as nuch?"



"Hate you, Jack? Wile |life lasts | could never do that! 1've
heard that there is no harmin being a Freeman anywhere but here;
so why should | think the worse of you for that? But if you are
a Freeman, Jack, why should you not go down and neke a friend of
Boss McG nty? Ch, hurry, Jack, hurry! Get your word in first,

or the hounds will be on your trail."
"I was thinking the sane thing," said McMurdo. "I1'Il go right
now and fix it. You can tell your father that I'll sleep here

to-ni ght and find sone other quarters in the norning."

The bar of McG nty's sal oon was crowded as usual; for it was the
favourite loafing place of all the rougher elenents of the town.
The man was popul ar; for he had a rough, jovial disposition which
formed a mask, covering a great deal which lay behind it. But
apart fromthis popularity, the fear in which he was held

t hroughout the township, and indeed down the whole thirty mles
of the valley and past the nmountains on each side of it, was
enough in itself to fill his bar; for none could afford to

negl ect his good wll.

Besi des those secret powers which it was universally believed
that he exercised in so pitiless a fashion, he was a high public
official, a municipal councillor, and a conm ssioner of roads,

el ected to the office through the votes of the ruffians who in
turn expected to receive favours at his hands. Assessnents and

t axes were enornous; the public works were notoriously negl ected,
the accounts were slurred over by bribed auditors, and the decent
citizen was terrorized into paying public blackmail, and hol di ng
his tongue | est sonme worse thing befall him

Thus it was that, year by year, Boss MG nty's dianmond pins
becanme nore obtrusive, his gold chains nore weighty across a nore
gorgeous vest, and his saloon stretched farther and farther

until it threatened to absorb one whol e side of the Market

Squar e

McMur do pushed open the swi ngi ng door of the saloon and made his
way amid the crowd of nmen within, through an atnosphere bl urred
with tobacco snoke and heavy with the snmell of spirits. The
place was brilliantly lighted, and the huge, heavily gilt mrrors
upon every wall reflected and nultiplied the garish illumination
There were several bartenders in their shirt sleeves, hard at
wor k m xing drinks for the | oungers who fringed the broad,
brass-tri mmed counter.

At the far end, with his body resting upon the bar and a cigar
stuck at an acute angle fromthe corner of his nouth, stood a
tall, strong, heavily built man who coul d be none other than the
famous McG nty hinself. He was a bl ack-maned gi ant, bearded to

t he cheek-bones, and with a shock of raven hair which fell to his
collar. His conplexion was as swarthy as that of an Italian, and
his eyes were of a strange dead bl ack, which, conmbined with a
slight squint, gave thema particularly sinister appearance.

All else in the man--his noble proportions, his fine features,



and his frank bearing--fitted in with that jovial, nman-to-man
manner which he affected. Here, one would say, is a bluff,

honest fellow, whose heart would be sound however rude his

out spoken words m ght seem It was only when those dead, dark
eyes, deep and renorsel ess, were turned upon a nan that he shrank
within himself, feeling that he was face to face with an infinite
possibility of latent evil, with a strength and courage and
cunni ng behind it which nade it a thousand tines nore deadly.

Havi ng had a good | ook at his man, McMurdo el bowed his way
forward with his usual carel ess audacity, and pushed hinsel f
through the little group of courtiers who were fawning upon the
power ful boss, |aughing uproariously at the smallest of his

j okes. The young stranger's bold gray eyes | ooked back

fearl essly through their glasses at the deadly black ones which
turned sharply upon him

"Well, young man, | can't call your face to mnd."
"I'"'mnew here, M. MGnty."

"You are not so new that you can't give a gentleman his proper
title."

"He's Councillor McG nty, young nman," said a voice fromthe
gr oup.

"I"'msorry, Councillor. |1'mstrange to the ways of the place.
But | was advised to see you."

"Well, you see ne. This is all there is. What d'you think of
me?"

"Well, it's early days. |f your heart is as big as your body,
and your soul as fine as your face, then I'd ask for nothing
better," said McMirdo.

"By Gar! you've got an Irish tongue in your head anyhow," cried
t he sal oon-keeper, not quite certain whether to humour this
audaci ous visitor or to stand upon his dignity.

"So you are good enough to pass ny appearance?"

"Sure," said McMurdo

"And you were told to see ne?"

"I was."

"And who told you?"

"Brother Scanlan of Lodge 341, Vermissa. | drink your health
Councillor, and to our better acquaintance." He raised a glass
with which he had been served to his lips and elevated his little

finger as he drank it.

McG nty, who had been watching himnarrowy, raised his thick



bl ack eyebrows. "Oh, it's like that, is it?" said he. "I"l
have to look a bit closer into this, Mster--"

"McMur do. "

"A bit closer, M. MMirdo; for we don't take folk on trust in
these parts, nor believe all we're told neither. Conme in here for
a nonent, behind the bar."

There was a small roomthere, lined with barrels. MGnty
carefully closed the door, and then seated hinself on one of
them biting thoughtfully on his cigar and surveying his
conpani on with those disquieting eyes. For a couple of mnutes
he sat in conplete silence. MMirdo bore the inspection
cheerfully, one hand in his coat pocket, the other twisting his
brown moustache. Suddenly McG nty stooped and produced a

wi cked-1 ooki ng revol ver.

"See here, ny joker," said he, "if | thought you were playing any
gane on us, it would be short work for you."

"This is a strange wel come,"” MMirdo answered with sone dignity,
"for the Bodymaster of a |odge of Freemen to give to a stranger
br ot her."

"Ay, but it's just that sane that you have to prove," said
McG nty, "and God help you if you fail! \Where were you nmade?"

"Lodge 29, Chicago."

"When?"

"June 24, 1872."

"What Bodynmst er ?"

"James H. Scott."

"Who is your district ruler?"
"Barthol omew W son. "

"Hum  You seemglib enough in your tests. What are you doing
her e?"

"Wor ki ng, the sane as you--but a poorer job."

"You have your back answer quick enough.™

"Yes, | was always qui ck of speech.”

"Are you quick of action?"

"I have had that name anong those that knew me best."

"Well, we may try you sooner than you think. Have you heard
anything of the lodge in these parts?”



"I"ve heard that it takes a nman to be a brother."
"True for you, M. MMirdo. Wy did you |eave Chicago?"
"I"'mdamed if | tell you that!"

McG nty opened his eyes. He was not used to being answered in
such fashion, and it amused him "Why won't you tell ne?"

"Because no brother may tell another a lie.”
"Then the truth is too bad to tell?"
"You can put it that way if you like."

"See here, mister, you can't expect nme, as Bodymaster, to pass
into the |l odge a man for whose past he can't answer."

McMurdo | ooked puzzled. Then he took a worn newspaper cutting
from an inner pocket.

"You woul dn't squeal on a fellow?" said he.

“I'"l'l wipe ny hand across your face if you say such words to ne!"
cried MG nty hotly.

"You are right, Councillor," said McMurdo nmeekly. "I should

apol ogi ze. | spoke without thought. Well, | know that | am safe
in your hands. Look at that clipping."”

McG nty gl anced his eyes over the account of the shooting of one

Jonas Pinto, in the Lake Sal oon, Market Street, Chicago, in the
New Year week of 1874.

"Your work?" he asked, as he handed back the paper

McMur do nodded.

"Why did you shoot hinP"

"I was hel ping Uncle Samto nake dollars. Maybe nine were not as

good gold as his, but they |ooked as well and were cheaper to
make. This man Pinto hel ped nme to shove the queer--"

"To do what ?"

"Well, it nmeans to pass the dollars out into circulation. Then
he said he would split. Maybe he did split. | didn't wait to

see. | just killed himand |ighted out for the coal country."”

"Why the coal country?”

"*Cause |'d read in the papers that they weren't too particul ar
in those parts."

McG nty | aughed. "You were first a coiner and then a nurderer



and you canme to these parts because you thought you'd be
wel come. "

"That's about the size of it," McMurdo answer ed.

"Well, 1 guess you'll go far. Say, can you nmake those dollars
yet ?"
McMurdo took half a dozen from his pocket. "Those never passed

the Phil adel phia mint," said he.

"You don't say!" McGnty held themto the Ilight in his enornous

hand, which was hairy as a gorilla's. "I can see no difference.
Gar! you'll be a mighty useful brother, I'mthinking! W can do
with a bad man or two anong us, Friend McMurdo: for there are

ti mes when we have to take our own part. W'd soon be against

the wall if we didn't shove back at those that were pushing us."
"Well, | guess I'll do my share of shoving with the rest of the
boys. "

"You seemto have a good nerve. You didn't squirm when |I shoved
this gun at you."

"It was not nme that was in danger."

"Who t hen?"
"It was you, Councillor.”™ MMrdo drew a cocked pistol fromthe
si de pocket of his peajacket. "I was covering you all the tinme.

I guess my shot would have been as quick as yours."

"By Gar!" MGnty flushed an angry red and then burst into a
roar of laughter. "Say, we've had no such holy terror cone to
hand this many a year. | reckon the lodge will learn to be proud
of you.... Well, what the hell do you want? And can't | speak

alone with a gentlerman for five minutes but you nmust butt in on
us?"

The bartender stood abashed. "I'msorry, Councillor, but it's
Ted Baldwin. He says he nust see you this very mnute."”

The nessage was unnecessary; for the set, cruel face of the man
hi rsel f was | ooki ng over the servant's shoulder. He pushed the
bartender out and cl osed the door on him

"So," said he with a furious glance at McMirdo, "you got here
first, did you? 1've a word to say to you, Councillor, about
this man."

"Then say it here and now before ny face," cried McMirdo.
“I'"l'l say it at my own tinme, in ny own way."

"Tut! Tut!" said McGnty, getting off his barrel. "This wll

never do. We have a new brother here, Baldwin, and it's not for
us to greet himin such fashion. Hold out your hand, man, and



make it up!"”
"Never!" cried Baldwin in a fury.

"I"ve offered to fight himif he thinks I have wonged him" said
McMurdo.  "I'Il fight himwth fists, or, if that won't satisfy
him 'l fight himany other way he chooses. Now, |'Il|l |eave it
to you, Councillor, to judge between us as a Bodymaster should."

"What is it, then?"
"A young lady. She's free to choose for herself."
"I's she?" cried Bal dwi n.

"As between two brothers of the | odge |I should say that she was,"
sai d the Boss.

"Ch, that's your ruling, is it?"

"Yes, it is, Ted Baldwin," said MG nty, with a wicked stare
"Is it you that would dispute it?"

"You would throw over one that has stood by you this five years
in favour of a nman that you never saw before in your |ife?
You're not Bodymaster for life, Jack MG nty, and by God! when
next it cones to a vote--"

The Councillor sprang at himlike a tiger. H s hand cl osed round
the other's neck, and he hurled hi mback across one of the
barrels. In his mad fury he would have squeezed the life out of
himif McMirdo had not interfered.

"Easy, Councillor! For heaven's sake, go easy!" he cried, as he
dragged hi m back

McG nty rel eased his hold, and Bal dwin, cowed and shaken gaspi ng
for breath, and shivering in every linb, as one who has | ooked
over the very edge of death, sat up on the barrel over which he
had been hurl ed.

"You' ve been asking for it this many a day, Ted Bal dwi n--now
you' ve got it!" cried McGnty, his huge chest rising and falling
“Maybe you think if I was voted down from Bodynmaster you would
find yourself in nmy shoes. It's for the |l odge to say that. But
so long as | amthe chief I'Il have no man |ift his voice against
me or my rulings."”

"1 have not hi ng agai nst you," nunbl ed Baldwin, feeling his
t hr oat .

"Well, then," cried the other, relapsing in a monment into a bl uff
joviality, "we are all good friends again and there's an end of
the matter."

He took a bottle of chanpagne down fromthe shelf and tw sted out
the cork.



"See now," he continued, as he filled three high glasses. "Let
us drink the quarrelling toast of the |odge. After that, as you
know, there can be no bad bl ood between us. Now, then the left
hand on the apple of ny throat. | say to you, Ted Bal dwi n, what
is the offense, sir?"

"The clouds are heavy," answered Bal dwi n
"But they will forever brighten."
"And this | swear!"”

The nen drank their glasses, and the sane cerenony was perforned
bet ween Bal dwi n and McMur do

"There!" cried McG nty, rubbing his hands. "That's the end of
the black blood. You conme under |odge discipline if it goes
further, and that's a heavy hand in these parts, as Brother
Bal dwi n knows--and as you will damm soon find out, Brother
McMurdo, if you ask for trouble!”

"Faith, 1'd be slowto do that," said McMirdo. He held out his
hand to Baldwin. "I'mquick to quarrel and quick to forgive.
It's my hot Irish blood, they tell nme. But it's over for ne, and
| bear no grudge."

Bal dwi n had to take the proffered hand; for the bal eful eye of
the terrible Boss was upon him But his sullen face showed how
little the words of the other had noved him

McG nty cl apped them both on the shoulders. "Tut! These girls!

These girls!" he cried. "To think that the same petticoats
shoul d conme between two of ny boys! It's the devil's own | uck
Well, it's the colleen inside of themthat nust settle the

question; for it's outside the jurisdiction of a Bodynaster--and
the Lord be praised for that! W have enough on us, w thout the
wonren as well. You'll have to be affiliated to Lodge 341,

Brot her McMurdo. We have our own ways and net hods, different
from Chi cago. Saturday night is our nmeeting, and if you cone
then, we'll nmake you free forever of the Vermi ssa Valley."

Chapter 3 - Lodge 341, Vernissa

On the day followi ng the evening which had contai ned so many
exciting events, McMurdo noved his |odgings fromold Jacob
Shafter's and took up his quarters at the Wdow MacNanara's on
the extreme outskirts of the town. Scanlan, his origina
acquai nt ance aboard the train, had occasion shortly afterwards to
nmove into Verm ssa, and the two | odged together. There was no

ot her boarder, and the hostess was an easy-going old Irishwoman
who left themto themsel ves; so that they had a freedom for



speech and action wel come to nen who had secrets in conmon.

Shafter had relented to the extent of letting McMirdo conme to his
meal s there when he liked; so that his intercourse with Ettie was
by no means broken. On the contrary, it drew closer and nore
intimate as the weeks went by.

In his bedroom at his new abode McMurdo felt it safe to take out
the coi ning noul ds, and under many a pl edge of secrecy a nunber
of brothers fromthe | odge were allowed to cone in and see them
each carrying away in his pocket some exanples of the false
nmoney, so cunningly struck that there was never the slightest
difficulty or danger in passing it. Wy, with such a wonderfu
art at his command, McMurdo should condescend to work at all was
a perpetual nmystery to his conpanions; though he nade it clear to
anyone who asked himthat if he lived w thout any visible neans
it would very quickly bring the police upon his track

One policeman was indeed after him already; but the incident, as
luck woul d have it, did the adventurer a great deal nore good
than harm After the first introduction there were few evenings
when he did not find his way to McG nty's sal oon, there to make
cl oser acquai ntance with "the boys," which was the jovial title
by whi ch the dangerous gang who infested the place were known to
one another. Hi s dashing nanner and fearl essness of speech nade
hima favourite with themall; while the rapid and scientific way
in which he polished off his antagonist in an "all in" bar-room
scrap earned the respect of that rough conmunity. Another

i nci dent, however, raised himeven higher in their estimation.

Just at the crowded hour one night, the door opened and a man
entered with the quiet blue uniformand peaked cap of the m ne
police. This was a special body raised by the railways and
colliery owners to supplenent the efforts of the ordinary civi
police, who were perfectly helpless in the face of the organized
ruffiani smwhich terrorized the district. There was a hush as he
entered, and many a curious glance was cast at hiny but the

rel ati ons between policemen and criminals are peculiar in sone
parts of the States, and McG nty hinmself, standing behind his
counter, showed no surprise when the policeman enrolled hinself
anong his customers.

"A straight whisky; for the night is bitter," said the police
officer. "I don't think we have nmet before, Councillor?"

"You'll be the new captain?" said MG nty.

"That's so. We're |looking to you, Councillor, and to the other
| eading citizens, to help us in upholding aw and order in this
townshi p. Captain Marvin is ny nane."

"We'd do better without you, Captain Marvin," said MG nty
coldly; "for we have our own police of the township, and no need
for any inported goods. What are you but the paid tool of the
capitalists, hired by themto club or shoot your poorer fellow
citizen?"



"Well, well, we won't argue about that," said the police officer
good- hunouredly. "I expect we all do our duty sane as we see it;
but we can't all see it the sane.”™ He had drunk off his glass
and had turned to go, when his eyes fell upon the face of Jack
McMur do, who was scowing at his elbow. "Hullo! Hullo!" he
cried, looking himup and down. "Here's an old acquai ntance!"

McMurdo shrank away fromhim "I was never a friend to you nor
any other cursed copper in ny life," said he.

"An acquai ntance isn't always a friend," said the police captain,
grinning. "You' re Jack McMurdo of Chicago, right enough, and
don't you deny it!"

McMur do shrugged his shoulders. "I'mnot denying it," said he
"D ye think |'m ashaned of ny own nanme?"

"You' ve got good cause to be, anyhow. "

"What the devil d'you nean by that?" he roared with his fists
cl enched.

"No, no, Jack, bluster won't do with ne. | was an officer in
Chi cago before ever | cane to this darned coal bunker, and | know
a Chicago crook when | see one."

McMurdo's face fell. "Don't tell ne that you're Marvin of the
Chicago Central!" he cried.

"Just the sanme old Teddy Marvin, at your service. W haven't
forgotten the shooting of Jonas Pinto up there."

"l never shot him"

"Did you not? That's good inpartial evidence, ain't it? Well
his death canme in uncomon handy for you, or they would have had
you for shoving the queer. WlIl, we can |let that be bygones;
for, between you and ne--and perhaps |I'm going further than ny
duty in saying it--they could get no clear case against you, and
Chi cago' s open to you to-norrow. "

"I"'mvery well where | am"

"Well, 1've given you the pointer, and you're a sulky dog not to
thank ne for it."

"Well, | suppose you mean well, and | do thank you," said MMirdo
in no very gracious manner.

"It's mumwith me so long as | see you living on the straight,"”
said the captain. "But, by the Lord! if you get off after this,
it's another story! So good-night to you--and good-ni ght,
Councillor."

He left the bar-room but not before he had created a | ocal hero.
McMur do' s deeds in far Chicago had been whi spered before. He had
put off all questions with a smle, as one who did not wish to



have greatness thrust upon him But now the thing was officially
confirmed. The bar |oafers crowded round hi mand shook him
heartily by the hand. He was free of the conmunity fromthat
time on. He could drink hard and show little trace of it; but
that evening, had his mate Scanl an not been at hand to |lead him
home, the feted hero would surely have spent his night under the
bar .

On a Saturday night McMiurdo was introduced to the |odge. He had
t hought to pass in without cerenpbny as being an initiate of

Chi cago; but there were particular rites in Verm ssa of which
they were proud, and these had to be undergone by every
postulant. The assenbly net in a |large roomreserved for such
purposes at the Union House. Sone sixty nenbers assenbl ed at
Verm ssa; but that by no neans represented the full strength of
the organi zation, for there were several other |odges in the
val l ey, and others across the nmountains on each side, who
exchanged nmenmbers when any serious business was afoot, so that a
crinme mght be done by nmen who were strangers to the locality.

Al toget her there were not |ess than five hundred scattered over
the coal district.

In the bare assenbly roomthe nen were gathered round a | ong
table. At the side was a second one | aden with bottles and

gl asses, on which sone nenbers of the conpany were already
turning their eyes. MGnNnty sat at the head with a flat black
vel vet cap upon his shock of tangled black hair, and a col oured
purple stole round his neck, so that he seenmed to be a priest
presi ding over sone diabolical ritual. To right and left of him
were the higher |odge officials, the cruel, handsone face of Ted
Bal dwi n anong them Each of these wore sonme scarf or nedal lion
as enblem of his office.

They were, for the nost part, nen of nature age; but the rest of
t he conpany consisted of young fellows from eighteen to
twenty-five, the ready and capabl e agents who carried out the
commands of their seniors. Anong the older nmen were nany whose
features showed the tigerish, |awl ess souls w thin; but |ooking
at the rank and file it was difficult to believe that these eager
and open-faced young fellows were in very truth a dangerous gang
of nmurderers, whose m nds had suffered such conplete noral
perversion that they took a horrible pride in their proficiency
at the business, and | ooked with deepest respect at the man who
had the reputation of making what they called "a clean job."

To their contorted natures it had beconme a spirited and
chivalrous thing to volunteer for service agai nst some man who
had never injured them and whomin many cases they had never
seen in their lives. The crine coomitted, they quarrelled as to
who had actually struck the fatal blow, and anused one anot her
and the conmpany by describing the cries and contortions of the
nmur der ed man.

At first they had shown sone secrecy in their arrangenents; but
at the tinme which this narrative describes their proceedi ngs were
extraordinarily open, for the repeated failure of the [ aw had
proved to themthat, on the one hand, no one would dare to



wi t ness agai nst them and on the other they had an unlimted

nunber of stanch witnesses upon whomthey could call, and a
well-filled treasure chest fromwhich they could draw the funds
to engage the best legal talent in the state. 1In ten |long years

of outrage there had been no single conviction, and the only
danger that ever threatened the Scowers lay in the victim

hi nsel f - -who, however outnunbered and taken by surprise, m ght
and occasionally did | eave his mark upon his assail ants.

McMur do had been warned that some ordeal lay before him but no
one would tell himin what it consisted. He was led now into an
outer room by two solem brothers. Through the plank partition
he could hear the murmur of many voices fromthe assenbly within
Once or twice he caught the sound of his own nane, and he knew
that they were discussing his candi dacy. Then there entered an
i nner guard with a green and gold sash across his chest.

"The Bodynaster orders that he shall be trussed, blinded, and
entered,"” said he.

The three of themrenoved his coat, turned up the sleeve of his
right arm and finally passed a rope round above the el bows and
made it fast. They next placed a thick black cap right over his
head and the upper part of his face, so that he could see
nothing. He was then led into the assenbly hall

It was pitch dark and very oppressive under his hood. He heard
the rustle and rmurnur of the people round him and then the voice
of McG nty sounded dull and distant through the covering of his
ears.

"John McMurdo," said the voice, "are you already a nenber of the
Anci ent Order of Freenen?"

He bowed in assent.
"I's your | odge No. 29, Chicago?"
He bowed agai n.

"Dark nights are unpleasant," said the voice.

"Yes, for strangers to travel," he answered.

"The clouds are heavy."

"Yes, a stormis approaching."”

"Are the brethren satisfied?" asked the Bodymaster.

There was a general nurmur of assent.

"We know, Brother, by your sign and by your countersign that you
are indeed one of us," said MG nty. "W would have you know,
however, that in this county and in other counties of these parts

we have certain rites, and also certain duties of our own which
call for good nmen. Are you ready to be tested?”



"I am"

"Are you of stout heart?"

"I am"

"Take a stride forward to prove it."

As the words were said he felt two hard points in front of his
eyes, pressing upon themso that it appeared as if he could not
nove forward wi thout a danger of losing them None the |ess, he
nerved hinself to step resolutely out, and as he did so the
pressure nelted away. There was a | ow nmurnur of appl ause.

"He is of stout heart," said the voice. "Can you bear pain?"

"As wel |l as another," he answered.
"Test him™"

It was all he could do to keep hinself from scream ng out, for an
agoni zing pain shot through his forearm He nearly fainted at

t he sudden shock of it; but he bit his Iip and cl enched his hands
to hide his agony.

"I can take nore than that," said he.

This time there was | oud appl ause. A finer first appearance had
never been made in the | odge. Hands clapped himon the back, and
the hood was plucked fromhis head. He stood blinking and
smling amd the congratul ati ons of the brothers.

"One |ast word, Brother McMurdo," said McGnty. "You have

al ready sworn the oath of secrecy and fidelity, and you are aware
that the punishnment for any breach of it is instant and

i nevitabl e death?"

"I am" said McMurdo

"And you accept the rule of the Bodymaster for the tinme being
under all circunmstances?"

"l do."
"Then in the name of Lodge 341, Vermi ssa, | welcone you to its
privileges and debates. You will put the Iiquor on the table,

Brot her Scanlan, and we will drink to our worthy brother.”

McMurdo' s coat had been brought to hinm but before putting it on
he exami ned his right arm which still smarted heavily. There on
the flesh of the forearmwas a circle with a triangle within it,
deep and red, as the branding iron had left it. One or two of
hi s nei ghbours pulled up their sleeves and showed their own | odge
mar ks.

"We've all had it," said one; "but not all as brave as you over



it."

"Tut! 1t was nothing," said he; but it burned and ached all the
sane.

When the drinks which followed the cerenony of initiation had al

been di sposed of, the business of the | odge proceeded. MMirdo,

accustoned only to the prosaic performances of Chicago, |istened
Wi th open ears and nore surprise than he ventured to show to what
fol | owed.

"The first business on the agenda paper,” said MG nty, "is to
read the following letter fromDivision Master Wndle of Merton
County Lodge 249. He says:

"Dear Sir:

"There is a job to be done on Andrew Rae of Rae & Sturmash, coa
owners near this place. You will remenber that your | odge owes
us a return, having had the service of two brethren in the matter
of the patrolman last fall. You will send two good nen, they
will be taken charge of by Treasurer Higgins of this |odge, whose
address you know. He will show them when to act and where.

Yours in freedom "J.W WNDLE D.MA. O. F.

"W ndl e has never refused us when we have had occasion to ask for
the loan of a man or two, and it is not for us to refuse him"
McG nty paused and | ooked round the roomwi th his dull

mal evol ent eyes. "Who will volunteer for the job?"

Several young fellows held up their hands. The Bodynaster | ooked
at themwi th an approving smle

"You'll do, Tiger Cormac. |If you handle it as well as you did
the last, you won't be wong. And you, WIson."

"I"ve no pistol," said the volunteer, a nmere boy in his teens.

"It's your first, is it not? WelIl, you have to be bl ooded sone
time. It will be a great start for you. As to the pistol

you'll find it waiting for you, or I'mmstaken. If you report
yoursel ves on Monday, it will be tinme enough. You'll get a great

wel conme when you return.”

"Any reward this time?" asked Cormac, a thick-set, dark-faced,
brut al -1 ooki ng young nan, whose ferocity had earned himthe
ni ckname of "Tiger."

"Never mind the reward. You just do it for the honour of the
thing. Mybe when it is done there will be a few odd dollars at
t he bottom of the box."

"What has the man done?" asked young W son.
"Sure, it's not for the |ikes of you to ask what the nman has

done. He has been judged over there. That's no business of
ours. Al we have to do is to carry it out for them sanme as



they would for us. Speaking of that, two brothers fromthe
Merton | odge are conming over to us next week to do some business
in this quarter.”

"Who are they?" asked soneone.

"Faith, it is wiser not to ask. |f you know nothing, you can
testify nothing, and no trouble can conme of it. But they are nen
who will make a clean job when they are about it."

"And tine, too!" cried Ted Baldwin. "Folk are gettin' out of
hand in these parts. It was only |ast week that three of our nen
were turned off by Foreman Blaker. It's been owing hima |ong
time, and he'll get it full and proper."

"Get what?" McMirdo whi spered to his nei ghbour

"The business end of a buckshot cartridge!" cried the man with a
[ oud | augh. "What think you of our ways, Brother?"

McMurdo's crimnal soul seemed to have al ready absorbed the
spirit of the vile association of which he was now a nenmber. "I
like it well," said he. "'Tis a proper place for a |l ad of
nettle."

Several of those who sat around heard his words and appl auded
t hem

"What's that?" cried the bl ack-maned Bodymaster fromthe end of
the table.

"'Tis our new brother, sir, who finds our ways to his taste."

McMurdo rose to his feet for an instant. "I would say, Eni nent
Bodymaster, that if a man should be wanted | should take it as an
honour to be chosen to help the | odge."

There was great applause at this. It was felt that a new sun was
pushing its rim above the horizon. To sonme of the elders it
seened that the progress was a little too rapid.

"I would nove," said the secretary, Harraway, a vulture-faced old
graybeard who sat near the chairman, "that Brother McMurdo shoul d
wait until it is the good pleasure of the |odge to enploy him™"

"Sure, that was what | meant; |'min your hands," said McMuirdo.
"Your time will conme, Brother," said the chairman. "W have
mar ked you down as a willing man, and we believe that you will do
good work in these parts. There is a small matter to-night in
which you may take a hand if it so please you."

"I will wait for something that is worth while."
"You can cone to-night, anyhow, and it will help you to know what
we stand for in this conmunity. | wll make the announcenent

[ater. Meanwhile,"” he glanced at his agenda paper, "I have one



or two nore points to bring before the neeting. First of all, |
will ask the treasurer as to our bank bal ance. There is the
pension to Jim Carnaway's wi dow. He was struck down doing the
work of the |odge, and it is for us to see that she is not the

| oser.™

"Jimwas shot |ast nonth when they tried to kill Chester W] cox
of Marley Creek," MMrdo's neighbour infornmed him

"The funds are good at the nonment," said the treasurer, with the
bankbook in front of him "The firms have been generous of |ate.
Max Linder & Co. paid five hundred to be |eft alone. Walker
Brothers sent in a hundred; but | took it on myself to return it
and ask for five. |If | do not hear by Wdnesday, their wi nding
gear nmay get out of order. W had to burn their breaker | ast
year before they becane reasonable. Then the Wst Section
Coal i ng Conmpany has paid its annual contribution. W have enough
on hand to neet any obligations."

"What about Archi e Swi ndon?" asked a brother

"He has sold out and left the district. The old devil left a
note for us to say that he had rather be a free crossing sweeper
in New York than a | arge m ne owner under the power of a ring of
bl ackmailers. By Gar! it was as well that he made a break for it
before the note reached us! | guess he won't show his face in
this valley again."

An el derly, clean-shaved nman with a kindly face and a good brow
rose fromthe end of the table which faced the chairman. "M.
Treasurer,"” he asked, "may | ask who has bought the property of
this man that we have driven out of the district?"

"Yes, Brother Mdrris. |t has been bought by the State & Merton
County Railroad Conpany."

"And who bought the m nes of Todman and of Lee that cane into the
market in the same way |ast year?"

"The sanme conpany, Brother Mrris."

"And who bought the ironworks of Manson and of Shuman and of Van
Deher and of Atwood, which have all been given up of |ate?"

"They were all bought by the West G I nerton General M ning
Conpany. "

"I don't see, Brother Mrris," said the chairmn, "that it
matters to us who buys them since they can't carry them out of
the district."

"Wth all respect to you, Em nent Bodymaster, | think it may
matter very much to us. This process has been going on now for
ten long years. W are gradually driving all the small nen out
of trade. What is the result? W find in their places great
conpanies like the Railroad or the General Iron, who have their
directors in New York or Phil adel phia, and care nothing for our



threats. We can take it out of their |ocal bosses; but it only
means that others will be sent in their stead. And we are making
it dangerous for ourselves. The small nen could not harm us

They had not the noney nor the power. So |long as we did not
squeeze themtoo dry, they would stay on under our power. But if
these big conpanies find that we stand between them and their
profits, they will spare no pains and no expense to hunt us down
and bring us to court."”

There was a hush at these om nous words, and every face darkened
as gl oony | ooks were exchanged. So omi potent and unchal | enged
had they been that the very thought that there was possible
retribution in the background had been bani shed fromtheir m nds
And yet the idea struck a chill to the nost reckless of them

"It is ny advice," the speaker continued, "that we go easier upon
the small nen. On the day that they have all been driven out the
power of this society will have been broken."

Unwel come truths are not popular. There were angry cries as the
speaker resumed his seat. MG nty rose with gl oomupon his brow.

"Brother Morris," said he, "you were always a croaker. So |ong
as the nenbers of this |odge stand together there is no power in
the United States that can touch them Sure, have we not tried
it often enough in the lawcourts? | expect the big conpanies
will find it easier to pay than to fight, sane as the little
conpani es do. And now, Brethren," MG nty took off his black
velvet cap and his stole as he spoke, "this |odge has finished
its business for the evening, save for one small matter which may
be mentioned when we are parting. The time has now cone for
fraternal refreshnent and for harnony."

Strange indeed is human nature. Here were these nen, to whom
murder was familiar, who again and again had struck down the
father of the fanmily, some man agai nst whom they had no persona
feeling, w thout one thought of compunction or of conpassion for
his weeping wife or helpless children, and yet the tender or
pathetic in nmusic could nove themto tears. MMrdo had a fine
tenor voice, and if he had failed to gain the good will of the

| odge before, it could no | onger have been withheld after he had
thrilled themwith "I"'mSitting on the Stile, Mary," and "On the
Banks of Allan Water."

In his very first night the new recruit had nade hinself one of
the nost popul ar of the brethren, marked already for advancenent
and high office. There were other qualities needed, however,
besi des those of good fell owship, to make a worthy Freeman, and
of these he was given an exanple before the eveni ng was over.
The whi sky bottle had passed round many tinmes, and the nen were
flushed and ripe for mschief when their Bodymaster rose once
nore to address them

"Boys," said he, "there's one nan in this town that wants
trimmng up, and it's for you to see that he gets it. |I'm
speaki ng of Janes Stanger of the Herald. You' ve seen how he's
been opening his nmouth agai nst us agai n?"



There was a nurnmur of assent, with many a nuttered oath. MG nty
took a slip of paper fromhis wai stcoat pocket.

"LAW AND ORDER!
That's how he heads it.
"REI GN OF TERROR I N THE COAL AND | RON DI STRI CT

"Twel ve years have now el apsed since the first assassinations

whi ch proved the existence of a crimnal organization in our
mdst. Fromthat day these outrages have never ceased, until now
they have reached a pitch which makes us the opprobrium of the
civilized world. Is it for such results as this that our great
country welcones to its bosomthe alien who flies fromthe
despotisnms of Europe? |Is it that they shall thensel ves becone
tyrants over the very nmen who have given them shelter, and that a
state of terrorismand | awl essness shoul d be established under
the very shadow of the sacred folds of the starry Flag of Freedom
which woul d raise horror in our minds if we read of it as

exi sting under the nost effete nonarchy of the East? The nmen are
known. The organi zation is patent and public. How long are we
to endure it? Can we forever live--

Sure, |'ve read enough of the slush!" cried the chairman, tossing
t he paper down upon the table. "That's what he says of us. The
guestion |I'm asking you is what shall we say to hinP"

"Kill him" cried a dozen fierce voices.

"I protest against that," said Brother Mrris, the man of the

good brow and shaved face. "I tell you, Brethren, that our hand
is too heavy in this valley, and that there will come a point
where in self-defense every man will unite to crush us out.

James Stanger is an old man. He is respected in the township and
the district. His paper stands for all that is solid in the
valley. If that man is struck down, there will be a stir through
this state that will only end with our destruction."”

"And how woul d they bring about our destruction, M. Standback?"
cried MGnty. "lIs it by the police? Sure, half of themare in
our pay and half of themafraid of us. O is it by the | aw
courts and the judge? Haven't we tried that before now, and what
ever cane of it?"

"There is a Judge Lynch that might try the case,” said Brother
Morri s.

A general shout of anger greeted the suggestion.

"I have but to raise my finger," cried MG nty, "and | could put
two hundred nmen into this town that would clear it out fromend
to end." Then suddenly raising his voice and bendi ng his huge
bl ack brows into a terrible frown, "See here, Brother Morris,
have ny eye on you, and have had for sone tine!l You' ve no heart
yourself, and you try to take the heart out of others. It wll



be an ill day for you, Brother Morris, when your own nane cones
on our agenda paper, and I'mthinking that it's just there that |
ought to place it."

Morris had turned deadly pale, and his knees seemed to give way
under himas he fell back into his chair. He raised his glass in
his trenbling hand and drank before he could answer. "I

apol ogi ze, Em nent Bodynmster, to you and to every brother in
this lodge if | have said nore than | should. | ama faithfu
menber--you all know that--and it is ny fear lest evil cone to
the | odge whi ch nakes ne speak in anxious words. But | have
greater trust in your judgnent than in my own, Em nent

Bodymaster, and | promise you that | will not offend again.”

The Bodymaster's scowl relaxed as he |istened to the hunble
words. "Very good, Brother Mirris. It's nyself that would be
sorry if it were needful to give you a | esson. But so long as |
amin this chair we shall be a united | odge in word and in deed.
And now, boys," he continued, |ooking round at the conpany, "I'l]I
say this much, that if Stanger got his full deserts there would
be nore trouble than we need ask for. These editors hang
together, and every journal in the state would be crying out for
police and troops. But | guess you can give hima pretty severe
warning. WIIl you fix it, Brother Bal dwi n?"

"Sure!" said the young nman eagerly.
"How many will you take?"

"Hal f a dozen, and two to guard the door. You'll come, Cower,
and you, Mansel, and you, Scanlan, and the two WI I abys."

"I prom sed the new brother he should go," said the chairman.

Ted Bal dwi n | ooked at McMurdo with eyes which showed that he had
not forgotten nor forgiven. "WelIl, he can conme if he wants," he
said in a surly voice. "That's enough. The sooner we get to
work the better.”

The conpany broke up with shouts and yells and snatches of
drunken song. The bar was still crowded with revellers, and many
of the brethren remained there. The little band who had been
told off for duty passed out into the street, proceeding in twos
and threes along the sidewal k so as not to provoke attention. It
was a bitterly cold night, with a half-mon shining brilliantly
in a frosty, star-spangled sky. The nmen stopped and gathered in
a yard which faced a high building. The words, "Verm ssa Heral d"
were printed in gold lettering between the brightly lit w ndows.
From wi thin canme the clanking of the printing press.

"Here, you," said Baldwin to McMurdo, "you can stand bel ow at the
door and see that the road is kept open for us. Arthur WII aby
can stay with you. You others cone with me. Have no fears, boys;
for we have a dozen witnesses that we are in the Union Bar at
this very nonent."

It was nearly midnight, and the street was deserted save for one



or two revellers upon their way hone. The party crossed the
road, and, pushing open the door of the newspaper office, Baldw n
and his men rushed in and up the stair which faced them MMrdo
and anot her remained below. Fromthe room above cane a shout, a
cry for help, and then the sound of tranpling feet and of falling
chairs. An instant |later a gray-haired man rushed out on the

| andi ng.

He was sei zed before he could get farther, and his spectacles
came tinkling down to McMurdo's feet. There was a thud and a
groan. He was on his face, and half a dozen sticks were
clattering together as they fell upon him He withed, and his
long, thin linbs quivered under the blows. The others ceased at
| ast; but Baldwin, his cruel face set in an infernal smle, was
hacki ng at the man's head, which he vainly endeavoured to defend
with his arms. H's white hair was dabbl ed with patches of bl ood.
Bal dwi n was still stooping over his victim putting in a short,
vi ci ous bl ow whenever he could see a part exposed, when McMurdo
dashed up the stair and pushed hi m back

"You'll kill the man," said he. "Drop it!"

Bal dwi n | ooked at himin amazenent. "Curse you!" he cried. "Who
are you to interfere--you that are new to the | odge? Stand
back!" He raised his stick; but McMurdo had whi pped his pisto
out of his pocket.

"Stand back yourself!" he cried. "I'Il blow your face in if you
lay a hand on me. As to the |odge, wasn't it the order of the
Bodynmaster that the man was not to be killed--and what are you
doi ng but killing hinP"

"It's truth he says," remarked one of the nen.

"By Gar! you'd best hurry yourselves!" cried the man below. "The
wi ndows are all lighting up, and you'll have the whole town here
inside of five mnutes.”

There was indeed the sound of shouting in the street, and a
little group of conmpositors and pressnen was formng in the hal
bel ow and nerving itself to action. Leaving the linp and

noti onl ess body of the editor at the head of the stair, the
crimnals rushed down and nade their way swiftly along the
street. Having reached the Uni on House, sone of them m xed with
the cromd in McG nty's sal oon, whispering across the bar to the
Boss that the job had been well carried through. Ohers, and
anong them McMurdo, broke away into side streets, and so by

devi ous paths to their own hones.

Chapter 4 - The Valley of Fear

VWhen McMurdo awoke next norning he had good reason to renenber



his initiation into the | odge. H's head ached with the effect of
the drink, and his arm where he had been branded, was hot and
swol  en. Having his own peculiar source of incone, he was
irregular in his attendance at his work; so he had a late
breakfast, and renmined at home for the norning witing a |ong
letter to a friend. Afterwards he read the Daily Herald. 1In a
special colum put in at the |ast nonent he read:

OUTRAGE AT THE HERALD OFFI CE-- EDI TOR SERI QUSLY | NJURED.

It was a short account of the facts with which he was hinself
nmore famliar than the witer could have been. It ended with the
st at ement :

The matter is now in the hands of the police; but it can hardly
be hoped that their exertions will be attended by any better
results than in the past. Some of the nmen were recogni zed, and
there is hope that a conviction may be obtained. The source of
the outrage was, it need hardly be said, that infanpbus society
whi ch has held this community in bondage for so |ong a period,
and agai nst which the Herald has taken so unconpromn sing a stand.
M. Stanger's many friends will rejoice to hear that, though he
has been cruelly and brutally beaten, and though he has sustai ned
severe injuries about the head, there is no i nmedi ate danger to
his life.

Below it stated that a guard of police, arned with Wnchester
rifles, had been requisitioned for the defense of the office.

McMurdo had | aid down the paper, and was lighting his pipe with a
hand whi ch was shaky from the excesses of the previous evening,
when there was a knock outside, and his |andl ady brought to hima
note which had just been handed in by a lad. It was unsigned,
and ran thus:

I should wish to speak to you, but would rather not do so in your
house. You will find nme beside the flagstaff upon MIler Hill.
If you will come there now, | have sonething which it is

i nportant for you to hear and for ne to say.

McMurdo read the note twice with the utnost surprise; for he
could not imagine what it neant or who was the author of it. Had
it been in a fem nine hand, he m ght have inmagined that it was

t he begi nning of one of those adventures which had been famliar
enough in his past life. But it was the witing of a man, and of
a well educated one, too. Finally, after some hesitation, he
deternmined to see the matter through

Mller HIl is an ill-kept public park in the very centre of the
town. In sumer it is a favourite resort of the people, but in
winter it is desolate enough. Fromthe top of it one has a view
not only of the whole straggling, grim town, but of the w nding
val l ey beneath, with its scattered mnes and factories bl ackening
the snow on each side of it, and of the wooded and white-capped
ranges flanking it.

McMurdo strolled up the wi nding path hedged in with evergreens



until he reached the deserted restaurant which forns the centre
of sunmer gaiety. Beside it was a bare flagstaff, and underneath
it a man, his hat drawn down and the collar of his overcoat
turned up. When he turned his face McMurdo saw that it was
Brother Morris, he who had incurred the anger of the Bodynaster
the night before. The |odge sign was given and exchanged as they
nmet .

"I wanted to have a word with you, M. MMrdo," said the ol der
man, speaking with a hesitation which showed that he was on
delicate ground. "It was kind of you to cone.”

"Why did you not put your nane to the note?"

"One has to be cautious, mster. One never knows in tinmes |ike
these how a thing nmay conme back to one. One never knows either
who to trust or who not to trust."

"Surely one may trust brothers of the | odge."
"No, no, not always," cried Morris with vehemence. "Whatever we
say, even what we think, seenms to go back to that man McGnty."

"Look here!" said McMurdo sternly. "It was only last night, as
you know well, that | swore good faith to our Bodymaster. Wuld
you be asking nme to break my oath?"

"If that is the view you take," said Mrris sadly, "I can only
say that | amsorry | gave you the trouble to cone and neet ne.
Thi ngs have cone to a bad pass when two free citizens cannot
speak their thoughts to each other."

McMur do, who had been watching his conpanion very narrow vy,

rel axed somewhat in his bearing. "Sure | spoke for nyself only,"
said he. "I ama newconer, as you know, and | am strange to it
all. It is not for ne to open ny nouth, M. Mrris, and if you

think well to say anything to me | amhere to hear it."
"And to take it back to Boss McGnty!" said Mirris bitterly.

"I ndeed, then, you do ne injustice there," cried McMurdo. "For
nyself | amloyal to the |l odge, and so | tell you straight; but I
woul d be a poor creature if | were to repeat to any other what
you might say to ne in confidence. It will go no further than
me; though |I warn you that you nmay get neither help nor

synpat hy. "

"I have given up |looking for either the one or the other," said
Morris. "I may be putting nmy very life in your hands by what |
say; but, bad as you are--and it seened to ne last night that you
were shaping to be as bad as the worst--still you are newto it,
and your consci ence cannot yet be as hardened as theirs. That
was why | thought to speak with you."

"Well, what have you to say?"

"If you give me away, may a curse be on you!"



"Sure, | said | would not."

"l would ask you, then, when you joined the Freeman's society in
Chi cago and swore vows of charity and fidelity, did ever it cross
your mind that you mght find it would | ead you to crime?"

"I'f you call it crinme," McMurdo answered.

"Call it crinel" cried Morris, his voice vibrating with passion.
"You have seen little of it if you can call it anything el se.

Was it crinme |ast night when a man old enough to be your father
was beaten till the bl ood dripped fromhis white hairs? Ws that
crime--or what else would you call it?"

"There are some would say it was war," said McMurdo, "a war of
two classes with all in, so that each struck as best it could."

"Well, did you think of such a thing when you joined the
Freeman's society at Chicago?"

"No, I'"mbound to say | did not."

"Nor did | when | joined it at Philadelphia. It was just a
benefit club and a neeting place for one's fellows. Then | heard
of this place--curse the hour that the nane first fell upon ny
ears!--and | canme to better nyself! M God! to better nyself!

My wife and three children came with me. | started a drygoods
store on Market Square, and | prospered well. The word had gone
round that | was a Freeman, and | was forced to join the |oca

| odge, sanme as you did last night. 1've the badge of shame on ny
forearm and sonet hing worse branded on ny heart. | found that |
was under the orders of a black villain and caught in a meshwork
of crime. Wat could | do? Every word | said to nake things

better was taken as treason, same as it was last night. | can't
get away; for all | have in the world is in my store. |If | |eave
the society, | know well that it neans nmurder to me, and God
knows what to my wife and children. Oh, man, it is

awful --awful!™ He put his hands to his face, and his body shook
wi th convul sive sobs.

McMur do shrugged his shoulders. "You were too soft for the job,"
said he. "You are the wong sort for such work."

"I had a conscience and a religion; but they nade nme a crimna
anong them | was chosen for a job. |If | backed down | knew
wel | what would come to me. Maybe |I'ma coward. Mybe it's the
t hought of ny poor little woman and the children that makes ne
one. Anyhow | went. | guess it will haunt ne forever.

"It was a lonely house, twenty mles fromhere, over the range
yonder. | was told off for the door, sane as you were | ast
night. They could not trust me with the job. The others went
in. \Wen they cane out their hands were crinson to the wists.
As we turned away a child was screan ng out of the house behind
us. It was a boy of five who had seen his father murdered. |
nearly fainted with the horror of it, and yet | had to keep a



bold and smiling face; for well | knew that if I did not it would
be out of my house that they would come next with their bl oody
hands and it would be nmy little Fred that woul d be screamning for
hi s father.

"But | was a crimnal then, part sharer in a nurder, |ost forever
inthis world, and lost also in the next. | ama good Catholic;
but the priest would have no word with nme when he heard | was a
Scowrer, and | am exconmmunicated frommy faith. That's how it
stands with ne. And | see you going down the same road, and

ask you what the end is to be. Are you ready to be a

col d- bl ooded nurderer also, or can we do anything to stop it?"

"What woul d you do?" asked McMurdo abruptly. "You would not
i nf or n?"

"God forbid!'" cried Morris. "Sure, the very thought would cost
me nmy life."

"That's well," said McMurdo. "I'mthinking that you are a weak
man and that you nmake too nuch of the matter.”

"Too nuch! Wait till you have lived here |Ionger. Look down the
val l ey! See the cloud of a hundred chi meys that overshadows it!
| tell you that the cloud of nurder hangs thicker and | ower than

that over the heads of the people. It is the Valley of Fear, the
Val l ey of Death. The terror is in the hearts of the people from
the dusk to the dawn. Wait, young man, and you will learn for
yoursel f."

"Well, 1'Il let you know what | think when | have seen nore,"
said McMurdo carelessly. "What is very clear is that you are not

the man for the place, and that the sooner you sell out--if you
only get a dine a dollar for what the business is worth--the
better it will be for you. What you have said is safe with ne;
but, by Gar! if | thought you were an informer--"

“"No, no!" cried Morris piteously.

"Well, let it rest at that. |[|'Il bear what you have said in
m nd, and nmaybe sone day I'Il cone back to it. | expect you
meant kindly by speaking to ne like this. Now I'Il be getting
hone. "

"One word before you go," said Mrris. "W nmay have been seen

together. They may want to know what we have spoken about.”
"Ah! that's well thought of."

"I offer you a clerkship in ny store.”

"And | refuse it. That's our business. WlI, so long, Brother
Morris, and nmay you find things go better with you in the

future."

That same afternoon, as McMurdo sat snoking, lost in thought
besi de the stove of his sitting-room the door swung open and its



framework was filled with the huge figure of Boss McG nty. He
passed the sign, and then seating hinself opposite to the young
man he | ooked at him steadily for sone tine, a | ook which was as
steadily returned.

“I'"'mnot nmuch of a visitor, Brother McMurdo," he said at |ast.

"I guess | amtoo busy over the folk that visit nme. But |
thought I'd stretch a point and drop down to see you in your own
house. "

“I"mproud to see you here, Councillor,” MMrdo answered
heartily, bringing his whisky bottle out of the cupboard. "It's
an honour that | had not expected."

"How s the arnP" asked the Boss.

McMurdo made a wy face. "Well, I'mnot forgetting it," he said;
"but it's worth it."

"Yes, it's worth it," the other answered, "to those that are

| oyal and go through with it and are a help to the | odge. What
were you speaking to Brother Mirris about on MIler HIl this
nor ni ng?"

The question cane so suddenly that it was well that he had his
answer prepared. He burst into a hearty laugh. "Morris didn't
know | could earn a living here at home. He shan't know either
for he has got too nuch conscience for the |ikes of me. But he's
a good-hearted old chap. It was his idea that | was at a | oose
end, and that he would do ne a good turn by offering ne a
clerkship in a drygoods store."”

"Ch, that was it?"
"Yes, that was it."
"And you refused it?"

"Sure. Couldn't | earn ten tinmes as nmuch in nmy own bedroomwith
four hours' work?"

"That's so. But | wouldn't get about too much with Morris."
"Why not ?"

"Well, | guess because | tell you not. That's enough for nost
folk in these parts.™

"It may be enough for nost folk; but it ain't enough for ne,
Councillor," said McMurdo boldly. "If you are a judge of nen,
you'll know that."

The swarthy giant glared at him and his hairy paw cl osed for an
i nstant round the glass as though he would hurl it at the head of
hi s conmpani on. Then he | aughed in his |oud, boisterous,

i nsincere fashion.



"You're a queer card, for sure," said he. "Well, if you want

reasons, |'ll give them Did Mrris say nothing to you agai nst
t he | odge?"
"No. "

"Nor agai nst me?"

“No. "

"Well, that's because he daren't trust you. But in his heart he

is not a loyal brother. W know that well. So we watch himand

we wait for the tine to adnmonish him |I'mthinking that the tine

is drawing near. There's no roomfor scabby sheep in our pen
But if you keep conpany with a disloyal nman, we night think that
you were disloyal, too. See?"

"There's no chance of ny keeping conpany with him for | dislike
the man," McMurdo answered. "As to being disloyal, if it was any
man but you he would not use the word to nme twice."

"Well, that's enough,” said MG nty, draining off his glass. "I
cane down to give you a word in season, and you've had it."

"I'"'d like to know," said McMurdo, "how you ever cane to learn
that | had spoken with Mrris at all?"

McG nty |aughed. "It's nmy business to know what goes on in this
townshi p," said he. "I guess you'd best reckon on my hearing al
that passes. Well, time's up, and I'll just say--"

But his | eavetaking was cut short in a very unexpected fashion.
Wth a sudden crash the door flew open, and three frowning,

intent faces glared in at them from under the peaks of police
caps. MMirdo sprang to his feet and half drew his revol ver; but
his arm stopped mi dway as he became conscious that two W nchester
rifles were levelled at his head. A man in uniform advanced into
the room a six-shooter in his hand. It was Captain Marvin, once
of Chicago, and now of the M ne Constabulary. He shook his head
with a half-smle at McMirdo

"I thought you'd be getting into trouble, M. Crooked McMirdo of
Chi cago," said he. "Can't keep out of it, can you? Take your
hat and come along with us."

"I guess you'll pay for this, Captain Marvin," said MG nty.
"Who are you, |'d like to know, to break into a house in this
fashi on and nol est honest, | aw- abiding nmen?"

"You're standing out in this deal, Councillor MG nty," said the
police captain. "W are not out after you, but after this man
McMurdo. It is for you to help, not to hinder us in our duty,"

"He is a friend of mine, and I'll answer for his conduct," said

t he Boss.

"By all accounts, M. MGnty, you may have to answer for your



own conduct sone of these days," the captain answered. "This man
McMurdo was a crook before ever he came here, and he's a crook
still. Cover him Patrolman, while | disarmhim'

"There's ny pistol,"” said McMurdo cool ly. "Maybe, Captain
Marvin, if you and I were alone and face to face you woul d not
take me so easily."

"Where's your warrant?" asked McGnty. "By Gar! a man might as
well live in Russia as in Vernmissa while folk |ike you are
running the police. It's a capitalist outrage, and you'll hear
more of it, | reckon.™

"You do what you think is your duty the best way you can,
Councillor. We'll look after ours."

"What am | accused of ?" asked M:Mirdo.

"Of being concerned in the beating of old Editor Stanger at the

Herald office. It wasn't your fault that it isn't a nurder
charge. ™
"Well, if that's all you have against him" cried McGnty with a

| augh, "you can save yourself a deal of trouble by dropping it
right now. This nan was with ne in ny saloon playing poker up to
m dni ght, and | can bring a dozen to prove it."

"That's your affair, and | guess you can settle it in court
to-nmorrow. Meanwhil e, conme on, McMurdo, and come quietly if you
don't want a gun across your head. You stand wide, M. MG nty;
for I warn you | will stand no resistance when | amon duty!”

So determ ned was the appearance of the captain that both MMirdo
and his boss were forced to accept the situation. The latter
managed to have a few whi spered words with the prisoner before

t hey parted.

"What about--" he jerked his thunb upward to signify the coining
pl ant .

"Al right," whispered McMiurdo, who had devi sed a safe hiding
pl ace under the floor

“I'"l'l bid you good-bye," said the Boss, shaking hands. "I'Il see
Reilly the | awer and take the defense upon nyself. Take ny word
for it that they won't be able to hold you."

"I wouldn't bet on that. Guard the prisoner, you two, and shoot
himif he tries any ganes. |'Il search the house before
| eave. "

He did so; but apparently found no trace of the conceal ed pl ant.
When he had descended he and his men escorted McMurdo to
headquarters. Darkness had fallen, and a keen blizzard was

bl owi ng so that the streets were nearly deserted; but a few
loiterers followed the group, and emnbol dened by invisibility
shouted i nprecations at the prisoner



"Lynch the cursed Scower!" they cried. "Lynch him" They

| aughed and jeered as he was pushed into the police station

After a short, fornmal exam nation fromthe inspector in charge he
was put into the common cell. Here he found Bal dwin and three
other crimnals of the night before, all arrested that afternoon
and waiting their trial next norning.

But even within this inner fortress of the law the | ong arm of
the Freenen was able to extend. Late at night there came a
jailer with a straw bundle for their bedding, out of which he
extracted two bottles of whisky, sonme glasses, and a pack of
cards. They spent a hilarious night, w thout an anxious thought
as to the ordeal of the norning.

Nor had they cause, as the result was to show. The mmgistrate
coul d not possibly, on the evidence, have held them for a higher
court. On the one hand the conpositors and pressnen were forced
to admit that the light was uncertain, that they were themsel ves
much perturbed, and that it was difficult for themto swear to
the identity of the assailants; although they believed that the
accused were anong them Cross exam ned by the clever attorney
who had been engaged by McG nty, they were even nore nebulous in
t heir evidence.

The injured man had al ready deposed that he was so taken by
surprise by the suddenness of the attack that he could state
not hi ng beyond the fact that the first nman who struck himwore a
noust ache. He added that he knew themto be Scowers, since no
one else in the comunity could possibly have any enmity to him
and he had | ong been threatened on account of his outspoken
editorials. On the other hand, it was clearly shown by the
united and unfaltering evidence of six citizens, including that
hi gh muni ci pal official, Councillor MG nty, that the nen had
been at a card party at the Union House until an hour very nuch
| ater than the conm ssion of the outrage.

Needl ess to say that they were di scharged with sonmething very
near to an apology fromthe bench for the inconvenience to which
t hey had been put, together with an inplied censure of Captain
Marvin and the police for their officious zeal

The verdict was greeted with | oud appl ause by a court in which
McMurdo saw nmany faniliar faces. Brothers of the | odge smled
and waved. But there were others who sat with conpressed lips
and brooding eyes as the nmen filed out of the dock. One of them
alittle, dark-bearded, resolute fellow, put the thoughts of

hi msel f and conrades into words as the ex-prisoners passed him

"You dammed nmurderers!" he said. "We'Ill fix you yet!"

Chapter 5 - The Darkest Hour



I f anything had been needed to give an inpetus to Jack McMiurdo's
popul arity among his fellows it would have been his arrest and
acquittal. That a man on the very night of joining the | odge
shoul d have done sonet hing which brought him before the

magi strate was a new record in the annals of the society.

Al ready he had earned the reputation of a good boon conpanion, a
cheery reveller, and withal a nman of high tenper, who woul d not
take an insult even fromthe all-powerful Boss hinmself. But in
addition to this he inpressed his conrades with the idea that
among themall there was not one whose brain was so ready to
devi se a bl oodthirsty schene, or whose hand woul d be nore capabl e
of carrying it out. "He'll be the boy for the clean job," said
the oldsters to one another, and waited their time until they
could set himto his work.

McG nty had i nstrunments enough al ready; but he recogni zed that
this was a suprenely able one. He felt like a man hol ding a
fierce bl oodhound in |leash. There were curs to do the snaller
wor k; but some day he would slip this creature upon its prey. A
few nenbers of the | odge, Ted Bal dwi n anong them resented the
rapid rise of the stranger and hated himfor it; but they kept
clear of him for he was as ready to fight as to | augh.

But if he gained favour with his fellows, there was another
quarter, one which had becone even nore vital to him in which he
lost it. Ettie Shafter's father would have nothing nmore to do
with him nor would he allow himto enter the house. Ettie
hersel f was too deeply in love to give himup altogether, and yet
her own good sense warned her of what would conme froma marriage
with a man who was regarded as a crimnal

One norning after a sleepless night she determ ned to see him
possibly for the last tinme, and make one strong endeavour to draw
himfromthose evil influences which were sucking himdown. She
went to his house, as he had often begged her to do, and nade her
way into the room which he used as his sitting-room He was
seated at a table, with his back turned and a letter in front of
him A sudden spirit of girlish mschief cane over her--she was
still only nineteen. He had not heard her when she pushed open
the door. Now she tiptoed forward and |aid her hand |ightly upon
hi s bended shoul ders.

If she had expected to startle him she certainly succeeded; but
only in turn to be startled herself. Wth a tiger spring he
turned on her, and his right hand was feeling for her throat. At
the same instant with the other hand he crunpled up the paper
that lay before him For an instant he stood glaring. Then
astoni shnment and joy took the place of the ferocity which had
convul sed his features--a ferocity which had sent her shrinking
back in horror as from sonething which had never before intruded
into her gentle life.

"It's you!" said he, nmopping his brow. "And to think that you
should cone to me, heart of my heart, and | should find nothing
better to do than to want to strangle you! Cone then, darling,"
and he held out his arms, "let nme make it up to you."



But she had not recovered fromthat sudden glinpse of guilty fear
whi ch she had read in the man's face. All her woman's instinct
told her that it was not the nere fright of a man who is
startled. Q@iilt--that was it--guilt and fear

"What's come over you, Jack?" she cried. "Wy were you so scared
of me? ©h, Jack, if your conscience was at ease, you woul d not
have | ooked at ne |ike that!"

"Sure, | was thinking of other things, and when you cane tripping
so lightly on those fairy feet of yours--"

“"No, no, it was nore than that, Jack." Then a sudden suspicion
seized her. "Let ne see that letter you were witing."

"Ah, Ettie, | couldn't do that."

Her suspi ci ons becane certainties. "It's to another wonman," she
cried. "I knowit! Wiy else should you hold it fromnme? Was it
to your wife that you were witing? How am|l to know that you
are not a married man--you, a stranger, that nobody knows?"

"I amnot married, Ettie. See now, | swear it! You're the only
one worman on earth to ne. By the cross of Christ | swear it!"

He was so white with passionate earnestness that she could not
but believe him

"Well, then,"” she cried, "why will you not show ne the letter?"
“I'"l'l tell you, acushla," said he. "I'munder oath not to show
it, and just as | wouldn't break my word to you so | woul d keep
it to those who hold ny pronmse. |It's the business of the | odge,

and even to you it's secret. And if | was scared when a hand
fell on ne, can't you understand it when it m ght have been the
hand of a detective?"

She felt that he was telling the truth. He gathered her into his
arnms and ki ssed away her fears and doubts.

"Sit here by nme, then. |It's a queer throne for such a queen; but
it's the best your poor lover can find. He'll do better for you
some of these days, |I'mthinking. Now your mnd is easy once

again, is it not?"

"How can it ever be at ease, Jack, when | know that you are a
crimnal anmong crimnals, when | never know the day that | may
hear you are in court for nmurder? 'MMirdo the Scower,' that's
what one of our boarders called you yesterday. It went through
ny heart |like a knife."

"Sure, hard words break no bones."

"But they were true."

"Well, dear, it's not so bad as you think. W are but poor men



that are trying in our own way to get our rights."

Ettie threw her arns round her |lover's neck. "Gve it up, Jack
For ny sake, for God's sake, give it up! It was to ask you that
| cane here to-day. ©Oh, Jack, see--1 beg it of you on ny bended
knees! Kneeling here before you | inplore you to give it up!"

He rai sed her and soothed her with her head against his breast.

"Sure, ny darlin', you don't know what it is you are asking. How
could | give it up when it would be to break ny oath and to
desert ny conrades? |If you could see how things stand with ne
you could never ask it of me. Besides, if | wanted to, how coul d
| do it? You don't suppose that the | odge would I et a man go
free with all its secrets?"

"“I'"ve thought of that, Jack. 1've planned it all. Father has
saved sone noney. He is weary of this place where the fear of

t hese peopl e darkens our lives. He is ready to go. W would fly
toget her to Phil adel phia or New York, where we would be safe from
them ™

McMurdo | aughed. "The | odge has a long arm Do you think it
could not stretch fromhere to Phil adel phia or New York?"

"Well, then, to the West, or to England, or to Germany, where
father came from-anywhere to get away fromthis Valley of Fear!"

McMur do t hought of old Brother Morris. "Sure, it is the second
time | have heard the valley so nanmed," said he. "The shadow
does i ndeed seemto |lie heavy on sone of you."

"It darkens every nonent of our lives. Do you suppose that Ted
Bal dwi n has ever forgiven us? |If it were not that he fears you,
what do you suppose our chances would be? |f you saw the ook in
t hose dark, hungry eyes of his when they fall on nme!"

"By Gar! 1'd teach himbetter manners if | caught himat it!

But see here, little girl. | can't |eave here. | can't--take
that fromme once and for all. But if you will |leave ne to find
nmy omn way, | will try to prepare a way of getting honourably out
of it."

"There is no honour in such a nmatter."

"Well, well, it's just how you look at it. But if you'll give me
six nonths, 1'll work it so that | can |eave wi thout being
ashaned to | ook others in the face.”

The girl laughed with joy. "Six nonths!" she cried. "lIs it a
prom se?"

"Well, it may be seven or eight. But within a year at the
furthest we will |eave the valley behind us."

It was the nost that Ettie could obtain, and yet it was
somet hing. There was this distant light to illum nate the gl oom



of the imediate future. She returned to her father's house nore
ight-hearted than she had ever been since Jack McMurdo had cone
into her life.

It might be thought that as a nenber, all the doings of the
society would be told to hinmy but he was soon to discover that
the organi zati on was wi der and nore conpl ex than the sinple

| odge. Even Boss McGinty was ighorant as to many things; for
there was an official nanmed the County Del egate, living at
Hobson's Patch farther down the Iine, who had power over severa
different | odges which he wielded in a sudden and arbitrary way.
Only once did McMurdo see him a sly, little gray-haired rat of a
man, with a slinking gait and a sidel ong gl ance which was charged
with malice. Evans Pott was his name, and even the great Boss of
Verm ssa felt towards hi msonething of the repulsion and fear

whi ch the huge Danton nmay have felt for the puny but dangerous
Robespi erre.

One day Scanl an, who was McMiurdo's fell ow boarder, received a
note from MG nty inclosing one from Evans Pott, which inforned
hi m that he was sendi ng over two good nen, Law er and Andrews,
who had instructions to act in the nei ghbourhood; though it was
best for the cause that no particulars as to their objects should
be given. Wuld the Bodymaster see to it that suitable
arrangenents be made for their |odgings and confort until the
time for action should arrive? MG nty added that it was

i mpossi bl e for anyone to remain secret at the Union House, and
that, therefore, he would be obliged if McMirdo and Scanl an woul d
put the strangers up for a few days in their boardi ng house.

The sane evening the two nmen arrived, each carrying his gripsack
Law er was an elderly man, shrewd, silent, and sel f-contained,
clad in an old black frock coat, which with his soft felt hat and
ragged, grizzled beard gave him a general resenblance to an
itinerant preacher. His conpanion Andrews was little nore than a
boy, frank-faced and cheerful, with the breezy manner of one who
is out for a holiday and neans to enjoy every nmnute of it. Both
men were total abstainers, and behaved in all ways as exenplary
menbers of the society, with the one sinple exception that they
wer e assassins who had often proved thensel ves to be nost capabl e
instruments for this association of nurder. Lawl er had al ready
carried out fourteen conmissions of the kind, and Andrews three.

They were, as McMurdo found, quite ready to converse about their
deeds in the past, which they recounted with the hal f-bashfu
pride of nmen who had done good and unselfish service for the
community. They were reticent, however, as to the i medi ate job
i n hand.

"They chose us because neither | nor the boy here drink," Law er
expl ai ned. "They can count on us saying no nore than we shoul d.
You nust not take it ami ss, but it is the orders of the County
Del egate that we obey."

"Sure, we are all in it together,"”
as the four sat together at supper

said Scanl an, McMurdo's mmate,



"That's true enough, and we'll talk till the cows come hone of
the killing of Charlie WIllianms or of Sinobn Bird, or any other
job in the past. But till the work is done we say nothing."

"There are half a dozen about here that | have a word to say to,"

said McMurdo, with an oath. "I suppose it isn't Jack Knox of
Ironhill that you are after. |'d go some way to see himget his
deserts."

"No, it's not himyet."
"Or Herman Strauss?"
"No, nor himeither."

"Well, if you won't tell us we can't make you; but I'd be glad to
know. "

Lawl er sm | ed and shook his head. He was not to be drawn.

In spite of the reticence of their guests, Scanlan and McMirdo
were quite determined to be present at what they called "the
fun." When, therefore, at an early hour one norning McMirdo
heard them creepi ng down the stairs he awakened Scanl an, and the
two hurried on their clothes. Wen they were dressed they found
that the others had stolen out, |eaving the door open behind
them It was not yet dawn, and by the light of the | anps they
could see the two nen sone distance down the street. They
followed themwarily, treading noiselessly in the deep snow.

The boardi ng house was near the edge of the town, and soon they
were at the crossroads which is beyond its boundary. Here three
men were waiting, with whom Lawl er and Andrews held a short,
eager conversation. Then they all noved on together. It was
clearly some notable job which needed nunbers. At this point
there are several trails which lead to various mnes. The
strangers took that which led to the Crow Hill, a huge business
whi ch was in strong hands which had been able, thanks to their
energetic and fearl ess New Engl and manager, Josiah H. Dunn, to
keep sone order and discipline during the long reign of terror

Day was breaking now, and a |line of worknmen were slowy neking
their way, singly and in groups, along the blackened path.

McMurdo and Scanlan strolled on with the others, keeping in sight
of the nen whomthey followed. A thick mst lay over them and
fromthe heart of it there cane the sudden scream of a steam
whistle. It was the ten-nminute signal before the cages descended
and the day's | abour began.

When they reached the open space round the mine shaft there were
a hundred mners waiting, stanping their feet and bl owi ng on
their fingers; for it was bitterly cold. The strangers stood in
alittle group under the shadow of the engi ne house. Scanlan and
McMurdo clinbed a heap of slag from which the whole scene | ay
before them They saw the m ne engi neer, a great bearded

Scot chman naned Menzies, come out of the engine house and bl ow



his whistle for the cages to be | owered.

At the sane instant a tall, |oose-framed young man with a

cl ean-shaved, earnest face advanced eagerly towards the pit head.
As he cane forward his eyes fell upon the group, silent and
noti onl ess, under the engi ne house. The nen had drawn down their
hats and turned up their collars to screen their faces. For a
nmonment the presentinent of Death laid its cold hand upon the
manager's heart. At the next he had shaken it off and saw only
his duty towards intrusive strangers.

"Who are you?" he asked as he advanced. "What are you loitering
there for?"

There was no answer; but the |l ad Andrews stepped forward and shot
himin the stomach. The hundred waiting mners stood as

noti onl ess and hel pless as if they were paralyzed. The manager
cl apped his two hands to the wound and doubl ed hinsel f up. Then
he staggered away; but another of the assassins fired, and he
went down sidew se, kicking and claw ng anong a heap of clinkers.
Menzi es, the Scotchman, gave a roar of rage at the sight and
rushed with an iron spanner at the nurderers; but was nmet by two
balls in the face which dropped himdead at their very feet.

There was a surge forward of sone of the miners, and an
inarticulate cry of pity and of anger; but a couple of the
strangers enptied their six-shooters over the heads of the crowd,
and they broke and scattered, sone of themrushing wildly back to
their hones in Vern ssa.

VWhen a few of the bravest had rallied, and there was a return to
the m ne, the nurderous gang had vanished in the msts of

norni ng, without a single witness being able to swear to the
identity of these nmen who in front of a hundred spectators had
wrought this double crine.

Scanl an and McMurdo nmade their way back; Scanl an sonewhat

subdued, for it was the first murder job that he had seen with
his own eyes, and it appeared |ess funny than he had been led to
believe. The horrible screans of the dead manager's wi fe pursued
themas they hurried to the towmm. MMirdo was absorbed and
silent; but he showed no synpathy for the weakening of his
conpani on.

"Sure, it is like a war," he repeated. "What is it but a war
between us and them and we hit back where we best can."

There was high revel in the | odge roomat the Union House that

ni ght, not only over the killing of the nmanager and engi neer of
the Crow Hill mne, which would bring this organization into line
with the other blacknailed and terror-stricken conpani es of the
district, but also over a distant triunph which had been w ought
by the hands of the lodge itself.

It would appear that when the County Del egate had sent over five
good nen to strike a blow in Vernmi ssa, he had demanded that in
return three Verm ssa nmen should be secretly selected and sent



across to kill WIIliam Hal es of Stake Royal, one of the best
known and nost popular mne owners in the Glmerton district, a
man who was believed not to have an eneny in the world; for he
was in all ways a nodel enployer. He had insisted, however, upon
efficiency in the work, and had, therefore, paid off certain
drunken and idle enpl oyees who were nmenbers of the all-powerfu
society. Coffin notices hung outside his door had not weakened
his resolution, and so in a free, civilized country he found

hi nsel f condemmed to death.

The execution had now been duly carried out. Ted Bal dwi n, who
sprawl ed now i n the seat of honour beside the Bodymaster, had
been chief of the party. His flushed face and gl azed, bl oodshot
eyes told of sleeplessness and drink. He and his two conrades
had spent the night before anbng the nountains. They were
unkenpt and weat her-stained. But no heroes, returning froma
forlorn hope, could have had a warnmer welconme fromtheir

conr ades.

The story was told and retold anmid cries of delight and shouts of
| aughter. They had waited for their man as he drove hone at
nightfall, taking their station at the top of a steep hill, where
his horse nmust be at a walk. He was so furred to keep out the
cold that he could not lay his hand on his pistol. They had
pul l ed hi m out and shot him again and again. He had screamed for
mercy. The screans were repeated for the anmusenent of the | odge.

"Let's hear again how he squealed," they cried.

None of them knew the man; but there is eternal drama in a
killing, and they had shown the Scowers of Glnmerton that the
Verm ssa nmen were to be relied upon

There had been one contretenps; for a man and his wife had driven
up while they were still enptying their revolvers into the silent
body. It had been suggested that they should shoot them both;

but they were harm ess folk who were not connected with the

m nes, so they were sternly bidden to drive on and keep silent,

| est a worse thing befall them And so the blood-nottled figure
had been left as a warning to all such hard-hearted enpl oyers,
and the three nobl e avengers had hurried off into the nountains
wher e unbroken nature cones down to the very edge of the furnaces
and the slag heaps. Here they were, safe and sound, their work
wel | done, and the plaudits of their companions in their ears.

It had been a great day for the Scowrers. The shadow had fallen
even darker over the valley. But as the wi se general chooses the
moment of victory in which to redouble his efforts, so that his
foes may have no tinme to steady thensel ves after disaster, so
Boss McG nty, |ooking out upon the scene of his operations with
hi s broodi ng and nalicious eyes, had devised a new attack upon
those who opposed him That very night, as the hal f-drunken
conpany broke up, he touched McMirdo on the arm and | ed him aside
into that inner roomwhere they had their first interview

"See here, nmy lad," said he, "lI've got a job that's worthy of you
at last. You'll have the doing of it in your own hands."



"Proud | amto hear it," McMirdo answered.

"You can take two nmen with you--Manders and Reilly. They have
been warned for service. W'Il never be right in this district
until Chester WIcox has been settled, and you'll have the thanks
of every lodge in the coal fields if you can down him"

“I'"'l'l do ny best, anyhow. Who is he, and where shall | find
hi "

McG nty took his eternal half-chewed, half-snoked cigar fromthe
corner of his nouth, and proceeded to draw a rough diagram on a
page torn from his notebook.

"He's the chief foreman of the Iron Di ke Conpany. He's a hard
citizen, an old colour sergeant of the war, all scars and
grizzle. W've had two tries at him but had no |uck, and Jim
Carnaway lost his life over it. Nowit's for you to take it
over. That's the house--all alone at the Iron Di ke crossroad,
same as you see here on the map--w thout another within earshot.
It's no good by day. He's armed and shoots quick and straight,

with no questions asked. But at night--well, there he is with
his wife, three children, and a hired help. You can't pick or
choose. It's all or none. |If you could get a bag of blasting

powder at the front door with a slow match to it--"

"What's the man done?"

"Didn"t | tell you he shot Jim Carnaway?"

"Why did he shoot hinP"

"What in thunder has that to do with you? Carnaway was about his
house at night, and he shot him That's enough for nme and you.
You've got to settle the thing right."

"There's these two wonmen and the children. Do they go up too?"
"They have to--el se how can we get hinf"

"It seens hard on them for they've done nothing."

"What sort of fool's talk is this? Do you back out?"

"Easy, Councillor, easy! What have | ever said or done that you
should think I would be after standing back froman order of the

Bodymaster of my own | odge? If it's right or if it's wong, it's
for you to decide.”

"You'll do it, then?"
"Of course | will doit."
n W]en?ll

"Well, you had best give me a night or two that | may see the



house and nake ny plans. Then--"

"Very good," said McG nty, shaking himby the hand. "I |eave it
with you. It will be a great day when you bring us the news.
It's just the last stroke that will bring themall to their
knees."

McMur do thought | ong and deeply over the commi ssion which had
been so suddenly placed in his hands. The isolated house in

whi ch Chester Wlcox |ived was about five nmiles off in an

adj acent valley. That very night he started off all alone to
prepare for the attenpt. It was daylight before he returned from
hi s reconnai ssance. Next day he interviewed his two

subordi nates, Manders and Reilly, reckless youngsters who were as
elated as if it were a deer-hunt.

Two nights later they nmet outside the town, all three arned, and
one of themcarrying a sack stuffed with the powder which was
used in the quarries. It was two in the norning before they cane
to the lonely house. The night was a wi ndy one, with broken
clouds drifting swiftly across the face of a three-quarter mnoon.
They had been warned to be on their guard agai nst bl oodhounds; so
they noved forward cautiously, with their pistols cocked in their
hands. But there was no sound save the howing of the w nd, and
no nmovenent but the swaying branches above them

McMurdo |istened at the door of the |onely house; but all was
still within. Then he | eaned the powder bag against it, ripped a
hole in it with his knife, and attached the fuse. When it was
wel | alight he and his two conpanions took to their heels, and
were sone distance off, safe and snug in a sheltering ditch
before the shattering roar of the explosion, with the | ow, deep
runbl e of the collapsing building, told themthat their work was
done. No cleaner job had ever been carried out in the

bl oodst ai ned annal s of the society.

But alas that work so well organi zed and boldly carried out
shoul d all have gone for nothing! Warned by the fate of the
various victinms, and knowi ng that he was marked down for
destruction, Chester WI cox had noved hinself and his famly only
the day before to sone safer and | ess known quarters, where a

guard of police should watch over them It was an enpty house
whi ch had been torn down by the gunpowder, and the grimold
col our sergeant of the war was still teaching discipline to the

m ners of Ilron Dike.

"Leave himto nme," said McMurdo. "He's ny man, and I'll get him
sure if I have to wait a year for him™"

A vote of thanks and confidence was passed in full |odge, and so
for the time the matter ended. Wien a few weeks later it was
reported in the papers that Wl cox had been shot at from an
anbuscade, it was an open secret that McMurdo was still at work
upon his unfinished job

Such were the nethods of the Society of Freemen, and such were
the deeds of the Scowrers by which they spread their rule of fear



over the great and rich district which was for so |long a period
haunted by their terrible presence. Wy should these pages be
stained by further crines? Have | not said enough to show the
men and their methods?

These deeds are written in history, and there are records wherein
one may read the details of them There one may |earn of the
shooti ng of Policenen Hunt and Evans because they had ventured to
arrest two nenbers of the society--a double outrage planned at
the Vermi ssa | odge and carried out in cold blood upon two
hel pl ess and di sarned nmen. There also one may read of the
shooting of Ms. Larbey when she was nursing her husband, who had
been beaten al nost to death by orders of Boss McG nty. The
killing of the elder Jenkins, shortly followed by that of his
brother, the nmutilation of James Murdoch, the blowi ng up of the
St aphouse famly, and the nurder of the Stendals all followed
hard upon one another in the same terrible winter.

Darkly the shadow | ay upon the Valley of Fear. The spring had
come with running brooks and bl ossom ng trees. There was hope
for all Nature bound so long in an iron grip; but nowhere was
there any hope for the nen and wonen who |ived under the yoke of
the terror. Never had the cloud above them been so dark and
hopel ess as in the early sunmmer of the year 1875.

Chapter 6 - Danger

It was the height of the reign of terror. MMirdo, who had

al ready been appoi nted | nner Deacon, with every prospect of sone
day succeeding McG nty as Bodynaster, was now so necessary to the
councils of his conrades that nothing was done wi thout his help
and advice. The nore popul ar he becane, however, with the
Freemen, the blacker were the scow s which greeted himas he
passed along the streets of Vermissa. |In spite of their terror
the citizens were taking heart to band thensel ves together

agai nst their oppressors. Runpurs had reached the | odge of
secret gatherings in the Herald office and of distribution of
firearns anong the | aw abi ding people. But MG nty and his nen
wer e undi sturbed by such reports. They were nunerous, resolute,
and well arnmed. Their opponents were scattered and powerl ess.

It would all end, as it had done in the past, in aimess talk and
possibly in inpotent arrests. So said MG nty, MMirdo, and al
the bol der spirits.

It was a Saturday evening in May. Saturday was al ways the | odge
ni ght, and McMurdo was | eaving his house to attend it when
Morris, the weaker brother of the order, came to see him His
brow was creased with care, and his kindly face was drawn and
haggard.

"Can | speak with you freely, M. MMirdo?"



"Sure."

"I can't forget that | spoke my heart to you once, and that you
kept it to yourself, even though the Boss hinmself cane to ask you
about it."

"What else could | do if you trusted ne? It wasn't that | agreed
with what you said."

"I know that well. But you are the one that | can speak to and
be safe. 1've a secret here," he put his hand to his breast,
"and it is just burning the I[ife out of me. | wish it had cone
to any one of you but nme. If I tell it, it will mean nurder, for
sure. If I don't, it may bring the end of us all. God help ne,
but I am near out of ny wits over it!"

McMurdo | ooked at the man earnestly. He was trenbling in every
linmb. He poured sone whisky into a glass and handed it to him

"That's the physic for the likes of you," said he. "Now let ne
hear of it."

Morris drank, and his white face took a tinge of colour. "I can
tell it to you all in one sentence," said he. "There's a

detective on our trail."

McMurdo stared at himin astoni shment. "Wy, nan, you're crazy,"
he said. "Isn't the place full of police and detectives and what
harm di d they ever do us?"

"No, no, it's no man of the district. As you say, we know t hem
and it is little that they can do. But you've heard of
Pi nkerton' s?"

"I've read of sonme folk of that nanme."

"Well, you can take it fromne you' ve no show when they are on
your trail. It's not a take-it-or-mss-it government concern
It's a dead earnest business proposition that's out for results
and keeps out till by hook or crook it gets them If a Pinkerton
man is deep in this business, we are all destroyed."

"We nmust kill him"

"Ah, it's the first thought that came to you! So it will be up at
the lodge. Didn't | say to you that it would end in nurder?"

"Sure, what is murder? Isn't it common enough in these parts?”

"It is, indeed; but it's not for me to point out the man that is

to be nurdered. |'d never rest easy again. And yet it's our own
necks that may be at stake. |In God's nane what shall | do?" He

rocked to and fro in his agony of indecision

But his words had noved McMurdo deeply. It was easy to see that
he shared the other's opinion as to the danger, and the need for
meeting it. He gripped Mrris's shoulder and shook himin his
ear nest ness.



"See here, man," he cried, and he al nbst screeched the words in
his excitenent, "you won't gain anything by sitting keening |ike
an old wife at a wake. Let's have the facts. W is the fellow?
Where is he? How did you hear of hinP Wiy did you cone to nme?"

"I cane to you; for you are the one man that would advise ne. |
told you that | had a store in the East before | canme here. |

| eft good friends behind me, and one of themis in the tel egraph
service. Here's a letter that | had from himyesterday. It's
this part fromthe top of the page. You can read it yourself."

This was what McMirdo read:

How are the Scowrers getting on in your parts? W read plenty of
themin the papers. Between you and ne | expect to hear news
fromyou before long. Five big corporations and the two

rail roads have taken the thing up in dead earnest. They nean it,
and you can bet they'll get there! They are right deep down into
it. Pinkerton has taken hold under their orders, and his best
man, Birdy Edwards, is operating. The thing has got to be

st opped ri ght now.

"Now read the postscript."”

Of course, what | give you is what | |learned in business; so it
goes no further. |It's a queer cipher that you handle by the yard
every day and can get no neaning from

McMurdo sat in silence for some tine, with the letter in his
listless hands. The mist had lifted for a nonent, and there was
the abyss before him

"Does anyone el se know of this?" he asked.

"l have told no one else."

"But this man--your friend--has he any other person that he would
be likely to wite to?"

"Well, | dare say he knows one or two nore."

"Of the | odge?"

“It's likely enough.”

"I was asking because it is likely that he may have given sone
description of this fellow Birdy Edwards--then we could get on
his trail."

"Well, it's possible. But | should not think he knew him He is
just telling ne the news that cane to him by way of business.

How woul d he know this Pinkerton man?"

McMurdo gave a violent start.

"By Gar!" he cried, "lI've got him Wat a fool | was not to know



it. Lord! but we're in luck! W will fix himbefore he can do
any harm See here, Morris, will you |leave this thing in ny
hands?"

"Sure, if you will only take it off mne."

“I'"'l'l do that. You can stand right back and et ne run it. Even
your name need not be nmentioned. |[|'Il take it all on nyself, as
if it were to me that this letter has come. WII that content
you?"

"It's just what | would ask."

"Then leave it at that and keep your head shut. Now I'Il| get
down to the | odge, and we'll soon make ol d man Pi nkerton sorry
for hinself."

"You wouldn't kill this man?"

"The | ess you know, Friend Mrrris, the easier your conscience

will be, and the better you will sleep. Ask no questions, and
|l et these things settle thenselves. | have hold of it now "
Morris shook his head sadly as he left. "I feel that his blood

is on nmy hands," he groaned.

"Self-protection is no murder, anyhow," said McMirdo, sniling
grimy. "It's himor us. | guess this man woul d destroy us al
if we left himlong in the valley. Wy, Brother Mrris, we'l
have to el ect you Bodymaster yet; for you' ve surely saved the

| odge. "

And yet it was clear fromhis actions that he thought nore
seriously of this new intrusion than his words would show It
may have been his guilty conscience, it nay have been the
reputation of the Pinkerton organization, it may have been the
know edge that great, rich corporations had set thenselves the
task of clearing out the Scowers; but, whatever his reason, his
actions were those of a man who is preparing for the worst.
Every paper which would incrimnate himwas destroyed before he
| eft the house. After that he gave a long sigh of satisfaction
for it seened to himthat he was safe. And yet the danger nust
still have pressed somewhat upon him for on his way to the | odge
he stopped at old man Shafter's. The house was forbidden him
but when he tapped at the wi ndow Ettie came out to him The
dancing Irish deviltry had gone fromher |lover's eyes. She read
his danger in his earnest face.

"Somet hi ng has happened!"” she cried. "Ch, Jack, you are in
danger!™

"Sure, it is not very bad, ny sweetheart. And yet it nmay be w se
that we nmake a nove before it is worse."

"Make a nove?"

"I prom sed you once that | would go some day. | think the tine



is comng. | had news to-night, bad news, and | see trouble
com ng. "

"The police?"

"Well, a Pinkerton. But, sure, you wouldn't know what that is,
acushla, nor what it may nean to the likes of nme. |'mtoo deep
inthis thing, and I may have to get out of it quick. You said
you would come with me if | went."

"Ch, Jack, it would be the saving of you!"

"1"man honest man in some things, Ettie. | wouldn't hurt a hair
of your bonny head for all that the world can give, nor ever pul
you down one inch fromthe gol den throne above the cl ouds where
al ways see you. Wuld you trust nme?"

She put her hand in his without a word. "Well, then, listen to
what | say, and do as | order you, for indeed it's the only way
for us. Things are going to happen in this valley. | feel it in
nmy bones. There may be many of us that will have to | ook out for
ourselves. |'mone, anyhow. |If | go, by day or night, it's you
that nmust come with me!"

“I"d cone after you, Jack."

“No, no, you shall come WTH ne. If this valley is closed to ne
and | can never cone back, how can | |eave you behind, and ne
perhaps in hiding fromthe police with never a chance of a
message? It's with me you must cone. | know a good wonman in the
place I cone from and it's there I'd |leave you till we can get
married. WIIl you come?"

"Yes, Jack, | will cone."

"God bless you for your trust in nme! It's a fiend out of hel
that | should be if | abused it. Now, mark you, Ettie, it wll
be just a word to you, and when it reaches you, you will drop
everything and cone right down to the waiting roomat the depot
and stay there till | come for you."

"Day or night, I'Il cone at the word, Jack."

Somewhat eased in mnd, now that his own preparations for escape
had been begun, McMurdo went on to the |lodge. It had already
assenbl ed, and only by conplicated signs and countersigns could
he pass through the outer guard and inner guard who close-tiled
it. A buzz of pleasure and welconme greeted himas he entered.
The | ong room was crowded, and through the haze of tobacco snoke
he saw the tangl ed black mane of the Bodymaster, the cruel
unfriendly features of Baldwin, the vulture face of Harraway, the
secretary, and a dozen nore who were anong the | eaders of the

| odge. He rejoiced that they should all be there to take counse
over his news.

"Indeed, it's glad we are to see you, Brother!" cried the
chai rman. "There's business here that wants a Sol onon in



judgment to set it right."

"It's Lander and Egan,” explained his neighbour as he took his
seat. "They both claimthe head noney given by the | odge for the
shooting of old man Crabbe over at Stylestown, and who's to say
which fired the bullet?"

McMurdo rose in his place and raised his hand. The expression of
his face froze the attention of the audience. There was a dead
hush of expectation.

"Em nent Bodymaster,"” he said, in a solem voice, "I claim
urgency!"
"Brother McMurdo clainms urgency," said MG nty. "It's a claim

that by the rules of this | odge takes precedence. Now Brother
we attend you."

McMurdo took the letter fromhis pocket.

"Em nent Bodymaster and Brethren,” he said, "I amthe bearer of
ill news this day; but it is better that it should be known and
di scussed, than that a blow should fall upon us w thout warning
whi ch woul d destroy us all. | have information that the nost
powerful and richest organizations in this state have bound

t hensel ves together for our destruction, and that at this very
nmonment there is a Pinkerton detective, one Birdy Edwards, at work
in the valley collecting the evidence which nay put a rope round
t he necks of many of us, and send every man in this roominto a
felon's cell. That is the situation for the discussion of which
I have made a cl ai m of urgency.”

There was a dead silence in the room It was broken by the
chai r man.

"What is your evidence for this, Brother MMrdo?" he asked.
"It isinthis letter which has cone into my hands," said
McMurdo. Me read the passage aloud. "It is a matter of honour
with me that | can give no further particulars about the letter
nor put it into your hands; but | assure you that there is
nothing else in it which can affect the interests of the | odge.
| put the case before you as it has reached ne."

"Let ne say, M. Chairman," said one of the older brethren, "that
| have heard of Birdy Edwards, and that he has the name of being
the best man in the Pinkerton service."

"Does anyone know him by sight?" asked MG nty.
"Yes," said McMurdo, "I do."

There was a nurmur of astoni shnment through the hall

"I believe we hold himin the hollow of our hands,"” he continued
with an exulting smile upon his face. "If we act quickly and
wi sely, we can cut this thing short. |If | have your confidence



and your help, it is little that we have to fear."
"What have we to fear, anyhow? What can he know of our affairs?”

"You might say so if all were as stanch as you, Councillor. But

this man has all the mllions of the capitalists at his back. Do
you think there is no weaker brother anmobng all our | odges that
could not be bought? He will get at our secrets--nmaybe has got

them al ready. There's only one sure cure."
"That he never |eaves the valley," said Bal dw n.

McMurdo nodded. "Good for you, Brother Baldwin," he said. "You
and | have had our differences, but you have said the true word
to-night."

"Where is he, then? Were shall we know hi n?"

"Em nent Bodymaster," said McMiurdo, earnestly, "I would put it to
you that this is too vital a thing for us to discuss in open

| odge. God forbid that | should throw a doubt on anyone here,;

but if so nuch as a word of gossip got to the ears of this man
there woul d be an end of any chance of our getting him | would
ask the |lodge to choose a trusty comittee, M. Chairnman--
yourself, if | mght suggest it, and Brother Bal dwin here, and
five more. Then | can talk freely of what | know and of what |
advi se should be done."

The proposition was at once adopted, and the comittee chosen
Besi des the chairman and Baldwin there were the vulture-faced
secretary, Harraway, Tiger Cormac, the brutal young assassin,
Carter, the treasurer, and the brothers WI Il aby, fearless and
desperate men who woul d stick at nothing.

The usual revelry of the | odge was short and subdued: for there
was a cloud upon the nen's spirits, and many there for the first
time began to see the cloud of avenging Law drifting up in that
serene sky under which they had dwelt so long. The horrors they
had dealt out to others had been so nuch a part of their settled
lives that the thought of retribution had becone a renote one,
and so seenmed the nore startling nowthat it cane so closely upon
them They broke up early and left their |eaders to their
counci | .

“Now, McMurdo!" said McG nty when they were alone. The seven nen
sat frozen in their seats.

"I said just now that |I knew Birdy Edwards,” MMirdo expl ai ned.

"l need not tell you that he is not here under that name. He's a
brave man, but not a crazy one. He passes under the nane of
Steve Wlson, and he is |odging at Hobson's Patch."

"How do you know t his?"
"Because | fell into talk with him | thought little of it at

the time, nor would have given it a second thought but for this
letter; but nowl'msure it's the nman. I met himon the cars



when | went down the |ine on Wednesday--a hard case if ever there
was one. He said he was a reporter. | believed it for the
moment. WAanted to know all he could about the Scowrers and what
he called "the outrages' for a New York paper. Asked nme every

ki nd of question so as to get sonething. You bet | was giving

nothing away. 'I'd pay for it and pay well,' said he, "if |
could get sonme stuff that would suit my editor.' | said what |

t hought woul d pl ease himbest, and he handed nme a twenty-doll ar
bill for ny information. 'There's ten tinmes that for you,' said
he, '"if you can find ne all that | want."'"

"What did you tell him then?"
"Any stuff | could make up."
"How do you know he wasn't a newspaper man?"

“I'"l'l tell you. He got out at Hobson's Patch, and so did I. |
chanced into the tel egraph bureau, and he was leaving it.

"'See here,' said the operator after he'd gone out, '| guess we
shoul d charge double rates for this.'--'1 guess you should,' said
I. He had filled the formw th stuff that m ght have been

Chi nese, for all we could make of it. 'He fires a sheet of this
off every day,' said the clerk. 'Yes,' said|l; "it's specia

news for his paper, and he's scared that the others should tap
it." That was what the operator thought and what | thought at

the tine; but | think differently now "

"By Gar! | believe you are right," said McG nty. "But what do
you all ow that we should do about it?"

"Why not go right down now and fix hinP" soneone suggested.
"Ay, the sooner the better."

"I"d start this next minute if | knew where we could find him"
said McMurdo. "He's in Hobson's Patch; but | don't know the

house. 1've got a plan, though, if you'll only take my advice."

"Well, what is it?"

“I'"'l'l go to the Patch to-nmorrow norning. |1'Il find himthrough
the operator. He can locate him | guess. Wll, then I'll tel
himthat I'ma Freeman nmyself. ['ll offer himall the secrets of
the lodge for a price. You bet he'll tunble toit. 1'Il tel
himthe papers are at my house, and that it's as nmuch as ny life
woul d be worth to let himconme while folk were about. He'll see
that that's horse sense. Let himcone at ten o' clock at night,
and he shall see everything. That will fetch himsure."

"Wl | ?"

"You can plan the rest for yourselves. Wdow MacNanara's is a

| onely house. She's as true as steel and as deaf as a post.
There's only Scanlan and ne in the house. If | get his

prom se--and I'll let you know if | do--1'd have the whol e seven



of you cone to nme by nine o'clock. W'IIl get himin. |If ever he
gets out alive--well, he can talk of Birdy Edwards's luck for the
rest of his days!"”

"There's going to be a vacancy at Pinkerton's or |I'm m staken
Leave it at that, McMurdo. At nine to-norrow we'll be with you.

You once get the door shut behind him and you can | eave the rest
with us."

Chapter 7 - The Trappi ng of Birdy Edwards

As McMurdo had said, the house in which he lived was a | onely one

and very well suited for such a crinme as they had planned. It
was on the extreme fringe of the town and stood well back from
the road. In any other case the conspirators would have sinply

called out their man, as they had many a tine before, and enptied
their pistols into his body; but in this instance it was very
necessary to find out how much he knew, how he knew it, and what
had been passed on to his enpl oyers.

It was possible that they were already too |ate and that the work
had been done. |f that was indeed so, they could at |east have
their revenge upon the man who had done it. But they were
hopeful that nothing of great inportance had yet cone to the
detective's know edge, as otherw se, they argued, he would not
have troubled to wite down and forward such trivial information
as McMurdo clainmed to have given him However, all this they
would earn fromhis owm |lips. Once in their power, they would
find a way to nake himspeak. It was not the first tine that
they had handl ed an unwilling wtness.

McMurdo went to Hobson's Patch as agreed. The police seened to
take particular interest in himthat nmorning, and Captain

Mar vi n- - he who had cl ai ned the ol d acquai ntance with him at

Chi cago--actual ly addressed himas he waited at the station
McMurdo turned away and refused to speak with him He was back
fromhis mssion in the afternoon, and saw McG nty at the Union
House.

"He is conming," he said.

"Good!" said MG nty. The giant was in his shirt sleeves, with
chai ns and seals gleamng athwart his anple wai stcoat and a

di amond twi nkling through the fringe of his bristling beard.
Drink and politics had made the Boss a very rich as well as
powerful man. The nore terrible, therefore, seenmed that glinpse
of the prison or the gallows which had risen before himthe night
bef ore.

"Do you reckon he knows nuch?" he asked anxiously.

McMur do shook his head gloomly. "He's been here sonme tine--six



weeks at the least. | guess he didn't come into these parts to

| ook at the prospect. |If he has been working anong us all that
time with the railroad noney at his back, | should expect that he
has got results, and that he has passed them on."

"There's not a weak man in the lodge," cried MG nty. "True as
steel, every man of them And yet, by the Lord! there is that
skunk Morris. What about hin? |If any man gives us away, it
woul d be he. 1've a mind to send a couple of the boys round
before evening to give hima beating up and see what they can get
fromhim'

"Well, there would be no harmin that,”™ MMrdo answered. "I
won't deny that | have a liking for Murris and would be sorry to
see himcone to harm He has spoken to nme once or tw ce over

| odge matters, and though he may not see themthe sanme as you or
I, he never seened the sort that squeals. But still it is not
for me to stand between himand you."

"I"l'l fix the old devil!" said McGnty with an oath. "I've had
ny eye on himthis year past."”

"Well, you know best about that," McMurdo answered. "But

what ever you do nmust be to-norrow, for we nust lie low until the
Pi nkerton affair is settled up. W can't afford to set the
police buzzing, to-day of all days."

"True for you," said McGnty. "And we'll learn from Birdy
Edwar ds hi nsel f where he got his news if we have to cut his heart
out first. Did he seemto scent a trap?”

McMurdo | aughed. "1 guess | took himon his weak point," he
said. "If he could get on a good trail of the Scowers, he's
ready to followit into hell. | took his noney," MMirdo grinned

as he produced a wad of dollar notes, "and as much nore when he
has seen all ny papers.”

"What papers?”

"Well, there are no papers. But | filled himup about
constitutions and books of rules and fornms of nenbership. He
expects to get right dowmn to the end of everything before he
| eaves. "

"Faith, he's right there," said MG nty grimy. "Didn't he ask
you why you didn't bring himthe papers?"

"As if | would carry such things, and me a suspected man, and
Captain Marvin after speaking to me this very day at the depot!”

"Ay, | heard of that," said MG nty. "I guess the heavy end of
this business is comng on to you. W could put himdown an old
shaft when we've done with him but however we work it we can't
get past the man living at Hobson's Patch and you being there
to-day. "

McMurdo shrugged his shoulders. "If we handle it right, they can



never prove the killing," said he. "No one can see himconme to

the house after dark, and 1'Il lay to it that no one will see him
go. Now see here, Councillor, I'lIl show you ny plan and I'Il ask
you to fit the others into it. You will all come in good tine.
Very well. He cones at ten. He is to tap three tines, and nme to
open the door for him Then I'Il get behind himand shut it.

He's our man then."
"That's all easy and plain."

"Yes; but the next step wants considering. He's a hard
proposition. He's heavily armed. 1've fooled himproper, and
yet he is likely to be on his guard. Suppose | show himright
into aroomwith seven nen in it where he expected to find ne
alone. There is going to be shooting, and sonebody is going to
be hurt."

"That's so."

"And the noise is going to bring every damed copper in the
township on top of it."

"I guess you are right."

"This is how !l should work it. You will all be in the big
room-sanme as you saw when you had a chat with ne. |1'I|l open the
door for him show himinto the parlour beside the door, and

| eave himthere while | get the papers. That will give nme the
chance of telling you how things are shaping. Then | wll go
back to himw th sone faked papers. As he is reading them| wll
junmp for himand get my grip on his pistol arm You'll hear ne
call and in you will rush. The quicker the better; for he is as
strong a man as |, and | may have nore than | can manage. But |
allowthat | can hold himtill you cone."

"It's a good plan," said McGnty. "The |odge will owe you a debt
for this. | guess when | nove out of the chair | can put a name
to the man that's conming after me."

"Sure, Councillor, I amlittle nore than a recruit,"” said
McMur do; but his face showed what he thought of the great nman's
conpl i ment.

When he had returned hone he nade his own preparations for the
grimevening in front of him First he cleaned, oiled, and

| oaded his Smith & Wesson revol ver. Then he surveyed the roomin
whi ch the detective was to be trapped. It was a |arge apartment,
with a long deal table in the centre, and the big stove at one
side. At each of the other sides were wi ndows. There were no
shutters on these: only light curtains which drew across.

McMur do exam ned these attentively. No doubt it nust have struck
himthat the apartnment was very exposed for so secret a neeting.
Yet its distance fromthe road nade it of |ess consequence.
Finally he discussed the matter with his fellow | odger. Scanl an,
t hough a Scowrer, was an inoffensive little man who was too weak
to stand agai nst the opinion of his conrades, but was secretly
horrified by the deeds of blood at which he had sonetinmes been



forced to assist. MMirdo told himshortly what was intended.

"And if | were you, Mke Scanlan, | would take a night off and
keep clear of it. There will be bl oody work here before
nor ni ng. "

“"Well, indeed then, Mac," Scanlan answered. "It's not the will

but the nerve that is wanting in nme. Wen | saw Manager Dunn go
down at the colliery yonder it was just nore than | could stand.
I'"'mnot nade for it, sane as you or MG nty. |If the |lodge wll

t hi nk none the worse of me, I'Il just do as you advi se and | eave
you to yourselves for the evening.”

The nmen cane in good tinme as arranged. They were outwardly
respectable citizens, well clad and cleanly; but a judge of faces
woul d have read little hope for Birdy Edwards in those hard
nmout hs and renorsel ess eyes. There was not a man in the room
whose hands had not been reddened a dozen tines before. They
were as hardened to human nurder as a butcher to sheep

Forenmpst, of course, both in appearance and in guilt, was the
form dabl e Boss. Harraway, the secretary, was a lean, bitter man
with a long, scraggy neck and nervous, jerky linbs, a nan of
incorruptible fidelity where the finances of the order were
concerned, and with no notion of justice or honesty to anyone
beyond. The treasurer, Carter, was a m ddl e-aged man, with an

i nmpassi ve, rather sulky expression, and a yell ow parchnment skin.
He was a capabl e organi zer, and the actual details of nearly
every outrage had sprung fromhis plotting brain. The two

Wl abys were nmen of action, tall, lithe young fellows with
determ ned faces, while their conpanion, Tiger Cormac, a heavy,
dark youth, was feared even by his own conrades for the ferocity
of his disposition. These were the nmen who assenbl ed that night
under the roof of McMurdo for the killing of the Pinkerton

det ecti ve.

Their host had placed whi sky upon the table, and they had
hastened to prine thenselves for the work before them Bal dwi n
and Cormac were already hal f-drunk, and the Iiquor had brought
out all their ferocity. Cormac placed his hands on the stove for

an instant--it had been lighted, for the nights were still cold.
"That will do," said he, with an oath.

"Ay," said Baldwin, catching his nmeaning. "If he is strapped to
that, we will have the truth out of him"

"We'll have the truth out of him never fear," said McMurdo. He
had nerves of steel, this man; for though the whol e wei ght of the
affair was on himhis manner was as cool and unconcerned as ever.
The others nmarked it and appl auded.

"You are the one to handle him" said the Boss approvingly. "Not
a warning will he get till your hand is on his throat. It's a
pity there are no shutters to your w ndows."

McMurdo went fromone to the other and drew the curtains tighter



"Sure no one can spy upon us now. |It's close upon the hour."

"Maybe he won't cone. Maybe he'll get a sniff of danger," said
the secretary.

"He'll cone, never fear," McMurdo answered. "He is as eager to
conme as you can be to see him Hark to that!"

They all sat like wax figures, sone with their glasses arrested
hal fway to their lips. Three |oud knocks had sounded at the
door.

"Hush!"™ McMurdo raised his hand in caution. An exulting glance
went round the circle, and hands were | aid upon their weapons.

"Not a sound, for your lives!" McMirdo whi spered, as he went from
the room closing the door carefully behind him

Wth strained ears the nurderers waited. They counted the steps
of their conrade down the passage. Then they heard hi m open the
outer door. There were a few words as of greeting. Then they
were aware of a strange step inside and of an unfamliar voice.
An instant later cane the slam of the door and the turning of the
key in the lock. Their prey was safe within the trap. Tiger
Cormac | aughed horribly, and Boss McG nty cl apped his great hand
across his nouth.

"Be quiet, you fool!" he whispered. "You'll be the undoing of us
yet!"
There was a nutter of conversation fromthe next room It seened

i nterm nable. Then the door opened, and McMurdo appeared, his
finger upon his |ip.

He cane to the end of the table and | ooked round at them A
subtl e change had cone over him Hi s nmanner was as of one who
has great work to do. His face had set into granite firmmess.
Hi s eyes shone with a fierce excitenment behind his spectacles.
He had become a visible | eader of nen. They stared at himwth
eager interest; but he said nothing. Still with the same

si ngul ar gaze he | ooked from man to man

"WelI!" cried Boss McGnty at last. "Is he here? |Is Birdy
Edwar ds here?"

"Yes," McMurdo answered slowmy. "Birdy Edwards is here. | am
Bi rdy Edwards!"”

There were ten seconds after that brief speech during which the
room m ght have been enpty, so profound was the silence. The

hi ssing of a kettle upon the stove rose sharp and strident to the
ear. Seven white faces, all turned upward to this man who

donmi nated them were set notionless with utter terror. Then,
with a sudden shivering of glass, a bristle of glistening rifle
barrel s broke through each wi ndow, while the curtains were torn
from their hangings.



At the sight Boss McG nty gave the roar of a wounded bear and
pl unged for the hal f-opened door. A levelled revolver net him
there with the stern blue eyes of Captain Marvin of the M ne
Pol i ce gl eam ng behind the sights. The Boss recoiled and fel
back into his chair

"You're safer there, Councillor," said the man whom they had
known as McMurdo. "And you, Baldwin, if you don't take your hand
of f your pistol, you'll cheat the hangman yet. Pull it out, or
by the Lord that nmade me--There, that will do. There are forty
armed nmen round this house, and you can figure it out for
yoursel f what chance you have. Take their pistols, Marvin!"

There was no possible resistance under the nenace of those
rifles. The nen were disarmed. Sul ky, sheepish, and amazed,
they still sat round the table.

“"I"'d like to say a word to you before we separate,"” said the man
who had trapped them "I guess we may not meet again until you
see ne on the stand in the courthouse. |I'll give you sonething

to think over between now and then. You know nme now for what

am At last | can put ny cards on the table. | am Birdy Edwards
of Pinkerton's. | was chosen to break up your gang. | had a

hard and dangerous gane to play. Not a soul, not one soul, not ny
nearest and dearest, knew that | was playing it. Only Captain
Marvin here and ny enployers knew that. But it's over to-night,

t hank God, and | amthe wi nner!"

The seven pale, rigid faces | ooked up at him There was
unappeasabl e hatred in their eyes. He read the relentless
t hreat.

"Maybe you think that the gane is not over yet. WelIl, | take ny
chance of that. Anyhow, sone of you will take no further hand,
and there are sixty nore besides yourselves that will see a jai
this night. 1'Il tell you this, that when | was put upon this

job I never believed there was such a society as yours. |

t hought it was paper talk, and that | would prove it so. They
told me it was to do with the Freemen; so | went to Chicago and
was made one. Then | was surer than ever that it was just paper
talk; for I found no harmin the society, but a deal of good.

"Still, | had to carry out nmy job, and | cane to the coa
valleys. Wen | reached this place | learned that | was wong
and that it wasn't a dinme novel after all. So |I stayed to | ook
after it. | never killed a man in Chicago. | never nmnted a

dollar in nmy life. Those | gave you were as good as any others;
but | never spent noney better. But | knew the way into your
good wi shes and so | pretended to you that the | aw was after ne.
It all worked just as | thought.

"So | joined your infernal |odge, and | took ny share in your
councils. Maybe they will say that | was as bad as you. They
can say what they like, so long as | get you. But what is the
truth? The night | joined you beat up old man Stanger. | could
not warn him for there was no time; but | held your hand,

Bal dwi n, when you would have killed him If ever | have



suggested things, so as to keep my place anong you, they were

things which | knew | could prevent. | could not save Dunn and
Menzies, for | did not know enough; but | will see that their
murderers are hanged. | gave Chester W/ cox warning, so that

when | blew his house in he and his folk were in hiding. There
was many a crime that | could not stop; but if you | ook back and
t hi nk how often your man canme home the other road, or was down in
town when you went for him or stayed i ndoors when you thought he
woul d cone out, you'll see ny work."

"You blasted traitor!"” hissed McG nty through his closed teeth

"Ay, John MG nty, you may call nme that if it eases your snmart.
You and your |ike have been the eneny of God and man in these
parts. It took a man to get between you and the poor devils of
men and wonen that you held under your grip. There was just one
way of doing it, and | did it. You call nme a traitor; but |

guess there's many a thousand will call me a deliverer that went
down into hell to save them |'ve had three nonths of it. |

woul dn't have three such nonths again if they let ne loose in the
treasury at Washington for it. | had to stay till | had it all
every man and every secret right here in this hand. |[1'd have

waited a little longer if it hadn't cone to ny know edge that ny
secret was coming out. A letter had cone into the town that
woul d have set you wise to it all. Then | had to act and act

qui ckly.

"“I"ve nothing nore to say to you, except that when ny tinme cones
"Il die the easier when |I think of the work I have done in this
val ley. Now, Marvin, 1'Il keep you no nore. Take themin and
get it over."

There is little nore to tell. Scanlan had been given a seal ed
note to be left at the address of Mss Ettie Shafter, a mission
whi ch he had accepted with a wink and a knowing smle. 1In the
early hours of the morning a beautiful woman and a nuch nuffl ed
man boarded a special train which had been sent by the railroad
conpany, and made a swi ft, unbroken journey out of the |and of
danger. It was the last tinme that ever either Ettie or her |over
set foot in the Valley of Fear. Ten days |later they were married
in Chicago, with old Jacob Shafter as wi tness of the wedding.

The trial of the Scowers was held far fromthe place where their
adherents mght have terrified the guardians of the law. In vain
they struggled. |In vain the noney of the |odge--noney squeezed
by bl ackmai|l out of the whole countryside--was spent |ike water
in the attenpt to save them That cold, clear, uninpassioned
statenment from one who knew every detail of their lives, their
organi zation, and their crinmes was unshaken by all the wiles of
their defenders. At last after so nany years they were broken
and scattered. The cloud was lifted forever fromthe vall ey.

McG nty met his fate upon the scaffold, cringing and whini ng when
the |l ast hour cane. Eight of his chief followers shared his
fate. Fifty-odd had various degrees of inprisonment. The work
of Birdy Edwards was conplete



And yet, as he had guessed, the game was not over yet. There was
anot her hand to be played, and yet another and another. Ted

Bal dwi n, for one, had escaped the scaffold; so had the WII abys;
so had several others of the fiercest spirits of the gang. For
ten years they were out of the world, and then canme a day when
they were free once nore--a day whi ch Edwards, who knew his nen,
was very sure would be an end of his |life of peace. They had
sworn an oath on all that they thought holy to have his bl ood as
a vengeance for their conrades. And well they strove to keep
their vow

From Chi cago he was chased, after two attenpts so near success
that it was sure that the third would get him From Chi cago he
went under a changed nane to California, and it was there that
the light went for a tinme out of his |ife when Ettie Edwards
died. Once again he was nearly killed, and once agai n under the
nanme of Douglas he worked in a |onely canon, where with an
Engli sh partner named Barker he amassed a fortune. At |ast there
came a warning to himthat the bl oodhounds were on his track once
nore, and he cleared--only just in time--for England. And thence
canme the John Douglas who for a second tine married a worthy
mate, and lived for five years as a Sussex county gentleman, a
life which ended with the strange happeni ngs of which we have
hear d.

Epi | ogue

The police trial had passed, in which the case of John Dougl as
was referred to a higher court. So had the Quarter Sessions, at
whi ch he was acquitted as having acted in self-defense.

"Get himout of England at any cost," wote Holnes to the wife.
"There are forces here which may be nore dangerous than those he
has escaped. There is no safety for your husband in England."”

Two nonths had gone by, and the case had to sone extent passed
fromour minds. Then one norning there cane an enigmatic note

slipped into our letter box. "Dear nme, M. Holnes. Dear ne!"
said this singular epistle. There was neither superscription nor
signature. | laughed at the quaint nessage; but Hol nes showed

unwont ed seri ousness.

"Deviltry, Watson!" he remarked, and sat long with a cl ouded
br ow.

Late |l ast night Ms. Hudson, our |andlady, brought up a nmessage
that a gentleman wished to see M. Hol nes, and that the matter
was of the utnost inportance. Close at the heels of his
nmessenger came Cecil Barker, our friend of the npated Manor
House. His face was drawn and haggard.

"I"ve had bad news--terrible news, M. Holnes," said he.



"l feared as nmuch," said Hol nes.
"You have not had a cabl e, have you?"
"l have had a note from soneone who has."

"I't's poor Douglas. They tell nme his name is Edwards; but he
wi |l always be Jack Douglas of Benito Canon to nme. | told you
that they started together for South Africa in the Palnyra three
weeks ago."

"Exactly."

"The ship reached Cape Town | ast night. | received this cable
from Ms. Douglas this norning:

Jack has been | ost overboard in gale off St. Helena. No one
knows how acci dent occurred.

I VY DOUGLAS. "

"Ha! It came like that, did it?" said Hol nes thoughtfully.
"Well, 1've no doubt it was well stage-managed."”

"You nean that you think there was no acci dent?"
“"None in the world."

"He was nmnurdered?”

"Surely!"

"So | think also. These infernal Scowers, this cursed
vindictive nest of crimnals--"

"No, no, ny good sir," said Holmes. "There is a naster hand

here. It is no case of sawed-off shotguns and cl unsy

si x-shooters. You can tell an old master by the sweep of his
brush. | can tell a Muriarty when | see one. This crinme is from
London, not from Anerica."

"But for what nptive?"

"Because it is done by a man who cannot afford to fail, one whose
whol e uni que position depends upon the fact that all he does nust
succeed. A great brain and a huge organi zati on have been turned
to the extinction of one man. It is crushing the nut with the
tri phamrer--an absurd extravagance of energy--but the nut is very
effectually crushed all the same.”

"How cane this man to have anything to do with it?"

"I can only say that the first word that ever canme to us of the
busi ness was fromone of his lieutenants. These Anmericans were
wel | advised. Having an English job to do, they took into
partnership, as any foreign crimnal could do, this great



consultant in crinme. Fromthat noment their man was doonmed. At
first he would content hinmself by using his machinery in order to
find their victim Then he would indicate how the matter m ght
be treated. Finally, when he read in the reports of the failure
of this agent, he would step in hinmself with a naster touch. You
heard me warn this nan at Birl stone Manor House that the coning
danger was greater than the past. Was | right?"

Bar ker beat his head with his clenched fist in his inpotent
anger. "Do not tell me that we have to sit down under this? Do
you say that no one can ever get level with this king devil?"
"No, | don't say that," said Holnes, and his eyes seened to be

| ooking far into the future. "I don't say that he can't be beat.
But you must give nme tinme--you nust give ne tinme!"

We all sat in silence for sonme ninutes while those fateful eyes
still strained to pierce the veil
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