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THE ADVENTURE OF THE BERYL
CORONET

OLMES,” said I, as I stood one morning in our bow

window looking down the street, “here is 2 madman

coming along. It seems rather sad that his relatives should
allow him to come out alone.”

My friend rose lazily from his armchair, and stood with
his hands in the pockets of his dressing-gown, looking over
my shoulder. It was a bright, crisp February morning, and
the snow of the day before still lay deep upon the ground,
shimmering brightly in the wintry sun. Down the centre of
Baker-street it had been ploughed into a brown crumbly
band by the traffic, but at either side and on the heaped-up
edges of the footpaths it still lay as white as when it fell.
The grey pavement had been cleaned and scraped, but was
still dangerously slippery, so that there were fewer pas-
sengers than usual. Indeed, from the direction of the
Metropolitan Station no one was coming save the single
gentleman whose eccentric conduct had drawn my attention.

He was a man of about fifty, tall, portly, and imposing,
with a massive, strongly marked face and a commanding
figure. He was dressed in a sombre yet rich style, in black
frockcoat, shining hat, neat brown gaiters, and well-cut pearl
grey trousers. Yet his actions were in absurd contrast to
the dignity of his dress and features, for he was running
hard, with occasional little springs, such as a weary man
gives who is little accustomed to set any tax upon his legs.
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2 SELECT READINGS FROM CONAN DOYLE

As he ran he jerked his hands up and down, waggled his
head, and writhed his face into the most extraordinary con-
tortions.

“ What on earth can be the matter with him?” I asked.
“ He is looking up at the numbers of the houses.”

“« 1 believe that he is coming here,” said Holmes, rubbing
his hands.

“ Here?”

“Yes; Irather think he is coming to consult me profes-
sionally. I think that I recognise the symptoms. Ha! did
I not tell you?” As he spoke, the man, puffing and blow-
ing, rushed at our door, and pulled at our bell until the
whole house resounded with the clanging.

A few moments later he was in our room, still puffing, still
gesticulating, but with so fixed a look of grief and despair
in his eyes that our smiles were turned in an instant to hor-
ror and pity. For a while he could not get his words out,
but swayed his body and plucked at his hair like one who
has been driven to the extreme limits of his reason. Then,
suddenly springing to his feet, he beat his head against the
wall with such force that we both rushed upon him, and tore
him away to the centre of the room. Sherlock Holmes
pushed him down into the easy-chair, and, sitting beside him,
patted his hand, and chatted with him in the easy, soothmg i
tones which he knew so well how to employ. =

“You have come to me to tell me your story, have you
not?” said he. “You are fatigued with your haste. Pray
wait until you have recovered yourself, and then I shall be
most happy to look into any little problem which you may
submit to me.” ;

The man sat for a minute or more with a heaving chest, .
fighting against his emotion. Then he passed his handker-
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chief over his brow, set his lips tight, and turned his face
towards us.

“ No doubt you think me mad?” said he.

“I see that you have had some great trouble,” responded
Holmes.

“God knows I have!—a trouble which is enough to un-
seat my reason, so sudden and so terrible is it. Public
disgrace I might have faced, although I am a man whose
character has never yet borne a stain. Private affliction also
is the lot of every man ; but the two coming together, and
in so frightful a form, have been enough to shake my very
soul. Besides, it is not I alone. The very noblest in the
land may suffer, unless some way be found out of this hor-
rible affair.”

“Pray compbse yourself, sir,” said Holmes, “ and let m=
have a clear account of who you are, and what it is that has
befallen you.”

“ My name,” answered our visitor, “is probably familiar
to your ears. I am Alexander Holder, of the banking firm
of Holder & Stevenson, of Threadneedle-street.”

The name was indeed well known to us, as belonging to
the senior partner in the second largest private banking con-
cern in the City of London. What could have happened,
then, to bring one of the foremost citizens of London to his
most pitiable pass? We waited, all' curiosity, until with
another effort he braced himself to tell his story.

“I feel that time is of value,” said he, “that is why I
hastened here when the police inspector suggested that I
should secure your co-operation. I came to Baker-street by
the Underground, and hurried from there on foot, for the
cabs go slowly through this snow. Thatis why I was so
out of breath, for I am a man who takes very little exercise.

25



15

20

4 SELECT READINGS FROM CONAN DOYLE

I feel better now, and I will put the facts before you as
shortly and yet as clearly as I can.

«Tt is, of course, well known to you that in a successful
banking business;as much depends upon our being able to
find remurerative investments for our fuids, as upon our
increasing our connection and the number of our depositers. "
One of our, most lucrative means of laying out money is in
shape of loans, where the security is unimpeachable. We
have done a good deal in this direction during the last few
years, and there are many noble families to whom we have
advanced large sums upon the security of their pictures,
libraries, or plate.

“Yesterday morning I was seated in my office at the
Bank, when a card was brought in to me by one of the
clerks. I started when I saw the name, for it was that of
none other than well, perhaps even to you I had better
say no more than that it was a name which is a household
word all over the earth—one of the highest, noblest, most
exalted names in England. I was o "e'xy”‘;helmed by the hon- §
our, and attempted, when he entered, tghéyjj‘,o? %uf };e
plunged at once into business with the air of a man who

. wishes to hurry quickly through a disagreeable task.

¢ ¢Mr. Holder,’ said he, ‘I have been informed that you
are in the habit of advancing money.’

“ ¢ The firm do so when the security is good,” I answered.

“ ¢It is absolutely essential to me.’ said he, ¢ that I should
have fifty thousand pounds at once. I could of course bor-
row so trifling a sum ten times over from my friends, but I
much prefer to make it a matter of business, and to carry
out that business myself. Inmy position you can readily
understand that it is unwise to place oneself under obliga-
tions.’
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“ ¢ For how long, may I ask, do you want this sum?’ I
asked.

“ ¢Next Monday I have a large sum due to me, and [
shall then most certainly repay what you advance, with what-
ever interest you think it right to charge. But it is very
essential to me that the money should be paid at once.”

“ <1 should be happy to advance it without further parley
from my own private purse,’ said I, ‘were it not that the
strain would be rather more than it could bear. If, on the
other hand, I am to do it in the name of the firm, then in
justice to my partner I must insist that, even in your case,
every business-like precaution should be taken.’

« ¢ T should much prefer to have it so” said he, raising up
a square, black morocco case which he had laid beside his
chair. ¢ You have doubtless heard of the Beryl coronet?’

“¢One of the most precious public possessions of the
Empire,’ said 1.

« ¢ Precisely. He opened the case, and there, embedded
in soft, flesh-coloured velvet, lay the magnificent piece of
jewellery which he had named. ‘There are thirty-nine
enormous beryls,” said he, ¢and the price of the gold chasing
is incalculable. The lowest estimate would put the worth of
the coronet at double the sum which I have asked. I am
prepared to leave it with you as my security.’

«1 took the precious case into my hands and looked in
some perplexity from it to my illustrious client.

“ ¢ You doubt its value?’ he asked.

« ¢Not at all. I only doubt !

« <The propricty of my leaving it. You may set your
mind at rest about that. I should not dream of doing so
were it not absolutely certain that I should be able in four
days to reclaimit. It is a pure matter of form. Is the

—
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6 SELECT READINGS FROM CONAN DOYLE

security sufficient ?

“ ¢ Ample.

“¢You understand, Mr. Holder, that I am giving you a
strong proof of the confidence which I have in you, founded
upon all that I have heard of you. I rely upon you not
only to be discreet and to refrain from all gOSSIp upon the
matter, but, above all, to preserve this coronet with every
possible precautlon, because I need not say that a great
public scanaal would be caused if any harm were to befall
it. Any m]ury to it would be almost as serlous as its com-
plete loss, for there are no beryls in the world to tndtch ‘these,
and it would be impossible to replace them. I leave it with
you, however, with every conﬁdence, and I shall call for it
in person on Monday mormng

“Seeing that my client was anxious to leave, I said no
more ; but, calling for my cashler, I ordered him to pay over
fifty thousand pound notes. When I was alone once more,
however, with the precious case lying upon the table in front
of me, T could not but think with , some mfsg1v1ng< of the
immeanse responsibility which it entalled upon me. There
could be no doubt that, as it was a national possession,
a horrible scandal would ensue if any misfortune should
occur to it. I already regretted having ever consented to
take charge of it. However, it was too late to alter’ the
matter now, so I locked it up in my private safe, and
turned once more to my work.

“ When evening came, I felt that it would be an 1mpru-
dence to leave so precious a thing in the office behind me.
Bankers’ safes had been forced before now, and why should
not minz be? If so, how terrible would be the position in
which I shoul(i find myself ! I determined, therefore, that
for the next few days I would always carry the case back-
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wards and forwards with me, so that it might never be really
out of my reach. With this intention, I called a cab, and
drove out to my house at Streatham, carrying the jewel with
me. I did not breathe freely until I had taken it upstairs,
and locked it in the bureau of my dressing-room.

“ And now a word as to my household, Mr. Holmes, for
I wish you to thoroughly understand the situation. My
groom and my page sleep out of the house, and may be set
aside altogether. I have threc maid-servants who have been
with me a number of years, and whose absolute reliability
is quite above suspicion. Another, Lucy Parr, the second
waiting-maid, has only been in my service a few months.
She came with an excellent character, however, and has al-
ways given me satisfaction. Sheisa very pretty girl, and has
attracted admirers who have occasionally hung about the
place. That is the only drawback which we have found to
her, but we believe her to be a thoroughly good girl in
every way. /

“So much for the servants. My family itself is so small
that it will not take me long to describe it. I am a widower,
and have an only son, Arthur. He has been a disappoint-
ment to me, Mr. Holmes, a grievous disappointment. I
have no doubt that I am myself to blame. People tell me
that I have spoiled him. Very likely I have. When my
dear wife died I felt that he wag all I had to love. [ could
not bear to see the smile fade even for a moment from his
face. I have never denied him a wish. Perhaps it would
have been better for both of us had I been sterner, but I
meant it for the best. . i

“ It was naturally my intention that he should succeed me
in my business, but he was not of a business turn. He was
wild, wayward, and, to speak the truth, I could not trust
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8 SELECT READINGS FROM CONAN DOYLE

him in the handling of large sums of money. When he was
young he became a member of an aristocratic club, and
there, having charming manners, he was soon the intimate of
a number of men with long purses and expensive habits.
He learned to play heavily at cards and to squander money
on the turf, until he had again and again to come to me and
implore me to give him an advance upon his allowance, that
he might settle his debts of honour. He tried more than
once to break away from the dangerous company which he
was keeping, but each time the influence of his friend Sir
George Burnwell was enough to draw him back again.

“ And, indeed, I could not wonder that such a man as
Sir George Burnwell should gain an influence over him,
for he has frequently brought him to my house, and I have
found myself that I could hardly resist the fascination of
his manner. He is older than Arthur, a man of the world to
his finger-tips, one who has been everywhere, seen every-
thing, a brilliant talker, and a man' of great personal
beauty. Yet when I think of him in cold blood, far away
from the glamour of his presence, I am convinced from his
cynical speech, and the look which I'have caught in his eyes,
that he is one who should be deeply distrusted. So I think,
and so, too, thinks my little Mary, who has a woman’s quick
insight into character.

“And now there is only she to be described. She is my
niece ; but when my brother died five years ago and left her
alone in the world I adopted her, and have looked upon her
ever since as my daughter. She is a sunbeam in my house—
sweet, loving, beautiful, a wonderful manager and house-
keeper, yet as tender and quiet and gentle asa woman could
be. She is my right hand. I do not know what I could do
without her. In only one matter has she ever gone against
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my wishes. Twice my boy has asked her to marry him, for
he loves her devotedly, but each time she has refused him.
I think that if anyone could have drawn him into the right
path it would have been she, and that his marriage might
have changed his whole life ; but now, alas! it is too late—
for ever too late!

“Now, Mr. Holmes, you know the people who live under
my roof, and I shall continue with my miserable story.

“\Vhen we were taking coffee in the drawing-room that
night, after dinner, I told Arthur and Mary my experience,
and of the precious treasure which we had under our roof,
suppressing only the name of my client. Iucy Parr, who
had brought in the coffee, had, I am sure, left the room ; but
I cannot swear that the door was closed. Mary and Arthur
were much interested, and wished to see the famous coronet,
but I thought it better not to disturb it.

“ ¢ Where have you put it?’ asked Arthur.

“ ¢In my own bureau.’

« «Well, I hope to goodness the house won’t be burgled
during the night,” said he.

« ¢ Tt is locked up,” I answered.

“<Qh, any old key will fit that bureau. WhenI was a
youngster I have opened it myself with the key of the box-
room cupboard.’

«“ He often had a wild way of talking, so that I thought
little of what he said. He followed me to my room, how-
ever, that night with a very grave face.

«¢Look here, dad, said he, with his eyes cast down.
¢ Can you let me have two hundred pounds?’

«<No, I cannot!’ I answered, sharply. ‘I have been
far too generous with you in money matters.’

« ¢«You have been very kind,’ said he; ¢ but I must have
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this money, or else I can never show my face inside the club
again.

“¢And a very good thing, too!’ I cried.

“ ¢ Yes, but you would not have me leave it a dishonoured
man,’ said he. ‘I could not bear the disgrace. I must raise
the money in some way, and if you will not let me have it,
then I must try other means.’

“] was very angry, for this was the third demand dur-
ing the month. ¢ You shall not have a farthing from me,” I
cried, on which he bowed and left the room without an-
other word.

“When he was gone I unlocked my bureau, made sure
that my treasure was safe, and locked it again. Then I
started to go round the house to see that all was secure—a
duty which I usually leave to Mary, but which I thought it
well to perform myself that night. As I came down the
stairs I saw Mary herself at the side window of the hall,
which she closed and fastened as I approached.

¢ Tell me, dad,” said she, looking, I thought, a little dis-
turbed, ¢ did you give Lucy, the maid, leave to go out to-
night?’

¢ ¢ Certainly not.’

“‘She came in just now by the back door. I have no
doubt that she has only been to the side gate to see some
one, but I think that it is hardly safe, and should be stopped.’

“ ¢ You must speak to her in the morning, or I will, if you
prefer it.  Are you sure that everything is fastened?’

“ ¢ Quite sure, dad.’

“ “Then, good-night.” I kissed her, and went to my bed-
room, where I was soon asleep.

“I am endeavouring to tell you everything, Mr. Holmes,
which may have any bearing upon the case, but I beg that
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you will questicn me upon any point which I do not make
clear.”

“On the contrary, your statement is singularly lucid.”

“I come to a part of my story now in which I should
wish to be particularly so. T am not a very heavy sleeper,
and the anxiety in my mind tended, no doubt, to make me
even less so than usual. About two in the morning, then, I
was awakened by some sound in the house. It had ceased
ere I was wide awake, but it had left an impression behind it
as though a window had gently closed somewhere. I lay
listening with all my ears. Suddenly, to my horror, there
was a distinct sound of footsteps moving softly in the next
room. I slipped out of bed, all paipltatmfT with fear, and
peeped round the corner of my dressing-room door.

“<Arthur!’ I screamed, ‘you villain! you thief! How
dare you touch that coronet?’

“The gas was half up, as I had left it, and my unhappy‘

boy, dressed only in his shirt and trousers, was standing be-
side the light, holding the coronet in his hands. He appeared
to be wrenching at it, or bending it with all his strengtl
At my cry he dropped it from his grasp, and turned as pale
as death. I snatched it up and examined it. One of the
gold corners, with three of the beryls in it, was missing.

“‘You blackgmld 17 1 shouted, beside myself with rage.
¢You have destroyed it! You have dishonoured me for
ever! Where are the jewels you have stolen?’

“Stolen!’ he cried.

“ ¢Yes, you thief!’ I roared, shaking him by the shoulder.

“ ¢ There are none missing. There cannot be any miss-
ing,” said he.

“¢There are three missing. And you know where they
are. Must I call you a liar as well as a thief? Did I not
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him in the bandling of large sums of money. When he was
young he became a member of an aristocratic club, and
there, having charming manners, he was soon the intimate of
a number of men with long purses and expensive habits.
He learned to play heavily at cards and to squander money
on the turf, until he had again and again to come to me and
implore me to give him an advance upon his allowance, that
he might settle his debts of honour. He tried more than
once to break away from the dangerous company which he
was keeping, but each time the influence of his friend Sir
George Burnwell was enough to draw him back again.

“ And, indeed, I could not wonder that such a man as
Sir George Burnwell should gain an influence over him,
for he has frequently brought him to my house, and I have
found myself that I could hardly resist the fascination of
his manner. He is older than Arthur, a man pf the world to
his finger-tips, one who has been everywhere, seen every-
thing, a brilliant talker, and a man- of great personal
beauty. Yet when I think of him in cold blood, far away
from the glamour of his presence, I am convinced from his
cynical speech, and the look which I have caught in his eyes,
that he is one who should be deeply distrusted. So I think,
and so, too, thinks my little Mary, who has a woman’s quick
insight into character.

“And now there is only she to be described. She is my
niece ; but when my brother died five years ago and left her
alone in the world I adopted her, and have looked upon her
ever since as my daughter. She is a sunbeam in my house—
sweet, loving, beautiful, a wonderful manager and house-
keeper, yet as tender and quiet and gentle asa woman could
be. She is my right hand. I do not know what I could do
without her. In only one matter has she ever gone against
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my wishes. Twice my boy has asked her to marry him, for
he loves her devotedly, but each time she has refused him.
I think that if anyone could have drawn him into the right
path it would have been she, and that his marriage might
have changed his whole life ; but now, alas! it is too late—
for ever too late!

“Now, Mr. Holmes, you know the people who live under
my roof, and I shall continue with my miserable story.

“\When we were taking coffee in the drawing-room that
night, after dinner, I told Arthur and Mary my experience,
and of the precious treasure which we had under our roof,
suppressing only the name of my client. Lucy Parr, who
had brought in the coffee, had, I am sure, left the room ; but
I cannot swear that the door was closed. Mary and Arthur
were much interested, and wished to see the famous coronet,
but I thought it better not to disturb it.

« « Where have you put it?’ asked Arthur.

« ¢In my own bureau.’
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this money, or else I can never show my face inside the club
again.

“¢And a very good thing, too !’ I cried.

“ ¢ Yes, but you would not have me leave it a dishonoured
man,’ said he. I could not bear the disgrace. I must raise
the money in some way, and if you will not let me have it,
then I must try other means.’

“ was very angry, for this was the third demand dur-
ing the month.. ¢ You shall not have a farthing from me,” I
cried, on which he bowed and left the room without an-
other word.

“When he was gone I unlocked my bureau, made sure
that my treasure was safe, and locked it again. Then I
started to go round the house to see that all was secure--a
duty which I usually leave to Mary, but which I thought it
well to perform myself that night. As I came down the
stairs I saw Mary herself at the side window of the hall,
which she closed and fastened as I approached.

~“‘Tell me, dad,’ said she, looking, I théught, a little dis-
turbed, ¢ did you give Lucy, the maid, leave to go out to-
night?’

¢ ¢ Certainly not.’

“‘She came in just now by the back door. I have no
doubt that she has only been to the side gate to see some
one, but I think that it is hardly safe, and should be stopped.’

“ “ You must speak to her in the morning, or I will, if you
prefer it. Are you sure that everything is fastened?’

“ ¢ Quite sure, dad.’

“ ¢Then, good-night.” I kissed her, and went to my bed-
room, where I was soon asleep.

“I am endeavouring to tell you everything, Mr. Holmes,
which may have any bearing upon the case, but I beg that
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you will questicn me upon any point which I do not make
clear.”

“On the contrary, your statement is singularly lucid.”

“I come to a part of my story now in which I should
wish to be particularly so. I am not a very heavy sleeper,
and the anxiety in my mind tended, no doubt, to make me
even less so than usual. About two in the morning, then, I
was awakened by some sound in the house. It had ceased
; ere I was wide awake, but it had left an impression behind it
as though a window had gently closed somewhere. I lay
listening with all my ears. Suddenly, to my horror, there
was a distinct sound of footsteps moving softly in the next
room. Islipped out of bed, all pzipltatlln" with fear, and
peeped round the corner of my dressing-room door.

“¢Arthur!’ I screamed, ‘you villain! you thief! How
dare you touch that coronet?’

“The gas was half up, as I had left it, and my unhappy‘

boy, dressed only in his shirt and trousers, was standing be-
side the light, holding the coronet in his hands. He appeared
to be wrenching at it, or bending it with all his strength.
At my cry he dropped it from his grasp, and turned as pale
as death. I snatched it up and examined it. One of the
gold corners, with three of the beryls in it, was missing.

“*“You blachu"ud 17- T shouted, beside myself with rage.
‘You have destroyed it! You have dishonoured me for
ever! Where are the jewels you have stolen?’

“¢Stolen!’ he cried.

“ ¢Yes, you thief!’ I roared, shaking him by the shoulder.

¢ There are none missing. There cannot be any miss-
ing,” said he.

“¢There are three missing. And you know where they
are. Must I call you a liar as well as a thief? Did I not

15

20

30



10

15

20

30

12 SELECT READINGS FROM CONAN DOYLE

see you trying to tear off another piece?’

“ ¢You have called me names enough,’ said he, ¢1 will not
stand it any longer. I shall not say another word about
this business since you have chosen to insult me. I will

leave your house in the morning, and make my own way in

the world.’

“ ¢You shall leave it in the hands of the police!”’ I cried,
half mad with grief and rage. ‘I shall have this matter
probed to the bottom,’

“<You shall learn nothing from me,” said he, with a
passion such as I should not have thought was in his nature.
¢If you choose to call the police, let them find what they
can.’ :

“ By this time the whole house was astir, for I had raised
my voice in my anger. Mary was the first to rush into my
room, and at the sight of the coronet and of Arthur’s face,
she read the whole story, and, with a scream, fell down sense-
less on the ground. I sent the housemaid for the police, and
put the investigation into their hands at once. When the
inspector and a constable entered the house, Arthur, who
had stood sullenly with his arms folded, asked me whether it
was my intention to charge him with theft. I answered that
it had ceased to be a private matter, but had become a public
one, since the ruined coronet was national property. I was
determined that the law should have its way in everything.

<At least, said he, ‘you will not have me arrested at
once. It would be to your advantage as well as mine if I
might leave the house for five minutes.’

“ ¢That you may get away, or perhaps that you may con-
ceal what you have stolen,’ said 1. And then realising the
dreadful position in which I was placed, I implored him to
remember that not only my honour, but that of one who was
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far greater than I was at stake; and that he threatened to
raise a scandal which would convulse the nation! He
might avert it all if he would but tell me what he had done
with the three missing stones.

“¢You may as well face the matter,’ said I; ‘you have
been caught in the act, and no confession could make your
guilt more heinous. If you but make such reparation as is
in your power, by telling us where the beryls are, all shall be
forgiven and forgotten.’

““Keep your forgiveness for those who ask for it he
answered, turning away from me with a sneer. I saw that
he was too hardened for any words of mine to influence him.
There was but one way for it. I called in the inspector, and
gave him into custody. A search was made at once, not
only of his person, but of his room, and of every portion of
the house where he could possibly have concealed the gems;
but no trace of them could be found, nor would the wretcbed
boy open his mouth for all our persuasmns and our threats.
This morning he was removed to a cell, and I, after going
through all the police formalities, have hurried round to you,
to implore you to use your skill in unravelling the matter.
The police have openly confessed that they can at.present
make nothing of it. You may go to any expense you think
necessary. I have already offered a reward of a thousand
pounds. My God, what shall I do! I have lost my hon-
our, my getns, and my son in one night. Oh, what shall I
do!”

He put a hand on either side of his head, and rocked him-
self to and fro, droning to himself like a child whose grief
has got beyond words.

Sherlock Holmes sat silent for some few minutes, with his
brows knitted and his eyes fixed upon the fire.
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“ Do you receive much company ?”” he asked.

“ None, save my partner with his family, and an occasion-
al friend of Arthur’s. Sir George Burnwell has been several
times lately. No one else, I think.”

“ Do you go out much in society ?”

“Arthur does. Mary and I stay at home. We neither of
us care for it.”

“That is unusual in a young girl.”

" “She is of a quiet nature. Besides, she is not so very
young. She is four-and-twenty.”

“This matter, from what you say, seems to have been a
shock to her also.” .

“Terrible! She is even more affected than 1.”

“You have neither of you any doubt as to your son’s
guilt?”’

“How can we have, when I saw him with my own eyes
with the coronet in his hands.”

“T hardly consider that a conclusive proof. Was the
remainder of the coronet at all injured?”

“Yes, it was twisted.”

“ Do you not think, then, that he might have been trying
to straighten it?”

“God bless you! You are doing what you can for him
and for me. But it is tooheavy a task. What was he doing
there at all?  If his purpose were innocent, why did he not
say so?”

“Precisely. And if he were guilty, why did he not invent
alie? His silence appears to me to cut both ways. There
are several singular points about the case. What did the
police think of the noise which awoke you from your sleep?”’

“They considered that it might be caused by Arthur’s
closing his bedroom door.”
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“A likely story! As if a man bent on felony would slam
his door so as to awake a household. What did they say,
then, of the disappearance of these gems?” '

“They are still sounding the planking and probing the
furniture in the hope of finding them.”

“Have they thought of looking outside the house?”

“ Yes, they have shown extraordinary energy. The whole
garden has already been minutely examined.”

“ Now, my dear sir,” said Holmes, “is it not obvious to
you now that this matter really strikes very much deeper
than either you or the police were at first inclined to think ?
It appeared to you to be a simple case; to me it seems
exceedingly complex. Consider what is involved by your
theory. You suppose that your son camz down from
his bed, went, at great risk, to your dressing-room, open-
ed your bureau, took out your coronet, broke off by
main force a small portion of it, went off to some other
Place, concealed three gems out of the thirty-nine, with such
skill that nobody can find them, and then returned with
the other thirty-six into the room in which he exposed him-
self to the greatest danger of being discovered. I ask you
now, is such a theory tenable?”

“ But what other isthere?”” cried the banker with a gesture
of despair.  “If his motives were innocent, why does he not
explain them?”

“Tt is our task to find that out,” replied Holmes, “so now,
if you please, Mr. Holder, we will set off for Streatham to-
gether and devote an hour to glancing a little more closely
into details.”

My friend insisted upon my accompanying them in their
expedition, which I was eager enough to do, for my curi-
osity and sympathy were deeply stirred by the . tory to which
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we had listened. I confess that the guilt of the banker’s son
appeared to me to be as obvious as it did to his unhappy
father, but still I had such faith in Holmes’ judgment that I
felt that there must be some grounds for hope as long as he
was dissatisfied with the accepted explanation. He hardly
spoke a word the whole way out to the southern suburb, but
sat with his chin upon his breast, and his hat drawn over his
eyes, sunk in the deepest thought. Our client appeared to
have taken fresh heart at the little glimpse of hope which
had been presented to him, and he even broke into a des-
ultory chat with me over his business affairs. A short rail-
way journey, and a shorter walk, brought us to Fairbank,
the modest residence of the great financier.

Fairbank was a good-sized square house of white stone,
standing back a little from the road. A double carriage
sweep, with a snow-clad lawn, stretched down in front to the -
two large iron gates which closed the entrance. On the
right side was a small wooden thicket which led into a nar-
row path between two neat hedges stretching from the road
to the kitchen door, and forming the tradesmen’s entrance.
On the left ran a lane which led to the stables, and was not
itself within the grounds at all, being a public, though little
used, thoroughfare. Holmes left us standing at the door,
and walked slowly all round the house, across the front,
down the tradesmen’s path, and so round by the garden be-
hind into the stable lane.  So long was he that Mr. Holder
and I went into the dining-room, and waited by the fire
until he should return. We were sitting there in silence
when the door opened, and a young lady came in. She was
rather above the middle height, slim, with dark hair and
eyes, which seemed the darker against the absolute pallor of
her skin. I do not think that I have ever seen such deadly
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paleness in a woman’s face. Her lips, too, were bloodless,
but her eves were flushed with crying. As she swept silent-
ly into the room she impressed me with a greater sense of
her grief than the banker had done in the morning, and it
was the more striking in her as she was evidently a woman
of strong character, with immense capacity for self-restraint.
Disregarding my presence, she went straight to her uncle,
and passed her hand over his head with a sweet womanly
caress.

“You have given orders that Arthur should be liberated,
have you not, dad?”’ she asked.

“No, no, my girl, the matter must be probed to the
bottom.”

“But I am so sure that he is innocent. You know what
women’s instincts are. I know that he has done no harm,
and that you will be sorry for having acted so harshly.”

“ Why is he silent, then, if he is innocent ? ”

“Who knows? Perhaps because he was so angry that
you should suspect him.”

“ How could I help suspecting him, when I actually saw
him with the coronet in his hand?”

“ Oh, but he had only picked it up to look at it. Oh,
do, do take my word for it that he isinnocent. Let the
matter drop, and say no more. It is so dreadful to think of
our dear Arthur in prison!”

«T shall never let it drop until the gems are found-—never,
Mary! Your affection for Arthur blinds you as to the awful
consequences to me. Tar from hushing the thing up, I
have brought a gentleman down from London to inquire
more deeply into it.”

“'This gentleman ?” she asked, 'facing round to me.

“No, his friend. He wished us to leave him alone. He
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1s round in the stable lane now.”

“The stable lane?” She raised her dark eyebrows.
“ What can he hope to find there? Ah, this, I suppose, is
he. I trust, sir, that you will succeed in proving, what I
feel sure is the truth, that my cousin Arthur is innocent of
this crime.”

T fully share your opinion, and, I trust with you, that we
may prove it,” returned Holmes, going back to the mat to
knock the snow from his shoes. “I believe I have the hon-
our of addressing Miss Mary Holder. Might I ask you a
question or two?”’

“Pray do, sir, if it may help to clear this horrible affair
up.”

“You heard nothing yourself last night?”

“ Nothing, until my uncle here began to speak loudly. I
heard that, and I came down.” :

“You shut up the windows and doors the night before.
Did you fasten all the windows?”’

“Yes.”

“Were they all fastened this morning?”

“Yes.”

“You have a maid who has a sweetheart? I think that
you remarked to your uncle last night that she had been out
to see him?”

“Yes, and she was the girl who waited in the drawing-
room, and who may have heard uncle’s remarks about the
coronet.”

“Isee. You infer that she may have gone out to tell her
sweetheart, and that the two may have planned the robbery.”

“But what is the good of all these vague theories,” cried
the banker, impatiently, ¢ when I have told you that I saw
Arthur with the coronet in his hands?””
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“ Wait a little, Mr. Holder. We must come back to that.
About this girl, Miss Holder. You saw her return by the
kitchen door, I presume?”

“Yes; when I went to see'if the door. was fastened for the
night I met her slipping in. Isaw the man, too, in the
gloom.” '

“Do you know him? ”

“Oh, yes; he is the greengrocer who brings our vege-
tables round. His name is Francis Prosper.”

“ He stood,” said Holmes, “to the left of the door—that
is to say, further up the path than is necessary to reach the
door?”

“Yes, he did.”

“ And he is a man with a wooden leg?”

Something like fear sprang up in the young lady’s ex-
pressive black eyes. “ Why, you are like a magician,” said
she. “How do you know that?” She smiled, but there
was no answering smile in Holmes’ thin, eager face.

«T should be very glad now to go upstairs,” said he. “I
shall probably wish to go over the outside of the house
again. Perhaps I had better take a look at the lower
windows before I go up.”

He walked swiftly round from one to the other, pausing
only at the large one which looked from the hall on to the
stable lane. This he opened, and made a very careful
examination of the sill with his powerful magnifying lens.
“ Now we shall go upstairs,” said he, at last.

The banker’s dressing-room was a plainly-furnishzd little
chamber with a grey carpet, a large bureau, and a long
mirror. Holmes went to the bureau first, and looked hard
at the lock.

“ Which key was used to open it? " he asked.
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“ That which my son himself indicated—that of the cup-
board of the lumber-room.”

“Have you it here?”

“That is it on the dressing-table.”

Sherlock Holmes took it up and opened the bureau.

“It is a noiseless lock,” said he. It is no wonder that it
did not wake you. This case, I presume, contains the
coronet. We must have a look at it.” He opened the case,
and, taking out the diadem, he laid it upon the table. It
was a magnificent specimen of the jeweller’s art, and the
thirty-six stones were the finest that I have ever seen. At
one side of the coronet was a crooked cracked edge, where a
corner holding three gems had been torn away.

“Now, Mr. Holder,” said Holmes, *“here is the corner
which corresponds to that which has been so unfortunately
lost. Might I beg that you will break it off.”

‘The banker recoiled in horror. “I should not dream of
trying,” said he. )
“Then I will.” Holmes suddenly bent his strength upon
it, but without result. “I feel it give a little,” said he;
“but, though I am exceptionally strong in the fingers, it
would take me all my time to break it. An ordinary man
could not do it. Now, what do you think would happen if
I did break it, Mr. Holder? There would be a noise like a
pistol shot. Do you tell me that all this happened within a

few yards of your bed, and that you heard nothing of it?”

“I do not know what to think. It is all dark to me.”

“But perhaps it may grow lighter as we go. What do
you think, Miss Holder ?”

“I confess that I still share my uncle’s perplexity.”

“Your son had no shoes or slippers on when you saw
him ?”
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“ He had nothing on save only his trousers and shirt.”

“Thank you. We have certainly been favoured with
extraordinary luck during this inquiry, and it will be en-
tirely our own fault if we do not succeed in clearing the
matter up. With your permission, Mr. Holder, I shall now
continue my investigations outside.”

He went alone, at his own request, for he explained that
any unnecessary footmarks might make his task more dif-
ficult. For an hour or more he was at work, returning at
last with his feet heavy with snow and his features as in-
scrutable as ever.

“7T think that I have seen now all that there is to see, Mr.
Holder,” said he ; “I can serve you best by returning to my
rooms.”’

* But the gems, Mr. Holmes. Where are they ?”

“T cannot tell.”

The banker wrung his hands. “I shall never see them
again!’” he cried. “And my son? You give me hopes?”

“ My opinion is in no way altered.”

“Then for God’s sake what was this dark business which
was acted in my house last night?”

“If you can call upon me at my Baker-street rooms to-
morrow morning between nine and ten I shall be happy to
do what I can to make it clearer. I understand that you
give me carte blanche to act for you, provided ~nly that I
get back the gems, and that you.place no limit on tne sum I
may draw.”

«T would give my fortune to have them back.”

“Very good. I shall look into the matter between this
and then. Good-bye; it is just possible that I may have to
come over here again before evening.”

It was obvious to me that my companion’s mind was now
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made up about the case, although what his conclusions were
was more than I could even dimly imagine. Several
times during our homeward journey I endeavoured to sound
him upon the point, but he always glided away to some
other topic, until at last I gave it over in despair. It was
not yet three when we found ourselves in our room once
more. He hurried to his chamber, and was down again
in a few minutes dressed as a common loafer. With his
collar turned up, his shiny seedy coat, his red cravat, and
his worn boots, he was a perfect sample of the class.

“T think that this should do,” said he, glancing into the
glass above the fireplace. “I only wish that you could
come with me, Watson, but I fear that it won’t do. I may
be on the trail in this matter, or I may be following a will
o’ the wisp, but I shall soon know which it is. Ihope that I
may be back in a few hours.” He cut a slice of beef from
the joint upon the sideboard, sandwiched it between two
rounds of bread, and, thrusting this rude meal into his
pocket, he started off upon his expedition.

I had just finished my tea when he returned, evidently in
excellent spirits, swinging an old elastic-sided boot in his
hand. He chucked it down into a corner and helped him-
self to a cup of tea.

“I only looked in as I passed,” said he. “I am going
right on.”

“ Where to?”

“Oh, to the other side of the West-end. It may be some
time before I get back. Don’t wait up for me in case I
should be late.”

“How are you getting on? ”

“Oh, so so. Nothing to complain of. I have been out
to Streatham since I saw you last, but I did not call at the
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house. It is a very sweet little problem, and I would not
have missed it for a good deal. However, I must not sit
gossiping here, but must get these disreputable clothes off
and return to my highly respectable self.”

I could see by his manner that he had stronger reasons
for satisfaction than his words alone would imply. His
eyes twinkled, and there was even a touch of colour upon
his sallow cheeks. He hastened upstairs, and a few minutes
later I heard the slam of the hall door, which told me that
he was off once more upon his congenial hunt.

I waited until midnight, but there was no sign of his
return, so I retired to my room. It was no uncommon thing
for him to be away for days and nights on end when he was
hot upon a scent, so that his lateness caused me no surprise.
I do not know at what hour he came in, but when I came
down to breakfast in the morning, there he was with a cup
of coffee in one hand and the paper in the other, as fresh
and trim as possible.

“You will excuse my beginning without you, Watson,”
said he ; “ but you remember that our client has rather an
early appointment this morning.”

“ Why, it is after nine now,” I answered. “I should not
be surprised if that were he. I thought I heard a ring.”

It was, indeed, our friend the financier. I was shocked by
the change which had come over him, for his face, which
was naturally of a broad and massive mould, was now
pinched and fallen in, while his hair seemed to be at least a
shade whiter. He entered with a weariness and lethargy
which was even more painful than his violence of the morn-
ing before, and he dropped heavily into the armchair which
1 pushed forward for him.

«T do not know what I have done to be so severely tried,”
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said he. “Only two days ago I was a happy and prosperous
man, without a care in the world. Now I am left to a lone-
ly and dishonoured age. One sorrow comes close upon the
heels of another. My niece Mary has deserted me.”

“ Deserted you?”

“Yes. Her bed this morning had not been slept in, her
room was empty, and a note lay for me upon the hall table.
I had said to her last night, in sorrow and not in anger, that
if she had married my boy all might have been well with
him. Perhaps it was thoughtless of me to say so. Itis to
that remark that she refers in this note: ‘MY DEAREST
UncLE,—I feel that I have brought trouble upon you, and
that if I had acted differently this terrible misfortune might
never have occurred. I cannot, with this thought in my
mind, ever again be happy under your roof, and I feel that
I must leave you for ever. Do not worry about my future,
for that is provided for; and, above all, do not search for
me, for it will be fruitless labour, and an ill service to me.
In life or in death, I am ever your loving,—Mary.” What
could she mean by that note, Mr. Holmes? Do you think
it points to suicide?” ‘

“ No, no, nothing of the kind. It is perhaps the best pos-
sible solution. I trust, Mr. Holder, that you are nearing the
end of your troubles?”

“Ha! You say so! You have heard something, Mr.
Holmes ; you have learned something! Where are the
gems?”’

“You would not think a thousand pounds apiece an ex-
cessive sum for them? ”

“I would pay ten.”

“That would be unnecessary. Three thousand will cover
the matter. And there is a little reward, I fancy. Have
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you your cheque-book? Here is a pen. Better make it
out for four thousand pounds.”

With a dazed face the banker made out the required
cheque. Holmes walked over to his desk, took out a little
triangular piece of gold with three gems in it, and threw it
down upon the table.

With a shriek of joy our client clutched it up.

“You have it !” he gasped. “I am saved! I am
saved!”

The reaction of joy was as passionate as his grief had been,
and he hugged his recovered gems to his bosom.

“ There is one other thing you owe, Mr. Holder,” said
Sherlock Holmes, rather sternly.

“Qwe!” He caught up a pen. “Name the sum, and I
will pay it.”

“No, the debt is not to me. You owe a very humble
apology to that noble lad, your son, who has carried himself
in this matter as I should be proud to see my own son do,
should I ever chance to have one.”

«Then it was not. Arthur who took them?”

«T told you yesterday, and I repeat to-day, that it was
not.”

« You are sure of it! Then let us hurry to him at once,
to let him know that the truth is known.”

« He knows it already. When I had cleared it all up I
had an interview with him, and, finding that he would not
tell me the story, I told it to him, on which he had to confess
that I was right, and to add the very few details which were
not yet quite clear to me. Your news of this morning, how-
ever, may open his lips.”

« For Heaven’s sake, tell me, then, what is this extraordi-

nary mystery?”
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«T will do so, and I will show you the steps by which I
reached it. And let me say to you, first, that which it is
hardest for me to say and for you to hear. There has been an
understanding between Sir George Burnwell and your niece
Mary. ‘They have now fled together.”

“My Mary? Impossible!”

“Tt is, unfortunately, more than possible; it is certain.
Neither you nor your son knew the true character of this
man when you admitted him into your family circle. He is
one of the most dangerous men in England—a ruined gambler,
an absolutely desperate villain; a man without heart or con-
science. Your niece knew nothing of such men. When he
breathed his vows to her, as he had done to a hundred before
her, she flattered herself that she alone had touched his heart.
The devil knows best what he said, but at last she became
his tool, and was in the habit of seeing him nearly every
evening.”

«] cannot, and I will not, believe it!” cried the banker,
with an ashen face.

“I will tell you, then, what occurred in your house last
night. Your niece, when you had, as she thought, gone to
your room, slipped down and talked to her lover through
the window which leads into the stable lane. His foot-
marks had pressed right through the snow, so long had he
stood there. She told him of the coronet. His wicked lust
for gold kindled at the news, and he bent her to his will. I
have no doubt that she loved you, but there are women in
whom the love of a lover extinguishes all other loves, and I
think that she must have been one. She had hardly listened
to his instructions when she saw you coming downstairs, on
which she closed the window rapidly, and told you about
on: of the servants’ escapade with her wooden-legged lover,
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which was all perfectly true.

“Your boy, Arthur, went to bed after his interview w1th
you, but he slept badly on account of his uneasiness about
his club debts. In the middle of the night he heard a soft
tread pass his door, so he rose, and looking out was surprised
to see his cousin walking very stealthily along the passage,
until she disappeared into your dressing-room. Petrified
with astonishment the lad slipped on some clothes, and
waited there in the dark to see what would come of this
strange affair. Presently she emerged from the room again,
and in the light of the passage lamp your son saw that she
carried the precious coronet in her hands. She passed
down the stairs, and he, thrilling with horror, ran along and
slipped behind the curtain near your door, whence he could
see what passed in the hall beneath. He saw her stealthily
open the window, hand out the coronet to some one in the
gloom, and then closing it once more hurry back to her
room, passing quite close to where he stood hid behind the
curtain,

“As long as the was on the scene he could ot take any
action without a horrible exposure of the woman whom he
loved. But the instant that she was gone he realised how
crushing a misfortune this would be for you, and how all-
important it was to set it right. He rushed down, just as he
was, in his bare feet, opened the window, sprang out into the
snow, and ran down the lane, where he could see a dark
figure in the moonlight. Sir George Burnwell tried to get
away, but Arthur caught him, and there was a struggle be-
tween them, your lad tugging at one side of the coronet,
and his opponent at the other. In the scuffle, your son
struck Sir George, and cut him over the eye. Then some-
thing suddenly snapped, and your son, finding that he had
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the coronet in his hands, rushed back, closed the window,
ascended to your room, and had just observed that the
coronet had been twisted in the struggle, and was endeav-
ouring to straighten it, when you appeared upon the scene.”

“Is it possible?” gasped the banker.

“You then roused his anger by calling him names at a
moment when he felt that he had deserved your w rmest
thanks. He could not explain the true state of affair. with-
out betraying one who certainly deserved little enough
consideration at his hands. He took the more chivalrous
view, however, and preserved her secret.”

“And that was why she shrieked and fainted when she
saw the coronet,” cried Mr. Holder. “ Oh, my God! what
a blind fool I have been. And his asking to be allowed to
go out for five minutes! The dear fellow wanted to see if
the missing piece were at the scene of the struggle. How
cruelly I have misjudged him!”

“ When I arrived at the house,” continued Holmes, “T at
once went very carefully round it to observe if there were
any traces in the snow which might help me. I knew that
none had fallen since the evening before, and also that there
had been a strong frost to preserve impressions. I passed
along the tradesmen’s path, but found it all trampled down
and indistinguishable. Just beyond it, however, at the far
side of the kitchen door, a woman had stood and talked with
a man, whose round impression on one side showed that he'
had a wooden leg. I could even tell that they had been
disturbed, for the woman had run back swiftly to the door,
as was shown by the deep toe and light heel-marks, while
Wooden-leg had waited a little, and then had gone away. I
thought at the time that this might be the maid and her
sweetheart, of whom you had already spoken to me, and
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inquiry showed it was so. I passed round the garden with:
out seeing anything more than random tracks, which I
took to be the police; but when I got into the stable lane
a very long and complex story was ‘written in the snow
in front of me. :

“ There was a double line of tracks of a booted man, and
a second double line which I saw with delight belonged to a
man with naked feet. I was at once convinced from what
you had told me that the latter was your son. The first had
walked both ways but the other had run swiftly, and, as his
tread was marked in places over the depression of the boot,
it was obvious that he had passed after the other. I fol-
lowed them up, and found that they led to the hall window,

where Boots had worn all the snow away while waiting.

Then I walked to the other end, which was a hundred yards
or more down the lane. I saw where Boots had faced
round, where the snow was cut up as though there had been
a struggle, and, finally, where a few drops of blood had
fallen, to show me that I was not mistaken. Boots had then
run down the lane, and another little smudge of blood
showed that it was he who had been hurt. When he came
to the high road at the other end, I found that the pavement
had been \cleared, so there was an end to that clue.

“QOn entering the house, however, I examined, as you
remember, the sill and framework of the hall window with
my lens, and I could at once see that someone had passed
out. I could distinguish the outline of an instep where the
wet foot had been placed in coming in. T was then begin-
ning to be able to form an opinion as to what had occurred.
A man had waited outside the window, some one had
brought him the gems; the deed had been overseen by your
son, he had pursued the thief, had struggled with him, they
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had each tugged at the coronet, their united strength causing
injuries which neither alone could have effected. He had
returned with the prize, but had left a fragment in the grasp
of his opponent. So far I was clear. The question now
was, who was the man, and who was it brought him the
coronet ?

“Jt is an old maxim of mine that when you have excluded
the impossible, whatever remains, however improbable, must
be the truth. Now, I knew that it was not you who had
brought it down, so there only remained your niece and the
maids. But if it were the maids, why should your son allow
himself to be accused in their place? There could be no
possible reason. As he loved his cousin, however, there was
an excellent explanation why he should retain her secret—
the more so as the secret was a disgraceful one. When I
remembered that you had seen her at that window, and how
she had fainted on seeing the coronet again, my conjecture
became a certainty.

“And who could it be who was her confederate? A
lover evidently, for who else could outweigh the love and
gratitude which she must feel to you? I knew that you went
out little, and that your circle of friends was a very limited
one. But among them was Sir George Burnwell. I had
heard of him before as being a man of evil reputation among
women. It must have been he who wore those boots, and
retained the missing gems. Even though he knew that
Arthur had discovered him, he might still flatter himself that
he was safe, for the lad could not say a word without com-
promising his own family.

“ Well, your own good sense will suggest what measures
I took next. I went in the shape of a loafer to Sir George's
house, managed to pick up an acquaintance with his valet,
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{earned that his master had cut his head the ni ght before, and
finally, at the expense of six shillings, made all sure by buy-
ing a pair of his cast-off shoes. With these I journeyed
down to Streatham, and saw that they exactly fitted the
tracks.”

“I saw an ill-dressed vagabond in the lane yesterday
-evening,” said Mr. Holder.

“ Precisely. It wasI. I found that I had my man, <o I
-came home and changed my clothes. It was a delicate part
which I had to play then, for I saw that a prosecution must
be avoided to avert scandal, and I knew that so astute a
villain would see that our hands were tied in the matter. I
went and saw him. At first, of course, he denied every-
thing. But when I gave him every particular that had oc-
curred, he tried to bluster, and took down a life-preserver
from the wall. I knew my man, however, and I clapped a
pistol to his head before he could strike. Then he became
a little more reasonable. I told him that we would give him
a price for the stones he held—a thousand pounds apiece.
“That brought out the first signs of grief that he had shown.
“ Why, dash it all!’ said he, ‘I've let them go at six hundred
for the three!’ I soon managed to get the address of the
receiver who had them, on promising him that there would
be no prosecution. Off [ set to him, and after much chaffer-
ing I got our stones at a thousand apiece. Then I looked
in upon your son, told him that all was right, and eventually
got to my bed about two o’clock, after what I may call a
really hard day’s work.”

« A day which has saved England from a great public
'scandal,” said the banker, rising. “Sir, I cannot find words
to thank you, but you shall not find me ungrateful for what
you have done. Your skill has indeed exceeded all that I
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have ever heard of it. And now I must fly to my dear
boy to apologise to him for the wrong which I have done
him. As to what you tell me of poor Mary, it goes to
my very heart. Not even your skill can inform me where
she is now.”

“I think that we may safely say,” returned Holmes, “that
she is wherever Sir George Burnwell is. It is equally
certain, too, that whatever her sins are, they will soon
receive a more than sufficient punishment.”



THE ADVENTURE OF THE
SOLITARY CYCLIST

ROM the years 1894 to 1gor inclusive Mr. Sherlock
Holmes was a very busy man. It is safe to say that
there was no puflic case of any difficulty in which he was
not consulted during those eight years, and there were hun-
dreds of private cases, some of them of the most intricate and
extraordinary character, in which he played a prominent
part. Many startling successes and a few unavoidable fail-
ures were the outcome of this long period of continuous
work. As I have preserved very full notes of all these cases,
and was myself personally engaged in many of them, it may
be imagined that it is no easy task to know which I should
select to lay before the public. I shall, however, preserve
my former rule, and give the preference to those cases which
derive their interest not so much from the brutality of the
crime as from the ingenuity and dramatic quality of the
solution. For this reason I will now lay before the reader
the facts connected with Miss Violet Smith, the solitary cyclist
of Charlington, and the curious sequel of our investigation,
which culminated in unexpected tragedy. It is true that the

circumstances did not permit of any striking illustration of -

those powers for which my friend was famous, but there
were some points about the case which made it stand out in
those long records of crime from which I gather the material

for these little narratives.
On referring to my note-book for the year 1895 I find
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that it was upon Saturday, April 23rd, that we first heard of
Miss Violet Smith. Her visit was, I remember, extremely
unwelcome to Holmes, for he was immersed at the moment
in a very abstruse and complicated problem concerning the
peculiar persecution to which John Vincent Harden, the
weil-known tobacco millionaire, had been subjected. My
friend, who loved above all things precision and concentra-
tion of thought, resented anything which distracted his
attention from the matter in hand.! And yet without a
harshness which was foreign to his nature it was impossible
to refuse to listen to the story of the young and beautiful
woman, tall, graceful, and queenly, who presented herself at
Baker Street late in the evening and implored his assistance
and advice. It was vain to urge that his time was already
fully occupied, for the young lady had come with the
determination to tell her story, and it was evident that
nothing short of force could get her out of the room until
she had done so. With a resigned air and a somewhat
weary smile, Holmes begged the beautiful intruder to take a
seat and to inform us what it was that was troubling her.

“ At least it cannot be your health,” said he, as his keen
eyes darted over her; “so ardent a bicyclist must be full of
energy.”

She glanced down in surprise at her own feet, and I
observed the slight roughening of the side of the sole caused
by the friction of the edge of the pedal.

“Yes, I bicycle a good deal, Mr. Holmes, and that has
something to do with my visit to you to-day.”

My friend took the lady’s ungloved hand and examined it
with as close an attention and as little sentiment as a scientist
would show to a specimen.

“You will excuse me, I am sure. It is my business,” said
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he, as he dropped it. “I nearly fell into the error of sup-
posing that you were typewriting. Of course, it is obvious "' ‘"
that it is music. You observe the spatulate finger-end,
Watson, which is common to both professions? There is

a spirituality about the face, however” —he gently turned it s
towards the light—* which the typewriter does not generate. .
This lady is a musician.”

“Yes, Mr. Holmes, I teach music.” 3

“In the country, I presume, from your compléxion.”

“Yes, sir; near Farnham on the borders of Surrey.” 10

“ A beautiful neighbourhood, and full of the most interest-
ing associations. You remember, Watson, that it was near
there that we took Archie Stamford, the forger. Now, Miss
Violet, what has happened to you near Farnham, on the
borders of Surrey ?” - 15

The young lady, with great clearness and composure,
made the following curious statement :—

“ My father is dead, Mr. Holmes. He was James Smith,
who conducted the orchestra at the old Imperial Theatre.
My mother and I were left without a relation in the world 20
except one uncle, Ralph Smith, who went to Africa twenty-
five years ago, and we have never had a word from him
since. When father died we were left very poor, but one
day we were told that there was an advertisément in the
Times inquiring for our whereabouts. You can imagine 25
how excited we were, for we thought that someone had left
us a fortune. We went at once to the lawyer whose name
was given in the paper. There we met two gentlemen, Mr.
Carruthers and Mr. Woodley, who were home on a visit
from South Africa. They said that my uncle was a friend 30
of theirs, that he died some months before in poverty in
Johannesburg, and that he had asked them with his last
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breath to hunt up his relations and see that they were in no
want. It seemed strange to us that Uncle Ralph, who took
no notice of us when he was alive, should be so careful to
look after us when he was dead; but Mr. Carruthers ex-
plained that the reason was that my uncle had just heard of
the death of his brother, and so felt responsxble for our fate.” ;

“Excuse me,” said Holmes ; “ when was this interview?”

“ Last December—four months ago.”

“ Pray proceed.”

“ Mr. Woodley seemed to me to be a most odious person.
He was for ever making eyes at me—a coarse, puffy faced,
red-moustached young man, with his hair plastered down on
each side of his forehead. I thought that he was perfectly
hateful—and I was sure that Cyril would not wish me to
know such a person.”’ )

“ Oh, Cyril is his name ! ”” said Holmes, smiling.

The young lady blushed and laughed.

“Yes, Mr. Holmes ; Cyril Morton, an electrical engineer,
and we hope to be married at the end of the summer.
Dear me, how &7 I get talking about him? What I wished
to say was that Mr. Woodley was perfectly odious, but that
Mr. Carruthers, who was a much older man, was more agree-
able. He was a dark, sallow, clean-shaven, silent person ;
but he had polite manners and a pleasant smile. | He in-
quired how we were left, and on finding that we were very
poor he suggested that I should come and teach music to his
only daughter, aged ten. I said that I did not like to leave
my mother, on which he suggested that I should go home to
her every week-end, and he offered me a hundred a year,
which was certainly splendid pay. So it ended by my
accepting, and I went down to Chiltern Grange, about six
miles from Farnham. Mr. Carruthers was a widower, but
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he had engaged a lady-housekeeper, a very respectable,
elderly person, called Mrs. Dixon, to look after his establish-
ment. The child was a dear, and everything promised well.
Mr. Carruthers was very kind and very musical, and we had
most pleasant evenings together. Every week-end I went
home to my mother in town.

“The first flaw in my happiness was the arrival of the red-
moustached Mr. Woodley. He came for a visit of a week,
and oh, it seemed three months to me! He was a dreadful
person, a b \iy ‘to everyone else, but to me something
infinitely worse. He made odious love to me, boasted of
his wealth, said that if [ married him I would have the finest
diamonds in London, and finally, when I would have
nothing to do with him, he selz/ed me in his arms one day
after dinner—he was hidedus] ly strong—and he swore that
he would not let me go until I had kissed him. Mr. Car-
ruthers came in, and tore him off from me, on which he
turned upon his own host knocking him down and cutting
his face open. That was the end of his visit, as you can
imagine. Mr. Carruthers apolcgglsed to me next day, and
assured me that I should never be exposed to such an idsult
again. I have not seen Mr. Woodley since.

“ And now, Mr. Holmes, I come at last to the special
thing which has caused me to ask your advice to-day. You
must know that every Saturday forenoon I ride on my
bicycle to Farnham Station in order to get the 12.22 to
town. The road from Chiltern Grange is a lonely one, and
at one spot it is parti u%ﬂy so, for it lies for over a mile
between Charlington H%&n upon one side and the woods
which "lie round Charlington V‘Z}%fdl upon the other. You
could not find a more lonely tract of road anywhere, and it
is quxte rare to meet so much as a cart, or a peasant, until
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you reach the high road near Crooksbury Hill. Two weeks
ago I was passing this place when I chanced to look back
over my shoulder, and about two hundred yards hehind me
I saw a man, also on a bicycle. He seemed to be a middle-
aged man, with a short, dark beard. I looked back before I
reached Farnham, but the man was gone, so I thought no
more about it. But you can imagine how surprised I was,
Mr. Holmes, when on my return on the Monday I saw the
same man on the same stretch of road. My astonishment
was increased when the incident occurred again, exactly as
before, on the following Saturday and Monday. He always
kept his distance, and did not molest me in any way, but
still it certainly was very odd. I mentioned it to Mr. Car-
ruthers, who seemed interested in what [ said, and told me
that he had ordered a horse and trap, so that in future I
should not pass over these lonely roads without some com-
panion.

“The horse and trap were to have come this week, but for
some reason they were not delivered, and again I had to
cycle to the station. That was this morning. You can
think that I looked out when I came to Charlington Heath,
and there, sure enough, was the man, exactly as he had been
the two weeks before. He always kept so far from me that
I could not clearly see his face, but it was certainly someone -
whom [ did not know. He was dressed in a dark suit with
a cloth cap. The only thing about his face that I could
clearly see was his dark beard To-day I was not alarmed,
but I was filled with curiosity, and I determined to find out
who he was and what he wanted. I slowed down my
machine, but he slowed down his. Then I stopped alto-
gether, but he stopped also. Then I laid a trap for him.
There is a sharp turning of the road, and I pedalled very
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quickly round this, and then I stopped and waited. I ex-
pected him to shoot round and pass me before he could
stop. But he never appeared. Then I went back and
looked round the corner. I could see a mile of road, but he
was not on it. To make it the more extraordinary there
was no side road at this point down which he could have
gone.” ‘

Holmes chuckled and rubbed his hands.

“This case certainly presents some features of its own,”
said he. “ How much time elapsed between your turning
the corner and your discovery that the road was clear?”

“Two or three minutes.”

“Then he could not have retreated down the road, and
you say that there are no side roads?/”’

“ None.”

“Then he certainly took a footpath on one side or the
other.” '

“It could not have been on the side of the heath or I
should have seen him.” ‘

“So by the process of exclusion we arrive at the fact that
he made his way towards Charlington Hall, which, as I
understand, is situated in its own grounds on one side of the
road. Anything else?”

“Nothing, Mr. Holmes, save that I was so perplexcd that
I felt I should not be happy until I had seen you and had
your advice.”

"Holmes sat in silence for some little time.

“ Where is the gentleman to whom you are engaged ? " he
asked, at last.

“ He is in the Midland Electric Company, at Coventry.”

“He would not pay you a surprise visit? ”

“ Oh, Mr. Holmes! As if I should not know him!"”’
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“ Have you had any other admirers?”

“Several before I knew Cyril.”

“ And since?”

“ There was this dreadful man, Woodley, if you can call
him an admirer.”

“No one else?”

Our fair client seemed a little confused.

“ Who was he?” asked Holmes. ,

“(Oh, it may be a mere fancy of mine; but it has'seemed
to me sometimes that my employer, Mr. Carruthers, takes a
great deal of interest in me. We are thrown rather together.
I play his accompaniments in the evening. He has never
said anything. He is a perfect gentleman. But a girl
always knows."”

“Ha!” Holmes looked grave. “ What does he do for
a living ?

“ He is a rich man.”

“ No carriages or horses? "

“Well, at least he is fairly well-to-do. But he goes into
the city two or three times a week. He is deeply interested
in South African gold shares.”

“You will let me know any fresh development, Miss
Smith. I am very busy just now, but I will find time to
make some inquiries into your case. In the meantime, take
no step without letting me know. Good-bye, and I trust
that we shall have nothing but good news from you.”

“It is part of the settled order of Nature that such a girl
should have followers,” said Holmes, as he pulled at his
meditative pipe, “but for choice not on bicycles in lonely
country roads. A Some secretive lover, beyond all doubt.
But there are curious and suggestive details about the case,
Watson.”
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" “That he should appear only at that point ?”

“Exactly. Our first effort must be to find who are the
tenants of Charlington Hall. Then, again, how about the
connection between Carruthers and Woodley, since they
appear to be men of such a different type? How came they
otk to be so keen upon looking up Ralph Smith’s relations?
One more point. What sort of a ménage is it which pays
double the market price for a governess, but does not keep a
horse although six miles from the station? Odd, Watson—
very odd.”

“You will go down?”

“No, my dear fellow, yox will go down. This may be
some trifling intrigue, and I cannot break my other impor-
tant research for the sake of it. On Monday you will arrive
early at Farnham ; you will conceal yourself near Charling-
ton Heath ; you will observe these facts for yourself, and act
as your own judgment advises. Then, having inquired as
to the occupants of the Hall, you will come back to me and
report. And now, Watson, not another word of the matter
until we have a few solid stepping-stones on which we may
hope to get across to our solution.”

We had ascertained from the lady that she went down
upon the Monday by the train which leaves Waterloo at
9.50, so I started early and caught the 9.13. At Farnham
Station I had no difficulty in being directed to Charlington
Heath. It was impossible to mistake the scene of the young
lady’s adventure, for the road runs between the open heath
on one side and an old yew hedge upon the other, surround-
ing a park which is studded with magnificent trees. There
was a2 main gateway of lichen-studded stone, each side pillar
surmounted by mouldering heraldic emblems; but besides
this central carriage drive I observed several points where
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there were gaps in the hedge and paths leading through
them. The house was invisible from the road, but the
surroundings all spoke of gloom and decay.

The heath was covered with golden patches of flowering
gorse, gleaming magnificently in the light of the bright
spring sunshine. Behind one of these clumps I took up my
position, so as to command both the gateway of the hall
and a long stretch of the road upon either side. It had been
deserted when I left it, but now I saw a cyclist riding down
it from the opposite direction to that in which I had come.
He was clad in a dark suit, and I saw that he had a black
beard. On reaching the end of the Charlington grounds he
sprang from his machine and led it through a gap in the
hedge, disappearing from my view.

A quarter of an hour passed and then a second cyclist
appeared. This time it was the young lady coming from
the station. Isaw her look about her as she came to the
Charlington hedge. An instant later the man erileé”r"fged from
his hiding-place, sprang upon his cycle, and followed her.
In_all the broad landscape those were the only moving
figures, the graceful girl sitting very straight upon her
machine, and the man behind her_ bending low over his

. LBy IR 2L Fo . 8
handle-bar, with a curiously furtivé” suggestion in every
movement. She looked back at him and slowed her pace.
He slowed also. She stopped. He at once stopped, too,
keeping two hundred yards behind her. Her next move-
ment was as-unexpected as it was spirited. She suddenly
whisked her wheels round and dashed straight at him! He:
was as quick as she, however, and darted off i desperate
flight. Presently she came back up the road again, her head
haughtily in the air, not deigning to take further notice of
her silent attendant. He had turned also, and still kept his
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distance until the curve of the road hid them from my sight.

I remained in my hiding-place, and it was well that I did
so, for presently the man reappeared cycling slowly hack.
He turned in at the Hall gates and dismounted from his
machine. For some few minutes I could see him standing
among the trees. His hands were raised, and he seemed to
be settling his necktie. Then he, mounted his cycle and
rode away from me down the driv fowards the Hall. I ran
across the h?ﬁl‘ﬁ and peered through the trees. Far away [
could catch glimpses of the old grey building with its bristl-
ing Tudor chimneys, but the drive ran through a dense”
shrubbery, and I saw no more of my man.

However, it seemed to me that I had done a fairly good
morning’s work, and I walked back in high spirits to Farn-
ham. The local _house agent could tell me nothing about
Charlington Hall, and referred me to a well-known firm in
yall Mall. There I halted on my way home, and met with

"No, I could not have)

courtesy from the representative.

Charlington Hall for the summerm too late. It
had been let about a month ago. Mr. Williamson was the
name of the tenant. He was a respectable elderly gentle-
man. The polite agent was afraid he could say no more,
as the affairs of his clients were not matters which he could
discuss.

Mr. Sherlock Holmes listened with attention to the long
report which I was able to present to him that evening, but
it did not elicit that word of curt praise which I had hoped
for and should have valued. On the contrary, his austere
face was even more severe than usual as he commented upon
the things that I had done and the things that [ had not.

“Your hiding-place, my dear Watson, was very faulty.
You should have been behind the hedge; then you would
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have had a close view of this interesting person. As it is

you were some hundreds of yards away, and can tell me
even less than Miss Smith. She thinks she does not know
the man; I am convinced she does. Why, otherwise, should
he be so desperately anxious that she should not get so near
him as to see his features? You describe him as bending
over the handle-bar. Concealment again, you see. You
really have done remarkably badly. He returns to the
house, and you want to find out who he is. You come to a
London house-agent! ”

“ What should I have done?” I cried, with some heat.

“ Gone to the nearest public house. That is the centre of
country gossip. They would have told you every name,
from the master to the scullery-maid. Williamson! It
conveys nothing to my mind. If he is an elderly man he is
not this active cyclist who sprints away from that athletic
young lady’s pursuit. What have we gained by your expe-

"dition? The knowledge that the girl's story is true. I

never doubted it. That there is a connection between the
cyclist and the Hall. I never doubted that either. That
the Hall is tenanted by Williamson. Who's the better for
that? Well, well, my dear sir, don’t look so depressed. We
can do little more until next Saturday, and in the meantime
I may make one or two inquiries myself.”

Next morning we had a note from Miss Smith, recounting
shortly and accurately the very incidents which I had seen,
but the pith of the letter lay in the postscript: —

I am sure that you will respect my confidence, Mr. Holmes,
when "I tell you that my place here has become difficult owing
to the fact that my employer has proposed marriage to me. I
am convinced that his feelings are most deep and most honourable.
At the same time my promise is, of course, given. He took my re-
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fusal very seriously, but also very gently. You can understand,
however, that the situation is a little strained.

“Our young friend seems to be getting into deep waters,”
said Holmes, thoughtfully, as he finished the letter. * The
case certainly presents more features of interest and more
possibility of development than I had originally thought. I
should be none the worse for a quiet, peaceful day in the
country, and I am inclined to run down this afternoon and
test one or two theories which I have formed.”

Holmes’s quict day in the country had a singular termi-
nation, for he arrived at Baker Street late in the evening
with a cut lip and a discoloured lump upon his forehead,
besides a general air of dissipation which would have made
his own person the fitting object of a Scotland Yard investi-
gation. He was immensely tickled by his own adventures,
and laughed heartily as he recounted them.

“I get so little active exercise that it is always a treat,”
said he. “ You are aware that I have some proficiency in
the good old British sport of boxing. Occasionally it is of
service. To-day, for example, I should have come to very
ignominious grief without it.”

I begged him to tell me what had occurred.

“I found that country pub which I had already recom-
mended to your notice, and there I made my discreet
inquiries. I was in the bar, and a garrulous landlord was
giving me all that I wanted. Williamson is a white-bearded
man, and he lives alone with a small staff of servants at the
Hall. There is some rumour that he is or has been a clergy-
man ; but one or two incidents of his short residence at the
Hall struck me as peculiarly unecclesiastical. I have already
made some inquiries at a clerical agency, and they tell me
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that there zvas a man of that name in orders whose career
has been a singularly dark one. The landlord further in-
formed me that there are usually week-end visitors—¢a
warm lot, sir ’—at the Hall, and especially one gentleman
with a red moustache, Mr. Woodley by name, who was
always there. We had got as far as this when who should
walk in but the gentleman himself, who had been drinking
his beer in the tap-room, and had heard the whole conver-
sation. Who was I? What did I want? What did I
mean by asking questions ? He had a fine flow of language,
and his adjectives were very vigorous. He ended a string
of abuse by a vicious back-hander, which I failed to
entirely avoid. The next few minutes were delicious. It
was a straight left against a slogging ruffian. I emerged as
you see me. Mr. Woodley went home in a cart. So ended
my country trip, and it must be confessed that, however
enjoyable, my day on the Surrey border has not been much
more profitable than your own.”
The Thursday brought us another letter from our client.

You will not be surprised, Mr. Holmes (said she), to hear that I
am leaving Mr. Carruthers’ employment. Even the high pay cannot
reconcile me to the discomforts of my situation. On Saturday I come
up to town, and I do not intend to return. Mr. Carruthers has got a
trap, and so the dangers of the lonely road, if there ever were any
dangers, are now over.

As to the special cause of my leaving, it is not merely the strained
situation with Mr. Carruthers, but it is the reappearance of that
odious man, Mr. Woodley. He was always hideous, but he looks
more awful than ever now, for he appears to have had an accident
and he is much disfigured. I saw him out of the window, but I am
glad to say I did not meet him. He had a long talk with Mr. Car-
ruthers, who seemed much excited afterwards. Woodley must be
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staying in the neighbourhood, for he did not sleep here, and yet I
caught a glimpse of him again this morning slinking about in the
shrubbery. I would sooner have a savage wild animal loose about
the place. I loathe and fear him more than I can say. How can
Mr. Carruthers endure such a creature for a moment? However, all
my troubles will be over on Saturday.

“So T trust, Watson, so I trust,” said Holmes, gravely.
“There is some deep intrigue going on round that little
woman, and it is our duty to see that no one molests her
upon that last journey. I think, Watson, that we must spare
time to run down together on Saturday morning, and make
sure that this curious and inconclusive investigation has no
untoward ending.”

I confess that I had not up to now taken a very serious
view of the case, which had seemed to me rather grotesque
and bizarre than dangerous. That a man should lie in wait
for and follow a very handsome woman is no unheard-of
thing, and if he had so little audacity that he not only dared
not address her, but even fled from her approach, he was not
a very formidable assailant. ‘The ruffian Woodley was a
very different person, but, except on the one occasion, he
had not molested our client, and now he visited the house of
Carruthers without intruding upon her presence. The man
on the bicycle was doubtless a member of those week-end
parties at the Hall of which the publican had spoken ; but
who he was or what he wanted was as obscure as ever. It
was the severity of Holmes’s manner and the fact that he
slipped a revolver into his pocket before leaving our rooms
which impressed me with feeling that tragedy might prove
to lurk behind this curious train of events.

A rainy night had been followed by a glorious morning,
and the heath-covered country-side, with the glowing clumps
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of flowering gorse, seemed all the more beautiful to eyes
which were weary of the duns and drabs and slate-greys of
London. Holmes and I walked along the broad, sandy
road inhaling the fresh morning air, and rejoicing in the
music of the birds and the fresh breath of the spring. From
a rise of the road on the shoulder of Crooksbury Hill we
could see the grim Hall bristling out from amidst the
ancient oaks, which, old as they were, were still younger
than the building which they surrounded. Holmes pointed
down the long tract of road which wound, a reddish yellow
band, between the brown of the heath and the budding
green of the woods. Far away, a black dot, we could see a
vehicle moving in our direction. Holmes gave an exclama-
tion of impatience.

“I had given a margin of half an hour,” said he. “If
that is her trap she must be making for the earlier train. I
fear, Watson, that she will be past Charlington before we
can possibly meet her.”

From the instant that we passed the rise we could no
longer see the vehicle, but we hastened onwards at such a
pace that my sedentary life began to tell upon me, and I
was compelled to fall behind. Holmes, however, was always
in training, for he had inexhaustible stores of nervous energy
upon which to draw. His springy step never slowed, until
suddenly, when he was a hundred yards in front of me, he
halted, and I saw him throw up his hand with a gesture of
grief and despair. At the same instant an empty dog-cart,
the horse cantering, the reins trailing, appeared round the
curve of the road and rattled swiftly towards us.

“Too late, Watson; too late!” cried Holmes, as I ran
panting to his side. “Fool that I was not to allow for the
earlier train! It’s abduction, Watson—abduction! Murder !
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teaven knows what! Block the road! Stop the horse!
That’s right. Now jump in, and let us see if I can repair
the consequences of my own blunder.”

We had sprung into the dog-cart, and Holmes, after
turning the horse, gave it a sharp cut with the whip, and we
flew back along the road. As we turned the curve the whole
stretch of road between the Hall and the heath was opened
up. I grasped Holmes'’s arm.

“That’s the man!” I gasped.

A solitary cyclist was coming towards us. His head was
down and his shoulders rounded as he put every ounce of
energy that he possessed on to the pedals. He was flying
like a racer. Suddenly he raised his bearded face, saw us
close to him, and pulled up, springing from his machine.
That coal-black beard was in singular contrast to the pallor
of his face, and his eyes were as bright as if he had a fever.
He stared at us and at the dog-cart. Then a look of amaze-
ment came over his face.

“Halloa! Stop there!” he shouted, holding his bicycle
to block our road. ¢ Where did you get that dog-cart?
Pull up, man!” he yelled, drawing a pistol from his side
pocket. “Pull up, Isay, or, by George, I'll put a bullet
into your horse!”

Holmes threw the reins into my lap and sprang down
from the cast.

“VYou're the man we want to see. Where is Miss Violet
Smith ?” he said in his quick, clear way.

“That’s what I am asking you. You're in her dog-cart.
You ought to know where she is.”

“We met the dog-cart on the road. "There was no one
init. We drove back to help the young lady.”

“Good Lord !t Good Lord! What shall I do?” cried
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the stranger, in an ecstasy of despair. “They've got her,
that hellhound Woodley and the blackguard parson. Come,
man, come, if you really are her friend. Stand by me and
we’ll save her, if T have to leave my carcase in Charlington
Wood.”

He ran distractedly, his pistol in his hand, towards a gap
in the hedge. Holmes followed him, and I, leaving the
horse grazing beside the road, followed Holmes.

“This is where they came through,” said he, pointing to
the marks of several feet upon the muddy path. * Halloa!
Stop a minute! Who's this in the bush?”

It was a young fellow about seventeen, dressed like an
ostler, with leather cords and gaiters. He lay upon his
back, his knees drawn up, a terrible cut upon his head. He
was insensible, but alive. A glance at his wound told me
that it had not penetrated the bone.

“That’s Peter, the groom,” crizd the stranger. “ He
drove her. The beasts have pulled him off and clubbed
him. Let him lie ; we can’t do him any good, but we may
save her from the worst fate that can befall a woman.”

We ran frantically down the path, which wound among
the trees. We had reached the shrubbery which surrounded -
the house when Holmes pulled up.

“They didn’t go to the house. Here are their marks on
the left—here, beside the laurel bushes! Ah, I said so!”

As he spoke a woman’s shrill scream—a scream which
vibrated with a frenzy of horror—burst from the thick green
clump of bushes in front of us. It ended suddenly on its
highest note with a choke and a gurgle.

““This way! This way! They are in the bowling alley,”
cried the stranger, darting through the bushes. “ Ah, the
cowardly dogs! Follow me, gentlemen! Too late! too



THE SOLITARY CYCLIST 51

late! by the living Jingo!”

We had broken suddenly into a lovely glade of green-
sward surrounded by ancient trees. On the farther side of
it, under the shadow of a mighty oak, there stood a singular
group of three people. One was a woman, our client,
drooping and faint, 2 handkerchief round her mouth. Op-
posite her stood a Drutal, heavy-faced, red-moustached young
man, his gaitered legs parted wide, one arm akimbo, the
other waving a riding-crop, his whole attitude suggestive of
triumphant bravado. Between them an elderly, grey-
bearded man, wearing a short surplice over a light tweed
suit, had evidently just completed the wedding service, for
he pocketed his prayer-book as we appeared, and slapped
the sinister bridegroom upon the back in jovial congratula-

tion.
“They’re married ! ” I gasped.
“Come on!” cried our guide; “ come on!"” He rushed

across the glade, Holmes and I at his heels. As we ap-
proached, the lady staggered against the trunk of the tree
for support. Williamson, the ex-clergyman, bowed to us
with mock politeness, and the bully Woodley advanced with
a shout of brutal and exultant laughter.

“You can take your beard off, Bob,” said he. “I know
you right enough. Well, you and your pals have just come
in time for me to be able to introduce you to Mrs. Woodley.”

Our guide’s answer was a singular one. He snatched off
the dark beard which had disguised him and threw it on the
ground, disclosing a long, sallow, clean-shaven face below it.
Then he raised his revolver and covered the young ruffian,
who was advancing upon him with his dangerous riding-crop
swinging in his hand.

“Yes,” said our ally, 1 am Bob Carruthers, and I'll see
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this woman righted if I have to swing for it. I told you
what I'd do if you molested her, and, by the Lord, I'll be as
good as my word ! ”

“You're too late. She’s my wife!”

“ No, she’s your widow.”

His revolver cracked, and I saw the blood spurt from the
front of Woodley’s waistcoat. He spunround with a scream
and fell upon his back, his hideous red face turning suddenly
to a dreadful mottled pallor. The old man, still clad in his
surplise, burst into such a string of foul oaths as I have never
heard, and pulled out a revolver of his own, but before he
could raise it he was looking down the barrel of Holmes’s
weapon.

“Enough of this,” said my friend, coldly. * Drop that
pistol! Watson, pick it up! Hold it to this head! Thank
you. You, Carruthers, give me that revolver. We'll have
no more violence. Come, hand it over!”

“Who are you, then?”

“ My name is Sherlock Holmes.”

“Good Lord!”

“You have heard of me, I see. I will represent the official
police until their arrival. Here, you!” he shouted to the
frightened groom, who had appeared at the edge of the glade.
“Come here. Take this note as hard as you can ride to

» Farnham.” He scribbled a few words upon a leaf from his

note-book. “ Give it to the superintendent at the police-
station. Until he comes, I must detain you all under my
personal custody.”

The strong, masterful personality of Holmes dominated
the tragic scene, and all were equally puppets in his hands.
Williamson and Carruthers found themselves carrying the
wounded Woodley into the house, and I gave my arm to the
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frightened girl. The injured man was laid on his bed, and
at Holmes's request I examined him. I carried my report
to where he sat in the old tapestry-hung dining-room with his
two prisoners before him.

“ He will live,” said I.

“What!” cried Carruthers, springing out of his chair.
“I'll go upstairs and finish him first. Do you tell me that
that girl, that angel, is to be tied to Roaring Jack Woodley
for lite ?”

“You need not concern yourself about that,” said Holmes.
“ There are two very good reasons why she should under no
circumstances be his wife. In the first place, we are very
safe in questioning Mr. Williamson’s right to solemnise a
marriage.”

“T have been ordained,” cried the old rascal.

“ And also unfrocked.”

“Once a clergyman, always a clergyman.”

“I think not. How about the license?”

“We had a license for the marriage. I have it here in
wmy pocket.”

“Then you got it by a trick. But in any case a forced
marriage is no marriage, but it is a very serious felony, as
you will discover before you have finished. You'll have
time to think the point out during the next ten years or so,
unless T am mistaken. As to you, Carmuthers, you would
have done better to keep your pistol in your pocket.”

“T begin to think so, Mr. Holmes ; but when I thought of
all the precaution I had taken to shield this girl—for I loved
her, Mr. Holmes, and it is the only time that ever I knew

what love was—it fairly drove me mad to think that she was :

in the power of the greatest brute and bully in South Africa,
a man whose name isa holy terror from Kimberley to
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Johannesburg. Why, Mr. Holmes, you’ll hardly believe it,
but ever since that girl has been in my employment I never
once let her go past this house, where I knew these rascals
were lurking, without following her on my bicycle just to see
that she came to no harm. I kept my distance from her,
and I wore a beard so that she should not recognise me, for
she is a good and high-spirited girl, and she wouldn’t have
stayed in my employment long if she had thought that I was
following her about the country roads.”

“ Why didn’t you tell her of her danger?”

“Because then, again, she would have left me, and I
couldn’t bear to face that. Even if she couldn’t love me it
was a great deal to me just to see her dainty form about the
house, and to hear the sound of her voice.”

“ Well,” said I, “ you call that love, Mr. Carruthers, but I
should call it selfishness.”

“ Maybe the two things go together. Anyhow, I couldn’t
let her go. Besides, with this crowd about, it was well that
she should have someone near to look after her. Then
when the cable came I knew they were bound to make
a move.”

“ What cable?”

Carruthers took a telegram from his pocket.

“That’s it! " said he. It was short and concise :—

“The old man is dead.”

“Hum!” said Holmes. “I think I see how things
worked, and I can understand how this message would, as
you say, bring them to a head. But while we wait, you
might tell me what you can.”

The old reprobate with the surplice burst into a volley of
bad language.

“By heaven,” said he, “if you squeal on us, Bob Car-
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ruthers, I'll serve you as you served Jack Woodley! You
can bleat about the girl to your heart’s content, for that’s
your own affair, but if you round on your pals to this plain-
clothes copper it will be the worst day’s work that ever you
did.”

“Your reverence need not be excited,” said Holmes,
lighting a cigarette. “The case is clear enough against
you, and all I ask is a few details for my private curiosity.
However, if there’s any difficulty in your telling me I'll do
the talking, and then you will see how far you have a chance
of holding back your secrets. In the first place, three of you
came from South Africa on this game—you, Williamson,
you, Carruthers, and Woodley.”

¢ Lie number one,” said the old man; “I never saw either
of them until two months ago, and I have never been mn
Africa in my life, so you can put that in your pipe and
smoke it, Mr. Busybody Hclmes!”

“ What he says is true,” said Carruthers.

“ Well, well, two of you came over. His reverence is our
own home-made article. You had known Ralph Smith in
South Africa. You had reason to believe he would not live
long. You found out that his niece would inherit his for-
tune. How’s that—eh?”

Carruthers nodded, and Williamson swore.

“ She was next-of-kin, no doubt, and you were aware that
the old fellow would make no will.”

« Couldn't read or write,” said Carruthers.

“So you came over, the two of you, and hunted up the
girl. The idea was that one of you was to marry her, and
the other have a share of the plunder. For some reason
Woodley was chosen as the husband. Why was that?”

“We played cards for her on the voyage. He won.”
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“] see. You got the young lady into your service, and
there Woodley was to do the courting. She recognised the
drunken brute that he was, and would have nothing to do
with him. Meanwhile, your arrangement was rather upset
by the fact that you had yourself fallen in love with the
lady. You could no longer bear the idea of this ruffian
owning her.”

“ No, by George, I couldn’t!”

“There was a quarrel between you. He left youina
rage, and began to make his own plans independently of
you.”

“1t strikes me, Williamson, there isn’t very much that we
can tell this gentleman,” cried Carruthers, with a bitter
laugh. “ Yes, we quarrelled, and he knocked me down. I
am level with him on that, anyhow. Then I lost sight of
him. That was when he picked up with this cast padre here.
I found that they had set up housekeeping together at this
place on the line that she had to pass for the station. I kept
my eye on her after that, for I knew there was some devilry
in the wind. I saw them from time to time, for I was
anxious to know what they were after. Two days ago
Woodley came up to my house with this cable, which showed
that Ralph Smith was dead. He asked me if T would stand
by the bargain. I said I would not. He asked me if I
would marry the girl myself and give him a share. I said
I would willingly do so, but that she would not have me.
He said, ¢ Let us get her married first, and after a week or
two she may see things a bit different.” I said I would have
nothing to do with violence. So he went off cursing, like
the foul-mouthed blackguard that he was, and swearing that
he would have her yet. - She was leaving me this week-end,
and I had got a trap to take her to the station, but I was so
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uneasy in my mind that I followed her on my bicycle. She
had got a start, however, and before I could catch her the
mischief was done. The first thing I knew about it was
when I saw you two gentlemen driving back in her dog-
cart.”

Holmes rose and tossed the end of his cigarette into the
grate. “I have been very obtuse, Watson,” said he. “ When
in your report you said that you had seen the cyclist as you
thought arrange his necktie in the shrubbery, that alone
should have told me all. However, we may congratulate
ourselves upon a curious and in some respects a unique case.
[ perceive three of the county constabulary in the drive, and
I am glad to see that the little ostler is able to keep pace with
them; so it is likely that neither he nor the interesting
bridegroom will be permanently damaged by their morning’s
adventures. I think, Watson, that in your medical capacity
you might wait upon Miss Smith and tell her that if she is
sufficiently recovered we shall be happy to escort her to her
mother’s home. If she is not quite convalescent you will
find that a hint that we were about to telegraph to a young
electrician in the Midlands would probably complete the
cure. Asto you, Mr. Carruthers, I think that you have done
what you could to make amends for your share in an evil
plot. There is my card, sir, and if my evidence can be of
help to you in your trial it shall be at your disposal.”

In the whirl of our incessant activity it has often been
difficult for me, as the reader has probably observed, to
round off my narratives, and to give those final details which
the curious might expect. Each case has been the prelude
to another, and the crisis once over, the actors have passed
for ever out of our busy lives. I find, however, a short note
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at the end of my manuscripts dealing with this case, in which
I have put it upon record that Miss Violet Smith did indeed
inherit a large fortune, and that she is now the wife of Cyril
Morton, the senior partner of Morton and Kennedy, the
famous Westminster electricians. Williamson and Woodley
were both tried for abduction and assault, the former getting
seven years and the latter ten. Of the fate of Carruthers I
have no record, but I am sure that his assault was not viewed
very gravely by the Court, since Woodley had the reputation
of being a most dangerous ruffian, and I think that a few
months were sufficient to satisfy the demands of justice.



THE ADVENTURE OF THE
RED-HEADED LEAGUE

HAD called upon my friend, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, one
day in the autumn of last year, and found him in deep
conversation with a very stout, florid-faced, elderly gentle-
man, with fiery red hair. With an apology for my intrusion,
I was about to withdraw, when Holmes pulled me abruptly
into the room, and closed the door behind me.

“You could not possibly have come at a better time, my
dear Watson ” he said cordially.

“I was afraid that you were engaged.”

“SoIam. Very much so.”

“Then I can wait in the next room.”

“Not at all. This gentleman, Mr. Wilson, has been my
partner and helper in many of my most successful cases, and
I have no doubt that he will be of the utmost use to me in
yours also.”

The stout gentleman half rose from his chair, and gave a
bob of greeting, with a quick little questioning glance from
his small, fat-encircled eyes.

“Try the settee,” said Holmes, relapsing into his arm-
chair, and putting his finger-tips together, as was his custom
when in judicial moods. “I know, my dear Watson, that
you share my love of all that is bizarre and outside the con-
ventions and humdrum routine of every-day life. You have
shown your relish for it by the enthusiasm which has prompt-
ed you to chronicle, and, if you will excuse me saying so,
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1

somewhat to embellish so many of my own little adventures.

“ Your cases have indeed been of the greatest interest to
me,” T observed.

“You will remember that I remarked the other day, just
before we went into the very simple problem presented by
Miss Mary Sutherland, that for strange effects and extra-
ordinary combinations we must go to life itself, which is
always far more daring than any effort of the imagination.”

“ A proposition which I took the liberty of doubting.”

“You did, Doctor, but none the less you must come
round to my view, for otherwise I shall keep piling fact
upon fact on you, until your reason breaks down under
them and acknowledges me to be right. Now, Mr. Jabez
Wilson here has been good enough to call upon me this
morning, and to begin a narrative which promises to be one
of the most singular which I have listened to for some time.
You have heard me remark that the strangest and most
unique things are very often connected. not with the larger
but with the smaller crimes, and occasionally, indeed, where
there is room for doubt whether any positive crime has been
committed. As far as I have heard, it is impossible for me
to say whether the present case is an instance of crime or
not, but the course of events is certainly among the most
singular that I have ever listened to. Perhaps, Mr. Wilson,
you would have the great kindness to recommence your
narrative. I ask you not merely because my, friend Dr.
Watson has not heard the opening part, but also because the
peculiar nature of the story makes me anxious to have every
possible detail from your lips. As a rule, when I have heard
some slight indication of the course of events I am able to
guide myself by the thousands of other similar cases which
occur to my memory. In the present instance I am forced
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to admit that the facts are, to the best of my belief, unique.”

The portly client puffed out his chest with an appearance
of some little pride, and pulled a dirty and wrinkled news-
paper from the inside pocket of his great-coat. As he
glanced down the advertisement column, with his head
thrust forward, and the paper flattened out upon his knee, I
took a good look at the man, and endeavoured after the
fashion of my companion to read the indications which
might be presented by his dress or appearance.

I did not gain very much, however, by my inspection.
Our visitor bore every mark of being an average common-
place British tradesman, obese, pompous, and slow. He wore
rather baggy grey shepherd’s check trousers, a not overclean
black frock-coat, unbuttoned in the front, and a drab waist-
coat with a heavy brassy Albert chain, and a square pierced
bit of metal dangling down as an ornament. A frayed top
hat and a faded brown overcoat with a wrinkled velvet collar
lay upon a chair beside him. Altogether, look as I would,
there was nothing remarkable about the man save his blazing
red head, and the expression of extreme chagrin and dis-
content upon his features.

Sherlock Holmes’ quick eye took in my occupation, and
he shook his head with a smile as he noticed my questioning
glances. “Beyond the obvious facts that he has at some

time done manual labour, that he takes snuff, that he is a :

Freemason, that he has been in China, and that he has done
a considerable amount of writing lately, I can deduce noth-
ing else.”

Mr. Jabez Wilson started up in his chair, with his fore-
finger upon the paper, but his eyes upon my companion.

“ How, in the name of good fortune, did you know all
that, Mr. Holmes?” he asked. “How did you know, for
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example, that I did manual labour? It’s as true as gospel,
and I began as a ship’s carpenter.”

“Your hands, my dear sir. Your right hand is quite a
size larger than your left. You have worked with it, and
the muscles are more developed.”

“ Well, the snuff, then, and the F reemasonary [

“1 won't insult your intelligence by telling you how I
read that, especially as, rather against the strict rules of
your order, you use an arc and compass breastpin.”

¢ Ah, of course, I forgot that. But the writing?”

“ What else can be indicated by that right cuff so very
shiny for five inches, and the left one with the smooth patch
near the elbow where you rest it upon the desk.”

“Well, but China?”

“The fish which you have tattooed immediately above
your right wrist could only have been done in China. I
have made a small study of tattoo marks, and have even
contributed to the literature of the subject. That trick of
staining the fishe’s scales of a delicate pink is quite peculiar
to China. When, in addition, I see a Chinese coin hanging
from your watch-chain, the matter becomes even more
simple.”

Mr. Jabez Wilson laughed heavily. “ Well, I never!”
said he. “I thought at first you had done something clever,
but I see that there was nothing in it after all.”

“1I begin to think, Watson,” said Holmes, “that I make
a mi-take in explaining. ‘Omne ignotum pro magnifico,’
you know, and my poor little reputation, such as it is, will
suffer shipwreck if I am so candid. Can you not find the
advertisement, Mr. Wilson? ”

“Yes, I have got it now,” he answered, with his thick, red
finger planted half-way down the column. ¢ Here it is.



THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE 63

This is what began it all. You just redd it for yourself,
sir.”

I took the paper from him and read as follows :—

“To THE Rep-HEaDED LEaGUE. On account of the
bequest of the late FEzekiah Hopkins, of Lebanon, Penn.,
U.S.A,, there is now another vacancy open which entitles a
member of the League to a salary of four pounds a week for
purely nominal services. All red-headed men who are
sound in body and mind, and above the age of twenty-one
years, are eligible. Apply in person on Monday, at eleven
o'clock, to Duncan Ross, at the offices of the League, 7,
Pope’s-court, Fleet-street.”

“ What on earth does this mean?” I ejaculated, after I
had twice read over the extraordinary announcement.

Holmes chuckled, and wriggled in his chair, as was his
habit when in high spirits. “It is a little off the beaten
track, isn’t it?” <«aid he. “And now, Mr. Wilson, off you
go at scratch, and tell us all about yourself, your household,
and the effect which this advertisement had upon your for-
tunes. You will first make a note, Doctor, of the paper and
the date.”

“It is The Morning Chronicle, of April 27, 18g0. Just
two months ago.”

“Very good. Now, Mr. Wilson?”

“\Well, it is just as I have been telling you, Mr. Sherlock :

Holmes,” said Jabcez Wilson, mopping his forehead. “1I
have a small pawnbroker’s business at Coburg-square, near
the City. It’s not a very large affair, and of late years it
has not done more than just give me a living. T used to be

able to keep two assiztants, but now I only keep one;and I :

10

15



10

15

20

64 SELECT READINGS FROM CONAN DOYLE

would have a job to pay him, but that he is willing to come
for half wages, so as to learn the business.”

“ What is the namé of this obliging youth ?”” asked Sher-
lock Holmes.

“His name is Vincent Spaulding, and he’s not such a
youth either. It’s hard to say his age. Ishould not wish a
smarter assistant, Mr. Holmes ; and I know very well that he
could better himself, and earn twice what I am able to give
him. But after all, if he is satisfied, why should I put ideas
in his head ?”

“ Why, indeed? You seem most fortunate in having an
employé who comes under the full market price. Itis nota
common experience among employers in this age. I dont
know that your assistant is not as remarkable as your
advertisement.”

“Oh, he has his faults, too,” said Mr. Wilson. “Never
was such a fellow for photography. Snapping away with a
camera when he ought to be improving his mind, and then
diving down into the cellar like a rabbit into its hole to
develop his pictures. That is his main fault; but on the
whole, he’s a good worker. There’s no vice in him.”

“ He is still with you, I presume?”

“Yes, sir. He and a girl of fourteen, who does a bit of
simple cooking, and keeps the place clean—that’s all I have
in the house, for I am a widower, and never had any family.
We live very quietly, sir, the three of us ; and we keep a roof
over our heads, and pay our debts, if we do nothing more.

“ The first thing that put us out was that advertisement.
Spaulding, he came down into the office just this day eight
weeks with this very paper in his hand, and he says :—

“¢I wish to-the Lord, Mr. Wilson, that I was a red-
headed man.’
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“¢Why that?’ T asks,

“* Why,” says he, ‘here’s another vacancy on the League
of the Red-headed Men. It’s worth quite a little fortune to
any man who gets it, and I understand that there are more
vacancies than there are men, so that the trustees are at their
wits” end what to do with the money. If my hair would
only change colour, here’s a nice little crib all ready for me
to step into.’

““1WVhy, what is it, then?’ Iasked. Yousee, Mr. Holmes,
I am a very stay-at-home man, and, as my business came to
me instead of my having to go to it, I was often weeks on
end without putting my foot over the door-mat. In that
way I didn’t know much of what was going on outside, and
I was always glad of a bit of news.

“ ¢ Have you never heard of the League of the Red-head-
ed Men?’ he asked, with his eyes open.

“¢Never.’

“¢Why, I wonder at that, for you are eligible yourself for
one of the vacancies.’

“¢ And what are they worth?’ I asked.

¢ ¢ Oh, merely a couple of hundred a year, but the work
is slight, and it need not interfere much with one’s other
occupations.’

“Well, you can easily think that that made me prick up
my ears, for the business has not been over good for some
years, and an extra couple of hundred would have been very
handy.

« ¢ Tell me all about it,” said I.

“¢«Well,’ said he, showing me the advertisement, ¢ you can
see for yourself that the League has a vacancy, and there
is the address where you should apply for particulars. As
far as I can make out, the League was founded by an
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American millionaire, Ezekiah Hopkins, who was very pe-
culiar in his ways. He was himself red-headed, and he had a
great sympathy for all red-headed men ; so, when he died, it
was found that he had left his enormous fortune in the hands
of trustees, with instructions to apply the interest to the pro-
viding of easy berths to men whose hair is of that colour.
From all I hear it is splendid pay, and very little to do.’

“ ¢ But,’ said I, ‘ there would be millions of red-headed men
who would apply.’

“¢Not so many as you might think,” he answered. ¢ You
see it is really confined to Londoners, and to grown men.
This American had started from London when he was
young, and he wanted to do the old town a good turn.
Then, again, I have heard it is no use your applying if your
hair is light red, or dark red, or anything but real, bright,
blazing, fiery red. Now, if you cared to apply, Mr. Wilson,
you would just walk in; but perhaps it would hardly be
worth your while to put yourself out of the way for the sake
of a few hundred pounds.’

“ Now, it is a fact, gentlemen, as you may see for your-
selves, that my hair is of a very full and rich tint, so that it
seemed to me that, if there was to be any competition in the
matter, I stood as good a chance as any man that I had ever
met. Vincent Spaulding seemed to know so much about it

5 that I thought he might prove useful, so I just ordered him

to put up the shutters for the day, and to coms right away
with me. He was very willing to have a holiday, so we
shut the business up, and started off for the address that was
given us in the advertisement.

“I never hope to see such a sight as that again, Mr.
Holmes. Froimn north, south, east, and west every man who
had a shade of red in his hair had tramped into the City to
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answer the advertisement. Fleet-street was choked with
red-headed folk, and Pope’s-court looked like a coster’s
orange barrow. I should not have thought there were so
many in the whole country as were brought together by
that single advertisement. Every shade of colour they were
—straw, lemon, orange, brick, Irish-setter, liver, clay; but,
as Spaulding said, there were not many who had the real
vivid flame-coloured tint. When I saw how many were
waiting, I would have given it up in despair ; but Spaulding
would not hear of it. How he did it I could not imagine,
but he pushed and pulled and butted until he got me through
the crowd, and right up to the steps'which led to the office.
There was a double stream upon the stair, some going up
in hope, and some coming back dejected ; but we wedged
in as well as we could, and soon found ourselves in the
office.”

“ Your experience has been a2 most entertaining one,” re-
marked Holmes, as his client paused and refreshed his
memory with a huge pinch of snuff. “ Pray continue your
very interesting statement.”

“ There was nothing in the office but a couple of wooden
chairs and a deal table, behind which sat a small man, with a
head that was even redder than mine. He said a few words
to each candidate as he came up, and then he always
managed to find some fault in them which would disqualify
them. Getting a vacancy did not seem to be such a
very easy matter after all. However, when our turn came,
the little man was more favourable to me than to any of the
others, and he closed the door as we entered, so that he
might have a private word with us.

«¢'This is Mr. Jabez Wilson,” said my assistant, ‘and he
is willing to fill a vacancy in the League.’
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«¢ And he is admirably suited forit,” the other answered.
¢ He has every requirement. I cannot recall when I have
seen anything so fine” He took a step backwards, cocked
his head on one side, and gazed at my hair until I felt quite
bashful. Then suddenly he plunged forward, wrung my
hand, and congratulated me warmly on my success.

“ Tt would be injustice to hesitate,” said he. ¢You will,
however, T am sure, excuse me for taking an obvious pre-
caution.” With that he seized my hair in both his hands,
and tugged until I yelled with the pain. ¢ There is water in
your eyes,” said he, as he released me. ‘I perceive that all
is as it should be. But we have to be careful, for we have
twice been deceived by wigs and once by paint. I could
tell you tales of cobbler’s wax which would disgust you with
human nature’” He stepped over to the window, and
shouted through it at the top of his voice that the vacancy
was filled. A groan of disappointment came up from below,
and the folk all trooped away in different directions, until
there was not a red head to be seen except my own and that
of the manager. :

“¢My name,’ said he, ‘is Mr. Duncan Ross, and I am
myself one of the pensioners upon the fund left by our
noble benefactor. Are you a married man, Mr. Wilson?
Have you a family ?’

“T answered that I had not.

“ His face fell immediately.

“‘Dear me!’ he said, gravely, ¢ that is very serious in-
deed! I am sorry to hear you say that. The fund was, of
course, for the propagation and spread of the red-heads as
well as for their maintenance. It is exceedingly unfortunate
that you should be a bachelor.’

“ My face lengthened at thls, Mr. Holmes, for 1 thought
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that I was not to have the vacancy after all ; but after think-
ing it over for a few minutes, he said that it would be all
right.

““In the case of another,” said he, ‘the objection might
be fatal, but we must stretch a point in favour of a man with
such a head of hair as yours. When shall you be able to
enter upon your new duties?’

““Well, it is a little awkward, for I have a business al-
ready,’ said I.

“ ¢ Oh, never mind about that, Mr. Wilson!’ said Vincent
Spaulding. ‘I shall be able to look after that for you.’

“ ¢ What would be the hours?’ I asked.

“<Ten to two.’

“ Now a pawnbroker’s business is mostly done of an even-
ing, Mr. Holmes, especially Thursday and Friday evening,
which is just before pay day; so it would suit me very well
to earn a little in the mornings. Besides, I knew that my
assistant was a good man, and that he would see to anything
that turned up.

“<¢That would suit me very well, said I. ‘And the
pay?’

“ ¢ Is four pounds a week.’

“ ¢ And the work ?’

“ ¢Is purely nominal.’

“ ¢ What do you call purely nominal?’

“¢Well, you have to be in the office, or at lcast in the
building, the whole time. If you leave, you forfeit your
whole position for ever. The will is very clear upon that
point. You don’t comply with the conditions if you budge
from the office during that time.’

“ ¢It's only four hours a day, and I should not think of
leaving,’ said L
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¢« ¢No excuse will avail,’ said Mr. Duncan Ross, ‘neither
sickness, nor business, nor anything else. There you must
stay, or you lose your billet.’

“ ¢ And the work ?’

« ¢Ts to copy out the “ Encyclopzdia Britannica.” There
is the first volume of it in that press. You must find your
own ink, pens, and blotting paper, but we provide this table
and chair. Will you be ready to-morrow?’

¢ ¢Certainly,” I answered.

¢ ¢ Then, good-bye, Mr. Jabez Wilson, and let me con-
gratulate you once more on the important position which
you have been fortunate enough to gain.’ He bowed me
out of the room, and I went home with my assistant, hardly
knowing what to say or do, I was so pleased at my own
good fortune. ‘

“ Well, I thought over the matter all day, and by evening
I was in low spirits again ; for I had quite persuaded myself
that the whole affair must be some great hoax or fraud,
though what its object might be I could not imagine. It
seemed altogether past belief that any one could make such
a will, or that they would pay such a sum for doing anything
so simple as copying out the ‘Encyclopedia Britannica.’
Vincent Spaulding did what he could to cheer me up, but
by bedtime I had reasoned myself out of the whole thing.
However, in the morning I determined to have a look at it
anyhow, so I bought a penny bottle of ink, and with a quill
pen and seven sheets of foolscap paper, I started off for
Pope’s-court.

“Well, to my surprise and delight everything was as right
as possible. The table was set out ready for me, and Mr.
Duncan Ross was there to see that I got fairly to work. He
started me off upon the letter A, and then he left ine; but he
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would drop in from time to time to see that all was right
with me. At two o’clock he bade me good-day, compli-
mented me upon the amount that I had written, and locked
the door of the office after me.

“This went on day after day, Mr. Holmes, and on Satur-
day the manager came in and planked down four golden
sovereigns for my week’s work. It was the same next week,
and the same the week after. Every morning I was there at
ten, and every afternoon I left at two. By degrees Mr.
Duncan Ross took to coming in only once of a morning,
and then, after a time, he did not come in at all. Still, of
course, I never dared to leave the room for an instant, for
I was not sure when he might come, and the billet was such
a good one, and suited me so well that I would not risk the
loss of it.

“Eight weeks passed away like this, and I had written
about Abbots, and Archery, and Armour, and Architecture,
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and Attica, and hoped with diligence that I might get on to -

the B’s before very long. It cost me something in foolscap,
and I had pretty nearly filled a shelf with my writings.
And then suddenly the whole business came to an end.”

“To anend?”

“Yes, sir. And no later than this morning. I went to
my work as usual at ten o’clock, but the door was shut and
locked, with a little square of cardboard hammered on to
the middle of the panel with atack. Here it is, and you
can read for yourself.”

He held up a piece of white cardboard, about the size of
a sheet of notepaper. It read in this fashion :—

“TueE REp-HEADED LEAGUE 15 DissoLvED. Oct. 9, 1890.”

Sherlock Holmes and I surveyed this curt announcement
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and the rueful face behind it, until the comical side of the
affair so completely overtopped every other consideration
that we both burst out into a roar of laughter.

“1 cannot see that there is anything very funny,” cried
our client, flushing up to the roots of his flaming head. “If
you can do nothing better than laugh at me, I can go else-
where.”

“No, no,” cried Holmes, shoving him back into the chair
from which he had half risen. “1I really wouldn’t miss your
case for the world. It is most refreshingly unusual. But
there is, if you will excuse me saying so, something just a
little funny about it. Pray what steps did you take when
you found the card upon the door?”

“1 was staggered, sir. I did not know what to do. Then
I called at the offices round, but none of them seemed to
know anything about it. Finally, I went to the landlord,
who is an accountant living on the ground floor, and I
asked him if he could tell me what had become of the Red-
headed League. He said that he had never heard of any
such body. Then [ asked him who Mr. Duncan Ross was.
He answered that the name was new to him.”

“ ¢ Well,’ said I, ‘the gentleman at No. 4.’

“ ¢ What, the red-headed man?’

€ ¢ 'Y'es.)

“¢Oh,’ said he, his name was William Morris. He was
a solicitor, and was using my room as a temporary con-
venience until his new premises were ready. He moved
out yesterday.’

“ ¢ Where could I find him?’

“‘Oh, at his new offices. He did tell me the address.
Yes, 17, King Edward-street, near St. Paul’s.’

“I started off, Mr. Holmes, but when I got to that address
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it was a manufactory of artificial knee-caps, and no one in it
had ever heard of either Mr. William Morris or Mr. Duncan
Ross.”

““ And what did you do then ?”” asked Holmes.

“I went home to Saxe-Coburg-square, and I took the
advice of my assistant. But he could not help me in any
way. He could only say that if I waited I should hear by
post. But that was not quite good enough, Mr. Holmes. I
did not wish to lose such a place without a struggle, so, as I
had heard that you were good enough to give advice to poor
folk who were in need of it, I came right away to you.”

“And_you did very wisely,” said Holmes. “ Your case
is an exceedingly remarkable one, and I shall be happy to
look into it. From what you have told me I think that it is
possible that graver issues hang from it than might at first
sight appear.”

“ Grave enough!” said Mr. Jabez Wilson. “ Why, I
have lost four pound a week.”

“As far as you are personally concerned,” remarked
Holmes, “I do not sce that you have any grievance against
this extraordinary league. On the contrary, you are, as I
understand, richer by some thirty pounds, to say nothing of
the minute knowledge which you have gained on every
subject which comes under the letter A. You have lost
nothing by them.”

“No, sir. But I want to find out about them, and who
they are, and what their object was in playing this prank—
if it was a prank—upon me. It was a pretty expensive joke
for them, for it cost them two-and-thirty pounds.”

“ We shall endeavour to clear up these points for you.
And, first, one or two questions, Mr. Wilson. This assist-
ant of yours who first called your attention to the advertise-
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ment—how long had he been with you?”

¢ About a month then.”

“ How did he come?”

“In an answer to an advertisement.”

5  “Was he the only applicant?”

“No, I had a dozen.”

“ Why did you pick him?”

“ Because he was handy, and would come cheap.”

“ At half wages, in fact.”

10 “Yes.”

“ What is he like, this Vincent Spaulding ? ”’

“ Small, stout-built, very quick in his ways, no hair on his
face, though he’s not short of thirty. Has a white splash of
acid upon his forehead.”

15 Holmes sat up in his chair in considerable excitement.
“I thought as much,” said he. “Have you ever observed
that his ears are pierced for earrings.”

“Yes, sir. He told me that a gipsy had done it for him
when he was a lad.”

20 “Hum!” said Holmes, sinking back in deep thought.
“ He is still with you?”

 Oh, yes, sir; I have only just left him.”

“And has your business been attended to in your ab-
sence ? 7’

25 ‘““Nothing to complain of, sir. There’s never very much
to do of a morning.”

“That will do, Mr. Wilson. I shall be happy to give
you an opinion upon the subject in the course of a day or
two. To-day is Saturday, and I hope that by Monday we

8 may come to a conclusion.”

“ Well, Watson,” said Holmes, when our visitor had left
us, “ what do you make of it all?”
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“Imake nothing of it,” I answered, frankly. “It is a
most mystéerious business.”

“ As a rule,” said Holmes, ““ the more bizarre a thing is
the less mysterious it provesto be. It is your commonplace,
featureless crimes which are really puzzling, just as a com-
monplace face is the most difficult to identify. But I must
be prompt over this matter.”

“ What are you going to do then?” T asked.

“To smoke,” he answered. “ It is quite a three pipe prob-
lem, and I beg that you won’t speak to me for fifty minutes.”
He curled himself up in his chair, with his thin knees drawn
up to his hawk-like nose, and there he sat with his eyes
closed and his black clay pipe thrusting out like the bill of
some strange bird. I had come to the conclusion that he
had dropped asleep, and indeed was nodding myself, when
he suddenly sprang out of his chair with the gesture of a
man who had made up his mind, and put his pipe down
upon the mantelpiece.

“ Sarasate plays at the St. James’s Hall this afternoon,” he
remarked. “ What do you think, Watson? Could your
patients spare you for a few hours?”

“ I have nothing to do to-day. My practice is never very
absorbing.”

“‘Then, put on your hat, and come. I am going through
the City first, and we can have some lunch on the way. I
observe that there is a good deal of German music on the
programme, which is rather more to my taste than Italian
or French. It is introspective, and I want to introspect.
Come along !”

We travelled by the Underground as far as Aldersgate;
and a short walk took us to Saxe-Coburg-square, the scene
of the singular story which we had listened to in the morn-
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ing. It was a poky, little, shabby-genteel place, where four
lines of dingy two-storied brick houses logked out into a
small railed-in enclosure, where a lawn of weedy grass, and
a few clumps of faded laurel bushes made a hard fight
against a smoke-laden and uncongenial atmosphere. Three
gilt balls and a brown board with “ JaBez WiLsoN” in
white letters, upon a corner house, announced the place
where our red-headed client carried on his business. Sher-
lock Holmes stopped in front of it with his head on one side
and looked it all over, with his eyes shining brightly be-
tween puckered lids. Then he walked slowly up the street
and then down again to the corner, still looking keenly at
the houses. Finally he returned to the pawnbroker’s, and,
having thumped vigorously upon the pavement with his
stick two or three times, he went up to the door and knock-
ed. It was instantly opened by a bright-looking, clean-
shaven young fellow, who asked him to step in.

“Thank you,” said Holmes, “I only wished to ask you
how you would go from here to the Strand.”

“ Third right, fourth left,” answered the assistant prompt-
ly, closing the door.

“Smart fellow, that,” observed Holmes as we walked
away. “He is,in my judgment, the fourth smartest man
in London, and for daring I am not sure that he has not a
claim to be third. I have known something of him before.”

“ Evidently,” said I, *“ Mr. Wilson’s assistant counts for
a good deal in this mystery of the Red-headed League. I
am sure that you inquired your way merely in order that
you might see him.”

“Not him.”

“ What then?”

“ The knees of his trousers.”
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“ And what did you see?”

“ What I expected to see.”

“ Why did you beat the pavement ? ”

“My dear Doctor, this is a time for observation, not for
talk. We are spies in an enemy’s country. We know some-
thing of Saxe-Coburg-square. Let us now explore the paths
which lie behind it.”

The road in which we found ourselves as we turned round
the corner from the retired Saxe-Coburg-square presented as
great a contrast to it as the front of a picture does to the
back. It was one of the main arteries which convey the traf-
fic of the City to the north and west. The roadway was block-
ed with the immense stream of commerce flowing in a double
tide inwards and outwards, while the foot-paths were black
with the hurrying swarm of pedestrians. It was difficult to
realise as we looked at the line of fine shops and stately busi-
ness premises that they really abutted on the other side
upon the faded and stagnant square which we had just quitted.

“Let me see,” said Holmes, standing at the corner, and
glancing along the line, “ I should like just to remember the
order of the houses here. It is a hobby of mine to have an
exact knowledge of London. There is Mortimer’s, the
tobacconist, the little newspaper shop, the Coburg branch
of the City and Suburban Bank, the Vegetarian Restaurant,
and McPFarlane’s carriage-building depot. That carries us
right on to the other block. And now, Doctor, we've done
our work, so it’s time we had some play. A sandwich, and
a cup of coffee, and then off to violin-land, where all is
sweetness, and delicacy, and harmony, and there are no red-
headed clients to vex us with their conundrums.”

My friend was an enthusiastic musician, being himself not
only a very capable performer, but a composer of no ordi-
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nary merit. All the afternoon he sat in the stalls wrapped
in the most perfect happiness, gently waving his long thin
fingers in time to the music, while his gently smiling face
and his languid dreamy eyes were as unlike those of Holmes
the sleuth-hound, Holmes the relentless, keen-witted, ready-
handed criminal agent, as it was possible to conceive. In
his singular character the dual nature alternately asserted it-
self, and his extreme exactness and astuteness represented, as
I have often thought, the reaction against the poetic and
contemplative mood which occasionally predominated in
him. The swing of his nature took him from extreme lan-
guor to devouring energy; and, as I knew well, he was
never so truly formidable as when, for days on end, he
had been lounging in his armchair amid his improvisations
and his black-letter editions. Then it was that the lust
of the chase would suddenly come upon him, and that
his brilliant reasoning power would rise to the level
of intuition, until those who were unacquainted with his
methods would look askance at him as on a man whose
knowledge was not that of other mortals. When I saw him
that afternoon so enwrapped in the music at St. James’s
Hall T felt that an evil time might be coming upon those
whom he had set himself to hunt down. .

“You want to go home, no doubt, Doctor,” he remarked,
as we emerged.

“Yes, it would be as well.”

“ And I have some business to do which will take some
hours. This business at Coburg-square is serious.”
"~ “ Why serious? ”

‘A considerable crime is in contemplation. I have every
reason to believe that we shall be in time to stop it. But to-
day being Saturday rather complicates matters. I shall
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want your help to-night.”

“ At what time? ”

“Ten will be early enough.”

I shall be at Baker-street at ten.”

“Very well. And, T say, Doctor! there may be some
little danger, so kindly put your army revolver in your
pocket.” He waved his hand, turned on his heel, and dis-
appeared in an instant among the crowd.

I trust that I am not more dense than my neighbours, but
I was always oppressed with a sense of my own stupidity in
my dealings with Sherlock Holmes. Here I had heard what
he had heard, I had seen what he had seen, and yet from
his words it was evident that he saw clearly not only what
had happened, but what was about to happen, while to me
the whole business was still confused and grotesque. As I
drove home to my house in Kensington I thought over it
all, from the extraordinary story of the red-headed copier
of the “ Encyclopedia ” down to the visit to Saxe-Coburg-
square, and the ominous words with which he had parted
from me. What was this nocturnal expedition, and why
should I go armed? Where were we going, and what were
we to do? I had the hint from Holmes that this smooth-
faced pawnbroker’s assistant was a formidable man—a man
who might play a deep game. Itried to puzzle it out,
but gave it up in despair, and set the matter aside until
night should bring an explanation.

It was a quarter past nine when I started from home and
made my way across the Park, and so through Oxford-street
to Baker-street. Two handsoms were standing at the door,
and, as I entered the passage, I heard the sound of voices
from above. On entering his room, I found Holmes in ani-
mated conversation with two men, one of whom I recognised

156

20



15

20

80 SELECT READINGS FROM CONAN DOYLE

as Peter Jones, the official police agent ; while the other was .
a long, thin, sad-faced man, with a very shiny hat and op-
pressively respectable frock-coat.

“Ha! our party is complete,” said Holmes, buttoning up
his pea-jacket, and taking his heavy hunting-crop from the
rack. “ Watson, I think you know Mr. Jones, of Scotland-
yard? Let me introduce you to Mr. Merryweather, who
is to be our companion in to-night’s adventure.”

“ We’re hunting in couples again, Doctor, you see,” said -
TJones, in his consequential way. “ Our friend here is a
wonderful man for starting a chase. All he wants is an old
dog to help him to do the running down.”

“T hope a wild goose may not prove to be the end of our
chase,” observed Mr. Merryweather, gloomily.

“You may place considerable confidence in Mr. Holmes,
sir,” said the police agent, loftily. “ He has his own little
methods, which are, if he won’t mind my saying so, just a
little too theoretical and fantastic, but he has the makings of
a detective in him. It is not too much to say that once or
twice, as in that business of the Sholto murder and the Agra
treasure, he has been more nearly correct than the official
force.”

“ Oh, if you say so, Mr. Jones, it is all right!” said the
stranger, with deference. “Still, I confess that I miss my
rubber. It is the first Saturday night for seven- and-twenty
years that I have not had my rubber.”

“1 think you will find,” said Sherlock Holmes, “that you
will play for a higher stake to-night than you have ever done
yet, and that the play will be more exciting. For you, Mr.
Merryweather, the stake will be some thirty thousand pounds;
and for you, Jones, it will be the man upon whom you wish
to lay your hands.”
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 “John Clay, the murderer, thief, smasher, and forger.
He’s a young man, Mr. Merryweather, but he is at the head
of his profession, and I would rather have my bracelets on
him than on any criminal in London. He’s a remarkable
man, is young John Clay. His grandfather was a Royal
Duke, and he himself has been to Eton and Oxford. His
brain is as cunning as his fingers, and though we meet signs
of him at every turn, we never know where to find the man
himself. He'll crack a crib in Scotland one week, and be
raising money to build an orphanage in Cornwall the next.
I’ve been on his track for years, and have never set eyes on
him yet.”

“T hope that I may have the pleasure of introducing you
to-night. I've had one or two little turns also with Mr.
John Clay, and I agree with you that he is at the head of
his profession. It is past ten, however, and quite time that

-

o

we started. If you two will take the first hansom, Watson

and I will follow in the second.”

Sherlock Holmes was not very communicative during the
long drive, and lay back in the cab humming the tunes
which he had heard in the afternoon. We rattled through
an endless labyrinth of gas-lit streets until we emerged into
Farringdon-street.

“We are close there now,” my friend remarked. ¢ This
fellow Merryweather is a bank director and personally in-
terested in the matter. I thought it as well to have Jones
with us also. He is not a bad fellow, though an absolute
imbecile in his profession. He has one positive virtue. He
is as brave as a bulldog, and as tenacious as a lobster if he
gets his claws upon any one. Here we are, and they are
waiting for us.”

We had reached the same crowded thoroughfare in which:
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we had found ourselves in the morning. Our cabs were
dismissed, and, following the guidance of Mr. Merryweather,
we passed down a narrow passage, and through a side
door, which he opened for us. Within there was a small
corridor, which ended in a very massive iron gate. This
also was opened, and led down a flight of winding stone
steps, which terminated at another formidable gate. Mr.
Merryweather stopped to light a lantern, and then conduct-
ed us down a dark, earth-smelling passage, and so, after
opening a third door, into a huge vault or cellar, which was
piled all round with crates and massive boxes.

“You are not very vulnerable from above,” Holmes
remarked, as he held up the lantern and gazed about him.

“Nor from below,” said Mr. Merryweather, striking his
stick upon the flags which lined the floor. “ Why, dear me,
it sounds quite hollow !’ he remarked, looking up in sur-
prise.

“I must really ask you to be a little more quiet,” said
Holmes, severely. “You have already imperilled the
whole success of our expedition. Might I beg that you
would have the goodness to sit down upon one of those
boxes, and not to interfere?

The solemn Mr. Merryweather perched himself upon a
crate, with a very injured expression upon his face, while
Holmes fell upon his knees upon the floor, and, with the
lantern and a magnifying lens, began to examine minutely
the cracks between the stones. A few seconds- sufficed to
satisfy him, for he sprang to his feet again, and put his glass
in his pocket. '

“ We have at least an hour before us,” he remarked, “ for
they hardly take any steps until the good pawnbroker is
safely in bed. Then they will not lose a minute, for the
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sooner they do their work the longer time they will have
for their escape. We are at present, Doctor—as no doubt
you have divined—in the cellar of the City branch of one of
the principal London banks. Mr. Merryweather is the
chairman of directors, and he will explain to you that there
are reasons why the more daring criminals of London
should take a considerable interest in this cellar at present.”

1t is our French gold,” whispered the director. « We
have had several warnings that an attempt might be made
upon it.”

“Your French gold?”

“Yes. We had occasion some months ago to strengthen
our resources, and borrowed, for that purpose, thirty thou-
sand napoleons from the Bank of France. It has become
known that we have never had occasion to unpack the
money, and that it is still lying in our cellar. The crate
upon which I sit contains two thousand napoleons packed
between layers of lead foil. Our reserve of bullion is much
larger at present than is usually kept in a single branch
office, and the directors have had misgivings upon the
subject.”

“Which were very well justified,” observed Holmes.
“ And now i is time that we arranged our little plans. I
expect that within an hour matters will come to a head. In
the meantime, Mr. Merryweather, we must put the screen
over that dark lantern.”

“ And sit in the dark?”

“Tam afraid so. I had brought a pack of cards in my
pocket, and I thought that, as we were a parlie carréc, you
might have your rubber after all. But I see that the enemy’s
preparations have gone so far that we cannot risk the pres-
ence of a light. And, first of all, we must choose our
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positions. These are daring men, and, though we shall take
them at a disadvantage, they may do us some harm, unless
we are careful. I shall stand behind this crate, and do you
conceal yourselves behind those. Then, when I flash a light
upon them, close in swiftly. If they fire, Watson, have no
compunction about shooting them down.”

I placed my revolver, cocked, upon the top of the wooden
case behind which I crouched. Holmes shot the slide across
the front of his lantern, and left us in pitch darkness—such
an absolute darkness as I have never before experienced.
The smell of hot metal remained to assure us that the light
was still there, ready to flash out at a moment’s notice. To
me, with my nerves worked up to a pitch of expectancy,
there was something depressing and subduing in the sudden
gloom, and in the cold, dank air of the vault.

“They have but one retreat,” whispered Holmes. ¢ That
is back through the house into Saxe-Coburg-square. I hope
that you have done what I asked you, Jones?”

“ I have an inspector and two officers waiting at the front
door.”

“Then we have stopped all the holes. And now we must
be silent and wait.”

What a time it seemed! From comparing notes after-
wards it was but an hour and a quarter, yet it appeared to
me that the night must have almost gone, and the dawn
be breaking above us. My limbs were weary and stiff, for
I feared to change my position, yet my nerves were worked
up to the highest pitch of tension, and my hearing was so
acute that I could not only hear the gentle breathing of my
companions, but I could distinguisk the deeper, heavier in-
breath of the bulky Jones from the thin sighing note of the
bank director. From my position I could lock over the
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case in the direction of the floor, Suddenly my eyes caught
the glint of a light.

At first it was but a lurid spark upon the stone pavement.
Then it lengthened out until it became a yellow line, and
then, without any warning or sound, a gash seemed to open
and a hand appeared, a white, almost womanly hand, which
felt about in the centre of the little area of light. Fora
minute or more the hand, with its writhing fingers, pro-
truded out of the floor. Then it was withdrawn as suddenly
as it appeared, and all was dark again save the single lurid
spark, which marked a chink between the stones.

ts disappearance, however, was but momentary. With a
rending, tearing sound, one of the broad, white stones
turned over upon its side, and left a square, gaping hole,
through which streamed the light of a lantern. Over the
edge there peeped a clean-cut, boyish face, which looked
keenly about it, and then, with a hand on either side of the
aperture, drew itself shoulder high and waist high, until one
knee rested upon the edge. In another instant he stood at
the side of the hole, and was hauling after him a companion,
lithe and small like himself, with a pale face and a shock of
very red hair.

“Tt’s all clear,” he whispered. “Have you the chisel and
the bags? Great Scot! Jump, Archie, jump, and I'll
swing for it!”

Sherlock Holmes had sprung out and seized the intruder
by the collar. The other dived down the hole, and I heard
the sound of rending cloth as Jones clutched at his skirts.
The light flashed upon the barrel of a revolver, but Holmes’
hunting-crop came down on the man’s wrist, and the pistol
clinked upon the stone floor.

“It’s no use, John Clay,” said Holmes blandly ; “you
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have no chance at all.”

“So I see,” the other answered, with the utmost coolness.
“1 fancy that my pal is all right, though I see you have got
his coat-tails.” :

“ There are three men waiting for him at the door,” said
Holmes.

“Oh, indeed. You seem to have done the thing very
completely. I must compliment you.”

“And I you,” Holmes answered. * Your red-headed
idea was very new and effective.”

“You’ll see your pal again presently,” said Jones. ““He’s
quicker at climbing down holes than I am. Just hold out
while I fix the derbies.”

“1 beg that you will not touch me with your filthy hands,”

5 remarked our prisoner, as the handcuffs clattered upon his

wrists. “ You may not be aware that I have royal blood in
my veins. Have the goodness also when you address me
always to say ‘sir’ and ¢ please.” ”’

“ All right,” said Jones, with a stare and a snigger.
“Well, would you please, sir, march upstairs, where we can
get a cab to carry your highness to the police-station.”

“That is better,” said John Clay, serenely. He made a
sweeping bow to the three of us, and walked quietly ofi in
the custody of the detective.

“ Really, Mr. Holmes,” said Mr. Merryweather, as we
followed them from the cellar, “ I do not know how the bank
can thank you or repay you. There is no doubt that you

have detected and defeated in the most complete manner one

of the most determined attempts at bank robbery that have
ever come within my experience.”

“I have had one or two little scores of my own to settle
with Mr. John Clay,” said Holmes. “I have been at some



THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE 87

small expense over this matter, which I shall expect the
bank to refund, but beyond that I am amply repaid by
having had an experience which is in many ways unique,
and by hearing the very remarkable narrative of the
Red-headed League.”

“You see, Watson,” he explained, in the early hours of
the morning, as we sat over a glass of whisky and soda in
Baker-street, ¢ it was perfectly obvious from the first that the
only possible object of this rather fantastic business of the
advertisement of the League, and the copying of the ¢ En-
cyclopadia,’” must be to get this not over-bright pawnbroker
out of the way for a number of hours every day. It was a
curious way of managing it, but really it would be difficult
to suggest a better. The method was no doubt suggested
to Clay’s ingenious mind by the colour of his accom-
plice’s hair. The four pounds a week was a lure which must
draw him, and what was it to them, who were playing for
thousands? They put in the advertisement ; one rogue has
the temporary office, the other rogue incites the man to ap-
ply for it, and together they manage to secure his absence
every morning in the week. From the time that I heard of
the assistant having come for half wages, it was obvious to
me that he had some strong motive for securing the situation.

“ But how could you guess what the motive was?”’

“ Had there been women in the house, I should have sus-
pected a mere vulgar intrigue. ‘That, however, was out of
the question. The man’s business was a small one, and
there was nothing in his house which could account for such
elaborate preparations, and such an expenditure as they
were at. It must then be something out of the house.
What could it be? I thought of the assistant’s fondness for
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photography, and his trick of vanishing in the cellar. The
cellar! There was the end of this tangled clue. Then I
made inquiries as to this mysterious assistant, and found
that I had to deal with one of the coolest and most daring
criminals in London. He was doing something in the
cellar—something which took many hours a day for months
on end. What could it be, once more? I could think of
nothing save that he was running a tunnel to some other
building.

“So far I had got when we went to visit the scene of
action. I surprised you by beating upon the pavement with
my stick. I was ascertaining whether the cellar stretched
out in front or behind. It was not in front. Then I rang
the bell, and, as I hoped, the assistant answered it. We
have had some skirmishes, but we had never set eyes on
each other before. I hardly looked at his face. His knees
were what I wished to see. You must yourself have re-
marked how worn, wrinkled, and stained they were. They
spoke of those hours of burrowing. The only remaining
point was what they were burrowing for. I walked round
the corner, saw that the City and Suburban Bank abutted
on our friend’s premises, and felt that I had solved my prob-
lem. When you drove home after the concert I called
upon Scotland-yard, and upon the chairman of the bank
directors, with the result that you have seen.”

“ And how could you tell that they would make their at-
tempt to-night?” I asked.

“ Well, when they closed their League offices that was a
sign that they cared no longer about Mr. Jabez Wilson’s
presence; in other words, that they had completed their
tunnel. But it was essential that they should use it soon, as
it might be discovered, or the bullion might be removed.



THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE 89

Saturday would suit them better than any other day, as it
would give them two days for their escape. For all these
reasons I expected them to come to-night.”

“ You reasoned it out beautifully,” I exclaimed, in un-
feigned admiration. “It is so long a chain, and yet every
link rings true.”

“Tt saved me from ennui,” he answered, yawning. “Alas!
1 already feel it closing in upon me. My life is spent
in one long effort to escape from the commonplaces of
existence. "These little problems help me to do so.”

“ And you are a benefactor of the race,” said I.

He shrugged his shoulders. “ Well, perhaps, after all,
it is of some little use,” he remarked. ¢ ‘L’homme c’est
rien—lwceuvre c’est tout, as Gustave Flaubert wrote to
Georges Sand.”
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THE LORD OF CHATEAU NOIR

T was in the days when the German armies had broken
their way across France, and when the shattered forces
of the young Republic had been swept away to the north
of the Aisne and to the south of the Loire. Three broad
streams of armed men had rolled slowly but irresistibly
from the Rhine, now meandering to the north, now to the
south, dividing, coalescing, but all uniting to form one
great lake round Paris. And from this lake there welled
out smaller streams—one to the north, one southward, to
Orleans, and a third westward to Normandy. Many a
German trooper saw the sea for the first time when he rode
his horse girth-deep into the waves at Dieppe.

Black and bitter were the thoughts of Frenchmen when
they saw this weal of dishonour slashed across the fair
face of their country. They had fought and they had been
overborne. That swarming cavalry, those countless foot-
men, the masterful guns—they had tried and tried to make
head against them. In battalions their invaders were not
to be beaten, but man to man, or ten to ten, they were
their equals. A brave Frenchman might still make a single
German rue the day that he had left his own bank of the

"Rhine. Thus, unchronicled amid the battles and the sieges,

there broke out another war, a war of individuals, with foul
murder upon the one side and brutal reprisal on the other.
C.lonel von Gramm, of the 24th Posen Infantry, had
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suffered severely during this new development. He com-
manded in the little Norman town of Les Andelys, and his
cu'posts stretched amid the hamlets and farmhouses of the
district round. No French force was within fitiy miles of
him, and yet morning after morning he had to listen to a
black report of sentries found dead at their posts, or of
foraging parties which had never returned. Then the
colonel would go forth in his wrath, and farmsteadings
would blaze and villages tremble; but next morning there
was still that same dismal tale to be told. Do what he
might, he could not shake off his invisible enemies. And
yet it should not have been so hard, for, from certain signs

in common, in the plan and in the deed, it was certain that

all these outrages came from a single source.

Colonel von Gramm had tried violence, and it had failed.
Gold might be more successful. He published it abroad
over the countryside that goofrs. would be paid for informa-
tion. There was no response. Then 8oofrs. The peasants
were incorruptible.  Then, goaded on by a murdered
corporal, he rose to a thousand, and so bought the soul of
Francois Rejane, farm labourer, whose Norman avarice was
a stronger passion than his French hatred.

“You say that you know who did these crimes?” asked
the Prussian colonel, ey.ing with loathing the blue-bloused,
rat-faced creature before him.

“Yes, colonel.”

“And it was——>"

“ Those thousand francs, colonel——"

“Not a sou until your story has been tested. Come!
Who is it who has murdered my men?”

“ It is Count Eustace of Chiteau Noir.”

“You lie!” cried the colonel, angrily. “A gentleman
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and a nobleman could not have done <uch crires.”

The peasant shrugged his shoulders.

It is evident to me that you do not know the count. It
is this way, colonel. What I tell you is the truth, and I am
not afraid that you should test it. The Count of Chiteau
Noir is a hard man, even at the best time he was
a hard man. But of late he has been terrible.
It was his son’s death, you know. His son was under
Douay, and he was taken, and then in escaping from
Germany he met his death. It was the count’s only
child, and indeed we all think that it has driven him
mad. With his peasants he follows the German armics.
I do not know how many he has killed, but itis he who
cut the cross upon the foreheads, for it is the badge of his
house.”

It was true. The murdered sentries had each had a
saltire cross slashed across their brows, as by a hunting-
knife. The colonel bent his stiff back and ran his forefinger
over the map which lay upon the table.

“The Chateau Noir is not more than four leagues,” he
said.

“ Three and a kilometre, colonel.”

“’You know the place?”

“1 used to work there.”

Colonel von Gramm rang the tell.

“ Give this man food and detain him,” said he to the
sergeant.

“ Why detain me, colonel? I can tell you no more.”

“ We shall need you as guide.”

“As guide? But the count? If I were to fall into his
hands? Ah, colonel—"

The Prussian commander waved him away. “Send
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Captain Baumgarten to me at once,” said he.

The officer who answered the summons was a man of
middle-age, heavy-jawed, blue-eyed, with a curving yellow
moustache, and a brick-red face which turned to an ivory
white where his helmet had sheltered it. He was bald, with
a shining, tightly stretched scalp, at the back of which, as
in a mirror, it was a favourite mess-joke of the subalterns to
trim their moustaches. As a soldier he was slow, but
reliable and brave. The colonel could trust him where a
more dashing officer might be in danger.

“You will proceed to Chateau Noir to-night, captain,”
said he. “ A guide has been provided. You will arrest the
count and brirg him back. If there is an attempt at rescue,
shoot him at once ”

“How many men shall I take. colonel ? ”

“Well, we are surrounded by spies, and our only chance
is to pounce upon him before he knows that we are on the
way. A large force will attract attention. On the other
hand, you must not risk being cut off.”

“I might march north, colonel, as if to join General
Goeben. Then I could turn down this road which I see
upon your map, and get to Chateau Noir before they could
hear of us. In that case, with twenty men i

“Very good, captain. I hope to see you with your
prisoner to-morrow morning.”

It was a cold December night when Captain Baumgarten
marched out of Les Andelys with his twenty Poseners, and
took the main road to the north-west. Two miles out he
turned suddenly down a narrow, deeply rutted track, and
made swiftly for his man. A thin, cold rain was falling,
swishing among the tall poplar trees and rustling in the
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fields on either side. The captain walked first with Moser,
a veteran sergeant, besile him. The sergeant’s wrist was
fastened to that of the French peasant, and it had been
whispered in his ear that in case of an ambush the first
bullet fired would be through his head. Behind them the
twenty infantrymen plodded along through the darkness
with their faces sunk to the rain, and their boots squeaking
in the soft, wet clay. They knew where they were going,
and why, and the thought upheld them, for they were bitter
at the loss of their comrades. It was a cavalry job, they
knew, but the cavalry were all on with the advance, and,
besides, it was more fitting that the regiment should avenge
its own dead men.

It was nearly eight when they left Les Andelys. At half-past
eleven their guide stopped at a place where two high pillars,
crowned with some heraldic stonework, flanked a huge iron
gate. The wall in which it had been the opening had
crumbled away, but the great gate still towered above the
brambles and weeds which had overgrown its base. The
Prussians made their way round it and advanced stealthily,
under the shadow of a tunnel of oak branches, up the long
avenue, which was still cumbered by the leaves of last
autumn. At the top they halted and reconnoitred.

The black chateau lay in front of them. The moon had
shone out between two rain-clouds, and threw the old house
into silver and shadow. It was shaped like an L, with a
low arched door in front, and lines of small windows like
the open ports of a man-of-war. Above was a dark roof,
breaking at the corners into littl: round overhanging turrets,
the whole lying silent in the moonshine, with a drift of
ragged clouds blackening the heavens behind it. A single
light gleamed in one of the lower windows.
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The captain whispered his orders to his men. Some were
to creep to the front door, some to the back. Some were to
watch the east, and some the west. He and the sergeant
stole on tiptoe to the lighted window.

It was a small room into which they looked, very meanly
furnished. An elderly man, in the dress of a menial, was
reading a tattercd paper by the light of a‘guttering candle.
He leaned back in his wooden chair with his feet upon a
box, while a bottle of white wine stood with a half-filled
tumbler upon a stool beside him. The sergeant thrust his
needle-gun through the glass, and the man sprang to his
feet with a shriek.

“Silence, for yourlife! The house is surrounded, and
you cannot escape. Come round and open the door, or we
will show you no mercy when we come in.”

“For God’s sake, don’t shoot! I will open it! T will
open it!” He rushed from the room with his paper still
crumpled up in his hand. An instant later, with a groan-
ing of old locks and a rasping of bars, the low door
swung open, and the Prussians poured into the stone-
flagged passage.

“ Where is Count Eustace de Chateau Noir?”

“My master! He is out, sir.”

“ Qut at this time of night? Your life for a lie! "

“Tt is true, sir. He is out!”

“ Where?”

“I do no know.”

“Doing what?”’

“] cannot tell. No, it is no use your cocking your

pistol, sir.  You may kill me, but you cannot make me tell :

you that which I do not know.”
“Ts he often out at this hour?”’
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“ Frequently.”

“ And when does he come home?”

“ Before daybreak.”

Captain Baumgarten rasped out a German oath. He
had had his journey for nothing, then. The man's
answers were only too likely to be true. It was what he
might have expected. But at least he would search the
house and make sure. Leaving a picket at the front door
and another at the back, the sergeant and he drove the
trembling butler in front of them—his shaking candle send-
ing strange, flickering shadows over the old tapestries. and
the low, oak-raftered ceilings. They searched the whole
house, from the huge stone-flagged kitchen below to the
dining-hall on the second floor, with its gallery for musi-
cians, and its panelling black with age, but nowhere was
there a living creature. Up above, in an attic, they found
Marie, the elderly wife of the butler ; but the owner kept no
other servants, and of his own presence there was no trace.

It was long, however, before Captain Baumgarten had
satisfied himself upon the point. It was a difficult house to
search. Thin stairs, which only one man could ascend at a
time, connected lines of tortuous corridors. The walls were
so thick that each room was cut off from its neighbour.
Huge fireplaces yawned in each, while the windows were
6ft. deep in the wall. Captain Baumgarten stamped with
his feet, tore down curtains, and struck with the pommel of
his sword. If there were secret hiding-places, he was not
fortunate enough to find them.

“I have an idea,” said he, at last, speaking in German to
the sergeant. “You will place a guard over this fellow,
and make sure that he communicates with no one.”

“ Yes, captain.”
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*And you will place four men in ambush at the front
and at the back. It is likely enough that about daybreak
our bird may return to the nest.”

“ And the others, captain?”’

“ Let them have their suppers in the kitchen. The fellow
will serve you with meat and wine. It is a wild night, and
we shall be better here than on the country road.”

“ And yourself, captain?”

“I will take my supper up here in the dining-hall.
The logs are laid and we can light the fire. You will call
me if there is any alarm. What can you give me for supper
—you?”

“Alas, monsieur, there was a time when I might have
answered, ¢ What you wish!’ but now it is all that we can
do to find a bottle of new claret and a cold pullet.”

“That will do very well. Let a guard go about with
him, sergeant, and let him feel the end of a bayonet if he
plays us any tricks.”

Captain Baumgarten was an old campaigner. In the
Eastern provinces, and before that in Bohemia, he had
learned the art of quartering himself upon the enemy.
While the butler brought his supper he occupied himself in
making his preparations for a comfortable night. He lit
the candelabrum of ten candles upon the centre table. The

fire was already burning up, crackling merrily, and sending :

spurts of blue, pungent smoke into the room. The captain
walked to the window and looked out. The moon had gone
in again, and it was raining heavily. He could hear the
decp sough of the wind, and see the dark loom of the trees,
all swaying in the one direction. It was a sight which gave
a zest to his comfortable quaiters, and to the cold fow}
and the bottle of wine which the butler had brought up for
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him. He was tired and hungry after his long tramp, so he
threw his sword, his helmet, and his revolver-belt down upon
a chair, and fell to eagerly upon his supper. Then, with his
glass of wine before him and his cigar between his lips, he
tilted his chair back and looked about him.

He sat within a small circle of brilliant light which
gleamed upon his silver shoulder-straps, and threw out his
terra-cotta face, his heavy eyebrows, and his yellow mous-
tache. But outside that circle things were vague and
shadowy in the old dining-hall. ‘l'wo sides were oak-
panelled and two were hung with faded tapestry, across
which huntsmen and dogs and stags were still dimly stream-
ing. Above the fireplace were rows of heraldic shields with
the blazonings of the family and of its alliances, the fatal
saltire cross breaking out on each of them.

Four paintings of old seigneurs of Chiteau Noir faced
the fireplace, all men with hawk noses and bold, high
features, so like each other that only the dress could distin-
guish the Crusader from the Cavalier ¢f the Fronde.
Captain Baumgarten, heavy with his repast, lay back in his
chair looking up at them through the clouds of his tobacco
smoke, and pondering over the strange chance which had
sent him, 2 man from the Baltic coast, to eat his supper in
the ancestral hall of these proud Norman chieftains. But
the fire was hot, and the captain’s eyes were heavy. His
chin sank slowly upon his chest, and the ten candles
gleamed upon the broad, white scalp.

Suddenly a slight noise brought him to his feet. For an
instant it seemed to his dazed senses that one of the pictures
opposite had walked from its frame. There, beside the
table, and almost within arm’s length of him, was standing
a huge man, silent, motionless, with no sign of life save his
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fierce-glinting eyes. He was black-haired, olive-skinned,
with a pointed tuft of black beard, and a great, fierce nose,
towards which all his features seemed to run. His cheeks
were wrinkled like a last year’s apple, but his sweep of
shoulder, and bony, corded hands, told of a strength which
was unsapped by age. His arms were folded across his
arching chest, and his mouth was set in a fixed smile.

“ Pray do not trouble yourself to look for your weapons,”
he said, as the Prussian cast a swift glance at the empty
chair in which they had been laid. “ You have been, if you
will allow me to say so, a little indiscreet to make yourself
so much at home in a house every wall of which is honey-
combed with secret passages. You will be amused to hear
that forty men were watching you at your supper. Ah!
what then?”

Captain Baumgarten had taken a step forward with
clenched fiste. The Frenchman held up the revolver which
he grasped in his right hand, while with the left he hurled
the German back into his chair.

“ Pray keep your seat,” said he. “ You have no cause to
trouble about your men. They have already been provided
for. It is astonishing with these stone floors how little one
can hear what goes on beneath. You have been relieved of
your command, and have now only to think of yourself.
May I ask what your name is?”’

I am Captain Baumgarten of the z4th Posen Regiment.”
“Your French is excellent, though you incline, like most of
your countrymen, to turn the ‘p’ into a ‘b.” I have been
amused to hear them cry ¢ Avez bitié sur moi !’ You know,
doubtless, who it is who addresses you.”

“The Count of Chateau Noir.”

“ Precisely. It would have been a misfortune if you had
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visited my chiteau and I had been unable to have a word
with you. I have had to do with many German soldiers,
but never with an cfficer before. I have much to talk to
you about.”

Captain Baumgarten sat still in his chair. Brave as he
was, there was somesthing in this man’s manner which made
his skin creep with apprehension. His eyes glanced to
right and to left. but his weapons were gone, and in a
struggle he saw that he was but a child to this gigantic
adversary. The count had picked up the claret buttle-and
held it to the light.

“Tut! tut!” said he. “ And was this the best that Pierr.
could do for you? I am ashamed to look you in the face,
Captain Baumgarten. We must improve upon this.”

He Dblew a call upon a whistle which hung from his
shooting-jacket. The old manservant was in the room in
an instant.

“ Chambertin from bin 15!” he cried, and a minute later
a grey bottle, streaked with cobwebs, was carried in as a
nurse bears an infant. The count filled two glasses to the
brim.

“Drink " said he. “It is the very best in my cellars,
and not to be matched between Rouen and Paris. Drink,
sir, and be happy ! There are cold joints below. There are
two lobsters, fresh from Honfleur. Will you not venture
upon a second and more savoury supper ?”’

The German officer shook his head. He drained the
glass, however, and his host filled it once more, pressing him
to give an order for this or that dainty.

“There is nothing in my house which is not at your
disposal. You have but to say the word. Well, then, you
will allow me to tell you 2 story waile you drink your wine.
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I have so longed to tell it to some German officer. It is
cbout my son, my only child, Eustace, who was taken and
died in escaping. It is a curious little story, and I think
that I can promise you that you will never forget it.

“You must know, then, that my boy was in the artillery
—a fine young fellow, Captain Baumgarten, and the pride
of his mother.  She died within a week of the news of his
death reaching us. It was brought by a brother officer who
was at his side throughout, and who escaped while my lad
died. I want to tell you all that he told me.

“Fustace was taken at Weissenburg on the 4th of August.
The prisoners were broken up into parties, and sent back
into Germany by different routes. Eustace was taken upon
the sth to a village called Lauterburg, where he met with
kindness from the German officer in command. This good
colonel had the hungry lad to supper, offered him the best
he had, opened a bottle of good wine, as I have tried to do
for you, and gave him a cigar from his own case. Might I
entreat you to take one from mine?”

The German again shook his head. His horror of his
companion had increased as he sat watching the lips that
smiled and the eyes that glared.

“ The colonel, as I say, was good to my boy. But, un-
luckily, the prisoners were moved next day across the
Rhine into Ettlingen. They were not equally fortunate
there. The officer who guarded them was a ruffian and a
villain, Captain Baumgarten. He took a pleasure in
humiliating and ill-treating the brave men who had fallen
into his power. That night upon my son answering fiercely
back to some taunt of his, he struck him in the eye, like
this!” '

The crash of the blow rang through the hall. The
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German’s face fell forward, his hand up, and blood oozing
through his fingers. The count settled down in his chair
once more.

“My boy was disfigured by the blow, and this villain
made his appearance the object of his jeers. By the way,
you look a little comical yourself at the present moment,
captain, and your colonel would certainly say that you had
been getting into mischief. To continue, however, my
boy’s youth and his destitution—— for his pockets were empty
—moved the pity of a kind-hearted major, and he advanced
him ten Napoleons from his own pocket without security of
any kind. Into your hands, Captain Baumgarten, I retumn
these ten gold pieces, since I cannot learn the name of the
lender. I am grateful from my heart for this kindness
shown to my boy.

“The vile tyrant who commanded the escort accompa-
nied the prisoners to Durlack, and from there to Carlsruhe.
He heaped every outrage upon my lad, because the spirit
of the Chateau Noir would not stoop to turn away his wrath
by a feigned submission. Ay, this cowaxdly villain, whose
heart’s blood shall yet clot upon this hand, dared to strike
my son with his open hand, to kick him, to tear hairs from
his moustache—to use him thus—and thus—and thus!”

The German writhed and struggled. He was helpless in
the hands of this huge giant whose blows were raining upon
him. When at last, blinded and half-senseless, he staggered
to his feet, it was only to be hurled back again into the
great oaken chair. He sobbed in his impotent anger and
shame. _

“My boy was frequently moved to tears by the humilia-
tion of his position,” continued the count. *You will
understand me when I say that it is a bitter thing to be
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helpless in the hands of an insolent and remorseless enemy.
On arriving at Carlsruhe, however, his face, which had been
wounded by the brutality of his guard, was bound up by a
young Bavarian subaltern who was touched by his appear-
ance. I regret to see that your eye is bleeding so. Will
you permit me to bind it with my silk handkerchief? ”

He leaned forward, but the German dashed his hand
aside.

“I am in your power, you monster!” he cried; “I can
endure your brutalities, but not your hypocrisy.”

The count shrugged his shoulders.

“I am taking things in their order, just as they occurred,”
said he. “I was under vow to tell it to the first German
officer with whom I could talk z5¢c-a-#te.  1.et me see, I had
got as far as the young Bavarian at Carlsruhe. I regret
extremely that you will not permit to use such slight skill in
surgery as I possess. At Carlsruhe, my lad was shut up in
the old caserne, where he remained for a fortnight. The
worst pang of his captivity was that some unmannerly curs
in the garrison would taunt him with his position as he sat
by his window in the evening. That reminds me, captain,
that you are not quite situated upon a bed of roses yourself,
are you now? You came to trap a wolf, my man, and now
the beast has you down with his fangs in your throat. A
family man, too, I should judge, by that well-filled tunic.
Well, a widow the more will make littie matter, and they
do not usually remain widows long. Get back into the
chair, you dog!

“Well, to continue my story—at the end of a fortnight
my son and his friend escaped. I need not trouble you
with the dangers which they ran, or with the privations
which they endured. Suffice it that to disguise themselves
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they had to take the clothes of two peasants, whom they
waylaid in a wood. Hiding by day and travelling by
night, they had got as far into France as Remilly, and were
within a mile—a single mile, captain—of crossing the Ger-
man lines when a patrol of Uhlans came right upon them.
Ah'! it was hard, was it not, when they had come so far and
were so near to safety?” The count blew a double call
upon his whistle, and three hard-faced peasants entered the
room.

“These must represent my Uhlans,” said he. “Well,
then, the captain in command, finding that these men were
French soldiers in civilian dress within the German lines,
proceeded to hang them without trial or ceremony. I
think, Jean, that the centre beam is the strongest.”

The unfortunate soldier was dragged from his chair to
where a noosed rope had been flung over one of the huge
oaken rafters which spanned the room. The cord was
slipped over his head, and he felt its harsh grip round his
throat. The three peasants seized the other end, and looked
to the count for his orders. The officer, pale, but firm,
folded his arms and stared defiantly at the man who tortured
him.

“ You are now face to face with death, and I perceive
from your lips that you are praying. My son was also face
to fuce with death, and he prayed, also. It happened that
a general officer came up, and he heard the lad praying for
his mother, and it moved him so—he being himself a father
—that he ordered his Uhlans away, and he remained with his
aide-de-camp only, beside the condemned men. And when
he heard all the lad had to tell—that he was the only child
of an old family, and that his mother was in failing health
—he threw off the rope as I throw off this, and he kissed
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him on either cheek, as I kiss you, and he bade him go, as I
bid you go, and may every kind wish of that noble general,
though it could not stave off the fever which slew my son,
descend now upon your head.”

And so it was that Captain Baumgarten, disfigured,
blinded, and Dleeding, staggered out into the wind and the
rain of that wild December dawn.
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THE THREE CORRESPONDENTS

HERE was only the one little feathery clump of dém
palms in all that great wilderness of black rocks and
orange sand. It stood high on the bank, and below it the
brown Nile swirled swiftly towards the Ambigole Cataract,
fitting a little frill of foam round each of the boulders which
studded its surface. Above, out of a naked blue sky, the
sun was beating down upon the sand, and up again from
the sand under the brims of the pith-hats of the horsemen
with the scorching glare of a blast-furnace. It had risen so
high that the shadows of the horses were no larger than
themselves.

“Whew!” cried Mortimer, mopping his forehead,
“you’d pay five shillings for this at the hummums.”

“ Precisely,” said Scott. “ But you are not asked to ride
twenty miles in a Turkish bath with a field-glass and a
revolver, and a water-bottle and a whole Christmas-treeful
of things dangling from you. The hot-house at Kew is
excellent as a conservatory, but not adapted for exhibitions
upon the horizontal bar. I vote for a camp in the palm-
grove and a halt until evening.”

Mortimer rose on his stirrups and looked hard to the
southward. Everywhere were the same black burned rocks
and deep orange sand. At one spot only an intermittent
line appeared to have been cut through the rugged spurs
which ran down to the river. It was the bed of the old
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railway, long destroyed by the Arabs, but now in process
of reconstruction by the advancing Egyptians. There was
no other sign of man’s handiwork in all that desolate scene.

“It’s palm trees or nothing,” said Scott.

“Well, I suppose we must; and yet I grudge every hour
until we catch the force up. What wow/d our editors say if
we were late for the action?”

“ My dear chap, an old bird like you doesn't need to be
told that no sane modern general would ever attack until
the Press is up.”

“You don’t mean that?” said young Anerley. “I
thought we were looked upon as an unmitigated nuisance.”

“<Newspaper correspondents and travelling gentlemen,
and all that tribe of useless drones’—Dbeing an extract from
Lord Wolseley’s ‘Soldier's Pocket-Book,”” cri:d Scott.
“We know all about #:.2#, Anerley ;" and he winked behind
his blue spectacles. “If there was going to be a battle we
should very soon have an escort of cavalry to hurry us up.
T’ve been in fifteen, and I never saw one where they had not
arranged for a reporter’s table.”

“That’s very well; but the enemy may be less consid-
erate,” said Mortimer.

“'They are not strong enough to force a battle.”

“ A skirmish, then?”’

“ Much more likely to be a raid upon the rear. In that
case we are just where we should be.”

“So we are! What a score over Reuter’s man up with
the advance! Well, we'll outspan and have our tiffin under
the palms.”

There were three of them, and they stood for three
great London dailies. Reuter’s was thirty miles ahead;
two evening pennies upon camels were twenty miles behind.
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And among them they represented the eyes and ears of the
public—the great silent millions and millions who had paid
for everything, and who waited so patiently to know the
result of their outlay.

They were remarkable men these body-servants of the
Press; two of them already veterans in camps, the other
setting out upon his first campaign, and full of deference for
his famous comrades.

This first one, who had just dismounted from his bay
polo-pony, was Mortimer, of the Jnzelligence—tall, straight,
and hawk-faced, with khaki tunic and riding-breeches, drab
putties, a scarlet cammerbund, and a skin tanned to the red
of a Scotch fir by sun and wind, and mottled by the mos-
quito and the sandfly. The other—small, quick, mercurial,
with blue-black, curling beard and hair, a fly-switch for
ever flicking in his left hand—was Scott, of the Cowricr,
who had come through more dangers and brought off more
briiliant coxps than any man in the profession, save the
eminent Chandler, now no longer in a condition to take
the field. They were a singular contrast, Mortimer and
Scott, and it was in their differences that the secret of their
close friendship lay. Each dovetailed into the other. The
strength of each was in the other’s weakness. Together
they formed a perfect unit. Mortimer was Saxon—slow,
conscientious, and deliberate; Scott was Celtic—quick,
happy-go-lucky, and brilliant. Mortimer was the more
solid, Scott the more attractive. Mortimer was the deeper
thinker, Scott the brighter talker. By a curious coinci-
dence, though each had seen much of warfare, their cam-
paigns had never coincided. Together they covered all re-
cent military history. Scott had done Plevna, the Shipka,
the Zulus, Egypt, Suakim; Mortimer had seen the Boer
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War, the Chilian, the Bulgaria and Servian, the Gordon
relief, the Indian frontier, Brazilian rebellion, and Mada-
gascar. This intimate personal knowledge gave a peculiar
flavour to their talk. There was none of the second-hand
su-mise and conjecture which form so much of our conver-
sation ; it was all concrete and final. The speaker had been
there, had seen it, and there was an end of it.

In spite of their friendship there was the keenest profes-
sional rivalry between the two men. Either would have
sacrificed himsclf to help his companion, but either would
also have sacrificed his companion to help his paper. Never
did a jockey yearn for a winning mount as keenly as each
of them longed to have a full column in a morning edition
whilst every other daily was blank. They were perfectly
frank about the matter. Each professed himself ready to
steal a march on his neighbour, and each recognised that
the other’s duty to his employer was far higher than any
personal consideration.

The third man was Anerley, of the Gaszette—young,

inexperienced, and rather simple-looking. He had a droop

of the lip, which some of his more intimate friends regarded
as a libel upon his character, and his eyes were so slow and
so sleepy that they suggested an affectation. A leaning
towards soldiering had sent him twice to autumn manceuvres,
and a touch of colour in his descriptions had induced the
proprietors of the Gazette to give him a trial as a war-
special. There was a pleasing diffidence about his bearing
which recommended him to his experienced companions,
and if they had a smile sometimes at his guileless ways, it
was soothing to them to have a comrade from whom noth-
ing was to be feared. From the day that they left the
telegraph-wire behind them at Sarras, the man who was
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mounted upon a 15-guinea 13-4 Syrian was delivered over
into the hands of the owners of the two fastest polo-ponies
that ever shot down the Ghezireh ground. The three had
dismounted and led théir beasts under the welcome shade.
In the brassy, yellow glare every branch above threw so
black and solid a shadow that the men involuntarily raised
their feet to step over them.

“The palm makes an excellent hat-rack,” said Scott,
slinging his revolver and his water-bottle over the little
upward-pointing pegs which bristle from the trunk. “Asa
shade tree, however, it isn’t an unqualified success. Curious
that in the universal adaptation of means to ends something
a little less flimsy could not have been devised for the
tropics.”

¢ Like the banyan in India.”

“ Or the fine hardwood trees in Ashantee, where a wholz
regiment could picnic under the shade.”

“The teak tree isn’t bad in Burmah, either. By Jove,
the baccy has all come loose in the saddle-bag! That long-
cut mixture smokes rather hot for this climate. How about
the baggles, Anerley ?”

“They’ll be here in five minutes.”

Down the winding path which curved among the rocks
the little train of baggage-camels was daintily picking its
way. They came mincing and undulating along, turning
their heads slowly from side to side with the air of a self-
conscious woman. In front rode the three Berberee body-
servants upon donkeys, and behind walked the Arab camel-
boys. They had bzen travelling for nine long hours, ever
since the first rising of the moon, at the weary camel-drag
of two and a half miles an hour, but now they brightened,
both beasts and men, at the sight of the grove and the rider-



THE THREE CORRESPONDENTS III

less horses. In a few minutes the loads were unstrapped,
the animals tethered, a fire lighted, fresh water carried up
from the river, and each camel-boy provided with his own
little heap of tibbin laid in the centre of the table-cloth,
without which no well-bred Arabian will condescend to feed.
The dazzling light without, the subdued half-tones within,
the green palm-fronds outlined against the deep blue sky,
the flit'ing, silent-footed Arab servants, the crackling of
sticks, the reek of a lighting fire, the placid supercilious
heads of the camels, they all come back in their dreams to
those who have known them.

Scott was breaking eggs into a pan and rolling out a
love-song in his rich, deep voice. Anerley, with his head
and arms buried in a deal packing-case, was working his
way through strata of tinned soups, bully beef, potted
chicken, and sardines to reach the jams which lay beneath.
The conscientious Mortimer, with his notebook upon his
knee, was jotting down what the railway engineer had told
him at the line-end the day before. Suddenly he raised his
eyes and saw the man himself on his chestnut pony, dipping
and rising over the broken ground.

“Hullo! Here’s Merryweather ! ”

“ A pretty lather his pony is in! He’s had her at that
hand-gallop for hours, by the look of her. Hullo, Merry-
weather, hullo!”’

The engineer, a small, compact man with a pointed red
beard, had made as though he would ride past their camp
without word or halt. Now he swerved, and easing his
pony down to a canter, he headed her towards them.

“ For God’s sake, a drink!” he croaked. “My tongue
is stuck to the roof of my mouth.”

Mortimer ran with the water-bottle, Scott with the whisky-

—

5.



10

15

20

25

112 SELECT READINGS FROM CONAN DOYLE

flask, and Anerley with the tin pannikin. The engineer
drank until his breath failed him.

“Well, I must be off,” said he, striking the drops from
his red moustache.

“ Any news?”

A hitch in the railway construction. I must see the
general. It’s the devil not having a telegraph.”

“ Anything we can report?”’  Out came three notebooks.

“ Tl teil you after I've seen the general.”

“ Any dervishes?”

“ The usual shaves. Hud-up, Jinny! Good-bye!”

With a soft thudding upon the sand, and a clatter among
the stones the weary pony was off upon her journey once
more.

“Nothing serious, I suppose?” said Mortimer, staring
after him.

“Deuced serious,” cried Scott. “The ham and eggs are
burned! No—it’s all right—saved, and done to a turn!
Pull the box up, Anerley. Come on, Mortimer, stow that
notebook! The fork is mightier than the pen just at pre-
sent. What’s the matter with you, Anerley?”

“1 was wondering whether what we have just seen was
worth a telegram.”

“Well, it’s for the proprietors to say if it’s worth it.
Sordid money considerations are not for us. We must wire
about something just to justify our khaki coats and our
putties.”

“ But what is there to say ?”

Mortimer’s long, austere face broke into a smile over the
youngster’s innocence. “It’s not quite usual in our profes-
sion to give cach other tips,” said he. “However, as my
telegram is written, I've no objection to your reading it.
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You may be sure that I would not show it to you if it were
of the slightest importance.”

Anerley took up the slip of paper and read :—

Merryweather obstacles stop journey confer general stop nature
difficulties later stop rumours dervishes.

« “This is very condensed,” said Anerley, with wrinkled
brows.

“Condensed!” cried Scott. “ Why, it’s sinfully garru-
lous. If my old man got a wire like that his language would
crack the lamp-shades. I'd cut out half this; for example,
I’d have out ‘journey,” and ‘nature,” and ‘rumours.’” But
my old man would make a ten-line paragraph of it for all
that.”

“How?”

“Well, I'll do it myself just to show you. ILend me that
stylo.” He scribbled for a minute in his notebook. “It
works out somewhat on these lines :—

Mr. Charles I1. Merryweather, the eminent railway engineer, who
is at present engaged 1n superintending the construction of the line
from Sarras to the front, has met with considerable obstacles to the

rapid completion of his important task

“Of course the old man knows who Merryweather is, and
what he is about, so the word ‘ obstacles’ would suggest alli
that to him.

He has to-day been compelled to make a journey of forty miles
to the front, in order to confer with the general upon the steps
which are necessary in order to facilitate the work. Iurther partic-
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ulars of the exact nature of the difficulties met with will be made
public at a later date. All is quiet upon the line of communications,
though the usual persistent rumours of the presence of dervishes in
the Eastern desert continue to circulate.— OQur owsn correspondent.

“ How’s that?”” cried Scott, triumphantly, and his white
teeth gleamed suddenly through his black beard. ‘That's
the sort of flapdoodle for the dear old public.”

“ Will it interest them?”

“ Oh, everything interests them. They want to know all
about it; and they like to think that there is a man who is
getting a hundred a month simply in order to tell it to
them.” :

“It’s very kind of you to teach me all this.”

“ Well, it is a little unconventional, for, after all, we are
here to score over each other if we can. There are no more
eggs, and you must take it out in jam. Of course, as
Mortimer says, such a telegram as this is of no importance
one way or another, except to prove to the office that we
are in the Soudan, and not at Monte Carlo. But when it
comes to serious work it must be every man for himself.”

“Ts that quite necessary ? ”

“ Why, of course it is.”

“I should have thought if three men were to combine and
to share their news, they would do better than if they were
each to act for himself, and they would have a much
pleasanter time of it.”

The two older men sat with their bread-and-jam in their
hands, and an expression of genuine disgust upon their faces.

“We are not here to have a pleasant time,” said
Mortimer, with a flash through his glasses. “ We are here
to do our best for our papers. How can they score over
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each other if we do not do the same? If we all combine
we might as well amalgamate with Reuter at once.”

“ Why, it would take away the whole glory of the profes-
sion!” cried Scott. “ At present the smartest man gets his

stuff first on the wires. What inducement is there to be

smart if we all share and share alike ? ” ‘

‘“ And at present the man with the best equipment has the
best chance,” remarked Mortimer, glancing across at the
‘shot-silk polo ponies and the cheap little Syrian grey.
“That is the fair reward of foresight and enterprise. Every
man for himself, and let the best man win.”

“That’s the way to find who the best man is. Look at
Chandler. He would never have got his chance if he had
not played always off his own bat. You've heard how he
pretended to break his leg, sent his fellow-correspondent off
for the doctor, and so got a fair start for the telegraph-
office.”

“ Do you mean to say that was legitimate?”

“Everything is legitimate. It’s your wits against my
wits.”

“I should call it dishonourable.”

“You may call it what you like. Chandler’s paper got
the battle and the other’s didn’t. It made Chandler’s name.”

“Or take Westlake,” said Mortimer, cramming the
tobacco into his pipe. “Hi, Abdul, you may have the
dishes! Westlake brought his stuff down by pretending. to
be the Government courier, and using the relays of Gov-
ernment horses. Westlake’s paper sold half a million.”

“Is that legitimate also? ” asked Anerley, thoughtfully.

“Why not?”

“ Well, it looks a little like horse-stealing and lying.”

“ Well, 7 think I should do a little horse-stealing and
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lying if I could have a column to myself in a London daily.
What do you say, Scott?”

“ Anything short of manslaughter.”

“ And I'm not sure that I'd trust you there.”

“ Well, I don’t think I should be guilty of newspaper-
man-slaughter. That I regard as a distinct breach of pro-
fessional etiquette. But if any outsider comes between a
highly charged correspondent and an electric wire, he does
it at his peril. My dear Anerley, I tell you frankly that if
you are going to handicap yourself with scruple you may
just as well be in Fleet Street as in the Soudan. Our life is
irregular. Our work has never been systematised. No
doubt it will be some day, but the time is not yet. Do
what you can and how you can, and be first on the wires;
that’s my advice to you ; and also, that when next you come
upon a campaign you bring with you the best horse that
money can buy. Mortimer may beat me or I may beat
Mortimer, but at least we know that between us we have
the fastest ponies in the country. We have neglected no
chance.”

“I am not so certain of that,” said Mortimer, slowly.
“You are aware, of course, that though a horse beatsa
camel on twenty miles, a camel beats a horse on thirty.”

“ What, one of those camels? ” cried Anerley in astonish-
ment. The two seniors burst out laughing.

“No, no, the real high-bred trotter—the kind of beast
the dervishes ride when they make their lightning raids.”

¢ Faster than a galloping horse?”

“ Well, it tires a horse down. It goes the same gait all
the way, and it wants neither halt nor drink, and it takes
rough ground much better than a horse. They used to
have long distance races at Halfa, and the camel always
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won at thirty.”

“ Still, we need not reproach ourselves, Scott, for we are

not very likely to have to carry a thirty-mile message, they
will have the field telegraph next week.”

“ Quite so. But at the present moment: 2

“I know, my dear chap; but there, is no motion of urgency
before the house. Ioad baggles at five o’clock ; so you have
just three hours clear. Any sign of the evening pennies? ”

Mortimer swept the northern horizon with his binoculars.
“Not in sight yet.”

“They are quite capable of travelling during the heat of
the day. Just the sort of thing evening pennies wow/d do.
Take care of your match, Anerley. These palm groves go
up like a powder magazine if you set them alight. Bye-
bye.” The two men crawled under their mosquito-nets and
sank instantly into the easy sleep of those whose lives are
spent in the open.

Young Anerley stood with his back against a palm tree
and his briar between his lips, thinking over the advice
which he had received. After all, they were the heads of
the profession, these men, and it was not for him, the new-
comer, to reform their methods. If they served their papers
in this fashion, then he must do the same. They had at
least been frank and gencrous in teaching him the rules of

the game. If it was good enough for them it was good -

enough for him.

It was a broiling afternoon, and those thin frills of foam
round the black, glistening necks of the Nile boulders
looked delightfully cool and alluring. But it would not be
safe to bathe for some hours to come. The air shimmered
and vibrated over the baking stretch of sand and
rock. There was not a breath of wind, and the droning
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and piping of the insects inclined one for sleep. Some-
where above a hoopoe was calling. Anerley knocked out
his ashes, and was turning towards his couch, when his eye
caught something moving in the desert to the south. It was
a horseman riding towards them as swiftly as the broken
ground would permit. A messenger from the army, thought
Anerley ; and then, as he watched, the sun suddenly struck
the man on the side of the head, and his chin flamed into
gold. There could not be two horsemen with beards of
such a colour. It was Merryweather, the engineer, and he
was returning. What on earth was he returning for? He
had been so keen to see the general, and yet he was coming
back with his mission unaccomplished. Was it that his pony
was hopelessly foundered? It seemed to be moving well.
Anerley picked up Mortimer’s binoculars, and a foam-
bespattered horse and a weary koorbash-cracking man came
cantering up the centre of the field. But there was nothing
in his appearance to explain the mystery of his return.
Then as he watched them they dipped into a hollow and
disappeared. He could see that it was one of those narrow
khors which led to the river, and he waited, glass in hand,
for their immediate reappearance. But minute passed after
minute and there was no sign of them, That narrow gully
appeared to have swallowed them up. And then with a
curious gulp and start he saw a little grey cloud wreathe
itself slowly from among the rocks and drift in a long, hazy
shred over the desert. In an instant he had torn Scott and
Mortimer from their slumbers.

“Get up, you chaps!” he cried. “I believe Merry-
weather has been shot by dervishes.”

“ And Reuter not here !’ cried the two veterans, exultantly
clutching at their notebooks. “Merryweather shot! Where?
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When? How?”

In a few words Anerley explained what he had seen.

“You heard nothing ?”

“ Nothing.”

“Well, a shot loses itself very easily among rocks. By
George, look at the buzzards!”

Two large brown birds were soaring in the deep blue
heaven. As Scott spoke they circled down and dropped
into the little khor.

“‘That’s good enough,” said Mortimer, with his nose
between the leaves of his book. “ ¢ Merryweather headed
dervishes stop return stop shot mutilated stop raid com-
munications.” How’s that?”

“You think he was healed off? ”

“Why else should he return?”

“In that case, if they were out in front of him and others
cut him off, there must be several small raiding parties.”

“ [ should judge so.”

“ How about the ¢ mutilated’?”’

“ T've fought against Arabs before.”

“\Vhere are you off to?”’

“Sarras.”

I think I’ll race you in,” said Scott.

Anerley stared in astonishment at the absolutely im-
personal way in which these men regarded the situation.
In their zeal for news it had apparently never struck them
that they, their camp, and their servants were all in the
lion’s mouth. But even as they talked there came the harsh,
importunate rat-tat-tat of an irregular volley from among the
rocks, and the high, keening whistle of bullets over their
heads. A palm spray fluttered down amongst them. At the
same instant the six frightened servants came running wildly
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in for protection.

It was the cool-headed Mortimer who organised the de-
fence, for Scott’s Celtic soul was so aflame at all this “ copy ”
in hand and more to come that he was too exuberantly
boisterous for a commander. The other, with his spectacles
and his stern face, soon had the servants in hand. “ Za/
henna ! Egri/  What the deuce are you frightened about ?
Put the camels between the palm trunks. That’s right.
Now get the knee-tethers on them. Quzes / Did you never
hear bullets before? Now put the donkeys here. Not
much—you don’t get my polo-pony to make a zareba with.
Picket the ponies between the grove and the river out of
danger’s way. These fellows seem to fire even higher than
they did in ’85.”

“That’s got home, anyhow,” said Scott, as they heard a
soft, splashing thud like a stone in a mudbank.

“Who's hit, then?”

“The brown camel that’s chewing the cud.” As he spoke
the creature, its jaw still working, laid its long neck along
the ground and closed its large dark eyes.

“That shot cost me (£r5,” said Mortimer, ruefully.
“ How many of them do you maker ”

“ Four, I think.”

“Only four Bezingers, at any rate; there may be some
spearrzen.”

“I think not ; it is a little raiding-party of riflemen. By
the way, Anuerley, you’ve never been under fire before,
have you?”

“ Never,” said the young pressman, who was conscious of
a curious feeling of nervous elation.

“Love and poverty and war, they are all experiences
necessary to make a complete life, Pass over those
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cartridges. This is a very mild baptism that you are under-
going, for behind these camels you are as safe as if you
were sitting in the back room of the Authors’ Club.”

“ As safe, but hardly as comfortable,” said Scott. “A

long glass of hock and seltzer would be exceedingly accept-

able. But oh, Mortimer, what a chance! Think of the
general’s feelings when he hears that the first action of the
war has been fought by the Press column. Think of
Reuter, who has been stewing at the front for a week!
Think of the evening pennies just too late for the fun. By
George, that slug brushed a mosquito off me!”

“ And one of the donkeys is hit.”

“This is sinful. It will end in our having to carry our
own kits to Khartoum.”

“ Never mind, my boy, it all goes to make copy. I can
see the headlines—‘ Raid on Communications’, ¢ Murder of
British Engineer’: ¢ Press Column Attacked.” Won't it be
ripping ?”’

“ I wonder what the next line will be,” said Anerley.

“¢Qur Special Wounded ’ !’ cried Scott, rolling over on =

to his back. “ No harm done,” he added, gathering himself
up again; “only a chip off my knee. This is getting
sultry. I confess that the idea of that back room at the
Authors’ Club begins to grow upon me.”

“T have some diachylon.”

« Afterwards will do. We're having a ’'appy day with
Fuzzy on the rush. I wish he zow/s rush.”

“They're coming nearer.”

«This is an excellent revolver of mine if it didn’t throw
so devilish high. I always aim at a man’s toes if I want to
stimulate his digestion. O Lord, there’s our kettle gone !”
With a boom like a dinner-gong a Remington bullet had
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passed through the kettle, and a cloud of steam hissed up
from the fire. A wild shout came from the rocks above,

«Theidiots think that they have blown us up. They'll
rush us now, as sure as fate ; then it will be our turn to lead.
Got your revolver, Anerley ? "

“T have this double-barrelled fowling-piece.”
~ “Sensible man! It's the best weapon in the world at
this sort of rough-and-tumble work. What cartridges? ”

“ Swan-shot.” '

“That will do all right. I carry this big bore double-
barrelled pistol loaded with slugs. You might as well try
to stop o e of these fellows with a pea-shooter as with a
service revolver.” .

“There are ways and means,” said Scott. “ The Geneva
Convention does not hold south of the first cataract. It’s
easy to make a bullet mushroom by a little manipulation of
the tip of it. When I was in the broken square at Tamai

“ Wait a bit,” cried Mortimer, adjusting his glasses. “I
think they are coming now.”

“The time,” said Scott, snapping up his watch, “ being
exactly seventeen minutes past four.” ‘

Anerley had been lying behind a camel staring with an
interest which bordered upon fascination at the rocks
opposite. Here was a little woolly puff of smoke, and
there was another one, but never once had they caught a
glimpse of the attackers. To him there was something
weird and awesome in these unseen, persistent men who,
minute by minute, were drawing closer to them. He had
heard them cry out when the kettle was broken, and once,
immediately afterwards, an enormously strong voice had
roared something which had set Scott shrugging his
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shoulders.

“They’ve got to take us first,” said he, and Anerley
thought his nerve might be better if he did not ask for a
translation.

The firing had begun at a distance of some r1ooyds.,
which put it out of the question for them, with their lighter
weapons, to make any reply to it. Had their antagonists
continued to keep that range the defenders must either have
made a hopeless sally or tried to shelter themselves behind
their zareba as best they might on the chance that the sound
might bring up help. But, luckily for them, the African
has never taken kindly to the rifle, and his primitive instinct
to close with his enemy is always too strong for his sense of
strategy. They were drawing in, therefore, and now, for
the first time, Anerley caught sight of a face looking at
them from over a rock. It was a huge, virile, strong-
jawed head of a pure negro type, with silver trinkets gleam-
ing in the ears. The man raised a great arm from behind
the rock, and shook his Remington at them.

“Shall I fire?” asked Anerley.

“No, no; it is too far. Your shot would scatter all over
the place.”

“It’s a picturesque ruffian,” said Scott. “Couldn’t you
kodak him, Mortimer? There’s another!” " A fine-featured
brown Arab, with a black, pointed beard, was peeping
from behind another boulder. He wore the green turban
which proclaimed him hadji, and his face showed the keen,
nervous exultation of the religious fanatic.

“They seem a piebald crowd,” said Scott.

“That last is one of the real fighting Baggara,” remarked
Mortimer. “ He’s a dangerous man.”

“ He looks pretty vicious. There’s another negro!”
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“Two more! Dingas, by the look of them. Just the
same chaps we get our own black battalions from. As long
as they get a fight they don’t mind who it’s for; but if the
idiots had only sense enough to understand, they would
know that the Arab is their hereditary enemy, and we their
hereditary friends. Look at the silly juggins, gnashing his
teeth at the very men who put down the slave trade!”

“Couldn’t you explain?”

“I'll explain with this pistol when he comes a little
nearer. Now sit tight, Anerley. They’re off!”

They were indeed. It was the brown man with the green
turban who headed the rush. Close at his heels was the
negro with the silver ear-rings—a giant of a man, and the
other two were only a little behind. As they sprang over
the rocks one after the other, it took Anerley back to the
school sports when he held the tape for the hurdle-race. It
was magnificent, the wild spirit and abandon of it, the flutter
of the chequered galabeeahs, the gleam of steel, the wave
of black arms, the frenzied faces, the quick pitter-patter of
the rushing feet. The law-abiding Briton is so imbued
with the idea of the sanctity of human life that it was hard
for the young pressman to realise that these men had every
intention of killing him, and that he was at perfect liberty
to do as much for them. He lay staring as if this were a
show and he a spectator.

“Now, Anerley, now! Take the Arab!” cried some-
body. .
He put up the gun and saw the brown fierce face at the
other end of the barrel. He tugged at the trigger, but the
face grew larger and fiercer with every stride. Again and
again he tugged. A revolver-shot rang out at his elbow,
then another one, and he saw a red spot spring out on the
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Arab’s brown breast. But he was still coming on.

“Shoot, you ass, shoot!” screamed Scott.

Again he strained unavailingly at the trigger. There
were two more pistol-shots, and the big negro had fallen
and risen and fallen again.

“Cock it, you fcol ! shouted a furious voice ; and at the
same instant, with a rush and flutter, the Arab bounded
over the prostrate camel and came down with his bare feet
upon Anerley’s chest. In a dream he seemed to be struggl-
ing frantically with someone upon the ground, then he was
conscious of a tremendous explosion in his very face, and
so ended for him the first action of the war.

“ Good-bye, old chap. You'll be all right. Give your-
self time.” It was Mortimer’s voice, and he became dimly
conscious of a long, spectacled face, and of a heavy hand
upon his shoulder.

“Sorry to leave you. We'll be lucky now if we are in
time for the morning editions.” Scott was tightening his
girth as he spoke.

“\We'll put in our wire that you have been hurt, so your
people will know why they don’t hear from you. If Reuter
or the evening pennies come up, don’t give the thing away.
Abbas will look after you, and we'll be back to-morrow
afternoon. Bye-bye!”

Anerley heard it all, though he did not feel energy
enough to answer. Then, as he watched two sleek,
Lrown ponies with their yellow-clad riders dwindling
among the rocks, his memory cleared suddenly, and he
1ealised that the first great journalistic chance of his life
was slipping away from him. It was a small fight, but it
was the first of the war, and the great public at home were
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all athirst for news. They would have it in the Courier;
they would have it in the Znzelligence, and not a word in
the Gaszette. The thought brought him to his feet,
though he had to throw his arm round the stem of the palm
tree to steady his swimming head. There was a big black
man lying where he had fallen, his huge chest pocked with
bullet-marks, every wound rosetted with its circle of flies.
The Arab was stretched out within a few yards of him, with
two hands clasped over the dreadful thing which had been
his head. Across him was lying Anerley’s fowling-piece,
one barrel discharged, the other at half cock.

“Scott effendi shoot him your gun,” said a voice. It was
Abbas, his English-speaking body-servant.

Anerley groaned at the disgrace of it. He had lost
his head so completely that he had forgotten to cock his
gun; and yet he knew that it was not fear but interest
which had so absorbed him. He put his hand up to his
head and felt that a wet handkerchief was bound round his
forehead.

““ Where are the two other dervishes?”

“They ran away. One got shot in arm.”

“ What'’s happened to me? ”

“ Effendi got cut on head. Effendi catch bad man by
arms, and Scott effendi shot him. Face burn very bad.”

Anerley became conscious suddenly that there was a
pringling about his skin and an overpowering smell of
burned hair under his nostrils. He put his hand to his
moustache. It was gone. His eyebrows too? He could
not find them. His head, no doubt, was very near to
the dervish’s when they were rolling upon the ground
together, and this was the effect of the explosion of his own
gun. Well, he would have time to grow some more hair
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before he saw Fleet Street again. But the cut, perhaps, was
a more serious matter., Was it enough to prevent him get-
ting to the telegraph-office -at Sarras? The only way was
to try and see. But there was only that poor little Syrian
grey of his. ‘There it stood in the evening sunshine, with
a sunk head and a bent knee, as if its morning’s work was
still heavy upon it. What hope was there of being able to
do thirty-five miles of heavy going upon that? It would be
a strain upon the splendid ponies of his companions—and
they were the swiftest and most enduring in the country.
The most enduring? There was one creature more endur-
ing, and that was a real trotting camel. If he had had one
he might have got to the wires first after all, for Mortimer
had said that over thirty miles they have the better of any
horse. Yes, if he had only had a real trotting camel! And
then like a flash came Mortimer’s words, It is the kind of
beast that the dervishes ride when they make their lightning
raids.”

The beasts the dervishes ride! What had these dead
dervishes ridden? In an instant he was clambering up the
rocks, with Abbas protesting at his heels. Had the two
fugitives carried away all the camels, or had they been con-
tent to save themselves? The brass gleam from a litter of
empty Remington cases caught his eye, and showed where
the enemy had been crouching. And then he could have
shouted for joy, for there, in the hollow, some little distance
off, rose the high, graceful white neck and the elegant head
of such a camel as he had never set eyes upon before—a
swanlike, beautiful creature, as far from the rough, clumsy
baggles as the cart-horse is from the racer.

The beast was kneeling under the shelter of the rocks
with its waterskin and bag of doora slung over its shoulders,
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and its forelegs tethered Arab fashion with a rope around
the kees. Anerley threw his leg over the front pommel
while Abbas slipped off the cord. Forward flew Anerley
towards the creature’s neck, then violently backwards,
clawing madly at anything which might save him, and then,
with a jerk which nearly snapped his loins, he was thrown
forward again. But the camel was on its legs now, and the
young pressman was safely seated upon one of the fliers of
the desert. It was as gentle as it was swift, and it stood
oscillating its long neck and gazing round with its large
brown eyes, whilst Anerley coiled his legs round the peg
and grasped the curved camel-stick which Abbas had hand-
ed up to him. There were two bridle-cords, one from
the nostril and one from the neck, but he remembered that
Scott had said that it was the servant’s and not the house-
bell which had to be pulled, so he kept his grasp upon the
lower. Then he touched the long, vibrating neck with his
stick, and in an instant Abbas’ farewell seemed to come
from far behind him, and the black rocks and yellow sand
were dancing past on either side.

It was his first experience of a trotting camel, and at first
the motion, although irregular and abrupt, was not un-
pleasant. Having no stirrup or fixed point of any kind, he
could not rise to it, but he gripped as tightly as he could
with his knee, and he tried to sway backwards and forwards
as he had seen the Arabs do. It was a large, very concave
Makloofa saddle, and he was conscious that he was bouncing
about on it with as little power of adhesion as a billiard-
ball upon a tea-tray. He gripped the two sides with his
hands to hold himself steady. The creature had got into
its long, swinging, stealthy trot, its sponge-like feet making

no sound upon the hard sand. Anerley leaned back with



THE THREE CORRESPONDENTS 129

his two hands gripping hard behind him, and he whooped
the creature on. The sun had already sunk behind the line
of black volcanic peaks, which look like huge slagheaps at
the mouth of a mine. The western sky had taken that
lovely light green and pale pink tint which makes evening
beautiful upon the Nile, and the old brown river itself,
swirling down amongst the black rocks, caught some
shimmer of the colours above. The glare, the heat, and the
piping of the insects had all ceased together. In spite of
his aching head, Anerley could have cried out for pure
physical joy as the swift creature beneath him flew along
with him through that cool, invigorating air, with the virile
north wind soothing his pringling face.

He had looked at his watch, and now he made a swift
calculation of times and distances. It was past six when he
had left the camp. Over broken ground it was impossible
that he could hope to do more than seven miles an hour—
less on bad parts, more on the smooth. His recollection of
the track was that there were few smooth and many bad.
He would be lucky, then, if he reached Sarras anywhere
from twelve to one. Then the messages took a good two
hours to go through, for they had to be transcribed at
Cairo. At the best he could only hope to have told his
story in Fleet Street at two or three in the morning. It was
possible that he might manage it, but the chances seemed
enormously against him. - About three the morning edition
would be made up, and his chance gone for ever. The one
thing clear was that only the first man at the wires would
have any chance at all, and Anerley meant to be first if
hard riding could do it. So he tapped away at the bird-
like neck, and the creature’s long, loose limbs went faster
and faster at every tap. Where the rocky spurs ran down
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to the river, horses would have to go round, while camels
might get across, so that Anerley felt that he was always
gaining upon his companions.

But there was a price to be paid for the feeling. He had
heard of men who had burst when on camel journeys, and
he knew that the Arabs swathe their bodies tightly in broad
cloth bandages when they prepare for a long march. It had
seemed unnecessary and ridiculous when he first began to
speed over the level track, but now, when he got on the
rocky paths, he understood what it meant. Never for an
instant was he at the same angle. Backwards, forwards he
swung, with a tingling jar at the end of each sway, until he
ached from his neck to his knees. It caught him across the
shoulders, it caught him down the spine, it gripped him
over the loins, it marked the lower line of his ribs with one
heavy, dull throb. He clutched here and there with his
hand to try and ease the strain upon his muscles. He drew
up his knees, altered his seat, and set his teeth with a grim
determination to go through with it should it kill him. His
head was splitting, his flayed face smarting, and every joint
in his body aching as if it were dislocated. But he forgot
all that when, with the rising of the moon, he heard the
clinking of horses’ hoofs down upon the track by the river,
and knew that, unseen by them, he had already got well
abreast of his companions, But he was hardly halfway, and
the time already eleven.

All day the needles had been ticking away without inter-
mission in the little corrugated iron hut which served as a
telegraph station at Sarras. With its bare walls and its
packing-case seats, it was none the less for the moment one
of the vital spots upon the earth’s surface, and the crisp,
importunate ticking might have come from the world-old
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clock of Destiny. Many august people had been at the
other end of those wires, and had communed with the moist-
faced military clerk. A French Premier had demanded a
pledge, and an English marquis had passed on the request
to the General in command, with a question as to how it
would affect the situation. Cipher telegrams had nearly
driven the clerk out of his wits, for of all crazy occupa-
tions the taking of a cipher message, when you are
without the key to the cipher, is the worst. Much high
diplomacy had been going on all day in the inner-most
chambers of European chancellories, and the results of
it had been whispered into this little corrugated-iron hut.
About two in the morning an enormous despatch had come
at last to an end, and the weary operator had opened the
door, and was lighting his pipe in the cool, fresh air, when
he saw a camel plump down in the dust, and a man, who
seemed to be in the last stage of drunkenness, come rolling
towards him.

“ What's the time ? " he cried, in a voice which appeared
to be the only sober thing about him.

It was on the clerk’s lips to say that it was time that the
questioner was in his bed, but it is not safe upon a campaign
to be ironical at the expense of khaki-clad men. He con-
tented himself, therefore, with the bald statement that it was
after two. But no retort that he could have devised could
have had a more crushing effect. The voice turned drunken
also, and the man caught at the door-post to uphold him.

“Two oclock! I'm done after all!” said he. His
head was tied up in a bloody handkerchief, his face was
crimson, and he stood with his legs crooked as if the pith
had all gone out of his back. The clerk began to realise
that something out of the ordinary was in the wind.
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“ How long does it take to get a wire to London ?”
“ About two hours.”
« And it’s two now. I could not get it there before four.”
“ Before three.”
5  “Four.”
“ No, three.”
“ But you said two hours.”
¢ Yes, but there’s more than an hour’s difference in longi-
tude.”

10 “By Heaven, I'll do it yet!” cried Anerley, and stagger-
ing to a packing-case, he began the dictation of his famous
despatch.

And so it came about that the Gazefze had a long column,
with headlines like an epitaph, when the sheets of the

15 Intelligence and the Cowuricr were as blank as the faces of
their editors. And so, too, it happened that when two
weary men, upon two foundered horses, arrived about four
in the morning at the Sarras post-office, they looked at each
other in silence and departed noiselessly, with the convic-

20 tion that there are some situations with which the English
language is not capable of dealing.



THE NEW CATACOMB

i LOOK here, Burger,” said Kennedy, “I do wish that
you would confide in me.”

The two famous students of Roman remains sat together
in Kennedy’s comfortable room overlooking the Corso.
The night was cold, and they had both pulled up their
chairs to the unsatisfactory Italian stove which threw out a
zone of stuffiness rather than of warmth.

Outside under the bright winter stars lay the modern
Rome, the long, double chain of the electric lamps, the
brilliantly lighted cafés, the rushing carriages, and the
dense throng upon the footpaths. But inside, in the
sumptuous chamber of the rich young English archeeologist,
there was only old Rome to be seen. Cracked and time-
worn friezes hung upon the walls, grey old busts of senators
and soldiers with their fighting heads and their hard, cruel
faces peered out from the corners. On the centre table,
amidst a litter of inscriptions, fragments, and ornaments,
there stood the famous reconstruction by Kennedy of the
Baths of Caracalla, which excited such interest and admira-
tion when it was exhibited in Berlin.

Amphor:z hung from the ceiling, and a litter of curiosities
strewed the rich red Turkey carpet. And of them all there
was not one which was not of the most unimpeachable
authenticity, and of the utmost rarity and value ; for Ken-
nedy, though little more than thirty, had a Europeon
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reputation in this particular branch of research, and was,
moreover, provided with that long purse which either
proves to be a fatal handicap to the student’s energies, or,
if his mind is still true to its purpose, gives him an enor-
mous advantage in the race for fame. Kennedy had often
been seduced by whim and pleasure from his studies, but
his mind was an incisive one, capable of long and concen-
trated efforts which ended in sharp reactions of sensuous
languor. His handsome face, with its high, white forehead,
its aggressive nose, and its somewhat loose and sensuous
mouth, was a fair index of the compromise between strength
and weakness in his nature.

Of a very different type was his companion, Julius
Burger. He came of a curious blend, a German father and
an Italian mother, with the robust qualities of the North
mingling strangely with the softer graces of the South.
Blue Teutonic eyes lightened his sunbrowned face, and
above them rose a square, massive forehead, with a fringe
of close yellow curls lying round it. His strong, firm jaw
was clean-shaven, and his companion had frequently re-
marked how much it suggested those old Roman busts
which peered out from the shadows in the corners of his
chamber. Under its bluff German strength there Ilay
always a suggestion of Italian subtlety, but the smile was so
honest, and the eyes so frank, that one understood that this
was only an indication of his ancestry, with no actual
bearing upon his character.

In age and in reputation he was on the same level as his
English companion, but his life and his work had both been
far more arduous. Twelve years before he had come as a
poor student to Rome, and had lived ever since upon some
small endowment for research which had been awarded to
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him by the University of Bonn.

Painfully, slowly, and doggedly, with extraordinary
tenacity and singlemindedness, he had climbed from rung
torung of the ladder of fame, until now he was a member of
the Berlin Academy, and there was every reason to believe
that he would shortly be promoted to the chair of the
greatest German Universities. But the singleness of pur-
pose which had brought him to the same high level as the
rich and brilliant Englishman had caused him in everything
outside their work to stand infinitely below him. He had
never found a pause in his studies in which to cultivate the
social graces. It was only when he spoke of his own sub-
ject that his face was filled with life and soul. At other
times he was silent and embarrassed, too conscious of his
own limitations in larger subjects, and impatient of that
small talk which is the conventional refuge of those who
have no thoughts to express.

And yet for some years there had been an acquaintance-
ship which appeared to be slowly ripening into a friendship
between these two very different rivals. The base and
origin of this lay in the fact that in their own studies each
was the only one of the younger men who had knowledge
and enthusiasm enough to properly appreciate the other.
Their common interests and pursuits had brought them
together, and each had been attracted by the other’s knowl-
edge. And then gradually something had been added to
this. Kennedy had been amused by the frankness and
simplicity of his rival, while Burger in turn had been
fascinated by the brilliancy and vivacity which had made
Kennedy such a favourite in Roman society. Isay “had,”
because just at the moment the young Englishman was
somewhat under a cloud.
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A love affair, the details of which had never quite come
out, had indicated a heartlessness and callousness upon his
part which shocked many of his friends. But in the bachelor
circles of students and artists in which he preferred to move
there is no very rigid code of honour in such matters, and
though a head might be shaken or a pair of shoulders
shrugged over the flight of two and the return of one, the
general sentiment was probably one of curiosity and per-
haps of envy rather than of reprobation.

“ Look here, Burger,” said Kennedy, looking hard at the
placid face of his companion, “I do wish that you would
confide in me.”

As he spoke he waved his hand in the direction of a rug
which lay upon the floor.

On the rug stood a long, shallow fruit-basket of the light
wicker-work which is used in the Campafia, and this was
heaped with a litter of objects, inscribed tiles, broken in-
scriptions, cracked mosaics; torn papyri, rusty metal
ornaments, which to the uninitiated might have seemed to
have come straight from a dustman’s bin, but which a
specialist would have speedily recognised as unique of their
kind.

The pile of odds and ends in the flat wicker-work basket
supplied exactly one of those missing links of social develop
ment which are of such interest to the student. It was the
German who had brought them in, and the Englishman’s
eyes were hungry as he looked at them.

“I won't interfere with your treasure trove, but I should
very much like to hear about it,” he continued while
Burger very deliberately lit a cigar. “It is evidently a
discovery of the first importance. These inscriptions will
make a sensation throughout Europe.”
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“For everyone here there are a million there!”
said the German. “ There are so many that a
dozen savants may spend a lifetime over them, and
build up a reputation as solid as the Castle of St
Angelo.”

Kennedy was thinking with his fine forehead wrinkled
and his fingers playing with his long fair moustache.

“You have given yourself away, Burger!” said he at
last. “Your words can only apply to one thing. You have
discovered a new catacomb.”

“I had no doubt that you had already come to that
conclusion from an examination of these objects.”

“ Well, they certainly appear to indicate it, but your last
remarks make it certain. There is no place except a cata-
comb which could contain so vast a store of relics as you
describe.”

“Quite so. There is no mystery about that. 1 kave
discovered a new catacomb.”

“Where?”

“ Ah, that is my secret, my dear Kennedy! Suffice it that :

it is so situated that there is not one chance in a million of
anyone else coming upon it. Its date is different from that
of any known catacomb, and it has been reserved for the
burial of the highest Christians, so that the remains and the
relics are quite different from anything which has ever been
seen before. If I was not aware of your knowledge and ot
your energy, my friend, I would not hesitate, under the
pledge of secrecy, to tell you everything about it. But as
it is I think that I must certainly prepare my own report of
the matter before I expose myself to such formidable com-
petition.”

Kennedy loved his subject with a love which was almost
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a mania—a love which held him true to it, amidst all the
distractions which come to a wealthy and dissipated young
man. He had ambition, but his ambition was secondary to
his mere abstract joy and interest in everything which con-
cerned the old life and history of the city. He yearned to
see this new underworld which his companion had dis-
covered.

“ Look here, Burger,” said he, earnestly, “I assure you
that you can trust me most implicitly in the matter. Noth-
ing would induce me to put pen to paper about anything
which I see until I have your express permission. I quite
understand your feeling, and I think it is most natural, but
you have really nothing whatever to fear from me. On the
other hand, if you don’t tell me I shall make a systematic
search, and T shall most certainly discover it. In that case,
of course, I should make what use I liked of it, since I
should be under no obligation to you.”

Burger smiled thoughtfully over his cigar. “I have
noticed, friend Kennedy,” said he, “that when I want
information over any point you are not always so ready to
supply it.”

“ When did you ever ask me anything that I did not tell
you? You remember, for example, my giving you the
material for your paper about the temple of the Vestals.”

“ Ah, well, that was not a matter of much importance. If
I were to question you upon some intimate thing, would
you give me an answer, I wonder! This new catacomb is
a very intimate thing to me, and I should certainly expect
some sign of confidence in return.”

“ What you are driving at I cannot imagine,” said the
Englishman, “but if you mean that you will answer my
question about the catacomb if I answer any question which
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_ youmay put to me, I can assure you that I will certainly
do so.”

“Well, then,” said Burger, leaning luxuriously back in
his settee, and puffing a blue tree of cigar-smoke into the
air, “tell me all about your relations with Miss Mary
Saunderson.”

Kennedy sprang up in his chair and glared angrily at his
impassive companion. “ What the devil do you mean?”
he cried. “What sort of a question is this? You may
mean it as a joke, but you never made a worse one.”

“No, I don’t mean it as a joke,” said Burger, simply.
“I am really rather interested in the details of the matter.
I don’t know much about the world and women and social
life and that sort of thing, and such an incident has the
fascination of the unkown for me. I know you, and I knew
her by sight—I had even spoken to her once or twice. I
should very much like to hear from your own lips exactly
what it was which occurred between you.”

“] won't tell you a word.”

“That’s all right. It was only my whim to see if you
would give up a secret as easily as you expected me to give
up my secret of the new catacomb. You wouldn’t, and I
didn’t expect you to. But why should you expect other-
wise of me? There’s St. John’s clock striking ten. It is
quite time that I was going home.”

“No, wait a bit, Burger,” said Kennedy; “this is really
a ridiculous caprice of yours to wish to know about an old
love affair which has burned out months ago. You know
we look upon a man who kisses and tells as the greatest
coward and villain possible.”

“ Certainly,” said the German, gathering up his basket
of curiosities, “ when he tells anything about a girl which
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is previously unknown, he must be so. But in this case, as
you must be aware, it was a public matter which was. the
common talk of Rome, so that you are not really doing
Miss Mary Saunderson any injury by discussing her case
with me. But still, I respect your scruples, and so good
night ! ”

“ Wait a bit, Burger,” said Kennedy, laying his hand
upon the other’s arm; “I am very keen upon this catacomb
business, and I can’t let it drop quite so easily. Would you
mind asking me somcthing else in return—something not
quite so eccentric this time?”’

“No, no; you have refused, and there is an end of it,”
said Burger, with his basket on his arm. “ No doubt you
are quite right not to answer, and no doubt I am quite right
also—and so again, my dear Kennedy, good night!”

The Englishman watched Burger cross the room, and he
had his hand on the handle of the door before his host
sprang up with the air of a man who is making the best of
that which cannot be helped. “Hold on, old fellow,” said
he. “I think you are behaving in a most ridiculous fashion,
but still, if this is your condition, I suppose that I must
submit to it. I hate saying anything about a girl, but, as
you say, it is all over Rome, and I don'’t suppose I can tell
you anything which you do not know already. What was
it you wanted to know? ”

The German came back to the stove, and, laying down
his basket, he sank into his chair once more. “May I have
another cigar?” said he. “Thank you very much! I
never smoke when I work, but I enjoy a chat much more
when I am under the influence of tobacco. Now, as re-
gards this young lady, with whom you had this little ad-
venture. What in the world has become of her?”
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“She is at home with her own people.”

“ Oh, really—in England?”

“Yes.”

“What part of England—London?”

“No, Twickenham.”

“You must excuse my curiosity, my dear Kennedy, and
you must put it down to my ignorance of the world. No
doubt it is quite a simple thing to persuade a young lady to
go off with you for three weeks or so, and then to hand her
over to her own family at—what did you call the place?”

“ Twickenham.”

“ Quite so—at Twickenham. But it is something so en-
tirely outside my own experience that I cannot even imagine
how you set about it. For example, if you had loved this
girl your love could hardly disappear in three weeks, so I
presume that you could not have loved her at all. Butif
you did not love her why should you make this great
scandal which has damaged you and ruined her?”

Kennedy looked moodily into the red eye of the stove.
“That’sa logical way of looking at it, certainly,” said he.
“Love is a big word, and represents a good many different
shades of feeling. I liked her, and—well, you say you’ve
seen her—you know how charming she can look. But still
I am willing to admit, looking back, that I could never
have really loved her.”

“Then, my dear Kennedy, why did you do it?”

“The adventure of the thing had a great deal to do with
it.”

“What? You are so fond of adventures!”

“ Where would the variety of life be without them? It
was for an adventure that I first began to pay my attentions
to her. I've chased a good deal of game in my time, but
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there’s no chase like that of a pretty woman. There was
the piquant difficulty of it also, for, as she was the companion
of Lady Emily Rood it was almost impossible to see her
alone. On the top of all the other obstacles which attracted
me, I learned from her own lips very early in the proceed-
ings that she was engaged.”

“ Mein Gott! To whom?”

“ She mentioned no names.”

I do not think that anyone knows that. So that made
the adventure more alluring, did it?”

“Well, it did certainly give a spice to it. Don’t you
think so?”

“T tell you that I am very ignorant about these things.”

“ My dear fellow, you can remember that the apple you

5 stole from your neighbour’s tree was always sweeter than

that which fell from your own. And then I found that she
cared for me.”

“ What—at once ?”

“Oh, no, it took about three months of sapping and
mining. But at last I won her over. She understood that
my judicial separation from my wife made it impossible for
me to do the right thing by her—but she came all the same,
and we had a delightful time, as long as it lasted.”

“ But how about the other man?”

Kennedy shrugged his shoulders. “I suppose it is the
survival of the fittest,” said he. “If he had been the better
man she would not have deserted him. Let’s drop the
subject, for I have had enough of it!”

“ Only one other thing. How did you get rid of her in
three weeks? ”

“ Well, we had both cooled down a bit, you understand.
She absolutely refused, under any circumstances, to come



THE NEW CATACOMB 143

back to face the people she had known in Rome. Now, of
course, Rome is necessary to me, and I was already pining
to be back at my work —so there was one obvious cause of
separation. Then, again, her old father turned up at the
hotel in London, and there was a scene, and the whole
thing became so unpleasant that really—though I missed
her dreadfully at first—I was very glad to slip out of it.
Now, I rely upon you not to repeat anything of what I have
said.”

“My dear Kennedy, I should not dream of repeating it.
But all that you say interests me very much, for it gives me
an insight into your way of looking at things, which is
entirely different from mine, for I have seen so little of life.
And now you want to know about my new catacomb.
There’s no use my trying to describe it, for you would
never find it by that. There is only one thing, and that
is for me to take you there.”

“That would be splendid.”

“ When would you like to come?”

“ The sooner the better. I am all impatience to see it.”

“Well, it is a beautiful night—though a trifle cold.
Suppose we start in an hour. We must be very careful to
keep the matter to ourselves. If anyone saw us hunting in
couples they would suspect that there was something going
on ;

“ We can’t be too cautious,” said Kennedy. “Is it far?”

“ Some miles.”

“ Not too far to walk ? ”

“ Oh no, we could walk there easily.”

“We had better do so, then. A cabman’s suspicions
would be aroused if he dropped us both at some lonely spot
in the dead of the night.”

”
.
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“Quite so. I think it would be best for us to meet at
the Gate of the Appian Way at midnight. I must go back
to my lodgings for the matches and candles and things.”

“ All right, Burger! I think it is very kind of you to let
me into this secret, and I promise you that I will write
nothing about it until you have published your report.
Good-bye for the present! You will find me at the Gate
at twelve.”

The cold, clear air was filled with the musical chimes
from that city of clocks as Burger, wrapped in an Italian
overcoat, with a lantern hanging from his hand, walked up
to the rendezvous. Kennedy stepped out of the shadow to
meet him. :

“You are ardent in work as well as in love!” said the
German, laughing.

“Yes; I have been waiting here for nearly half an hour.”

“I hope you left no clue as to where we were going.”

“Not such a fool! By Jove, I am chilled to the bone!
Come on, Burger, let us warm ourselves by a spurt of hard
walking.”

Their footsteps sounded loud and crisp upon the rough
stone paving of the disappointing road which is all that is '
left of the most famous highway of the world. A peasant
or two going home from the wine-shop, and a few carts of
country produce coming up to Rome, were the only things
which they met. They swung along, with the huge tombs
looming up through the darkness upon each side of them,
until they had come as far as the Catacombs of St. Calixtus,
and saw against a rising moon the great circular bastion of
Cecilia Metella in front of them. Then Burger stopped
with his hand to his side. “Your legs are longer than
mine, and you are more accustomed to walking,” said he,
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laughing. “I think that the place where we turn off is
somewhere here. Yes, this is it, round the corner of the
trattoria. Now, it is a very narrow path, so perhaps I had
better go in front, and you can follow.” He had lit his
lantern, and by its light they were enabled to follow a
narrow and devious track which wound across the marshes
of the Campafia. The great Aqueduct of old Rome lay
like a monstrous caterpillar across the moonlit landscape,
and their road led them under one of its huge arches, and
past the circle of crumbling bricks which warks the old
arena. At last Burger stopped at a solitary wooden cow-
house, and he drew a key from his pocket.

“Surely your catacomb is not inside a house!” cried
Kennedy. '

“The entrance to it is. That is just the safeguard which
we have against anyone else discovering it.”

“ Does the proprietor know of it?”

“Not he. He had found one or two objects which made
me almost certain that his house was built on the entrance
to such a place. So I rented it from him, and did my
excavations for myself. Come in, and shut the door behind
you.”

It was a long, empty building, with the mangers of the
cows along one wall. Burger put his lantern down on the
ground, and shaded its light in all directions save one by
draping his overcoat round it. It might excite remark if
anyone saw a iigl}t in this lonely place,” said he. “ Just
help me to move this boarding.” The flooring was looe
in the corner, and plank by plank the two savants raised it
and leaned it against the wall. Below there was a square
aperture and a stair of old stone steps which led away down
into the bowels of the earth.
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“ Be careful ! ” cried Burger, as Kennedy, in his impa-
tience, hurried down them. “It is a perfect rabbit’s-warren
below, and if you were once to lose your way there, the
chances would be a hundred to one against your ever
coming out again. Wait until I bring the light.”

“How do you find your own way if it is so com-
plicated ?”

“I had some very narrow escapes at first, but I have
gradually learned to go about. There is a certain system
to it, but it is one which a lost man, if he were in the dark,
could not possibly find out. Even now I always spin out a
ball of string behind me when I am going far into the
catacomb. You can see for yourself that it is difficult, but
everyone of these passages divide and subdivide a dozen
times before you go a hundred yards.” They had descended
some twenty feet from the level of the byre, and they
were standing now in a square chamber cut out of the soft
tufa. The lantern cast a flickering light, bright below and
dim above, over the cracked brown walls. In every direc-
tion were the black openings of passages which radiated
from this common centre.

“I want you to follow me closely, my friend,” said
Burger. “Do not loiter to look at anything upon the way,
for the place to which I will take you contains all that you
can see, and more. It will save time for us to go there
direct.” He led the way down one of the corridors, and
the Englisman followed closely at his heels. Every now
and then the passage bifurcated, but Burger was evidently
following some secret marks of his own, for he neither
stopped nor hesitated. Everywhere along the walls, packed
like the berths upon an emigrant ship, lay the Christians of
old Rome. The yellow light flickered over the shrivelled
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features of the mummies, and gleamed upon rounded skulls
and long, white arm-bones crossed over fleshless chests.
And everywhere as he passed Kennedy looked with wistful
eyes upon inscriptions, funeral vessels, pictures, vestments,
utensils, all lying as pious hands had placed them so many
centuries ago. It was apparent to him, even in those hur-
ried, passing glances, that this was the earliest and finest of
the catacombs, containing such a storehouse of Roman
remains as had never before come at one time under the
observation of the student. “ What would happen if the
light went out ? ”” he asked, as they hurried on.

“I have a spare candle and a box of matches in my
pocket. By the way, Kennedy, have you any matches ? ”

“No; you had better give me some.”

“ Oh, that is all right. There is no chance of our separat-
ing.”

“ How far are we going? It seems to me that we have
walked at least a quarter of a mile.”

“More than that, I think. There is really no limit to

the tombs—at least, I have never been able to find any. =

This is a very difficult place, so I think that I will use our
ball of string.” He fastened one end of it to a projecting
stone and he carried the coil in the breast of his coat, pay-
ing it out as he advanced. Kennedy saw that it was no
unnecessary precaution, for the passages had become more
complexed and tortuous than ever, with a perfect network
of intersecting corridors. But these all ended in one large
circular hall with a square pedestal of tufa topped with a
slab of marble at one end of it.

“By Jove!” cried Kennedy in an ecstasy, as Burger 3

swung his lantern over the marble. It is a Christian altar
—probably the first one in existence. Here is the little
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consecration cross cut upon the corner of it. No doubt
this circular space was used as a church.”

“ Precisely,” said Burger. “If I had more time I should
like to show you all the bodies which are buried in these
niches upon the walls, for they are the early popes and
bishops of the Church, with their mitres, their croziers, and
full canonicals. Go over to that one and look at it!”
Kennedy went across, and stared at the ghastly head which
lay loosely on the shredded and mouldering mitre.

“This is most interesting,” said he, and his voice seemed
to boom against the concave vault. “ As far as my experi-
ence goes, it is unique. Bring the lantern over, Burger,
for I want to see them all.” DBut the German had strolled
away, and was standing in the middle of a yellow circle of
light at the other side of the hall.

“ Do you know how many wrong turnings there are be-
tween this and the stairs?” he asked. ¢ There are over
two thousand. No doubt it was one of the means of pro-
tection which the Christians adopted. The odds are two
thousand to one against a man getting out, even if he had
a light ; but if he were in the dark it would, of course, be
far more difficult.”

“So I should think.”
“And the darkness is something dreadful. I tried it
once for an experiment. Let ustry it again!” He stooped

to the lantern, and in an instant it was as if an invisible
hand was squeezed tightly over each of Kennedy’s eyes.
Never had he known what such darkness was. It seemed
to press upon him and to smother him. It was a solid
obstacle against which the body shrank from advancing.
Fle put his hands out to push it back from him. ¢ That
will do, Burger,” said he, “let’s have the light again.”



THE NEW CATACOMB 149

But his companion began to laugh, and in that circular.

room the sound seemed to come from every side at once.
“You seem uneasy, friend Kennedy,” said he.

“Go on, man, light the candle!” said Kennedy, impa-
tiently.

“It’s very strange, Kennedy, but I could not in the least
tell by the sound in which direction you stand. Could you
tell where I am?”’

“No; you seem to be on every side of me.”

“1If it were not for this string which I hold in my hand I
should not have a notion which way to go.”

“I dare say not. Strike a light, man, and have an end
of this nonsense.”

“Well, Kennedy, there are two things which I understand
that you are very fond of. The one is adventure, and the

other is an obstacle to surmount. The adventure must be.

the finding of your way out of this catacomb. The obstacle
will be the darkness and the two thousand wrong turns
which make the way a little difficult to find. But you need
not hurry, for you have plenty of time, and when you halt
for a rest now and then, I should like you just to think of
Miss Mary Saunderson, and whether you treated her quite
fairly.”

“You devil, what do you mean? ”” roared Kennedy. He
was running about in little circles and clasping at the solid
blackness with both hands. '

“ Good-bye,” said the mocking voice, and it was already
at some distance. “I really do not think, Kennedy, even
by your own showing, that you did the right thing by that
girl. There was only one little thing which you appeared
not to know, and I can supply it. Miss Saunderson was
engaged to a poor, ungainly devil of astudent, and his
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name was Julius Burger.” There was a rustle somewhere
—the vague sound of a foot striking a stone—and then there
fell silence upon that old Christian church—a stagnant
heavy silence which closed round Kennedy and shut him in
like water round a drowning man.

Some two months afterwards the following paragraph
made the round of the European Press :—

One of the most interesting discoveries of recent years is that of
the new catacomb in Rome, which lies some distance to the east of
the well-known vaults of St. Calixtus. The finding of this important
burial-place, which is exceedingly rich in most interesting early
Christian remains, is due to the energy and sagacity of Dr. Julius
Burger, the young German specialist, who is rapidly taking the first
place as an authority upon ancient Rome. Although the first to
publish his discovery, it appears that a less fortunate adventurer had
anticipated Dr. Burger. Some months ago Mr. Kennedy, the well-
known English student, disappeared suddenly from his rooms in the
+¢ Corso,” and it was conjectured that his association with a recent
scandal had driven him to leave Rome. It appears now that he had
in reality fallen a victim to that fervid love of archaology which
had raised him to a distinguished place among living scholars. His
body was discovered in the heart of the new catacomb, and it was
evident from the condition of his feet and boots that he had tramped
for days through the tortuous corridors which make these subter-
ranean tombs so dangerous to explorers. The deceased gentleman
had, with inexplicable rashness, made his way into this labyrinth
without, as far as can be discovered, taking with him either candles
or matches, so that his sad fate was the natural result of his own
temerity. What makes the matter more painful is that Dr. Julius
Burger was an intimate friend of the deceased. -His joy at the ex-
traordinary find which he has been so fortunate as to make has been
greatly marred by the terrible fate of his comrade and fellow-
worker.



A FOREIGN OFFICE ROMANCE

HERE are many folk who knew Alphonse Lacour in his
old age. From about the time of the Revolution of
’48 until he died in the second year of the Crimean War he
was always to be found in the same corner of the Café de
Provence, at the end of the Rue St. Honoré, coming down
about nine in the evening, and going when he could find
no one to talk with. It took some self-restraint to listen to
the old diplomatist, for his stories were beyond all belief,
and yet he was quick at detecting the shadow of a smile or
the slightest little raising of the eyebrows. Then his huge,
rounded back would straighten itself, his bull-dog chin
would project, and his r’s would burr like a kettledrum.
When he got as far as, “ Ah, monsieur r-r-r-rit ! ” or “ Vous
ne me cr-r-r-royez pas donc!” it was quite time to remem-
ber that you had a ticket for the opera.

There was his story of Talleyrand and the five oyster-
shells, and there was his utterly absurd account of
Napoleon’s second visit to Ajaccio. Then there was that
most circumstantial romance (which he never ventured upon
until his second bottle had been uncorked) of the Emperor’s
escape from St. Helena—how he lived for a whole year in
Philadelphia, while Count Herbert de Bertrand, who was
his living image, personated him at Longwood. But of all
his stories there was none which was more notorious than

that of the Koran and the Foreign Office messenger. And :
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yet when Monsieur Otto’s memoirs were written it was
found that there really was some foundation for old Lacour’s
incredible statement.

“You must know, monsieur,” he would say, “that I left
Egypt after Kleber’s assassination. I would gladly have
stayed on, for I was engaged in a translation of the Koran,
and between ourselves I had thoughts at the time of em-
bracing Mahometanism, for I was deeply struck by the
wisdom of their views about marriage. They had made an
incredible mistake, however, upon the subject of wine, and
this was what the Mufti who attempted to convert me could
never get over. Then when old Kleber died and Menou
came to the top, I felt that it was time for me to go. It is
not for me to speak of my own capacities, monsieur, but
you will readily understand that the man does not care to
be ridden by the mule. I carried my Koran and my
papers to London, where Monsieur Otto had been sent by
the First Consul to arrange a treaty of peace; for both
nations were very weary of the war, which had already
lasted ten years. Here I was most useful to Monsieur
Otto on account of my knowledge of the English tongue,
and also, if I may say so, on account of my natural capacity.
They were happy days during which I lived in the square
of Bloomsbury. The climate of monsieur’s country Is, it
must be confessed, detestable. But then what would you
have? Flowers grow best in the rain. One has but to
point to monsieur’s fellow-countrywomen to prove i.

“ Well, Monsieur Otto, our Ambassador, was kept terri-
bly busy over that treaty, and all of his staff were worked
to death. We had not Pitt to deal with, which was, per-
haps, as well for us. e was a terrible man that Pitt, and
wherever half a dozen enemies of France were plotting
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together, there was his sharp-pointed nose right in the middle
of them. The nation, however, had been thoughtful enough
to put him out of office, and we had to do with Monsieur
Addington. But Milord Hawkesbury was the Foreign
Minister, and it was with him that we were obliged to do
our bargaining.

“You can understand that it was no child’s play. After.

ten years of war each nation had got hold of a great deal
which had belonged to the other, or to the other’s allies.
What was to be given back, and what was to be kept? Is
this island worth that peninsula? If we do this at Venice,
will you do that at Sierra Leone? 1f we give up Egypt to
the Sultan, will you restore the Cape of Good Hope, which
you have taken from our allies the Dutch? So we wrangled
and wrestled, and I have seen Monsieur Otto come back to
the Embassy so exhausted that his secretary and I had to
help him from his carriage to his sofa. But at last things
adjusted themselves, and the night came round when the
treaty was to be finally signed. Now, you must know that
the one great card which we held, and which we played,
played, played at every point of the game, was that we had
Egypt. The English were very nervous about our being
there. It gave us a foot at each end of the Mediterranean,
you see. And they were not sure that that wonderful little

Napoleon of ours might not make it the base of an advance :

against India. So whenever I.ord Hawkesbury proposed to
retain anything, we had only to reply, ‘In tkaf case, of
course, we cannot consent to evacuate Egypt,’ and in this
_way we quickly brought him to reason. It was by the
help of Egypt that we gained terms which were remarkably
favourable, and especially that we caused the English to
consent to give up the Cape of Good Hope. We did not
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wish your people, monsieur, to have any foothold in South
Africa, for history has taught us that the British foothold of
one half-century is the British Empire of the next. It is not
your army or your navy against which we have to guard,
but it is your terrible younger son and your man in search
of acareer. When we French have a possession across the
seas, we like to sit in Paris and to felicitate ourselves upon
it. With you it is different. You take your wives and
your children, and you run away to see what kind of place
this may be, and after that we might as well try to take that
old Square of Bloomsbury away from you.

“Well, it was upon the first of October that the treaty
was finally to be signed. In the morning I was con-
gratulating Monsieur Otto upon the happy conclusion
of his labours. He was-a little pale shrimp of a man, very
quick and nervous, and he was so delighted now at his own
success that he could not sit still, but ran about the room
chattering and laughing, while I sat on a cushion in the
corner, as I had learned to do in the East. Suddenly, in
came a messenger with a letter which had been forwarded
from Paris. Monsieur Otto cast his eye upon it, and then,
without a word, his knees gave way, and he fell senseless
upon the floor. Iran to him, as did the courier, and be-
tween us we carried him to the sofa. He might have been
dead from his appearance, but I could still feel his heart
thrilling beneath my palm. ¢ What is this, then?’ I asked.

“‘I donot know,” answered the messenger. ¢ Monsieur
Talleyrand told me to hurry as never man hurried before,
and to put this letter into the hands of Monsieur Otto. I
was in Paris at midday yesterday.’

“I know that I am to blame, but I could not help glancing
at the letter, picking it out of the senseless hand of Monsieur
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Otto. My God! the thunderbolt that it was! I did not
faint, but I sat down beside my chief and I burst into tears.
It was but a few words, but they told us that Egypt had
been evacuated by our troops a month before. All our
treaty was undone then, and the one consideration which had
induced our enemies to give us good terms had vanished.
In twelve hours it would not have mattered. But now
the treaty was not yet signed. We should have to give up
the Cape. We should have to let England have Malta.
Now that Egypt was gone we had nothing left to offer in
exchange.

“ But we are not so easily beaten, we Frenchmen. You
English misjudge us when you think that because we show
emotions which you conceal, that we are therefore of a
weak and womanly nature. You cannot read your histories
and believe that. Monsieur Otto recovered his scnses
presently, and we took counsel what we should do.

“<]t is useless to go on, Alphonse,’ said he. ¢This Eng-
lishman will laugh at me when I ask him to sign.’

“¢Courage!’ ! cried; and then a sudden thought coming
into my head—‘ How do we know that the English will
have news of this? Perhaps they may sign the treaty be-
fore they know of it.

“Monsieur Otto sprang from the sofa and flung himself

_into my arms.

“ ¢ Alphonse,” he cried, ¢ you have saved me! Why should
they know about it ? Our news has come from Toulon to
Paris, and thence straight to London. Theirs will come by
sea through the Straits of Gibraltar. At this moment it is
unlikely that anyone in Paris knows of it, save only Talley-
rand and the First Consul. If we keep our secret, we may
still get our treaty signed.’
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« Ah! monsieur, you can imagine the horrible uncer-
tainty in which we spent the day. Never, never shall I
forget those slow hours during which we sat together,
starting at every distant shout, lest it should be the first sign
of the rejoicing which this news would cause in London.
Monsieur Otto passed from youth to age in a day. As for
me, I find it easier to go out and meet danger than to wait
for it. I set forth, therefore, towards evening. I wandered
here, and wandered there. I was in the fencing-rooms of
Monsieur Angelo, and in the salon-de-boxe of Monsieur
Jackson, and in the club of Books, and in the lobby of the
Chamber of Deputies, but nowhere did I hear any news.
Still, it was possible that Milord Hawkesbury had received
it himself just as we had. He lived in Harley Street, and
there it was that the treaty was to be finally signed that
night at eight. I entreated Monsieur Otto to drink two
glasses of Burgundy before he went, for I feared lest his
haggard face and trembling hands should rouse suspicion in
the English minister.

“Well, we went round together in one of the Embassy’s
carriages about half-past seven. Monsieur Otto went in
alone ; but presently, on excuse of getting his portfolio, he
came out again, with his cheeks flushed with joy, to tell me
that all was well.

“‘He knows nothing,” he whispered. ¢Ah, if the next
half-hour were over !’

“‘Give me a sign when it is settled,” said L

“¢For what reason?’

“‘Because until then no messenger shall interrupt you.
I give you my promise—I, Alphonse Lacour.’

“ He clasped my hand in both of his.

‘I shall make an excuse to move one of the candles on
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to the table in the window,” said he, and hurried into the
house, whilst I was left waiting beside the carriage.

“ Well, if we could but secure ourselves from interrup-
tion for a single half-hour the day would be our own. I
had hardly begun to form my plans when I saw the lights
of a carriage coming swiftly from the direction of Oxford
Street. Ah!if it should be the messenger! What could I
do? I was prepared to kill him—yes, even to kill him—
rather than at this last moment allow our work to be undone.
Thousands die to make a glorious war. Why should not
one die to make a glorious peace? What though they
hurried me to the scaffold? I should have sacrificed myself
for my country. I had a little curved Turkish knife strap-
ped to my waist. My hand was on the hilt of it when the
carriage which had alarmed me so rattled safely past me.

“ But another might come. I must be prepared. Above
all, I must not compromise the Embassy. I ordered our
carriage to move on, and I engaged what you call a hack-
ney coach. Then I spoke to the driver, and gave him a
guinea. He understood that it was a special service.

“¢You shall have another guinea if you do what you are
told,” said I.

“¢ All right, master,’ said he, turning his slow eyes upon
me without a trace of ¢xcitement or curiosity.

“<“If I enter your coach with another gentleman, you will
drive up and down Harley Strect, and take no orders from
anyone but me. When I get out, you will carry the other
gentleman to Watier's Club, in Bruton Street.’

“ ¢ All right, master,’ said he again.

“So I stood outside Milord Hawkesbury’s house, and you
can think how often my eyes went up to that window in the
hope of seeing the candle twinkle in it. Five minutes

10



10

15

20

158 SELECT READINGS FROM CONAN DOYLE

passed, and another five. Oh, how slowly they crept along !
Tt was a true October night, raw and cold, with a white fog
crawling over the wet, shining cobblestones, and blurring
the dim oil-lamps. I could not see fifty paces in either
direction, but my ears were straining, straining, to catch
the rattle of hoofs or the rumble of wheels. It isnota
cheering place, monsieur, that street of Harley, even upon
asunny day. The houses are solid and very respectable
over yonder, but there is nothing of the feminine about
them. It is a city to be inhabited by males. But on that
raw night, amid the damp and the fog, with the anxiety
gnawing at my heart, it seemed the saddest, weariest spot
in the whole wide world. I paced up and down slapping
my hands to keep them warm, and still straining my ears.
And then suddenly out of the dull hum of the traffic down
in Oxford Street I heard a sound detach itself, and grow
louder and louder, and clearer and clearer with every
instant, until two yellow lights came flashing through the
fog, and a light cabriolet whirled up to the door of the
Foreign Minister. It had not stopped before a young
fellow sprang out of it and hurried to the steps, while the
driver turned his horse and rattled off into the fog once
more.

“Ah, it is in the moment of action that I am best,
monsieur. You, who only see me when I am drinking my
wire in the Café de Provence, cannot conceive the heights
to which I rise. At that moment, when I knew that the
fruits of a ten years’.war were at stake, I was magnificent.
It was the last French campaign and I the general and

- army in one.

“¢Sir,’ said I, touching him upon the arm, ‘are you the
messenger for Lord Hawkesbury?’
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“*¢Yes,’ said he.

“‘I have been waiting for you half an hour, said
I. ‘You are to follow me at once. He is with the French
Ambassador.’

“I spoke with such assurance that he never hesitated for
an instant. When he entered the hackney coach and I
followed him in, my heart gave such a thrill of joy that I
could hardly keep from shouting aloud. He was a poor
little creature, this Foreign Office messenger, not much
bigger than Monsieur Otto, and I—monsieur can see my
hands now, and imagine what they were like when I was
seven-and-twenty years of age.

“Well, now that I had him in my coach, the question
was what I should do with him. 1 did not wish to hurt him
if I could help it.

“¢This is a pressing business,” said he. ‘I have a des-
patch which I must deliver instantly.’

“Qur coach had rattled down Harley Street now, in
accordance with my instruction, it turned and began to go
up again. '

“¢Hullo!” he cried. ¢ What's this?’

“<What then?’ I asked.

“¢<We are driving back. Where is Lord Hawkesbury?’

“<¢We shall see him presently.’

“<Let me out!’ he shouted. ¢ There’s some trickery in
this. Coachman, stop the coach! Let me out, Isay!’

1 dashed him back into his seat as he tried to turn the
handle of the door. He roared for help. I clapped my
palm across his mouth. He made his, teeth meet through
the side of it. I seized his own cravat and bound it over
his lips. He still mumbled and gurgled, but the noise was
covered by the rattle of our wheels. We were passing the
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minister’s house, and there was no candle in the window.

“ The messenger sat quiet for a little, and I could see the
glint of his eyes as he stared at me through the gloom. He
was partly stunned, I think, by the force with which I had
hurled him into his seat. And also he was pondering,
perhaps, what he should do next. Presently he got his
mouth partly free from the cravat.

“¢You shall have my watch and my purse if you will
let me go,’ said he.

“¢Sir, caid I, ‘I am as honourable a man as you are
yourself.’

“¢Who are you, then?’

“¢ My name is of no importance.’

“¢What do you want with me?’

“¢Itis a bet.’

“¢A bet? What d’you mean? Do you understand that
Iam on the Government service, and that you will see the
inside of a gaol for this?’

‘¢ That is the bet. That is the sport,” said L.

““You may find it poor sport before you finish,” he cried.
¢What is this insane bet of yours then?’

“ ‘I have bet,” I answered, ‘that I will recite a chapter of
the Koran to the first gentleman whom I should meet in
the street.’

“I do not know what made me think of it, save that my
translation was always running in my head. He clutched
at the door-handle, and again I had to hurl him back into
his seat.

¢ How long will it take?’ he gasped.

““It depends on the chapter,’ I answered.

“ ¢ A short one, then, and let me go!’

“‘But is it fair?’ Iargued. ¢ When I say a chapter, I
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do not mean the shortest chapter, but rather one which
should be of average length.’

“‘Help! help! help!’ he squealed, and I was compelled
again to adjust his cravat.

“<A little patience,” said I, ‘and it will soon be over. I
should like to recite the chapter which would be of most
interest to yourself. You will confess that I am trying to
make things as pleasant as I can for you?”

“He slipped his mouth free again.

“¢Quick, then, quick!’ he groaned.

“‘The Chapter of the Camel?’ I suggested.

“‘Yes, yes.

“¢Or that of the Fleet Stallion?’

“¢Yes, yes. Only proceed!’

“We had passed the window and there was no candle. I
settled down to recite the Chapter of the Stallion to him.
Perhaps you do not know your Koran very well, monsieur?
Well, I knew it by heart then, as I know it by heart now.
The style is a little exasperating for anyone who isin a
hurry. But, then, what would you have? The people in
the East are never in a hurry, and it was written for them.
I repeated it all with the dignity and solemnity which a
sacred book demands, and the young Englishman he
wriggled and groaned.

“ ¢ When the horses, standing on three feet and placing :

the tip of their fourth foot upon the ground, were mustered
in front of him in the evening, he said, “I have loved the
love of earthly good above the remembrance of things on
high, and have spent the time in viewing these horses.
Bring the horses back to me.” And when they were
brought back he began to cut off their legs and ’

“ It was at this moment that the young Englishman sprang

10



10

15

20

262 SELECT READINGS FROM CONAN DOYLE

at me. My God! how little can I remember of the next
few minutes! He was a boxer, this shred of a man. He
had been trained to strike. I tried to catch him by the
hands. Pac, pac, he came upon my nose and upon my eye.
I put down my head and thrust at him with it. Pac, he
came from below. But ah! I was too much for him. I
hurled myself upon him, and he had no place where he
could escape trom my weight. He fell flat upon the cush-
ions and I seated myself upon him with such conviction that
the wind flew from him as from a burst bellows.

“Then I searched to see what there was with which I
could tie him. I drew the strings from my shoes, and with
one I secured his wrists, and with another his ankles.
Then I tied the cravat round his mouth again, so that he
could only lie and glare at me. ‘When I had done all this,
and had stopped the blecding of my own nose, I looked
out of the coach and ah, monsieur, the very first thing
which caught my eyes was that candle—that dear little
candle—glimmering in the window of the minister. Alone,
with these two hands, I had retrieved the capitulation of an
army and the loss of a province. Yes, monsieur, what
Abercrombic and 5,000 men had done upon the beach at
Aboukir was undone by me, single-handed, in a hackney
coach in Harley Street.

“Well, I had no time to lose, for at any moment
Monsieur Otto might be down. I shouted to my driver,
gave him his second guinea, and allowed him to proceed to
Watier’s. For myself, I sprang into our Embassy’s car-
riage, and a moment later the door of the minister opened.
He had himself escorted Monsieur Otto downstairs, and
now so deep was he in talk that he walked out bareheaded
as far as the carriage.  As he stood there by the open door,
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there came the rattle of wheels, and a man rushed down the
pavement.

“¢A despatch of great importance for Milord Hawkes-
bury !’ he cried.

“T could see that it was not my messenger, but a second
one. Milord Hawkesbury caught the paper from his hand,
and read it by the light of the carriage lamp. His face,
monsieur, was as white as this plate, before he had finished.

“ ¢ Monsieur Otto,” he cried, ¢ we have signed this treaty
upon a false understanding. Egypt is in our hands.’

“¢What!’ cried Monsieur Otto. ‘Impossible!’

“¢It is certain. It fell to Abercrombie last month.’

“¢In that case,” said Monsieur Otto, ‘it is very fortunate
that the treaty is signed.’

“¢Very fortunate for you, sir,” cried Milord Hawkes-
bury, as he turned back to the house.

“Next day, monsieur, what they call the Bow Street
runners were after me, but they could not run across salt
water, and Alphonse Lacour was receiving the congratula-
tions of Monsieur Talleyrand and the First Consul before
ever his pursuers had got as far as Dover.”
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A PHYSIOLOGIST’S WIFE

ROFESSOR AINSLIE GREY had not come down to
breakfast at the usual hour. The presentation chiming-
clock which stood between the terracotta busts of Claude
Bernard and of John Hunter upon the dining-room mantel-
piece had rung out the half-hour and the three-quarters.
Now its golden hand was verging upon the nine, and yet
there were no signs of the master of the house.

It was an unprecedented occurrence. During the twelve
years that she had kept house for him, his younger sister had
never known him a second behind his time.  She sat now in
front of the high silver coffee-pot, uncertain whether to order
the gong to be resounded or to wait on in silence. Either
course might be a mistake. Her brother was not a man
who permitted mistakes.

Miss Ainslie Grey was rather above the middle height,
thin, with peering, puckered eyes, and the rounded shoulders
which mark the bookish woman. Her face was long and
spare, flecked with colour above the cheek-bones, with a
reasonable, thoughtful forehead, and a dash of absolute
obstinacy in her thin lips and prominent chin. Snow-white
cuffs and collar, with a plain dark dress, cut with almost
quaker-like simplicity, bespoke the primness of her taste.
An ebony cross hung over her flattened chest. She sat very
upright in her chair, listening with raised eyebrows, and
swinging her eye-glasses backwards and forwards with a
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nervous gesture which was peculiar to her.

Suddenly she gave a sharp, satisfied jerk of the head, and
began to pour out the coffee. From outside there came the
dull thudding sound of heavy feet upon thick carpet. The
door swung open, and the Professor entered with a quick,
nervous step. He nodded to his sister, and seating himself
at the other side of the table, began to open the small pile of
letters which lay beside his plate.

Professor Ainslie Grey was at that time forty-three years
of age—nearly twelve years older than his sister. His
career had been a brilliant one. At Edinburgh, at Cam-
bridge, and at Vienna he had laid the foundations of his
great reputation, both in physiology and in zoology.

His pamphlet, “ On the Mesoblastic Origin of Excito-
motor Nerve Roots,” had won him his fellowship of the
Royal Society ; and his researches, ‘“ Upon the Nature of
Bathybius, with some Remarks upon Lithococci,” had been
translated into at least three European languages. He had
been referred to by one of the greatest living authorities as

being the very type and embodiment of all that was best in -

modern science. No wonder, then, that when the commer-
cial city of Birchespool decided to create a medical school,
they were only too glad to confer the chair of physiology
upon Mr. Ainslie Grey. They valued him the more from

the conviction that their class was only one step in his

upward journey, and that the first vacancy would remove
him to some more illustrious seat of learning.

In person he was not unlike his sister. The same eyes, the
same contour, the same intellectual forehead. His lips,
l.owever, were firmer, and his long, thin lower jaw was
sharper and more decided. He ran his finger and thumb
down it from time to time, as he glanced over his letters.

«©
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“ Those maids are very noisy,” he remarked, as a clack of
tongues sounded in the distance.

“«Tt is Sarah,” said his sister; “I shall speak about it.”

She had handed over his coffee-cup, and was sipping at
her own, glancing furtively through her narrowed lids at the
austere face of her brother. )

“The first great advance of the human race,” said the
Professor, “was when, by the development of their left
frontal convolutions, they attained the power of spzech.
Their second advance was when they learned to control
that power. Woman has not yet attained the second stage.”

He half closed his eyes as he spoke, and thrust his chin
forward, but as he ceased he had a trick of suddenly opening
both eyes very wide and staring sternly at his interlocutor.

“T am not garrulous, John,” said his sister.

“No, Ada; in many respects you approach the superior
or male type.”

The Profes:or bowed over his egg with the manner of one
who utters a courtly compliment ; but the lady pouted, and
gave an impatient little shrug of her shoulders.

“You were late this morning, John,” she remarked, after
a pause.

“Yes, Ada ; I slept badly. Some little cerebral conges-
tion, no doubt due to over-stimulation of the centres of
thought. I have been a little disturbed in my mind.”

His sister stared across at him in astonishment. The
Professor’s mental processes had hitherto been as regular as
his habits. Twelve years’ continual intercourse had taught
her that he lived in a serene and rarefied atmosphere of
scientific calm, high above the petty emotions which affect
humbler minds.

“You are surprised, Ada,” he remarked. * Well, I can-
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not wonder at it. I should have been surprised myself if I
had been told that I was so sensitive to vascular influences.
For, after all, all disturbances are vascular if you probe
them deep enough. I am thinking of getting married.”

“Not Mrs. O’'James?” cried Ada Grey, laying down her
egg-spoon. _

“My dear, you have the feminine quality of receptivity
very remarkably developed. Mrs. O’James is the lady in
question.”

“But you know so little of her. The Esdailes themselves
know so little. She is really only an acquaintance, although
she isstaying at The Lindens. Would it not be wise to
speak to Mrs. Esdaile first, John?

“I do not think Ada, that Mrs. Esdaile is at all likely to
say anything which would materially affect my course of
action. I have given the matter due consideration. The
scientific mind is slow at arriving at conclusions, but having
once formed them, it is not prone to change. Matrimony
is the natural condition of the human race. I have, as you
know, been so engaged in academical and other work, that
I have had no time to devote to merely personal questions.
It is different now, and I see no valid reason why I should
forego this opportunity of seeking a suitable helpmate.”

“ And you are engaged? ”

“Hardly that, Ada. I ventured yesterday to indicate to
the lady that I was prepared to submit to the common lot of
humanity. T shall wait upon her after my morning lecture,
and learn how far my proposals meet with her acquiescence.
But you frown, Ada!” :

His sister started, and made an effort to conceal her
expression of annoyance. She even stammered out some
few words of congratulation, but a vacant look had come
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into her brother’s eyes, and he was evidently not listening
to her.

“T am sure, John,” she said, “that I wish you the happi-
ness which you deserve. If I hesitated at all, it is because I
know how much is at stake, and because the thing is so
sudden, so unexpected.” Her thin white hand stole up to
the black cross upon her bosom. “These are moments
when we need guidance, John. If I could persuade you to
turn to spiritual—"’

The Professor waved the suggestion away with a deprecat-
ing hand.

“It is useless to reopen that question,” he said. ¢ We
cannot argue upon it. You assume more than I can grant.
I am forced to dispute your premises. We have no common
basis.”

His sister sighed.

“You have no faith,” she said.

“I have faith in those great evolutionary forces which are
leading the human race to some unknown but elevated
goal.”

“You believe in nothing.”

“On the contrary, my dear Ada, I believe in the differen-
tiation of protoplasm.”

She shook her head sadly. It was the one subject upon
which she ventured to dispute her brother’s infallibility.

“This is rather beside the question,” remarked the Pro-
fessor, folding up his napkin. “If I am not mistaken, there
is some possibility of another matrimonial event occurring
in the family. Eh, Ada? What!”

His small eyes glittered with sly facetiousness as he shot a
twinkle at his sister. She sat very stiff, and traced patterns
upon the cloth with the sugar-tongs.
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“Dr. James M'Murdo O’Brien—" said the Professor,
sonorously.

“Don’t, John, don’t!” cried Miss Ainslie Grey.

“Dr. James M’'Murdo O’Brien,” continued her brother
inexorably, “is a man who has already made his mark upon
the science of the day. He is my first and my most distin-
guished pupil. I assure you, Ada, that his * Remarks upon
the Bile-Pigments, with special reference to Urobilin,” is
likely to live as a classic. It is not too much to say that he
has revolutionised our views about urobilin.”

He paused, but his sister sat silent, with bent head and
flushed cheeks. The little ebony cross rose and fell with
her hurried breathings.

“Dr. James M’Murdo O’Brien has, as you know, the offer
of the physiological chair at Melbourne. He has been in
Australia five years, and has a brilliant future before him.
To-day he leaves us for Edinburgh, and in two months’
time he goes out to take over his new duties. " You know
his feeling towards you. It rests with you as to whether he
goes out alone. Speaking for myself, I cannot imagine any
higher mission for a woman of culture than to go through
life in the company of a man who is capable of such a
research as that which Dr. James M'Murdo O’Brien has
brought to a successful conclusion.”

“ He has not spoken to me,” murmured the lady.

“ Ah, there are signs which are more subtle than speech,”
said her brother, wagging his head. “DBut you are pale.
Your vasomotor system is excited. Your arterioles have
contracted. Let me entreat you to compose yourself. I
think I hear the carriage. I fancy that you may have a
visitor this morning, Ada. You will excuse me now.”

With a quick glance at the clock he strode off into the

Y

10

15

20



10

15

20

25

170 SELECT READINGS FROM CONAN DOYLE

hall, and within a few minutes he was rattling in his quiet,
well-appointed brougham through the brick-lined streets of
of Birchespool.

His lecture over, Professor Ainslie Grey paid a visit to his
laboratory, where he adjusted several scientific instruments,
made a note as to the progress of three separate infusions of
bacteria, cut half-a-dozen sections with a microtome, and
finally resolved the difficulties of seven different gentlemen,
who were pursuing researches in as many separate lines of
inquiry. Having thus conscientiously and -methodically
completed the routine of his duties, he returned to his car-
riage and ordered the coachman to drive him to The
Lindens. His face as he drove was cold and impassive, but
he drew his fingers from time to time down his prominent
chin with a jerky, twitchy movement.

The Lindens was an old-fashioned, ivy-clad house which
had once been in the country, but was now caught in the
long, red-brick feelers of the growing city. It still stood
back from the road in the privacy of its own grounds. A -
winding path, lined with laurel bushes, led to the arched
and porticoed entrance. To the right was a lawn, and at
the far side, under the shadow of a hawthorn, a lady sat in
a garden-chair with a book in her hands. At the click of the
gate she started, and the Professor, catching sight of her,
turned away from the door, and strode in her direction.

“What! won’t you go in and see Mrs. Esdaile?” she
asked, sweeping out from under the shadow of the hawthorn.

She was a small woman, strongly feminine, from the rich
coils of her light-coloured hair to the dainty garden slipper
which peeped from under her cream-tinted dress. One tiny
well-gloved hand was outstretched in greeting, while the
other pressed a thick, green-covered volume against her
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side. Her decision and quick, tactful manner bespoke the
mature woman of the world; but her upraised face had
preserved a girlish and even infantile expression of in-
nocence in its large, fearless, grey eyes, and sensitive,
humorous mouth. Mrs. O’James was a widow, and she was
two-and-thirty years of age; but neither fact could have
been deduced from her appearance.

“You will surely go in and see Mrs. Esdaile,” she re-
peated, glancing up at him with eyes which had in them
something between a challenge and a caress.

‘I did not come to see Mrs. Esdaile,” he answered, with
no relaxation of his cold and grave manner; “I came to
see you.”

“I am sure I should be highly honoured,” she said, with
just the slightest little touch of brogue in her accent.
“What are the students to do without their Professor ? ”’

“I have already completed my academic duties. Take
my arm, and we shall walk in the sunshine. Surely we
cannot wonder that Eastern people should have made a
deity of the sun. It is the great beneficent force of Nature—
man’s ally against cold, sterility,and all that is abhorrent to
him. What were you reading?”

“Hale’'s Matter and Life.’

The Professor raised his thick eyebrows,

“Hale!.” he said, and then again in a kind of whisper,
“Hale!”

“You differ from him?” she asked.

“Tt is not I who differ from him. I am only a monad—
thing of no moment. The whole tendency of the highest
plane of modern thought differs from him. He defends the
indefensible. He is an excellent observer, but a feeble
reasoner. I should not recommend you to found your
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conclusions upon ‘ Hale.” ”

“T must read Nature’s Chronicle to counteract his perni-
cious influence,” said Mrs. O’James, with a soft, cooing
laugh.

Nature's Chronicle was one of the many books in which
Professor Ainslie Grey had enforced the negative doctrines
of scientific agnosticism.

“Tt is a faulty work,” said he; “I cannot recommend it.
I would rather refer you to the standard writings of some of
my older and more eloquent colleagues.”

There was a pause in their talk as they paced up and
down on the green, velvet-like lawn in the genial sunshine.

“ Have you thought at all,” he asked at last, “of the
matter upon which I spoke to you last night ? ”

She said nothing, but walked by his side with her eyes
averted and her face aslant.

“I would not hurry you unduly,” he continued. “I
know that it is a matter which can scarcely be decided off-
hand. In my own case, it cost me some thought before I
ventured to make the suggestion. I am not an emotional
man, but I am conscious in your presence of the great
evolutionary instinct which makes either sex the comple-
ment of the other.”

“You believe in love, then?” she asked, with a twinkl-
ing, upward glance.

“I am forced to.”

“ And yet you can deny the soul ?

“How far these questions are psychic and how far mate-
rial is still sub judice,” said the Professor, with an air of
toleration. ““ Protoplasm may prove to be the physical
basis of love as well as of life.”

“ How inflexible you are!” she exclaimed ; “ you would
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draw love down to the level of physics.”
- “Or draw physics up to the level of love.”

“Come, that is much better,” she cried, with her sympa-
thetic laugh. “ That is really very pretty, and puts science
in quite a delightful light.” ’

Her eyes sparkled, and she tossed her chin with the
pretty, wilful air of a woman who is mistress of the situation.

“I have reason to believe,” said the Professor, * that my
position here will prove to be only a stepping-stone to some
wider scene of scientific activity. Yet, even here, my chair
brings me in some fifteen hundred pounds a year, which is
supplemented by a few hundreds from my books. I should
therefore be in a position to provide you with those comforts
to which you are accustomed. So much for my pecuniary
position.  As to my constitution, it has always been sound.
I have never suffered from any illness in my life, save fleet-
ing attacks of cephalalgia, the result of too prolonged a
stimulation of the centres of cerebration. My father and
mother had no sign of any morbid diathesis, but I will not
conceal from you that my grandfather was afflicted with
podagra.”

Mrs. O'James looked startled.

“Is that very serious?”’ she asked.

“It is gout,” said the Professor.

“Oh, is that all? It sounded much worse than that.”

“It is a grave taint, but I trust that I shall not be a victim
to atavism. I have laid these facts before you because they
are factors which cannot be overlocked in forming your
decision. May I ask now whether you see your way to
accepting my proposal ? 7

He paused in his walk, and looked earnestly and expect-
antly down at her.

10

15

20



10

20

174 SELECT READINGS FROM CONAN DOYLE

A struggle was evidently going on in her mind. Her
eyes were cast down, her little slipper tapped the lawn, and
her fingers played nervously with her chatelain. Suddenly,
with a sharp, quick gesture, which had in it something of
abandon and recklessness, she held out her hand to her
companion.

“T accept,” she said.

They were standing under the shadow of the hawthorn.
He stooped gravely down, and kissed her glove-covered
fingers.

“T trust that you may never have cause to regret your
decision,” he said.

“1 trust that yox never may,” she cried, with a heaving
breast.

There were tears in her eyes, and her lips twitched with
some strong emotion.

“ Come into the sunshine again,” said he. “It is a great
restorative. Your nerves are shaken. Some little conges-
tion of the medulla and pons. It is always instructive to
reduce psychic or emotional conditions to their physical
equivalents. You feel that your anchor is still firmina
bottom of ascertained fact.”

“But it is so dreadfully unromantic,” said Mrs. O’James,
with her old twinkle.

“Romance is the offspring of imagination and of igno-
rance. Where science throws her calm, clear light there is
happily no room for romance.”

“ But is not love romance ? ”” she asked.

“Not at all. Love has been taken away from the poets,
and has been brought within the domain of true science. It
may prove to be one of the great cosmic elementary forces.
When the atom of hydrogen draws the atom of ,chlorine
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towards it to form the perfected molecule of hydrochloric
acid, the force which it exerts may be intrinsically similar
to that which draws me to you. Attraction and repulsion
appear to be the primary forces. This is attraction.”

“And here is repulsion,” said Mrs. O’James, as a stout
florid lady came sweeping across the lawn in their direction.
“So glad you have come out, Mrs. Esdaile! Here is Pro-
fessor Grey.”

“How do you do, Professor?” said the lady, with some
little pomposity of manner. “You were very wise to stay
out here on so lovely a day. Is it not heavenly?”

“It is certainly very fine weather,” the Professor answered.

“Listen to the wind sighing in the trees!” cried Mrs.
Esdaile, holding up one finger. “It is Nature’s lullaby.
Could you not imagine it, Professor Grey, to be the whis-
perings of angels?”

“The idea had not occurred to me, madam.”

“ Ah, Professor, I have always the same complaint against
you. A want of rapport with the deeper meanings of nature.
Shall I say a want of imagination? You do not feel an
emotional thrill at the singing of that thrush ?”

“T confess that I am not conscious of one, Mrs. Esdaile.”

“Or at the delicate tint of that background of leaves?
See the rich greens!”

“Chlorophyll,” murmured the Professor.

“ Science is so hopelessly prosaic. It dissects and labels,
and loses sight of the great things in its attention to the little
ones. You have a poor opinion of woman’s intellect, Pro-
fessor Grey. I think that I have heard you say so.”

“It is a question of avoirdupois,” said the Professor,
closing his eyes and shrugging his shoulders. ¢ The female
cerebrum averages two ounces less in weight than the male.
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No doubt there are exceptions. Nature is always elastic.”

“ But the heaviest thing is not always the strongest,” said
Mrs. O'James, laughing. “Isn’t there a law of compensa-
tion in science? May we not hope to make up in quality
for what we lack in quantity ?”’

“T think not,” remarked the Professor, gravely. * But
there is your luncheon-gong. No, thank you, Mrs. Esdaile,
I cannot stay. My carriage is waiting. Good-bye. Good-
bye, Mrs. O’James.”

He raised his hat and stalked slowly away among the
laurel bushes.

“He has no taste,” said Mrs. Esdaile—*“no eye for
beauty.” .

“On the contrary,” Mrs. O’James answered, with a saucy
little jerk of the chin. “ He has just asked me to be his
wife.”

As Professor Ainslie Grey ascended the steps of his house,
the hall-door opened and a dapper gentleman stepped
briskly out. He was somewhat sallow in the face, with
dark, beady eyes, and a short, black beard with an aggres-
sive bristle. Thought and work had left their traces upon
his face, but he moved with the brisk activity of a man who
had not yet bade good-bye to his youth.

“I'm in luck’s way,” he cried. “I wanted to see you.”

“Then come back into the library,” said the Professor ;
“you must stay and have lunch with us.”

The two men entered the hall, and the Professor led the
way to his private sanctum. He motioned his companion
into an arm-chair.

“I trust that you have been successful, O’Brien,” said he.
“1 should be loath to exercise any undue pressure upon my
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sister Ada ; but I have given her to understand that there is
no one whom I should prefer for a brother-in-law to my
most brilliant scholar, the author of “ Some Remarks upon
the Bile-Pigments, with special reference to Urobilin.” ”

“You are very kind, Professor Grey—you have always
been very kind,” said the other. “ [ approached Miss Grey
upon the subject ; she did not say No.”

“She said Yes, then?”

“No; she proposed to leave the matter open until my
return from Edinburgh. I go to-day, as you know, and I
hope to commence my research to-morrow.”

“On the comparative anatomy of the vermiform appendix,
by James M’Murdo O’Brien,” said the Professor, sonorously.
“It is a glorious subject—a subject which lies at the very
root of evolutionary philosophy.”

“Ah! she is the dearest girl,”” cried O’Brien, with a
sudden little spurt of Celtic enthusiasm— “she is the soul of
truth and of honour.”

“The vermiform appendix—" began the Professor.

“She is an angel from heaven,” interrupted the other.
“T fear that it is my advocacy of scientific freedom in relig-
ious thought which stands in my way with her.”

“You must not truckle upon that point. You must be true
to your convictions; let there be no compromise there.”

“My reason is true to agnosticism, and yet I am con-
scious of a void—a vacuum. I had feelings of the old
church at home between the scent of the incense and the
roll of the organ, such as I have never experienced in the
laboratory or the lecture-room.”

“ Sensuous—purely sensuous,” said the Professor, rubbing

his chin. * “ Vague hereditary tendencies stirred into life by
the stimulation of the nasal and auditory nerves.”
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“Maybe so, maybe so,” the younger man answered
thoughtfully. ¢ But this was not what I wished to speak to
you about. Before I enter your family, your sister and you
have a claim to know all that I can tell you about my
career. Of my worldly prospects I have already spoken to
you. There is only one point which I have omitted to
mention. I am a windower.”

The Professor raised his eyebrows.

“ This is news indeed,” said he.

“I married shortly after my arrival in Australia. Miss
Thurston was her name. I met her in society. It was a
most unhappy match.”

Some painful emotion possessed him. His quick, expres-
sive features quivered, and his white hands- tightened upon
the arm of the chair. The Professor turned away towards
the window.

“You are the best judge,” he remarked; “but I should
not think that it was necessary to go into details.”

“You have a right to know everything—you and Miss
Grey. It is of a matter on which I can well speak to her
direct. Poor Jinny was the best of women, but she was
open to flattery, and liable to be misled by designing per-
sons. She was untrue to me, Grey. It is a hard thing to
say of the dead, but she was untrue to me. She fled to
Auckland with a man whom she had known before her mar-
riage. The brig which carried them foundered, and not a
soul was saved.”

“This is very painful, O’'Brien,” said the Professor, with
a deprecatory motion of his hand. “I cannot see, however,
how it affects your relation to my sister.”

“1 have eased my conscience,” said O'Brien, rising from
his chair; “TI have told you all that there is to tell. I should
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not like the story to reach you through any lips but my
own.”

“You are right, O’Brien. Your action has been most
honourable and considerate. But you are not to blame in
the matter, save that perhaps you showed a little precipi-
tancy in choosing a life-partner without due care and in-
quiry.”

O’Brien drew his hand across his eyes.

“Poor girl!” he cried. “ God help me, I love her still !
But I must go.”

“You will lunch with us?”

“No, Professor; I have my packing still to do. I have
already bade Miss Grey adieu. In two months I shall see
you again.”

“You will probably find me a married man.”

“Married!”

“Yes, I have been thinking of it.”

“My dear Professor, let me congratulate you with all my
heart. I had no idea. Who is the lady?”

“Mrs. O’James is her name—a widow of the same na-
tionality as yourself. But to return to matters of impor-
tance, I should be very happy to see the proofs of your paper
upon the vermiform appendix. I may be able to furnish
you with material for a footnote or two.”

“Your assistance will be invaluable to me,” said O’Brien,
with enthusiasm, and the two men parted in the hall. The
Professor walked back into the dining-room, where his sister
was already seated at the luncheon table.

“I shall be married at the registrar’s,” he remarked; “I
should strongly recommend you to do the same.”

Professor Ainslie Grey was as good as his word. A
fortnight’s cessation of his classes gave him an opportunity
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which was too good to let pass. Mrs. O'James was an
orphan, without relations and almost without friends in the
country. There was no obstacle in the way of a speedy
wedding. They were married, accordingly, in the quietest
manner possible, and went off to Cambridge together, where
the Professor and his charming wife were present at several
academic observances, and varied the routine of their honey-
moon by incursions into biological laboratories and medical
libraries. Scientific friends were loud in their congratula-
tions, not only upon Mrs. Grey’s beauty, but upon the
unusual quickness and intelligence which she displayed in
discussing physiological questions. The professor was him-
self astonished at the accuracy of her information. “You
have a remarkable range of knowledge for a woman, Jean-
nette,” he remarked upon more than one occasion. He was
even prepared to admit that her cerebrum might be of the
normal weight.

One foggy, drizzling morning they returned to Birches-
pool, for the next day would re-open the session, and Pro-
fessor Ainslie Grey prided himself upon having never once
in his life failed to appear in his lecture-room at the very
stroke of the hour. Miss Ada Grey welcomed them with a
constrained cordiality, and handed over the keys of office
to the new mistress. Mrs. Grey pressed her warmly to
remain, but she explained that she had already accepted an
invitation which would engage her for some months. The
same evening she departed for the south of England.

A couple of days later the maid carried a card just after
breakfast into the library where the Professor sat revising
his morning lecture. It announced the re-arrival of Dr.

. James M'Murdo O’Brien. Their meeting was effusively

genial on the part of the younger man, and coldly precise
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on that of his former teacher.

“You see there have been changes,” said the Professor.

“So I heard. Miss Grey told me in her letters, and I
read the notice in the British Medical Journal. So it's
really married you are. How quickly and quietly you have
managed it all!”’

“I am constitutionally averse to anything in the nature
. of show or ceremony. My wife is a sensible woman—I
may even go the length of saying that, for a woman, she is
abnormally sensible. She quite agreed with me in the
course which I have adopted.”

““ And your research on Vallisneria?”’

“This matrimonial incident has interrupted it, but I have
resumed my classes, and we shall soon be quite in harness
again.”

“I must see Miss Grey before I leave England. We have
corresponded, and I think that all will be well. She must
come out with me. I don't think I could go without her.”

The Professor shook his head. k

“Your nature is not so weak as you pretend,” he said.
“ Questions of this sort are, after all, quite subordinate to
the great duties of life.”

O’Brien smiled.

“You would have me take out my Celtic soul and put
in a Saxon one,” he said. “ Either my brain is too small or
my heart is too big. But when may I call and pay my
respects to Mrs. Grey? Will she be at home this after-
noon?”’

“She is at home now. Come into the morning-room.
She will be glad to make your acquaintance.”

They walked across the linoleum-paved hall. The Pro-
fessor opened the door of the room, and walked in, followed
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by his friend. Mrs. Grey was sitting in a basket-chair by
the window, light and fairy-like in a loose-flowing, pink
morning-gown. Seeing a visitor, she rose and swept to-
wards them. The Professor heard a dull thud behind him.
O’Brien had fallen back into a chair, with his hand pressed
tight to his side.

“Jinny!” he gasped—* Jinny ”

Mrs. Grey stopped dead in her advance, and stared at-him
with a face from which every expression had been struck
out, save one of astonishment and horror. Then with a sharp
intaking of the breath she reeled, and would have fallen had
the Professor not thrown his long, nervous arm round her.

“ Try this sofa,” said he.

She sank back among the cushions with the same white,
cold, dead look upon her face. The Professor stood with
his back to the empty fireplace and glanced from the one to
the other.

¢ So, O’Brien,” he said at last, “ you have already made
the acquaintance of my wife!”

“Your wife,” cried his friend hoarsely. ¢ She is no wife
of yours. God help me, she is my wife.”

The Professor stood rigidly upon the hearth-rug. His
long, thin fingers were intertwined, and his head had sunk a
little forward. His two companions had eyes only for each
other.

“Jinny ! ” said he.

“ James!”

“How could you leave me so, Jinny? How could you
have the heart to do it? I thought you were dead. I
mourned for your death—ay, and you have made me mourmn
for you living. You have withered my life.”

She made no answer, but lay back among the cushions
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with her eyes still fixed upon him.

“Why do you not speak ? ”

“Because you are right, James. I have treated you
cruelly-—shamefully. But it is not as bad as you think.”

“You fled with De Horta.”

“No, I did not. At the last moment my better nature
prevailed. He went alone. But I was ashamed to come
back after what I had written to you. I could not face you.
I took passage alone to England under a new name, and
here I have lived ever since. It seemed to me that I was
beginning life again. I knew that you thought I was
drowned. Who could have dreamed that fate would throw
us together again! When the Professor asked me—"

She stopped and gave a gasp for breath.

“You are faint,” said the Professor—*keep the head
low; it aids the cerebral circulation.” He flattened down
the cushion. “I am sorry to leave you, O'Brien; but I
have my class duties to look to. Possibly I may find you
here when I return.”

With a grim and rigid face he strode out of the room.
Not one of the three hundred students who listened to his
lecture saw any change in his manner and appearance, or
could have guessed that the austere gentleman in front of
them had found out at last how hard it is to rise above one’s
humanity. The lecture over, he performed his routine
duties in the laboratory, and then drove back to his own
house. He did not enter by the front door, but passed
through the garden to the folding glass casement which led
out of the morning-room. As he anproached he heard his
wife’s voice and O’Brien’s in loud and animated talk. He
paused among the rose-bushes, uncertain whether to inter-
rupt them or no. * Nothing was further from his nature than
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to play the eavesdropper; but as he stood, still hesitating,
words fell upon his ear which struck him rigid and motion-
less.

“You are still my wife, Jinny,” said O’Brien; “I forgive
you from the bottom of my heart. I love you, and I have
never ceased to love you, though you had torgotten me.”

“No, James, my heart was always in Melbourne. I have
always been yours. I thought that it was better for you
that I should seem to be dead.”

“You must choose between us now, Jinny. If you deter-
mine to remain here, I shall not open my lips. There shall
be no scandal. If, on the other hand, you come with me, it’s
little I care about the world’s opinion. Perhaps I am as much
to blame as you. I thought too much of my work and too
little of my wife.”

The Professor heard the cooing, caressing laugh which he
knew so well.

“I shall go with you, James,” she said.

“ And the Professor—?”

“The poor Professor! But he will not mind much,
James ; he has no heart.”

“We must tell him our resolution.”

“There is no need,” said Professor Ainslie Grey, stepping
in through the open casement. I have overheard the latter
part of your conversation. I hesitated to interrupt you
before you came to a conclusion.”

O’Brien stretched out his hand and took that of the
woman. They stood together with the sunshine on their
faces. The Professor paused at the casement with his hands
behind his back and his long black shadow fell between
them.

“You have come to a wise decision,” said he. “ Go back
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to Australia together, and let what has passed be blotted out
of your lives.”

“But you—you—"" stammered O’Brien.

The Professor waved his hand.

“ Never trouble about me,” he said.

The woman gave a gasping cry.

“What can I do or say?” she wailed. “ How could I
have foreseen this? I thought my old life was dead. But
it has come back again, with all its hopes and its desires.
What can I say to you, Ainslie? I have brought shame and
disgrace upon a worthy man. I have blasted your life. How
you must hate and loathe me! I wish to God that I had
never been born!”

“I neither hate nor loathe you, Jeannette,” said the Pro-
fessor, quictly. “ You are wrong in regretting your birth,
for you have a worthy mission before you in aiding the life-
work of a man who has shown himself capable of the highest
order of scientific research. I cannot with justice blame
you personally for what has occurred. How far the individ-

ual monad is to be held responsible for hereditary and.:

engrained tendencies, is a question upon which science has
not yet said her last word.”

He stood with his finger tips touching, and his body
inclined as one who is gravely expounding a difficult and
impersonal subject. O’Brien had stepped fotward to say
something, but the other’s attitude and manner froze the
words upon his lips. Condolence or sympathy would be an
impertinence to one who could so easily merge his private
griefs in broad questions of abstract philosophy.

“It is needless to prolong the situation,” the Professor
continued, in the same measured tones. “My brougham
stands at the door. I beg that you will use it as your own.
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Perhaps it would be as well that you should leave the town
without unnecessary delay. Your things, Jeannette, shall be
forwarded.”

O’Brien hesitated with a hanging head.

“1 hardly dare offer you my hand,” he said.

“On the contrary. I think that of the three of us you
come best out of the affair. You have nothing to be
ashamed of.”

“Your sister—"

“1 shall see that the matter is put to her in its true light.
Good-bye! Let me have z copy of your recent research.
Good-bye, Jeannette!”

“Good-bye!”

Their hands met, and for one short moment their eyes
also. It was only a glance, but for the first and last time
the woman’s intuition cast a light for itself into the dark
places of a strong man’s soul. She gave a little gasp, and
her other hand rested for an instant, as white and as light as
thistle-down, upon his shoulder.

“ James, James!” she cried. “ Don’t you see that he is
stricken to the heart?”

He turned her quietly away from him.

“I am not an emotional man,” he said. “I have my
duties——my research on Vallisneria. The brougham is
there. Your cloak is in the hall. Tell John where you
wish to be driven. He will bring you anything you need.
Now go.”

His last two words were so sudden, so volcanic, in such
contrast to his measured voice and mask-like face, that they
swept the two away from him. He closed the door behind
them and paced slowly up and down the room. Then he
passed into the library and looked out over the wire blind.
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The carriage was rolling away. He caught a last glimpse
of the woman who had been his wife. He saw the
feminine droop of her head, and the curve of her beautiful
throat.

Under some foolish, aimless impulse, he took a few quick
steps towards the door. Then he turned, and, throwing
himself into his study chair, he plunged back into his work.

There was little scandal about this singular domestic
incident. The Professor had few personal friends, and
seldom went into society. His marriage had been so quiet
that most of his colleagues had never ceased to regard him
as a bachelor. Mrs. Esdaile and a few others might talk,
but their field for gossip was limited, for they could only
guess vaguely at the cause of this sudden separation.

The Professor was as punctual as ever at his classes, and
as zealous in directing the laboratory work of those who
studied under him. His own private researches were pushed
on with feverish energy. It was no uncommon thing for
his servants, when they came down of a morning, to hear
the shrill scratchings of his tireless pen, or to meet him on
the staircase as he ascended grey aud silent, to his room.
In vain his friends assured him that such a life must under-
mine his health. He lengthened his hours until day and
night were one long, ceaseless task.

Gradually under this discipline a change came over his
appearance. His features, always inclined to gauntness,
became even sharper and more pronounced. There were
deep lines about his temples and across his brow. His
cheek was sunken and his complexion bloodless. His
knees gave under him when he walked; and once when
passing out of his lecture-room he fell and had to be assisted
to his carriage.
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This was just before the end of the session ; and soon after
the holidays commenced, the professors who still remained
in Birchespool were shocked to hear that their brother of
the chair of physiology had sunk so low that no hopes could
be entertained of his recovery. Two eminent physicians
had consulted over his case, without being able to give a
name to the affection from which he suffered. A steadily
decreasing vitality appeared to be the only symptom—a
bodily weakness which left the mind unclouded. He was
much interested himself in his own case, and made notes of
his subjective sensations as an aid to diagnosis. Of his
approaching end he spoke in his usual unemotional and
somewhat pedantic fashion. “It is the assertion,” he said,
“ of the liberty of the individual cell as opposed to the cell-
commune. It is the dissolution of a co-operative society.
The process is one of great interest.”

And so one grey morning his co-operative society dis-
solved. Very quietly and softly he sank into his eternal
sleep. His two physicians felt some slight embarrassment
when called upon to fill in his certificate.

“1It is difficult to give it a name,” said one.

“Very,” said the other.

“If he were not such an unemotional man, I should have
said that he had died from some sudden nervous shock—
from, in fact, what the vulgar would call a broken heart.”

“I don’t think poor Grey was that sort of a man at all.”

“Let us call it cardiac, anyhow,” said the older physician.

So they did so.



A QUESTION OF DIPLOMACY

HE Foreign Minister was down with the gout. For a
week he had been confined to the house, and he had
missed two Cabinet Councils at a time when the pressure
upon his department was severe. It is true that he had an
excellent under-secretary and an admirable staff, but the
Minister was a man of such ripe experience and of such
proven sagacity that things halted in his absence. When his
firm hand was at the wheel the great ship of State rode easily
and smoothly upon her way; when it was removed she
yawned and staggered until twelve British editors rose up in
their omniscience and traced out twelve several courses, each
of which was the sole and only path to safety. Then it was
that the Opposition said vain things, and that the harassed
Prime Minister prayed for his absent colleague.

The Foreign Minister sat in his dressing-room in the great
house in Cavendish Square. It was May, and the square
garden shot up like a veil of green in front of his window,
but, in spite of the sunshine, a fire crackled and sputtered in
the grate of the sick-room. In a deep-red plush arm-chair

sat the great statesman, his head leaning back upon a silken -

pillow, one foot stretched forward and supported upon a
padded rest. His deeply-lined, finely chiselled face and
slow-moving, heavily-pouched eyes were turned upwards
towards the carved and painted ceiling, with that inscrutable
expression which had been the despair and the admiration
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of his Continental colleagues upon the occasion of the
famous Congress when he had made his first appearance in
the arena of European diplomacy. Yet at the present
moment his capacity for hiding his emotions had for the
instant failed him, for about the lines of his strong, straight
mouth and the puckers of his broad, overhanging forehead,
there were sufficient indications of the restlessness and im-
patience which consumed him.

And indeed there was enough to make a man chafe, for he
had much to think of, and yet was bereft of the power of
thought. There was, for example, that question of the
Dobrutscha and the navigation of the mouths of the Danube
which was ripe for settlement. The Russian Chancellor had
sent a masterly statement upon the subject, and it was the pet
ambition of our Minister to answer it in a worthy fashion.
Then there was the blockade of Crete, and the British fleet
lying off Cape Matapan, waiting for instructions which might
change the course of European history. And there were
those three unfortunate Macedonian tourists, whose friends
were momentarily expecting to receive their ears or their
fingers in default of the exorbitant ransom which had been
demanded. They must be plucked out of those mountains,
by force or by diplomacy, or an outraged public would vent
its wrath upon Downing Street.  All these questions pressed
for a solution, and yet here was the Foreign Minister of
England, planted in an arm-chair, with his whole thoughts
and attention riveted upon the ball of his right toe! It was
humiliating —horribly humiliating! His reason revolted at
it. He had been a respecter of himself, a respecter of his
own will ; but what sort of a machine was it which could be
utterly thrown out of gear by a little piece of inflamed
gristle? He groaned and writhed among his cushions.
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But, after all, was it quite impossible that he should go
down to the House? Perhaps the doctor was exaggerating
the situation. There was a Cabinet Council that day. He
glanced at his watch. It must be nearly over by now.
But at least he might perhaps venture to drive down as far
as Westminster. He pushed back the little round table with
its bristle of medicine-bottles, and levering himself up with a
hand upon either arm of the chair, he clutched a thick, oak
stick and hobbled slowly across the room. For a moment
as he moved, his energy of mind and body seemed to return
to him. The British fleet should sail from Matapan. Pres-
sure should be brought to bear upon the Turks. The Greeks
should be shown—Ow! In an instant the Mediterranean was
blotted out; and nothing remained but that huge, undeni-
able, intrusive, red-hot toe. He staggered to the window
and rested his left hand upon the ledge, while he propped
himself upon his stick with his right. Outside lay the
bright, cool, square garden, a few well-dressed passers-by,
and a single, neatly-appointed carriage, which was driving
away from his own door. His quick eye caught the coat-
of-arms on the panel, and his lips set for a moment and his
bushy eye-brows gathered ominously with a deep furrow
between them. He hobbled back to his seat, and struck the
gong which stood upon the table.

“Your mistress ! ” said he as the serving man entered.

It was clear that it was impossible to think of going to the
House. The shooting up his leg warned him that his doctor
had not over-estimated the situation. But he had a little
mental worry now which had for the moment eclipsed his
physical ailments. He tapped the ground impatiently with
his stick until the door of the dressing-room swung open,
and a tall, elegant lady of rather more than middle age
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swept into the chamber. Her hair was touched with grey,
but her calm, sweet face had all the freshness of youth, and
her gown of green shot plush, with a sparkle of gold passe-
menterie at her bosom and shoulders, showed oft the lines
of her fine figure to their best advantage.

“You sent for me, Charles?”

“Whose carriage was that which drove away just now?”

“ Oh, you've been up!” she cried, shaking an admonitory
forefinger. * What an old dear it is! How can you be so
rash? What am I to say to Sir William when he comes?
You know that he gives up his cases when they are insub-
ordinate.”

“In this instance the case may give him up,” said the
Minister, peevishly; “but I must beg, Clara, that you will
answer my question.”

“Oh! the carriage! It must have been Lord Arthur
Sibthorpe’s.”

“1 saw the three chevrons upon the panel,” muttered the
invalid.

His lady had pulled herself a little straighter and opened
her large blue eyes.

“Then why ask?” she said. “One might alinost think,
Charles, that you were laying a trap! Did you expect that
I should deceive you? You have not had your lithia
powder.”

“For Heaven’s sake, leave it alone! I asked because I
was surprised that Lord Arthur should call here. I should
have fancied, Clara, that I had made myself sufficiently
clear on that point. Who received him?”

“Idid. Thatis, I and Ida.”

“I will not have him brought into contact with Ida. I
do not approve of it. The matter has gone too far already.”
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The lady seated herself on a velvet-topped footstool, and
bent her stately figure over the Minister’s hand, which she
patted softly between her own.

“Now you have said it, Charles,” said she. “Tt has gone
too far—I give you my word, dear, that I never suspected it
until it was past all mending. I may be to blame-—no
doubt I am ; but it was all so sudden. The tail end of the
season and a week at Lord Donnythorne’s. That was all.
But oh! Charlie, she loves him so, and she is our only
one! How can we make her miserable?”

“Tut, tut!” cried the Minister impatiently, slapping on
the plush arm of his chair. “This is too much. I tell you,
Clara, I give you my word, that all my official duties, all the
affairs of this great empire, do not give me the trouble that
Ida does.”

“ But she is our only one, Charles.”

“The more reason she should not make a mésalliance.”

“ Mésalliance, Charles! Lord Arthur Sibthorpe, son of
the Duke of Tavistcck. with a pedigree from the Heptarchy.
Debrett takes them right back to Morcar, Earl of Northum-
berland.”

The Minister shrugged his shoulders.

“ Lord Arthur is the fourth son of the poorest duke in
England,” said he. *He has neither prospects nor profes-
sion.”

“But, oh! Charlie, you could find him both.”

“I do not like him. I do not care for the connection.”

“But consider Ida! You know how frail her health is.
Her whole soul is set upon him. You would not have the
heart, Charles, to separate them?”

There was a tap at the door. The lady swept towards it
and threw it open.
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“Yes, Thomas.”

«If you please, my lady, the Prime Minister is below.”

“ Show him up, Thomas.”

¢ Now, Charlie, you must not excite yourself over public
matters. Be very good and cool and reasonable, like a
darling. I am sure that I may trust you.”

She threw her light shawl round the invalid’s shoulders,
and slipped away into the bedroom as the great man was
ushered in at the door of the dressing-room.

“ My dear Charles,” said he cordially, stepping into the
room with all the boyish briskness for which he was famous,
“T trust that you find yourself a little better. Almost ready
for harness, eh? We miss you sadly, both in the House
and in the Council. Quite a storm brewing over this
Grecian business. The Z7mes took a nasty line this morn-
ing.”

“So I saw,” said the invalid, smiling up at his chief.
“Well, well, we must let them see that the country is not
entirely ruled from Printing Housz Square yet. We must
keep our own course without faltering.”

& Certainly, Charles, most undoubtedly,” assented the
Prime Minister, with his hands in his pockets.

“Tt was so kind of you to call. Iam all impatience to
know what was done inthe Council.”

“ Pure formalities, nothing more. By the way, the Mace-
donian prisoners are all right.”

“ Thank goodness for that!”

“We adjourned all other business until we should have
you with us next week. The question of a dissolution begins
to press. The reports from the provinces are excellent.”

The Foreign Minister moved impatiently and groaned.

“We must really straighten up our foreign business a
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little,” said he. “I must get Novikoff’s Note answered. It
is clever, but the fallacies are obvious. I wish, too, we
could clear up the Afghan frontier. This illness is most
exasperating. There is so much to be done, but my brain
is clouded. Sometimes I think it is the gout, and sometimes
I put it down to the colchicum.”

“ What will our medical autocrat say ?”” laughed the Prime
Minister. “You are so irreverent, Charles. With a bishop
one may feel at one’s ease. They are not beyond the reach
of argument. But a doctor with his stethoscope and ther-
mometer is a thing apart. Your reading does not impinge
upon him. He is serenely above you. Andthen, of course,
he takes you at a disadvantage. With health and strength
‘one might cope with him. Have you read Hahnemann?
What are your views upon Hahnemann?”

The invalid knew his illustrious colleague too well to
follow him down any of those by-paths of knowledge in
which he delighted to wander. To his intensely shrewd
and practical mind there was something repellent in the
waste of energy involved in a discussion upon the Early
Church or the twenty-seven principles of Mesmer. It was
his custom to slip past such conversational openings with a
quick step and an averted face.

“T have hardly glanced at his writings,” said he, “ By the
way, I suppose that there was no special departmentalnews?”

“Ah! I had almost forgotten. Yes, it was one of the
things which I had called to tell you. Sir Algernon Jones
has resigned at Tangier. There is a vacancy there.”

“Tt had better be filled at once. The longer delay the
more applicants.”

“ Ah, patronage, patronage !’ sighed the Prime Minister.
“Every vacancy makes one doubtful friend and a dozen
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very positive enemies. Who so bitter as the disappointed
place-seeker? But you are right, Charles. Better fill it at
once, especially as there is some little trouble in Morocco.
I understand that the Duke of Tavistock would like the
place for his fourth son, Lord Arthur Sibthorpe. We are
under some obligation to the Duke.”

The Foreign Minister sat up eagerly.

“My dear friend,” he said, “it is the very appointment
which Ishould have suggested. Lord Arthur would be very
much better in Tangier at present than in—in—"

“ Cavendish Square?” hazarded his chief, with a little
arch query of his eyebrows.

“Well, let us say London. He has manner and tact.
He was at Constantinople in Norton’s time.”

“Then he talks Arabic?”

‘“ A smattering. But his French is good.”

“Speaking of Arabic, Charles, have you dipped into
Averroes?”

“No, I have not. But the appointment would be an
excellent one in every way. Would you have the great
goodness to arrange the matter in my absence?”

“Certainly, Charles, certainly. Is there anything else
that I can do?”

“No, I hope to be in the house by Monday.”

“I trust so. We miss you at every turn. The Z7mes
will try to make mischief over that Grecian business. - A
leader-writer is a terribly irresponsible thing, Charles.
There is no method by which he may be confuted, however
preposterous his assertions. Good-bye! Read Porson!
Good-bye.”

He shook the invalid’s hand, gave a jaunty wave of his
broad-brimmed hat, and darted out of the room with the
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same elasticity and energy with which he had entered it.

The footman had already opened the great folding door
to usher the illustrious visitor to his carriage, when a lady
stepped from the drawing-rocm and touched him on the
sleeve. From behind the half-closed portiére of stamped
velvet a little pale face peeped out, half-curious, half-fright-
ened.

“ May I have one word?”

“Surely, Lady Charles.”

“I hope it is not intrusive. I would not for the world
overstep the limits—"

“My dear Lady Charles!” interrupte- the Prime Minis-
ter, with a youthful bow and wave.

“Pray do not answer me if I go too far. But I know
that Lord Arthur Sibthorpe has applied for Tangier.
Would it be a liberty if I asked you what chance he has?”

“ The post is filled up.”

3 Oll ! 2

In the foreground and background there was a disap-
pointed face.

“ And Lord Arthur has it.”

The Prime Minister chuckled over his little piece of
roguery.

“We have just decided it,” he continued.  “Lord Arthur

must go in a week. I am dclighted to perceive, Lady :

Charles, that the appointment has your approval. Tangier
is a place of extraordinary interest. Catherine of Braganza
and Colonel Kirke will occur to your memory, Burton has
written well upon Northern Africa. I dine at Windsor, so
that I am sure that you will excuse my leaving you. I trust
that Lord Charles will be better. He can hardly fail to be
so with such a nurse.”

—

0

20

30



10

15

20

198 SELECT READINGS FROM CONAN DOYLE

He bowed, waved, and was off down the steps to his
brougham. As he drove away, Lady Charles could see that
he was already deeply absorbed in a paper-covered novel.

She pushed back the velvet curtains, and returned into the
drawing-room. Her daughter stood in the sunlight by the
window, tall, fragile, and exquisite, her features and outline
not unlike her mother’s, but frailer, softer, more delicate.
The golden light struck one-half of her high-bred, sensitive
face, and glimmered upon her thickly-coiled flaxen hair,
striking a pinkish tint from her closely-cut costume of fawn-
coloured cloth with its dainty cinnamon ruchings. One
little soft frill of chiffon nestled round her throat, from
which the white, graceful neck and well-poised head shot
up like a lily amid moss. Her thin white hands were
pressed together, and her blue eyes turned beseechingly
upon her mother.

“Silly girl! Silly girl!” said the matron, answering that
imploring look. She put her hands upon her daughter’s
sloping shoulders and drew her towards her. “It is a very
nice place for a short time. It will be a stepping stone.”

“ But oh ! mamma, in a week! Poor Arthur!”

“He will be happy.”

¢ What ! happy to part?”

“ He need not part.  You shall go with him.”

“Oh! mamma!”

“Yes, I say it.”

“Oh! mamma, in a week ?”’

“Yes, indeed. A great deal may be done in a week. I
shall order your zroussean to-day.”

“Oh!you dear, sweet angel! But I am so frightened!
And papa? Oh! dear, I am so frightened ! ”

“Your papa is a diplomatist, dear.”
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“Yes, ma.”

“But, between ourselves, he married a diplomatist too.
If he can manage the British empire, I think that I can
manage him, Ida. How long have you been engaged,
child?”

“ Ten weeks, mamma.”

“Then it is quite time it came to a head. Lord Arthur
cannot leave FEngland without you. You must go to
Tangier as the Minister’s wife. Now, you will sit there on
the settee, dear, and let me manage entirely. There is Sir
William’s carriage ! I do think that I know how to manage
Sir William. James, just ask the doctor to step in this way !

A heavy, two-horsed carriage had drawn up at the door,
and there came a single stately thud upon the knocker. An
instant afterwards the drawing-room door flew open and the
footman ushered in the famous physician. He was a small
man, clean-shaven, with the old-fashioned black dress and
white cravat with high-standing collar. He swung his
golden pince-nez in his right hand as he walked, and bent
forward with a peering, blinking expression, which was
somehow suggestive of the dark and complex cases through
which he had seen.

“Ah!” said he, as he entered. “ My young patient! I
am glad of the opportunity.”

“Yes, I wish to speak to you about her, Sir William.
Pray take this arm-chair.”

“Thank you, I will sit beside her,” said he, taking his
place upon the settee. “ She is looking better, less anemic
unquestionably, and a fuller pulse. Quite a little tinge of
colour, and yet not hectic.”

“T feel stronger, Sir William.”

“ But she still has the pain in her side.”
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“ Ah, that pain!” He tapped lightly under the collar-
bones, and then bent forward with his biaural stethoscope in
either ear. “Still a trace of dulness—still a slight crepita-
tion,” he murmured.

“You spoke of a change, doctor.”

“Yes, certainly a judicious change might be advisable.”

“You said a dry climate. I wish to do to the letter
what you recommend.”

“You have always been model patients.”

“ We wish to be. You said a dry climate.”

“Did I? I rather forget the particulars of our conversa-
tion. But a dry climate is certainly indicated.”

“ Which one?”

“Well, I think really that a patient should be allowed
some latitude. I must not exact too rigid discipline. There
is room for individual choice—the Engadine, Central
Europe, Egypt, Algiers, which you like.”

I hear that Tangier is also recommended.”

“Oh, yes, certainly ; it is very dry.”

“You hear, Ida? Sir William says that you are to go to
Tangier.”

“QOr any—"

“No, no, Sir William! We feel safest when we are most
obedient. You have said Tangier, and we shall certainly
try Tangier.”

“ Really, Lady Charles, your implicit faith is most flatter-
ing. It is not everyone who would sacrifice their own plans
and inclinations so readily.”

“We know your skill and your experience, Sir William.

Ida shall try Tangier. I am convinced that she will be
benefited.”

“T have no doubt of it.”
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“ But you know Lord Charles. He is just a little inclined
to decide medical matters as he would an affair of State. I
hope that you will be firm with him.”

“ As long as Lord Charles honours me so far as to ask my
advice I am sure that he would not place me in the false
position of having that advice disregarded.”

The medical baronet whirled round the cord of his pince-
nez and pushed out a protesting hand.

“No, no, but you must be firm on the point of Tangier.”

“ Having deliberately formed the opinion that Tangier is
the Dbest place for our young patient, I do not think that I
shall readily change my conviction.”

“ Of course not.”

“I shall speak to Lord Charles upon the subject now
when I go upstairs.”

“ Pray do.”

* And meanwhile she will continue her present course of
treatment. 1 trust that the warm African air may send her
back in a few months with all her energy restored.”

He bowed in a courteous, sweeping, old-world fashion
which had done so much to build up his ten thousand a
year, and, with the stealthy gait of a man whose life is spent
in sick-rooms, he followed the footman upstairs.

As the red velvet curtains swept back into position, the

Lady Ida threw her arms round her mother’s neck and sank :

her face on to her bosom.

“Oh! mamma, you arv a diplomatist !’ she cried.

But her mother’s expression was rather that of the general
who looked upon the first smoke of the guns than of one
who had won the victory.

“All will be right, dear,” said she, glancing down at the
flufty yellow curls and tiny ear. “ There is still much to be
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done, but I think we may venture to order the #oussean.”

“QOh! how brave you are!”

“Of course, it will in any case be a very quiet affair.
Arthur must get the licence. I do not approve of hole-and-
corner marriages, but where the gentleman has to take up
an official position some allowance must be made. We can
have Lady Hilda Edgecombe, and the Trevors, and the
Grevilles, and I am sure that the Prime Minister would run
down if he could.”

“ And papa?”

“(Oh, yes; he will come too, if he is well enough. We
must wait until Sir William goes, and, meanwhile, I shall
write to Lord Arthur.”

Half an hour had passed, and quite a number of notes
had been dashed off in the fine, bold, park-paling handwrit-
ing of Lady Charles, when the door clashed, and the wheels
of the doctor’s carriage were heard grating outside against
the kerb. Lady Charles laid down her pen, kissed her
daughter, and started off for the sick-room. The Foreign
Minister was lying back in his chair, with a red silk hand-
kerchief over his forehead, and his bulbous, cotton-wadded
foot still protruding upon its rest.

“I think it is almost liniment time,” said the lady, shak-
ing a blue crinkled bottle. “Shall I put on a little?”

“Oh! this pestilent toe!” groaned the sufferer. “Sir
William won’t hear of my moving yet. I do think he is the
most completely obstinate and pig-headed man that I have
ever met. I tell him that he has mistaken his profession,
and that I could find him a post at Constantinople. We
need a mule out there.”

“Poor Sir William!” laughed Iady Charles. “But
how has he roused your wrath?”
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“He is so persistent—so dogmatic.”

“Upon what point?”’

“Well, he has been laying down the law about Ida. He
has decreed, it seems, that she is to go to Tangier.”

“ He said something to that effect before he went up to
you.”

“Oh, he did, did he?”

The slow-moving, inscrutable eye came sliding round to
her.

The lady’s face had assumed an expresson of transparent
obvious innocence, an intrusive candour which is never seen
in nature save when a woman is bent upon deception.

“He examined her lungs, Charles. He did not say
much, but his expression was very grave.”

“Not to say owlish,” interrupted the Minister.

“No, no, Charles;; it is no laughing matter. He said that
she must have a change. I am sure that he thought more
than he said. He spoke of dulness and crepitation, and the
effects of the African air. Then the talk turned upon dry,
bracing health resorts, and he agreed that Tangier was the
place. He said that even a few months there would work a
change.”

“ And that was all?”

“Yes, that was all.”

Lord Charles shrugged his shoulders with the air of 2 man
who is but half convinced.

“ But, of course,” said the lady, serenely, ¢ if you think it
better that Ida should not go she shall not. The only thing
is that if she should get worse we might feel a little uncom-
fortable afterwards. In a weakness of that sort a very short
time may make a difference. Sir William evidently thought
the matter critical. Still, there is no reason why he should
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influence you. It is a little responsibility, however. If you
take it all upon yourself and free me from any of it, so that
afterwards—"

“ My dear Clara, how you do croak

“QOh! I don’t wish to do that, Charles. But you re-
member what happened to Lord Bellamy’s child. She was
just Ida’s age. That was another case in which Sir William'’s
advice was disregarded.”

Lord Charles groaned impatiently.

“T have not disregarded it,” said he.

“No, no, of course not. I know your strong sense, and
your good heart too well, dear. You were very wisely
looking at both sides of the question. That is what we poor
women cannot do. It is emotion against reason, as I have
often heard you say. We are swayed this way and that, but
you men are persistent, and so you gain your way with us.
But I am so pleased that you have decided for Tangier.”

“HaveI?”

“ Well, dear, you said that you would not disregard Sir
William.”

“ Well, Clara, admitting that Ida is to go to Tangier, you
will allow that it is impossible for me to escort her ?”

“ Utterly.”

“And for you?”

“ While you are ill my place is by your side.”

“There is your sister ?

“ She is going to Florida.”

“Lady Dumbarton, then ? ”’

“She is nursing her father. It is out of the question.”

“ Well, then, who can we possibly ask? Especially just
as the season is commencing. You see, Clara, the fates
fight against Sir William.” '

(R
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His wife rested her elbows against the back of the great
red chair, and passed her fingers through the statesman’s
grizzled curls, stooping down as she did so until her lips
were close to his ear.

“There is Lord Arthur Sibthorpe,” said she softly.

Lord Charles bounded in his chair, and muttered a word
or two such as were more frequently heard from Cabinet
Ministers in Lord Melbourne’s time than now.

“ Are you mad, Clara!” he cried. “ What can have put
such a thought into your head?”

“The Prime Minister.”

“Who? The Prime Minister?”

“Yes, dear. Now do, do be good! Or perhaps I had
better not speak to you about it any more.”

“ Well, I really think that you have gone rather too far to
retreat.”

“It was the Prime Minister, then, who told me that Lord
Arthur was going to Tangier.”

“It is a fact, though it had escaped my memory for the
instant.” ‘

“ And then came Sir William with his advice about Ida.
Oh! Charlie, it is surely more than a coincidence!”

“T am convinced,” said Lord Charles, with his shrewd,
questioning gaze, “that it is very much more than a coin-
cidence. You are a very clever woman, my dear. A born
manager and organiser.”

The lady brushed past the compliment.

“Think of our own young days, Charlie,” she whispered,
with her fingers still toying with his hair. “ What were
you then? A poor man, not even Ambassador at Tangier.
But I loved you, and believed in you, and have I ever
regretted it? Ida loves and believes in Lord Arthur, and
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why should she ever regret it either?” .

Lord Charles was silent. His eyes were fixed upon the
green branches which waved outside the window ; but his
mind had flashed back to a Devonshire country-house of
thirty years ago, and to the one fateful evening when, be-
tween old yew hedges, he paced along beside a slender girl,
and poured out to her his hopes, his fears, and his ambi-
tions. He took the white, thin hand and pressed it to his
lips.

“You have been a good wife to me, Clara,” said he.

She said nothing. She did not attempt to improve upon
her advantage. A less consummate general might have
tried to do so, and ruined all. She stood silent and sub-
missive, noting the quick play of thought which peeped
from his eyes and lips. There was a sparkle in the one and
a twitch of amusement in the other, as he at last glanced up
at her.

“Clara,” said he, “ deny it if you can. You have ordered
the Zroussean.”

She gave his ear a little pinch.

“ Subject to your approval,” said she.

“You have written to the Archbishop.”

““Tt is not posted yet.”

“You have sent a note to Lord Arthur.”

“ How could you tell that ?”

“ He is downstairs now.”

“No; but I think that is his brougham.”

Lord Charles sank back with a look of half-comical
d=spair.

“Who is to fight against such a woman?” he cried.
“Oh!if I could send you to Novikoff! He is too much for
2ny of my men. But, Clara, I cannot have them up here.”
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“Not for your blessing ? "

“No,no!”

It would make them so happy.”

“I cannot stand scenes.”

“Then I shall convey it to them.” 5

“ And pray say no more about it—to-day, at any rate. [
have been weak over the matter.”
" “Oh! Charlie, you who are so strong!”

“You have outflanked me, Clara. It was very well done.
I must congratulate you.” 10

“Well,” she murmured, as she kissed him, *“ you know
have been studying a very clever diplomatist for thirty.
years,”
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A MEDICAL DOCUMENT

EDICAL men are, as a class, very much too busy to
take stock of singular situations or dramatic events.
Thus it happens that the ablest chronicler of their experi-
ences in our literature was a lawyer. A life spent in watch-
ing over death—or over birth-beds which are infinitely more
trying—takes something from a man’s sense of proportion,
as constant strong waters might corrupt his palate. The
overstimulated nerve ceases to respond. Ask the surgeon
for his best experiences and he may reply that he has seen
little that is remarkable, or break away into the technical.
But catch him some night when the fire has spurted up and
his pipe is reeking, with a few of his brother practitioners
for company and an artful question or allusion to set him
going. Then you will get some raw, green facts new plucked
from the tree of life.

It is after one of the quarterly dinners of the Midland
Branch of the British Medical Association. Twency coffee
cups, a dozen liqueur glasses, and a selid bank of blue smoke
which swirls slowly along the high, gilded ceiling gives a
hint of a successful gathering. But the members have
shredded off to their homes. The line of heavy, bulge-
pocketted overcoats and of stethoscope-bearing top hats is
gone from the hotel corridor. Round the fire in the sitting-
- room three medicos are still lingering, however, all smoking

25 and arguing, while a fourth, who is a mere layman and
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young at that, sits back at the table. Under cover of an
open journal he is writing furiously with a stylographic pen,
asking a question in an innocent voice from time to time
and so flickering up the conversation whenever it showed a
tendency to wane.

The three men are all of that staid middle age which
begins early and lasts late in the profession. They are none
of them famous, yet each is of good repute, and a fair type
of his particular branch. The portly man with the authori-
tative manner and the white vitriol splash upon his cheek is
Charley Manson, chief of the Wormley Asylum, and author
of the brilliant monograph—¢ Obscure Nervous Lesions in
the Unmarried.” He always wears his collar high like that,
since the half-successful attempt of a student of Revelations
to cut his throat with a splinter of glass. The second, with
the ruddy face and the merry brown eyes, is a general
practitioner, a man of vast experience, who, with his three
assistants and his five horses, takes twenty-five hundred a
year in half-crown visits and shilling consultaticns out of the
poorest quarter of a great city. That cheery face of
Theodore Foster is seen at the side of a hundred sick-beds a
day, and if he has one-third more names on his visiting list
than in his cash book he always promises himself that he
will get level some day when a millionaire with a chronic
complaint—the ideal combination—shall seek his services.
The third, sitting on the right with his dress-shoes shining
on the top of the fender, is Hargrave, the rising surgeon.
His face has none of the broad humanity of Theodore
Foster’s, the eye isstern and critical, the mouth straight
and severe, but there is strength and decision in every line
of it, and it is nerve rather than sympathy which the patient
demands when he is bad enough to come to Hargrave's
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door. He. calls himself a jawman, “a imere jawman,” as he
modestly puts it, but in point of fact he is too young and

too poor to confine himself to a speciality, and there is

nothing surgical which Hargrave has not the skill and the
audacity to do.

« Before, after, and during,” murmurs the general practi-
tioner in answer to some interpolation of the outsider’s. “I
assure you, Manson, one sees all sorts of evanescent forms
of madness.”

“ Ah, puerperal,” throws in the other, knocking the
curved grey ash from his cigar. “But you had some case

”

in your mind, Foster.”

“Well, there was one only last week which was new to
me. Ihad been engaged by some people of the name of
Silcoe. When the trouble came round I went myself, for
they would not hear of an assistant. The husband, who
was a policeman, was sitting at the head of the bed on the
further side. This won’t do,” said I. ¢ Oh yes, doctor, it
must do,” said she. ¢It’s quite irregular, and he must go,’
said I ¢It’s that or nothing,” said she. ‘I won’t open my
mouth, or stir a finger the whole night,’ said he. So it
ended by my allowing him to remain, and there he sat for
eight hours on end. She was very good over the matter,
but every now and again /%e¢ would fetch a hollow groan,
and I noticed that he held his right hand just under the sheet
all the time, where I had no doubt it was clasped by her left.
When it was all happily over, I looked at him and his face
was the colour of this cigar ash and his head had dropped
on to the edge of the pillow. Of course I thought he had
fainted with emotion, and I was just telling myself what I
thought of myself for having been such a fool as to let him
stay there, when suddenly I saw that the sheet over his hand
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was all soaked with blood; I whisked it down, and there
was the fellow’s wrist half cut through. The woman had
one bracelet of a policeman’s handcuff over her left wrist
and the other round his right one. When she had been in
pain she had twisted with all her strength, and the iron had
fairly eaten into the bone of the man’s arm. ¢ Aye, doctor,’
said she, when she saw I bad noticed it. “He’s got to take
his share as well as me. Turn and turn,’ said she.”

“Don’t you find it a very wearing branch of the profes-
sion?” asks Foster after a pause.

“My dear fellow, it was the fear of it that drove me into
lunacy work.”

“Aye, and it has driven men into asylums who never
found their way on to the medical staff. I was a very shy
fellow myself as a student, and I know what it means.”

“ No joke that in general practice,” says the alienist.

“ Well, you hear men talk about it as though it were, but
I tell you it’s much nearer tragedy. Take some poor, raw,
young fellow who has just put up his plate in a strange town.
He has found it a trial all his life, perhaps, to talk to a
woman about lawn tennis and church services. When a
young man 7zs shy he is shyer than any girl. Then down
comes an anxious mother and consults him upon the most
intimate family matters. ¢I shall never go to that doctor
again,’ says she afterwards. ¢His manner is so stiff and
unsympathetic.” Unsympathetic! Why, the poor lad was
struck dumb and paralysed. I have known general practi-
tioners who were so shy that they could not bring themselves
to ask the way in the street. Fancy what sensitive men like
that must endure before they get broken in to medical
practice. And then they know that nothing is so catching
as shyness, and that if they do not keep a face of stone, their
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patient will be covered with confusion. And so they keep
their face of stone, and earn the reputation perhaps of having
a heart to correspond. I suppose nothing would shake yozr
nerve, Manson.”

“Well, when a man lives year in year out among a
thousand lunatics, with a fair sprinkling of homicidals among
them, one'’s nerves either get set or shattered. Mine are all
right so far.”

“I was frightened once,” says the surgeon. “It was
when I was doing dispensary work. One night I had a call
{from some very poor people, and gathered from the few
words they said that their child was ill. When I entered
the room I saw a small cradle in the corner. Raising the
lamp, I walked over and putting back the curtains I looked
down at the baby. I tell you it was sheer Providence that
I didn’t drop that lamp and set the whole place alight. The
head on the pillow turned, and I saw a face looking up at
me which seemed to me to have more malignancy and
wickedness than ever I had dreamed of in a nightmare, It
was the flash of red over the cheek-bones, and the brood-
ing eyes full of loathing of me, and of everything else, that
impressed me. I'll never forget my start as, instead of the
chubby face of an infant, my eyes fell upon this creature.
I took the mother into the next room. ¢What is it?’ I
asked. A girl of sixteen,’ said she, and then throwing up
her arms, ‘Oh, pray God she may be taken!’ The poor
thing, though she spent her life in this little cradle, had
great, long, thin limbs which she curled up under her. I
lost sight of the case and don’t know what became of it, but
T'll never forget the look in her eyes.”

“That's creepy,” says Doctor Foster. ¢ But I think one
of my experiences would run it close. Shortly after I put
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up my plate I had a visit from a little hunch-backed woman,
who wished me to come and attend to her sister in her
trouble. When I reached the house, which was a very poor
one, I found two other little hunch-backed women, exactly
like the first, waiting for me in the sitting-room. Not one
of them said a word, but my companion took the lamp and
walked upstairs with her two sisters behind her, and me
bringing up the rear. I can see those three queer shadows
cast by the lamp upon the wall as clearly as I can see that
tobacco pouch. In the room above was the fourth sister, a
remarkably beautiful girl in evident need of my assistance.
There was no wedding ring upon her finger. The three
deformed sisters seated themselves round the room, like so
many graven images, and all night not one of them opened
her mouth. I'm not romancing, Hargrave ; this is absolute
fact. In the early morning a fearful thunderstorm broke
out, one of the most violent I have ever known. The little
garret burned blue with the lightning, and the thunder
roared and rattled as if it were on the very roof of the house.
It wasn’t much of a lamp I had, and it was a queer thing
when a spurt of lightning came to see those three twisted
figures sitting round the walls, or to have the voice of my
patient drowned by the booming of the thunder. By Jove,
I don’t mind telling you that there was a time when I nearly
bolted from the room. All came right in the end, but I
never heard the true story of the unfortunate beauty and her
three crippled sisters.”

“ That’s the worst of these medical stories,” sighs the out-
sider. “They never seem to have an end.”

“ When a man is up to his neck in practice, my boy, he
has no time to gratify his private curiosity. Things shoot
across him and he gets a glimpse of them, only to recall
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them, perhaps, at some quiet moment like this. But I've
always felt, Manson, that your line had as much of the terri-
ble in it as any other.”

“ More,” groans the alienist. “ A disease of the body is
bad enough, but this seems to be a disease of the soul. Isit
not a shocking thing—a thing to drive a reasoning man into
absolute Materialism—to think that you may have a fine,
noble fellow with every divine instinct and that some little
vascular change, the dropping, we will say, of a minute
spicule of bone from the inner table of his skull on to the
surface of his brain may have the effect of changing him to
a filthy and pitiable creature with every low and debasing
tendency ? What a satire an asylum is upon the majesty of
man, and no less upon the ethereal nature of the soul.”

“ Faith and hope,” murmurs the general practitioner.

“I have no faith, not much hope, and all the charity I can
afford,” says the surgeon. ‘ When theology squares itself
with the facts of life I’ll read it up.”

“You were talking about cases,” says the outsider, jerking
the ink down into his stylographic pen.

“Well, take a common complaint which kills many
thousands every year, like G.P. for instance.”

“ What’s G.P.?”

“ General practitioner,” suggests the surgeon with a grin.

“'The British public will have to know what G.P. is,” says
the alienist gravely. “It’s increasing by leaps and bounds,
and it has the distinction of being absolutely incurable.
General paralysis is its full title, and I tell you it promises
to be a perfect scourge. Here's a fairly typical case now
which I saw last Monday week. A young farmer, a splendid
fellow, surprised his friends by taking a very rosy view of
things at a time when the whole country-side was grumbling.
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He was going to give up wheat, give up arable land, too, if
it didn’t pay, plant two thousand acres of rhododendrons
and get a monopoly of the supply for Covent Garden—there
was no end to his schemes, all sane enough but just a bit
inflated. I called at the farm, not to see him, but on an
altogether different matter. Something about the man’s way
of talking struck me and I watched him narrowly. His lip
bad a trick of quivering, his words slurred themselves to-
gether, and so did his handwriting when he had occasion to
draw up a small agreement. A closer inspection showed me
that one of his pupils was ever so little larger than the other.
. As I left the house his wife came after me. ‘Isn’t it splendid
to see Job looking so well, doctor ?’ said she ; ¢ he’s that full
of energy he can hardly keep himself quiet.” I did not say
anything, for I had not the heart, but I knew that the fellow
was as much condemned to death as though he were lying
in the cell at Newgate. It wasa characteristic case of in-
cipient G.P.” ,

“Good heavens!” cries the outsider. “My own lips
tremble. I often slur my words. I believe I've got it my-
self.”

Three little chuckles come from the front of the fire.

“There’s the danger of a little medical knowledge to the
layman.”

“ A great authority has said that every first year’s student
is suffering in silent agony from four diseases,” remarks the
surgeon. “One is heart disease, of course; another is
cancer of the parotid. I forget the two other.”

“ Where does the parotid come in?”

“Oh, it’s the last wisdom tooth coming through!”

“ And what would be the end of that young farmer?”
asks the outsider.
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“ Paresis of all the muscles, ending in fits, coma and death.
It may be a few months, it may be a year or two. He was
a very strong young man and would take some killing.”

“By the way,” says the alienist, “did I ever tell you
about the first certificate I ever signed? I stood-as near
ruin then as a man could go.”

 What was it, then?”

“I was in practice at the time. One morning a Mrs.
Cooper called upon me and informed me that her husband
had shown signs of delusions lately. They took the form of
imagining that he had been in the army and had distin-
guished himself very much. As a matter of fact he was a
lawyer and had never been out of England. Mrs. Cooper
was of opinion that if I were to call it might alarm him, so it
was agreed between us that she should send him up in the
evening on some pretext to my consulting-room, which
would give me the opportunity of having a chat with him
and, if I were convinced of his insanity, of signing his cer-
tificate.  Another doctor had already signed, so that it only
needed my concurrence to have him placed under treatment.
Well, Mr. Cooper arrived in the evening about half an hour
before I had expected him, and consulted me as to some
malarious symptoms from which he said that he suffered.
According to his account he had just returned from the
Abyssinian Campaign, and had been one of the first of the
British forces to enter Magdala. No d=lusion could possibly
be more marked, for he would talk of little else, so I filled
in the papers without the slightest hesitation. When his wife
arrived, after he had left, I put some questions to her to com-
plete the form. ‘What is his age?’ I asked. ¢Fifty, said
she. “Fifty!” I cried. ¢ Why, the man I examined could
not have been more than thirty 7 And so it came out that
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the real Mr. Cooper had never called upon me at all, but
that by one of those coincidences which take a man’s breath
away another Cooper, who really was a very distinguished
young officer of artillery, had come in to consult me. My
pen was wet to sign the paper when I discovered it,” says
Dr. Manson, mopping his forehead.

“We were talking about nerve just now,” observes the
surgeon. “ Just after my qualifying I served in the Navy
for a time, as I think you know. I was on the flag-ship on
the West African Station, and I remember a singular exam-
ple of nerve which came to my notice at that time. One of
our small gunboats had gone up the Calabar river, and
while there the surgeon died of coast fever. On the same
day a man’s leg was broken by a spar falling upon it, and it
became quite obvious that it must be taken off above the
knee if his life was to be saved. The young lieutenant who
was in charge of the craft searched among the dead doctor’s
effects and laid his hands upon some chloroform, a hipjoint
knife, and a volume of Grey’s Anatomy. He had the man

laid by the steward upon the cabin table, and with a picture :

of a cross section of the thigh in front of him he began to
take off the limb. Every now and then, referring to the
diagram, he would say: ¢Stand by with the lashings,
steward.. There’s blood on the chart about here.” Then he
would jab with his knife until he cut the artery, and he and
his assistant would tie it up before they went any further.
In this way they gradually whittled the leg off, and upon my
word they made a very excellent job of it. The man is
hopping about the Portsmouth Hard at this day.

“It's no joke when the doctor of one of these isolated
gunboats himself falls ill,” continues the surgeon after a
pause. “You might think it easy for him to prescribe for
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himself, but this fever knocks you down like a club, and you
haven’t strength left to brush a mosquito off your face. I
had a touch of it at Lagos, and I know what I am telling
you. But there was a chum of mine who really had a
curious experience. The whole crew gave him up, and, as
they had never had a funeral aboard the ship, they began
rehearsing the forms so as to be ready. They thought that
he was unconscious, but he swears he could hear every word
that passed. ¢Corpse comin’ up the ’atchway!’ cried the
cockney sergeant of Marines. ‘Present harms!’ He was
so amused, and so indignant too, that he just made up his
mind that he wouldn’t be carried through that hatchway,
and he wasn’t, either.”

“There’s no need for fiction in medicine,” remarks
Foster, “for the facts will always beat anything you can
fancy. But it has seemed to me sometimes that a curious
paper might be read at some of these meetings about the
uses of medicine in popular fiction.”

“ How?”

“Well, of what the folk die of, and what diseases are made
most use of in novels. Some are worn to pieces, and
others, which are equally common in real life, are never
mentioned. Typhoid is fairly frequent, but scarlet fever is
unknown. Heart disease is common, but then heart disease,
as we know it, is usually the sequel of some foregoing
disease, of which we never hear anything in the romance.
Then there is the mysterious malady called brain fever,
which always attacks the heroine after a crisis, but which is
unknown under that name to the text-books. People when
they are over-excited in novels fall down in a fit. In a
fairly large experience I have never known anyone do so in
real life. The small complaints simply don’t exist. Nobody
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ever gets shingles or quinsy, or mumps in a novel. All the
diseases, too, belong to the upper part of the body. The
novelist never strikes below the belt.”

“I'll tell you what, Foster,” says the alienist, * there is a
side of life which is too medical for the general public and
too romantic for the professional journals, but which
contains some of the richest human materials that a man
could study. It’s not a pleasant side, I am afraid, but it is
good enough for Providence to create, it is good enough for
us to try and understand. It would deal with strange out-
bursts of savagery and vice in the lives of the best men,
curious momentary weaknesses in the record of the sweetest
.women, known but to one or two, and inconceivable to the
world around. It would deal, too, with the sihgu]ar pheno-
mena of waxing and of wamng manhood, and would throw
a light upon those actions which have cut short many an
honoured career and sent a man to a prison when he should
have been hurried to a consulting-room. Of all evils that
may come upon the sons of men, God shield up principally
from that one !”

“I had a case some little time ago which was out of the
ordinary,” says the surgeon. “ There’s a famous beauty in
London Society—I mention no names—who used to be re-
markable a few seasons ago for the very low dresses which
she would wear. She had the whitest of skins, and most
beautiful of shoulders, so it was no wonder. Then gradual-
ly the frilling at her neck lapped upwards and upwards,
until last year she astonished everyone by wearing quite a
high collar at a time when it was completely out of fashion.
Well, one day this very woman was shown into my consult-
ing-room. When the footman was gone she suddenly tore
off the upper part of her dress. “For God’s sake do some-
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thing for me!” she cried. Then I saw what the trouble
was. A rodent ulcer was eating its way upwards, coiling on
in its serpiginous fashion until the end of it was flush with
her collar. The red streak of its trail was lost below the
line of her bust. Year by year it had ascended and she
had heightened her dress to hide it, until now it was about
to invade her face. She had been too proud to confess her
trouble, even to a medical man.”

“ And did you stop it?”

“Well, with zinc chloride I did what I could: But it may
break out again. She was one of those beautiful white-and-
pink creatures who are rotten with struma. You may patch
but you can’t mend.” -

“Dear ! dear ! dear ! ” cries the general practitioner with
that kindly softening of the eyes which had endeared him to
so many thousands. “ I suppose we mustn’t think ourselves
wiser than Providence, but there are times when one feels
that something is wrong in the scheme of things. I've seen
some sad things in my life. Did I ever tell you that case
where Nature divorced a most loving couple? He wasa
fine young fellow, an athlete and a gentleman, but he over-
did athletics. You know how the force that controls us
gives us a little tweak to remind us when we get off the
beaten track. It may be a pinch on the great toe if we
drink too much and work too little. Or it may be a tug on
our nerves if we dissipate energy too much. With the
athlete, of course, it’s the heart or the lungs. He had had
phthisis and was sent to Davos. Well, as luck would have
it, she developed rheumatic fever, which left her heart very
much affected. Now, do you see the dreadful dilemma in
which those people found themselves? When he came be-
low go00 feet or so, his symptoms became terrible. She
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could come up about 2500, and then her heart reached its
limit. They had several intervi:ws half way down the
valley, which left them nearly dead, and at last the doctors
had to absolutely forbid it. And so for four years they
lived within three miles of each other and never met.
Every morning he would go to a place which overlooked
the chalet in which she lived and would wave a great white
cloth and she answer from below. They could see each
other quite plainly with their field glassess, and they might

have been in different planets for all their chance of meet-

ing.”

“ And one at last died,” says the outsider.

“No, sir.  I’m sorry not to be able to clinch the story,
but the man recovered and is now a successful stockbroker
in Drapers Gardens. The woman, too, is the mother of a
considerable family. But what are you doing there ? ”

“ Only taking a note or two of your talk.”

The three medical men laugh as they walk towards their
overcoats.

“Why, we've done nothing but talk shop,” says the
general practitioner. “What possible interest can the
public take in that?”
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NOTES

THE ADVENTURE OF THE BERYL CORONET

beryl=precious stone, pale-green passing into light blue,
P. 1. 7. crisp=bracing. Lyellow, and white (C. 0. D.)

10. Baker-street Regent’s Park oo AQ» 5 Oxford Street
3 T2EALIE S KR Y | ] Sherlock Holmes off ¢4,

16. Metropolitan Station Baker Street qdpi%iz  » Baker Street
Station o = ¢, ¢Metropolitan’=Metropolitan Railway (London #;
oz B Eific T35 T E5YH)

P. 3. 20. Thread needle-street The Bank of England o#yig, £

30. Underground =underground railway. {REo L,
P. 4. 17. household word =familiar name.

P. 5. 21. chasing WArM~rEFOE,
P. 7. 3. Streatham [’stretom] Crystal Palace o5 L=, ©

13. character =GRS, L~ ¥ BB oMmst,
P. 8. 6. turf=horse-racing.

8. debts of honmour=money owing, not legally recoverable, esp.
of sum lost in gambling (C. 0. D.)
P. 9. 23-4. box-room=Ilumber-room.
P. 14. 28. to cut both ways=double-edged, capable of being
P. 15. 1. likely dromical. |interpreted either way.
P. 21. 25. carte blanche [kart bld:f] (F. ¢ blank card ’)=blank
paper given to person to write his own terms on; full discretionary
power (C. 0. D.)
P. 22. 14-5. will o’ the wisp=ignis fatuus (J:k); hence, any
person or thing that deludes or misleads by dazzling, visionary, or
evanescent appearance (C. 0. D.). Cf. <jack o’ lantern.”

17. joint=one of the parts into which butcher divides carcass,
esp. as served at table (C. 0. D.) [L.ondon.

2. West-end =richer and more fashionable district in west of
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P. 31. 15. life-preserver =short stick with heavily loaded end
(C. 0. D.) [HeFsce,
P. 32. 8. more than sufficient punishment FAERT>HTH

THE ADVENTURE OF THE SOLITARY CYCLIST

P. 35. 3. spatulate=shaped like a spatula (4RI O &)-

10. Farnham [fainam] A town in Surrey, 37 miles southwest
of London.

Surrey ['sari] A county in England, bounded by Berkshire
and Middlesex (from which it is separated by the Thames), Kent,
Sussex, and Hampshire. It contains a part of London, and many of

29. Carruthers [ko'raaz] Lits suburbs.

32. Johannmesburg [dgou’hzenisbo:g] A town in Transvaal,
South Africa, about 300 miles northeast of Kimberley. It is the
centre of the Witwatersrand gold-fields, laid out in 1886.

P. 36. 20. Dear me------ about him? Holmes OSFE P b T
BB OEHOMES & DL ERHRUIORAB ¥,

P. 39. 22. in its own grounds ¢grounds’=enclosed land for
ornament or recreation attached to house (C. 0. D.). HRom@y 28k
WOoBRBRYFSOT, HENKCELTE> R Y,

30. Coventry A city in Warwickshire, 17 miles southeast of
Bermingham. Cf. ¢send a person to Coventry’ (refuse to associate
P. 40. 25. pulled at=sucked. Lwith him).

29. for choice=Dby preference, if one must select.

not on=not followers on.

P. 41. 7. ménage [me'na:g] (F.)=household, housekeeping.
23. Waterloo="Waterloo Station.
P. 45, 2. strained=subjected to a dangerous degree of tension,
forced to a point where a rupture becomes imminent (V. E. D.)
23. pub=public house.
P. 46. 1. in orders=ordained (REIcd» 3)
4. warm lot=wanton, boisterous set of people.
12. back-hander =blow delivered with back of hand or 1n
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direction counter to the usual (C. 0. D.)
14. straight=hitting straight from the shoulder.

left =!left-hand blow. slogging =hitting hard and
P, 47. 13. untoward=unlucky. L wildly.
P, 48. 23. in training=in the habit of taking regular physical
P. 50. 18. beasts=villains. |exercise.

30. bowling alley =long enclosure for playing skittles.
P. 51. 1. Jingo From 17 cent. Perh. Basque Jinko, Jaintko,
God (Weekley’s Ztym. Dic.).
29. covered =present gun at.
P. 52. 1. swing=Dbe hanged.
P. 53. 16. unfrocked=divested of priestly office.
24. next ten years or so ze. in prison.
32. holy =extreme. Cf. ¢ holy-cruel,’ ¢ holy-proud.’
P. 54. 28. bring them to a head =bring things to a crisis.
32. squeal=turn informer.
P. 55. 3. rosud=peach, squeal.
4. copper =policeman.
16-7. put that in your pipe and smoke it =digest that fact &c. if
25. next-of-kin=nearest of kin to him. Lyou can (C. 0. D.)
P. 56. 15. level=even.
16. padre Cf. L. ¢pater.’
P. 57. 28. round ofi=bring to completion.

THE ADVENTURE OF THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE

P. 59. 19. relapsing=falling back.

23. bhumdrum =commonplace.
P. 60. 6. Miss Mary Sutherland Cf. «Case of Identity” in
The Adventures of Sherlock [lolmes.

13. Jabez ['dgeibez]

18.  umique [ju'nitk]
P. 61, 13. shepherd’s check=small checkers of black and
white. Cf. ¢ shepherd’s tartan,” ¢ shepherd’s plaid.’
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15. Albert chain=a kind of heavy watch chain.

20. chagrin [ f’gri:n]=acute disappointment or mortification.

26. Freemason=member of fraternity for mutual help and
brotherly feeling called Free and Accepted Masons having elaborate
ritual and system cf secret signs (C. O. D.)
P. 62. 23. ¢Well, I never!” Z.e. heard of such a thing &c.

27. ¢‘Omne igootum pro magnifico’=everything unknown is
taken for magnificent Tacitus.
P. 63. 17-8. off you go at scratch=begin your story at once.
¢ scratch ’=line from which competitors in race start.

29. Coburg-square ['kouba:g: ]

28. affair =business.
P. 67. 6. Irish-setter i.e. colour peculiar to that breed of dog.
P. 68. 32. My face lengthened Cf. ¢long face.’
P. 69. 5. stretch a point=make an exception. Cf. ¢strain a
P. 71 10. took to=Degan, fell into the habit of. | point.?

13. billet=situation. ['Spanish violinist.
P. 75. 19. Sarasate Sarasate y Navascues (1844—), a noted
P. 76. 5-6. Three gilt balls=pawnbroker’s sign. The emblem
of St. Nicholas, who is said to have given three purses of gold to

three virgin sisters to enable them to marry (Brewer).
P. 78. 5. sleuth-houad ['slu:6’haund]=blood-hound.
15. black-letter editions =books printed in old English type ilke
19. look askance at=view suspiciously. | the German.
P. 80. 5. pea-jacket=heavy coat, generally of pilot-cloth (%
% #AF4D), worn by seamen in cold or stormy weather.
13. goose Z.e. simpleton.
25. rubber=three successive games between same sides or
persons at whist, cribbage, backgammon, &c. (C. 0. D.)
P. 81. 1. smasher=one who passes counterfeit money.

3. bracelets = wrist-fetters.

9. crack a crib=Dbreak into a house, commit burglary (szseves’
14. turns=dealings. |slang).
23. Farringdon-street St. Paul o % Bdbic & ¢ K& [16.

P, 82. 11. crates large open-work case or basket, Cf.p. 83, 1.
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18. lead [led] bullion=gold or silver before (or as valued apart
from) coining or manufacture.
P. 83. 24. come to a head =come to a crisis.
29. partie carrée [par'ti ka're]=party of four.
P. 84. 15. ‘dank=unpleasantly damp.
23. comparing notes =exchanging views.
P. 85. 25. forit Cf. ¢run forit. [hand cuffs.
P. 86. 12. hold out=hold out your wrists. derbies = darbies,
P. 88. 24. Scotland-yard =headquarters of the London police.
P. 89. 7. enani [@'nwi:]
13. L’homme c’est rien—I'ceuvre c’est tout [lom s 'rjf—'lce:vr
s€ ‘tu] =man is nothing—work is everything.
Gustave Flaubert [gys'ta:v flo'be:r] (1821-80) a noted
French novelist, master of naturalism.
George Sand [zorg sd] (nom de plume of Armadine Lucile
Aurore Dupin, Baroness Dudevant) (1804-76), a famous French
novelist and playwright.

THE LORD OF CHATEAU NOIR

Chateau Noir [ fa’to 'nwa:r]=Dblack castle. I71)
P. 90. 1. inthe days=during the Franco-German War (1870~
4. Aisme [e:n] A river in northern France. [Bay of Biscay.
Loire [lwa:r] The largest river of France, falling into the
12. Dieppe [di‘ep] A seaport in France, situated on the English
Channel. It isa celebrated watering-place and the terminus of the
Dieppe-Newhaven channel-route.
17. they =Frenchmen.
P. 91. 2. Les Andelys [lezad’li]
21. Francois Rejane [frd’swa ra’gan]
P. 92. 9. Douay [du’e] (1816-79), a French general, dis-
17. saltire cross =X cross. | tinguished at Sedan in 1870.
P. 93. 7. mess-joke=joke at meal-time.
P. 94, 11. advance=leading body of an army.
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28. ports=aperture in ship’s side for pointing cannon through.
P. 96. 6. only too :Ze. not, as might be expected, the opposite.
P. 97, 13. monsieur [ma'sjp, msj@]

21. quartering= finding lodgings-and food for.

29. sough [sau, saf]

P. 8. 3. fell to=Dbegan eating.

19. Fronde In French history, the name of a party which
during the minority of Louis XIV. waged civil war against the
court party.

P. 99. 29. Aves bitiéc sur moi!=have pity on me! ¢biti¢’ =
pitié. A LZBAEOMBHETR L, WHEED avoir = ATEHEH
DfE4id avez TR T ‘ayez’ TH Y, X ‘sur’ REAXTFOESZT
“de’ ot idiomatic T 5 »* 5 * Ayez pitié de moi!’ [je pitye da
‘mwa] TS TRE bR,

P. 100. 18. Chambertin [[Gber'tf]=red wine made in Burgundy,
named from the vineyard of Chambertin. The wine ranks among
the first six or seven of Burgundy, and therefore among the chief
red wines of the world.

25. Honfleur [3'flee:r] A seaport in France, situated on the
estuary of the Seine nearly opposite Havre.

P. 101. 11, Weissenburg A town in Lower Alsace.
P. 102. 17. Durlack=Durlach. A town in Baden, 3 miles

east of Karlsruhe. Carlsrube =XKarlsruhe. The capital of Baden.
P. 103. 14. itéte-a-téte ['teita’te:t; Eng. pron. 'teita:teit]=con-
fidentially. [lance.

P. 104. 5. Unlans [‘wla:n, ‘ju:la:in]=cavalrymen armed with
29. aide-de-camp ['eidda’kd:p]

THE THREE CORRESPONDENTS

P. 105. 1-2. dom palms=doom-palms (/ypane Thebaica).

4. Ambigole Cataract One of the many cataracts that the Nile
passes on its way into the valiey of Egypt.

13. hummums ‘hummum’ or ¢ hammam ’=Turkish bath,
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17. Kew=Kew Gardens. There is a large Palm House kept
always at a temperature of 80.°

19. horizontal bar ={$iifeiz g o &4,

24. spurs=projecting mountain ranges.

P. 107. 10. the Press is up=the newspaper correspondents are
12. unmitigated =absolute, perfect. { on the spot.
13. travelling gentlemen =camp-followers.

15. Lord Wolseley’s Garnet Joseph Wolseley ['wulzli] (1833~

), a distinguished British general ; published his ‘Soldier’s Pocket-
19. fifteen 7.c. battles. | Book’ in 1869.
27. Reuter’s ['roitaz] =belonging to Reuter’s Telegraph Agency.

P. 108. 1. among them=by their joint action, together. Cf. ¢ you

have, among you, killed a sweet and innocent lady’ Much
12. putties =puttees. | A4do, v. i.
18. - coups [ku]=strokes.

31. Plevna A town in Bulgaria, where Russians were defeated

by Turks in the Russo-Turkish War of 1877-78.

Shipka A pass in the Balcans, famous for the unstecessful
attacks of Turks on the Russian positions.

32. Zulus=warlike and superior branch of the Kafir race of
South Africa, In 1878 a Zulu chief called Cettiwayo rebelled
against British suzerainty.

Egypt = Egyptian campaigns.
Suakim A seaport belonging to Egypt, situated on the Red
Sea. Near it occurred several conflicts between the Anglo-Egyptian
troops and the Mahdists under Osman Digna in 1884 and later.
Boer War The war between the Transvaal Republic and
Great Britain, 1880-81.
P. 109. 1. Chilian The war waged by Chili against Peru and
Bolivia, 1879-83. [in 188s.
Bulgaria and Servian The war between the two countries

1-2. Gordon relief Charles George Gordon (1833-83), a
famous English soldier. In 1884 he was sent by the British
government to the Sudan to assist the khedive (JR¥A%F) in with-
drawing the garrisons of the country, which could not be held any



230 CONAN DOYLE

longer against the Mahdi. He was besieged by the Mahdi at
Khartum, March 12, 1884, and was killed in the storming of the
City, Jan. 26, 1885, before the relief could be obtained:
Indian frontier Afghan War in 1880.
Brazilian rebellion A rebellion in 1893.
2-3. Madagascar A war with France, 1883-85.

12. mount=ride in race.

14. mancuvres [mo'nu:vaz]

28. recommended = made acceptable. )

32. Sarras A small town on the Nile near Wady Halfa.

P. 110. 1. 13-4 Syrian=_Syrian horse 13-4 hands high (a hand
=4 inches). Cf. p. 115, L. 9, ¢ the cheap little Syrian grey.’

15. banyan= banian.

16. Ashantee A kingdom in western Africa, lying north of the

19. baccy =tobacco. L Gold Coast.

12. baggles=contraction for baggage-camels. Cf. ¢tupper’=
tea4supper, ¢Bakerloo’=DBaker+ Waterloo (one of the London
underground lines), &c.

27. Berberee=Berber. A race of people scattered over North
P. 111. 4. tibbin ERFE0E () | Africa.

21. broken=uneven.

P. 112. 7. the devil=a great nuisance.

11. shaves=pieces of knavery.

Hud-up =get up, get along. Cf. ¢ huddup.’

18. to a turn=enough and not too much.

31. tips=secret informations (about horse-racing, money
P. 113. 4-5. stop=full stop. { market).
P. 114. 7. flapdoodie=nonsense.

take it out=accept compensation for it.

19. Monte Carlo A noted gambling resort and also a sea-
bathing place and winter health-resort on the Mediterranean.
P. 115. 14. off his own bat =unaided.

25. Hi [hai]=interjection calling attention.

P. 116. 11. Fleet Steet famous as the journalistic centre of
London. In it or near it are the offices of nearly all the great news-
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papers and periodicals.

32. Halfa= Wady Halfa, a locality at the second cataract of the
P.-117. 7. baggles Cf.p. 110,1. 21. | Nile.

19. briar =tobacco pipe made of brier-root.

P. 118, 16. Koorbash ['kwrbxz[]=whip of hippopotamus-or
rhinoceros-hide, used in Egypt and other parts of Africa.

21. Kkhors [ko:z] =ravines.

P. 120. 3. “copy” =matter to be printed.

11. zareba=hedged or palisaded enclosure for protection of
camp or village in the Soudan.

P. 121, 9. stewing=being oppressed by close or moist warm

25. diachylon [dai’eckilon]=ghf-fHTs, | atmosphere,

Fuzzy = Fuzzy-wuzzy, Soudanish warrior.
P. 122. 9. Swan-shot=of large size.

14-5. Geneva Convention An international convention of
various European states held at Geneva, 1864, designed to lessen
the needless suffering of soldiers in war.

17. square=Dbody infantry drawn up in rectangular form.

Tamai=Battle of Tamai during the Soudan campaign
in 1884. In an attack on the Arab force the first British square was
broken.

P. 123. 27. hadji ['hadgi:]=Mussulman who has performed his
hadji, or pilgrimage to Mecca, and who afterward Dbears the
designation as a title of honour.

30. Baggara=Hamitic but Arabic-speaking tribe of the upper
. 126. 12. effendi=Turkish title of respect. | Nile valley.
. 127, 32. doora=durra, the Indian millet (§ 22 L),

. 128. 24. it=the motion.

. 129. 23. Cairo ['kaisrou].

. 130. 5. burst z-. as an imagined result of violent exertion.

. 132, 2zo-1. with which the English Language...... dealing
Z.e. too disgusting to be expressed in their mother tongue.

P
P
P
P
P
P
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THE NEW CATACOMB

Catacomb Originally, the name of a locality near Rome, the
¢ Hollows,” in which the church of St. Sebastian, with extensive
Lurial-vaults, was built, but afterward applied to the vaults them-
selves, and to the similar underground burial-places (C. D.) -

P. 183. 4. Corso One of the principal streets of Rome.

19. Baths of Caracalla The remains include walls, arches, and
vaults, which are among the most imposing ruins of ancient Rome.
21. Amphore=Roman two-handled-vessels.
P. 134, 2. long purse=wealth. '
P. 135. 16. small talk=ordinary society conversation.
32. under a cloud =out of favour.

P. 136. 16. Campaiia [keem’pa:njo]= Italian plain scuth-east of

28. trove Cf. OF. trové (trouvé). | Tiber.

P. 137. 5. Castle of St. Angelo The remodeled mansoleum o.

Hadrian in Rome, a huge circular tower about 230 feet in diameter

on a basement about 300 feet square.

P. 138. 24. of the Vestals=of Vesta, Italian goddess of the

hearth. The vestals or vestal virgins are the riestesses of the

temple.

P. 139. 24. St. John’s Saen Giovanni in Laterano, a famous

church in Rome, ¢ the mother and head of al] churches.”

P. 141. 5. Twickenham [‘twiknom] A town in Middlesex,

situated on the Thames 11 miles west-southwest of London.

P. 144, 2. Appian Way L. ¢Via Appia,’ the most famous of
12. rendezvous ['rd:ndeivu:] [ the ancient Roman highways.
28. 8t. Calixtus The most famous catacombs near Rome.

30. Cecilia Metella St. Cecilia, a Christian martyr.

P. 145, 3. trattoria=Italian eating-house.

P. 146. 18 tufa=(fi#,

P. 148. 6. mitres [‘maitaz]=bishop’s tall caps deeply cleft at

croziers =bishop’s pastoral staffs. |_top-

7. canonicals =canonical dress.
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A FOREIGN OFFICE ROMANCE

P. 151. 1. Alphonse Lacour [al’f5:s la'ku:r]

4-5. de Provence [do pro’va:s]

Rue St. Honoré ['ry ’s€ t ond’re] The street that passes by the
front of the Palais Royal in Paris.

13. monsieur r=r-r-rit ! =you laugh, sir!

13-4. Vous ne...... donc!=you don’t believe me, then!

16. Talleyrand [tale’ra; Eng. pron. 'teeliread] (1754-1838), a
famous French statesman and diplomatist.

18. Ajaccio [2'jet[iou] A seaport, the capital of the depart-

21. St. Helena [senti’li:na] | mient of Corsica.

22. Bertrand [ber'trd] (1773-1884), a Freach general, a com-
panion of Napoleon I at Elba and St. Ilelena.

23. Longwood A farm-house in the interior of the island of St.
THelena : the residence of Napoleon in his exile.

25. Koran [ko’ra:n]
P. 152. 5. Kleber’s Jean Baptiste Kléber (1753-1800), a noted
French general, assassinated at Cairo.

10. subject of wine Mohammedanism enjoins total abstinence.

11.  Mufti =Mohammedan priest.

12. Menou [mo'nu:] (1750-1810), a French general, defeated at
Alexandria by the English under Abercromby.

24. Bloomsbury A square near the British Museum. [statesman.

30. Pitt William Pitt (1759-1806), a celebrated English whig
P. 153. 4. Addington Henry Addington (1757-1844)an Eng-
lish politician. Milord [mi’la:r]=French word for English lord
from E. my lord [mi’la:d]
P. 154. 23-4. between us=Dby our joint action. Cf.p. 108, 1.1,
P. 155. 31. First Consul=Napoleon. |_¢among them.’
P. 156. 14. Harley Street near Victoria Park.

17. Burgundy A large class. of wines, both red and white,
produced in Burgundy in France.
P. 157. 6-7. Oxford Street The principal commercial thorough-
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fare between the northwest of London and the City.

28. Bruton Street near Hyde Park.
P. 161. 13. Fleet Stallion=swift male horse.
P. 162. 22. Abercrombie ["zbokrambi] Sir Ralph Abercromby
(1734-18071), a distinguished British general. In 1800 he was sent
to Egypt to expel or capture the French army under Baron de
Menou. With 14,000 infantry, 1,000 cavalry, and 600 artillery he
anchored in Abukir Bay on March 2, 1801, and effecting, on the
8th, a landing under heavy fire, advanced towards Alexandria......
In the ensuing battle Menou was driven back with heavy loss, but
Abercromby was wounded in the thigh by a musket shot, and died
on the 28th (Harmswortk). Cf. p. 152, 1. 12, note.
P. 163. 17. Bow Street rummers Old names for policemen.
¢ Bow Street ’=street near Covent Garden with chief metropolitan
police-court.

A PHYSIOLOGIST'S WIFE

P. 164. 1. Aigslie ['einzli]

3—4. Claude Beraard ['klo:d ber'na:r] (1813-78), a distinguished

French physiologist.

4. John Hunter (1728-93), a noted British surgeon.

P. 165. 14. Mesoblastic ¢ mesoblast =sh[fRig, [reflex action.
14-5. Excitomotor =exciting muscular contraction, pertaining to
16. Royal Society An association fcunded in London in or a

little before 1660, the object of which is the advancement of science.
17. Bathybius [Do’6ibjos] A name given by Huxley to masses

of sc-called animal matter said to have Leen found covering the sea-
bottom at great depths, and in such abundance as to form in some
1:laées deposits upward of 30 feet in thickness.
Lithococci [lido’koksai] —FEo H2%E: ?
29. contour ['kontua]
P. 166. 16. Ada [eida]
P. 167. 5. 0James «O’”=prefix of Irish names (Ir. 4, ua,
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28. acquiescence [akwi’esns] | descendant).
P. 169. 1. M'Murdo [mok'ma:dou] O'Brien [o’braian]
8. Bile-Pigments =i ts%,
Urobilin [ju:rou’bilin] = Rk,
28. vasomotor =serving to regulate the tension of blood-vessels,

arterioles [a:’tiorioulz]= Bk | as nerves.
P. 170. 2. brosham [bru:m, ‘brusm]
P. 171. 15. brogue=Irish accent. [siologist.

23. Hale’s Stephen Hales? (1677-1761), an English phy-
P. 172. 29. sub judice =under judicial consideration.
P. 173. 17. cephalalgia [sefs'leldgio]=headache.
podagra ['podogro]=gout in feet.
P. 174. 5. abandon [abd’d>]=careless freedom.
19. medulla [me’dalo]=spinal marrow.
pons =band of nerve-fibres in brain.
P. 175. 19. rapport [ra’po:r]=communication.
25.  Chlorophyll = #E4532,
30. avoirdupois [xvado’poiz]=a system of weights in which one
P. 177. 1. given her to=made her. | pound contains 16 ounces.
12. vermiform appendix =R (A SV ENEANCHEHAER
27. between Cf.p. 154, 1l. 23-4. L o),
P. 178. 25. Auckland A seaport in New Zealand.
12. Vallisneria Tara L 25 6
P. 183. 25. humagity =human nature.
P. 185. 22. last=conclusive.
P. 187. 27. pronounced =strongly marked.
P. 188. 27. cardiac= s,

A QUESTION OF DIPLOMACY

P. 189. 11. several=separate, different.

16. Cavendish Square A small square near Oxford Circus.

23. heavily-pouched = hanging heavily like a pouch. [mania.
P. 190. 12. Dobrutscha The southeastern portion of Rou-
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16. Crete. An island in the Mediterranean, situated southeast of
Greece. In 1896—97 an effort was made by a part of the population,
aided by Greek troops, to free the island from Turkish rule and
annex it to Greece. This was opposed by the great powers, who
established a pacific blockade of the island. ["Greece.

17. Cape Matapan A promontory at the extremity of Laconia,

19. Macedonian tourists =English tourists in Macedonia.

20. momentarily =at every moment.

24. Downing Street A street in the west end of London, con-
taining the treasury building and the foreign office. The name has
come to be used for the administration.

P. 181, =27. shooting 7e. of pain.

P. 192. 3. shot=so woven as to show different colours at

different angles. Cf. ¢shot silk. [Mace, braid, beads, &c.
3-4. passementerie [pas'mdtri]=trimming of gold or silver

10. Sir William The name of the physician in attendance.

II. cases=npatients.

18. three chevroas ['fevron] = -oUJBoOHT,

24. lithia==Fk v 7 v » (BROLE),

P. 193. 17. mesalliance [meza'ljd:s]=misalliance.

19. Heptarchy A name formerly loosely given to the early
English kingdoms prior to their consolidation, but the number of
them was seldom exactly seven.

20. Debrett John Debrett (1752-1822), a London publisher.
Improving on Almon’s New Feerage, he inaugurated the Peeiage
(1802), and Baronctage (1808), still called by his name.

20-1. Northumberland A former kingdom of Great Britain, at
its greatest extent reaching from the IIumber to the Firth of Forth,
and from the North Sea westward to the Celtic Strathclyde.

P. 194, 15. lHne=course of procedure.

29. dissolution = %&#%i,

P. 195, 6. colchicum ['kolkikom] s5E O,

14. Hahpeman Christian Friedrich Samuel Hahneman (1735-
1843), a German physician, founder of homeopathy.

21. Mesmer Friedrich Anton Mesmer (1733-1815), a German
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physician, originator of the theory of mesmerism or animal

28. Tangier ["tzendgis] A seaport of Morocco. |_ magnetism.
P. 196. 13. Averroes (1126-1198), a distinguished Spanish-
Arabian philosopher, physician, and commentator on Aristotle.

29. Porson Richard Porson (1759°1808), an English classical
scholar, famous for his knowledge of Greek.
P. 197. 5. portiére [por'tjs:r]=door curtain.

27. Catherine of Braganza, (1638-1705), a daughter <f John:
duke of Braganza, wife of Charles II. of England.

28. Kirke Sir David Kirke (1596-1656), an English adventurer,

Burton Sir Richard Francis Burton (1821-9o), a noted

explorer and prolific writer of travels (chiefly in Africa).
P. 198. 11. ruchings ['tu:{ipz]=frillings.

12. chiffon ['[if3:p]=thin gauze.

29. trousseaw [tru'so; Eug. pron. 'trusow] = wedding-outfit.
P. 199. 19. pince-nez [pEisne; FEng. pron. 'pEmsnei]=pair of
eye glasses with spring to clip nose. F. /iz. ¢ pinch-nose.’
P. 200. 16. Engadine A valley in Switzerland, noted for its
health-resorts and high elevation.
P. 202. 4-5. hole-and-corner=secret, underhand.
P. 205. 8. Melbourne’s William Lamb, second Viscount Mel-
bourne (1779-1848), an English whig statesman.
P. 206. 21. Subject to=conditionally upon.

A MEDICAL DOCUMENY

P. 208. 2. take stock of=observe with a view to estimating
18. liqueur [li'kjua] | character &ec. of.
24. medicos =doctors.

P. 209. 12 Lesions=[s,

P. 210. 1. jawman=dentist.

10. puerperai [pju’a:paral]=due to child-birth.
24. fetch=draw forth. [treatment of mental diseases.

P. 211. 16. alienist=one engaged in the scientific study or
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19. plate=piece of metal with name.
30. broken in=disciplined.
P. 213. 20. not much of a=not a good.
17. squares=adjusts, reconciles.
P. 215. 2. rhododendrons =58,
17. Newgate. A famous old prison in London.
29. parotid = H Tz,
P. 216. 1. Paresis=i% 58,
26. Magdala A stronghold in Abyssinia. [West Africa.
12. Calabar A river in the British Oil Rivers Protectorate,
19. Grey's John Edward Gray? (1800-75), an English
23. Stand by =be ready. lashings = cords. | zodlogist.
29. Hard=pier.
P. 218. 10. harms=arms. Cockneys misplace ¢h’ sounds. Cf.
P. 220. 3. flush=level. | Lg, ¢’atchway.’
4. bust=upper front of body.
22. tweak =sharp pinch.
27. phthisis ['6aisis] Davos An Alpine valley, a noted
health-resort having an elevation of 5,000 feet.
P. 221. 10. for all their chance of meeting=so far as their
20. shop=one’s profession. |_ehance of meeting is concerned.
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