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& STUDY IN SCARLEL.

PART 1

&eing a veprint from the reminiscences of Josm B, Tk
80N, M. D, lale of the Army Medical Departsxcni.}

CHAPTER &,
KR, SEERLOCE BOLYYS.

In the year 1878 I tock my dagree of Dottor of
Medicine of the University of London, and proceed-
ed to Netley to go through the course prescribed
for surgeon in the army. Having completed my
studies there, I was duly attached to the Fifth Nor-
thumberland Fusiliers as assistant surgeon. 7The
regiment was stationed in India at thetiine, and be-
fore I could join it the second Afghan war had
broken out. On landing at Bombay, I learned that
my corps had advanced through the passes, and
was already deep in the enemy’s country. I fol-
lowed, however, with many other officers who wers

o the saswne situation as myself, and succeeded in
fa
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feaching Candahar in safety, where ¥ found mg
segiment, and at once entered upon my new duties.

The campaign brought honcys and promotion te
fany, but for me it had nothing but misfortune and
disaster. I was removed from my brigade and
.attached to the Berkshires, with whom I served at
the fatal battle of Maiwand. There I wus struck
on the shoulder by a Jezail bullet, woich shattered
the bone and grazed the subclavian aertery. I should
have fallen into the hands of the murdercus Ghazis
bad it not peen for the devotion and courage shown
by Murray, my orderly, who threw me across a
pack-horse and succeeded in bringing me safely te
the Braiish lines.

Worn with pain, and weak from the prolonged
%ardships which I had undergone, I was removed,
with a great train of wounded sufferers, to the base
hospital et Peshawur. Here I rallied, and bad
glready fmproved so far as to be able to walk asbowt
the wards, and even to bask a Hitle upoa the vege
endz, when I was striuck dowa by erteric feves

. that curse of our Indizn possessions, #or months
my life was despaired of, 2ud when at last I came
1o myself and became convalescent, I was so wesk
and emaciated that a medica] board determined that
@ot a day shotld be Iost in sending me back t©
Bogiand. % was despatched, actordingly, fn the
b, criny Crowes, acn fanded o wwopuw. vy o

- Qovsmocil ROy, with oy beslth Ysmegiewsiht,
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ruined, but with permission from a paternal govern-
ment to spend the next nine months in attempting
to improve it,

I had neither kith nor kin in England. and was
therefore as free as air—or as free as an income of
eleven shillings and sixpense a day wiil permit a
man to be. Under such circumstances, I naturally
gravitated to London, that great cesspocl into which
all the loungers and idlers of the empire are irre-
sistibly drained. ‘There I stayed for some timeata
private hotel in the Strand, leading a comfortless,
meaningless existence, and spending such money as
I had, considerably more freely than I ought. So
alarming did the state of my finances beccme, that
1 soon realized that I must either leave the metro-
polis and rusticate somewhere in the country, or
that I must make a complete alteration in my style
of living, Choosing the latter alternative, I began
by making up my mind to leave the hotel, and to
take up my guarters in some lesis pretentious and
less expensive domicile, '

On the very day that I had come to this conclu-
sion, I was standing at the Criterion bar, when
someone tapped me jon the shoulder, and turning
round I recognized young Stamford, who bad beena
dresser under me at Bart’s. The sight of a friendly
face in the great wilderness of London is a pleasant
thing indeed to a lonely man. In old days Stame
ford had never been a particular crouy of mine, bt
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row I balled bim with enthusiasm, and he, iz ks
Wrn, apnearad to be delighted to seeme., In ths
exoberance of my joy, I asked him tolunch with s
at the Hclborp, and we started of together i G
honzom.

“Whatever have vou boen doing with yourself,
Watson?? he asksd, In undisguised wonder, as we
rattled through the crewded London streets, ““Vou
are as thin as a lath and as brown as a nut.”

I gave him a short sketch of my adventures, and
had hardly concludad it by the time that we reached
our destination. '

“Poor devil?’ he sald comumisseratingly, after ke
had listened to my misfortunes. *What are youup
@ now?”’

*“Locking for lodgings,’” ¥ answered. ‘“Trying
%o solve the problem as to whetker it is possible to
get comfortable rooms at a ressonable price.”’

‘“TLat’s 2 sirapge thing,” remarked my com-
panien; “yuu ave the second man to-day that has
woed that expression to me.”

“And wiao was the first?*’ T asked.

“A fellow who is working at the chemical Isbora.
tory up at the hospital. He was bemoaaing himseli
this morning because he could not get scmeone to go
balves with him in some nice rooms which he had
fouand, and which were too much for his purse.”

*By Jovel” I cried; “‘if he really wants someone
%9 <hare the rooms and the expense, I am the very
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man for him. I should prefer having a partiuer ev)
being alone.”’ '

Young Stamford locked rather strangely at me
over his wine-glass.

“You don’t know Sherlock Holmesyet,” he sgid;
“‘perhaps you would not care for him as a coustaut
companion.”’

“Why, what is there against him?”’

“Oh, I didn’t say there was anything against
him. He is alittle queer in hisideas—an enthusiast
in some branches of science. As far as I ksiow, he
is a decent fellow enough.”

“A medical student, I suppose?”’ said I.

‘“No—I.have no idea what he intends to go in
for. I believe he is well up in anatomy, and he is
a first-class chemist; but, as far as I know, he has
never taken out any systematic medical classes.
His studies are very desultory and eccentric, but he
has amassed a lot of out-of-the-way knowledge
which would astonish his professors.”’

“Did you never ask him what he was going in
for?”’ I asked.

““‘No; he is not a man that it is easy to draw out,
though he can be communicative esough when the
fancy seizes him.”?

*I should like to meet him,” Isaid. “IfI am
to lodge with anyone, I should prefer a man of
studious and quiet habits. I am not strong enough
yet to stand much noise or exzcitement. I had
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enough of both in Afghanistan to last me for ¢he
remainder of my natural existence. How could I
meet this friend of yours?”’

“‘He is sure to be at the laboratory. He either
avoids the place for weeks, or else hie works there
from morning to night. If you like, we shall dzive
round together after luncheon.”’

“Certainly,” I answered. aud the conVersa*io
drifted away into other channeis.

As we made our way to the hospital after leaving
the Helborn, Stamford gave me a few moze particu-
lars about the gentleman whom I proposed to taks
as a fellow lodger.

“You mustn’t blame me if you don’t get onwith
him,” he said; “I know nothing more of him than
1 have learned from meeting him occasionally in

- the laboratory. You proposed this arrangemeant,
80 you must not hold me responsible.”

“If we don’t get on it will be easy to part com-
pany,”’ I answered. ‘It seems to me, Stamford,”
I added, locking hard at my companion, ‘‘that you
have some reason for washing your hands of the
matter. Is this fellow’s temper so formidable, or
what is it? Don’t be mealy-mouthed about it.”

“It is not easy to express the inexpressible,”” he
answered, with a laugh. ‘“‘Holmes is a little too
scientific for my tastes—it approaches to cold-
bloodedness, I could imagine his giving a friend a
littls pinch of the latest vegetable alkaloid, not out
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of malevolence, you understand, but simply out of
a spirit of inquiry in order to have an accurate
idea of the effects. T'o do him justice, I think that
he would take it himself with the same readiness.
He appears to have a passion for definite and exact
knowledge.”

“Very right, too.”

“Yes; but it may be pushed to excess. When it
comes to' beating the subjects in the dissecting-
rooms with a stick, it is certainly taking rather a
bizarre shape.”’

~ “Beating the subjects!”’,

“Yes, to verify how far bruises may be pro-
duced zfter death. I szw him at it with my own
eyes.*’ :

“And yet you say ke is not a medical student?”’

“No. = Eeaven knows what the objects of his
studies are! But here we are, and you must form
your own impressions about him.”” As he spoke,
we turned down a narrow lane and passed through
a small side door, which opened into a wing of the
great hospital, It was familiar ground to me, and
I needed no guiding as we ascended the bleak stone
staircase and made our way down the long corridor
with its vista of whitewashed wall and dun-colored
- doors., Near the farther end a low arched pass-
age branched away from it and led to the chemical
laboratory.
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This was a lofty chamber, lined and littered with
countless bottles. Broad, low tables were scattered
about, which bristled with retorts, test-tubes, and
little Bunsen lamps, with their blue flickering
flames. ‘T'here was only one student in the room,
who was bending over a distant table absorbed in
his work. At the sound of our steps he glanced
round and sprang to his feet with a cry of pleasure.
“I’ve found it! I’'ve found it!’’ he shouted to my
companion, ruuning toward us with a test-tube in
his hand. “I have found a reagent which is pre-
cipitated by hamoglobin, and by nothing else.”
Had he discovered a gold mine, greater delight
could not have shone upon his features.

“Doctor Watson—Mr. Sherlock Holmes," said
Stamford, introducing us.

“How are you?”’ he said, cordially, gripping my
hand with a strength for which I should hardly
have given him credit. ‘‘You have been in Afghan-
istan, I perceive.”

“How on earth did you know that ?’ I asked in
astonishment,

“Never mind,” said he, chuckling to himself.
“The question now is about heemeoglobin. No
doubt you see the significance of this discovery of
mine 2"’

“It is interesting, chemically, nmo oubt,” 1
answered ; *“but practically—"’
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* Why, man, it is the most practical zaedine-legal
fiiscovery for years, Don’t you see that it gives us
an infallible test for blood-stains ¢ - Come over here,
now !>’ He seized me by the coatsleeve {n kis
eagerness, and draw me over # the table at which
he had keen working., *‘Let us have some fresh
blood,’ L= szid, digring 2 long bodkin inte his
finger, azd drawing off the resulting drop of blood,
in a chemical pigette. *““Now, I add this smali
quantity of blood to a litre of water. You perceive
that the resulting mixture has the appearance of
true water, The proportion of blood cannct be
more than one in a million. I have no doubt, how-
ever, that we shall be alls to 73tain the character-
istic reaction.” As L2 spoke, be threw into the
vessel a few white cryetals, and then added scme
drops of a transparent Suid.  In en instent the con-
tents assumwed a duli malogeny coler, and a brown-
ish dust was praciplisted to the bottom off the glass
far,

12t if2 1™ ke coled, Japping b3 kands, and
fooking cs Colizhted as & <3d wilh & ooy toy.
¢ What do yonr think of that?®®

“It scoos to be a wuy el ™ I e
marked.

“Beautifzl ! beauti®l! The ofd gnclacwm test
was very clumsy and uncertain, &0 i the wmicro-
scopic examination for blood-corpuscies. Thelatier
fs valueless if the stains area e v il Show
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ihis appears to act as well whether the biood is old
or new. Had this test been invented, there are
- hundreds of men now walking the earth who would
long ago have paid the penalty of their crimes.”

“Indeed!” I murmured.

“Criminal cases are continually hinging upon
that one point. A man is suspected of a crime
months perhaps after it has been committed. His
finen or clothes are examined, and brownish stains
discovered upon them. Are they blood-stains, or
mud-stains, or rust-stains, or fruit-stains, or what
are they? That is a guestion which has puzzled
many an expert, and why? Because there was no
reliable test. Now we have the Sherlock Holmes
test, and there will no longer be any difficulty.”

His eyes fairly glittered as he spcke, and he put
his hand over his heart zand bowed as if to some
applanding crowd, conjured up by his imagina-

tion. :
© “You are tn be congratulated,” § remarked,
considerably surprised at his enthusiazm.

“There was the case of Von Bischoff at Frank«
fort last year. He would certainly have been
hung had this test been in existence. Then there
was Mason of Bradford, and the notorisus Muller,
and Lefevre of Montpellier, and Samscn of New
Orleans. I could name a score of eases ip which it
would have been decisive.”
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“®ou seem to be a walking calendar of crime,”
said Stamtford with a lavgh. ‘ You might start a
paper on those lines. Call it the Policz News of tha
Past.”

“Very interesting reading 1% might be made,
t00,"” remarked Sherlock Holmes, sticking a small
piece of plaster over the prick in his finger. *“I
have to be careful,” he continued, turning to me
with a smile, “for I dabble with poiscas a good
deal.” He held out his hand as he spoke, and I
noticed that it was all mottled over with similar
pieces of plaster and discolored with strong acids.

“We came here on business,” said Stamford,
sitting down on a three-legged stool, and pushing
another one in my direction with his foot. *“My
friend here wants to get diggings, and as you were
complaining that you could get no one to go halves
with you, I thought that I had better bring you
together.”

Sherlock Holmes seemed delighted at the idea of
sharing his rooms with me. “] have my eye on a
suite in Baker Street,” he said, * which would suit
us down to the ground. You don’t mind the smel}
of strong tobacco, I hope?”

“1 always smoke ‘ship’s’ myself,” 1 answered.

“That's good enough. I generally bave chemi-
cals about, and occasicmally do experimamte
Would that annoy you?”

“By no means.”
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TRt e gree-ayiint 600 my olher ehoitomningsd
1 get in the dumpe ot Emes, and don’t open my
month for daysonend,  You must not think I am
sulky when Udo that. Just let me glons, and I'l
soon be all right, ~ What have yon to corfess, nowd

I's just az well for two fellows to know the worst
of one ancther before they begin to live together.,”

I laughed at this cross-examingiion. ‘I kecpa
bull-pup,” I said, ¢‘ and object to rows, becausze my
nerves are shaken, and I get up at sl eoris of une
godly hours, and I am extremely lzzy. I Lave
aaother set of vices when I am weli, bt those are
tiie principle ones at present.”’

“ Do you include violin-playing in your category
cf rows?” he asked ansicusly.

It depends on the player,” ¥ apswered, “A
well-played violin iz & traat sor the gods: a badly
flayed one—"’

“Ch, that’s all right,” Lz oried with a meny
fzugh., “I think we may consider th2 thing as
settled—that is, if the rcoms are aozyessble to
YOﬂ-”

“When shall we cee them?”’

¢‘Call for me here at noon to-morrow, aund we’ll go
together and settle everything,”” he answered.

“&1 right--noon exactly,” said I, shaking his
hand. A

We left him working smong his chemicals, end
melied togother orard my hotet
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“Hy the way,” I askad suddesly, stopping and
turning upon Stamford, “‘how the deuce did he
know that I had come frim Afghanistan?”’

My companion smiled an enigmatical smite,

“That’s just his little peculiarity;” he said. *A
good many people have wauted to kncw how ke
finds things out.”

“Ohal a mystery, is 87 I cried, rubbing my
hands, *“I'his is very piguant. I am much obiiged -
to you for bringing us together. “The proper study
of mankind is man,’ you know.”

“You must study him, then,” Stamford said, as
ke bade me good-by., “VYou'll find him a kxotty
problem, though. I'Il wager ha learns more about
you than you about him. Good-by.”’

“Good-by,” 1 answered, and strclicd on to my
hotel, considershly interested in Wy mew scyumings
xRee,
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Wa met vext dey g8 he had arranged, and
inspected the tooms at No. 22 B Baker Street, of
which ke kad spoken at our meeting. They cone
sisted of a couple of comfortable bed-rooms and a
single large, airy sitting-room, cheerfully furnished,
and Nominated by two broad windows. So desir.
able in every way were the apartments, and so mod-
erate did the terms seem when divided between us,
that the bargaiu wes concliuded npon the spot, and
we at once entered into possession. That very even-
ing T woved my things round frem the Lotel, and
on the fullowing morning Sherlock Holmes followed
me withi severel boxesand portmanteaus, For a dayor
two we were busily employed inunpacking and laying
out our property to the best advantage., ‘That done,
we gradueally began to sottle down and to sccommo-
date ouzscives 10 our new surroundings.

Hotimes was cortainly not a difficnit man to live
with, e was guiet in Lis ways eand his habits
eere regudar, It was roee Sor him to be up after
tet &f ngbt, and hie bad fnvariably breakfasted and
gube ot hesise ¥ oroee Ju e motRing.  Sometimes

(3]
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we spent his day at the chemical laboratory, soues
times in the dissecting-rooms, and occasionally in
long walks, which appeared to take him into the
lowest portions of the city. Nothing could exceed
his energy when the working fit was upon him; but
now and again a reaction would seize him, and for
' days on end he would lie upon the sofa in the sit-
ting-room, hardly uttering a word or moving a
- muscle from morning to night. On these occasions
I have noticed such a dreamy, vacant expression in
‘his eyes, that I might have suspected him of being
addicted to the use of some narcotic, had not the
temperance and cleanliness of his whole lifs forbid.
den such a notion.

As the weeks went by, my interest in kim and my
curiosity as to his aims in life gradvsaily deepened
and increased. His very person and apvearance
were such as to strike the attention of the most
casual observer. In height he was rather over six
feet, and so excessively lean that he scemed to be
considerabiy taller. His eyes were sharp and pierc-
ing, save during those intervals of torpor to which -
I have alluded; and his thin, hawk-like ncse gave
his whole expression an air of alertness and decision.
His chin, too, had the prominence and squareness
which mark the man of determination. His hands
were invariably blotted with ink and stained with
chemicals, yet he was possessed of extraordinary
delicacy of touch; e# I freguently had occasion t8



8L A STUDY 39 SCARLE.

chserve wlien I watched him manipuiailg o
fragile gunosopuical instruments.

’ﬁl&l{‘ reader may set me down as a hcpeless LOEY.
body when 1 confess how much thisman stimulated
toy curinsity, and how ofien I endeavored to brezk
throngh the reticence which hie showed on all that
concerned himself. Before pronouncing judgment,
fiowever, be it remembered how objectiess was my
life, and hiow little there was to engage my atten
tion. 1fy health ferbade me from venturing out
unless the weather was exceptionally genial, add I
had vo friends who would call upon me and break
the monoteny of my daily existence. Under these cirs
cumstances I eagetly bailed the little mystery which
hueg around my compenicn, and spent much of my
time in endeavoring t0 turavel it

Ee was not studylng medicine. He had himselif,
in reply to a guesticn, confirmed Staxzford’s opinion
upon that point. Neither did he appear to have
pursued suy course of reading which might fit him
for a degree in science of any cther recognized por-
ta! which would give him an entrance into the
fearned wenid. Vet bis zeal for certain siudies was
remarkeble, end within eccentric Bmits his knowle
‘edge was so eatrzordinesily ample and minute that
his observaticns have fairly astounded ma.  Surely
o man would work so kard to attain such precise
informaiion uniess he hod some definite end in view.
Ergalicry tenders are stfdom semesheble fov dhe
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smactnzss of their learning, No men busdons his
mind with smail matters unless ke has swne very
@ood reason for doing 50.

His ignorance was as rematkable es his hkunowe
‘edge. Of coutempeorary literature, philosophr,
and politics he appeared to know next to nothizg.
Upon my quoting Thomas Carlyle, he ianuired in
the naivest way who ke might be and wkat he had
done., My surprise reached a climaxz, however,
when I found incidentaily that ke was ignorant of
the Copernican theory and of the cowrposition of
the solar system. ‘That asny civilized byman being
in this nineteenth century should not be aware that
the earth traveled round the sun appearsd to be 0
me such an extracréinary fact that I sculd hardsy
tealize it. ‘

‘“You appear to be astonished,” he sali, amiling
at my expression of surprise. “Now that I 49
know it I shall do my best to forget it.”’

“To forget iti"”

“¥ou see,” he explained, *Y comsider thet &
man’s brain originally is like a little cirpiy attle,
and you have to steck it with such furnitnre a5 you
thoose. A fool takes in all the lumbre of every
sort that he comes across, 6 that the kmowledge
which might be useful to him gets crowdad oz, OF
at best is jumhied np with a ot of othar tWings, 52
that be hzs o <ificulty in laying his hands upoa
. Nowp the kil workwns b8 very soreful &
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deed as 4o what be takes into Mts braln-attie A2
will have nothing but the tools which may heir
him in doing his work, but of these he has 2 large
assortment, end all in the most perfect order. It
is a mistske to think that that little room has
elastic walls and can distend tc any extent. Depend
upon it, there comes a time when for every addition
of knowledge you forget something that you knew
before. It iz of the highest importance, therefore,
vot to havs useless facts elbowing out the wusefu?
mgs, 20

“But the solar sostemP® I protested.

“Wihat the deare is it to me#’ he interrupted
dmpaticntly ; *‘you say thst we go round the sun,
If we weet round the moon it would not meke s
penpyworth of difference to me or tc my work.”

X was on the point of asking him wha: that work
might be, but something in hkis manner showed me
that the guestion would be an unwelcome one. 1
pondered over our short conversation, howsever, and
endeavored to draw my deductions from it. B«
said that Le would acguire no knowledge which
did not bear upon his object. Therefore all the
-knowledge which he possessed was such as wovld
be wsefid to him. I enumersted in my own mind
all the various points upon wkich he had shown me
that he was exceptionally well informed. I even
wok v preadl end fotisd thew doan K oould ook
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pielp smiling at the docutnent when I hed cemphased
#. It ran in this way:
Szzrrock Hormes—his limits
8. .x.ncwledge of Literatura.—NIii.

2. * Philosophy.—NiL
& s % Astronomy.—N1ii,
& * ¢ Politics.—Feeble,
& “ * Botany.—Variable, Wellnp

in belladonna, opinm, and
poisons generally, Knows
rothing of przctical gar-
dening.

% had * Qeclogy.~—Practical, but lim-
ited. Tells st a glance
different scils from each
other. After wslks, has
ghown me splashes uvpon
kis trousers, and told me
by their color and con-
sistence in what part of
Yondon he had received
them,

% o % Chemistry. —~Profruzd.

n ® “ Anatomy.—Accurste, but ane

‘ systematic,

W % Semsational Literature.—Im-
tuense. Jeappeers to know
every detail of every hotror
pegpetrnted o Lhe centusd
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%e vioiin well,
nert single-stick player, bozer, ond

;-‘mrdsman.
ud 2tac 2 good practical kunowledge of Britsh

Faeo L had got so far oty Hst 1 threw it into

the fire im Lespaly, U I cen onl,r find what the

fellow ie driving ot by reconciling all these accom-

plishments, and discovering a calling which needs

them all,”’ I said to myself, I may #s well give
gp the attempt at onea.’

I see thet ¥ bave alluded sbove to his powers
mpon the viclin, Thess wers very remarkable, but
g3 eccentric as gll his .other accomplishments.
Thzt he ¢ndd play pleces, end difficult piecss, I
knew will, becruse at moy reguest he had played
me «oms of Mendelsschn's ILieder, and other
favorites. When leftto himself, however, he would
seldom rmim sny music or atiempt any recognized
air. Leoauing back ia kis arm-chair of an evening
he woid close bis eves and scrape carelessly at the
ﬁﬂx et ‘i; was thrown across hls knee. Some-

22 cords were soncrous and melancholy.
Occ"' onilly they were fantastic and cheerful,
clearly tioy refected the thoughts which possessed
him; but whether the music aided those thoughts,
or whether the playinv was the result of a whim
of famey, was more than I conld Setormine. I night



have rebelled against these exasperating solos had
it not been that he usually terminated them by
playing in quick succession a whole series of my
favorite airs as a slight compensation for the trial
upon my patience.

During the first week or so wehad no cailers, and
I had begun to think thatmy companion was as
friendless a man as I was. Presently, however, I
found that he had many acquaintances, and those
in the most different classes of society. There was
one little, sallow, rat-faced, dark-eyed fzllzw who
was introduced to me as Mr. Lestrade, and who
came three or four times in a single week. One
morning a young girl called, fashionably dressed,
and stayed for half an hour or more. ‘The same
afternoon brought a gray-headed, seedy visitor.
looking like a Jew peddler, who appeared to me to
be much excited, and who was closely followed by
a slip-shod elderly woman. On another occasion an
old white-haired gentleman had an interview with
my companion; and on anothera railway porter in
his velveteen uniform. When any of these nonde-
script individuals put in an appearance, Sherlock
Holmes used to beg for the use of the sitting-room,
and I would retire to my bed-room. He always
apologized to me for putting me to this inconven’
ence. ‘I have to use this room as a place of busi-
ness,” he sz2id, “and these people are my clients.”
Again I had an gpgortunity of asking him a poat-
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blank question, and again my delieacy prevented
me from forcing another man to confide in me., I
imagined at the time that he had some strong reason
for not alluding to it, but he soon dispelled the idea
by ceming round to the subject of his own accord.

It was upon the fourth of March, as I have good
reason to remember, that I rose somewhatearlier than
usual, and found that Sherlock Holmes had not yet
finished his breakfast. The landlady had become
so accustomed to my late habits that my place had
not been laid, nor my coffee prepared. With the
unreasonable petulance of madkind I rang the bell
and gave a curt intimation that I was ready. Then
I picked up a magazine from the table and attempted
to while awaythe time with jt, while my companion
munched silently at his toast. One of the articles
had a pencil-mark at the heading, and I naturally
began to run my eye through it.

Its somewhat ambitious title was ‘“The Book of
Life,’’ and it attempted to show how much an observ-
antman might learn by an gecurateand systematic
examination of all that came in hisway. Itstruck
me as being a remarkable mixture of shrewdness
..nd of absurdity. The reasoning was close and
iatense, but the deductions appeared to me to be
far-fetched and exaggerated. The writer claimed
by a momentary expression, a twitch of a muscle or
a glance of an eye, to fathom a man’s inmost
thoughts. Deceit, according to him, was an impos-
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sibility in the case of one trained to observation and
analysis. His conclusions were as infallible as s¢
many propositions of Euclid. So startling would
his results appear to the uninitiated that, until they
learned the processes by which he had arrived
at them, they might well consider him as a
necremancer,

“Frcm a drop of water,”” said the writer, a ‘logi-
cian could infer the possibility of an Atlantic or a
Niagara without haviag seen or heard of one or the
other. So all life is a great chain, the nature of
which is known whenever we are shown a single
link of it. Like all other arts, the science of deduc-
tion and analysis is one which can only be acquired
by long and patient study; nor is life long enough
to allow any mortal to attain the highest possible
perfection in it. Before turning to those moral and
mental aspects of the matter which present the
g.eatest difficulties, let theinquirer begin the mast-
exing more elementary problems, Iet him, on
meeting a fellow-mortal, learn at a glance to dis-
tinguish the history of the man, and the trade or
profession to which he belongs. Puerile as such
an exercise may seem, it sharpens the facilities of
pbservation and teaches one where to look and what
o look for. By a man’s finger-nails, by his coat-
sleeve, by his boot, by his trouser-knees, by the
sallosities of his forefinger and thumb, by his
expression, by his shirt-cuffs—by each of these
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things a man’s calling is plainly revealed. That all
united should fail to enlighten the competent
enquirer in any case is almost inconceivable.”’

“What ineffable twaddlel’ I cried, slapping the
magazine down on the table. ‘I never read such
rubbish in my life.”

‘““What is it?’’ asked Sherlock Holmes.

“Why, this article,” I said, pointing at it with
my egg-spoon as I sat down to my breakfast, “I
see that you have read it, since you have marked
it. I don’t deny that itis smartly written. Itirri-
tates me, though. It is evidently the theory of
scule arm-chair lounger who evolves all these neat
little paradoxes in the seclusion of his own study.
It is not practical. I should like to see him clapped
down in a third-class carriage on the Underground,
and asked to give the trades of all his fellow-
travelers. I would lay a thousand to one against
him.” .

“You would lose your money,’’ Sherlock Holmes
remarked, calmly. ‘‘As for the article, I wrote it
myself.”

“Youl”

‘“Yes, I have a turn both for observation and
for deduction. ‘The theories which I have ex-
pressed there, and which appear to you to be so
chimerical, are really extremely practical-—so
practical that I depend upen them for my bread and
cheese.”
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# Rad how ?” 1 asked, involuntsily.

“Well, I have 2 trade of my own. I suppose
) am the culy oncin theworld. T'm 3 consulting
detective, if you csn under stand what that is.
Here in London we have lots of government
detectives and lots of private cnes. When these
fellows are at fault they come to me, and I manage
to put thera on the right scent. They lay all the
evidence before me, and I am generally sble, by
the help of my knowledge of the history of crime,
to set them straight. There is 2 strong family
resemblance gbout misdeeds, and if you haveall the
details of a thousand at your finger-ends, it is odd
if you car’t taravel the thousand and first. Lestrade
isa well-known detective. Ife got himselfinto a fog
recently over a forgery cace, aud thst was what
brought kim kere.”

64 And these other peopie?”

‘“fhey are mosily sent out by privete inquiry
agencies, 'They are all people who are in tromnble
about scmething sand want a little enlightening,
I listen to their story, they listen to my comments,
and then I pocket my fee.”

“But do you mean to say,” I said, “that without
leaving your room you can unravel some knot which
other men can make nothing of, although they have
seen every detail for themselves?”?

“Quiie sp. I have a kind of intuition that way.
Vowanlopuina c2s2 tuns up which i a little
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more complex. Then I have tc bustle about end
see things with my own eyes, Yousee, I have 8
lot of special knowledge which I apply to the
problem, and which facilitates matters wondes-
fully. ‘Those rules of deduncticn laid down in that
article which aroused your scorn are invaluable tg
me in practical work, Observation with me is set»
ond nature. Yon appeared to be surprised when [
told you, on our first meeting, that you bad cuens
from Afghanistan.”
_ “You were toid, no doubt.” -

“Nothing of the sort. I Asew you came from
Afghanistan. From long habit the train of thought
ran so swiftly through my mind that I arrived at
the couclusion without beiag conscious of inter-
wiediate steps. There were such steps, however.
Fae train of reasoning ran: ‘Hereis a gentleman
&« z miedical type, but with thesir of a military man.
sexarly an army doctor, then, He has just come
saom the tropics, for his face iz dark, and that is
pot the patural tint of the shin, for his wrists are
fair., He has undergone hardship and sickness, as
uis haggard face says clesrly. Hisleft arm has
been injured. He holds it in a stiff and unnatural
manner. When in the tropics could an English army
* doctor have seen much kardship and get his arm
wonnded? Clearly in Afghanistan.’ The whole
32- g of thonght did not accupy a seosnd. I then
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remareed that you came from Afghauistan, and you
were astonished.”’

““It is simple enough as you explain it,” I said,
smiling. ‘“You remind me of Edgar Allan Poe’s
‘Dupin.’ I had no idea that such individuals did
exist outside of stories.””

Sherlock Holmes rose and lit his pipe. “No
doubt you think that you are complimenting me
in comparing me to Dupin,’’ he cbserved. ‘‘Now,
in my opinion, Dupin was a very inferior fellow.
That trick of his of breaking in on his friends’
thoughts with an apropos remark after a quarter of
an hour’s silence is really very showy and super-
ficial. He had some analytical genius, no doubt;
but he was by no means such a phenomenon as Poe
appeared to imagine,”

“Have you read Gaboriau’s works?’ I asked.
*“Does Lecoq come up to your idea of a detective?”’
® Shelock Holmes sniffed sardonically. ‘‘Lecoq
was a miserable bungler,” he said, in an angry
voice; ‘he had only one thing to reccmmend him,
and that was his energy. That book made me
positively ill. The question was how toc identify an
unkncw prisoner, I cculd have done it in twenty-
four hours. Lecog took six months or so. It
might be made a text-book for detectives to teach
them what to avoid."

I felt rether indignant st having two characters
whom % had edwmirsd treated in this cavalla sipls
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B walked over to the window, sud elond heling
out into the busy strest. *“Thiz fHllow may be
very clever,” 1sald to myzell, “tat be is covtainly
very conceited,”

. ““Phere are no crimes and no crimdngls in these
days,” he sald, queralously. *“What fs the useof
having brsins in our profession? 1 “now well
that ¥ have it iz me to make my name Mo’
No man lives or has evey lived who has brought
the same amount of study aod of natural talent @
the datection cf crime which I hkave dozna.  And |
what is the resuli? ‘Theve iz o orime ¢o detect, of,
8t most, scme bungling villainy with o motive so
transparent that even @ Srotland Yard oZcial can
eze through it.”

I was still annoyed zx bis YLawmptions style of
eohversgtion. I thought it hext to clhange the
i,

“3 wonder what fhat £low 5 loghiveg for?” 1
avred, pointing to & stalwart, plainly drossed indi-
vianal who was walking siowly down thectiher side
of the street, locking anxiously at the vumbers,
Ee had a large, blue envelope in bis kiord, sud was
evidently the bearer of a message.

“You mean the rotired scrgeamt of mecives”
said Sherlock Holmes,

“PBrag and bounce 1 thavght T tompntt  “Hs
Erows thet T onn oot verify iz gosss, °
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The thought had hardly passed through my miad
shen the man whom we were watching cought
sight of the number on our door, and ran rueidly
across the roadway. We heard a loud kuock, a
deep voice below, and heavy steps asceuding the
stair,

“For Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” he s..d, stepping
{nto the room and handing my friend the letter.,

Here was an opportunity of tziing the conceit
out of him. He little thought of this'when he made
that random shot. *“‘May I ask my lad,” I said
blandly, “ what your trade may be **’

* Commissionaire, ¢ir,”” he said grufly. *‘Uni-
form away for repairs.”

“ And you were?" § asked with a slighly mali.
clous glance at my companion.

¢ A sergeant, sir, Royal Marine Light Infantry,
sir. No answer? Right, sir.””

He clicked his heels together, raised his hand is
8 salute, aud was gone
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f cenfess that I was considerably startled by this
fresh proof of the practical nature of my companion’s
theories. My respect for his powers of analysis in-
creased wondrously. There still remained some
lurking suspicion in my mind, however, that the
whole thingwas a prearranged episode, iritended to
dazzle me, though what earthly object he could have

‘intaking me in was past my comprehension. WhenI

looked at him he had finished reading the note, and
his eyes had assumed the vacant, lack-lustre espres
sitn which showed mental abstraction.

“How in the world did you deduce that?** 1}
asked.

¢ Deduce what ? ** said he, petulantly.

“Why, that he was a retired sergeant of ma-
tines.”

«T have no time fortrifles,” he replied brusquely;
then, with o smile, *Excuse my rudeness. You
broke the thread of my thougbts; but perhaps it is
as well. So you actually were not able to see that
thst man was a sergeant of marines?”

2
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“ No indeed. » ‘

“It was easier toknowitmanmm.ainwﬁyﬁ
know it. If you wereaskedto prove that two and
two made four, you might find some diffcuity, and
yet you are quite sure of the fact, Even across the
street I could see a great blue anchor tatooed on
the back of the fellow’s hand. That smacked of
the sea. He had a miiitary carriage, however, and
regulation side-whiskers. There we have the ma-
rine. He was a man with some amount of seif-
importance and & certain air of command. You
must have observed the way in which he held his
head and swung his cane. A steady, respectable,
middle-aged man, t00, 0n the face of him-—all facts
which led me {5 belicve that he had been a ser- -

gean XL
' ¢“Wonderful 1" Iejaculated.

% Commonplace,” said Holmes, though I thought
from his expression that he was pleased at my evi-
dent surprise and admiration. ‘I said just now
that there were no criminals, It appears that I am
wrong—look at this!” He threw me over the
note which the comunissionaire had brought.

‘“ Why,” I cried, &8s Icast my eye overit, “this
is terrible!”*

“It dees seem to be a little out of the common,”
be remarked calmly. * Would you mind reading
it o me alond 7
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This iz the letter which I read to him:

‘v Drar M=, SzErLock Honm=ss: ‘Thew
has been a bad business during the night at 3
Yauriston QGardens, off the Brizton Road. Qur
man on the beat saw a light there ebout two inthe
morning, and as the house was an empty one, sus
pected that something was amiss. He found the
door open, and in the front rcom, which is bare of
furniture, discovered the body of a gentleman, well
dressed, and having cards in his pocket bearing the
pame of ‘Enoch J. Drebber, Cleveland, Otio, U. S,
A. There had been norobbery, nor is there any evie
dence &g to how the man methis death, There
are marks of blood in the room, but thereisno
wound upon his person.  We are at a loss as tohow
he came into the empty house; indeed, the whole
affair i3 a puzzler. If you can come round tothe
honse any time before twelve, you will find me
there, I have left everything im sfefu guo untill
hear from you. If you are unable to cowe I shall
give von fuller details, and would esteem it a great
kinduces i you would favor me with ycur cpinion.

Yours faithfully,
‘Tosras Grucson.”

*Gregsem s the smartest of the Scotland Vard:
&8, my friend remarked; “he and Lestrade are
the plck of a bad lot. They are both qurck and
weigety ot conventional—skockingly s They
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have their knives into one ancther, too. They are
us jealous as a pair of professional beauties. There
will besome fun over this case if they are both put
upon the scent.”’

I was amazed at the calm way in vw/hich he
rippled on. ‘‘Surely there is not a moment to be
lost,” I cried; ‘‘shall I go and order you a cab?”’

‘I am not sure about whether I shail go. I am
the most ircurably lazy devil that ever stood ia
shoe-leather—that is, when the fit is oa me, for
can be spry enough at times.”’

“Why, it is just such a chance as you have been
longing for.”

“My dear fellow, what does it matter to me?
Supposing I unravel the whole ‘matter, you may
be sure that Gregson, Lestrade & Co. will pocket
all the credit. ‘That comes from bemg an ugofficial
, personage.””

‘‘But he begs you to help him.”

“Yes. He knows that I am his superior, and
acknowledges it to me; but he would cut his
tongue out before he would own it ¢o any third
person. However, we may as weil go and have a
look. I shall worlk it out on my own hook. I
may have a laugh at them, if I have nothing else,
Come on!”’

He hustled on his overcoat, and bustlad about in
a way that showed that an em,:cvetac fit bad gupsse
seded the apathetic one.
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“Get yoET gt feet,” ke said,

“¥ou wish me to comed”

“Yes, if you have nothing better %o 60. A
minute later we were bath in a hansom, etivmg
[furlously for the Brizton Read.

It was a icogy, cloudy morning, sad a dun-col-
ored veil hung over the house-tops, locking like
the reflection of the mud-cclored streets beneath.
My compsuion was in the best of spirits, and
prattled eway zbeut Cremona fiddles, end the differ-
ence between a Stradivariue and an Amati.  As
for mysels, T was siient, for the dull weather and
the melanchaly busizss vpon which ws were
engaged depressad gy enirits,

“You don't sectn to give much thought to the
matter in kil X said at last, interrupting
Holmes’ muzicel dlsquisition,

“No dz:a v:t,”” he answered, *It is'a capital
mistake to theorize before you haveall the evidence
It biases the judgment.”?

“You wil have your data soom,”” I remarked
pointing with wy finger; “‘this is the Erizton Road,
and that 3 the house, if I em not very much
mistaken.’

“So itia. &iop, driver, stopl” We werestilla
hundred yards or so from it, but he insisted wpon -
our slightivy, end we Hulchod our jouizey upoa
oot
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o. 3 Lauriston Gardens wore an illczmened and
minatory look. It was one of four wiiich stood
back some liitle way from the strect, twi being
occupied aad two empty. The latter locked out
with three tiers of vacant, melancholy windows,
which were blank and dreary, save that kere and
there a *““TI'c 1et’’ card kad developed lize a cataract
upon the bleared panes. A smell garden, sprinkled
over with a scattered eruption of sickly plants,
separated eackh of these houses from the sireet, and
was traversed by a narrow pathway, yellowish in
color, and cousisting apparently cof a mixzture of
clay and gravel. The whole place was very sloppy
from the rain which had fallen through the night.
The gardeh was bounded by a three-foct brick wall
with afringe cf wood rails upon the top, and against
this wall was leaning a stalwart police constablq
surrounéad by a small knot of loafsrs, who craned
their necks and strained their eyes in the vain
hope of catching some glimpse of tae proceedings
within.

I hac ¥magined that Sherlock Hclmes would at
once have hurried into the house and piunged into
a study cf thie mystery. Nothing apnearzd to be
farther from kLls intention. With an air of noncha-
lence waiclh, under the circumstances, s2emed to .ae
to border upna affectation, he loungzd tp aud down
the pavenent, and gazed vacantly at {ie ground,
the sy, the opposite houses, and e lin of rail-
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mgs. Having finished his scrutiny, he proceeded
slowly dcwa the path, or rather down the fringe of
grass which flanked the path, keeping his eyes rive
eted vponthe grotnd. Twice hestopped, andonce
saw him s lle and utfer an exclamation of satisfac-
tion. 1% wers many marks of footsieps vpon the
wet, clayey eoil, but since the police had been coming
and going over it, I was unable to see how my com-
pasicn could hope to learn anything from it. Still,
I had had suth extracrdinary evidence of the quick.
ness of kis perceptive facuities that I bad no doubt
that he could see a great deal which was hiddea
from me. . v

At the door of the house we were mst by 2 tall,
whited-faced, flaxen-haired man, with a note-book
in kis hand, who rushed forward and wrung my
companion’s hand with effusion. “It isindeed kind
of you to come,”” he said; “I bave had everything
left uitouched.” '

“Excert that!” my friend answered, pointing to -
the pathway. “‘Ifa herd of buffaloes had passed
along there could not be a greater mess. Wo doubt,
however, you had drawn your own conclusions,
Gregson, before you permitted this.”

“f havz had so much to do insids the house,”
the detective said, evasively. “My coileague, Mr.
Testrade iz bave. I kad relied upon him to lock
after thin”
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Holmes glanced at me, and raised his eyebrows
sardonically. ‘‘With two such men as yourself and
Lestrade upon the ground, there will not be much
for a third party to find out,”’ he said.

Gregson rubbed his hands in a self-satisfied way.
“I think we have done all that can be done,”” he
answered; ‘‘it’s a queer case, though, and I knew
your taste for such things.”

“You did not come here in @ cab?’’ asked Sher.
jock Holmes,

“No, sir.”’

*Nor Lestrade?”

“No, sir.”

‘““T'hen let us go and look at the room.”” With
which inconsequent remark he strode on into the
house, followed by Gregson, whose features ex-
pressed his astonishment.

A short passage, bare planked and dusty, led to
the kitchen and offices. ‘T'wo doors opened out of
it to the left and to the right. One of these had
obviously been closed for many weeks. The other
belonged to the dining-room, which was the apart-
ment in which the mysterious affair had occurred.
Holmes walked in, and I followed him with that
subdued feeling at my heart which the presence of
death inspires.

It was a large, square room, looking &l the
Yarger for the absence of all furniture. A wvul-
gar, flaring paper adorned the walls, but it was
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alotrhed in places with mildew, and here and there
great strips had become detached and hung down;
exposing the yellow plaster beneath. Opposite the
door was a showy fireplace, surmounted by a
mantel-piece of imitation white marble. On one
corner of this was stuck the stump of ared wax-
candle. The solitary window was so dirty that
the light was hazy and uncertain, giving a dull
gray tinge to everything, which was intensified by
thick layer of dust which coated the whole apar.-
ment.

All these details I observed afterward. At pre-
sent my attention was centered upcn the single
grim, motionless figure which lay stretched upon
the boards, with vacant, sightless eyes staring upat
the discolored ceiling. It was that of a man about
forty-three or forty-four years of age, middle-sized
broad-shouldered, with crisp, curling black hair, and
ashort, stubbly beard. He was dressed in a heavy
broadclothi frock-coat and waistcoat, with light-
colored trousers and immaculate coliar and cufs,
A top-hat well brushed and trim, was placed upon
the floor beside him. His hands were clinched and
his arms were thrown abroad, while his lower limbs
interlocked as though his death-struggle had been
a grievous one. On his rigid face there stood an
expressicn of horror and, as it seemned to me, of
hatred, such as I have tever seen upon human
features. ‘This malignant end terrible contoriien,
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combined with the low forehead, blunt nose, and
prognathous jaw, gave the dead man a singularly
simious and ape-like appearance, which was in-
creased by his writhing, unnatural posture. | I have
seen death in many forms, but never has it ap-
peared to me in a more fearsome aspect than in
that dark, grimy apartment, which locked out upon
one of the main arteries of suburban London.

_ Lestrade, lean and ferret-like as ever, was stand-
ing by the doorway, and greeted my companion
and myself. .

‘““This case will make a stir, sir,”’ he remarked.
“It beats anything I have seen, and I am no
chicken.””

‘“There is no clew?’’ said Gregson.

“None at all,”” chimed in Lestrade.

Sherlock Holmes approached the body, and,
kneeling down, examined it intently. ‘‘You are
sure that there is no wound?’’ he asked, pointing to
the numerous gouts and splashes of blood which
lay all around. ‘

“Positivel”” cried both detectives.

“Then of course, this blood belongs to a second
landividual—presumably the murderer, if murder
has been committed. It reminds me of the circum-
stances attendant on the death of Van Jansen, in
Utrecht, in the year ’34. Do you remember the
oase Gregson?”’

CINO, ﬁ"?..“
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“Read it up—you really should. There is noths
ing new under the sun. It has all been done
before.”

As he spoke, his nimble fingers were flying here,
there, and everywhere, feeling, pressing, unbutton-
ing, examining, while hiseyes wore the same far-
away expression which I have already remarked
upon. So swiftly was the examination made that
one would hardly have guessed the minuteness with
which is was conducted. Finally, he sniffed the
dead man’s lips, and then glanced at the soles of
his patent-leather boots.

“He has not been moved at all?”’ he asked.

“No more than was necessary for the purpose of
our examination.”

“You can take him to the mortuary now,’’ he said.
““There is nothing ‘more to be learned.”’

Gregson had a stretcher and four men athand.
At his call they entered the room, and the stranger
was lifted and carried out. Asthey raised him, a
ring tinkled down and rolled across the floor.
Lestrade grabbed it up and stared at it with mysti-
fied eyes.

‘“T'here’s been a woman here,”” he cned. It’'sa
woman’s wedding-ring.”

He held it out, as he spoke, upon the palm of
his hand. We all gathered around him and gazed
at it. ‘There could be no doubt that that circle of
plain gold had once adorned the finger of a bride.
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‘“Fhis complicates matters,”” 3said OGregson.
“Heaven knows, they were complicated enough
heforef”

“YVou're sure it doesn’t simplify them?”’ observed
Holmes. ‘“There’s nothing to be learned by star-
ing atit. What did you find in his pockets?”’

“We have it all here,”’ said Gregson, pointing to
a litter of ghjects upon one of the bottom steps of
the stairs. “A gold watch, No. 97.163, by Barraud,
of Iondon. Gold Albert chain, very heavy and
solid. Gcld ring, with Masonicdevice. Gold pin
—buli-dog’s head, with rubies aseyes. Russian
leather card-case, with cards of Enoch J. Drebber,
of Cleveland, corresponding with the E. J. D, upon
the linen. INo purse, but loose money to the exteat
of seven pounds thirteen. Pocket edition of Boecac:
cio’s ‘Decameron,” with name of Joseph Stangersen
upon the fiy-leaf. ‘T'wo letters—one addressed tg
E. J. Drebber and one to Joseph Stangerson.”

“At what address?’

“American FExchange, Strand—-to te left tidl
calied for. ‘They are both from the Guion Steam-
ship Company, and reil: tc the sailing of their
boats from Liverpool. It is clearthat this unfor-
tunete man was about to return to New Vork.”

“kave you made any inquiries as to thisman
Stap gersond”?

1 did it at once, sit,” said Gregson. [ hars
Boi ~drerticements sent to all the newspapers, aLd
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one of my men has gone to the Amerivan Fachange,
bat he has notreturned yet.”?

“Have you seut to Cleveland?”®

“We telegraphed this morning.”

“How did you word your inquiries?”

“We simply detailed the circumstances, and said
that we should be glad of any information which
vould help us.”

“You did not ask for particulars on any point
which appeared to you to be cruciali”

“T asked about Stangerson.”’

“Netiing else? Is there no circumstance op
which this whale case appears to hinge? Wiil you
not telegraph again?”’

“I have said ail I have to say,”” szid Gregson in
an offended voice,

Sherlock IHolmes chuckled to himself, and ap-
peared to be zbout to make some remark, when
Testrade, who had been in the front room while we
were holding this conversation in the hall, reap-
pearad L;x}n the scene, rubbing his hands in a
poempous and seli-satislied manner.

“Wdr. (;xem«,n,” he said, “I hsve just made a
discovery of the highest importance, and cae which
would have been overlooked had I ot made a
careful examinzation of the walls,”

The little man’s eyes sparkled as he spcke, and
Be was evidently in astatecf mp:‘re&em exzultation
&t hoving scored 2 point sgainst bis sollsagus
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“wome here,” he said, bustling back into the
room, the atmosphere of which felt cleaner since
the removal of its ghastly inmate. *“Now, stand
there!”

He struck a match on his boot and held it up
against the wall. ‘

“Look at that!” he said, triumphantly.

I have remarked that the paper had fallen away
in parts. In this particular corner of the rocm a
large piece had peeled off, leaving a yellow square
of coarse plastering. Across this bare space there
was scrawled in blood-red letters a single word—

RACEE

“What go you think of that?”— cried the detecs
tive, with the air of a showman exhibiting his
show. “This was overlocked because it was in the
darkest corner of the room, and 1o one thought of
looking there. The murderer has written it with
his or her own blood. See this smear where it has
trickled down the wall! That disposes of the idea
of suicide, anyhow. Why was the corner chosen
to writeit on? I will tell you. See that candle on
the mantel-piece. It was lit at the time, and if it
was lit this corner would be the brightest instead
‘of the darkest portion of the wall.”

“And what does it mean, now that you nave
found it?” asked Gregson, in a depreciatory voies.

“Mean? Why, it means that the writer was go-
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ing to put the female name Rachel, but was dis-
turbed before he or she had time to finish. You
mark my words, when this case comes to be cleared
up, you will find that a woman named Rachel has
something to do with it. It’s all very well for you
to laugh, Mr. Sherlock Holmes. You may be very
smart and clever, but the old hound is the best,
when all is sdid and done.”

“I really beg your pardon!” said my companion,
who had ruffled the little man’s temper by bursting
into an explosion of laughter. “You certainly
have the credit of being the first of us to find this
out, and, as you say, it bears every mark of having
been written by the other participant in last night’s
mystery. I have not had time to examine this
room yet, but with your permizsion I shall do so
now.”

As he spoke, he whipped a tape-measure and a
large, round magnifying-glass from his pocket.
With these two implements he trotted noiselessly
about the room, sometimes stopping, occasicnally
kneeling, and once lying flat upon his face. Soen-
grossed was he with his occupation that he ap-
peared to have forgotten our presence, for he chat-
tered away to himself under his breath the whole
time, keeping up a running fire of exclamations,
groans, whistles, and little cries suggestive of en-
couragement and of hope. As I watched him I was
irresistibly reminded of a pure-blooded, well-trained
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fox-kound as it dashes backwurd and forward
through the covert, whining in its eagerness, until
it comes across the lostscent. For twenty minutes
or mote he continued his researches, measuring
with the most exzact care the distance between
marks which were entirely invisible to me, snd
occasionally applying his tape to the wallsiu en
equally incomprehensible manner, Inone placehe
gathered very carefully a little pile of gray dust
from the floor and packed itaway in an envelope.
Finally he examined with his glass the word upos
the wall, going over every letter of it with the wost
minute exactness. This done, he appeared to b
satisfied, for he replaced his tape and his glass in
his pocket.

‘“They say that genius is an infinite capacity foi
taking pains,” he remarked, with a smile. *It’s
a very bad definition, but it does apply to detective
work.”’

Gregson and Lestrade had watched the maneu.
vers of their amateur companicn with considerable
curiosity and some countempt. ‘They evidently
failed to appreciate the fact, which I had begun to
tealize, that Sherlock Holmes, smsliest actions
were all directed toward some definite and prac-
tical end.

‘“What do you think of 13, i they both
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"thm&& me mmag vom of the ciedit of the
case if I was to presume to gselp you,”’ remarked
my fiiend, “Vou are doing so w:il now that it
would be a pity for anyone to intesfore.”” ‘There
was a world of sarcasm in kis volce &s he spoke,
“If vou will let me know how your iuvestgations
go,”’ he coatinved, *I shail be kappy 10 give you
any help I can. In the rmeantiime I chould like
to speak to the constable wio found the body, Can
you give e his gaws apd address?”’

Lestrade glanced at his motebovz. “Johp
Rance,” hesald, “Hzisoff duty now. You will
find him at ¢5 Audley &m‘t, Hzoenington Park
G,at..‘”

Holmes took a note o e aé&ess.,

“Come glong, doctor,” he sa i*r ‘w2 shall go
and look hm:tp, 'l 2l you oce thing which
may help yoa ia the case,” Le coxitn‘uad turning
to the two datactives,  ““There has beon murder
done, snd the murderer was & man. Iiz was more
than six fzet high, was in the prime cf Lfe, had-
small feet for his height, wore coarte, sgueare-toed

oots, and emoked a Trichinopoly cigar. Iie came
here with his victim in a four-whecled cab, which
was drawn by a horse with three 0ld shoes and one
vew one on kis off fore-leg. Inall prebability the
murderer had a flerid face, and the fzger-nails of
kis right hand were remarkably long. These are
ouly a few indicatious, but they way sssist yon.™
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Lestrade and Gregson glanced at each other with
a0 incredulous smile.

“If this man was murdered, how was it done?"
asked the former.

‘“Poison,” said Sherlock Holmes curtly, and
strode off. *‘Onzother thing, Lestrade,” ke added,
tumning around at the door: ** ‘Rache’ is the QGer-
man for ‘revenge;’ 8o don’t lose your time locking
Miss Rachel.”’

With which Parthian shot he walked away, leav.
g the two rivals spen-mouthed hebind hirs,
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§r was oue o’clock when we left No. 3 Lauris
fon Gardens. Sherlock Holmes led me to the
mesrest telegraph office, whence he dispatched a
long telegram. He then hailed a cab, and ordered
the driver to take us to the address given us by
Lestrada.

““There is nothivg like first-hand evidence,”” he
remarzed; *‘as a wnatter of fact, my mind isentirely
made up upon the case, but still we may as well
Jearn &il that is to be learned.” ,

“You amaze me, Holmes,” said I, “Surely yoa
arenot a3 sure 2s you pretend to be of all those
particulars which you gave.”

*“Phere’s no room for a mistake,’® he answered.
““T'he very first thing which I observed on arriving
there wus that a cab had made two ruis with its
whesis close to the curb. Now, up tolast night we
bave had no rain for a week, so that those wheels,
which left such a deep impression, must have been
theve during the night. ‘There were the marks of
the horse’s hoofs, too, the outline of one of which

wes ¢ wore clearly cut than that of the othes
» (s2)
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three, showing that that was a new shoe. Simes
the cab was there after the rain began, and was not
there at any time during the morning-~I have
Gregson’s word for it—it follows that it must have
been there during the night, and, therefore, that it
brought these two individuals to the housa.””

*“T'hat seems simple enough,’” said I, *“tut how
shout the other man’s height?® '

“VWhy, tha height of a man, in nne czes owt
of ten, can be told from the length of kis stride,
It is a simple calculation enough, thouglh thereis
90 use my boring you with figures. I had this
fellows’s stride, both on the clay outside and on
the dust within. Then I had a way of checking
my calculation. When a man writes on s wall, his
instinct leads him to write abont the Ilsvel of his
swm eyes. Now, that writing was just over six feet
from the ground. It was cii?d’s pley. >

“And bis age?”’ [ asked.

“Well, If 8 man can stiide four and a half feet
without the smallest effort, he can’t be quite in
.the sere and yellow. That was the breadth of a
puddle on the garden-walk which he had evi-
dently walked across. Patent-leather boots had
gone around and square-toes had hopped over.
‘T'aere is no mystery about it at 2il. I am simply
applying to ordizery life a few of thoss precepts
of oheervation el deduction which § advocated
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o that axticle,  Is there angthing sier that pusies
youi*®

*“The finger-nalls and the Trichinopely, "1 suge
gested.

“The writing on the wall was done with aman's
forefinger dipped in blood. My glass allowed me

' to observe that the plaster was slightly scraiched
in doing it, which would nct have been the case if
the man’s nail had been trimmed. I gathered up
some scattered ash on the floor. It was dark in
color and fiaky--such an ash as is only made by
a Trichinopoly, I have made a special study of
cigar ashes—in fact, I have written a monograph
upon the subject. I flatter myself that I can dis-
tinguish 2% a glance the ash of any known brand
either of cigar or of tobacco. It is just in such
details that the skilled detective differs from the
Gregson and Lestrade type.”

““And the florid face?” I asked.

““Ah, that was a more daring shot, though I have
no doubt that ¥ was right. You must not ask me
that at the preseunt state of the affair,”

I passed my hand over my brow. “My head is
in a whirl,”’ I remarked; “the more one thinks of
it the more mysterious it grows. How came these
two men—if there were two men-—into an empty
house! What has become of the cabman whe
drove them? How could one man compel another
8 toke oelrg? Where did the Yood ooepe frossd
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What was the object of the murderer, since robber,
had no part ju #? How came the woman’s rine
there? Above all, why should the second man
write up the German word RACHE before decarap-
ing? I confess that I can not see any possible way
of reconciling all these facts.”

My companion emiled approvingly.

“You sum tp the diificulties of the situation sue-
cinctly and well,”” he said. ‘There is much that is
still obscure, though I have quite made up my mind
zn the main facts. As to poor Lestrade’s discovery,
It was simply a blind intended to put the police
upon the wrong track, by suggesting socialism and
. secret societies. It was mnot done by a German.
The A, if yon noticed, was printed somewhat after
the German fashion. Nowa real German invari-
ably prints in the Latia character, so- that we may
safely say that this was not wriiten by cne, but by
a clumsy imitator, who overdid his part. It was
simply a tuss, to divert inquiry into a wrong chane
nel. I’'m not going to t2il you much more of the
case, doctor, You know a comjurer gets ne
credit when onoe he has expiained his trick, and it
I show you tco much of my msthoed of working,
you will coma to the conclusion that I am a very
ordinary individual after all.” -

3 ghall never do that,” I epswered; “yiz kave
brought detection as near an exact solews oo il evey
will be brought in this world.”
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My compacion flushed up with pleasore &t my
words and the earnest way in which I uttered them,
I had already observed that he was as sensitive to
flattery on the score of his art as any girl could be of
her beauty.

“T’ll tell you one other thing,” he said, *Pat
ent-leathers and Square-toes came in the same cab,
end they walked down the patiwey together as
friendly as possible—arm-in-arm, in all proba-
bility. When they got inside they walked vp-and
down the room-—or rather, Pateni-leathers stcod
still while Square-tces walked up and down. I
counld read ail that in the dust; and I could read
that, as he walked, he grew more and more excited.
That is shown by the increased length of hisstrides,
He was talking all the whils, and workiny himself
up, no doubt, into a fury, Then the tragedy
occurred. I've teld you ail I kncw myseif, now,
for the rest is mere surmise and conjectare., W9
have a good working basis, however, ot which t6
start. We must hurry up, for I wan! to gots
Hall’s concert to hear Norman Neruda this after
noon.”’

This ccnversation had occurred while ctir cak
thad been threading its way through a long saee
ression cf dingy streets and dreary by-ways. Fa
the dingiest and dreariest of them our driver swde
denly came to a stand. ‘“That’s Audley Court in
2, he sald, pointing to a narrow slit in the
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-ae of dead-colored brick. “You'll find me here
when you come back.”

Audley Court was not an attractive locality. The
tarrow passage led us into a quadrangle paved
with flags and lined by sordid dwellings. We
picked our way among groups of dirty children and
through lines of discolored linen until we came to
No. 46, the door of which was decorated with a
small slip of brass, on which the name Rance was
engraved. On inquiry we found that the constable
was in bed, and we were shown into a little front
parlor, to await his coming.

He appeared presently, looking a little irritable
at being disturbed in his slumbers. *I made my
report at the office,”’ he said.

Holmes took a half-sovereign from his pocket,
and played with it pensively. *“We thought that
we should like to hear it all from your own lips,”’ he
said.

“I shall be most happy to tell you aunything I
can,” the constable answered, with hiseyes upon the
little golden disc. ‘

“Just let us hear it all in your own way, as it
sccurred.”

Rance sat down on the horse-hair sofa and knitted
his brows, as though determined not to omit any-
thing in his narrative.

“I'll tell it ye from the beginning,” he said.
“My time is from ten at night to six in the mom-
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ing. At cleven there was a fight at the Whin
Hart; but, bar that, all was quiet esough on the
beat. At cone o’clock it began to zain, and I met
Harry Murcher—him who has the Ioliand Grove
beat-—and we stood together at the ccruer of Henrie
etta Street a-talkin’. Presently—maybe about two,
or a little after—I thought I would take a look
around, and see that all was right down the Brixton
Road. It was precious dirty and Icnely. Not a
soul did I meet all the way down, though a cab or
two went past me. I was a-stroliin’ down, thinkin’
etween ourselves how uncommou handy a four of

gin hot would be, when suddenir a glint of a light
caught my eye in the window ¢f that same house.
Now, I knew that them two kouses in Lauriston
Gardens was empty on asccount of hint that owns
them, who won’t have the drains seed to, though
the very last tenant what lived in cne of them died
o’ typhoid fever. I was knocked gll in a beap,
therefore, at seeing a light in the wiadow, and I
suspected as something was wrong. WhenIgotto
the door—-"’ N

*‘You stopped, and then walked back to the gar.
den gate,” my companion interrupted. “Whatdid
you do that for?”’ ,

Rance gave a viclent jump, and stared at Sher.
lock Holmes with the utmost amazement upon his
{eatures.
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*Why, that’s true, ¢ir,”” he said; ‘‘though how
gou come o know it, heaven only knows! Ve ses,
when I got up to the door, it was so still and se
lonesome that I thought I'd be none the worse for
some one with me. I ain’t afeard of anything on
this side o’ the grave; but I thought that maybe it
was him that died o’ the tyrhoid inspecting the
drains what kiiled him. The thought gave me a
kind o’ turn, and I walked back to the gate to see
if Icould see Murcher’s lantern, but there wasn’t no
sign of him nor of anyoune else.””

* ““There was no one in the street?”’

“Not a livin’ soul, sir, nor as much as a dog.
Then I pulled myself together and went back and

"pushed the door open. All was quiet inside, so §
went into the room where the light was a-burnin’.
There was a candle flickerin’ on the mantel~pxece—--
ared wax one—and by its light I saw—""

“Yes, I know all that you saw. You walked
round the room several times, and you knelt down
by the body, and then you walked through and
tried the kitchen door, and then—"’

John Rance sprang to his feet with a frightened
face and suspicion in his eyes. ‘“Where was you
hid to see all that,” he cried. “It seems to me
that you knows a deal more than you should.”

, Holmes laughed and threw his card across the
table to the constable. ‘‘Don’t get arresting me for
the murder,” hesaid. “I am one of the hounds
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and not the wolf; Mr. Gregson or Mr. Lestrade will
answer for that. Go on, though. What did you
do next?”? !

Rance resumed his seat, without, however, losing
his mystified expression. ‘I went back to the gate
and sounded my whistle. That brought Murcher
end two more to the spot.”’

“Was the street empty then?”’

“Well, it was, as far as anybady that could be of
gny good goes.”’

“What do you mean?”’

The constable’s features broadened into a grin.
“I've seen many a drunk chap in my time,”” he
said, ‘but never anyone so cryin’ drunk as that
cove., He was at the gate when I came out.
a-leanin’ up agin the railin’s and a-singin’ at the
pitch of kis lungs about Columbine’s New-fangled
Banner, or some sach stuf. e couldu’t stand far
less help.”’

“Whet sort of 2 man was he?”’ asked Sherlock
Holmes.

John Rance appeared to be somewhat irritated at
this digression. ‘“He was an uncommon drunk
sort o’ man,” he said. “‘¥e’d ha’ found hisself in
the station if we hadn’t been so took up.”

‘“His face—his dress—didn’t you notice them?”’
Holmes broke in, impatiently.

*1 should think I did notice them, seeing that [
tiad to prop him up—me and Murcher between ue



WHAT JOHN RANCE HAD TO TELL. (3

He was a long chap, with red face, the lower part
muffled round—"

“That will do,” cried Holmes.  What became
of him?”’ '

“We'd enough to do without lookin’ after him,”
the policeman said, in an aggrieved voice. “I’ll
wager he found his way home all right.”

“How was he dressed?”’

“A brown overcoat.”

“Had he a whip in his hand?”’

“A whip—no.”

“He must have left it behind,” muttered my
companion. ‘* You didan’t happen to see or hear a
cab after that?”’

X3 NO-”

“ There’s a half-sovereign for you,” my com-
panion said, standing up and taking his hat. *“I
am-afraid, Rance, that you will never rise in the
force. That head of yours should be for use as
well as ornament. You might have gained your
sergeant’s stripes last night. The man whom you
held in your hands is the'man who holds the clew
of this mystery, and whom we are secking. There
is no use of arguing about it now, I tell you that
it is so. Come along, doctor.” :

We started off for the cab together, leaving our
informant incredulous and obviously uncomfort-
able.
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‘“The blundering fooll”’ RFaolmes said, bitterly, a5
we drove back to our lodgings. “Just to think of
his having such an incomparable bit of good luck,
and not taking advantage of it.”*

‘I'm rather in the dark still. It is true that the
description of this man tallies with your ideaof the
second party in this mystery. But why should he
come back to the house after leaving it? Thatis
aot the way of criminals.””

‘““The ring, man, the ring: that was what he
came back for. If we have no other way of catch-
ing him, we can always bait our line with the ring.
I shall have him, doctor—I’ll lay you two to one
‘that I have him. I must thank you for it all. I
might not have gone but for you, and so have
missed the finest study I ever came across; a studyin
scarlet, ei? Why shouldn’t we use a little art jar-
gon? ‘There’s the scarlet thread of murder running
through the colorless skein of life, and our duty is
to unravel it. and isolate it, and expose every inch
ofit. And now for lunch, and then for Norman
Neruda. Her attack and her bowing are splendid.
What's that little thing of Chopin’s she plays s¢
magnificently: Tra-la-la-lira-lira-lay.”

Leaning back in the cab, this amateur blood-
hound ~aroled away like a lark, while I meditated
upon tue mauy-sidedness of the humas micd,
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Cur morning’s exertions has been too much e
@y weak health, and I was tired out in the after-
aoon., After Holmes’ Jeparture for the concert, I
lay down upon the sofa and endeavored to get a
couple of hours’ sleep, It was a useless attempt.
My mind had been too much excited by all that had
. occurred, and the strangest fancies and surmises
crowded irto it. Every time that I closed my eyes I
saw before ma the distorted, ballon-like contenance
of the murdered man. So sinister was the impres-
sion which that face had produced upon me thatl
found it difficult to feel anything but gratitude for ,
him who had removed its cwner from the world.
If ever human features bespoke vice of the most
malignatt type, they were certainly those of Enoch
J. Drebber of Cleveland. Still I recognized that
justice must be done, and that the depravity of the
victim was no condonement in the eyes of the law.

The more I thought of it the more extraordinary
did my companion’s hypothesis, that the man had
been poisoted, appear. I vememhered how he had
eaifleG Lis lips, and had no duubt that he had ¢

G}
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tected something which had given riss ¢5 the {des.
Then again, if not poison, what had caused the
man’s death, since there was neither wound not
marks of strangulation. But, on the other hand,
whose blood was that which lay so thickly upen
the floor? 'There were no signs of a struggle, nor
had the victim any weapon with which he might
have wounded an antagonist. Aslong zs all these
questions were unsolved, I felt that sleep would be:
no easy matter, either for Holmesor myself, His
guiet, self-confident manner convinced me that he
had already formed a theory which explained all
the facts, though what it was ¥ could not jor an ine
stant conjecture.

He was very late in returning—su late thatl
knew that the concert could not have deizined him
all the time. Dinner was on the talis before he
appeared.

“It was magnificent,” he said, as ke took his
seat. “Do you remember what Darwin says about
music? He claims that the power of producing and
apprecisting it existed among the human race long
before the power of speech was arrived at. Perhaps
that is why we are so subtly influenced by it
There are vague memories in our souis of those
misty centuries when the world was i3 its childe
kood.”

“Thet's rather 2 bread 1des,” I remarkald,
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“One’s ideas must be as broad as nature if they
gve to interpret nature,”’ he answered. “What'a
the matter? Vouw’re not looking quite yourself,
‘This Brixton Road affair has upset you.”

“To tall the truth, it has,’’ I said. ““T ought tobe
fmore case-hardened after my Afghan experiences.
¥ saw my own comrades hacked to pieces at
Waiwond without losing my nerve.”

“I can understand. ‘There is a mystery about
this which stimulates the imagination; where there
is no imagination there is no korrer. Have you
seen the evening paper?”’

¢“No.”

“It gives a fairly good account of the affair. i
does not mention the fact that when the man wsas
raised up a woman’s wedding-ring fell upon the
floor. It isjust as well it does not.”

“W'hy?”

“Took at this advertisement,”” he answered, *“%¥
had one sent to every paper this moning immes
diately after the affair.””

He threw the paper across to me, and I glanced
at the place indicated. It was the first announce-
ment in the “Found” column. “In Brixton Road
this morning,” it'ran, ‘“a plain gold wedding-ring,
found in the roadway betwcen the White Haxt
Tavern and Holland Grove. Apply Dr. Watson,
221B Baker Street, between eight and nine this
evening.
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s“Hxouse my using your name,” hesaid. *F¥§
tised my own some one of these dunderheads would
gecognize it and want to meddle in the affair.”

“Thatis all right,”” Tanswered. “‘But supposiag
anyone applies, I have no ring.”

“Oh, yes, you have,” said he, handing me one.
*“T'his will do very well, Itisalmost a fac-simile.”

“And who do you expect wili answer this adver-
' tisement?”

“Why, the man in the brown coat—our florid
friend with the square toes. If he does notcoms
himself he will send an accomplice.”

*Would he not consider it as too dangerous?”’

“Not at all, If my view of the case is correct,
and I have every reason to believe that it is, this
man would rather risk anything than lose the ticg,
According to my notion he dropped it while stoop-
ing over Drebber’s body, and did not miss it at the
time. After leaving the house he discovered his
foss, 2nd hurried back, but found the pelice already
in possession, owing to his own folly in Izaving the
candle burning. He had to pretend to be drunk in
order to allay the suspicion which might have been
aroused by his annearance at the gate., Now put
yourself in that man’s place. On thinking the
maiter ovear, it must have occurred to him that it
was possibile that he had lost the ring in the road
tfter leaving the house. What would he do then?
&c would eagerly look out for the evening napets,
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m the hope of seeing it among the articles found,
His eye, -of course, would light upen this. He
would be overjoyed. Why should be fear a trap?
There would be no reason in his eyes why the find-
ing of the ring should be connected with the mur«
der. He would come. Ee willcome, You shall
see him within an hour.” |

“And then?” I asked.

“Qh, you can leave me to deal with Llm then,
Have you any arms?”’

“I have my old service revelver and 2 {aw case
tridges.”

“You had better clean it and load it. H=wlf
be a desperate man, and though I shall take hig
anawares, it is as well to be ready for anything.”

I went to my bedroom and followed kis advicq
When I returned with the pistol the tablz liad been
cleared, and Ifolmes was engaged in his favorite
occupation of scraping upon his violin,

“The plot thickens,” he said, as T enlerod. “I
have just had an answer to my American telegram,
My view of the case is the correct one.”

¢ Angd that is?°’ I asked, eagarly.

“ My £ddle would be the better for new strings,”
be remarked. ““Put your pistcl in your pocket,
When the fellow comes speak to him in an ordinary
way. Leave the rest to me. Don’t frighten him
by looking at him too bard.”
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7t s elght o’clock now,” I said, glancing o
My Wwaith.

“Yes. He will probably be here in a few min.
utes. Open the door slightly. That will do.
Now put the key on the inside. ‘Thank you!
This is a queer old book I picked up at a stall
yesterday—‘De Jure inter (Gents’—published in
Latin at Liege, in the Lowlards, in 1642. Charles’
head was still firm on his shoulders when this
little brown-backed volume was struck ¢’

““Who is the printer?”

*¢ Philippe de Croy, whoever he may have been.
On the fly-leaf, in very faded ink, is written, ‘Ex
libris Guliolmi Whyte." I wonder who William
Whyte was. Some pragmatical seventeenth cen-
tuary lawyer, I suppose. His writing has a legal
twist abort it. Iere comes our man, I think.”

As he spoke there was a sharp ring at the bell.
Sherlock Holmes rose softly, and moved his chair
in the direction of the door. We heard the servant
pass along the hall, and the sharp click of the latch
as she opened it.

“Does Doctor Watson live here?’ asked a
clear but rzther harsh voice. \ We could not hear
the servant’s reply, but the door closed, and some
one began to ascend the stairs. The footfall was
an unecertain and shufiling one. A look of surprise
passed over the face of my companion as he lis-
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tened toit. It came slowly along the paasgds, cid
there was a feeble tap at the dwr.

“Come in!” I cried.

At my summons, ‘instead ¢f th= man of viglones
whom we expected, a very old and wriniiad woman
Yobbled into the apartment. She agr :wred to ke
jazzled by the sudden blaze cf light, and, afcr
dropping a courtesy, she stond blinkiny at us will
her bleared eyes and fumbling in hse "’u,»:!::t witle
pervous, shaky fingers. I glanced st vy 203
panion, and his face had assumed such a Jscuunce
late expression that it was &il Lconll 4o o Daxyp
my countenance.

The old crone drew cutan evenloy 7
pointed at cur advertisement, *‘Et’s &
brought me, good gentlemen,” she s2ll, duvpping
arother courtesy; “a gold wedding-lir in (ae
Brixton Road. It belongs to my gl £2V5, 23 was
married only this time twelvemeontl, wilka her
husband is steward aboard a Unicn bea?, «nd

nih what
he’d say if ke come ’ome and found Lo without
her ring is more than I can think, bel. 53 short
enough at the best o times, but mror wonnddally
when he has the drink. If it please you, <22 wont
to the circus last night along with—"’

““Is that her ring ?*° I asked

“The Lord be thasked I”” cried the '
“Sally will be a glad woman thls nl!
the riv ;z,"

r mm
‘,. Tiut's
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* And whot may wonr address ks?” 1 inguired,
taking up a peacil.

“x3 Duancan Strect, Hotundsdltch, A weaty
ey from here.”’

“The Irixton Road does uot e beiwween any
cireus and Foundsditeh,” said Sherlock Xlclmes,
sharply.

The old woman faced round and locked keenly
gt him from her little red-rimmed eyes. “The
gentleman asked me for my address,” she said.
“Sally lives in lodgings at 3 liayfield Place,
Peckham.*”

‘¢ And your neme is—**

“My name is Sawyer—hers s Deunis, which
Tom Dennis married her—and a smart, clean lad,
too, as long as he’s at sea, and no steward in the
company more thought of; but when con shore,
what with e women and what with ligquor
ghops—’

$FTare iz your ring, Mrs, Sawyet,” I interrupted,
in obedizice to a sign from nsy companion; “it
clearly heiorgs to your daunghter, and I am gud
be able to restore it to the rightfnl owner.”

With meny mumbled blessings sad protestas
tions of gratitude the cld crome packed it away
fn her pocket, and shinffed off down the stairs,
Sherlock Holmes sprang to his feet the momsat she
was gone and rushad ivto hisroom. He returved
In afer sononds enveloped in an ulster and a osge
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o, Tl SKlow hew,” Le eald, bumiaily; “she
must be en accomplice, and will 1=:4 ine to him.
Walt up for me” The hall door kad hardly
slamumed behind our visitor hefore ¥lclizeshad de
scended the stair. Looking through the wiadow I
could see her walking feebly along the other side,
while her pussuer dogged her somelitils distance
behind. “Hitier his whole theory is Licorrect,” I
thought to myself, “or else he will be lad now to
the heact of the mystery.’”” There was 2o need for
him to ask e to wait vp for him, for I 3¢ that
sleep was impuseible until I heard thevaanit of his
adventuse,
. It was clase wpon nine when he st ¢t. I had

no idea how long he might be, but [ sat stolidly
puffing &t wy pipe 2ad skipping over the pages of
Heari Muuger's “Vie de Bchéme.” Tem o'clock
passed. and I besrd the footsteps of the maidsasthey
pattered ¢of to bed. Eleyen, and the 1zore stately
tread of the landlady passed my door, howzd for the
same destination. It was close upon twelve before
I heard the sharp sound of his latch-z2y. Thein-
stant he ooicrzd I eaw by his face that he had not
been stocessfl,  Amusement and chnrrin seemed
t0 be stmiggling for the mastery, ur il the former
suddenly carrizd the day, and heburst in20 a hearty
lavgh,

“I wonldn’t have the Scetland Veri-rsknow it
for the world,” ke aiad, dropping Inte’i: chair; ¢3
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nave chalied them so much that they would nevs

have let m> Yzar the end of it. I cau afford (¢

waugh, beczuze Lhrow thet Iwill be even with thew
- 2’312'.‘:,”

it, e I asted,

“Ch, I dox’t wind telling a story against my
gelf. That crezture had gone a little way when
she bepzn to limp avd show every sign of being
foot-scre. Prezantly che came to a halt, and hailed
a fiar-whesier which was passing. I managedto
be close to her so as to Lear the address, but I need
not have been so anxious, for she sang it out loud
enough to be heard at the other side of the street,
‘Drive to 13 Duncan Street, Iounds-ditch,’ she
eriel  This begins to look genuine, Ithought, and
having seea ker safely inside, I perched myself be-
hind. Thit's an art which every detective should
be an export at. Well, away we rattled, and never
drew rein vntil weesached the street in question.
I hopped of bolore we came to the door, and strolled
122t i3 an easy, lounging way, I saw

it unn The driver jumped down, and I
saw him copen the door and stand expectantly.
Wothing came out, though. When I reached him
be was groping about franticaily in the empty cab,
and giving vent tS the finest assorted collection of
caths that ever I listened to. ‘There wasnosignor
trace of his passenger, 'and I fear it will be some
thwe befor « he gets her fare. On inguizing at No.
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13 I found that the hotise belonged to a respecteiie
paper-hanger, named Keswick, and that no oue of
the name, either of Sawyer or Deunis, had ever
been heard of there.”

“You don’t mean to say,”” 1 cried, in amazement,
“that that tottering, feeble old woman was able to
get of the cab while it was in motion, without
either you or the driver seeing her?”

“Old woman be d—dA!”’ said Sherlock Holmes,
sharply. “We were the old women to be so taken
in. It must have been a young man. and anactive
one, too, besides being an incomparable actor. The
get-up was inimitable. He saw that ke was fol-
lowed, no doubt, and used this means of giving me
the slip. It shows that the man we are afteris not
as lonely as I imagined he was, but has frienés
who are ready to risk something for him. Now,
doctor, you are looking done-up. Teke my advice
and turn in,””

I was certainly feeling very weary, so 1'obeyed
his injunction. X left Holmes seated in front of the
smoldering fire, and long into the watches of the
night I heard the low, melanchcly wailings cf hig
violin, and knew that he was still pondering over
the strange problem which he had set Limeell §2
enzavel.
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‘The payers next day were fall of the “Brietsi
Diystery,” esthey termed t. Xach had a long s
gount cf the atfair, and some hsd leaders upon it 3
sddition. There wias seme information in them
which was new ome, Istll retain iz my scspe
bock numercy Aippings and extracts bearing unon
the case. Hea : is a condensation of a f25¢ of them:

The Duily Telegraph remsarked thet o the kise
gory of crime there had seldcin boer g tageéy
which presented stranger featurss, 'The German
mame of the victim, the absence of 8!l cther motive
and the sinister inscription on the wall, all pointed
to its perpetration by political refugees aud rovolu-
tionists. ‘The Socialists had many branches im
America, and the deceased had, no doubt, infringed
their unwritten laws and been tracked down by
them. fifer ellnding airily to the Vekmgericht,
aqua tofana, Carbonari, the Marchicness de Brin-
vithers, the Darwinian theory, the principles of
Malthus, and the Ratclif Highway murders, the
exticie concluded by admonishing the Government

fasd



FOBIAS GREGSON SHOWS WEAT EB CAN DO. 7§

and sdvocating @ closer watch over foreignersin
England.

The S:2nadard commentéd vpon the fact that law-
less outreges of the sort usuzlly eccurred under a
Liberal al:zinistration, They arose from the
unsettling of the minds of the masses, and the con-
sequent weakening of ail autherity, The deceased
was an American gentleman who had been residing
for ucme we=ks in the metropolis. He had stayed
at the bearding-house of Madame Charpentier, in
Torquay ‘Terrace, Camberwall. Ile was accom.
paried in Als travels by kis private scoretary, Mr,
Joseph Stingerson. The two bade adieu to their
landlady wica Tuesday, the 4th inst., and departed
to Fuaston Slation with the avuwsd inteation of
catching e Liverpocl erpress. They were aftere
ward seen togaether on tie platform. Notaieg more
is known of them until Mr. Drebber’s body was, as
recorded, discoverad in an emypty howe® in the
Brixton Rosd, tiany miles from Eustor ow he
came there or how he met kis fate an . westions
which are still involved in mystery. Mothing is
known of the whereabouts of Stangerson. We are
glad to learn: that Mr, Lestrade and Mr. Gregson,
of Scotlard Yard, are both engaged upou he case,
and it is confidently anticipated that these weli
known officers will speedily throw light roca the
matiat.
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The Dady Kems observed thet there was m
doubt as to the czime belng a polltical one. The
despctism and betred of Liberalisws which animated
the Contisentsl governments had had the efact of
driving to our shores a number of men who might
have made excellent citizens were thdy not soured
by the reccllection of all that they kad wndergone,
Among these men there was a stringent code of
honor, any intingament of which was puxaished by
death. Every effort should be made to find the
secretary, Stangerson, and t0 escertain some pat-
ticulars of th= kabits of the daceased. A great step
had been gained by the discovery of the sddress of
the house &t which he had boarded—a raault which
was entirely due to the ecutenzss end enstgy of
38r. Gregson, of Scotland Yerd,

Sherlock Holmes and I resd these potices over
togather at breakfast, and they appessed to aford
him considarable amusement.

“I told you that, whatever happencd, Lestrade
eud Gregson would be sure to score.”

‘“Fhat depends on how it turns oxt.”

“Qh, bless wou, it doesn’t matter in the least.
If the yuan is canght, it will be on asvusé of their
exertion; ifze escepes, {t will be fn sXie of their
exertions, Is hesds I win and talls you lose
Whatever they o, they will hase followsss, UB
st Leouve tunioess oo 5l 2ot qul Tedute? ®
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o That on earth s this?’ I cried, for at this
moment there came the pattering of many steps
{n the ka2l and on the stairs, accompanried by audie
ble expressions of disgust g¢pon tbe part of the
fandlady.

“It’s 1oz Pakrer Street Civision of the detective
police {o: 3, sald wmy comrpanion, gravely; ard as
he spote there rmshad fnlo {22 voom half a dozen of
the distisct .bni momt rogged cireet-Arabs that ever
Iclapre? eyes on, ‘

¢ "“um“on. cried ITolimes, i 2 zharp tone, and
the siz Cirty little scoundrels stood i a line like so
many dizreputable statuettes, “‘Ian futureyou shall
send up Wiggirs glome ¢ romort, and the rest
of you ruzt wall in ¢ie giweet. Elave you found
it, W;gg*:’:zf”

“Mo, &'r, w2haln’e® enid cns of the youths,

1 Dardiy wpfxmd von widd, You must
keop o wrti you do. Elere e wour wages.”
He hani:d ench of them a shilllng, “Mow, off
you go, gxl come back with @ belior report next
time.”

Hewelvod bis band, and (key scempered sway
downstairs live eo mapy rate, and we heard their
shriil voiczs rext moment in th° stroet.

““There’s more work to be got cut of 212 of those
little beggors than out of a dozen of the ferce,”
Holmes remasked. ““The mere sight of en-ofcial
locking parson seals mon’s Iips, f&? L2 TOLTSIIETS
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however, go everywhere and hear everything. They
are as sharp as ueedles, too; all they wsnt i
organization.”

“Is it on this Brixton case that you sre employe
ing them?’ I asked.

‘Yes; there is a point which I wish to escertain.
It is merely a matter of time. Hullo! we are
going to hear some pews now with a vengeancel
Here is Gregson coming down the road with
beatitude written vpon every feature cf his face.
Bound for n. I know. Ves, he is stopping. There
he isV” ‘

There was 8 violent geal at the bell,eud in e
few seconds the fair-haired detective came up the
stairs, three steps at a time, and burst into our sit
ting-room, ,

“My dear fellow.” he cied, wringing Holmes
unresponsive hand, “congratulate me, I have made
the whole thing es clear as day."” :

A shada of anxiety seemed tome £0 Cr0Ss Wy come
panion’s expressive face.

“Po you mean that you ave en the right track?”?
Beaske?,

“The rivht track! Why, sir, we have the map
under lock end key.”

*And his name is?*?

“Arthur Charpentier, sub-lieutenant in Her Ms-
jesty’s mavy,” ciad Gregsen, powmpously, rubbing
bis fat hands and inflating Lis chest.
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Sherlock Holmes gave a sigh of relses wid selazed.
foto a smila.

“Take a seat and try ome of there vyl U2
gaid. *“We are anxious to know how you managed
#t. Wil you have some whisky and watex 2

“I don’t mind if I do,”” the deteriive snswered,
“The tremendous exertions which I Lave gove
through during the last day or two have wora me
out. Notso much bodily exertion, you undsrstand,
s the strain upen the mind, Vou will appreci-
ate that, 17r, Sherlock Bolmes, for w2 ere both
braln-workers.”

“You do me too much mmw * wua Holmes,
gravely, “Let us hear how you arxived at ﬂm
most gratifying result.”

The detective seated himself in tuc =rm-chair
and pufied complacently at his cigar. ‘iFben sud-
denly ke siapped his ﬁ:.ﬁgka in a pavceysa of
amusemert,

“The fun of it 1s,” he ofed “Lhnl ume iocd Leo
trade, who thinks himsel! 0 smaxt, has gune o
upon the wrong track aliogether, e I3 s4er the
secretary, Stangerson, who had 20 mors o do with
the crime than the babe nnbern, ¥ huve vo okt
that he Las caught him by this trn®

The idea tick'ad Gregor 2o vl thad ae ket .nd
antil he choked,

““And Low 3id wou o pain et
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“Sh, I’.d tzll you allghoutit. Of cousse, Soetoy
Watsom, this is strictly between ourseives. The
first dificuity which we had to contsnd with was
the finding of this American’s anteredents, Some
people would have waited until their advertise
ments were answered, or until parties came forward
and volunteered information. That i3 not Tobias
Gregson’s way of going to work. ¥z rarmaamber
the hat beside the dead man?”’

“Yes,” sail Holmes; “by Jchn Uilzmrgood &
Sons, 129 Camberwell Road.”

Gregson locked guite crestfallen,

“I kad no idea that you poticed tho),” hesaid
*Flave yon been there?’

G‘N

“Hal” cried Gregeom, t:a & relleved woioop
should never neglect & chawre; however small it
may seem,”’

“f'o g great mind nothing is littz,” remarked
Eioles, sententicusly.

“Well, I went to Underwood, and asked him if
* ke had sold a hat of that size and description. He
looked over his books, and came on it at once. He
had sent the hat to a Mr. Drebber, residing at
Charpentisr's bossrding establishment, Torgusy Ter-
teee. Thrs ¥ got gt his address.”?

“dmest—~trry £mart?”  murmured Sherlock
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7 pezt called upon Madame Charpentier,” con-
finued the detective.  ““I found her very pale and
distressed. Her daughter was in the room, too—
an uncommonly fine girl she is, too; she was look-
ing red about the eyes, and her lips trembied as X
spoke to her, ‘That didn’t escepe my notice. I
began to smell arat, Vou know the feeling, Mr.
Sherlock Holmes, when you come upon the right
scent—a kind of thrill in your nerves. ‘Have you
heard of the mysterious death of your late boardér,
Mr. Esoch J. Drebber, of Cleveland? 1 asked.

The mother nodded. She didu’t seem able to
getout a word. The daughter burst into tears. §
felt more than ever that these people knew some-
thing of the matter,”

¢ At what o’clock did Rfr. Drebber leave your
house for the train?’ ** I asked.

“eAt eight o’'clock,’ she said, gulping in her
tireat to keep down her agitation, ‘His secretary,
Mr. Stangerson, said that there were two trains—
one at g.15and one at 13. Fe was to catch tie
ﬁ:st.b ”»

“ ‘And was that the last you saw of him? **

“A terrible change came over the woman’s fice
88 I esked the question. Her features turned per-
fectly livid. It was some seconds before she cou!ld
get out the second ‘Yes,” and when it did come 2°
was in & husky, unnstural voion,"
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s“rneen ayga sliance for & moment, and thea th,
daughier snoke in 8 calm, clear voice.”

¢ ‘No rood can ever come of falsehood, mother,
shesa?, ‘Tetus be frank with this gautleman,
We did s== Tz, Drebber again.’

“God forgive you P’ cried Madame Charpens
tlar, thyeiog wp her hands end sinking back in hep
chalr, “ ““en hizve murdered your brother.’”

“ tfiptor woutd rather that we gpoke the truth.!
the glst ereworsd Srmly,

¢ eTens bod best tell me all abamt it new,” I said,
Haliors filenves eze worse than nena,  Beside™
yon o 17t Enow how tzuch we know of it

i wreeg fiead be i, Alice? cried her mother;
end toon, mmg to e, ‘T will tell you gll, sin

Do nzt ivroise fhat my egiation on behalf of my
£0D T vap my fear lest hie should have had a
hand i s teveible affuir. I i3 ntterly innocent

of it. A is, Bowerer, that {n your eyes and
ia the evrz of olhers he may appear to be com-
promict,  %%hat, hewever, i3 suzely impossible,
Eiis hivn zrfwmmar, bis professicn, kis antecedents
world 2 1 Fohid i '

¢ o e bect way i3 to maYe a clenn bteast of the
facts,® X erverad.  ‘Depend upon it, if your son is
fnnocert B will be nene the worse.’

s peghern, Alice, you had better leave us to-

gethey,” oo g2id, and her daughter withdrew.
‘i’*fw, D2 g comtinned, ‘4 bad mo inteation of
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telling you all this, but since my poor daughisy
has disclosed it, I have no alternative. [aving
once decided to speak, I will tell ytm all without
omitting any particular.’

‘It is your wisest course,’ said I.

“‘Mr. Drebber has been with us neaxiy three
weeks, He and his secretary, Mr. ‘ﬁ‘sta;ucrerson,
had been traveling on the Continent. I noticed a
“Copenhagen’’ label upon each of thelr trunks,
showing that that had been their last stopping-
place, Stangerson was a quist, reserved man, but
his employer, I am sorry to say, was far otherwise.
He was coarse in his habits and bruitish in his
ways. The very night of his arrival ke became
very much the worse for drink, and, indeed, after
twelve o’clock in the day he could hardly ever be
said to be sober, His manners toward the maid-
servants were disgustingly free and familiar, Worst
of all, ke speedily assumed the same attiinde to-
ward my daughter, Alice, and spoke to her more
than once in a way which, fortunately, sheis toe
innocent to understand. On one occasion he actu-
ally seized her in his arms and embraced her—an
outrage which caused his own secretary to reproach
him for his unmanly conduct.’

* ‘But why did you stand all this? ¥ asked.
suppose that you can get rid of your boarders when
you wigh.’
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“Mire. Charpentier blushed at my pertinent ques
tion. “Would to God that I had given him notice
on the vory day he came,” she said. ‘But it wass
sore temptation, ‘T'hey were paying a pound a day
each--fourteen pounds a week, and this is a slack
seascn. § am a widow, and my boy in the navy
hkas cost me much., I grudged to lose the money.
¥ acted for the best. The last was too much, how-
ever, and I gave him notice to leave on accouat of
it. ‘That was the reason of his going.’

oWell ‘

¢ My heart grew light when I saw him drive
away. My soa is on leave just now, but I did not
tell him anything of this, for his teinper is violent,
sud he is passionately fond of his sister. When [
closed the door behind them a load seemed to be
lifted from my mind. Alas! in less than an hour
rhere was a ring at the bell, and I learned that Mr.
Drebber has returned. He was much excited, and
evidently the worse for drink. He forced his way
into the room where I was sitting with my
daughter, and made some incoherent remark about
having missed his train. He then turned to Alice
and, before my very face, proposed to her that she
should fly with him. ¢ You are of age,”” he said,
*and there is no law to stop you. I have money
enough and to spare. Never mind the old girl
bere, but come along with me now straight away.
_ You shall live like a princess.” Poor Alice was sa
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frightcned that she shrunk away from him, but he
caught her by the wrist and endeavored o draw
ker toward the door. I screamed, and at that
moment my son Arthur came into the room. What
happened then I do not know. I heard oaths and
the confused sounds of a scuffle. I was too terrified
to raise my head. When I did lock up I saw
Arthur standing in the doorway laughing, with a
" stick in his hand. ¢I don’t think that fine fellow
will trouble us again,”” hesaid. ‘I will just go
after him and see what he does with himself.’
With those words he took his hat and started off
down the street. The next morning w2 heard of
Mr. Drebber’s mystericus death.’

“This statement came from Mrs. Charpentier’s
lips with many gasps and pauses. At {{mes she
spoke so low that I could hardly catch thz words.
1 made skorthand notes of all that she said, how-
ever, so that there should be no possitility of a
mistaka.”

“It's guite exciting,” said Sherlock Iclinos,
with a yawn. ‘What happened next "

“When Mrs. Charpentier paused,” tke2 detective
continued, *‘I saw that the whole case huzg upon
one point. Fixing her with my eye in a way
which I always found effective with weomam, §
neked her of «riat hour ker son returned

¢ [ Go not hauwe,” she answered.

¥Ry Mpgir
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0¢530; he Las a latch key, and lot himevif fa,c

o« ¢ After you went to bed ?”’

ssoYVes,’®

o<« When did you go to bed ?*

« ¢ About eleven.’

¢80 y«‘ur son was goue &t least two houxs?'

¢ 6 YVen, .

LU PO.:JM iy four or ﬁve? v

e ¢ Yes,?

s¢ ¢ Whzt was he doing during that time?**

se ¢ 1 do miot know,’ she answered, turning white
¢o ber very lips,

¢« Of course after that there was nothing more ho
be doun. I found out where Lieutenant Char-
pentier was, took two officers with me, and arrested
bim. Wken I touched him on the shoulder and
warned bim to come quietly with us, he answered
us as bold as brass: *I suppose you are arrestug.
me for beinz concerned in the death of that
scoundrel Drebber,’” ke said. We had said nothing
to him about it, so that his alluding toit hada
most suspicions aspect.”

‘Very,”” said Holmes.

‘““He still carried the heavy stick which the
mother described him as having with him when he
followed Drebber, It was a stout oak cud

¢ What is your theory, then?”’

*T/eld, my theory is that he followed Drebber
s far oo the Brixton Rosd. When there, a fresh
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altercation arose between them, in the course of
which Drebber received a blow from the stick, inthe
pit of the stomach, perhaps, which killed him
without leaving any mark. The night was so wet
that no one was about, so Charpentier dragged the
body of bis victim into the empty house. Asto
the candle, and the blood, and the writing on the
wall, and the ring, they may all be so many tricks
to throw the police on to the wrong scent.”

“Well done!” said Holmes, in an encouraging
voice, “Really, Gregson, you are getting along.
We shall make something of you yet.”

“I flatter myself that I have managed it rather
neatly,” the detective answered proudly ‘“T'he
young man volunteered a statement, in which he
said that after following Drebber some time, the
latter perceived him, and took a cab in order to
get away from him. On his way home he met an
old shipmate, and took a long walk with him. On
being asked where this old shipmate lived, he was
unable to give any satisfactory reply. I think the
whole case fits together uncommonly well. What
&muses me is to think of Lestrade, who had started
off upon the wreng scent. I am afraid he won’t
make much of it. Why, by Jove, Lere’s the very
man himselfl"®

It was indeed Iestrade, who had sscended the
stairs while we were talking, and who now eatered
the oo, The sssurance and jsuntisess which
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genersily morked his demeanor and dress were howe
ever, wutiiing, His face was disturbed and troubled,
whiie kiv cinthes were disarranged end untidy. He
had evidently come with the intention of consulting
with Sherlock Holmes, for on perceiving his cole
league hz appeared to be embarrassed and put ont.
e stood in the center of the room, fumbling ner-
yously with kis hat, and uncertain what to do.
““T'his is a most extracrdinary case,” ke said at
fast—*‘a most incomprehensible effair.” .

“Ah, vou find it so, Mr. Lesttalel” cried Grege
gem, trivmphantly, T thought you would come
to that conclusion. Have you managed to fiad the
seeretary, Mr. Joseph Stengersoni”

#The secretary, Mr. Joseph Stangerson,”” said
Swztvede, gravely, "was murdered at Halliday's
Privie Toael abott eln o'clock this morning,*”




CHAYTER ViIE,
LIGET IN THY DARENESS.

The intelligence with which Lestrade greeted ue
was so momentous and so unexpected, that we were
all three fairly dumfounded. Gregson sprangout
of his chair and upset the remainder of his whisky
- and water, I stared in silence at Sherlock Holmes,
whose lips were compressed and his brows drawn
down over his eyes.

‘‘Stangerson, too!” ke muttered. °‘“The plot
thickens.”

“It was quite thick enough before,’” grumbled
Lestrade, taking a chair, “I scem tohave dropped
into asort of council of war.”

‘‘Are you—are you sure of this piece of intelli-
gence?”’ stammered Gregson. ‘

“I have just come from his room,’’ said Lestrade.
T was the first to discover what had occurred.”

“We have been hearing Gregson’s view of the
matter,”” Holmes observed. “Would you mind
letting us know whkat you have seen and done?”

“I have 1o chjection,”” Lestrade answered, seat-
ing himself. ‘I freely confess that I was of the

opinion that Starcerson was concerned in the death
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of Lesdier.  This fresh development has shown me
that I wweas completely mistaken. Full of the one
ides, I set myself to find out what had become cf
the secr<tary. They had been seen together st
Eustor Siation shout half-past eight on the evening
of the third. At two inthe morning Drebber had
been fund in the Brixton Road. The question
which confronted me was to find out how Stanger-
gon ha? been employed between 8.30 end the time
of the o3 icie, and what had become of himi afierward.
1 telegravhed to Liverpool, giving a description of
the min, and warning them to keep a watch upon
the American boats, I then set to work calling
upan 21 the hotels and lodging houses in the vi
cinity of Ruston. Yousee, I argued that if Dreb-
ber and hic companion had become separated, the
natural course for the latter would be to putup
somewhere in the vicinity for the night, and thew
to hiang about the station again next morning.”

“They would be likely toagree on some meeting-
place beforehand,”” remarked Holmes.

“So it proved. T spent the wholeof yesterday
evening in making inguiries entirely without avail.
This morning I began very esrly, and at eight
o’clock I reached Halliday’s Private Iotel, in
Little George Street. On my inquiry as to whethet
& Mr. Stangerson was living there, they at onoce
enewered me o the alinnativs
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“*Wo dombt you are the gentleman be was £5
pecting,’ tiey said. ‘Ie has been wailizyg for a4
gentlewan for two days.”

“RQhere is he now P I asked.

*4¥e is ppetairs in bed.  He wished to be calied
at nine.’

“It seemed to me that my sudden appearance
might shake his nerves and lead him to say some-
thing unguarded. The Bocts volunteered to show
me the rocn, it was on the secord foor, and there
was a susil corridor leading up toit. The Boots
pointd out the door to me, and was about to gn
downstairs zgain, when I saw some:hing that made
me feed sickish, in spite of my twenty years ex-
periente.  Prom under the door there curled a
little red withon of blood, which had meandered
across the passage and formed a litiles pool along
the skirting at the other side. I gave a cry, which
brougit the Boots back. He nearly fainted wh~n
he saw it.  The door was locked on the inside, but
we put cur shoulders to it, and knocked it in.
The window of the room was open, and beside the
window, all huddled up, lay the body of a man in
his nipht-dress. Ile was quite dead, snd had been
for some tirue, for his limbs were rigid and ccld.
When we turced him over, the Boots recognized
him at once as being the same gentleman who had
engaged the roca undsr the name of Josopn Stage
gersom,  The cause of death was a deep stab fa the
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feft siie, which must have penectrated the heart.
Ard now comes the strangest part of the affair,
What do you euppose was above the murdered
man 2’

1 feit & czeeping of the flesh, and a presentiment
of coming Iwezor, even before Sherlock Houmes
auswerad., 1

‘“The word RACER, written in letters of blood,”
ke said.

“Thet wae {t,” sald Lestrade, in an awe-struck
voice; and we were all silent for a while,

There was something so methodical and soin-
comprehensibie about the deeds of this unknewn
assassin, that it imparted a fresh ghastliness to his
crimes. Iy nerves, which were steady enough on
the fields of battle, tingled as I thought of it.

‘“The man was seen,” continued Lestrade. *“A
milk-boy, passing on his way to the dairy, hap-
peced to walk down the lane whichk leads from the
mews at the back of the hotel. He noticed thata
ladder, which usually lay there, was raised against
one of the windows of the second floor, which was
wide open. After passing, he looked back and saw

a man descend the ladder. ¥e came down so .

quietly and openly that the boy imagined him te
be some carpenter or joiner at work in the hotel.
He took no particular nctice of him, beyond
thinking in his own mind that it was early for him
%o be st work. Ie Lasan impression that the mas
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amg elf, had a reddich face, end was draoedins
fong, brownish ceat. Eie must Lave siayed in the
room scrre Xitle time alter the spurder, for we
found blcod-stained water in the housin, where he
had washed his kzads, and marks ocn the sheets
where ke had deliberatsly wiped his Bnil.”

Iglanced et Eolmes on heariny the dascription
of the rmurderer, which taliizd so ewactly with his
own. ‘ITzre -z, howersr, 0o vine ol exuitation
or saticfootion wpen kis face,

“Did yoa £2d nothing in the socws which could
farnizh o 22w 1o the murderer ¥ &2 asiad.

“Notaing. Siangersen bad Dietbor’s purse in
his pockzt, but i sesmms that thls was wsnsz), as he
did all the paying. There was elghty-ndd pounds
in it, but mcthing had been telien. Whatever the
motives of these eztraordinaery crimes, robbery is
certainly not oune of them. Thare were no papers
or pemesanda in the murdered man’s rocket,
except a single telsgram, dalsd from Cleveland
about g woath ago, and coptaluing the words, 4.
I isin Rarope.” Flore was uo name eppended
fo tils mwaseage."”

Y AxA Crore was noiklng elsn ¥ Iolmes asked.

“Rothlng of any importarce. 2he man's novel,
with which he had read bimst!f to slesp, was lying
hed, end Lis pipe was ob a chair beside
Tim, Jreomwss a glass of walsy o the table, and
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o the olalorell a czsll &ip olrtment-huz o
talning o coxple of pillis”?

Shestee Hnlmes syrapg Som kis kel withan
czoiamation of delizhe,

e i Mok, e afal emultectly. Wy
e Is oopndete?

%“%wmm&ammm et Lim in amazcment,

s} have row in my bends," iy companion said,
emfidently, “all the threads wirich hzve formed
such & tezgie. There ave, of course, detallstobe
£lied in, ot X am as certain of all the main facts,
from the Lane that Drebber parted from Stangerson
st the siation, up tothe discovery of the body of
the lattez, g8 15 Y had <een them with my own eyes.
fwill give you a proof of my knowledge. Couid
you ey vour hand upen those pills ¢

“X have them,” sald Lestrade, prodeing s st
ehite tex; “1 took thom and the putse end the
telegoem, intending to have them put in a place of
safwy o the Police Staeticn. It was the merest
ehence my taking these pills, for I am bound to
gay that I do not attach any izmportance to them.”

“Give them hers” scid Ilolmes. “MNow, doe
§or,” turning to me, “are these ordinary pills

They cextadnly were not.  ‘They were of a pearly
gray woior, senall, round, and almost tracsparent,
sgainst the Light. “From thelr Nghtness and
mmm Ishonld feagize that they ate seine
e dn ventens® X peomnaliad
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“Pracizely so,’” anewered Holmes, “Now wounld
you yuind going down and fetching that poor little
devil of a terrier which has been bad so long, and
which tte landlady wanted you to put out of ita
pain yesterday?”’

I went downstairs and carried the dog upstairsin
my anns. [Its labored breathing and glazing eye
showed that it was not far from itsend.  Indeed,
it snow-white muzzle proclaimed that it had ale
ready ezceeded tlhe usual term of canine existence, .
¥ placed it upon a cushion on the rag.

“I wiil now cutone ofthese pills in two,”’ said
Holmes, and drawing his penknife he suited the
action to the word. One half we return into the
box for future purposes, The other half I will
place in this wine-glass, in which is a teaspoonful
of water. Vou perceive that our friend, the doctor,
is ¥ight, and that it readily dissolves.”

“This may be very iateresting,” said Lestrade, in
the injured tone of one who suspects that he is be-
Ing laughed at. “I cam not see, kowever, what it
has to Go with the death of Mr. Joseph Stanger.
son,"

atiznce, my friend, patiepre! You will find
il time toat it has everything to do withit, I
shall now add a little milk to make the mixture
palatatle, end cn presentin g it to the dog we £2d
thet ks Loy O 3 ivadly enough.”
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&3 he gpole he tumed the contints o £42 whie
glass into a saucer and placed #2 in fron: ofike ter.
vier, who speedily licked it dry. Sherlock Holmes'
earnest demeancr had so far convinced us that we
&l sat in silence, watching the animai intently, and
expecting some startling effect. None sunch ap-
peared, however., The dog continued to iz stretched
upon thecushiom, breatbing in a labered way, but
apparenily neither the buotter nor the worse for its
draught.

Holmes had tefzzo cut kls watch, aud as minute
followed minute without result, en expression of
the utmost chagriz end disappointment appeared
vpon his features. ki guawed his lip, drummed
his frgers upoa the talle, and showed every other
symptom of acute impwtience. So great was his
emction that I felt sincerely sorry for him, while
the two detectives smiled derisively, by no means
displeased at this check which he had met.

“It czo’t be & coincidence,”” k2 cried, st last
springing from kis chair and pacing witdly up and
down the rocm; “it {s impossitie that it chouldbea
. mere coincidence, ‘The very pills which I sus
pected in the case of Dretber ere ectuslly found
after the death of Stangesson. And yet they are
inert. What canit meant Sarely my whole chain
of reasoning ¢su not kave been false,  Itis impossi-
blet And yet this wretched dog is none the worse.
A¥, % peee 27 TG 8 perfect shriek of dBight
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be rushed tc the box, cut the other pilt intwo,
dissolved it, added mil%k, and presented it to the
terrier. The unfortunate creature’s tongue seemed
hardly to have been inoistened in it before it gave
a convulsive shiver in every limb, and lay as rigid
and lifeless as if it had been struck by lightning.

Sherlock Holmes drew a long breath, and wiped
the perspiration from him forehead. I should
have more faith,” he said; ‘I ought to know by
this time that when a fact appears to be opposed to
a long train of deductions it invariable proves to be
capable of beariug some other interpretation. Of
the two pills in that box one was the most deadly
poison, and the other was entirely harmlcss. I
ought to have known that before ever I saw the
box at all,”

This last statement appeared to me to be so start
ling, that I could hardly believe that he was in his
sober senses. ‘Thete was the dead dog, however,
to prove that his conjecture had been correct. It
seemed to me that the mists in my own mind were
gradually ciearing away, and I begua to havea dim,
vague preception of the truth.

“Ajl this seems strange to you,”” continued
Holmes, ‘‘because you failed at the beginning of
the inquiry 'to grasp the importance of the single
real clew which was presented to you. I had the
good fortune to seize upon that, and everthing
which has occurred since then has served to confirmy
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my original supposition, and, indeed, was the fogh
cai sequence of it. Hence things which have pete
plexed you and made the case more obscure have
served to enlighten me and to strengthen my con-
clusions. It is a mistake to confound strangeness
with mystery. The most commonplace crime is
often the most mysterious because it presents no
new or special features from which deductions may
be drawn. ‘This murder would have been infinitely
nrore difficult to waravel had the body of the vic-
tim been simply found lying in the roadway without
eny of those outrd and sensational accompaniments
which have rendered i* remarkable. ‘These strange
€etails, far from making the case more difficult,
bave really had the effect of r=-Ling it less so.”

Mr. Gregson, who had listened to this address
with considerable impatience, could contain himseli
20 longer. “Lack kere, Mr. Sherlock Iolmes,”
ke srid, Y‘we are sl ready to acknowledge thatyoun
are a swmart man, and that you have your own
methods of working. We want something more
than mere theory andpreaching now, though., It
i3 a case of taking the man. I have made my case
out, aud it seems I was wrong. Young Charpen-

ier could not have been engaged in this second
efair., Lestrade went after his man, Stangerson,
and it eppears that he was wrong, too. You have
tarown out hints here, and hints there, and seem te
eno® micte than we do, but the time has come
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when we fuet that we have a trighl b ook »w
straight how mach you do know of the buciness
Can you name the man who did it?”*

1 cannot help feeling that Gregson is nght_,
gir,” remarked Lestrade. ““We have both tried, anié
we have both failed., VYon have remarked more than
once since I have been in the room that you had ali
the evidence which yourequire. Surely you will not
withLold it any longer.”

“Any dolay in arresting the assassin,’” I chserved,
“might give him titme to perpetrate some fresh
- atrocity.”

Thus pressed by 22 al), Holmes chowed signs of
frresolution.  He continzed to walk upand down
the room with %i3 %ead sunk on his chest and his
brows drawx §o'wis, 63 was his habit when lostin
thought.

“There will be no more murders,” he sz’datlast,
stopping ebrubtly and facing us. ““You can put
that consideration out of the question. VYou have
asked me if I know the name of the assassia. Ido.
The mere knowing of his name isa smail thing,
however, compurad with the power of laying our
bands upon him. ‘This I expect very shortly to do.
I have good hopes of managing it through my own
arrangements; but it is a thing which needs delicate
handling, for we have a shrewd and desperate man
to deal with, who is supported, as I have haa
oconsior to prove, by another who isas clevsy ea bz



e & STUDY IN SCARLEY.

self. As long as this man hasno idea that anyone cau
have a clew there is some chance of securing him;
but if he kad the slightest suspicion, he would change
his name, and vanish in an instant among the four
million inhabitants of this great city. Without
meaning to hurt either of your feelings, I am bound
to say that I consider these men to be more than a
match for the official force, and that is why I have
not asked your assistance. IfI fail I shall, of course,
incur all the blame due to this omission; but that I
am prepared for. At present I am ready to promise
that the instant that I can communicate with you
without endangering my own combinations, I shail
do so.” - .

Gregson and Legsrade seemed to be far from sat-
isfied by this assurance, or by the depreciating allu-
sion to the detective police. The former had flushed
up to the roots of his flaxen hair, while the other’s
beady eyer glistened with curiosity and resentment.
Neither of them had time to speak, however, before
there was a tap at the door and the spokesman of
the street Arabs, young Wiggins, introduced hisin-
significant and unsavory person.

“‘Please, sir,”” he said touching his forelock, “1
have the cab down stairs.”’

*Good boy,” said Holmes, blandly. “Whydon’t
you introduce this pattern at Scotland yard?”’ he
continuged taking a pair of steel handcuffs from a



frawer. *See how beautifully the spring works.
They fasten in an instant.”

“The old pattern is good emough,” remarked
Lestrade, ‘‘if we can find the man to put them on.”

‘Very good, very good,”’ said Holmes, smiling.
*“The cabmax may as well help me with my boxes,
Just ask him to step up, Wiggins.”

I was surprised to find my companion speaking
as though he were about to set out on a journey,
since ke had sot said anything to me about it.
There was 2 small portmanteau in the room, and
this he pullec out and began to strep. He was
busily engaged at it when the cabman entered the
foom.

“Just give mea help with this buckle, cabman,”
he said, kneeling over his task and never turning
his head.

The fellow came forward thh a somewhat sullen,
defiant air, and put down his hand to assist. ~ At
that instant there was a sharp click, the jangling of
metal, and Sherlock Holmes sprang to his feet again,

“Gentlemen,’’ he cried with flashing eyes, “let
me introluce you to Mr. Jefferson Hope, the mus-
derer of Enoch Drebber and of Joseph Stangerson.””

The whole thing occurred in a moment—so
yuickly that I had no time to relizeit., I have a
vivid recollection of that instant, of Hclines’
triwmphant expression and the ring of his voice, of
e cebmand s Cozed, savage face, as ke larad 3y tlye
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giittenary bondents, which Lad sppeated as Moy
megic ugon his wrists, For 8 second ox twro we
aight have Leon a group of statues.  Then, with
an inartizsiste roar of fury, the prisoner wrenched
himself free from Holines’ grasp, and hurled himself
through the window. Woodwork and glass gave
way befors Lim; but before he quite got through,
Gregson, Iestreds, and Hclimes sprang upon him
like so many stag-bounds. He was dragged back
into the raom, and then commenced a terrific cone
QRict, So vowerful and so Gerce was he, that the
four of s were shaken «ff ugain and agzin.  He
appesred %o have the couvalsive strength of a man
in an epilopiic f4.  Mis face and hands v re terribly
meangled by the passage through the glass, but loss
of blood 1ad no efect in diminishing his resistance,
It wes nod wnl Lestrade succeeded in getting his
hand fzeid2 ks neck-cloth and half strangling him
that we rzade him realize thet his struggles were of
0o avail; £ud even then we felt no security uatil we
had pinionsd his feet a3 well as his karnds, That
done we rose to our feet breathless and panting,

$We hare hia cab,” said Sherlock Holmes, “It
will serve to take kim to Scotlazd Yard. And
now, gaotlemen,” he continued, with a pleasant
smile, * we Lavereached the end of cunr little mys-
tery, ¥ou 1@ very welcome to put auy gquestions
hat woi 0 me now, and thers is o danges
e 1wl pties 1o Beswer theen




PART I
%2> Crontry of the Exsiin

CIZAPTER
0% TER CREAT ALEALY PLAIN.

Im ¢he central portion of the great Worth Aszaiic
esn Contrent there lies an erid end ropulsive
desert, which for many a long year served as 8
barrier sgrinst the advance of civilizatice. From
the Sierza Hevadz to Nebraska and from the Yel-
lowstoue Biver in the north to the Colcrado upon
the South, {8 a region of desolation angd silence,
Nor is uature elways in one mood throrghent this
grim districa. It comprises snow-capped and lofly
mountains, and dark and gloomy valleys, There
are swit- fowicg rivers which dash through jagged
canyons; exd there ave enormons plains, which ia
winter ere white with snow, andin summer are
gray with the sclipe alkali dust. They &ll pre-
serve, however, the common chsracteristics of
barrenness, tnbospitality, and misery,

Thers are no inhabitants of this tand ¢f despair
A bant of Trwmess or of Blackfest mey sccasicnr

Uy
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aly wewrre is order toreach other hunting
growemds, fGont the hardiest of the braves are glad
to fose ;02 o those awssome plalns, azd to find
themsalwe onoe moce wpon thelr pralres, Thed
oopots e smang (he soved, the burszerd flaps
Bamelly Gieragh the shn, and the Jumsy grizely
faaz inmbars through the dark revires, and picks
£p ench sustepance gs it can emong the rocks,
Tiese ure the scle dwallers in the wilderness.

Iz ¢ whale world there coen be no more dreary
view then that fiom the porihern slope of the
Slerra Mlanco. A3 far as the eye can reach stretches
the great fat plata land, all dusted over with
gatches of slkall, and dutersected by clumps of the
dwaviich chaparre]l bushes, On the extreme verge
of the Dborizen U= a long chein of mountain peaks,
Wil ey mgged summits fecked with snow
Fa this pyeat stretch of country there isno sign cf
Lie mer of anything appertaining to life. Thereis
ga ind o the steebliue heaven, no movement
wpel the dull, gray earth—shove all, there is
gheplute gilence. Listen as ome may, thereis no
ghadow of @ sound in all thet mighty wilderness;
nothing bul sllence—complete axd heort-subduing
silomoe. ~

It bas boen said there is rothing appertaining to
tifewpon the broad plain. That is hardly trus,
Locking down from the Sierra Blanco, cze seesa
vy tesed out acress the desest, whith winds
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away and islost in the extreme distance. Itis
rutted with wheels and trodden down by the feet
of many adventurers, Here and there are scattered
white-objects which glisten in the sun, and stand
out against the dull deposit of alkali. Approach,
and examine them ! They are bones; some large
and course, others smaller and more delicate. The
former have belonged to oxen, and the latter to
men. For fifteen hundred miles ones may trace
this ghastly caravan route by these scattered re-
mains of those who had fallen by the wayside.
Looking down on this very scene, there stood
apon the fourth of May, eighteen hundred and
forty-seven, a solitary traveler. His appearance
was such that he might have been the very genius
or demon of the region. An observer would have
found it dificult to say whether he was nearer to
forty or to sixty. His face was lean and haggard,
and the brcwn, parchment-like skin was drawn
tightly over the projecting bones; his long, brown
hair and beard were all flecked and dached with
white; his eyes were sunken in his head, and
surned with an unnatural luster; while the hand
which grasped his rifle was hardly more fleshy
than that ofa skeleton. Ashe stood, he leaned
upon his weapon for support, and yet his tall figure
and the massive framework of his bones suggested
8 wiry and vigorous constitution. His gaunt face,
bowever, and his clothes, which hung sc bpaggily
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over his shriveled Hmbs, proclaimed what it was
that gave him that senile and decrepit appearance,
The man was Gyiag~~dying from hunger and from
thirst.

He had tailed painfully down the ravine, and on
to this litt.e glevation, in the vain hope of seeing
some siguz of water. Now the great salt plain
stretched bofore his eyes, and the distant belt of
savagC mountains, without a sign anywhere of
plant or iree, which might indicate the presence
of moisture. 1In all that broad landscape there was
no gleam cf hope. North and east and west he
looked with wild, questioning eyes, and then he
realized that his wanderings had come to an end,
and that tiiere, on the barren crag, he was about to
die. ““Why not here, as well asin a feather bed,
twenty years hence,’”” he muttered, as he seated
himself in the shelter of a boulder,

Before citting down, he had deposited unen the
ground his useless rifle, and alac 2 large bundle
tied up ina gray shawl, which he had carrled
slung over his right shoulder. It aygearsd to be
somewhat toco heavy for his strength, for, ia lower-
ing it, it came down on the ground witk some little
violence. Instantly there broke from the gray
parcel a litt!e moaning cry, and fom it thete pro-
truded a small, scarad face, with very brigkt brows
eyes, and two speckled divpled Gsts
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“You've hurt me!” said a childish voice, re-
proachfrily,

“Have I, though?’ the man answered, peni-
tently; “I didn’t go for to do it.”” As he spoke he
unwrapped the gray shawl and extricated a pretty
little girl of about five years of age, whose dainty
shoes and smart pink frock, with its little linen
apron, all bespoke a mother’s care, ‘The child was
pale and wan, but her healthy arms and legs

" showed that she had suffered less than her com-
panion.

“How is it now?’ he answered, anxiously, for
she was still rubbing the towsy gclden curls which
covered the back of her head.

“Kiss it and make it well,”’ she said, with per-
fect gravity, shoving the injured part up to him.
“That’s what mother used to do. Where’s mother?”’

‘““Mother’s gone. I guess you’ll see her before
long.”

“‘Gone, eh?’ said the little girl. ‘‘Funny, she
didn’t say good-by; she ’most always did if she
was just goin’ over to auntie’s for tea, and now
she's been away for three days. Say, it’s awful
dry, ain’t it? Ain’t there no water nor nothing to
eat?”’ :

“No, there ain’t nothing, dearie. VYou'll just
need to be patient awhile, and then you'll be all
right. Put your head uvp agin me like that, and
then you'll fzel better. It ain’t easy to talk whea
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your lips is like leather, but I guess I'd best /et
you know how the cards lie. What’s that you’ve
got?”’

“Pretty things! fine things!”® cried the little girl,
enthusiastically, holding up two glittering frag-
ments of mica. When we goes back to home I'M
give them to brother Bob.”

“You’ll see prettier things than them soon,”
said the man confidentialy. ‘‘You just wait a bit.
I was going to tell you, though—you remember
when we left the river?”’

¢ QOh, yes.”

“Well, we reckoned we’d strike another river
soon, d’ye see. But there was somethin’ wrong;
compasses, orvmap, or somethin’, and it didn’t turn
up. Water ran out. Just except a little drop for
the likes of you and—and—"’ :

¢“And you couldn’t wash yourself,”’ interrupted
his companion gravely, staring up at his grimy
visage.

“No, nor drink. And Mr. Bender, he was the
first to go, and then Indian Pete, and then Mrs.
McGregor, and then Jobnny Homnes, and then,
dearie, your mother.”’

““’Then mother’s a deader, too,”’ cried the little
girl, dropping her face in her pinafore and sobbing
bitterly.

‘“Yes, they all went except you and me. Theid
1 thought there was some chance of water in thit
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direction, so I heaved you over my shoulder and
we tramped it together. It don't seem as though
we've improved matters. There's sn almighly
el chance for us nowl™ ,

“Po you mean that we are going to dis, too?
sczed the child, checking her sohs, eud relsing hee
tear-siained face.

“I guess that's about the size of it.”

“Why dldn‘'t yousay sc before P’ shesald, langhe
fug gleefully. *Vou gaveme such a Sigkt. Why,
of course, now as long ss ma dle wa'll e with
mother again.”

“Yes, you will, dearie.””

“frd you, too, I'll tcli ker how awiul good
yor've been. I'l] bet she meets us at the door of
heaven with a Biz pitcher of water, and a lot of
buckwheat cakes, hot, and toasted on both sides,
like Beb end me was fond o¢f. [ow long will it be
Grst? '

“1 don't know—not very long.”” The man's
eyes were fixed upon the northern horizon. In
the blue vault of the Leaven there appeared three
fittle specks which increased in size every mo-
fent, so rapldly did they approach. They speed«
Hy resolved themselves into three large brown
birds, which circled over the heads of the two
wenderers, and then setitled vpon some rocks
ghich overloofred themn They were leeanrds '
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e oniiozes of the West, whose coininyg B Y fwe
SR of dontl,

“Cocizs end hens,” criad the ttde glil glecfully,
pointing at thelr i1l-omened forms, and clappicg het
Bands to mske them glse, “Say, did God make
this counmy?* .

“In course e @4, sa’d her comgpanion, seiher
startiechy this nnexpected guestion.

~ “He made the country down {n Dlneis end He
made the Missour,” the Httle gisl cortinnad, I
guess som=body else made the country in these
parts. It's mot nessly so well done. Tioey forgot
the water aad the teees.””
©OMWat wonld ye think of cffertng wp preyes?”
e man acked, difidently,

3t ain’y wight vet,”” she answered.

St dom’t msand, It aln’t guite reguisr, dut He
won't oind e, vou bet. You say over themones
thet yon wesl to say every pight in the wagom
when we wes oo the palns”

“YWay dom't you sey some yorssel?’ the ckild
ashed, with wondering gyes.

% diwmaember them,® he goswored, 'Y hain’t

- 8aid mowme sinve I was half the height o' that gun.
I guess it's wever too late. You say thow out, and
'l stund by and come in on the clhiortses.””

$“Ihen yew'll need to kneel dowzn, and me too,”
&2 eald, layisg the shawl out for that purpose.
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“fon‘ve got o put your hands up likethis, It
makes you foel kind of good.”

It was s strange sight, had there been erything
but the buzzards to see it. Side by cids on the
garrow shawl knelt the two wanderers, thea little
prattling child end the reckless, bardenzd adven-
turer. Her chubby face and his haggard, angular
visage were hoth turned up to the cloudless heaven
In heartfelt entreaty to that dread being with whom
they were face 10 face, while the two voices-~the
one thin srd clear, the other deep and harshe--
onited in the entreaty for mercy and forgiveness.
The prayer £nished, they resutned their seat in the
shadow of the boulier until ihe child fell asleep,
mestling wpen the broad breast of her protector. Ha
watched cver her slumber for sowe time, but paturs
troved to be too strong for him., Fco tiuee daya
and three nights Be had sliowed hizsosif neithez
rest or tepose.  Slowly the eyelids dreoped over
the tired eyes, &nd the head sunk lovwer and lowsy
apon the breast, untll the man's grizzled beard waf

mized with the golden tresses of his companion, el
both slert tha same deep and dreamless slumi«s,

Had the wanderer remained swaie &g anardhy
half-hour a strange sight would have mot bla ey,"s
Bar away cn the extreme verge of the aluc 1: vl
© there tose o0 a little spray of dust, very s/iyht u&
8rat, ard bl to be distinguished from the “wta
oW e Auvaien, dat gredaally growing Lz sl




dreae? wndl 3 formed a solid, weil-defined cloud,
This cloud continued to increase in size until it be-
came evident that it could only be raised by a great
multitude of moving creatures. In more fertile
gpots the observer would have come tothe conclue
sicn that one of those great herds of bisons which
graze upon the prairie land was approaching him.
This was cbviously impossible in these arid wilds,
As the whirl of dust drew nearer to the solitary
Bluff upon whict: thes twe castaways were reposing,
the canvas-covered tilts of wagons and the figures of
- armed horsemzn began to show up through the haze,
end the erparition revealed itzelf asbeing agreat
Caravan upon its journey for the West,  Bat what
% caravzn! When the Iead of it had reached the
tiase of the mountains, ne rear was not yet visible
cn the borizoa. Right across the enormous plain
streched the straggling array, wagens and carts,
men on horseback, and men on foot. Innumera-
ble women who staggered along under the burdens,
and ckildren who toddisd beside the wagons or
peeped out from under the white coverings. ‘This
was 2vidently no ordinary party of immigrants, but
rather some nomad people who had been compelled
from stress of circumstances to seek themselves 8
new country. ‘There rose through theclearcira
confused clattering and rumbling from this great
mass of humanity, with the creaking of wheels and
tha peighing horses. Leud as it was, it was not
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sufficient to rouse the two tired wayfarers above
them.

At the head of the column there rode a score or
more grave, iron-faced men, clad in somber, home-
spun garments and armed with rifles, On reaching
the base of the bluff they halted and held a short
oouncil among themselves,

“The wells are to the right, my brothers,” said
one, a hard-lipped, clean-shaven man with grizzly

“To the right of the Sierra Blanco—so we shall
reach the Rio Grande,’’ said another.

“Fear not for water,’” cried athird. “He wha
could draw it from rocks will not now abandon is
own chiosen people,”

“Amen! Amen?’ responded the whole party.
They were about to resume their journey when
one of the youngest and keenest-eyed utteredan
exclamation and pointed up at the rugged crag
above them:. From its summit there fluttered a
little wisp of pink, showing up hard and bright
against the gray rocks behind. At the sight there
was a general reining up of horses and unslinging
of guns, while fresh horsemen came galloping up te
reinforce the vanguard. The word ‘‘Redskins’
was on every lip.

‘““There can’t be any number of Injuns here."
said the elderly man who appeared to be incom:
mand, *We have passed the Pawnees, and there
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e oo oifer Gibes untll we t10ss the giuak mousy
m& ot .

“Suall I go forward and see, Hoodlior Staeger
eond’ asked one of theband.

“s0d 1,7 “And L,” cried 2 donse volaes,

¢Legve your horses below end wewill walt you
hiere,” the Eider amswersd, In 8 moment the
yourg fellows bad dismounnted, fastened thait vorses,
and were gscending the precipitods slope which led
up to the ohiect which hiad excited thels curiosity.
They advanoed rapldly and noiscizssly, with the
confdence gud'demterity of practiced scouis. The
watchers from the plsis bdlow could sez them flit
from rock to rock entll thelr Szuses stood out
against the sky-lne, %he ycung men who had
first given thealermvrzs leading theom. €uldenly his
followers ssw N'm throw vp his hauds, o5 though
wercome wih estonilizent, aad on ioloizg him
hey wore efiocted in the sam2 way Ly thesight
which mat thelr eyes,

Oa the Lile platcen which croweelile barren
kil there stocd a efrgle glsnt bouldsr, cod against
this bonldsr thore loy o 1l man, Iong-honeded 2nd
bard-featnrod, but of an emcessiye thivarss. His
placid face and regular breething showed thathe
was fast eslecp.  Beside kim loy a Kttlz child, with
ker round white arms encirclizg his brown, sinewy
neck, and her golden-hiaired head resting nupon the
breast of his velveteen turic, ¥ay rosy lips were
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perted, showing the regular line of suow-whit.
teeth within, sud a playful smile played over her
infantile features. Her plump little white legs,
terminating in white socks and neat shggs with
shining buckles, cffered a strange contrast vo the
long, shrivelzd mcmbers of ker companion. On
the ladze of rock ghove thisstrange couple there
stood three solemn buzzards, who, at the sight of
the new-comzrs, uttered raucous screams of dissap-
pointment and Sapped sullenly away,

The cries of the foul birds awoke the two sleep-
ers, who stared abont them in bewilderment. ‘The
man stavgﬂwxi to s feet and looked down upon
the plain which had been so desolate when sleep
hed overiakan him, end which was now traversed
by tais enormous body of men and of beasts. His
face apsumed an expression of incredulity as he
gazed, and he passed &is bony hand over his eyes.
“TLis is what they call d:lirium, T guess,” he mut-
tered: ‘The child eicod beside him, holding on te
the skirt cf his cost, and said nothing, but looked
al! around her with the wondenng, questioning gaze
¢f childhood.

The rescuing party were speedily sble to convince
{he two castaways that their appearance was no
delusion, One of them seized the little girl and
holsted her wpon his shoulder, while two others
supported her gaunt comparnion, and as:isted him
toward the wagons.
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“My name is John Ferrier,” the wanderer ex-
plained; ‘“me and that little un are all that’s left
o’ twenty-one people. The rest is all dead o’ thirst
and hunger away down in the south.”

“Is she your child ?” asked some one.

“1 guess she is now,” the other cried, defiantly;
“she’s mine ’cause I saved her. No man will tzke
her away from me. She’s Lucy Ferrier from this
day on. Who are you though?” he: continued,
glancing with curiosity at his stalwart, sunburned
rescuers; ‘“ there seems to be a powerful lot of ye.”

“Nigh upon ten thousand,” said one of the young
men; “we are the persecuted children of God—the
chosen of the angel Merona.”

“1 never heard tell on him,” said the Wanderer
“He appears to have chosen a fair crowd of ye.”

“Do not jest at that which is sacred,” said the
other sternly. “We are of those who believe in
those sacred writings, drawn in Egyptian letters on
plates of beaten gold, which were handed unto the
holy Joseph Smith at Palmyra. We have come
from Nauvoo, in the state of Illinois{ yyhere we have
founded our temple. We have come to seek a re-
fuge from the violent man and from the godless,
even though it be the heart of the desert.”

The name of Nauvoo evidently recalled recollec-
tions to John Ferrier. “I see,” he said, “you are
the Mormons.”
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“We are the Mormox__,” answered his ecmpan-
ions with one voice.

“ And where are you going ?”’

“We do not know. The hand of Godis 1ead1no
us under the person of our Prophet. You must
come before him. He shall say what is to be done
with you.”

They had reached the base of the hill by this time,
and were surrounded by crowds of the pilgrims—
pale-faced, meek-looking women, strong, laughing
children, and anxious, earnest-eyed men. Many
were the cries of astonishment and of commiseration
which arose from them when they perceived the
youth of one of the strangers and the destitution of
the other. Their escort did not halt however, but
pushed on, followed by a great crowd of Mormons,
until they reached a wagon, which was conspicu-
ous for its great size, and for the gaudiness and
smartness of its appearance. Six horses were yoked
to it, whereas the others were furnished with two,
or, at -aost, four apie;¢  Beside the driver there
Sc«t a man who could not have been more than thirtv
years of age, but whose massive head and reso-
lute expression marked him as a lecader. Ie was
reading a brown backed volume, but as the crowd
approached he laid it aside 2nd listened attentively
to an account of the episode. Then he turned to
the twae eastaways.
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«If v take vou with us,” he sald, in solemn
words, “{t can only be as believers {n ony own creed.
We shall have no wolves in our fuld, Better far
that your bones should bleach in this wilderness
than that you chould prove to be that little speck
of decay which in time corrupts the wkele fuilt
Will you come with us on these terms?” ‘

“Guess I'll come with you on any terms,” said
Ferrier, with such emphasis that the grave Elders
could not restrain a smile. ‘The leadsr zlone re-
tained kis stern, impressive expression,

“Take him, Brotier Stangersen,”’ Ziz szid, “‘give
him food and drink, and the child likewise. Xetit
be your tz:% glso toteach himcur boly cread. We
have dzlayzd lonz emough, Forwesd! QOn, on
to Zion P’

“Cm, oz So Zien 1 criad the crowd of Llcrmons,
and the words rippled down the long caravan, pass-
ing from rmouth to mouth uctil they diad away in
a dull murmyr in the far distance.  With a cracking
of whips and a creaking of wheels (L great wagon
got ints mojion, and socon the whele caravan was
winding along cnce more. The FEider to whose
care the two waifs had been committed 1zd them to
his weagon, whare @ mesl was alrsaly awailing
them.

o o] remain here,”” hesaid.  ‘In a &ow
deys you will heve recoversd from yeur fatigwe

o
&,
g4

'
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In the meantime, remoamber that now and forever
you are of our refiglon. Brigham Woung has said it,
and he has spoien with the volce «f Joseph Smith,
which is the vuice ol Giud”



CHAPTER il.
THE FLOWER OF UTAH.

This is not the place to commemorate the trials
and privations endured by the immigrant Mormons
befcre they came to their final haven. From the
shores of the Mississippi to the Westein slopes of
the Rocky Mountains they had struggled on witha
constancy almost unparalleled in history. The
savage man, and the savage beast, hunger, thirst,
fatigue, -and discase—every impediment which
nature ccula place in the way, had all been over-
come with Anglo-Saxon tenacity. Yet the long
journey and accumulated terrors had shaken the
hearts of the stoutest among them. There was not
one who did not sink upon his knees in heartfelt
prayer when they saw the broad valley of Utah
bathed in the sunlight beneath them, and learned
from the lips of their leader that this was. the
promised land, and that these virgin acres were to
be theirs forevermore.

Young speedily proved himself to be a skillful
administrator as well as a resolute chief. Maps were
drawn and charts prepared, in which the future city
was sketched out. All around farms were ap-

(z232)
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portioned and allotted in propcrtion to the standing
of each individual. ‘The tradesman was put to his
trade and the artisan to his calling.  In the town
streets and squares sprang up as if by magic. In
the country thers was draining and hedging, plant-
iig and clearing wuatil the next summer saw the
whole country golden with the wheat cron. Every-
thing prospered in the strange settlement. Above
all, the great temple which they had erected in the
center of the city grew ever tellerand larger. From
the first blush of dawn until the closing cf the twi-
light, the clatter of tha hammer and the rasp of ths
saw was nzver absent from the monument which the
immigrants erected to Him who had led them safe
through masy dangers,

The two castaways, John Femrier and the little
girl who kad sharsd his fortunes and had been
adopted ss ais daughter, acrompanied the Mormons
to the exd of their great pilgrimage. Little Lucy
Ferrier was Lorne along pleasantly enoughi in Elder
Stangerszon’s wagon, a retreat which she shared with
the Mormon’s three wives and with his son, a head-
strong, forward beoy of twelve. Having raliied, with
theelasticity o childhood, from the shock caused by
ber mother’s death, she soon becamea pet with the
women, and reconciled herself to this new life in
her moving canvas-covered home. In the mean-
time, Ferrier, having recovered Zcom his privations,
Ustinguished himself es a useful guide end en ige
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defatipable bunter.  So rapidly did o= gola the es.
teem of Liis new compeanions, that whes tauy reached
the end of their wandsrings, it was noeuimously
agreed that he should be providad whi as large
and ferilie a tract of Jand as any cf the settiers, with
the exception of Yeung himself, snd of Swzngerson,
Rimball, Johoeton, aad Drebber, who were the four
erincipal Hiders,

QOn the fanm thus acguired Johin Fefrier built him-
self a subsiantial log house, which received so many
addition= ia succeeding yeers that it grew into a
roomy vilia. Ile wasa man of a practical tura of

ind, beea in kis dealings, skl with his hands.
His iron constitution enabled bl to work mcerning
and evening at improvicg end tilling his lands.
Hence it came about'that his fann znd 2I that be-
fonged to him prospered exceedirgly. In three
years he was better off than hisueizbboers, ic<ix he
was well-to-do, in nine he was rich, and in twelve
there wes rot half a dozen men ia i the whole of
Salt Lake City who could compare with kitn. From
the great inland sea to the distant Waksalch Moun-
tains thers was 0o nawme better known than that of
John Ferrier.

There was one way, end only one, in which he
offended the susceptibilities of his cu-rzlizionists.
No argument or persussion could ever induce him
to set up a female establishment after the manner of
S oompaniond e mnoever gave reasers ®ue thls
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persistent re*’usal tut contented himself by resolutely
end inflexibly adhering tohis determination. There
were some who accused him of Iukewarmness in
his adopted religion, and others who put it down to
greed of w=alth and reluctance to incur expense.
Others, 2gsiu, spoke of some early love affair, and
of a fair hal:ed girl who had pined away om the
shores cf ths Atlantic. Whatever thareason, Ferrier
remained strictly celibate. In every other respect
he conformed to the religion of the young setile-
ment, and gainad the name of being an «rthodon
and straight-walking mon,

Lucy Ferrier grew up within the log house, and
essisted her adopted father in all his undertakings.
Tas keen gir of the mountains and the balsamic
odor of -the pine-trees tock the place of nurse and
mother to the young girl. As year succeded to
year ske grew taller and stronger, her cheek more
ruddy, and her step more elastic. Many a wayfarer
upon the Ligh-road which ran by Ferrier’s farm
feit long-forgotten thoughtsy revive in his mind as
hewatched her lithe, girlish figure tripping through
the wheat-fields, or met her mounted upon her
father’s mustang, and managing it with all the
ease and grace cf a true child of the West. Sothe
bud blossomed into a flower, and the year which
saw her {ather the richest of the farmers left her as
fair a specimen of American girlhoed as ocould bz
fousd in the whole Pacific slope.
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It was not the father, howsver, who first dis.
wvovered that the child had developed into the
woman, It seldom isin such cases. That myss
terious change is too subtle and too gradual to be
measured by dates. Least of all does the maiden
herself know it until the tone of a vecice or the
touch of a hand sets her hoart thrilling within her,
end she learms, with a mixtu,= of pride and of fear,
that a new and a larger nature .)as awakened with-
in her. There are {ew who can tiot recall that day
and remember the one little incident which heralded
the dawn of anew life. In the case of Lucy Ferrier
the occasion was serious enough in itzelf, apart
from its future influence on her destiny aud that of
many besides.

It was a werm June moerning, and the Latter-day
Saints were s busy as the bees whose hive they
bave chosen for their emblem. 1In the ficlds and in
the streets rose the same hum of human industry.
Down the dusty high-roads defiled long streams of
heavily laden mules, all heading to the west, for
~ the gold fever had brcke out in California, and the
Overland Koute lay through the City cf the Elect.
There, too, were droves of sheep znd bullocks
coming in from the outlying pasture lands, and
trains of tired immigrants, men and korses equally
weary of their interminable journey. “Through all
this motley assemblage, threading her way with
the skill of an accomplished rider, there galloped
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Lucy #ari'ix, Ter faty face fushed with the exercise
end ber lony chestnut bair foating out behind her,
She had o commission from her t’z r in the city,
and was Gasling in as she had dane many 2 time
before, wit ali the fearlessness of youth, thinking
only of Lizr task and how it was to be performed.
The travei-stained adventurers gazed after herin
gstonishinoat, and even the unemoticnal Inmans,
jcz.movn:v in with their peltry, relazed thel
accustor:cd steicism as they m«rv*"ed at th° beauty
of the pale-faced maiden.

She had reached the outskirts of the city when
she fouul e road blocked by a great drove of
cattle, d:‘i*'en by a half-dozen wild-looking herds-
men fromz (o2 plains. In her impotience she en-
deavored (o cass this obstacle by pushmg her horse
into wizt ¢ opeaved to bea gap.  Scarcely had she
got faizly . i, however, before the beazts closed
in behinl and she found herself completel
imbeddzd in e moving stream of fierce-eyed, long-
horned trilscks. Accustomed as she was to deal
with catilz, she was not alarmed at the situation,
but took sdvantage of every opportunity to urge
her horc: cn in the hope of pushing her way
through (li= cavalcade. Unfortuznately the horns
of one of the creatures, either by accident or de-
sign, came I violent contact with the flank of the
miustang, and exzcited it to madness. In an instant
# reared v upon its hind-legs with a snett of rage,

"3
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and pranced gud tossed in a way that would hawe
unseated 2oy but a most skillfil rider, ‘The situas
tion was &1l of perfl. Every plunge of the excited
horse brought i sagainst the horas again, end
goaded it to fresh madness. It was all that the
girl could do to keep herself in the saddle, yeta
slip would mezn a tertible death under the Loofs of
the unwislcély and terrified animals. Unaccustomed
to sudden emergencies, her head began to swim,
and her grip upon tke bridle to relax. Choked by
the rising cloud of dust and by the steam from the-
struggling creaturss, she might have abandoned
her efforts in despair, but for a kindly voice at her
elbow which agssuted her of assistance, At the
saple moment a sinewy brown hand caughi the
frightened horse by the cuk, and, forcing a way
through the drove, soon brought her to the oule
skirts. : ‘

“You're not hurt, I noge, tniss?”? sald har pree
gerver respectiniiy.

She locked up st his dark, fierce face, and
leughed seuclly, “I’'m awful fiightened,” she said
paively; ‘‘whoever would kave thought that Pon-
cho would kave been so scared by a Yot of cows?*®

““Thank God you kept your seat,” the other said
earnestly] He was a tall, savage-looking young
ferlow, mounted cn a powerfil roan Li.se, and
clad inthe rough dress of a2 hunter, with a long
side slung over bis shoulders. ‘I guess yom are
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¢ne dangiior of John Ferrer,” ke remasked. %
azw you gide down from his house. When yon
see Lim, ask him if be remembers the Jefferson
Eopes of 5t. Louis. Ifhe’s the same Farrier, my
father ard he were pretty thick.

“Hadn’t you better come and ask yoursel?” she

-asked, domurely,

The young fellow scemed pleased at the svrggzs-
tion, and his dark eyes sparkled with pleasure,
“I'll de 50,”’ hesaid; “we’ve been in the mountains
for tws monthe and arD nol over and abovz in
visitiey condition. He must take usas be finds
s.”

“Ha c3a good desl 10 thank you frr, andso
bave I,” ¢he answered; “he’s awful fond of me
If those cows bead jumped on me be’d Lave never

got over 1.

“1ier wonld 1, said ey compenion,

“Vor? Well, I don’t see that it would meke
much motier to you, enyhow. Vou &ir't evaaa

i2ad cf oura,”

The yourg hunter’s dark face graw so gloowy
over this remark that Lucy Ferrier langtald cloud.

“Phzre, T didn’t mean that,” she said; “of i
opurse, you are a friend now. You must come angd'
a2 us. »ow [ wmust push along, or fither won,t

2t s vith his business any more.  Gocd-byl”

“Goand Ly, he answeved, raising Lis bread some

R T3 R < ) \1,
Seoen, u 0 Looding ever ber Ltle Good, Sk
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whepled her mustang round, gave it o axd writh hee
riding-whip, and dartad away dows ¢h< broad road
in a rolling cloud of dust.

Young Jefferson Ilope rode oz with Bls come
panious, gicomy and taciturn, Kceard they had
been among the Nevada Mountains prozpecting for
silver, and were returning to Salt Lak2 ity in the
hope cf raising capital enough to wozlz soime lodes
which they had discoversd, He had been as keen
&s any of them upon the business until tais sudden
incident had drawa ’ais thoughts inio anciber chan.
nel. ‘The sight of the fair young giti, &3 fienk and
wholescime as the Sierra breezs, hal sined his
volcanic, untamed heart to its very &z When
ghe had vanished from his sight, he realized thata
crisis had come in his life, and that noiilic silver
gpeculatices nor any other questions coul

13 ever be
of such importance to himas this new crd all-ab-
sorbing one. The love which had spracg vp in his
heart was not the sudden, changeable faucy ofa
boy, but rather the wild, fierce passion of a2 man of
strong will and impericus temper. IIe had been
accustomed to succeed in all that he undertook.
He swore in hiz heart he would not £l in this i
human eficrt and human preserverance could
render him successful.

He called on John Ferrier that nish?, 2nd many
times again until his face was a familiag one at the
farm-house. John, cooped upin the wvalley, cnd
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ehsotbedt in his work, had little chance of learning
the news of the outside world during the last twelve
years. Ail this Jefferson Hope was able to teli
him, and in a style which interested Lucy as well as
her fataer. ¥ie had been a pioneer in California,
gnd could narrate many a strange tale of fortunes
made and fortunes lost in those wild halcyon days.
" Hehad been a scout toe, and a trapper, a silver
expiorer, ond a ranchman. Wherever stirring ad-
ventures were to be had, Jefferson Hope had been
there in search of them. Xe soon becaiue a favorite
with the old farmer, who spoke eloguently of hic
virtues. On such occassions Lucy was silent, but
her blushing cheek and her bright, happy eyes
showed only too clearly that her young heart was
no longer her own. Her honest father may not
have observed these sy nptons, but they were
assurecly not thrown away upon the man who had
won her affections,

it was a summer evening when he came gallom
ing down the road and pulled up at the gate. She
was at the doorway, and came down to meet him.
He threw the bridle over the fence and strode up
the pathway.

‘I am off, Lucy,” ke said, taking her two hands
in his, and gazing tenderly down into her face; *I
won’t ask you to corue with me now, but will yon
be ready to come when I am here again.?”-
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“Aud when will that be?” she acskad, Tloshmy
and laughing,

“A couple of months at the cwizile. I will
cipe and claim you thea, my darlng. There's
0 one who can stand between us.’,

“And how about father?’ she asked,

“He has given his consent, pwvieis& we et these
mines working all right. Ihaye ©oferron tha
head.”

“Qh, well, of course, if yoa and fah.s@r have
arranged itall, there’s ro more to e said,” she
whispered, with her cheek agrinst his broad breast.

““Thank God!’’ he said, hoarsely, stocping and
kissing her. It is settled then. ‘The longer I
stay the harder it will be to go. They are waiting
for me at the canon. Good-by, wy own darling—
good-ty. In two months you sazll s22 me.”

Hetore himself frota her as b2 sot%2, and, filug.
ing himself wpon his korse, é,mcc*‘ =3 fariously
away, never even looking arcund, &s iliough afraid
that his resolution might fail hi’“ if ke tock ong
glance at what he was leaving. &lie sicod atthe
gate, gazing after him nntil he vau‘fé”,zed from het
sight. Then che walked back inlo ke Lozse, U
kapplest gisd in &l Utak,



‘ CHAPTER I3
JOEN PERRIER TALKS WITH THE FROPRIT.

TeREE weeks had passed since Jefferson Hopg
and his comrades haqd departed from Salt Lake City.
John Yerrier's heart was sore within bim when he
thought of the young man’s return, and of the ime
pending loss of his adopted child. Vet her bright
and happy f{zce reconciled him to the arrangoment
more than any argument cculd have done. e ha
always determined, deep down in his resclete heaif
that nothing would ever induce him to allow I
daughter to wed a Mormon. Such a marriage &
regarded as no maraiage at all, but as a shame and
& disgrace. Whatever he might think of the Mor-
mon doctrines, upon that one point he was index-
jble. He had to seal his mouth on the subject,
however, for to express an unorthodox apinion was
e dangerous matter in those days in the Land of the
Saints.

Yes, a dangerous matter—so dangerous that even
the most saintly dared only whisper their religious
opinions with bated breath, lest something which
fell from their lips might be misconstrued, and bring

down a swift retribution upon them. The victims
o
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of persseution had now turned persectitors on theh
own account, and persecutors ¢f the most terrible
description. Not the Inquisition of Seville, nor the
German Vehmgericht, nor the secret societies of
Etaly, were ever able to put a more formidable mach-
inery in motion than that which cast a cloud over
the Territory of Utiah. ,

Its invisibility, and the mystery which was ate
tached ta it, made this organization doubly terrible.
It appeared to be omniscient and omuipotent, and
yet was never seen nor heard. ‘The man who held
out against the church vanisked away, and none
bknew whither he had gone or what had befallen
fim. Hiswife and children awaited him at home,
but no father ever returned to tell them how he had
fared at the hands of his secret judges. A rash
. word or a hasty act was followed by annihilation,
sud yet none knew what the nature might be of
this terrible power which was suspended over them,
No wonder that men went about in fear and trems
bling, and that even in the heart of the wildernesa
they dared not whisper the doubts which oppressed
them.

At first this vague and terrible power was exer.
cised only upon the recalcitrants who, having em.
braced the Mormon faith, wished afterward to
pervert or to abandon it. Soon, however, it took a
wider range. ‘The supply of adult women was run:
ning short, and poligamy, without a female popu-
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tetion on which to draw, was a barrea Joctrine
Inaeed. Strange rumors began to be bandied aborh
=rumors of murdered immigrants and riled camps
I regions where Indians had never been seen.
Fresh women appeared in the harems of the elderg—
women who pined and wept, and bore upon the
faces, the traces of an inextinguishable horvor.
Belated wanderers vpon tha mountaics spoke of
gangs of armed men, maskad, stealthy, vud ncisless,
who flitted by them iu the darbpess.  {hzse talss
and rumors tock substauce and shape, nod were
gorroborated and re-corrchorated until [iay resiived
thewselves into a definite name, To tiiz day, i
ibe lonley ranches of the Waest, th= num
Danite Band, or the Avenging Angels, is o sivister
and ill-omened cne.

Fuller knowiedge of the crgani- :
duced such terrible results served o i
than to lessen the horror which it inzp!s
minds of men. Noneknew who belox
ruthless soclety. ‘Fhe namesof the parl.
the deeds of bloed and vislence, dere
name of religion, were kept profoundly o
very friend to whom you communicated wvou: atise
givings as to the Prophet and his missicn might be
one of those who weuld come forta at wizat with
fire and sword to exact a terriblz reparatizn. ITence
every man feared his neighbor, 2ud 2912 23che of
the things pasrest hiz henrk
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{ine £ne merning, Jehn Ferrier was ghout to set
out to his wheat-fields, when he heard the click of
the latch, and, looking through the window, saw
fstout, sandy haired, middiz-aged man cotning up
the pathway. His heart leaped to his mouth, for
this was none cother than the great Brigham Young
himself. Full of trepidation—for ke Lmew that
such a visit boded him little good—Ferrier ran to
the door to greet the Mormon chief. The latter,
however received his salutation coldly, and followed
him with a stern face into thesitting-room

““Brother Ferrier,” he said, taking a seat, and
eyeing the farmer keenly from under his light.
colored eyelashes, ‘‘the true believers have been
good friends to you. We picked you up when yot
were starving in the desert, we shared our foud with
vou, led you safe to the Chosen Valley, gave you a
goodly share of land, and allowed you to wax rlch
wnder our nrotection.  Is not this so?”?

It is s0,” answered Jobn Ferrier,

*“In raturn for all this we asiked but one condition,
and that was that yon should embrace the true
faith and conform in every way to its usages. This
you promised to do; and this, if commen report
says truly, you have neglected.”

“And how bhave I neglected #i? asked Ferrier,
throwing out his hands in expostulation. “Have
1 not given to the common fund? Have I not
stiended at the Temple? Elave I not—P”
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“Where are your wives?’ asked Young, locking
around him. ‘‘Call them in, that I may greet
them.”

“It is true that I have not married,” Ferrier
answered. ‘‘But women were few, and there were
many who had better claims than I. I was nota
lonely mae; I had my daughter to zttend tc my
wants.” B

«jt is of that daughter that I world speak to
yon,”” said the leader of the Mormons, “She has
grown to he the flower of Utah, and kas found
favor in the eyes of miany who are Lizh in the

* land.”

John Ferrier groaned internally,

‘“There are stories of her which I would fain dis-
believe-—stories that she is sealed to some Gentile.
This must be the gossip of idle tongues. What is
the thirteenth rule in the code of the sainted Joseph
Smith? ‘Let every maiden of the true faith marry
one of the elect; for if she wed a Gentile she com-
mits a grievons sin.” This being so, it is impos-
sible that you, who profess the holy creed, should
suffer your darghter to viclate it.”

John Ferrier made no answer, but lLie played
tervously with his riding-whip,

‘““Upon this one peint your whole faith shall be
tested—so it has been decided in the Sacred Council
of Four. The gitl is young, and we would not
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have her wed gray hairs, neither would we deprica
her of all chisice. We elders have many heifers,*
but our chiidren must also be provided. Stangep
scn has a son, and Drebber has a son, and either of
them would gladly welcome your daughter to their
house. ILet her choose between them. ‘They are
young and rich, aud cf the true faith. What say
you to thatt””

Farrier romained silent for some little time with
his brow knitted.

“You will give us time,”” he said at last. My
daughtev is very young-—she is scarce of ag age te
marry.”’

“‘She shall have amonth fochoose,” said Young,
rising from his seat. “‘£%taeend of that time she
shall give ber answer.””

He was passing through the door, when he
turned, with flushed face and flashing eyes. It
were better for you, John Ferrier,”” he thundered,
“that you and she were now lying blanched skele-
tons upen the Sierra Blanco, than that you should
put your weak wills against the orders of the Holy
Fourl” i

With a threatening gesture of his hand he turned
from the door, and Ferrier heard his heavy step
scrunching along the shingly path.

He was still standing with his elbows upon his
Ences, considering how he should broach the matter

*Hzier £. Kimball, in one of his sermons, gliudes Yo his
Fundred wives twics Giud endearing epitast.
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to his daughter, when a soft hand was 1aid vpon
his, and looking up he saw her standing beside
him. One glance at her pale, frightened facs
showed him that she had heard what had passed.

I could not help it,”’ she said, in answer to his
look. ‘‘His voice rang through the house. Oh,
father, father, what shall we do?”?

“Don’t you scare yourself,”’ he answered, draw-
ing her to him, and passing his broad, rough hand
caressingly over her chestnut hair. “We'll fix it
up somehow or another. You don’t find your
fancy kind o’ lessening for this chap, do youn{”’

A sob and a squeeze of his band was hker only
answer.

“No; of course not. I shouldn’t care to hear
you say you did. He’s alikely lad, and he'sa
Christian, which is more than tkese folk here, in
spite o’ all their praying and preaching, “There’s
a party starting for Nevada to-morrow, and I’ll
manage to send him a message, letting him know
the hole we are in. If I know ,anything o’ that
young man, he’ll be back here with a speed that
would whip electro-telegraphs.”’

Lucy laughed through her tears at her f'xthet 9
description.

“When he comes he will advise us for the best.
But it is for you that I am frightened, deas. One
hears—one hears such dreadful stories about those
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who cppose the Prophet; something terifile alweage
happens to them.”

“But we haven’t opposed him yet,”” her father
onswered. “It will be time te lock out for squalls
when we do. We have a clear month befors us; 3t
the end of that, I guess we had best shin out &
Utah.”

“Leave Utah?”

““That's about the sipe of 8.%

: *Rut the farm?”

vWe will raise as ruch as we cen in wiesey, sl
let the rest go. ‘To tell the truth, Lucy & &0’ e
first time I have thought of doing it I Gt cass
about knuckling under to 2y mep, a8 ks foik
do to their darned prophet. I'm 2 few-noce Amer-
ican, and it's all new to me. QGuess 'm tooold
learn. If he comes browsing about this farm, he
might chance to run up against a charge of buck-
shot traveling in the opposite direction.”

“But they wou’t let us leave,”” his deughter
objected.

“Wait ¢ill Jefforson comes, aad we'll soom mens
age that. Iu the meantime, don’t you fret your-
self, my dearie, and don’t get your eyessweiled up,
else he’ll be wallsing into me when he sees you.

There’s nothing to bz afeard gbout, and there’s o
danger at ll.’’
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John Ferrier uttered these consoling remarks in 2
very confident tone, but she could not help chserv-
ing that he paid unusual care to the fastening of
the doors that night, and that he carefully cleaned
and loaded the rusty old shot-gun which hung upon
the weall of hic bea-Yoeus,



CEZAPTER IV,
A PLIGHT FOR LIFE.

{n the moralng which follewed his interview
with the Mormon Prophet, John Ferrier went in to
Salt Lake City, ang having found his acquaintance,
who was bound for the Nevada Mountains, he
intrusted him with this message 10 Jefferson Hope.
In it he told the young man of the imminent danger
which threatened them, end how necessary it was
that he should return. Eaving done thus, he felt
easier in kis mind, and returned home with a lighter
feart,

As he apyroached his farm he was surprised to
~ see & horse hitched to each of the posts of the gate,
Still more surprised was he on entering to find two
young men in possession of his sitting-room. One,
with a leong, pale face, was leaning back in the
rocking-chair, with his feet cocked up upon the
stove. ‘The other, a bull-necked youth with coarse,
bloated features, was standing in front of the window
with his hands in his pockets, whistling a popular
hymn. Both of them nodded to Ferrier g5 he en-
tered, and the one in the rocking-chair commencad
the conversation.

draR
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“Maybe you don’t know us,” he said, ““This
here is the son of Elder Drebber, and I'm Joseph
Stangerson, who traveled with you-in the desert
when the Lord stretched otit his hand and gathered
you into the true fHld.”

“As he will all the gpations in his own good
time,”” said the octher, in a nasal voice; “he
grindeth slowly but exceeding small.”’

John Ferrier bowed coldly. He had guessed
who his visitors were.

“We have come,” contintted Stangerson, “at
the advice of our fathers, to eclicit the hand of your
daughter for whichever of us may seem good to you
and to her. As I have but four wives and Brother
Drebber here has seven, it appears to me that my
claim is the stronger cne.”’

‘‘Nay, nay, Brother Eiangarson,’” cried the other;
“the question is not how many wives we have, but
how many we can keep., My fether has now given
over his milis to me, and I am the richer man.”

“But ray prospects are better,”’ said the other,
warmly. “When the Lord removes my fathar, 1
shall have his tanning-yard and his leather-factory.
Then I am your elder, and am higher in the
Cliurca.”

*It will be for the maiden to decide,” rejoined
young Drebber, smirking at his own reflection in
the glass. ‘‘We will leave it all to her decision.”’

During this dizlogne Join Fersleyr had sioud
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fuming in the doorway, hardly ableto keep his
riding-whip from the backs of his two visitors,

“Look here,”” he said at last, striding up 0
them, ‘“‘when my daughter summons you, you can
come ; but until then, I don’t want to see your
faces again.” ~

The two young Mormons stared at him in
amazement, In their eyes this competition be-
tween them for the maiden’s hand was the highest
of honors, both to her and her father.

‘““There are two ways out of the rocm,” cried
Ferrier ; there is the door, and there is the window
Which do you care to usep*’

His brown face looked so savage, and his gaunt,
hands so threatening, that his visitors sprang to
their feet and beat a hurried retreat. The old
farmer followed them to the door.

“Tet me know when you have settled whicb itis
to be,” he said, sardonically.

“You shall smart for this?’ Stangerson cried,
white with rage. ‘““You have defied the Prophet
and the Council of Four. Vou shall rue it to the
end of your days.”

““The hard of the Lo:d siia!l be heavy upon you,”
cried young Drebber; he will arise and smite
you I’

““Then 'l start the smiting I’ exclaimed Fer-
rier, furiously, and would have rushed upstairs
for his gun had not Lucy seized him by the arm
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and restrained him. Before he could escape from
her, the ciatter of horses’ hoofs told him that they
were beyond his reach,

“The young canting rascals?’ he exclaimed,
wiping the prespiration from his forehead; ‘I would
sooner see you in your grave, my gitl, than the
wife of either of them.”

“And so should I, father,” she answsred with
upirit; “‘but Jefferson will soon be here.”

“Ves, It will not be long before he comes. The
gooner the better, for we do not xnow what thezr
next move may be,””

It was, indeed, high time that some one capable
of giving advice and help should come to the aid of
the sturdy old farmer and his adopted daughter. In
the whole history of the settlement there had never
been a case of rank disobedience to the authority of
the elders. If minor errors were punished so
sternly, what would be the fate of this arch rebel?
Ferrier knew that his wealth and position would be
of no avail to him. Othersas well known and as
rich as himself had been spirited away before now,
and their goods given over {o the Church. Hewas
a brave man, but he trembled at the vague, sha-
dowy terrors which hung over kim. Any known
danger he couvld face with o firm iip, but this cuse
pense was uanerving. Ife unicealed his fears fum
his daughter, howsver, g 2-ted to make o'ty
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cf thre whole matter, though she, with the keen eye
of love, saw plainly that he was ill at ease.

He expected thet he would receive some message
or remonstrance ffom Young as to his conduct, and
he was not mistaken, though it came in an unlooked-
for manner. Upon rising next morning he found,
to his surprise, a small square of paper pinned on
to the coverlet of his bed just over his chest. On
it was printed, in bold, straggling letters

‘““I'wenty-nine days are given you for amendment,
and then—"’

The dash was more fear-inspiring than any threat
could have been. How this warning came into
his room puzzled John Ferrier sorely, for his ser-
vant 'slept in an outhouse, and the doors and win-
dows had all been secured. He crumpled the paper
up and said notkirg to his daughter, but the inci-
dent struck a chill into his keart ‘The twenty-nine
days were evidently the balance of tke month which
Young had promised. What strength or courage
could avail against an enemy armed witiy such mys-
terious powers? The hand which fastened that
pin might have struck him to the heart, and he
could never have know who had slain hiw

Still more shaken was he the next morning,
They had sat down to their breakfast when Lucy,
with a cry of surprise, pointed upward. In the
center of the ceiling was scrawled. with a burned
stick apparently. the mumber 28. To his daugh-
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ter it was unintelligible, and he did not enlighten
her. That night he sat up with his gun and kept
watch and ward. He saw and he heard notking,
andyet in the morning a great 27 had been painted
upou the outside of his door.

- Thus day followed day; and as stre as morning
came he found that his unseen enemies had kept
their register, and had marked up in some con-
spicuous position how many days were still left to
him out of the month of grace. Sometimes the
fatal numbers appeared upon the walls, sometimes
upon the floors; occasionally they were on small
placards, stuck upon the garden-gate or the railings.
With all his vigilance John Ferrier could not dis-

cover whence these daily warnings proceeded. A .

horror, which was almost superstitious, came upon
him at the sight of them. He became haggard and
restless, and his eyes kad the troubled look of some
haunted creature. He had but one hope in life
now, and that was for the arrival of the young
hunter from Nevada.

Twenty had changed to fifteen, and fifteen to
ten; but there was no news of the absentee. One
by one the numbers dwindled down, and still there
came nosigh of him. Whenever a horseman clat-
tered down the road or a driver shouted at his
team, the old farmer hurried to the gate, thinking
that help had arrived at last. At last, when he
saw five give way to four and that again to three,
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he lost heart, and abandoned all hope of escape.
Single-handed, and with his limited knowledge of
the mountains which surrounded the settlement, he
knew that hie was powerless, ‘The more frequented
roads were strictly watched and guarded, and none
could pass zlong them without an order from the
¢ouncil. Turn which way he would, there ap-
peared to hiz o avoiding the biow which hung over
him. Vetthe old man never waverad inhis resolu-
tion to part with life itself before he consented to
what he regarded as his daughter’s dishonor.

He was sitting alone one evening pondering
geeply over his troubles, and searching vainly for
soine way cut of them. That morning had shown
the fioure 2 upon the wsll of his hiouse, and the
next dav would be ¢he last of the allotted time,
What was to happen then? All manner of vague
end tervitle fancies £illed hls imagination. And
his cdaughtzr—what wsas to beccins of her after he
was gonz? WV/es there noesczne from the invisible
sot-wor’s which was draom all round them? He
caniz his pead upon the tabls and sobbedat the
thorght of his own impotence,

What was thai? In the silencehe heard a gentle
grratching  sonnd—iow, but very distinct, in the
auiet of the night. It came from the door of the
house. Femier crept into the hall and listened in-
tently. ‘There was a pause fora few moments, and
53 the low insidious sound was repeated. Some
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-u= Was evidently tapping very gently upém one of
the panels of the door. Was it some midmight
assassin who had come to carry out the murderous
order of the secret tribunal ? Or was it some agent -
who was marking up that the last day of grace had
arrived? John Ferrier felt thatinstant death wouid
be better than the suspense which shook his nerves
and chilled his heart. Springing forward, ha drew
the bolt and threw the door open.

Outside all was calm and quie> “T'he night was
fine, and the stars were twinkling brightly overhead.
The little frout garden lay before the farmer’s eyes,
bounded by the fence and gate; but neither there
nor on the road was any human being to be seen.
With a sigh of relief Ferrier looked to right and to
left, until happening to glance straight down at his
own feet he saw to his astonishment a man lying
flat upon his face upon the ground, with arms and
legs all a-sprawl.

5o unnerved was he at thesight that heleaned up
against the wall with his hand to his throst to stifle
his inclination to call out.  His first thought was
that the prostrate figure was that of some wounded
or dying man, but as he watched it he saw it writhe
along the ground and into the hall with the rapidity
and nociselessness of a serpent. Once within the
house the man sprang to his feet, closed the door,
and revealed to the astonished farmer the fierce faca
and resolute expression of yeterson riopw.
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. %Good God!”’ gasped John Ferrier. ‘‘How you
scared me! Whatever made you come in like that?”

“Give me food,”’ the other said hoarsely. ‘“Ihave
fiad no time for bite or sup for eight-and-forty-
hours.”” He flung himself upon the cold meat and
bread which were stiil lying upon the table from hie
host’s supper, and devoured it voraciously. ‘‘Does
Lucy bear up well?’ he asked, when he had
satisfied his hunger.

“Yes. She does not know 'the danger,” her
father answered.

“‘That is well. The house is watched on every
side. That is why I crawled my way up to it.
They may be darned sharp, but they’re not quite
sharp euough to catch a Washoe hunter.”

John Ferrier felt a different man now that he
realized that he had a devoted ally. He seized the
young man’s leathery hand and wrung it cordially.
“You’re aman to be proud of,”” he said. ‘“There
are not many who would come to share our danger
and cur troubles.”

‘“ You’ve hit it there, pard,” the young hunter
answered. “‘I have a respect for you, but if you
were alene in this business I’d think twice before I
put my head into such a hornet’s nest.  It’s Lucy
that brings me here, and before harm comes on her
I guess there will be one less o’ the Hope family in
Utah.”

‘““What are we todo ? **



8 PTLIGHT fOR 13¥ 158

*Po-morrow is your last day, and unless you act
to-night you arelost. Ihave a muie and two horses
waiting in the Eagle Ravine. ¥o™ much money .
have you?"’

“Two thousand dolars 1n gold, and five in notes.”

* That will do. I have as much more to add to
ft. We must push for Carson City through the
mountains. You had best wake Lucy. It is es
well that the servants do not sleep in the house.”

While Ferrier was absent preparing his daughter
for the approaching journey, Jefferson Hope packed
all the eatables that he could find into a small par-
cel, and filled a stone jar with water, for he knew
by experience that the meuntain wells ware few and
far between, He had hardly completed his arrange-
ments before the farmer returned wtth his daughter
all dressed and ready for a start. ‘The greeting be-
tween the lovers was warm but brief, for minutes
were precious, and there was much to be done.

*We must make qur start at once,”’ said Jafferson
Hope, speaking in a low but resolute voice, like one
who realizes the greatness of the peril, but has
steeled his heart to meet it.  ‘‘Ths front and back
entrances are wztched, but with caution we may'get
away through the side window and across the £zlds.
Once on the road, we are only two miles from the
Ravine whers the horses are waiting. By daybreak
we should be half-way through the mountaips,”

¢ Wtat if we ace stopped 2 asked Ferrier.
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Fiope slapped the revolver butt which protruded
from the front of his tunic. *“If there are too many
for us we shall take two or three of them with us,”
he said with sinister smile.

The lights inside the house had all been extin-
iguished, and from the darkened window Ferrier
peered over the fields which had been his own, and
which ke was now about to abandon forever. He
had long unerved himself to the sacrifice, however,
and the thought of the honor and happiness of his
daughter cutweighed any regret at his ruined
fortunes. All locked so peaceful and happy, the
rustling trees and the broad, silent stretch of grain-
land, that it was difficult to realize that the spirit of
murder lurked through itall.  Yet the white face
and set expression of the young hunter showed that
in his approach to the house he had seen enough to
satisfy him upon-that head.

Ferrier carried the bag of gold and notes,
Jefferson Hope had the scanty provisions and
water, while Lucy had a small bundle containing a
few of her mere valued possessions. Opening the
window very slowly and carefully, they waited un-
til a dark cloud had somewhsat obscured the night,
and then one by cne passed through into the little
garden. With bated breath and crouching figures
they stumibled across it and gaineld the sheiter of
the hedge, which they skirted uniil they came to

the gap which opensd into the cornfield. They
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had just reached this point when tie 3 mng man
seized his two companions and dragged them down
into the shadow, where they lay silent and tremb-
ling. .
It was as well that his prairie training had given
Jefferson Hope the ears of a lynx. He and his
friends had hardly crouched down before the
melanchoiy hooting of a mountain ow! was heard
within a few yards of them, which was immediately
answered by another hoot at 2 small distance. At
the same moment a vague, shadowy figure emerged
from the gap for which they had been making, and
uttered the plaintive signal cry again,on which a
second man appeared out of the obscurity.

‘“To-morrow at midnight,”’ said the first, who
appeared to be in authority. ‘“When the whip-poor-
will calls three times.”’

“It is well,” returned the other. “Skall I tell
Brother Drebber ?”°

“Pass it on to him, and from him to the others.
Nine to seven I’

“Seven to five i”’ repeated the other, and the two
figures flitted away in different directions. Their
coucluding words had evidently been some form of
sign and countersign.  The instant that their foot-
steps had died away in the distance, Jefferson Hope
sprang to his feef, and helping hic companions
through the gap, led the way across the fields at
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full speed, supporting and half-carrying the g
when ber strength appeared to fzail her.

¢“Hurry on! hurry on I”” he gasped from time to
- time. “We are through the line of, sentinels,
Everywuing depends on speed. Hurry on!”

Once on the high-road they made rapid progress.
Only once did they meet anyone, and then they
managed to slip into a field, and so avoid recogni-
tion. Before reaching the town the hunter brancked
away into a rugged and narrow foot-path which led
to the mountains, Two dark, jagged peaks loomed
above them through the darknmess, and the defile
which led between them was the Eagle Canon, in
which the horses were awaiting them. With un-
erring iunstinct Jefferson Hope ~\picked his way
among the great bowlders and along the bed of a
dried-up water-course, until he came to the retired
corner, screened with rocks, where the faithful
animals had been picketed. The girl was placed
upon the mule; and old Ferrier upon one of the -
horses, with his money-bag, while Jefferson Hope
led the other aleng the precipitous and dangerous
paths.

It was a vewildering route for anyone who was
not acchistomed to face Nature in her wildest
moods. On the one side a great crag towered up a
thousand feet or more, black, stern, and menacing,
with long basaltic columns upon his rugged surface
like the ribs of some petrified monster. On the
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sther hand a wild chaos of bowlders and debris made
all advance impossible. Between the two ran the
irregular track, so narrow in places that they had
to travel in Indian file, aud so rough thatoaly prac-
ticed riders could have traversed it at all. Vet in
spite of all dangers and difficulties, the hearts of the
fugitives were light within them, for every step in-
creased the distance between them and the terrible
despotism from which they were 8ying.

They soon had a proof, however, that they were
still within the jurisdiction of the Saints. They
had reached the very wildest and most desolate por-
tion of the pass when the girl gave a startled cry
and poitted upward. On a rock which overlooked
the track, showing out dark and plain against the
shy, there stood a solitary sentinel. He saw them
as soon as they perceived him, and his military
challenge of ‘“Who goes there ?”’ rang through the
silent ravine,

*“I'ravelers for Nevada,” said Jefferson Hope.
with his hand upon the rifle which hung by his
saddle,

They could sce the lonely watcher fingering his
gun, and peering down at them as if dissatisfied at
their reply.

“By whose permission ?”° he asked.

‘“IThe Eoly Four,” answered Ferrier, His Mor-
mon experiencss had tanght him that that was the
highest anthority to which he could refer.
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“Tine Sim seven,” cried the sentinel,

“Seven from five,” returned Jefferson Hope,
promptly, remembering the countersign which he
fiad heard in the garden.

“Fass, and the Lord go with yon,” said the
voice from shove. Beyond this post the path
broadez~d ous, and the horses were able to break
into & tiot, Looking back they could see the
solitary we'iher leaning upon his gun, and knew
that qv hud passed the outlying post of the
slrooel poopde, and ot fGusdom ley before them,
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Arx wight thelr course lay threugh intrieefs
Gefiles and over irregular and rock-strewn patkhs,
More than once they lost their way, but Hope's
intimate Znowledge of the mouantains enabled them
to regzin the track once more. When morning
broke, & scene of marvelous though savage beauty
lay before them. In every direction the great
snow~apted peaks hemmed them in, peeping over
€ach othex’s shoulders to the far horizon. So steep
were the rocky banks on either side of them that
the larch end the pine seemed to be suspended over
their heads, and to need only a gust of wind ta
come horling down upon them. Nor was the fear
entirely en illusion, for the barren valley was
thickly strewn with trees and bowlders which had
fallen in a similar manner. Even as they passed, a
great rock came thundering down with a hoarse
rattle which woke the echoes in the silent gorges,
and startied the weary horses into a gallop.

As the sun rose slowly above the eastern horizon,
the caps of the great mountains lit up one after the
other, like lamrps ata ﬁ;grival, until they were all
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ruddy end glowing. The magnificent spectacle
cheered the hearts of the three fugitives and gave
them fresh emetgy. At a wild torrent which swept
out of a ravine they called a hait and watered their
horses, while they partook of a hasty breakfast,
Lucy and her father would fain have rested longer,
but Jefferson Hope was inexorable. ““They will be
upon our track by this time,” he said. ‘Every-
thing depends upon our speed. Once safe in Car-
son, we may rest for the remainder of our lives.”

During the whole of that day they struggled on
through the defiles, and by evening they calculated
that they were more than thirty miles from their
enemies, At night-time they chose the base of a
beetling crag, where the rocks offered some protec
tion from the chill wind, and there, huddled to-
gether for warmth, they enjoyed a few hours’ sleep.
Before daybreak, however, they were up and on
their way once more. They had seen no sign of
any pursters, and Jefferson Hope began to think
that they were fairly out of the reach of the terrible
organization whose enmity they had incurred. He
little knew lLiow far that irom grasp could reach, or
how soon it was to close vpos them and crush
them.

About the middle of the second dey of their
flight their scanty store of provisions began to run
out. ‘This gave the hunter little uneasiness, how-
ever, for there was game to be had among the
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mountalas, and he had frequently before hadl to de!
pend upon his rifle for the needs of iife. Choosing
a sheltered nook, he piled togsther & few dry
branches and made a blazing fire, at which his
companions might warm themsslves, for they were

and the air was bitter and keen. Ruving tethered
the horses and  bade Lucy adica, ke theew his gun
over his shoulder and set cut in s2arch of Wwhatever
chance might throw in kis way. Xeouking back, he
saw the old man and the young glsl crouching over
the biazing fire, while the three aniinals stood
motionless in the background. %Thea the inter-
vening rocks hid them from his view.

He walked for a couple of miles through one
ravine after ancther without suceess, though from
the matks upon the bark of the trees, and other
indications, he judged that there were numerous
bears in the vicinity. At last, after two or three
hours’ fruitlzss search, he was thinking of tirning
back in despair, when casting his eyes upward he
saw a sight which sent a thrill of pleasure thv,ugh
his heart. On the edge of a jutting pinnacle, three
or four hundred feet above kLim, there stood a
creature somewhat resembling a slizep in appear-
ance, but armed with a pair of gigantic horns.
The big-horn—fer so it is calied—was acting, prob-
ably, as a guardian over a flock which were invis-
ible to the hunter; but fortunatsly it was heading
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in the opposite divectiom, and Zad net gurccived
him. Lying on his back, he rested his rifie upona
rock, and toolz alongand steady aim before drawing
the trigger. ‘The animal sprang into the air,
totterad for a moment upon the edge of the preci-
pice, and then came crashing down into the valley
benesth.

The creature was too unwitldly to i}, so the
hutiter, contented himself with cutling away one
haunch and part of the flark., With this trophy
over his shoulder, he hastened to retrace his steps,
for the evening was already drawing in. ¥e had
hardly started, however, before he realized the
I @ifficulty which faced kim. In his eagerness he
had wandered far past the ravines, which were
known to him, and it was no easy matter to pick
out thie path which he bad taken. The valleyin
which he found himself divided and subdivided in-
to many gorges, which were so like each other that
it was impossible to distinguisn one from the other,
He followed one for a mile or more until he cams
to a mountain torrent which he was sure that he
had never seen before. Convinced that he had
taken the wrong turn, he tried ancther, but with
the same result. Night was coming on rapidly,
and it was almost dark before he at last found him
self in a defile which was familiar to him. Even
then it was 1o easy matter (o Leep to the right
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track, for the moon had not yet risen, and the high
cliffs on either side made the obscurity more pro-
found. Weighed down with his burden and weary
from his exertions, he stumbled along, keeping up
his heart with the reflextion that every step
brought him nearer to Lucy, and that he carried
.with him enough to insure them food for the re-
mainder of their journey.

He had now comz tothe mouth of the very
defile in which be had left them.  Even in the
darkness he could recognize the outlines of the
diffs which bounded it. They must, he reflected,
be awaiting him anxiously, for he had been absent
nearly five hours. In the gladness of his heart he
put his hands to his mouth and made the glen re-
€cho to a loud halloo as a signal that he was com-
ing. He paused and listened for an answer. None
came save his own cry, which clattered up the
dreary, silent ravines, and was borne back to his
ears in countless repetitions. Again he shouted,
even louder than before, and again no wiisper
came back from his friends whom he had left such
a short time ago. A vague, nameless dread came
over him, and he hurried onward frantically, drop-
ping the precious food in his agitation.

When he turned the corner, he came full in sight
of the spot where the fire had been lit. ‘There was
still a glowing pile of wood-ashes there, but it had
evidently not been tended since his departvre.
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The same dead silence still reigned all around.
With his fears all changed to convictions, he hur-
gled on. ‘There was no living creature near the re-
mains of the fire; animals, man, maiden, all were
gone. It was only too clear that some sudden and
' terrible disaster had occurred during his absence—
a disaster which had embraced them all and yet
had left no traces behind it. :
Bewildered and stunned by this blow, Jefferson
Hope felt his head spin around, and had to lean
upon his rifle to save himself from falling. He
was essentially a man of action, however, and
speedily recovered from his temporary impotence.
Seizing a half-consumed piece of wood from the
smoldering fire, he blew it into a flame, and pro-
ceeded with its help to examie the little camp.
The ground was dll stamped down by the feet of
horses, showing that a large party of mounted men
had overtaken the fugitives, and the directious of
their tracks proved that they had afterward turned
back to Salt Lake City. Had they carried back
both of his companions with them? Jefferson Hope
had almost persuaded himself that they must have
done so, when his eye fell upon an object which
made every nerve of his body tingle within him.
A little way on one side of the camp was a low-
lying heap of reddish soil, which had assuredly not
been there before. ‘There was no mistaking it for
anything but a newly dug grave. Asthe young
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hunter approached it, he perceived that a stick had
been planted on it, with a sheet of paper stuck in
the cleft fork of it. ‘The inscription upon the
paper was brief, but to the point:

JOHN FERRIER,
FORMERLY OF SALT LARE CITY.

Died August 4, 1860.

The sturdy old man, whom Iie had left so short 4
time before, was gone, then, and this was all his
epitaph. Jefferson Hope looked wildly round te
see if there was a second grave, but there was ne
sign of one. Lucy had been carried by their terri
ble pursurers to fullfill her original destiny, by be
coming one of the harem of the elder’s son. As the
young fellow realized the certainty of her fate and
his own powerlessness to prevent it, he wished that
he, too, was lying with the old farmer in his last
silent resting-place.

Again however, his active spirit shook cff the
lethargy which springs from despair. If there was
nothing else left to him, he could at least devote his
life to revenge. With indomitable patience and
preseverance, Jefferson Hope possessed also a
power of sustained vindictiveness, which he may
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have Jearned from the Indians among whom he hag
lived. Ashe stood by the desolate fire he felt that
the only one thing which could assuage his grief
would be thorough and complete retribu-
tion brought by his own hand vpon his enemies.
His strong will and untiring energy should, he
determined, be devoted to that cue end. Witha
grim, white face he retraced his steps to where he
had dropped the food, and having stirred wup the
smoldering fire, he cocked enough to last him for a
few days! This he made up into a bundle, and,
tited as he was, he set himself to walk back
through the mountains upon the track of the
avenging angels,

For five days-he toiled, foot-sore and weary.
through the defiles which he had already traversed
on horseback. At night he flung himself down
among the rocks and snatched a few hourg of sleep;
but befcre daybreak heé was always well on his
way. On the sixth day he reached the Eagle
Canon, from which they had commenced their ill-
fated flight. ‘Thence he could look down upon the
home of the saints. Worn and exhausted, he
leaned upon his rifle and shook his gaunt hand
fiercely at the silent, wide-spread city beneath him.,
As he looked atit, he observed that there were
flags in some of the principal streets and other
gigus of festivity. He was still speculating as to
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what this might mean, when heheard the clatter or
horse’s hoofs and saw a mounted man riding to-
ward him. As he approached, he recognized him
as a Mormon named Cowper, to whom he had ren-
dered services at different times. He therefore ac-
costed him when he got up to him, with the object
of finding out what Lucy Ferrier's fate had been.

“I am Jeffarson Hope,”’ he said. “‘You remem-
ber me.”’ '

The Mormo:. locked at him with undisguised
astonishment—indeed, it was difficult to recognize
in this tattered, unkempt wanderer, with ghastly
white face and fierce, wild eyes, the spruce young
hunter of former days. Having, however, at last
satisfied himself as to his identity, the man’s sur-
prise changed to consternation.

“You are mad to come here,”” he cried. “Itis
as much as my own life is worth to be seen talking
with you. ‘Thereis & warrant against you from the
Holy Four for assisting the Ferriet’s away.”

‘I don’t fear them or their warrant,” Hope said,
eammestly. ‘“You must know something of this
matter, Cowper. I conjure you by everthing you
hold dear to answer a few questions. We have
always been friends. For God’s sake don’t refuse
to answer me.”’

‘“What is it?’’ the Mormon asked, uneasily. ‘Be
quick. The very rvocks bave ears and the trees
oyas.”
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*“What has become of Lucy Ferrier?”’

“She was married yesterday to young Drebbetr.
Hold up, man, hold up, you have no life left in
you.”

“Don’t mind me,”” said Hope, faintly. He was
white to the very lips, and had sunk down on the
stone against which he had been leaning. ‘Mar
ried, you say?”’

“Married yesterday—that’s what those flags arg
for on the Endowment House, There was some
words between young Drebber and young Stanger-
son as to which was to have her. They’d both
been in the party that followed them, and Stanger.
son had shot her father, which seemed to give him
the best claim; but when they argued it out in
souncil, Drebber’s party was the stronger, so the
Prophet gave her over to him. No one won’t have
her very long, though, for I saw death in her face
yesterdey. She is more like a ghost than a woman.
Are you off, then?”’ _

“Yes, I’'m off,” said Jefferson Hope, who had
risen from his seat, His face might have been
chiseled out of marble, so hard and so set was its
expression, waile his eyes glowed with a baleful
light.

‘“Wkere are you going?”’

“Never mind,’” he answered; and slinging his
weapon over his shoulder, strode off down the
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gorge and so away into the heart of the mountains
to the haunt of the wild beasts. Amcug them all
there was none so fierce and so dangerous as
himself.

The prediction of the Mormon was only too well
fulfilled. Whether it was the terrible death of her
father or the effects of the hateful marriaze into
which she had been forced, poor Lucy never held
up her head again, but pined away and died within
a month. Her sottish husband, who had married
her principaily for the sake of John Ferrier's pro-
perty, did not affect any great griefat his bereave-
ment; but his other wives mourned cver her, and
sat up with her the night before the buricl, as isthe
Mormon custom. ‘They were grouped round the
bier in the early hours of the morning, when, tc
their inexprescible fear and astonishment, tke door
was flung open, and a savage-looking, weather-
beaten man in tattered garments strold inte the room.
Without a glance or a word tothe cowering women,
he walked up to the white, silent figure which had
once contained the pure soul of Lucy Ferrier.
Stooping over ber, he pressed his lips reverently to
her cold forehead, and then, snatching up her hand,
he took the wedding-ring from her finger, ‘‘She
shall pot be buried in thatl’’ he cried, with a fierce
snarl, and before an alarm could be ralszd sprang

down the stairs and was gone. Sosirun’zand s¢

3
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brief was the episode that the watchers might haw,
found it hard to believe it themselves or persnade
gther people of it, had it not been for the undeniable
fact that the circlet of gold which marked her as
having been a bride had disappeared.

For some months Jefferson Hope lingered among
the mountains, leading a strange, wild life, and
nursing in his heart the fierce desire for vengeance
which possessed him, ‘Tales were told in the city
of the weird figure which was seen prowling abouc
the suburbs, and which hauated the lonely moun-
tain gorges. Once a bullet whistled through Stan,,
gerson’s window and flattened itself upon the wall
within a foot of him. On another accasiou, as
Drebber passed under a cliff, a greatbowlder crushed
down on him, and he only escaped a terrible death
by throwing himselfupon his face. Thetwe young
Mormons were not long in discovering the reason
of these attempts upon their lives, and led repeated
expeditions into the mountains in hope of captur-
ing or killing their enemy, but always w.thout suc-
cess. Then they adopted the precaution of never
going out alone or after nightfall, ard of having
their houses guarded. After a time they were able
to relax these measures, for nothiny was either
heard or seen of their opponent, aud they hoped
that time had cocled his vindictiveness.

Far frcm doing so, it had, if anything, augmented
It The bunter’s mind was of a pard, unyielding
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gatute, and the predominant idea of revenge had
taken such complete possession of it that there was
no room for any other emotion. He was, however,
above all things, practical. He soon realized that
even his iron constitution could not stand the in-
cessant strain which he was putting upon it.  Ex-
posure and want of wholesome food were wearing
himout. If he died like a dog among the moun-
tains, what was to become of his revenge then?
And yet such a death was sure to overtake him if
hepersisted. He felt that that was to play his
enemy’s game, so he reluctantly returned to theold
Nevada mines, there to recruit his health and te
amass money enough to allow him to pursue his
object without privation.

His intention had been to be auscnt a year at the
most, but a combination of unforeseen circumstances
prevented his leaving the mines for nearly five. At
the end of that time, however, his memory of his
wrongs and his cravings for revenge were quite as
keen as on that memorable night when he had stood
by John Ferrier's grave. Disguised, and under an
assumed name, he returned to Salt Lake City, care-
less what became of his own life, as long as he ob-
tained what he knew to be justice. ‘There he found
evil tidings awaiting him. There had been a schism
among e Chosen People a few months before,
some of the younger members of the Church having
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rebelled emzinst the authority of the elders, and the
resuit k.3 bean the secession of a certain number of
the maloentants who had left Utah and become
Lmong these had been Drebber and

cerenmy and no one knew whither they had
gone, liunoy veported that Drebber had managed

to convart a large part of his property into morey,
and that k2 had departed a wealthy man, while his
companion, Stangersonm, was comparitively poor.
There was no clew at all, however, as to their
whereahouls, '

Mapy z man, however vindictive, would have
abandoned 211 thought of revenge in the face cf such
a diffienliy, tut Jefferson Hope never faltered for a
moment, With the small competence he possessed,
eked out &y such employment as he could pick up,
he traveled from towa to town through the United
States in guest of his enemies. Vear passed into
year, his black hair turned grizzled, but still he
wanderzd on, a human bloodhound, with his mind
wholly sit rnon the one object tipon which he had
deveted Lils lifs. At last his perseverance was re-
warded. IU was but a glance of a facein a window,
but that ene glance told him that Cleveland, in
Chio, possessed the man whom hefwas in pursuit of.
He returncd to his miserable lodgings with his plan
of vengenance all arranged. It chanced, however,
that Drebber, looking from his wizdow, had recog-
nized tha cagrant in the sireet, and had read
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murder in his eyes. He hurried before a justice of
the peace, accompanied by Stangerson, who had be-
come his private secretary, and represented to him
that they were in danger of their lives from the
jealousy and hatred of an old rival.  That evening
Jefferson Hope was taken into custody, and not be-
Ing atle to find sureties was detained some weeks.
When at last he was liberated, it was only to find
that Drebber’s house was deserted and that he and
his secretary had departed for Europe.

Again the avenger had been foiled, and again his
concentrated hatred urged him to continue the pur-
sunit. Funds were wanting, howevyer, and for some
time he had to return to work, saving every dollar
for his aprroaching journey. At last, having col-
{ected enough to keep life in him, he departed for
Burope, and tracked his enemies from city to city,
working his way in any menial capacity, but never
overtaking the fugitives. When he reached St.
Petersburg they had departed for Paris; and when
he followed them there helearned that they hadjust
set off for Copenhagen. At the Danish capital he
was again a few days late, for they had journeyed
on to London, where he at last succeeded in running
them to earth. As to what occurred there, we can
wot do better than quote the .old hunter's own ac-
count, as duly recorded in Doctor Watson’s jourrl.
towhich we are already under such obligations.
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& CASHIIJATION OF THE REMINISCRNCES O
Jouw H. WarsoN, M. D.

Our pricauer’s furious resistance did not appare
ently indicate any ferocity in his disposition to-
ward ourselves, for on finding himself powerless he
smiled in an affable manner, and expressed his
hopes that he had not hurt any of us in the scuffle,
“I guess you’r going to take me to the police
station,”’ he remarked to Sherlock Holmes. “My
cab’s at the door. If you’ll loose my legs I'll walk
down to it. I’'m not so light to lift as I used to be.’

Gregson and Lestrande exchanged glances as if
they thought this proposition rather a bold one; but
Holmes at once took the prisorer at his word, and
loosened the towel which he had bound round his
ankles. He rose and stretched his legs, as though
to assure himself that they were free once more. [
remember that I thought to myself, as I eyed him,
that I had seldom seen a more pewerful built man;
and his dark, sunburned face bore an expression of
determination and energy which wes, as formidable
23 his pessonal streugth. .

!g\x.,,
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-ff there’s a vacant place for a chiefof the police,
I reckon you are the man for it,”* he said, gazing
with undisguised admiration at my fellow-lodger.
“The way you kept on my trail was a caution.”

“You had better come with me,”” said Hclmes to
the two detctives.

“I can drive you,’* said Lestrade,

“Good ! and Gregson can come inside with me.
You too, doctor: you have taken an interest in the
case, and may as well stick to us,”

I assented gladly, and we all descended together.
Our prisoner made no attempt to escape, but stepped
calmly into the cab which had been his, and we fol-
lowed him. Lestrade mounted the box, whipped
up the horse; and brought us in a very short time
to our cdestination. We were ushered into a small
chamber, where a police inspecter noted down our
prisoner’s name and the names of the men with
whose murder he had been charged. The official
was a white-faced, unemotional man, who went
through his dutiesin a dull, mechanical way. ‘“The
prisoner will be put before the magistrates in the
course of a week,”” he said; ‘‘in the meantime,
Mr. Jeflerson Hope, have you anything that
vou wish to say? I must warn you that your
words will be taben down and may be used against
wm ”
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“T've got a good deal to say,”” our prisoner said
slowley. *I wantto tell you gentlemen all about
i .”

‘“Hadn’t you better reserve that for your trial??
asked the inspector.

-‘I may never be tried.”’” he answered. ‘““You
needn’t look startled. Itisn’t suicide I am think-
ing of. Are yon adoctor? He turned his fierce,
dark eyes upon me as he asked this last questxon.

“Yes, I am,”” I answered. :

‘““Then put your hand here,”” he said, with a
smile, motioning with his manacled wrists toward
his chest.

I did so, and became at once conscious of an ex-
traordinary throbbing and commotion which was
going on inside. The walls of his chest seemed to
thrill and quiver as a frail building would do inside
when some powerful engine was at work. In the
silence af the room I could hear a dull humming
and buzzing noise which proceeded from the same
source,

““Why,” I cried, ““you have an aortic aneurisml”

‘“That’s what they call it,”” he said placidly.

“I went to a doctor last week zbout it, and he
told me that it was bound to burst befcre many days
passed. It has been getting worse for years. I got
it from over-exposure and under-feeding ameng the
Salt Lake Mountains. I've done my work now,



CONTINTVATION OF REMINISCENCES. 178

and I don’t care how soon I go, but I should like
to leave some account of the business behind me. [
don’t want to be remembered as a common cut
throat.”

The tuspector and the two detectives had a hur
tied discuseion as to the advisability of allowing hir
to tell his story.

“Do you consider, doctor, that there is immediate
danger?”’ the former asked.

“Most certainly there is,”’ I answered.

“In that case it is clearly our duty, in the inter-
ests of justice, to take his statement,” said the in-
spector. ‘“Vou are at liberty, sir, to give your
account, wkich I again warn you will be taken
gown.”

“I’ll sit down, with your leave,” the prisoner
said, suiting the action to the word. ‘“I'his anen-
rism of min2 makes me easily tired, and the tussle
we had half an hour ago has not mended matters.
I’m on the brink of the grave, and I am not likely
to lie to you. Every word I say is the absolute
truth, and how you use it is a matter of no conse-
quence to me.”’

With these words, Jefferson Hope leaned back in
his chair 1nd began the following remarkable
statemer:. Ie spoke in a calm and methodical
manne:, as “heugh the events which he narrated
were commonplace enough. I can vouch for the
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acctiracy of the subjoined account, for I have had
access to Lestrande’s note book, in which the pris-
oners words were taken down exactly as they were
uttered. }

It don’t much matter to you why I hated these
men,”” he said ; “‘it’s enough that they were guilty
of the death of two human beings—a father and a
daughter—and that they had, therefore, forfeited
their own lives. After the lapse of time that has
passed since their crime, it was impossible for me to
secure a conviction against them in any court. I
knew of their guilt, though, and I determined that
I should be judge, jury, and executioner all rolled
into one. You’d have done the same, if you had any
manhood in you, if you had been in my place.

*“That girl that I spoke of was to have married
me twenty y2ars ago. She was forced into marry-
ing that same Drebber, and broke her heart over it.
I took the marriage ring from her dead finger, and
I vowed that his dying eyes saould rest upcn that
very ring, and that his last thoughts should be of
the crime for which he was punished. I have
earried it about with me, and have followed him
and his accomplice over two continents until I
caught them. They thought to tire me out, but
they could not do it. If I die to-morrow, as is
fikely enough, I die knowing that my work in this
world is done, and well done. ‘They have perished,



and all by my hand. There is nothing left for me
to hope for or desire.

“They were rich and I was poor, so that it was
1o easy matter for me to follow them. When I
got to London my pocket was about empty, and I
found that I must turn my hand to something for
my living. * Driving and riding are as natural ¢o
me as walking, so I applied at a cab-owner’s
office, and soon got employment. I was to bring a
certain sum a week to the owner, and whatever was
over that I might keep for myself. There was sel-
dom much over, but I managed to scrape along
somehow. The hardest job was to learn my way
about, for I reckon that of all the mazes that ever
were countrived, this city is the most confusing. I
had a map beside me, though, and when once I had
spotted the principal hotels and stations, I got on
pretty well.

“It was some time before I found out where my
two gentlemen were living; but I inquired and
inquired wuntil at last I dropped across them
They were at a boarding-housr at Camberwell
over on the other side of the river. When once ]
found them out I knew that I had them at my
mercy. I had grown my beard, and there was n¢
chance of their recognizing me. I would dog them
and follow them until I saw my opportunity. I
was detormined that they should not escape wg

again.
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“I'hey were very near doing it, for ali that. Ge
where they would about Iondon, I was always at
theirheels. Sometimes I followed them on my cakb
and someitmes on foot, but the former was the best,
for then they could not get away from me. It was
only early in the morning or late at vight that I
could earn anything, so that I began to get behind-
kand with my employer. I did not mind that,
bowever, as long as I could lay my hand upon the
tmen I wanted.

“They wzre very cunning, though. They must
have thought that there was some chance of their
being followed, for they would never go out alone,
and never zfter nightfall. During two weeks I
grove behind them every day, and never once saw
~ them separater Drebber himself was drunk half
the time, but Stangerson was not to be caught
napping. I watched them late and early, but never
saw the ghost of a chance; but I waos not dis-
couraged, for something told me that the hour had
alicost come, My only fear was that this thing im
my chest might burst a httle too scon snd leave my
work undone.

““At last, one evening, I was drivimg up and
down Torguay Terrace, as the street was called in
which theo boarded, when I saw a cab drive up to
their door. Presently some lnggage was brought
out, and after a time Drebber and Stangerson fol-
lowed it and drove off. I whipped up my borse ané
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kept within sight of them, feeling ill at ease for I
feared ihat they were going to shift their quarters.
At Eustor Station they gotout, and I left a boy to
hold my horse and followed them on to the plat-
form. I heard them ask for the Liverpool train,
and the guard answered that one had just gone and
that there would not be another for some hours.
Stangerson seemed to be put cut at that, but
Drebber was rather pleased than otherwise. I got
so close to them in the bustle that I could hear
every word that passed between them. Drebber
said that he had a little business of his own to do,
and that if the other would wait for him he would
soon rejoinhim. His companion remonstrated with
him, and reminded him that they had resclved to
stick together. Drebber answered that the matter
was a deli~te ‘one, and that ke must go alone. I
conld not catch what Stangerson said to that, but
the other burst out swearing, and reminded him
' that he was nothing more than his paid servant,
and that he must not presume to dictate to him. On
that the secretary gave it up as a bad job, and
simply bargained with him that if he missed the
last train he should rejoin him at Halliday’s
Private Hotel; to which Drebber answered that he
would be back on the platform before eleven; and
made his way out of the station.
‘“The moment for which I had waited so long
bad at last come. I had my enemies within my
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power. ‘Together they would protect ead siher,
but singly they were at my mercy. I did not act,
however, with undue precipitation. My plans were
already formed. There is no satisfaction in veun-
geance unless the offender has tiime to realize whe
it isthat strikes him, and why retribution has come
upon him T had my plans arrenged by which I
should have the opportunity of making the man
who had wronged me understand that his cld sin
had found him out. It chanced that seme days be-
fore a gentleman who had been engaged in looking
over some houses in the Brixton Road bad dropped
the key of oneof them in my carriage. It was
claimed that same evening and returned; but in the
interval I had taken a moulding of it, and had a
duplicate constructed. By means of this I had
access to at least one spot in this great city where I
. ould rely upon being free from interruption. How
o get Drebber to that house was the dificult prob-
em which I had now to solve,
‘e walked down the road aud went into one or
wo liguor-shops, staying for nearly half an hour in
the last of them. When ke came out he staggered
in his walk, and was evidently pretty well on.
There was a hansom just in front of me, and he
hailed it. I followed it so close that the nose of
my horse was within a yard of his driver the whole
way. We rattled across Wateiloo Bridge and
through miles of streets, until, to wy astonishment,
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we found ourssives back ia the terrace in which he
had boarded. I could not imagine what his inten-
tion was in returning there; but I went on and
pulled up my cab a hundred yards or so from the
house, He entered it and his hanscm drove away.
Give me a glass of water, if you please. My mout®
gets dry with the talking.”

T handed him the glass and he drank it down.

“That’s better,’’ he saids *“Well, I waited for a
guarter of an hour or more, when suddenly there
came a noise like people struggling inside the
pouse. Next moment the door was flung open and
two men appeared, cue of whom was Drebber, and
the other was a young chap whom I had never seen
before, ‘T'his fellow had Drebber by the collar, and
when they came to the head of the steps he gave
him a shove and a kick which sent him half across
theroad. “You houud!l’ hecried, shaking his stick
at him; ‘I’ll teachi you toinsult an honest girl’
He was so hot that I think he would have thrashed
Drebber with his cudgel, only that the cur stag-
gered away down the road as fast as his legs would
carry him. He ran as far as the corner, and then,
seeing my cab, he hailed me and jumped in. ‘Drive
me to Halliday’s Private Hotel,” said he.

“When I had him fairly inside my cab my heart
jumped so with joy that I feared lest at this last
moment my aneurism might go wrong. I drove
along slowly, weighing in my own mind what it
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was best to do. I might take him right out inte
the country, aad there in some deserted lane have
my last interview with him. I had almost decided
upon tiis, when he solved the problem for me,
The craze for drink had seized him again, and he
ordered me to pull up outside a gin palace. He
went in, leaving word that I should wait for him.
‘There he remained until closing-time, and when he
came out e was so far gone that I knew the game
was in my cwn hands.

“Don’t imsagine that I intended to kill him in
cold blood. It would only have been rigid justice
if I had done so, but I could not bring myself to do
it. I had long determined that he should havea
show for his life if he chose to take advantage of it.
Among the many billets which I have filled in
America during my wandering. life, T was once a
janitor and sweeper-out of the laboratory at York
College. One gay the professgr was lecturing on
poisons, and he showed his students some alkaloid,
as he called it, which he kad extracted from some
South American arrow poison, and which was so
powerful that the least grain meant instant death.
I spotted the bottle in which this preparation was
kept, and when they were all gone I helped my-
self to a little of it. I was a fairly good dispenser,
so I worked this alkaloid into small, soluble pills,
and each pill I put in a box with a similar pill
made without powson. . [ determined at the time
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that, when I had my chance, my gentlemen should
each have a draw out of one of these boxes, wiile I
qte the pill that remained. It would be qguite as
diradly and a good deal less noisy than firing across
e handkerchief. From that day I had always my
pill-boxes about with me, and the time 2ad now
come when I was to use them.

“It was nearer one than twelve, and & wild bleak
night, blowing hard and raining in torrasnis. Dis-
mal a8 it was outside, I was glad within--so glad
tast I could have shouted out from purzs exzuitation.
If any of you gentlemen have ever pined for a thing
and longed for it during twenty long years, and
then suddenly found it within your reach, you
would understand my feelings. I lit a cigar and
puffed at it to steady my nerves, but my hands
ajere trembling and my temples throbbing with ex-
citement. As I drove, I could see old John Ferrier
and sweet Lucy locking at me out of the darkness
and smiling at me, just as plain as I see you all in
this roota. All the way they were ahead of me,
one on each side of the horse, until I puiied up at
the house in the Brixton Road.

“There. was not a soul to be seen, nor a sound
to be heard, except the dripping of the rain.
When I locked in at the window, I found Drebber
all huddled together in a drunken sleep. I
shook him by the arm, ‘It'e time to go out,’ I
said.
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¢ ¢All right, cabby,’ said he.

I suppose he thought we had come to the hotel
that he had mentioned, for he got out without
anothcer word and followed me down the garden. I
had to walk beside him to keep him steady, for he
was still a little top-heavy. When we came to the
door I opened it and led him into the front room. I
give you my word that, all the way, the father and
daughter were walking in front of us.

“‘I¢s infernally dark,” said he, stamping
about.

“We'll- soon have a light,” I said, strikinga
match and putting it to a wax candle which I had
brought with me. ‘Now, Enoch Drebber,’ I con-
tinued, turning to him, and holding the light tomy
own face, ‘who am I?

“He gazed at me with bleared, drunken eyes for
a moment, and then I saw a horror spring up in
them and convulse his whole features, which

‘showed me that he knew me. He staggered back
with a livid face, and I saw the perspiration break
out upon his brow, while his teeth chattered. At
the sight, I leaned my back against the door and
laughed loud and long. I had always known that
vyengeance would be sweet but had never hoped for
the contentment of soul which now possessed
ine,

““You dogl I said; ‘I have hunted you from
Salt Lake City to St. Petersburg, and you have al-
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ways escaped mie. Now at last your wanderings
have come to en euqd, for either youorI shall never
see to-morrow’s sun rise.’ He shrank still farther
away as I spoke, and I could see on his face that
he thought I was mad. So I was for the time,
The pulses in my temples beat like sledge-hammers,
and I believe I would have had a fit of some sort if
the blood Lad not gushed from my nose and relieved
e,

“ ‘What do you think of Lucy Ferner now?’ [
cried, locking the door and shakmg the key in his
face, ‘Punishment has been slow in coming, but
it has overtaken yon at last.” I saw his coward
lips tremble as I spoke, Xie would have begged
for his life, but be kuew well that it was use-
less.

“ ‘Would you maurder med® ke stammered.

“ “T'here is no murder,” I auswered ‘Who taiks
of murdering a mad dog? What mercy had you
upon my poor darling when you dragged her from
her slaughtered father and bore her away to your
accursed and shameless harem?’

“ It was not I who killed her father? he cried.

 ‘But it was you who broke her innocent heart!”
I shrieked, thrusting the box before him. ‘Let the
high God judge between us. Choocse and eat.
There is death in one and life in the other I shalf
take what you leave. Igt us sce i there is
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justice upon the earth, or if we are ruled b
chance.’

“He cowered away with wild cries and prayerg
‘for mercy, but I drew my knife and held it to his
.throat until he had obeyed me. ThenIswallowed

the other, and we stood facing otie another'in silence
for a minute or more, waiting to see which was 1o
live and which was todie. Shall I ever forget the
look which came over his face when the first warn-
ing pangs told him that the poison was in his
system? I laughed as I saw it, and held Lucy’s
marriage ring in frout of his €yes. It was but for
a moment, for the action of the alkaloid is rapid.
A spasm of pain contorted his features; he threw
his hands cutin front of kim, staggered, and then,
with a hoarse cry, fell heavily upon the floon, I
turned him over with my foot ar. 1 placed my hand
upon his heart. There was no movement. He
was deadl

““I'he blood had peen streaming from my nose, but

I had taken no noticeof it. I don’t know what it
was that put it into my head to write upon the wall
with it. Perhaps it was some mischievous idea of
setting the police upon a wrong track, for I felt
light-hearted and cheerful. I remembered a Ger-
man being found in New Vork with RACHE written
up above him, and it was argued at the time in the
newspapers that the secret societies must have done
it. I guessed that what puzzled the New Vorkers
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woutd puzzle the Londoners, so I dipped my finger
in my own blood and printed it on a convenient
place on the wall. Then I walked down to my cab
and found that there was nobody about, and that
the night was still very wild. I had driven some
distance, when I put my hand into the pocket in
which I usually kept Lucy’s ring and found that it
was not there. I was thunderstruck at this, for it
was the only memento that I had of her. Think-
ing that I might have dropped it when I stooped
over Drebber’s bady, I drove back, and leaving my
cab in a side street, I went boldly up to the house
—for I was ready to dare anything rather than lose
the ring. When I arrived there I walked -ight
into the arms of a police officer who was coming
out, and only managed to disarm his suspicions by
pretending to be hopelessly drunk.

“That was how Enoch Drebber came to his end.
all Thad to do then was to do as much for Stan-
gerson, and so pay off John Ferrier'sdebt. I knew
that he was staying at Hilliday’s Private Hotel, and
I hung about all day, but he never cameout. I
fancy that he suspected something when Drebber
failed to put in an appearance. He was cunning, was
Stangerson, and always on his guard. Ifhe thought
he could keep me off by staying in doors he was
very much mistaken. I soon found out which was
the window of his bed-room, and early next morn-
ing Itook advantage of some ladders which were



183 & STUDY I SCARLET,

lying in the lane behind the hotel, and so mode my
way fato his room in the gray of the dewn.
woke him up, and told him thet thehour had come
when he wss to answer for the lif: he bad taken so
long before. 1 described Drebber’s death vo him,
and I gave him the same choice of the poisoned
pills. " Instead of grasping at the chance of safety
which that offered him, he sprang from his bed and
flew at my throat. In seli-defense I stabbed him to
the heari. It would have been the same in any
case, for Providence would never have allowed his
guilty hand to pick out anything but the poison

¢ T have little more to say, and it’sas well, for I
" am about done up. ¥ weunt ox cabbing it for .. day
or so, intending to keep at it uniil I could save
enotgh t0 take me back to America. I was stand-
ing in the yard when a ragged youngster asked if
there was a cabby there called Jefferson Hopx, and
said that his cab was wanted by a geutlemen st 2218
‘Baker Street. I went round, sucpecting ns harm,
and the next thing I knew, this youug man heve had
the bracelets on my wrists, and as neatly shack'ed as
ever I was in my life. That’s the whole of my
story, gentlemen. Vou may consider me to be a
murderer; but I hold thatI am just as much an
offlcer of justice as you are.”

So thrilling kad the man’s narrative been, and
his manner was €0 impresstve, that we had sat
silent and abeotbed. Tver ¢he professional de-



gectives, flase as they were in every detail of crime,
appeared te be keenly interested in the mzan’s story.
When he finished we sat for some mintites in a still-
ness which was only broken by the scratching of
Lestrade’s pencil as he gave the finishing touches
to his shorthand accouat.

‘‘There is only one point on which I should like
a little more information,” Sherlock Holmes said at
jast. ‘“Who was your accomplice who came fof
the ring which I advertised ?

The prisoner winked at my friend jocosely, ¢‘1
can tell my own secrets,”” he said, ‘ but I don’t get
other people into trouble, I saw your advertise-
ment, and I thought it might be a plant, or it might
be the ring I wanted. My filend vounteered to go
and see. I think you’ll own he did it smartly.”

‘“ Not a doubt of that,’’ said Holmes, heartily.

“ Now, gentleman,”” the inspector remarked
gravely, ‘‘the forms of the law must be complied
with. On Thursday the prisoner will be brought
before the magistrates, and your attendance will be
required. Until then I will berespounsible for him.”
He rang the bell as he spoke, and Jefferson Hope
was led off by a couple of warders, while my friend
and I made our way out of the station and took 2
cab back to Baker Street.



CHAPTER VIL.

HE CONCLUSION. '

We had all been warned to appear before the
magistrates upon the Thursday; but when the
Thursday came there was no occasion for cur testi-
mony. A higher Judge had taken the matter in
hand, and Jefferson Hope had been sumchoned be-
fore a tribunal where strict justice weuld be meted
ocut tohim. Onthe very night after his capture
the aneurism burst, and he was found in the morn-
ing stretched upon the floor of the cell, with a placid
smile upon his face, as though he had bcen able in
his dying moments to look back upon a useful life
and on work well done.

¢ Gregson and Lestrade will be wild about his
death,”” Holines remarked as we chatted it over
next evening. ¢‘ Where will their grand advertise-
ment be now ? »’

“T don’t see that they had very much to do with
Lis capture,” I answered.

“ What you do in this world is a matter of ne
consequence,’”’ returned my companicn bitterly.
‘“The question is, what can you make pecple be-
lieve that you have done? Never mind,”

(a5}
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Drethers fummer career, e augizred, you re-
membey, in the negative.

“J then proceeded to make a careful examina-
tion of the room, which confirmed me in my opinion
&5 to the murderer’s height, and furcished me with
the additicnal detail as to the Trichircpoly cigar
and the length of his nails. I hed already come to
the conclusion, since there was no signs of &
struggiz, (hat the bloed which coversd the floor
had burst {rom the murderer’s nose in his excite.
ment. ¥ could perceive that the track of blood
coincided trith the track of his feet. It is seldom
that any mon, unless he is very full-hloocded, breaks
out in this way through emotion, so I hazardad the
opinion tiat the crimnal was probably a roebust and
ruddy-fecedsman.  Events proved that I had judged
correctly,

‘“Having left the house, I proceedet to do what
Gregson hiad neglected. I telegraphed to the head
of the police at Cleveland, limiting my inquiry to
the circumstances connected with the marriage of
Enoch Drebber. ‘The answer was conclusive, It
told me that Drebber had already applied for the
protection of the law against an old rival in love,
named Jefferson Hope, and that this same Hope
was at presevt in Europe. I knew now that I held
the clew vo the mystery in my hand, and all that
gemained was to secure the murderer.

“I kad ciready determined in my own mind thas
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the man who had walked into the house with

Drebber was none other than the man who had

driven the cab. ‘The marks in the road showed me

that the horse had wandered on in a way which it~
would have been impossible had there been any one
in charge ofit. Where, then, could the driver bs,

unless he were inside the house? Again, it i

absurd to suppose that any sane man would cairy

out a deliberate crime under the very eyes, as ¢

were, of a third person who was sure to betray him.

Lastly, supposing one man wished t¢ dog another

through London, what better means could he adopt

than to tura czb-driver? All these considerations

led me to the irresistible conclusion that Jefrerson '
Hope was to be found among the jarveys of the

metropolis.

“I{ he had been one there was no reason to be
lieve that he had ceased to be. On the contrary,
from Lis point of view, any sudden change would
be likely to draw attention to himself. He would
probably, for a time at least, continue to perform
his duties. There was no reason to suppose that
bhe was going under an aséumed name. Why
ghould he change his name in a country wherz no
one knew his original one? I therefore organized
my street-Arab detective corps, and sent them sys
tematically to every cab proprietor in London until
they ferreled out the man that I wantsa. How
well they succeeded and how quickly I took advants
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P of 3t are still fresh in your recollection. The
The murder of Stangerson was an incident which
was entirely unexpected, but which could hardly
in any case have been prevented. Through it, as
you know, I came into possession of the pills, the
existence of which I had already surmised. You
see the whole thing is a chain of logical seguences
without a break or flaw.”

*It is wonderfrl I’ I cried. ‘‘Your merits should
be publicly recognized. You shouid publish an
account of the case. If you won’t I wili for
you.”?

“Youn may do what you like, doctor,” he
enswered. “‘See here I”” he continued, handing a
paper over to me; ‘‘look at thiz !I'?

““It was the Ec/o for the day, and the paragraph
ta which he pointed was devoted to the case in
guestion.

‘“The publie,” it said, “have lost a sensational
treat through the sudden death of the man Hope,
who was suspected of the murder of Mr. Enoch
Drebber and of Mr. Joseph Sangerson. The de-
tails of the case will probably never be known now,
though we are informed upon gooaauthority that the
trime was the result of an old-standing and roman-
tic feud, in which love and Mormonisin bore a part.
It seems that both the victims belonged, ir iheir
younger days; to the Latter-Day Saints, and Honx=.
{hie deceased prisoner, hails also from Salt Laks



s A STUDY IN SCARLET.

Qity. If the case has had no other effect, it a« teas:
brings out izt the most striking manner the efSciency
of our detective police force, and 'will serve as a
fesson to all foreigners that they will do wisely to
settle their feuds at kome, and not to carry then on
to British soil. It is an open secret that the credit
of this smart capture belongs entirely tc the well-
koown Scotland Yard officials, Messrs. I,estrade
and Gregsen. The man was apprehended, it ap-
pears, in the rooms of a certain Mr. Sherlock
JToimes, who has himself, as an amatesur, shown
some talent in the detective line, and who, with
such instructors, .nay hope in time to attain to
some dégree of their skill. It is expected that a
testimonial of some sort will be presented to the
two officers as a fitting recogniticn of tieir ser~
ices.”

“Didn’t I tell you so wuen we started?”’ cried
Sherlock Holines, with a laugh. ‘“IThat’s the
result of all our Study in Scarlet: to get them a
testimonial "’

“Never mind,” I answered ; I have all the facts
in my journal, and the public shall know them.
in the meantime, you must make yourself contented
by the consciousness of success, like the Roman
miser—

¢ ‘Populus me sibilat, at mihi plaudo
{pse domi simul ac nummos contempiar in g™
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'f Convenient
Method
Night and
Morning

MURINE is delightfully Refreshing after
Reading, Sewing, Motoring and all out-
cdoor activities. It’s good for the Eyes—
does not contain any harmful ingredients.

OQurattractivelyillustrated book, “Beauty
Lies Within the Eyes,’’ tells how to prop-

ThisBook: Free! erly care for your Eyes, Brows, Lashes
35 DO i

and thus enhance their beauty. Send
for a copy of this helpful book. It’s free.

The Murine Co.

- Dept. 5
2 9 E. Ohio Street, Chicago




ALWAYS4sx ror tiE DONOHUE

COMPLETE EDITIONS —THE BEST FOR LEAST MONEY

Donshug's Plays, Bialogs
Readings, Hositations, £x.

CAREFULLY compiled series of books, which includes
eveything that is fresh, popular and up-to-date. Em-
bracing, Humorous. Scntimental, Patriotic, Serious,
Comic, Eloquent, Pathetic, Character and Dialeot
Sketches that are always in demand.

a —~ e

'COMiC READINGS ANIf RECITATIONS
§°92 pa.iozhall comic and humorous, price, Z5c in paper.
c in cloth.

PATRIOTIC RECITATIONS AND READINGS
g:};z pag"e;shfor il patnouc occasions, price, 25¢ in paper.
c in clbt,

TOMMY'S FIRST SPEAKER
g)ver 300 short, simple pieces for little tots. Cloth,
C.

TOMMY'S SECOND SPEAKER
%ver 200 serious, quaint pieces for older ones. loth,
c

DEARBORN SPEAKER AND DIALOGS
Original and selccted readings for all purposes with obaser-
vations for study and practice. Cloth, 75c.

YOUNG FOLKS DIALOGS AND DRAMAS
Short, pretty, funny for all occasions, paper 25c. Cloth,
£9c.

ZVERYBODY'S SPEAKER AND ENTERTAINER
(Climtﬁuns; select readings, dialogs and dramas. Iliustrated.
ot 1.50

AMERICAN STAR SPEAKER AND ELOCUTIONIST
Complete text on how to recite. 225 selections, 550
pages. Cloth 8209

The above books have been carefully prepared for pupils
of all ages, and are especially adopted for the use of Schools,
Churches, Lyceums, Anniversaries, Temperance, Somuxcs,
Lodges, in fact, they are indispensable when preparing for any
public entertainment.

For sale by all Book and Newsdealers, or will be sent to any
address in the United States, Canada or Mexico, postage paid,
on receipt of price, in currency, money order or stamps.

M. A. DONOHUE & CO.
701-727 S. DEARBORN STREET :: CHICAGO
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New Titles in

Flashlight Detective Series

These Books are printed from large, clear type, with attractive covers
printed in colors.

Sent postpaid 25 cents per copy, or five copies for $1.00

Blinky Morgan ... ... Haawkshaw, the Detective
Chinese Juggler, The. . S. Cobb, Jr.
Chief of Police .. ... Alexander Dumas
Detective’s Crime . . F. DuBoisgobey
Danver’s Jewels.. Mmy Cholmondeley
Fatal Chair ... Hawkshaw
Man of Mystery . . Leon Lewis
Mystery of Cloomber .. ...A. Conan Doyle
Red Band, The ... .. F. DuBoisgobey
Uncle Sam’s Bad Boys o e B. D. Adsit
Veiled Conspirators............ . ... . ... Alexander Dumas

Love Letters
With Directions How to Write Them

By Ingoldsby North

This is a branch of correspondence which fully demands
a volume alone o provide for the various phases incident
to Love, Courtship and Marriage. Few persons, however
otherwise fluent with the pen, are able to express in \\onl\
tho promptings of the first dawn ol love, and even tho ice
once broken how to follow up a correspondence with the
dearest one in the whole world and how to smooth the way
with those who need to be consulted in the matter. The nu-
merous letters and auswers in this book go far to overcome
the dilliculties and embarrasment iuseparable from letters
on this all-absorbing topic in all stages from beginning to
end of a successtul courtship, aided in many instances by
the author's sensible comments on the specimen letters, and his valuable
hints under adverse contingencies. 1t also contains the Art of Secret Writ-
ing, the Language of Love portrayed and rules in Grammar,

Paper covers, 25 cents, postpaid. Cloth, 75 cents, postpaid.

M. A. DONOHUE & COMPANY
711 S. DEARBORN STREET 2 CHICAGO
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The Most Unique Books
Ever Published 1. %Zes

x| 4 Pree Years
THREE YEARS

waansv| | in ArKansate
g

“A Complete history of the
funny, comical, unreasonable,
rich, rare and peculiar things
. that happened, transpired and

turned up during my three years
of life, liberty and pursuit of
happiness along the recky path
of life down in old Arkansaw.”

J—Marion Hughes.

Price, Paper 35¢

Adam and Eve in
rhe Garden of Fden

Or Aunt Catherine’s Hash

This book contains New Ideas and Peculiarities
different from any bock ever published;is Comieal,
Sentimentai, Historical and Seriptorical. Especially
adapted to the Young and Old, Rich and Poor, Male
and Female, Bachelors and Old Maids, Politicians and
Preachers. Price, Paper 35c.

The Dam Family

Is a trie description of the doings of the Dam.g3,
the devil’s demagogues under the domes of aanti-
democracy; a pclitical pot-pie well spiced and trimmed
ready to serve. Is the greatest seller of the day.

Price, Paper 35¢

Ticr sale by all Book and Newsdealers or sent postpaid to any
addrzsa at 25¢ each: any two for 43¢ or three for 600in currenoys
stawns, postal or express money order.

4. A. DONOHUE & CO. %5 PEARBORY




