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Introduction

Arthur Conan Doyle was born 1n Edinburgh Scotland, in
1859 He was the oldest child of poor parents .His family
was not wealthy, but his parents still managed to send him
to a good school, which he attended from the age of nine
until he was sixeen. Later, he studied medicine at Edin-
burgh University. After receiving his degree, he spent al-
most a year as a ship’s doctor, travelling all over the
world.

On his return to Britain, Conan Doyle went into medicl
practice at Southsea on the south coast of England. Life
was difficult at first as he had very few patients and he
struggled hard to eamn a living. Although this was a prob-
lem as far as his medical practice was concerned, it was a
help to his writing, to which he was able to give a lot of
time. He moved to London, where he continued to work as
a doctor, but by 1891 he felt confident enough to give up
medicine and become a full-time writer.

During the Boer War (1899-1902) he spent time as an
army doctor in South Africa and was oftficially recognized
for his work there, receiving the title‘Sir’. Sir Arthur Go-
nan Doyle died 1n Sussex 1n 1930.

Conan Doyle was a hard-working writer, and during his
lifetime he produced a great variety of books and articles.
Although he also wrote on a range of serious subjects, he
became famous for his books and stories featuring the de-
tective Sherlock Holmes, and it is for these that he 1s re-
membered today. The first Holmes mystery, A Study in
Scarlet, appeared in 1887, but the character achieved wide
popularity with a series of short stories in the Strand Mag-
azine in 1891, later collected together as The Adventures
of Sherlock Holmes, During his life, Conan Doyle wrote
five collections of Holmes short stories as well as four

full-length books.
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Conan Doyle was a man of many interests, and he soon
tired of being known simply for his Sherlock Holmes sto-
ries. He valued his other writings much more highly, and
wrote historical books, including The Exploits of Briga-
dier Gerard (1896), a science fiction seris featuring Pro-
fessor Challenger, and reports based on his own experi-
ences 1n the Boer War and World War L. In his later years,
particularly after the death of his son, he developed a deep
interest 1n spiritual matters: his last important work was A
History of Spiritualism (1926).

No matter how hard he tried, Conan Doyle was unable
to escape from the Sherlock Holmes character. He actually
killed off the famous detective in a story that appeared in
1893, but the popularity of Holmes was so great that the
public forced him to bring the character back to life. Many
of the best Sherlock Holmes stories were written after that

time.

The short stories 1n this collection all originally appeared
in the Strand Magazine between 1891 and 1927. As they
were written over such a long period, the relarionship be-
tween Holmes and Watson changes over the years. In the
early stories, which are not included in this collection,
Holmes and Watson are both single man sharing rooms at
221B Baker Street in London. Later, as is the case in some
of these stories, Watson is not living with Holmes because
he has married and has his own medical practice near Pad-
dington Station. When Watson’s wife dies he returns to
Baker Street, and in the later stories he is the detective’s
close companion. From this famous address the tow set
out to solve crimes. The crimes usually take place in vari-
ous parts of England, although in ‘The Disappearance of
Lady Frances Carfax ‘Watson travels to Switzerland and
France in search of clues. But wherever Holmes and Wat-
son go, they take with them their strange turn-of-the-
century Englishness and their rather dark suspicions of all

things ‘foreign’.
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Join Sherlock Holmes and Dr Watson in a varieiy ad-
ventures that include a number of suspicious deaths; the
disappearance of a London businessman and an English
lady; the mystery of the engineer with the missing thumb.
and the strange case of two men who share a very unusual

name.
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The Man with Twisted Lip

Mr Isa Whitney was, and had been for many years, an
opium addict. He could not get rid of the habit. He had
once been a fine man, but now people only pitied this
bent, unfortunate person with the yellow, unhealthy face.
Opium was both his ruin and his only pleasure.

One night in June, when it was almost time to go to
bed, I heard the doorbell ring. I sat up in my chair, and
Mary, my wife, put her sewing down in annoyance.

“A patient!” she said, ‘At this hour!”

We heard the servant open the front door and speak to
someone. A moment later the door of our sitting room was
thrown open and a lady came in. She wore a black veil
over her face.

‘Please forgive me for calling on you so late,” she be-
gan. But then she could no longer control her feelings. She
ran forward, threw her arms round Mary’s neck, and cried
bitterly on her shoulder, ‘Oh, I'm in such trouble!’ she
said. ‘I need help so much?’

‘Well® said my wife, pulling up the visitor’s veil ‘It’s
Kate Whitney. This is a surprise, Kate! I had no idea who

you were when you came in.”
‘I didn’t know what to do, and so I came straight to

”

you.
That was how it always happened. People who were 1n

trouble came to my wife like birds to a lighthouse.

‘We are very glad to see you,” Mary said. ‘Now you
must have some wine and water, and sit here comfortably
and tell us all about. it. Or would you like me to send John

off to bed?”’

13
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‘Oh no, no! I want the doctor’s advice and help too. It’s
about Isa. He hasn’t been home for two days. I'm so wor-
ried about him!’

This was not the first time that Mrs Whitney had spok-
en to us of her husband’s bad ways: she and Mary had
been at school together. We did our best to calm her down
and comfort her.

‘Have you any idea where he has gone?’ I asked.

“Yes,” Mrs Whitney replied, ‘He’s probably at a place
called the Bar of Gold, in East London, down by the river.
It’s in Upper Swandam Street. It’s a place where opium
addicts go. This is the first time that Isa has spent more

than a day there.’
I was Isa Whitney’s doctor and had a certain influence

with him.

‘I will go to this place,’ I said ‘If he 1s there, I will send
him home 1n a carriage within two hours.’

Five minutes later I had left my comfortable chair and
sitting room and was in a fast carriage on my way east.

Upper Swandam Street was on the north side of the riv-
er, to the east of London Bridge. The Bar of Gold was be-
low the level of the street. Some steep steps led down to
the entrance, which was little more than a hole in the wall.
There was an oil lamp hanging above the door. I ordered
the driver to wait and went down the steps.

Inside, it was difficult to see very much through the
thick brown opium smoke. Wooden beds lined the walls
of a long, low room. In the shadows I could just see bodies
lying in strange positions on the beds; and little red circles
of light burning in the bowls of metal pipes. Most of the
smokers lay silently, but some talked softly to themselves.
Near one end of the room was a fireplace, in which a small
fire was burning. a tall, thin old man sat there, his eldows

on his knees, looking into the fire.

15
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A Malayan servant who belonged to the place came up
to me with some opium and a pipe. He pointed to an emp-
ty bed.

‘No, thank you,” I haven’t come to stay. There is a
friend of mine here, Mr Isa Whitney, and I want to speak
to him.

A man on one of the beds suddenly sat up, and I recog-
nized Whitney. He was pale, untidy, and wild-looking.

‘Watson!’ he cried. ‘Tell me, Watson, what time 1s it?’

‘Nearly eleven o’clock.’

‘On what day?’

‘Friday, June the 19th.’

‘Good heavens! I thought 1t was Wednesday.’

‘No, it’s Friday. And your wife has been waiting two
days for you. You ought to be ashamed of yourself!’

He began to cry. ‘I was sure 1 had been here only a few
hours! But I'll go home with you. I don’t want to worry
Kate - poor little Kate! Give me your hand: I can’t do any-
thing for myself. Have you come in a carriage?’

‘Yes, I have one waiting.’

‘Good. But I must owe something here. Find out what I
owe them, Watson.’

As I walked along the narrow passage between the
beds, looking for the manager, I felt someone touch my
arm. It was the tall man by the fire. ‘Walk past me, and
then look back at me,” he said. When I looked again he
was still leaning over the fire - a bent, tired old man. Sud-
denly he looked up and smiled at me. I recognized Sher-

lock Holmes.
‘Holmes!’ 1 whispered. ‘“What on earth are you doing in

this terrible place?’
‘Speak more quietly! I have excellent ears. Please get

rid of that friend of yours. I want to talk to you.’

17
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‘I have a carriage waiting outside.’

‘Then send him home in it. And I suggest that you give
the driver a note for your wife. Tell her you are with me.
And wait outside for me: I’ll be with you 1n five minutes.’

In a few minutes I had written my note, paid Whitney’s
bill, led him out to the carriage, and said good night to
him. Then Holmes came out of the Bar of Gold, and we
walked along together. At first he walked unsteadily, with
a bent back, but after the first few streets he straightened

up and laughed loudly.
‘I suppose you think I have become an opium addict,

Watson!’ he said.

‘I was certainly surprised to find you 1n that place,’ I re-
plied.

‘And I was surprised to see you there!’

‘I came to find a friend.’

‘And I came to find an enemy!’

‘An enemy?’

‘Yes, Watson, one of my natural enemies - a criminal! |
am working on one of my cases. I fear that Mr Neville
Saine Clair entered the Bar of Gold and that he will never
come out of the place alive. There is a door at the back of
the building that opens onto the river. I believe that many
man have been murdered there, and that bodies have been
thrown out through that door. If I had been recognized,
the evil Indian sailor who owns the place would have mur-
dered me too! I have used the Bar of Gold before for my
own purposes, and have often found useful clues there
the conversation of the opiunm addicts. The owner has
sworn to have his revenge on me for it.” Suddenly Holmes
whistled loudly. “The carrige should be here by now!” he

said,

19
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We heard an answering whistle in the distance. Then
we saw the yellow lamps of the carriage as it came near.

‘Now, Watson, you will come with me, won’t you?
said Holmes, as he climbed 1n.

‘If Ican be of any use.’

‘Oh, a friend i1s always useful. And my room at the
Saint Clairs’ has two beds.’

‘At the Saint Clairs’?

“Yes. I am staying there while I work on the case.’

‘“Where is it, then?”’

‘Near Lee, in Kent. It’s a seven-mile drive. Come on!

‘But I don’t know anything about your case!’

‘Of course you don’t. But you soon will! Jump up here.
All nght, Harold,” he said to the driver, ‘we shan’t need
you.” He handed the man a coin. ‘Look out for me tomor-
row at about eleven o’clock. Good night!’

For the first part of our drive Holmes was silent and I
waited patiently for him to begin.

‘I have been wondering what I can say to that dear little
woman tonight when she meets me at the door,’ he said at
last. ‘I am talking about Mrs Saint Clair, of course.

‘Neville Saint Clair came to live near Lee five years
ago. He took a large house and lived like a rich man. He
gradually made friends in the neighbourhood, and two
years ago he married the daughter of a local farmer, by
whom he now has two children. Neville Saint Clair was a
businessman in London. He used to leave home every
morning and then catch the 5.14 train back from Cannon
Street Statien each evening. If he is still alive he i1s now

21
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thirty-seven years old. He has no bad habits; he 1s a good
husband and father, and everybody likes him. He has debts
of £ 88 at present, but his bank account contains £ 220.
There is no reason, therefore, to think that he has any
money troubles.

‘Last Monday he went into L.ondon rather earlier than
usual. He said that he had two important pieces of busi-
ness to do that day. He also promsed to buy his little boy
a box of toy bricks. Now, that same day his wife happened
to receive a telegram from the Aberdeen Shipping Compa-
ny. This informed her that a valuable package which she
was expecting had arrived at the Company’s offices in
London. These offices are in Fresno Street, which is off
Upper Swandam Street, where you found me tonight. Mrs
Saint Clair had her lunch, caught a train to London, did
some shopping, and then went to the shipping company’s
offices. When she came out it was 4.35. She walked slow-
ly along Upper Swandam Street, hoping to find a carrige.
It was a very hot day, and she did not like the neighbour-
hood at all. Suddenly she heard a cry, and saw her hus-
band looking down at her from a window on the first floor
of one of the houses. He seemed to be waving to her, as if
he wanted her to come up. The window was open. and she
had a clear view of his face. He looked very worried and
nervous. She noticed that he had no collar or tie on; but he
was wearing a dark coat like the one he had put on that
morning. Then, very suddenly, somebody seemed to pull
him back from the window.
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‘Mrs Saint Clair felt sure that something was seriosly
wrong. She saw that the entrance to the house was below
ground level: this was the door of the Bar of Gold. She
rushed down the steps and through the front room, and
tried to go up the stairs which led to the upper part of the
house. But the owner - the Indian sailor 1 spoke of - ran
downstairs and pushed her back. The Malayan servant
helped him to push her out into the street. She rushed
along Upper Swandam Street and into Fresno Street,
where she fortunately found several policemen. They
forced their way into the Bar of Gold and went upstairs to
the room in which Mr Saint Clair had last been seen.
There was no sign of him there. In fact the only person in
the upper part of the house was an ugly cripple who lived
there. Both the Indian and this cripple swore that no one
else had been in the first-floor front room that afternoon.
The policemen were beginning to belive that Mrs Saint
Clair had been mistaken when suddenly she noticed a
small wooden box on the table. Realizing what it con-
tained, she tore the lid off and emptied out children’s
bricks. It was the toy that her husband had promised to
bring home for his little boy.

‘Of course the rooms were now examined very careful-
ly, and the police found signs of a terrible crime. The front
room was an ordinary room with plain furnture, and led
into a small bedroom, from which the river could be seen.
Along the edge of the river there i1s a narrow piece of
ground which is dry at low tide, but which is coverd at
high tide by at least four and a half feet of water. At that
time of day the river i1s on its highest point. There were
drops of blood on the window, and a few drops on the
bedroom floor too. Behind a curtain in the front room the
police found all Neville Saint Clair’s clothes except his
coat. His shoes, his socks. his hat and his watch - every-
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thing was there. There were no signs of violence on any of
the clothes, and Mr Saint Clair, alive or dead, was certain-
ly not there. He seemed to have gone out of the window -
there was no other possibility.

‘The Indian had often been in trouble with the police
before. But as Mrs Saint Clair had seen him at the foot of
the stairs only a few seconds after her husband’s appear-
ance at the window, he could not have been responsible
for the murder. He said that he knew nothing about the
clothes which had been found in the cripple’s rooms. The
cripple himeslf, whose name is Hugh Boone, must have
been the last person to see Neville Saint Clair.

‘Boone 1s a well-known London beggar who always
sits in Threadneedle Street, near the Bank of Englanld. He
pretnds to be a match seller, but there is always a dirty
leather cap by his side into which people throw coins. 1
have watched him more than once, and 1 have been sur-
prised at the very large amount of money that he receives
in this way. His appearance, you see, is so unusual that no
one can go past without noticing him. He has a pale face
and long red hair, and bright brown eyes. His upper lip is
twisted as the result of an old accident. And he 1s famous
for his clever answers to the jokes of all the businessmen
who go past.’

‘Is 1t possidle that a cripple could have murderd a
healthy young man like Neville Saint Clair?’ I asked.

‘Hugh Boone’s body 1s bent and his face is ugly,’
Holmes replied, ‘but there 1s great strength in him. Crip-
ples are often very strong, you know. When the police
were searching him, they noticed some spots of blood on
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one of the arms of his shirt. But he showed them a cut on
his finger, and explained that the blood had come from
there. He also said that he had been at the window not
long before, and that the blood on the floor and window
probably came from his finger too. He refused to admit
that he had ever seen Mr Saint Clair, and swore that the
presence of the clothes in the room was as much a mystery
to him as it was to the police. If Mrs Saint Clair said she
had seen her husband at the window she must have been
dreaming - or else she was crazy! Boone was taken to the
police station, still complaining loudly.

“When the water level in the river had gone down, the
police looked for the body of Mr Saint Clair in the mud.
But they only found his coat. And every pocket was full of
pennies and halfpennies - 421 pennies, and 270 halfpen-
nies. It was not surprising that the coat had not been car-
ried away by the tide. But possibly the body itself had
been swept away. Perhaps Boone pushed Saint Clair
through the window, and then decided to get nid of the
clothing, which might have clues to the police. But he
needed to be sure that the clothes would sink. So he went
to the hiding place where he kept the money he earned in
Threadneedie Street, and began by filling the pockets of
the coat and throwing it out. He would have done the same
with the rest of the clothing, but just then he heard the po-
lice coming up the stairs, and quickly closed the window.

‘Boone has been a professional beggar for many years,
but he hat never been in any serious trouble with the po-
lice. He seems to live very quietly and harmlessly. I have
to find out what Neville Saint Clair was doing in that
house, what happened to him while he was there, where he
i1s now, and what Hugh Boone’s involvement was in his
disappearance. The problem seemed to be an easy one at
first, but now I don’t think it is so easy.
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‘Do you see that light among the trees? That is the
Saint Clairs’ house. Beside that l]amp an anxious woman is
sitting listening, probably, for the sound of our horse.’

We drove through some private grounds, and stopped
in front of a large house. A servant ran out to take charge
of our horse. The front door opened before we had reached
it, and a small fair woman in a pink silk dress hurried out
to meet us.

‘Well?” she cried eagerly. “Well?’

Perhaps she thought for a moment that Holmes’s friend
was her lost husband.

Holmes shook his head.

‘No good news?’

‘None.’
‘But no bad news either?’

‘No.’

"Well, come in. You must be very tired. You have had
a long day’s work.’

“This 1s my friend Dr Watson. He has been of great use
to me in several of my cases. By a lucky chance he has

been able to come with me this evening.’
‘I am pleased to meet you,’ said Mrs Saint Clair, press-

ing my hand warmly. She led us into a pleasant dining
room, where there was a cold supper laid out on the table.

‘Now, Mr Sherlock Holmes, I have one or two questions
to ask you, and I should like you to answer them truthful-

ly.

p/

‘Certainly, Mrs Saint Clair’.
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‘It is your real opinion that I want to know.’

‘About what?’ Holmes asked.

‘Do you truly believe that Neville is still alive?’

Holmes did not seem to like this question. “Truly,
now!’ she repeated, looking at him as he leaned back in
his chair.

“Truly, then, I do not,” he answered at last.

“You think he is dead?’

“Yes.’

‘And that he was murdered?’

‘I don’t know. Perhaps.’

‘And on what day did he die?”’

‘On Monday, June the 15th.’

“Then, Mr Holmes, how do you explain this letter that I
have received from him today?”’

Sherlock Holmes jumped out of his chair. “What?’
shouted.

“Yes, today.” Smiling, she held up an envelope.

‘May I see it?’

‘Certainly.’

In his eagermess he seized it from her quite rudely,
smoothed it out on the table, and examined it very thor-
oughly. I looked at it over his shoulder. The envelope was
a cheap one, and it had been posted at Gravesend in Kent
earlier in the day.

‘The handwriting on the envelope is poor,” said
Holmes. ‘Surely this is not your husband’s writing, Mrs
Samnt Clair?’

‘No, but the letter inside is in his handwriting.’
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‘1 see that whoever addressed the envelope had to go

and find out your address.’
‘How can you tell that?’
‘The name, you see, 1s in perfectly black ink, and has

been allowed to dry slowly. The address is almost grey -
which proves that sand has been thrown on the writing to
dry it. The man who wrote this envelope write the name
first, and then paused for some time before writing the ad-
dress. The only explanation is that he did not know it. But
let us look at the letter! Ah! some object has been enclosed
in this.’

“Yes,” said Mrs Saint Clair, ‘there was a ring. Neville’s
ring.’

"And are you sure that this is in your husband’s writ-
ing?’

“Yes - though it’s easy to see that he wrote it in a great
hurry.” This 1s what the letter said:

Dearest Olwia,

Do not be frightened. Everything will be all right.
There is a mistake that it will take some time to put right.
Wait patiently.

NEVILLE.

“This,” said Holmes, ‘is written in pencil on a page torn
from some book. It was posted by a man with a dirty
thumb. And whoever closed the envelope had a lump of
tobacco 1n his mouth. Well, Mrs Saint Clair, things are be-
ginning to seem a little more hopeful, but I do not think
the danger is over yet.’

‘But Neville must be alive, Mr Holmes!’

‘Unless this letter is the work of a clever man, After all,

the ring proves nothing. It may have been taken from
him.’
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‘No, no! That’s certainly his own handwriting!’

‘Very well. But the letter may have been written on
Monday, and only posted today.’

“That 1s posstle.’

‘If that is so, many things may have happer.ed between
the two days.’

‘Oh you must not make me lose hope, Mr Holmes! |
know that Neville 1s all nght. Our relationship is such a
strong one that I always know when he has an accident.
On that last morming he cut himself in the bedroom, and
although I was in the dining room, I knew tmmediately
that something had happened to him. I rushed upstairs and
found that I was right. Do you think I could possibly not
know about it if he had beed murdered?’

‘But if your husband is alive and able to write letters,
why should he remain away from you?’

‘I can’t imagine!”

"And on Monday he said nothing unusual before leav-
ing home?’

‘Nothing.’

"And you were surprised to see him at that window 1n
Upper Swandam Street?’

“Yes, extremely surprised.’

“Was the window open”?’

‘Yes.’

‘Then he could have spoken to you?’'

‘He could. But he only cried out, as if he were calling
for help. And he waved his hands.’
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‘But it might have been a cry of surprise. Shock at the
sight of you might cause him to throw up his hands.’
‘It is possible. But I thought he was pulled back from

the window.’
‘He might have jumped back. You did not see anyone

else in the room, did you?’
‘No, but that ugly cripple admitted that he was there,
and the owner of the place was at the foot of the stairs.’
‘Did your husband seem to be wearing his ordinary

clothes?’
‘Yes, but he had no collar or tie on. I saw the skin of

his throat quite clearly.’

‘Had he ever mentioned Upper Swandam Street to
you?’

‘Never.’

"Had he ever shown any signs of having taken opium?’

‘No, never!’

“Thank you, Mrs Saint Clair. We will now have a little
supper and then go to bed. We may have a very busy day
tomorrow.’

But Holmes did not go to bed that night. He was a man
who sometimes stayed awake for a whole week when he
was working on one of his cases. He filled his pipe. Then
he sat down, crossed his legs, and looked with fixed eyes
at the ceiling. I was already in bed and soon went to sleep.

Holmes was still smoking when I woke up next morn-
ing. It was a bright sunny day, but the room was full of to-

bacco smoke.
‘Are you awake, Watson?’

‘Yes.’
“Would you like to come for an early-morning drive?’
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‘All right.’

“Then get dressed! Nobody is up yet, but I know where
the servant who looks after the horses sleeps. We shall
soon have the carriage on the road!” Holmes laughed to
himself as he spoke. He seemed to be a different man from
the Holmes of the night before.

As I dressed, I looked at my watch. It was not surpris-
ing that nobody in the house was up: it was only 4.25.

Soon Holmes came back and told me that the carrage

was ready.
‘I want to test a little 1dea of mine,” he said as he put

his shoes on. ‘I think, Watson, that I am the most stupid
man in Europe. 1 deserve to be kicked from here to Lon-
don. But I think I have found the explanation of Neville
Saint Clair’s disappearance now. Yes, Watson, I think I
have the key to the mystery!’

‘And where 1s it?" I asked, smiling.

‘In the bathroom,’ he answered. ‘Oh, yes, I am not jok-
ing,” he went on, seeing the surprise on my face. ‘I have
been there, and I have taken it out, and I have it in this
bag. Come on, Watson, and let us see whether this key is
the right one.’

“The carriage was waiting for us in the bright morning
sunshine. We both jumped in, and the horse rushed oft
along the London road. A few country vehicles were
about, taking fruit to the London markets, but the houses
on either side of the road were as silenr and lifeless as in a
dream.

‘Oh, I have been blind, Watson!’ said Holmes. ‘But it is
better to learn wisdom late than never to learn it at all.’
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In London, a few people were beginining to look out
sleepily from their windows as we drove through the
streets on the south side of the city. We went down Water-
loo Bridge Road and across the river; then along Welling-
ton Street. We stopped at Bow Street Police Station. The
two policemen at the door touched their hats to Holmes,
who was well known there. One of them looked after the

horse while the other led us 1n.
‘Who 1s the officer on duty this morning?’ asked

Holmes.

"Mr Bradstreet, sir,” answered the man.

A large fat man came down the passage just then.

"Ah, Bradstreet, how are you?’ said Holmes. ‘T’d like to
have a word with you.’

"‘Certainly, Mr Holmes. Let us go into my room.’

It was a small office, with a desk and a telephone.
Bradstreet sat down.

“What can I do for you, Mr Holmes?’

‘I am here in connection with Hugh Boone, the beggar -
the man who has been charged with involvement in the
disappearance of Mr Neville Saint Clair.’

“Yes We are still busy with that case.’

“You have Boone here?’

“Yes. He’s locked up.’

‘Is he quiet?””

"Oh, he gives no trouble. But he’s a dirty man.’

‘Dirty?’

"Yes. He doesn’t mind washing his hands, but his face
1S as black as a coal miner’s. Well, as soon as his case is
settled, he’ll have to have a proper prison bath!’
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‘I should very much like to see him.’

‘Would you? That can easily be arranged. Come this
way. You can leave your bag here.’

‘No, I think I'll take it with me.’

‘Very good. Come this way, please.” He led us down a
passage, opened a barred door, and took us down some
stairs to another white passage. There was a row of doors
on each side.

“The third door on the right is his,” said Bradstreet.
‘Here 1t 1s!” He looked thrcugh a hole 1n the upper part of
the door.

‘He’s asleep. You can see him very well.’
Holmes and I both looked through the hole. The prison-

er lay with his face towards us, in a very deep sleep,
breathing slowly and heavily. He was a man of medium
height, dressed in a torn coat and a coloured shirt. As
Bradstreet had said, he was extremely dirty. One side of
his top lip was turned up, so that three teeth were showing.
He looked like an angry dog. His head was covered almost
down to the eyes with very bright red hair.

‘He’s a beauty, isn’t he?’ said Bradstreet.

‘He certainly needs a wash,” Holmes replied. ‘I had an
idea that he might be dirty, and so I brought this with me.’
He took a wet cloth out of his bag.

‘What a funny man you are, Mr Holmes!” laughed
Bradstreet.

‘Now, Bradstreet, open that door as quietly as possible,

please.’
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‘All right.” And Bradstreet slipped his big key into the
lock, and we all went in very quietly. The sleeping man
half turned, and then settled down once more. Holmes
stepped quickly over to him and rubbed the cloth firmly

across and down his face.
‘Let me introduce you,” he shouted, ‘to Mr Neville

Saint Clair, of Lee in Kent!’

The effect of Holmes’s cloth was unbelivable. The skin
of the man’s face seemed to come off like paper, taking
the twisted lip with it. Holmes took hold of the untidy red
hair and pulled it off too. The ugly beggar had changed
into a pale, sad-faced young gentleman with black hair
and a smooth skin. He sat up in his bed and rubbed his
eyes, looking round sleepily. Then he realized what had
just happened, have a terrible cry, and hid his face.

Good heavens!” cried Bradstreet. ‘It certainly is the
missing man. I recognize him from the photoraph.’

By now the prisoner had managed to control himselt,
‘And what,’ he asked, ‘am I charged with?’

"With being concerned in the disappearance of Mr Ne-
ville Saint-' Bradstreet began. ‘But of course you can’t be
charged with that! Well, I have been a member of the po-
lice force for twenty-seven years, and 1 have never seen
anything like this!”

‘If I am Neville Saint Clair, no crime has been done. It
is clear that you are breaking the law by keeping me here.’

‘No crime has been done,” said Holmes, ‘but you ought
to have trusted your wife’.

‘It was not my wife that I was worried about. It was the
children! I didn’t want them to be ashamed of their father.

And what can I do now?’
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Sherlock Holmes sat down beside him on the bed, and
touched his shoulder kindly.

‘I advise you to tell everything to Mr Bradstreet,” he
said. ‘It may not be necessary for the case to come into
court. Your story will probably never be mentioned in the
newspapers. Your children need never find out about it.’

Saint Clair gave him a grateful look.

‘I will tell you the whole story.
‘My father was a schoolmaster in Derbyshire, where 1

received an excellent education. I travelled a great deal af-
ter I left school. I was an actor for a time, and then became
a reporter for an evening paper in London. One day I was
asked to write a series of pieces about begging in London.
It was then that all my sdventures started. I decided that
the best way of collecting tacts would be to become a beg-
gar myself, just for one day. When I was an actor I had, of
course, learned all the skills of make-up, and I now made
good use of them. I painted my face and gave my upper lip
an ugly twist so that people would pity me. Red hair and
old clothes were the only other things necessary. I then
placed myself 1n one of the busiest streets in London. I
pretended to be a match seller, but was really a beggar. I
stayed there for seven hours. At home that evening I was
surprised to find that I had received more than a pound.

‘I wrote my pieces, and thought no more of the matter
for some time. Then I signed my name on a paper for a
friend who wanted to borrow some money; he was unable
to pay his deb and so I found that I owed twenty-five
pounds. I did not know what to do. Suddenly I had an
idea. 1 asked for two weeks’ holiday, and spent the time
begging in Threadneedle Street. In ten days I had the mon-
ey and had paid the debt.
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‘Well, you can imagine how difficult it was to settle
down to hard work on the newspaper at two pounds a
week, when I knew that I could earn as much as that in a
single day! I only had to paint my face, put my cap on the
ground, and sit still. Of course it hurt my pride to do it, but
in the end I gave up my post, and sat day after day in the
corner 1 had first chosen. My ugly face made everybody
pity me, and my pockets quickly filled with money. Only
one man knew my secret. This was the owner of the Bar of
Gold 1in Upper Swandam Street, an Indian sailor. It was
there that I changed myself into an ugly beggar each
morning, and there that I became a well-dressed business-
man again in the evenings. I paid the man well for his
rooms, so I knew that my secret was safe with him.

"Well, very soon I realized that I was saving money
fast. I do not mean that any beggar in the streets of Lon-
don could eamn seven or eight hundred pounds a year, but I
had unusual advantages. My knowledge of make-up
helped me a great deal, and my jokes quickly made me al-
most a public figure. All day and every day, the money
poured 1nto my cap. I usually received at least two pounds
in a day. I was almost a rich man.

‘I was able to take a large house in the country, and lat-
er to marry. Nobody had any idea where my money really
came from. My dear wife knew that I had a business in
London: that was all.

‘Last Monday I had fenished for the day, and was
dressing in my room in Upper Swandam Street, when 1
saw my wife outside. She was looking up at me. This was
a great shock to me, and I gave a cry of surprise and threw
up my arms to cover my face. I rushed downstairs and
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begged the owner of the place to prevent anyone from
coming up to me. Then I ran upstairs agatn, took off my
clothes, and put on those of ‘Hugh Boone’. I heard my
wife’s voice downstairs, but I knew that she would not be
able to come up. I put on my make-up and my false hair as
fast as I could. Just then, I realized that the police might
search my rooms. I did not want my own clothes to be
found. I filled the coat pockets with coins, and opened the
window. I had cut my finger at home that morning, and
the cut opened again. I threw the heavy coat out of the
window and saw it disappear into the river. I would have
thrown the other clothes out too, but just then I heard the
policemen rushing up the stairs. A few minutes later I was
seized as my own murderer! But I was happy that nobody
realized who I was.

‘I was determined not to be recognized, and so refused
to wash my face. I knew that my wife would be very anx-
ious about me, and I therefore slipped off my ring and
found an opportunity to give it to the owner of the Bar of
Gold, together with a short letter to her.’

‘Mrs Saint Clair did not get that note until yesterday,’

said Holmes.
‘Good heavens! What a terrible week she must have

had!’
“The police have been watching the Indian,” said Brad-

street, and he must have had great difficulty in posting the
letter without being seen. He probably handed it to one of
the sailors who come to the Bar of Gold to smoke opium.
The man may have forgotten to post it until yesterday.’
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‘I think you are right,” said Holmes. ‘Mr Saint Clarr,
have you never been charged with begging in the streets?’

‘Oh, yes, I have often been to court. But I could easily
afford the money I had to pay!

“Your life as a beggar must stop now, said Brad-
street. ‘If Hugh Boone appears once more in the streets of
London we shall not be able to prevent the newspaper re-
porters from writing about the case.’

‘I swear never to beg again,” said Saint Clair.

‘In that case you will hear no more of the matter,” said
Bradstreet. ‘But if you are ever found begging again,
everything will have to be made public. Mr Holmes, we
are very grateful to you for your successful handling of
the case. I wish I knew how you got your results!’

‘I found the explanation of this affair by sitting in a
comfortable armchair and smoking my pipe all night,” an-
swered my friend. ‘I think, Watson, that if we drive to
Baker Street now, we shall be just in time for breakfast.’
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The Engineer’s Thumb

The exciting affair of Mr Hatherley’s thumb happened in
the summer of 1889, not long after my marriage. I was in
practice as a doctor, but I often visited my friend Sherlock
Holmes at his Baker Street rooms, and I sometimes even
managed to persuade him to come and visit my wife and
me. My practice had steadily become more successtul, and
as I happened to live near Paddington Station, I got a few
patients from among the railway workers there. One of
these, a guard whom I had cured of a painful disease, was
always praising my skill and trying to persuade new pa-
tients to come to me.

One morning, a little before seven o’clock, I was wok-
en by our servant knocking at the bedroom door. She said
that two men had come from Paddington Station and were
waiting in my office. I dressed quickly and hurried down-
stairs. I knew from experience that raillway cases were
usually serious. Before I had reached the office, my old
friend the guard came out and closed the door tightly be-
hind him.

‘I've got him here,” he whispered, pointing over his
shoulder with his thumb, as if he caught some strange wild
animal for me. ‘It’s a new patient. I thought I’d bring him
here myself, so that he couldn’t run away. I must go now,
Doctor. I have my duties, just as you have.” And he was
out of the house before I could thank him
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I entered my office, and found a gentleman seated by
the table. He was dressed 1n a country suit, with a soft
cloth cap, which he had put down on top of my books.
There was a blcody cloth wrapped round one of his hands.
He was young - not more than twenty-five I thought. he
had a strong face, but he was extremely pale, and seemed
to be in a state of almost uncontrrollable anxiety.

‘T’'m sorry to get you out of bed so early, Doctor,” he
began. ‘But I had a very serious accident during the night.
I came back to London by train this morning, and at Pad-
ington I asked the railway people where 1 could find a
doctor. One good man very kindly brought me here. I gave
your servant a card, but I see that she has left it over there
on the side table.’

I picked it up and looked at it. “Mr Victor Hatherley,” I
read. ‘Engineer, third floor, 16A Victoria Street.’

‘I am sorry you have had to wait so long,’ I said, sitting
down. “Your night journey must have been dull too,’

‘Oh, my experiences during the night could not be
called dull!” he said, and laughed. In fact he shook with
such unnatural laughter that he sounded a little crazy.

‘Stop 1t!" I cried. ‘Control yourself!” I poured out a
glass of water for him.

But it was useless. He went on laughing for some time.
When at last he stopped he was very tired and ashamed of
himself.

‘It was stupid of me to laugh like that,” he said in a
weak voice.

‘Not at all.” I poured some brandy into the water.
‘Drink this!’
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Soon the colour began to return to his pale face. “That’s
better!” he said. ‘And now, doctor, would you mind look-
ing at my thumb, or rather at the place where my thumb
used to be?”

He took off the cloth and held out his hand. It was a ter-
rible sight, and although I had been an army doctor I could
hardly bear to look at it. Instead of a thumb there was only
an uneven, swollen red surface. The thumb had been com-

pletely cut - or torn - off.
‘Good heavens!” I cried. ‘“This 1s a termible wound. It

must have bled a great deal.’

‘Yes, it did. I fainted when it happened; and I think )
must have been unconscious for a long time. When 1 re-
turned to consciousness, I found that it was still bleeding.
So I tied one end of this cloth very tightly round my wrist,
and used a small piece of wood to make it even tighter.’

‘Excellent! You should have been a doctor.’

‘I'm an engineer, you see: the force of liquids is my
subject.’

“This has been done.’ I said, examining the wound, ‘by
a very sharp, heavy instrument.’

"An axe.’ he said.

‘It was an accident, I suppose?’

‘No!”

"Was somebody trying to murder you, then?’

‘Yes.’

‘How terrible!’

I cleaned the wound and bandaged it. He did not cry
out as I worked on his hand, though he bit lip from time to
time.
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‘How are you feeling now?’ I asked, when I had fin-
1shed.

‘T feel fine! Your brandy and your bandage have made
me feel like a new man. I was very weak, but I have had

some terrible experiences.’
‘Perhaps you had better not speak of the matter. It up-

sets you too much.’
‘Oh no! not now. I shall have to tell everything to the

police. But really, if I did not have this wound, the police
might not believe my statement. It is a very strange story
and I have not much proof of it. And I doubt whether jus-
tice will ever be done, because I can give the detectives so
tew clues.’

‘In that case.’ I said, ‘I strongly advise you to see my
friend Sherlock Holmes before you go to the police.’

‘Oh, I have heard of Mr Holmes,’ said my visitor, ‘and
I should be very glad if he would look into the matter,
though of course I must inform the police as well. Would
you write me a letter of introduction to him?’

‘I'll do better than that. I'll take you round to him my-
self.’

“You're very kind.’

"We'll call a carriage and go together. We shall arrive
just 1n time to have breakfast with him. Do you feel strong
enough to go out?’

‘Oh yes! I shall not feel comfortable in my mind until I
have told my story.’

“Then my servant will call a carriage, and I shall be
with you in a moment.’ I rushed upstairs and quickly ex-
plained everything to my wife. Five minutes later Mr Ha-
therley and I were in a carriage on our way to Baker
Street.
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As I had expected, Sherlock Holmes was in his sitting
room reading the small personal advertisements 1n The
Times and smoking his pipe. For this early-morning smoke
he used all the half-smoked lumps of tobacco from the day
before, all carefully dried and collected together. He wel-
comed us in his usual quiet, pleasant way, and ordered
more food for us. Then we all sat round the table and had
a good breakfast. When we had finished, Holmes made Mr
Hatherley lie down with a glass of brandy and water with-
in reach.

‘It is easy to see that your experience has been a strange
and terrible one, Mr Hatherley,” he said. ‘Please lie down
there and make yourself completely at home. Tell us what
you can, but stop and have a drink when you are tired.’

‘Thank you,” said my patient, ‘but I have been feeling
quite fresh since the doctor bandaged me, and I think that
your excellent breakfast has completed the cure. So I will
begin the story of my strange experiences immediately.’

Holmes sat down in his big armchair. As usual, the
sleepy expression on his face, and his half-closed eyes, hid
his eagerness. I sat opposite him, and we listened in si-
lence to the strange story our visitor told.

‘My parents are dead,” he said, ‘and I am unmarried. 1
live alone in rooms in London. By profession I am an en-
gineer, and I have had seven years of training with Venner
and Matheson of Greenwich, the well-known engineers. I
completed my training two years ago. Not long before
that, my father had died and I received some of his money.
So decided to go into business on my own, and took an of-
fice in Victoria Street.
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‘The first few years of independent practice are ofter
disappointing. I myself have had an extremely disappoint-
ing start. In two years I have had only three or four jobs
and have earned only twenty-seven pounds. Every day,
from nine o’clock in the moring until four in the after-
noon, I waited in my little office, until at last I began to
lose heart. I thought that I would never get any work.

‘But yesterday my clerk came in to say that a gentle-
man was waiting to see me on business. He brought in a
card, too, with the name ‘Captain Lysander Stark’ printed
on it. The Captain followed him into the room almost im-
mediately. He was a tall, thin man. I do not think I have
ever seen a thinner man than Captain Stark. He had a
sharp nose and the skin of his face was pulled very tighly
over the bones. But his thinness did not seem to be the re-
sult of any disease. His back was straight and his eyes
were bright. He was plainly but neatly dressed, and
seemed to be about thirty-five or forty years old.

" “Mr Hatherley?” he said, and I thought he sounded
like a German. “You have been recommended to me, Mr
Hatherled, not only as an excellent engineer, but also as a
man who can Keep a secret.”

“This polite remark pleased me. “May I ask who it was
who spoke so well of me?” I said.

" “Well, perhaps I had better not tell you that just now.
I have also heard that your parents are dead, and that you
are unmarried and live alone in London.”

" “That 1s quite correct,” I answered. “But I do not see
what connection these things have with my professional
ability. My clerk told me that you wished to speak to me
about a professional matter.”
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‘ “Yes, certainly. But everything I have said is impor-
tant. I have work for you, but secrecy 1s necessary - com-
plete secrecy. And of course we can expect greater secrecy
from a man who 1s alone in the world that from one who

lives with his fammly.”
“ “If I promise to keep a secret,” I said, “You can trust

me to do so.”
‘He looked at me carefully as I spoke. “You do prom-
ise, then?” he said at last.

““Yes, I promise.”
* “You promise complete silence, both before and after

doing the work? You promise not to mention the matter at
all, either in speech or in writing?”

““I have already given you my word.”

" “Very good!” He suddenly jumped up, rushed across
the room, and threw open the door. The passage outside
was empty.

“ “That’s all right,” he said, coming back. “I know that
clerks are sometimes eager to know about their masters’
affairs. Now it 1s safe to talk.” He pulled his chair up very
close to mine, and once again began looking thoughtfully
at me.

‘1 did not like this. I was beginning to feel impatient
with this strange man.

" “Please tell me why you have come to see nw, sir.” 1
said. “My time is valuable.” Of course this was not really
true!

" “Would fifty pounds for a night’s work suit you?” he
asked.

"“Yes, very well!”
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‘ “I said a night’s work, but in fact the work would
hardly take an hour. I only want your opibion about a ma-
chine which is not working properly. If you show us what
is wrong, we shall soon be able to put it right ourselves.
Will you do 1t?”

‘“Yes, I will,” I said. “The work appears to be easy and

the pay extremely generous.”
‘“Yes. We want you to come tonight, by the last train.”

" “Where to?” I asked.

‘ “To Eyford, in Berkshire. It 1s a little village about
seven miles from Reading. There is a train from Padding-
ton which will get you there at about a quarter past elev-
en.”

‘ “Very good.”
“ “l will come to Eyford Station in a carriage to meet

2

you.
* “Do you Iive far from the staion, then?”’ I asked.

" “Yes, our house 1s right out in the country - more than
seven miles away.”

" “Then we shall not reach your house before midnight.
I suppose there are no trains back from Eyford to London
in the middle of the night. I should have to sleep at your
house.”

" “Oh yes, we can easily give you a bed.”

" “That i1s not very convenient. Couldn’t I come at some

other time?”

" “We have decided that the night is the best time. The
unusually high pay will be your reward for the trouble.
But of course you are perfecty free to refuse the work if
you wish.”
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‘I thought of the fifty pounds - I thought how very use-
ful the money would be to me. “I do not want to refuse,” |
said. “I will do whatever you want. But I should like to
understand a little more clearly what it is you wish me to
do.”

“ “Of course. I will explain everything to you. But it is
very secret. Are you quite sure that nobocdy can hear what
we are saying?”’

* “Quite sure,” 1 replied.

“ “Then I will explain. A few years ago I bought a
house and a small piece of land, about ten miles from
Reading. I discovered that the soil in one of my fields con-
tained Fuller’s earth. Fuller’s earth, as you probably know,
is a valuanle substance, and 1s only found in one or two
places in England. Unfortunatately the amount of Fuller’s
earth in my field was rather small. But to the right and left
of 1t, in fields belonging to my neighbours, there were
much larger quantities of the substance. My neighbours
had no i1dea that their land was as valuable as a gold mine.
Naturally 1t was in my interest to buy their land before
they discovered its true value; but unfortunately I had no
capital with which to do this. So I told the secret to a few
of my friends and they suggested that we should quietly
and secretly dig out our own small quantity of Fuller’s
earth; and that in this way we would earn enough money
to buy the neighbouring fields. We have been working se-
cretly like this for some time. One of the machines we use
is a press. This press, as I have already explained, is not
working properly, and we want your advice on the subject.
We guard our secret very carefully, and if our neighbours
found out that an engineer had visited our little house, our
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discovery about the Fuller’s earth would not be a secret
any longer and we would have no chance at all of buying
those filds and carrying out our plans. That 1s why I have
made you promise me that you will not tell a single human
deing that you are going to Eyford tonight. Do you under-

stand?”’
“ “Yes,” I answered. “But one point that I do not quite

understand is this: how can a press be of any use to you in

digging Fuller’s earth out of the ground?”
‘ “Ah!” he said carelessly. “We have our own special

way. We use the press to turn the Fuller’s earth into bricks
so that we can remove the substance without letting the
neighbours know what it 1s But that 1s just a detail. I have.
I hakve taken you into my confidencenow, Mr Hatherley,
and have shown you that I trust you.” He rose as he spoke.
“I shall expect you, then, at Eyford at 11.15.”

“ “I will certainly be there.”

" “And do not say a word about it to anybody!” He
gave me a last long, questioning look, and that, pressing
my hand in his, he hurried from the room.

"Well, gentlemen, when I was alone again, I thought a
lot about this visitor and his unusual request. Of course 1
was glad in a way, because the money he had offered was
at least ten times as much as the ordinary pay for such a
piece of work. And it was possible that this opporunity
would lead to others. But the face and manner of this man
had given me a strange feeling, and I did not belivev that
the story of the Fuller’s earth really explained the necessi-
ty for a mudnight visit, or the conditions of extreme secre-
cy that were connected with it. But I put my fears to one
side, ate a large supper, drove to Paddington, and started
off for Eyford. I had obeyed Captain Stark’s instructions
and had spoken to nobody.
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‘At Reading I had to change stations, and I caught the
last train to Eyford. I reached the dark little station after
eleven o’clock. 1 was the only passenger who got out
there, and the only person at the station was a single
sleepy railwayman, holding an oil lamp. As I passed
through the gate from the station I found Captain Stark
waiting in the shadows on the other side of the road. With-
out speaking, he seized me by the arm and hurried me 1nto
a carriage. He pulled up the windows on both sides,
knocked on the woodwork as a signal to the driver, and we
set off as fast as the horse could go.’

‘One horse?” Holmes mterrupted.

‘Yes, only one.’

‘Did you notice what colour 1t was™”’

‘Yes, 1 saw by the light of the carriage lamps as 1 was
stepping in. It was light brown.’

‘Was it tired-looking, or fresh?’

‘Oh, its coat looked quite fresh.’

‘Thank you. I am sorry to have interrupted you. Please
continue your very interesting story.’

‘We drove for at least an hour. Captain Stark had said
that it was only about seven miles, but the time the jour-
ney took and the speed at which we travelled made me
think it was really ten or twelve. He sat at my side in si-
lence, watching me carefully all the time. The country
roads must have been rather bad, as thecarriage shook and
moved violently up and down as we went along. I tried to
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look out of the windows to sec where we were, but they
were made of coloured glass and 1 could see nothing exce-
ot occasional faint lights. Now and then I spoke to the
Captain, but he answered only “Yes’ or ‘No’ and the con-
versation went no further. At last, the shaking of the car-
riage stopped, and we drove over a smooth private road:
our journey was over. Captain Stark jumped out, and, as I
followed, pulled me quickly through the open front door
of the house. We stepped right out of the carriage into the
hall, so that I was quite unable to get any 1dea of what the
outside of the house looked like. As soon as I was inside
the house the door was shut violently behind us, and !
heard the faint sound of wheels as the carriage drove
away.

‘It was completely dark inside the house, and the Cap-
tain began looking for matches, talking to himself as he
did so. Suddenly a door opened at the other end of the pas-
sage, and a golden beam of light appeared. It grew wider,
and I saw a woman with a lamp, which she held above her
head, pushing her face forward to look at us, I could see
that she was pretty, and expensively dressed. She said a
few words in a foreign language, and when my companion
answered with a single cold word, his reply gave her such
a shock that she nearly dropped the lamp.Captain Stark
went up to her, whispered something in her ear, and
pushed her back into the room she had come out of. Then
he walked backtowards me with the lamp in his hand, and
opened the door of another room.

‘ “Please be kind enough to wait in this room for a few
minutes,” he said.
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‘It was small, plain room, with a round table in the
centre. There were several German books scattered on this
table. The Captain put the lamp down on a smaller table
by the door. “I will not keep you waiting long,” he said

and disappeared into the darkness.
‘I looked at the books on the table, and although I do

not understand German I could see that two of them were
on scientific subjects. The others were books of poetry.
Then I walked across to the window, hoping to see a little
of the surroundings of the house. But strong heavy boards
were nailed across the window on the outside. It was an
unusually silent house. The only sound came from an old
clock somewhere 1n the passage. I felt myself becoming
more and more anxious. Who were these German people,
and what were they doing, living in this strange, out-of-
the-way place? And where was the place? I only knew
that 1t was ten or twelve miles from Eyford, but I had on
idea wheher it was north, south, east or west. Of course
Reading, and possibly other large towns, were about the
same distance away. But the complete stillness made it
clear that Captain Stark’s house was right out in the coun-
try. I walked anxiously up and down the room, singing to
myself under my breath to give myself courage, and feel-
ing that I was thoroughhly earning my fifty pounds!
"Then, without a sound, the door of the room swung
slowly open, and I saw the womwn standing there. Behind
her was the darkness of the hall, and the yellow light from
my lamp shone on her eager and beautiful face. It was
easy to see that she was in a state of extreme fear, and as a
result my own blood turned to ice. Sne held up one shak-
ing finger to warn me to be silent. Her eyes, as she looked
back into the dark passage, were like those of a frightened

horse.
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‘ “You must go away!” she whispered in broken Eng-
lish, with an effort to speak calmly. “There i1s no good here

for you to do.”
‘ “But I have not yet done what I came to do. I cannot

possibly leave until I have seen the machine.”

“ “You will gain nothing by staying,” she went on.
“You can pass through the door; nobody prevents you.”
And then, seeing that I only smiled and shook my head,
she suddenly gave up her attempt to speak calmly, and
took a step forward. “for the love of heaven!” she said,
stretching out her hands towards me, “Get away from here
before 1t is too late!’”

‘But it is not easy to make me change my mind, and
difficulties only make me more determined. I thought of
my fifty pounds, of the tiring journey I had just made, and
of the unpleasant night that was just beginning. Must all
this be completely wasted? Why should I run away with-
out carrying out my orders, and without receiving my pay
for the night’s work? Maybe this woman was crazy!
Though her waming had worried me, I still shook my head
firmly, and said I would stay. She would have gone on try-
ing to persuade me, but just then we heard the noisy clos-
ing of a door upstairs, and the sound of footsteps on the
stairs. She lisicned for a moment, threw up her hands in
hopelessness, and then disappeared as suddenly and silent-
ly as she had come.

‘When Captain Stark came back into the room, there
was another man with him. This second man was short
and fat, with a beard like a goat’s growing out of the folds
of his round face. The Captain introduced him to me as Mr

Ferguson.
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“ “Mr Ferguson 1s my secretary and manager” said the
Captain. Then he gave me a strange look and said: “Mr
Hatherley, I had the idea that I left this door shut just

77

now.
‘“Yes.” I replied, “but the room seemed a little airless,

and so I opened the door to let some air in.”

‘ “Well, perhaps we had better begin our business now.
Mr Ferguson and I will take you up to see the machine.”

* “I had better put my hat on, I suppose,” I said.

* “Oh no, 1t 1s in the house,”

“ “What! Do you dig Fuller’s earth in the house?”

* “No, no. This is only where we press it into bricks.
But never mind that! All we wish you to do to examine the
machine and to let us know what is wrong with it.”

"We went upstairs together, the Captain first with the
lamp, the dat manager and myself behind him. It was the
kind of old house in which it would be easy to get lost -
full of passages, narrow stairways, and little low doors.
There were no floor coverings and above the ground floor
there seemed to be no furniture at all. I tried to appear
calm and cheerful, but I had not forgtten the warnings of
the lady, and 1 watched my two companions anxiously.
Ferguson appeared to be a bad-tempered and silent man,

but I could tell from his voice that he was at least an Eng-

lishman.
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‘At last Captain Stark stopped outside a low door,
which he unlocked. The room inside was small and square
- so small, in fact, that the three of us could hardly have
gone inside at the same time. Ferguson remained outside,
and I went in with the Captan.

‘ “We are now” he said, “actally inside the press, and it
would be extremely unpleasant for us if anyone turned it
on. The ceilliag of this little room is really the moving part
of the press, and it comes down with very great force on
this metal floor. The machine still works, but it seems to
be sticking and it has lost some of its power. I should like
you to examine it, please, and to show us how we can put
it right.”

‘I took the lamp from him, and examined the machine
very thoroughly. It was certainly a very large and power-
ful one. When I went back outside and pressed down the
handles that controlled it, I could tell from the soft whis-
thng sound that there was a slight escape of water from
one part into another. This was the explanation for the loss
of pressure. A further examination showed that one of the
rubber seals in the press had become worn and thin, and
this was how the water was escaping. I pointed this out to
my companions, who listened very carefully to what I
said, and asked several questions about what they should
do to put the problem right. When I had made it clear to
them, I went back inside the machine, and had another
good look at it - to satify my own desire to find out what it
was. I realized that the story of the Fuller’s earth was a
complete lie: 1t was impossible to believe that such a pow-
erful machine could be intended for such a purpose. The
walls were made of wood, but the floor was like a kind of
iron bath. When 1 examined this more closely I saw that it
was coated with another sort of metal, in fine powder. I
had bent down and was feeling this to find out exactly
what it was, when I heard a few angry words in German
and saw the Captain looking down at me.
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‘ “What are you doing in there?” he asked.

‘I was feeling angry with him for telling me lies. “I was
admiring your Fuller’s earth,” I said “I think you ought to
have told me the real purpose of your machine before ask-
ing me to advise you about 1t.”

As soon as I had spoken, I wished I had not. A cold,
hard expression came into Captain Stark’s face, I saw that
his grey eyes were full of hatred.

“ “Very well!” he said. “I will show you everything
themachine!” He took a step backwards, shut the little
door and quickly turned the key. I rushed towards it and
pulled at the handle. Then I pushed and kicked at the door,
but it held firm. “Captain Stark! Captain Stark!” I shouted.
“Let me out!”

"And then suddenly 1n the silence I heard a sound that
sent my heart to my mouth with fear. It was the control-
ling handles being pressed down, and the slight whisthing
noise of the water. Captain Stark had turned on the ma-
chine. The lamp was still on the iron floor of the press,
and by its light I saw that the black ceiling was coming
down on me - slowly and unsteadily, but with enough
power to crush me into the floor. With a terrible cry I
threw myself against the door and tore with my nails at the
lock. I begged the Captain to let me out. but the sounds of
the machinery drowned my cries. The ceiling was now
only a foot or two above my head, and by raising my arm I
could feel its hard rough surface. Then the thought struck
me that the pain of my death would depend very much on
the position of my body at the last moment. If I Iay on my
face the weight would come on my backbone, and I trem-
bled to think of the terrible sound of my own back break-
ing. Perhaps 1t would be easier the other way - but had I
enough courage to lie and look up at that fearful black
shadow as it came nearer and nearer? Already I was un-
able to stand up, when I noticed something that brought
hope back to my heart.
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‘I have said that though the floor and the ceiling were
made of iron, the walls of the press were wooden. As I
gave a last hopeless look around, I saw a thin line of yel-
low light between two of the boards; and this line became
wider and wider as a small door was pushed backwards.
For a momenr I could hardly believe that here was a door
that led away from death. The next moment I threw myself
through, and lay half fainting on the other side. The door
had closed again behind me, but the crash of the lamp as
the ceiling struck it, and a few moments afterwards the
sound of the top and bottom of the press meeting, made
me realize what a narrow escape I had had.

Suddenly, as I lay outside the press, I felt somebody
pulling at my wrist, and I saw that I was on the stone floor
of a narrow passage and a woman with an oil lamp in her
hand was bending over me. It was the same good friend
whose earlier warning I had so stupidly failed to take seri-
osly.

" “Come! Come!” she cried. “They will be here in a
moment. They will see that you are not there. Oh, do not
waste valuable time, but come with me!”

"This time, at least, I took her advice. Unsteadily, I
stood up, and ran with her along the passge and down a
narrow staircase which led to another broad passage. Just
as we reached this second passage, we heard the sound of
running feet and the shouting of two voices - one answer-
ing the other - from the floor where we were, and from the
one below. My guide stopped and looked around her as if
she did not know what to do. Then she threw open a door
which led into a bedroom, through the window of which
the moon was shining brighly.
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“ “It is your only chance,” she said. “The window is
high up, but perhaps you can jump out.”

‘As she spoke a light appeared at the other end of the
passage, and I saw the thin figure of Captain Stark rushing
forward with a lamp in one hand, and an axe in the other. I
rushed across the bedroom, threw open the window, and
looked out. How quiet and pleasant the garden looked in
the moonlight! It was about thirty feet down. I climbed
out, but did not jump immediately, as I wanted to hear
what was about to happen between Stark and the lady who
had saved me from death. If it were necessary 1 was deter-
mined, whatever the risk, to return and help her. This
thought had hardly flashed through my mind before he
was at the door, pushing his way past her; but she threw
her ams around him, and tried to hold him back.

" “Fritz! Fritz! Remember your promise after the last
time!” she cried in English. “You said it would never hap-
pen again. He will not tell anyone! Oh, I am sure he will
not!”

" “You are crazy, Elise!” he shouted, struggling to free
himself. “You will be the ruin of us. He has seen too
much. Let me pass, I say!” He pushed her to one side,
rushed to the window, and struck at me with his axe. At
that moment I was hanging by my hands to the bottom of
the window. I was conscious of a dull pain, and I fall into
the garden below.
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‘T was not hurt too much by the fall; so I got to my feet
and rushed off among the bushes as fast as I could run - |
knew that I was not out of danger yet. Suddenly, as I ran, I
began to feel sick and faint. I looked down at my hand,
which by now was really painful, and saw for the first
time that my thumb had been cut off, and that blood was
pouring from the wound. I attempted to tie a piece of cloth
round it, but suddenly I seemed to hear a strange singing
noise in my eare, and the next moment I fainted and fell.

‘I do not know how long I remained unconscious. It
must have been a very long time, as 1t was daybreak when
I woke up. My clothes were wet through, and my coat was
covered 1n blood from my wounded hand. The pain re-
minded me of all the details of my midnight adventure,
and I jumped to my feet with the feeling that even now 1
might not be safe from my enemies. But, to my surprie,
when I looked about me I could see neither the house nor
the garden. I had been lying near the side of a country
road, and not far off I saw a long low building. I walked
along towards this, and found that it was the railway sta-
tion where I had arrived the night before! Except for the
wound on my hand, everything that had happened during
those termble hours might have been a dream.

“Still only half conscious, I went into the station, and
asked about the moming train. There would be one to
Reading in less than an hour. The same railwayman was
on duty as at the time of my arrival. I asked him whether
he had ever heard of Captain Lysander Stark. The name
was not familiar to him. Had he noticed a carriage waiting
for me the night before? No, he had not. Was there a po-
lice station anywhere near? There was one two or three
miles away.
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‘It was too far me to go, in my weak state. I decided to
wait until I got back to London before telling my story to
the police. It was about half past six when I arrived, and 1
went first to have my wound bandaged. After that, the
doctor very kindly brought me along here. I should like to
put the case into your hands, and will do exactly what you
advise.’

Sherlock Holmes and I sat in silence for some moments
after listening to this strange account. Then Holmes pulled
down from a shelf one of the thick, heavy books in which
it was his habit to stick pieces from the newspapers.

‘Here 1s an advertisement that will interest you,” he
said. ‘It appeared 1n all the papers about a year ago. Listen
to this: “Lost on the 9th of this month, Mr Jeremiah
Hayling, twenty-six years old, an engineer. He left his
rooms at ten o’clock at night, and has not been heard of
since. He was dressed in . . .” and so on. Yes! That must
have been the last time the Captain needed to have his
oress repaired, I think.’

‘Good heavens!” cried my patient. ‘Then that explains
what thewoman said.’

‘1 have no doudt of it,” said Holmes. ‘It is quite clear
that the Captain is a determined man, who would not al-
low anything or anybody to stand in his way. Well, every
moment 1s 1mportant, and so, if you feel strong enough,
Mr Hatherley, we will go to Scotland Yard and then to Ey-
ford.’

Two hours later we were all in the train together, on our
way from Reading to the little Berkshire village. There
were Sherlock Holmes, Mr Hatherley the engineer, Brad-
street the Scotland Yard detective, a young policeman, and
myself. Bradstreet had spread a large-scale map of the Ey-
ford area out on the seat, and was drawing a circle with
Eyford at its centre.
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‘There!” he said ‘That circle is twenty miles across - ten

miles from Eyford in every direction. The place we want
must be somewhere near that line. You said ten miles, 1

think, sir?’

‘The drive took more than an hour,” said Mr Hatherley.

‘And you think that they brought you back all that way
while you were unconscious?’

‘They must have done so. I have a confused memory,
too, of having been lifted and carried somewhere.’

‘I can’t understand why they didn’t kill you when they
found you in the garden,” I said. ‘Perhaps the woman
begged Stark to let you go, and succeeded in softening
him.’

‘I don’t think that very likely,” Hatherley answered, ‘I
never saw a more cruel face that his in my life.’

‘Oh, we shall soon find an explanation for all that,” said
Bredstreet. “Well, I have drawn my circle, but I wish I
knew at which point on it the wanted men are to found.’

‘I think I could put my finger on the right point,” said
Holmes quietly.

‘Really?’ cnied Bradstreet. ‘So you have formed your
opimon? Well, then, we shall see who agrees with you. I
say 1t 1s to the south, as there are very few houses in that
direction.’

"And I say east,” said Hatherley.

1 think it 1s to the west,” said the second policeman.
“There are several quiet little villages up there.’

"And I think it is to the north,’ I said because there are
no hills there, and Mr Hatherley says that he did not notice
the carnage going up any hill.’
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Bradstreet laughed. ‘So we have opinions for north,
south, east, and west. Which do you agree with, Mr

Holmes?’
‘I don’t agree with any of them,” Holmes answered.

‘But we can’t all be wrong!’
‘Oh, yes, you can! This 1s my point,” he said, placing
his finger on the centre of the circle. “This 1s where we

shall find them.’
‘But how do you explain the ten-mile drive?’ asked Ha-

therley 1n surprise.

‘Five miles out and five back. Nothing could be sim-
pler. You said yourself that the horse was quite fresh when
you gou 1n. That would be completely impossible if the
horse had just gone ten miles over rough roads.’

"Yes,” said Bradstreet thoughtfully. ‘It’s quite a likely
explanation. Of course it 1s not difficult to guess what kind
of men these are.’

“Yes,” said Holmes. ‘They are forgers of coins on a
large scale. The press is used to form the mixture with
which they make a metal that looks like silver.’

"We have known for some time that a clever group was
at work,’ said Bradstreet. ‘They have made many thou-
sands of forged silver coins. We even had clues which led
to Reading. But we could get no further - they had covered
their tracks too cleverly. But now I think they are about to
tall into our hands.’

But Bradstreet was mistaken. Those criminals never
fell into the hands of the police. As our train came into Ey-
ford Station, we saw a broad line of smoke rising into the
air behind some trees in the neighbourhood of the village.
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‘Is there a house on fire?’ Bradstreet asked, as soon as
we had got out.

‘Yes, sir,” said the stationmaster.

‘When did the fire break out?’

‘I hear that it was during the night, sir, but 1t has got
worse, and by now the house 1s almost completely de-

stroyed.’
“Whose house is 1t?’

‘Dr Becher’s.’

‘Tell me.” Hatherley interrupted, ‘is Dr Becher a Ger-
man, very thin, with a long sharp nose?”’

The stationmaster laughed loudly. ‘No, sir, Dr Becher
is an Englishman, and he’s the fattest man in the village.
But he has a gentleman staying with him - one of his pa-
tients, I believe - who is a foreigner, and ke 1s extremely
thin.’

The stationmaster had not finished speaking before we
were all hurrying in the direction of the fire. It front of us
on a low hill there was a large white house. Smoke and
flames were coming out of every window, while in the
garden 1n front three fire engines were attempting, with lit-
tle success, to control the fire.

“That’s the house!’ cried Hatherley in great excitement.
“There are the bushes where I lay, and that second window
1 the one that I jumped from.’

"Well, at least,” said Holmes, ‘you have had your re-
venge on them. I have no doubt that it was your oil lamp
which, when it was crushed in the press, set fire to the
wooden walls - though no doubt Stark and Ferguson were
too excited by their hunt for you to notice it at the time.
Now keep your eyes open in this crowd for those two men
1 though 1 fear that by now they are almost at the other end
of England.’
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And Holmes was right in his guess. From that day to
this nothing has ever been heard of the beautiful woman,
the cruel German, or the bad-tempered, silent Englishman.
Early that moming a farmer had met a cart containing sev-
eral people and some very large boxes. They were dnving
fast in the direction of Reading. But the criminals left no
further signs, and even Holmes failed to discover any
clues.

We learnt that the firemen had found a human thumb,
recently cut off, at a window on the second floor of the
house. At about sunset they succeeded in putting the fire
out, but by that time the roof had fallen 1n, and almost
nothing remamned of the forgers machinery inside the
house. Large amounts of different metals were found in a
building behind the house, but it was clear that the crimi-
nals had taken their stores of forged coins away with them
in the boxes.’

The mystery of how Mr Hatherley had been carried
from the garden to the roadside was quickly solved when
Holmes found a double line of footprints in the soft earth.
The engineer had been carried out by two people, one of
whom had very small feet, and the other unusually large
ones. On the whole, it was most likely that the silent Eng-
lishman - less fearless or less cruel than the German cap-
tain - had helped the woman to carry the unconscious man
out of the way of danger.

‘Well,” said Hatherley a little sadly, ‘it has been a
strange affair for me! I have lost my thumb, and I have
lost fifty pounds in pay, and what I have gained.

“You have gained experience,” said Holmes, laughing.
‘And you have now got a true and interesting story of your
own, which you will be able to tell every day for the rest
of your life!’
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The Patient

One October evening Sherlock Holmes and I were return-
ing to our rooms in Baker Street after a long walk. I had
been sharing rooms with Holmes since the death of my
wife in 1894. It was quite late in the evening, but there
was a carriage outside the house.

A gentleman was waiting for us in our sitting room. He
stood up when we came in. He was about thirty-three or
thirty-four years old, with thin, artist’s hands, and looked
unhealthy and tired. He was dressed completely in black.

‘Good evening,” Holmes said to him cheerfully. ‘Please
sit down again! What can I do to help you?’

‘My name 1s Dr Percy Trevelyan,’ said our vistor, ‘and
I live at 403 Brook Street.’

“You have written a book on catalepsy, haven’t you?’ 1
asked. Dr Trevelyan was very pleased and proud that 1
knew his book. His pale face became quite red.

‘I thought that the book had been completely forgot-
ten!” he said. ‘Very few copies were sold. 1 suppose you
are a doctor yourself, sir?’

'l used to be an army doctor,’ I replied, ‘and after that I
was In private practice for a few years.’

"My own special interest has always been catalepsy,’ he
said. ‘I would like to work more on that disease. But one
must take what one can get! I must not talk too much
about my own interests, though! I realize that your time is
valuable, Mr Holmes. Well, some very strange things have
been happening recently at the house in Brook Street, and
tonight they have reached such a point that I felt that I had
to come and ask for your advice and your help,’
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Sherlock Holmes sat down and lit his pipe. “You are
very welcome to both!” he said. ‘Please give me a com-

plete account of the things that are worrying you. Tell me

all the details.’
‘Some of them are very unimportant,” said Dr Trevel-

yan. ‘But the affair is so difficult to understand that I will
tell you the whole story.’

‘l am a London University man. I won severl prizes at
the University, and my teachers thought that I would be-
come a very successful doctor. I continued my studies af-
terwards, worked at king’s College Hospital, and wrote
my book on catalepsy. But, gentlemen, I had no money. A
man who wants to becoine a specialist must live in the ex-
pensive area round Cavendish Square - there are only
about twelve possible streets, and the rents are extremely
high! One also has to hire a horse and carrniage, and buy
furniture for one’s house. I would have needed ten years to
be able to save the necessary money. But suddenly I had a
great surpise.

‘A stranger came to see me one day in my room at
King’s College Hospital. This gentleman’s name was
Blessington.

" “Are you the man who has won so many prizes?” he
asked.

"“Yes, I am.” I said, shaking his hand.

" “I want to ask you some questions,” he said. “First of
all, have you any bad habits? Do you drink too much?”

* “Really, sir!” I cried.

" “Please don’t be angry” he said “I had to ask you that
question. Why are you not working as a private specialist?
I suppose you haven’t enough money? 1 will help you! I
will rent a house for you in Brook Street.”
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‘I must have looked as surprised as 1 felt.
 “Oh, I’m making you this offer to help me, not just

you!” he said, “I will be honest with you. I have a few
thousand pounds that I am not using. I want to use it to

help you to establish a private practice.”

‘ “But why?” I asked him.

‘ “Because I want my money to grow!” he replied.

‘ “What must I do, then?” I asked.

‘ “T just want you to do your job,” he said. I will buy
the furniture for your house, pay the rent, and pay all your
costs each week. You can keep a quarter of the money you
earn. You will give me the other three-quarters.”

‘It was a strange offer, Mr Holmes, but I accepted 1t. A
few weeks later I moved into the house in Brook Street.
Mr Blessington came to live there too. He said that his
heart was weak: he needed to live near a doctor. He
turned the best two rooms into a bedroom and a sitting
room for himself. He had strange habits. He seemed to
have no friends, and very rarely went out.

‘Regularly every evening, he came into my consulting
room to find out how much I had earned. He then took all
the money and gave me back exactly a quarter of it. The
rest of the money he kept in the strongbox in his bedroom.

‘I have been very successful as a specialist, Mr Holmes,
and in the last year or two I have made him a rich man.

‘A few weeks ago Mr Blessington came down to speak
to me. He mentioned a recent London robbery. He seemed
to be surprisingly worried and anxious, and he wanted to
get stronger locks put on our doors and windows.
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‘He remained 1n this strange state of anxiety for a week.
He never stopped looking out of the window and did not
go out at all. He seemed to be living in terrible fear of
something or of somebody. but when I asked him about
this he answered me very rudely. Then, slowly, he seemed
to forget his fears.

‘A recent event, though, has brought all his fears back
again. Two days ago I received a letter, which I will read
to you. There 1s no address or date on it.

Dear Dr Trevelyan,
I am a Russian lord, but I now live in England. For

some years I hane been suffering from catalepsy. As you
are a great and well-known brain specialist, I would like

to consult you.

I will call on you at about a quarter past six tomorrow
evening and hope that is convenient for you.

‘Of course I was waiting in my consulting room at that
time the following evening because catalepsy is a rare dis-
ease and I was extremely interested.

“Of course I was waiting in my consulting room at that
time the following evening because cataepsy is a rare dis-
ease and 1 was extremely interested.

“The Russian was a thin old man who did not look very
much like a lord. There was a young man with him. He
was tall and good-looking, with a dark, strong face and
very powerful arms and chest. He gently supported the old
man with a hand under his arm as they entered. Then he
helped him to sit down.

" “Please forgive me for coming in with my father, doc-
tor,” said this young man. His voice was that of a foreign-
er.

" “That is quite all right,” I replied. “Would you like to
stay with your father while I examine him?”
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‘ “No, thank you,” he answered. “1 will go back into the
waitng room.”

‘Then the young man went out, and I turned to the old-
er man to begin discussing his illness. He did not seem
very intelligent, and he did not speak English very well -
so it was difficult.

‘Suddenly, he stopped answering my questions. I saw
that he was sitting very stiffy, and looking at me with
stange, empty eyes. He was in a state of catalepsy. Of
course, as a professional, I was excited. I examined him
very carefully, and took notes on his condition. He seemed
to be in exactly the same state as other people who have

the 1llness.
‘I decided to treat him with some medicine that 1 be-

lieved to be helpful to such conditions. The bottle was 1n
my storeroom, which 1s behind the consulting room, so 1
went out to get it. Unfortunately it took me five minutes to
find the bottle. Then I went back into my consulting room.
Mr Holmes, the old man was not there!

‘The waiting room was empty too.The servants had
heard nothing. Mr Blessington, who had been out for a
short walk, came in soon afterwards, but I did not tell him
about the strange disappearance of my Russian patient.

‘Well, I did not think the Russians would ever come
back. But this evening, again at a quarter past six, they

both came into my office.
" “I am very sorry that I left so suddenly yesterday,

Doctor,” said the old man.
" “I was certainly surprised!” I replied.
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“ “T can explain it,” he said. “When my catalepsy goes
away, my mind is alwaye empty. I do not remember what
has beern happening. Yesterday I woke up, confused, in a
strange room. I did not know where I was. So I simply got
up and walked out into the street.”

‘ “And when I saw my father come out of your consult-
ing room,” said the son, “I thought that the examination
was over.] did not realize what had really happened until
we had reached home.”

“ “Well,” I said, laughing, “lI understand everything
now.” I turned to the older man. “I will continue the exam-
ination now, sir, if you wish.”

‘For about half an hour I discussed the old gentleman’s
iliness with him, and gave him the best advice I could.
Then he and his son went away.

‘Mr Blessington, who often went for a walk at that time
of day, came in soon afterwards and went up to his
rooms. A moment later heard him running down again,
and he rushed mto my consulting room. He see,ed to be al-
most crazy with fear.

" “Who has been in my rooms?” he cried.

"“No one,” I said.

" “That 1s a lie!” he shouted. “Come up and look.”

‘I went up with him, and he pointed to several foot-
prints on the floor.

" “Those are certainly not the marks of my feet!” Mr
Blessington said.

"They were much larger, and seemed to be quite fresh.
As you know, it rained hard this aftermoon, and the two
Russians were my only visitors.

117



‘.J'Q dwﬁwuﬁélwgu\&)‘u\by
|.s_,.a.a.o oS LY e oo Y €U

oi@mﬁ;l@_vou.‘;ﬂow&w@\u,wu
Lzt 0yl e bin I el Uy et 53 & (@l
25 OV re 5 45 OF el 15]

2655 jLW.lﬂ-ﬁJ‘t‘\-bL-«udehp‘ lf....i'vjl}a‘_}.a.-r_’
“J’J‘CJL"GJ\OU’J’

:.r.sb-l...l;-.:l JJJJCJLJJLJ}.UU.“W_’QUL‘JC)-LM
.m:)\@)ylwwlnl@auﬁ

51 s G 1B Sy by bt L
 oSe LU Glb L s o

JEESDY ) FEE Y 3 PU R UL SUP I AP 1| P
"10 goeands
Ol Oin Lo 50 ST 1, 485 L ol ) ol * 1 gl JB
Caos ) OIS . 2305 Lz 5 4506 (5L gl JmsT * SO0 =1
cagr g e Ha e aldt Glas 435 15 0 l3 el OIS ST s
it jaxl ad OIS Bl b s

Lo e e o8 JS 01" 1JU s ar ) avdes a5 sLel 1,5
S . rﬁ-,._;;,‘i'.x_;ojs‘l'"vuj |gnaas O 0SS OV
oLbf)}de\upﬁl'Mo\w A eh e b S

'?u_.J.J:’-LCJfa-|
IQ.’.“_}..\PLQA‘.)LLJ

118



‘The younger man must have gone up to Mr Blessing-
ton’s room. But why? Nothing at all was missng.

‘I was shocked to see that Mr Blessington was crying.
He ‘I was shocked to see that Mr Blessington was crying.
He could hardly speak, but he mentioned your name, and
of course I came here immediately. He will be so grateful
if you can come back with me now, in my carriage.’

Holmes said nothing. He simply gave me my hat,
picked up his own, and followed Dr Trevelyan out of the
room.

A quarter of an hour later we arrived at the house in
Brook Street. A servant let us in, but suddenly somebody
turned off the light in the hall.

We heard the person say in a frightened voice: ‘I have a
gun! If you come any nearer I will shoot you.’

“This 1s very stupid behaviour, Mr Blessington!’ cried
the doctor angnily.

"Oh, 1t 1s you, Doctor!” said the voice. ‘But who are
these other gentlemen?’ He lit the gas light again and ex-
amined us carefull. He was a very fat man, but had once
been much fatter: the skin hung loosely on his face, which
looked very unhealthy. He had thin red hair.

At ]ast he put his gun back into his pocket and said:
‘It’s all right now. You may come up. I hope I have not
upset you. How do you do, Mr Holmes. You must advise
me! I suppose that Dr Trevelyan has told you what has
happened?’

"Yes, he has,’ said Holmes. “Who are these two strang-
ers, Mr Blessington, and why are they your enemies?’
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‘I really don’t know!” the fat man answered. ‘But please
come up to my rooms.’

We went with him into his bedroom. It was large and
comfortable. Pointing to a big black box at the end of the
bed, Mr Blessington said: ‘I have never been a very rich
man, Mr Holmes.And 1 don’t like banks. I don’t trust
them! All my money is in that box, so of course I am very
worried about this whole affair.’

Holmes looked at Blessington in his strange way, and
then shook his head.

‘I cannot possibly advise you if you try to deceive me,’
he said.

‘But I have told you everything!’ said Blessington.

Holmes turned away.

‘Good night, Dr Trevelyan.” he said.

‘But aren’t you going to give me any advice?’ cried
Blessington.

‘My advice to you, sir,” Holmes replied, ‘is to tell the
truth, A minute later we were on our way home. As we
walked down Harley Street, Holmes said: ‘I am sorry we
have wasted our ume this evening, Watson. This Brook
Street affair is rather interesting, though.’

‘I don’t understand it at all,” I admitted.

‘Well, those two men intend to harm Blessington for
some reason. The young man went up to Blessinton’s
rooms on both days, I am sure. By chance Blessington was
out.’

‘But Dr Trevelyan thought the old man really had cata-
lepsy!’I said.

‘It 1s not difficult to pretend to have catalepsy. 1 have
done it myself.’

‘Why did the men choose such an unusual time of
day?’
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‘Because there must be nobody else in the waiting
room. Watson, it is easy to see that Blessington is fright-
ened for his life. And of course he knows who these two
terrible enemies are. Perhaps tomorrow he will stop telling

me lies.’
%

Holmes woke me up at half past seven the next morning.
‘There 1s a carriage waiting for us, Watson,’ he said.
‘“What is the matter?’ I asked him.

‘1 have had a note from Dr Trevelyan. In it he says”
“Come immediately!” - and nothing else.’

Twenty minutes later we were back at the doctor’s
house. He came running out to meet us. His face was very
pale.

‘Oh, 1t’s termble!’ he cried.

“What has happened?’ we asked.

‘Blessington has killed himself.’

Holmes whistled.

“Yes’, Dr Trevelyan continued, ‘he hanged himself dur-
ing the night.’

We went in with him. He took us into the waiting room.

"The police are already up there,” he said. “This death
has been a terrible shock to me.’

"When was he found?” Holmes asked.

‘One of the servants takes him a cup of tea at seven
o’clock every moming. When she went into his bedroom
this morning she saw the poor man hanging in the middle
of the room. He had tied a rope to the hook on which the
lamp usually hangs. And he had jumped off the top of his
strongbox - the one he showed us yesterday!’
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After thinking for a moment, Holmes said:'1 would like
to go up now.’

We all went up to Blessington’s bedroom.

The body looked hardly human. A police officer was
beside it writing in his notebook.

‘Ah, Mr Holmes!’ he said. ‘I am very glad to see you.’

‘Good morning, Lanner,” Holmes said. ‘Have you
heard all about the events of the last few days?”

‘Yes.’

‘And what is your opinion of the affair?’

‘I think that fear had made Mr Blessington crazy. He
went to bed - his bed has been slept in, as you can see,
Then at about five o’clock he got up and hanged himself.’

I felt the body.

“Yes, he does seem to have been dead for about three
hours,’ I said.

"Have you found anything unusual in the room?’
Holmes asked the police officer.

"Well, sir, Mr Blessington seems to have smoked a lot
during the night. I found these four cigar ends in the fire-
place.’

Holmes looked at them.

"And have you found Blessington’s cigar holder?’

‘No. I haven’t seen one.’

"And where 1s his cigar case?’

‘Here it is. I found it in his coat pocket.’

Holmes opened it and smelt the one cigar which it con-
tained.
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‘Oh, this is a Cuban cigar,” he said. “These others are
Dutch.” He examined them in detail. “Two of these were
smoked through a cigar holder. The other two were not.
Two were cut by a knife that was not very sharp, and the
other tow were bitten - by a person with excellent teeth.
Mr Blessington did not kill himself. He was murderd.’

“That is impossible!’ cried Lanner.

‘Why?’

‘Murderers never hang people! And in any case, how
did they get in”’

‘Through the front door.’

‘It was barred this morning.’

‘Because someone inside the house barred it. In a mo-
ment [ will tell yoy how this murder was done.’

He went over to the door and examined the lock on the
bedroom door. Then he took out the key and examined
that too; next he looked at the bed, the floor, the chairs, the
dead body, and the rope. At last he told us that he was sat-
isfied, and we cut the rope and laid the body gently on the
bed. We covered it with a sheet.

"Where did the rope come from?’ Holmes asked.

‘It was cut off this longer one,’” said Dr Trevelyan. He
showed us a rope under the bed. ‘He was terribly afraid of
fire. He always kept this rope near him, so that he could
climb down from the window if the stairs caught fire.’

"Yes, all the facts are now very clear,” Holmes said. ‘I
hope that I shall soon be able to tell you the reasons for
them as well. I will borrow this photograph of Blessing-
ton, as 1t may help me in my inquiries.’
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‘But you haven’t told us anything!’ cried Dr Trevelyan.

‘Oh, there were two murderers - the men who pretend-
ed to be Russian lords - and they were helped by one of
your own servants,’

‘My man has certainly disappeared,’ said the doctor.

‘He let the murderers 1into the house,” Holmes went on.
‘Mr Blessington’s door was locked. but tney turned the
key with a strong piece of wire. You can see the marks
quite clearly.

"They must have tied something over Mr Blessington’s
mouth, to prevent him from crying out. Then they held a
trial in which they themselves were the judges. That was
when they smoked cigars.

"When 1t was over, they took Blessington and hanged
him. Then they left. The servant barred the front door after
they had gone.’

Lanner hurried away to try to find the servant. Holmes
and I returned to Baker Street for breakfaet.

‘I shall be back by three o’clock,” Holmes said when
we had finished our meal. ‘Lanner and Dr Trevelyan will
meet me here then,’

The police officer and the doctor arrived at three, but
Holmes did not join us until a quarter to four. But I could
see that he was cheerful.

"Have you any news, Lanner?’ he asked.

"We have caught the servant, sir,” Lanner replied.

‘Excellent! And I have discovered who the murderers
are. Their names are Biddle and Hayward.’

"The Worthingdon Bank robbers!’ cried Lanner.
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‘Yes. And the man who used the name ‘Blessington’

was another of them.’
‘So his real name must have been Sutton. Everything is

clear now!’ said Lanner.

But Trevelyan and I still did not understand.

‘Have you forgotten the great Worthingdon Bank rob-
bery?’ said Holmes. ‘There were four robbers - Biddle,
Hayward, Sutton, and a man called Carwright. A night
watchman was killed, and the thieves got away with seven
thousand pounds. That was fifteen years ago. When the
case came to court there was not much proof against the
robbers, but this man Blessington (that is, Sutton) decided
to help the police. The result was that Cartwright was
hanged, and Biddle and Hayward were sent to prison for
fifteen years. When they were let out, they decided to pun-
1sh Sutton (that is, Blessington) for what he had done.’

Nobody was punished for Blessington’s death. Biddle
and Hayward were drowned soon afterwards when a
steamer called the Norah Creina sank off the coast of
Portugal. And there was not enough proof against Dr Tre-
velyan’s servant, so he was never charged. No complete
account of the Brook Street mystery has ever been given
to the public until now.
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The Disappearance of Lady Frances Carfax

“Turkish, Watson?’ asked Serlock Holmes, looking at my
shoes.

‘No, they are English, of course!” answered. ‘I bought
them here in London, at Latimer’s in Oxford Street.’

Holmes smild.

‘I was not talking about your shoes, Watson,’ he said. ‘I
was talking about the bath! You have had a Turkish bath
today, haven’t you?’

"Yes, I have. But how did you know that, Holmes?’

"My dear Watson, I looked at your shoes.’

‘Perhaps I am a little slow,’ I said, ‘but I don’t under-
stand how a pair of English shoes and a Turkish bath can
be connected! Won’t you explain?’

It 1s very simple,’ he said. “You are in the habit of ty-
Ing yor shoes in a particular way. But today they are tied
with a beautiuful double knot. So it is clear that you have
taken them off. And somebody else has tied them for you.
Who was this person? A man in a shoe shop? No. You
bought some new shoes only a week ago. It was not a man
In a shoe shop. It was the servant at the Turkish bath. It is
simple, 1sn’t it? And why, Watson, did you go to the Turk-
1sh bath?’

‘Because I have been feeling old and ill for the last few
days. A Turkish bath usually makes me feel well again.’

"You need a change, Watson. I suggest Switzerland.
Would you like to stay at the best hotel in Lausanne? You
would live like a king, and it would be completely free!
And of course you would travel first class on the train.’
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‘That would be wonderful,’ I said. ‘But why are you of-
fering me an opportuntty like this?’

Holmes did not answer. Instead, he leaned back in his
chair and took his notebook from his pocket.

‘Unmarried women who wander around the world from
one hotel to another put themselves in great danger from
evil people. If such a lady disappears, nobody misses her. I
very much fear that some terrible harm has come to Lady
Frances Carfax,’ he said finally.

‘Lady Frances,” he continued, ‘is the last member of
her direct family. Her father and her brothers are all dead
but the family fortune followed the male line. She is not a
rich woman, but she has some fine old Spanish silver jew-
ellery, and some very unusual and beautiful diamonds.
She loves this jewellery so much that she has always re-
fused to leave it at her bank for safety. So she carries her
diamonds with her wherever she goes. I feel sorry for
Lady Frances Carfax, Watson. She is still quite young and
beautiful, but she is completely alone in the world.’

"And what has happened to her?’ I asked.

"Ah, Watson, that is the mystery we have to solve!
don’t even know whether she is alive or dead. She is a
lady of very regular habits, and for the last four years she
has written a letter every two weeks to her old nurse. The
nurse, whose name 1s Miss Dobney, lives in Camberwell,
here in London. It is Miss Dobney who has asked for my
help. Lady Frances has not written to her for nearly five
weeks. Her last letter came from the National Hotel in
Lausanne. The manager of the hotel says that the lady left
without telling anybody her new address. Miss Dobney is
very anxious about her, and so are Lady Frances’s rich
cousins. We shall not run short of money, Watson!’
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‘It Miss Dobney the only person Lady Frances writes to
here in England?’

‘No. There is also the manager of her bank. I have
talked to him. He showed me her used cheques, and there
were two recent ones. The first was for a very large
amount, much more than enough to pay her hotel bill. The
second cheque was for fifty pounds, and was made out to
Miss Marie Devine. The money was paid to Miss Devine
less than three weeks ago, at a bank in Montpellier in the

south of France.’
‘And who is Miss Marie Devine?’ I asked.

‘I have already found that out,” Holmes answered. ‘She
was Lady Frances’s maid. I have not yet found out why
Lady Frances gave her that cheque. But I have no doubt
that you will be able to discover the reason.

‘I, Holmes!’

‘Yes, Watson. That was why I suggested a holiday in
Switzerland. You know that I cannot possibly leave Lon-
don just now. The London police would feel lonely if went
abroad! So you must go, Watson. Send me a telegram if
you need my advice.’

&

Two days later I was at the National Hotel in Lausanne.
The manager, Mr Moser, told me that Lady Frances had
stayed there for several weeks. Everyone who met her had
liked her very much. She was not more than forty years
old. Mr Moser did not know that she had any valuable
jewellery, but the servants had noticed that there was one
large heavy box that was always locked. Marie Deviine
was as popular as Lady Frances herself; in fact she was
going to marry one of the waiters at the hotel, so I had no
difficulty in getting her address. It was 11 rue de Trajan
Montpellier, France. I wrote all this down in a little note-
book. I was proud of my cleverness: Holmes himself
could not have collected more facts!
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But the biggest mystery still remained. What was the
reason for Lady Frances’s sudden decision to leave? She
was very happy in Lausanne; everyone had expected her
to stay for sevral months. She had had lovely rooms with a
view of Lake Geneva. But she had left so suddenly! She
had even paid a week’s rent for nothing! Mr Moser could
not understand it. Only Jules Vibart, the waiter who was
going to marry Marie Devine, was able to give me any
useful information. A day or two before Lady Frances left,
a tall, dark man with a beard had visited the hotel, the sort
of man that you would think twice betore offending.

‘He looked like a wild animal!’ cried Jules Vibart.

The man had rooms somewhere in the twon, and Vibart
and Marie had seen him by the lake with Lady Frances,
talking very earnestly to her. The next time the man came
to the hotel, though, Lady Frances had refused to see him.
He was English, but Vibart did not know his name. Lady
Frances had left Lausanne immediately afterwards. Vibart
and Marie both thought that the strange Englishman’s visit
was the cause of Lady Frances’s decision to leave.

‘I asked Vibart why Marie had left her post, but he re-
fused to answer.

‘I cammot tell you that, sir,” he said. ‘If you want to
find out, you must go to Montpellier and ask Marie
herslf.’

After my conversations with Mr Moser and Vibart, I
tned to find out where Lady Frances had travlled to from
Lausanne. Perhaps Lady Frances had been trying to escape
from someone? Certainly it was strange that her cases and
boxes had not been clearly marked. She had. though,
reached Baden-Baden in Germany after a very long and
indirect journey. I found this out from one of the local
travel companies.
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I therefore bought a ticket to Baden-Baden myself. Be-
fore I left Lausanne I sent Holmes a telegrom, giving him
an account of everything I had done. In his reply he said
that he was proud of me, but I did not know whether he

was joking or serious.
%

At Baden-Baden I was told that Lady Frances had stayed
at the English Hotel for two weeks. At the hotel she had
met a man called Dr Schlessinger and his wife. Dr Schles-
singer was a religious man who had been working in Spith
America, where he had fallen 1ll.

Lady Frances herself was a very religious woman, and
for her it was an honour to know such a man. She gladly
helped Mrs Schlessinger to look after him, and he used to
sit day outside the hotel with one of the ladies on each side
of him, reading and writing on religious matters.

Finally, when Dr Schlessinger’s health had improved a
little, he and his wife had returned to London. Lady.
Frances had gone with them, and Dr Schiessinger had paid
her hotel bill. It was now three weeke since they had left.

I asked the manager about Marie Devine, Lady Franc-
es’s maid.

‘She left a few days before the Schlessingers and Lady
Frances went to England,” he answered. ‘She was crying
bitterly, and she told me that she never wanted to work as
a servant again.’

The manager went on, after a pause:

"You are not the first person who has asked for infor-
mation about Lady Frances Carfax. About a week ago an-
other Englishman came here asking quesions about her’.
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‘Did he tell you his name?’ I asked.

‘No. Ho was a very strange man!’

‘Did he look like a wild ammal?” I was thinking of
what Jules Vibart had told me in Lausanne.

‘Yes! A wild animal,’” said the manager. “That is a per-
fect description of him. He was a large man with a sun-
burnt face and a beard. 1 would not like to be his enemy!’
Already the solution to the mystery was becoming clear.
This evil, cruel man was chasing the poor lady from place
to place. It was obvious that she was terribly afraid of him,
otherwise she would not have left Lausanne. And now he
had followed her as far as Baden-Baden. Sooner or later
he would catch up with her! Had he already caught up
with her, perhaps? Was that the explanation for her

I just hoped that the good Dr Schessinger and his wife
would be able to protect her from this evil man.

In another telegram to Holmes I told him that had dis-
covered who was to blame for her continuing disappear-
ance. But instead of a reply I received this:

DESCRIBE DR SCHLWSSINGER'’S LEFT EAR, PLEASE HOLMES

Holmes’s little joke did not amuse me. In fact 1 was

rather annoyed by it.
*

Next I went to Montpellier to see Marie Devine. She was
very helpful. She had been fond of Lady Frances and com-
pletely loyal to her, she said, but recently Lady Frances
had not been kind to her, and had even once accused her
of stealing.
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I asked her about the cheque for fifty pounds.

‘It was a present, sir,” she replied. ‘I am going to be
married soon.’

We then spoke of the strange Englihman.

‘Ah, he is a bad man, sir!” said Marie. ‘A violent man. I
myself have seen him seize Lady Frances by the wrist, and
hurt her. It was by the lake at Lausanne, sir.’

Marie was sure that fear of this man was the cause of
Lady Frances’s sudden journeys. The poor lady was trying
to escape from him.

‘But look, sir!” Marie suddenly said. ‘“He’s out there -
the man himself!” She sounded frightened.

I looked out of the window. A very tall, dark man with
a large black beard was walking slowly down the centre of
the street, looking up at the numbers of the houses. It was
clear that, like myself, he was looking for Marie. I ran out
of the house and spoke to him angrily.

“You are an Englishman,’ I said.

‘I don’t want to speak to you,’ he said rudely.

"May I ask what your name is?’

‘No, you may not!” he answered.

It was a difficult situation. The only way to deal with it
was to use the direct method of shock.

"Where 1s Lady Frances Carfax?’ I asked.

He looked at me in surprise.

"What have you done with her? I continued. ‘Why

have you been following her? I want an answer from you
immediately?!’
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The man gave a shout of anger and jumped on me. I am
not a weak man, but he was as strong as a horse. He
fought like a devil, and soon his hands were round my
throat. I was nearly unconscious when a french workman
rushed out of a small hotel and saved me. He struck the
Englishman on the arm with his stick: this made him loos-
en his hold on my throat. The wild man then stood near us
for a moment, unable to decide whether to attack me
again. Finally he tumed angrily away and went into the
house where Marie lived. I began to thank the kind
Frenchman beside me.

‘Well, Watson,’ the “Frenchman” said, ‘You haven’t
done very well this time! I think you had better come back
with me to London by the night train.’

An hour later Sherlock Holmes, wearing his own
clothes now, was with me in my private sitting room at my
hotel.

‘I did not expct to be able to get away from London,’
he said, ‘but here I am after all!’

‘And how did you know that I would be in Montpelli-
er?’ I asked him.

‘It was easy to guess that Montpellier would be the next
stage of your travels,” Holmes said. ‘Since I arrived I have
been sitting in that small hotel, waiting for you. And real-
ly, Watson, what a situation you have got into!’

‘Perhaps you would not have done any better yourself,’
I answered, annoyed.

'l have done better, Watson!’

Just then one of the hotel servants brought somebody’s
card in. Holmes looked at it.
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‘Ah, here is Mr Philip Green. Mr Green is staying at
this hotel, and he may be able to help us to find out what
has happened to Lady Frances Carfax.’

The man who came in was the same violent person who
had attacked me in the street. He did not look pleased

when he saw me.

‘I received your letter, Mr Holmes,” he said. ‘But why
1s this man here? In what way can he be connected with
the affair?’

“This 1s my old friend Dr Watson,’ replied Holmes. ‘He
1S helping us 1n this case.’

The stranger held out his large brown hand.

‘1 am very sorry about what happened, Dr Watson.” he
said. “When you blamed me for hurting Frances I lost all
my self-control. I am in a terrible state, you know. I don’t
understand this affair at all. And, Mr Holmes, I don’t even
know who told you of my existence!’

‘1 have spoken to Miss Dobney, Lady Frances’s old
nurse,” Holmes said.

"Old Susan Dobney with the funny hat!” said Green. ‘I
remember her well.’

"And she remembers you. She knew you in the days be-
fore you went to South Africa.’

"And, 1 see that you know my whole story. I will not
hide anything from you, Mr Holmes. I have loved Frances
all my life. When I was a young man I made a few mis-
takes and got into trouble. And she was always so pure
and good! So when somebody told her how I was living,
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she refused to speak to me again. But she certainly loved
me. She loved me well enough to remain single. I stayed
in South Africe for many years, and I became rich there.
When I came back to Europe, I decided to find her - to try
to persuade her to marry me. I found her 1in Lausanne, and
I think I almost persuaded her, but her will was strong.
The next time I went to her hotel I was told that she had
left town. I tracked her as far as Baden-Baden, and then
after a time I learned that her servant was here. I am a
rough sort of person; I have had a rough sort of life, and
when Doctor Watson spoke to me as he did I became quite
wild for a moment. But, Mr Holmes, tell me what has hap-
pened to Lady Frances!’

‘We will do our best to find that out,” said Holmes in a
serious voice. ‘What i1s your address in London, Mr

Green?’
“You can send letters or messages to the Langham Ho-

tel.’

‘I think you should return to London,” Holmes said. ‘I
may need you. I promise you that everything possible will
be done for the safety of Lady Frances. Here is my card
with my address on it. Now, Watson, while you are pack-
ing your vag, I will send a telegram to Mrs Hudson. I will
ask her to prepare a good dinner for two hungry travellers

at half past seven tomorrw evening.’
*

At home the following evening, we found a telegram for

Holmes on our table.
"TORN, FROM INJURY’ was the message, which came

from Baden-Baden.
‘What does this mean?’ I asked.
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‘It is the answer to a question about Dr Schlessinger’s
ear. You may remember my telegram. You did not an-
swer it.’

‘I thought it was a joke.’
‘Really? Well, I sent the same message to the manager

of the English Hotel. This telegram is his answer. An im-
portant answer, Watson - very important!’

"What does it prove?’

‘It proves, my dear Watson, that we are dealing with a
clever and dangerous man. His name 1s Henry Peters, or
‘Peters the Priest,” from Adelaide in Australia. He one of
the most evil men in the world, Watson. He is specially
skilful at robbing lonely ladies by making use of their re-
ligious feelings. He is helped in this by a friend of his, a
woman called Annie Fraser, who pretends to be his wife. I
suspected that “Dr Schlessinger” was really Mr Peters.
The matter of the torn ear makes it quite certain.’

"And how did Peters the Priest get his torn ear?” 1
asked.

‘He was hurt in a fight at an Adelaide hotel,” Holmes
replied. ‘It happened about six years ago. Well, Watson,
poor Lady Frances is in the hands of a terrible pair. Per-
haps she 1s already dead. In fact that is quite likely. If she
alive, she 1s certainly a prisoner somewhere. She is unable
to write letters to Miss Dobney or to anybody else. I be-
lieve that Lady Frances is here in London, where it is easy
to keep a person a prisoner in complete secrecy. After din-
ner I will go along to Scotland Yard and speak to our
friend Lestrade.’
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But the police did not manage to discover anything.
The three people we wanted to find had completely disap-
peared. We advertised in the newspapers, but that failed .
The police watched all Peters the Priest’s old friends, but
he did not visit them. And then, suddenly, after a week of
waiting, something happened. A piece of old Spanish jew-
ellery, made of silver and diamonds, had been received by
a pawnbroker in Westminster Road. The man who brought
it in was a large man who looked like a priest, and gave a
name and address which were clearly false. The pawn-
broker had not noticed his ear, but we were sure that the
description was that of Peters the Priest.

Philip Green had already come to see us twice, anxious-
ly hoping for news. The third time he came, we were able
to tell him something at last.

‘Peters has taken some of Lady Frances’s jewellery to a
pawnbroker’s shop,” Holmes told him. ‘We are going to
catch him now.’

‘But does this mean that any harm has come to Lady
Frances?’ asked Green.

Holmes gave him a very serious look. ‘If Peters and
Anme Fraser have kept her a prisoner until now, they can-
not set her free without danger to themselves. I fear the
worst, Mr Green.’

‘Please give me something to do, Mr Holmes!” said
Green.

‘Do these people know you?’ asked Holmes.

‘No.’
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‘Peters will probably go back to the same pawnbroker’s
when he needs money again. 1 will give you a letter to the
pawnbroker, and he will let you wait in the shop. If Peters
comes in, you must follow him home. But you must not let
him see you. And of course you must not attasck him.

Please do nothing without telling me.’
S

For two days Green brought us no news. Then, on th eve-
ning of the third day, he rushed into our sitting room, pale
and trembling with excitement.

‘We have caught him!” he crnied. "We have caught
him!’

He was so excited that he could hardly speak. Holmes

pushed him into an armchair.

‘Please, Mr Green,” he said, ‘tell us what has hap-
pened.’

‘She came into the shop an hour ago. It was the wife
this time. but the piece of jewellery she brought was just
like the other. She 1s a tall, pale woman, with eyes like a
rat’s.’

“That is the woman,’ said Holmes.

‘She left the shop and I followed her. She walked up
Kennington Road. Then she went into another shop
Holmes, 1t was an undertaker’s!’

I could see the shock on Holmes’s face.

‘Go on,” he said, forcing himself to speak calmly.

‘1 went 1n too,” said Green. ‘She was talking to the un-
dertaker inside. I heard her say: ‘It is late.” The undertaker
replied: ‘It has probably arrived by now. It took longer
that an ordinary one would take.” Then they both stopped
and looked at me. So I asked the undertaker the way to
Waterloo Staion and then left the shop.’
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‘You have done well, Mr Green,” said Holmes. ‘Very

well! And what happened next?’
“The woman came out. 1 had hidden in the doorway of

another shop. 1 think she was suspicious of me, because I
saw her looking round for me. Then she called a carrniage
and got in. I managed to get another and so to follow hers.
She got out at 36 Poultney Square, in Brixton. I drove
past, left the cammage at the comner of the square, and
watched the house.’

‘Did you see anyone ?° asked Holmes.

‘There was only one light on, in a window on the
ground floor. I could not see in. I was standing there, won-
dering what to do next, when a cart stopped outside the
house. Two men got out took something out of the cart,
and carried it up the steps to the front door. Mr Holmes, it
was a coffin!’

‘Ah?’

‘For a moment I thought of rushing into the house. The
door had been opened to Iet in the men with the coffin. It
was the woman who had opened it. But as I stood there.
she saw me. I think she recognized me. I saw her face
change, and she closed the door immediately. I remem-
bered my promise to you, and here I am.’

“You have done excellent work,’” said Holmes. He
wrote a few words on a half-sheet of paper. ‘Please take
this note to Mr Lestrade at Scotland Yard. We need to
search the place and he will arrange everything. There
may be some difficulty, but the matter of the jewellery is
good enough proof of some crime, I think.’

‘But Frances may be murdered before then!’ said
Green. “That coffin must surely be for her.’
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“We will do everything that can be done, Mr Green. We
will not waste any time. Now, Watson,’ he said, as Green
hurried away, ‘to me the situation seems so terrible that
we must act now, without the help of the law. You and 1
are the unofficial police of London. We must go to Poult-
ney Square immediately.’

When we were in the carriage, travelling at high speed
over Westminster Bridge, Holmes gave me his views on
Peters the Priest’s plans.

“These evil people have persuaded this poor lady to dis-
miss her servant and to come to London with them. If she
has written any letters, they have been stolen and de-
stroyed. The criminals have rented a house. They have
made her a prisoner, and now they have taken possession
of her jewellery, the original reason for their interest in
Lady Frances. Already they have begun to get money for
it from the pawnbroker. They do not know that she has
friends who are tracking them. They cannot set her free,
and they cannot keep her a prisoner for ever. So they must
kill her.”

“That seems very clear,’ I said.

"And the armival of the coffin proves, I fear, that she is
already dead. Oh, Watson, there is the undertaker’s I
think. Stop, driver! Will you go in, Watson? Ask the un-
dertaker when the Poultney Square funeral is going to take
place.’

The man in the shop told me that it was arranged for
eight o’clock the next moming.

When I reported this to Holmes he looked unhappy.

‘I can’t understand it at all,” he said. ‘Murderers usually
bury the boody 1n a hole in the back garden. These mur-
derers seem to fear nothing! We must go forward and at-
tack, Watson. Are you armed?’
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‘I have my stick, at least.’

‘Well, well, we shall be strong enough. We simply can-
not afford to wait for the police. Thank you, driver; you
can go.’

Holmes rang the bell of a great dark house in the centre
of Poultney Square. The door was opened immediately by
a tall woman.

‘Well, what do you want?’ she said rudely.

‘I want to speak to Dr Schlessinger,” said Holmes.

“There 1s no Dr Schlessinger here,” she answered. Then
she tried to close the door, but Holmes had put his foot in
the way.

"Well, I want to see the man who lives here. I don’t
care what he calls himself,” he said firmly.

She thought for a moment. Then she pulled the door
wide open.

"Well, come 1!’ she said. ‘My husband is not afraid to
see any man in the world.” She closed the door behind us,
and took us into a sittng room on the right of hall. Before
she left us she turned up the gas light in the room. ‘Mr Pe-
ters will be with you soon,’ she said.

Almost immediately a man entered the dusty sitting
room. Peters the Priest was a big man with a large fat red
face, who would have looked pleasant if he had not had
such a cruel mouth.

"You have surely made a mistake, gentlemen,’ he said
in an oily voice. ‘I think you have come to the wrong
house. If you tried further down the street, perhaps. . .

163



| J'l_,bﬂ_,.\fi_,.awl dLuLmTé_.aquT' "_SE.».L..adG
Oab o:bgreLuL»MJ).JJc.b)leu.oJﬁ_-L;fn
, anu‘u_,.o-_,

"¢ S5 b lles pale jloa s b e Lol U

3l A e aSUIS it 3 (60U alaile b, el 0Ty 1
“ 0oLk 2 0oL e Glaa

dﬂuolq&lbl!blﬂﬂoﬁu";-,.Lﬁ..)_,._.,ula-l
U;.UL»JS LA:M(.J_,;WAJL»UJ\FGJW‘M ‘_,.mu..\
n)ybua.sb L.nJ.a.-A.a..ﬁJH.I.U-JMJJ-I ;g Lgus saus >
.u..LJdllJL.au_oaJS.\_,Lng_,._s__,_.uI_,Lg...c—o:L.!_oaLg‘_;ngl
Ta 05T lpn i b Lo 13] L5 5255 Lases b Lalialis
T

e Jliie e coulu bauslu® 5l 0,8 JUs
- "Yws Lo

“ e o L L 50 5 5]

"Tosle Lol 03] 1) 2 JB

oo Ladl st for s O il Aty oo U3

«..JLJI_}_,::..:C':S

R e T cs

dabYluU|u»CJ>u_,u;JJ|J&‘_§ﬁo|Jl|Lm

ol..,J;L.-,»-l::l uj.uuljbl.x_:pj__..a_eujb.u A e JUB
ol s gl gl ol Ty S 5 2 b L 5
R IpHURY

164



‘You are wasting your breath,” said my friend. * My
name is Sherlock Holmes. You are Henry Peters, of Adel-
aid, formerly Dr Schlessinger of Baden - baden and South
America’.

‘lam not afraid of you, Mr Holmes. What is your busi-

ness 1n my house?’
‘I want to know what you have done with Lady Frances

Carfax, who came away with you from Baden-Baden.’

‘I would be very glad if you could tell me where she 1s,’
Peters answered calmly. ‘She borrowed nearly a hundred
pounds from me, and has not paid it back. All I have until
she pays her debt is some almost worthless jewellery. 1
paid her hotel bill at Baden-Baden and I bought her a tick-
et from there to London. We lost her at Victoria Station. If
you can find her, Mr Holmes, I shall be very gratetul to

?

youl.

‘I am going to find her,” said Sherlock Holmes. ‘I am
going to search this house until I do find her.’

Holmes took out a gun from his pocket.

‘So you are a common thief!’ said Peters.

“That 1s right. And my friend Watson is also a danger-
ous man. We are now going to search your house togeth-
er.’

Peters opened the door.

‘Call a policeman, Annie!’ he called out.

We heard the woman run across the hall and go out
through the front door.

"We have very little time, Watson,” said Holmes. ‘If
you try to stop us, Peters, you will certainly get hurt.

Where 1s the coffin that was brought into this house?’
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‘Why do you want to look at the coffin?" Peters asked.

‘It is in use. There is a body in it.’
‘I must see that body.’

‘I refuse to show it to you!”
But Holmes had pushed him out of the way. We went

together into the next room. It was the dining room of the
house. The gas light was burning low, but we saw the cof-
fin immediately. It was on the table. Holmes turned up the
gas and opened the coffin. Deep down at the bottom there
was the boody of a small, very thin, and very, very old
woman. It was certainly not Lady Frances Carfax.

‘Thank God!” whispered Holmes. ‘It is someone else.’

‘You have made a bad mistake, haven’t you. Mr
Holmes?’ said Peters, who had followed us 1nto the room.

‘Who is this dead woman?’ asked Holmes.

‘You have no right to ask, but I will tell you. She in my
wife’s old nurse, Rose Spender. We found. her in a hospi-
tal for old people in Brixton. and brought her here. We
called in a Dr Horsom. Yes, please write down his address
in your notedbook, Mr Holmes! It is 13 Firbank Street. He
took good care of her, but on the third day she died. She
was ninety years old, after all. The funeral is to be at eight
o’clock tomorrow morning. The undertaker is Mr Stimson,
of Kennington Road.’

‘I am going to to search your house,’ said Holmes.

‘I don’t think you are,’ said Peters, who had heard po-
licemen 1n the hall. ‘Come in here, please!’ he called out
to them. ‘These men are in my house without permission.
Help me to get rid of them.’

167



46Uy (5 L ga -
UJ*--"J)J'S-““.;"-"L""

ML&Mb‘J}‘MJ}JNu}u' «doJ_.JIJLa-).b-IJLo

"db..b.ﬂ Yla...la Jl_,JhdLe

"4.19,...3\)5_,»;)\“\}- )_}....,CL;

dl5b|_l.._....”|.l.h.l_4u.:‘s_9f~u_:-u L—NGLJ__]‘JD
, d_,JLaM}hJJ.) Jl}hJMLUY‘L.AJJd‘gLLGUSJ‘L"Lhﬂ

WQLLF\JL@ o,._...i.,ua_..._...o‘_,\l.x.,.x_uu;
L)‘LA-L_oJIJGLm..GJu.JLerl)r.S J...a_..ﬂabdﬂupl..l.du._....lo
Legrn Lalds L)

ke 5l AL mel (g ep gy s g ) 5355 (5 20 Lnd bk
e g3 oA

ol S a5 gt Sl G e S 1L
“4JS|~LNJFULHJ|”£L#JL@‘J$.

T ol s ;-u...,-Lg\g.Ja.:—-Y‘_}.b Jl_,.bg.JL..u

ﬁPJJ rbé‘%ﬂﬁjﬁﬂjﬂd‘m .y.
"wwwug\uu;;u

U_JA_Q_{}J.‘JJ‘QbLJ_.;-‘ ;)b.l;‘)b_,.i.‘ul\l.._m\)_.:-\
Q'F&é&s’u'(jw'u’eﬁ-&u)df“ o 'Cl.q_u.”
REXIRIBNL /RO ERp ST 1T R 51 VNI A JESC I P B SR
LB oy ey Al e J el Sl 3 U pE colell
.?}Jﬁ-l:dlé&lcwl

168



Holmes took out one of his cards.

‘This is my name and address,” he said to the police-
men, ‘and this gentleman is my friend, Dr Watson.’

‘We know you very well, sir,” said one of the police-
men, ‘but you can’t stay here and search the house without
a court order.’

‘Of course not. I realize that,” said Holmes.

“Take him to the police station!’ cried Peter.

‘We know where to find this gentleman if he is want-
ed,” said the policeman in reply; ‘but you must go now,
Mr Holmes. That 1s the law.’

We went next to the hospital in Brixton. There we were
told that two kind people had claimed a dying woman as a
former servant of theirs, and had received permission to

take her away with them.
We then went to see Dr Horsom. who had looked after

the old woman immediately before her death.

‘1 was with her when she died,” he told us. ‘Old age
was the cause of death. There was nothing suspicious
about it at all.’

‘Did you notice anything suspicious in the house?”
asked Holmes.

‘No. Only that Mr and Mrs Peters had no servants. That
is unusual for people of their class.’

The doctor was unable to tell us anything more.

Finally we went to Scotland Yard. We were told that
the court order allowing a search of the house would prob-
ably not be signed until next morning at about nine.

Sherlock Holmes did not go to bed that night. He
smoked for hours, and wandered about the house. At
twenty past seven in the morning he rushed into my room.
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‘The funeral 1s at eight, Watson! It 1s 7.20 now. And
my thoughts on the Carfax mystery have only just become
clear! We must hurry. If we are too late . . .’

In less than five minutes we were in a carriage. But it
was twenty-five to eight as we went over Westminster
Bridge, and ten past eight when we arrived in Poultney
Square. Fortunately the underaker’s men were also a little
late, and we were in time to see them carrying the coffin
out of the house. Holmes rushed forward.

“T'ake that coffin back!” he crnied, putting his hand on
the chest of the first man to push him back into the hall.

“Take it back immedately?!’
Then Peters appeared behind the coffin. His red face

was very angry.

‘Mr Holmes, you have no right to give orders here!” he
shouted. ‘Show me your court order!’

‘It i1s on its way.” Holmes answered. ‘This coffin must
remain in the house until it comes.’

The firmness in Holmes’s voice had its effect on the
undertaker’s men. Peters had suddenly disappeared, and
they obeyed these new instructions.

They put the coffin back on the dining-room table. In
less than a minute we had managed to open it. As we did
s0, strong smell of chloroform came out. There was a
body in the coffin. The head was wrapped in bandages,
which were still wet with the chloroform. Holmes un-
wrpped the bandages and there was the face of an attrac-
tive middle-aged woman. He quickly lifted the body to a
sitting position.

‘Is she alive, Watson? Surely we are not too late!’
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For half an hour it seemed that we were. But in the end
our efforts to bring the lady back to life were successful.
Her breathing returned; her eyes began to open. A carriage
had just arrived, and Holmes went to the window and
looked out.

‘Here i1s Lestrade with his court order,” he said ‘But Pe-
ters the Priest and Annie Fraser have already escaped. And
here i1s a man who has a better right to nurse this lady than
we have! Good moming, Mr Green. I think Lady Frances
should be taken away from here as soon as possible. Now
the funeral may continue. the poor old woman at the bot-
tom of that coffin can now be buried - alone!’

%

‘I have been very stupid, Watson, said Holmes that eve-
nming. ‘I knew that I had heard something important, but I
did not know what it was until seven o’clock this moming.
It was something the undertaker said to Annie Fraser. Our
friend Green heard him say it. “It took longer”, the man
said, “than an ordinary one would take.” Of course he
was talking about the coffin. It was an unusual one. Its
measurements were not the ordinary ones. It had been
made specially - but why? Why? Then I suddenly remem-
bered the deep sides, and the thin little body at the bottom.
Why had such a large coffin been made for such a small
body?

‘There could be only one explanation. It was to leave
room for another body: the body of Lady Frances Carfax.’
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The Three Garridebs

The case of the three Garridebs began late in June 1902,
soon after the end of the South African War. Sherlock
Holmes had just spent several days in bed, as was his habit
from time to time, but that morming he came out of his
bedroom with a pile of handwritten papers in his hand and
a look of amusement 1n his grey eyes.

‘My dear Watson, here ts a chance for you to make
some money, he said. ‘Have you ever heard the name
Garrideb?’

I admitted that I had not.

"Well, 1f you can find a man called Garrideb, both you
and he will be nich.’

‘How can that be so?’ I asked.

"Ah, that’s a long story - rather an amusing one, too.
Quite unusual, 1n fact. A man is coming to see me about it
in a few minutes, so I won’t begin the story until he ar-
rives. But Garmndeb is the name we want.’

The telephone book was on the table beside me, and I
turned over the pages in rather a hopeless hunt for a Garri-
deb. But to my surprise there was this strange name in its
correct place.

‘Here you are, Holmes! Here it is!’

Holmes took the book from my hand.

" “Garrideb, N.,” he read, ‘ “136 Little Ryder Street.” I
am sorry to disappoint you, Watson, but this Garrideb is
the person who 1s employing me. That is the address on
his letter. We want another Garrideb to match him.’
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Just then our housekeeper, Mrs Hudson, came in and
handed me a card.

"Why, here is another!’ cried. “The first name is differ-
ent. This 1s John Garrideb, a lawyer from Kansas in Ame-
rice.’

Holmes smiled as he looked at the card. ‘I am afrad you
must make one more effort, Watson,” he said. ‘I already
know about this gentleman, though I certainly did not ex-
pect to see him here this morning. But he will be able to
tell us a good deal that I want to know.’

A moment later he was in the room. Mr Joln Garrideb
was a short. powerful man with a round fresh face. It was
easy to believe that he was an American businessman or
lawyer. He looked rather childlike. and had a broad, fixed
smile on his face. But his eyes were surprising. I have
rarely seen a pair of human eyes which were brighter,
quicker or sharper. His speech was American, but not very
noticeably so.

‘Mr Holmes?’ he asked, looking at each of us in turn.
"Ah, yes! The photographs of you in the newspapers are
not unlike you, sir, if I may say so. I believe you have had
a letter from another Garrideb - Mr Nathan Garrideb -
haven’'t you?’

‘Please sit down,” said Sherlock Holmes. ‘I think we
have a good deal to discuss.” He picked up the pile of pa-
pers. “You are, of course, the Mr John Garrideb who is
mentioned 1n these legal documents. But surely you have
been in England for some time?’

“Why do you say that, Mr Holmes?’ A sudden look of
suspicion appeared 1n the man’s eyes.
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‘Because all your clothes are English.’

Mr Garrideb laughed uncomfortably. ‘I've read of your
clever tricks as a detective, Mr Holmes, but I never
thought I would be the subject of them myself. How do
you know my clothes are English?’

‘By the shoulders of your coat, the toes of your shoes -
how could anyone doubt 1t?’

‘Well, well, I had no idea that I looked so much like an
Englishman. But I came to England on business some time
ago, and so - as you say - nearly all my clothes were
bought in London. But I suppose your time is valuable,
and I am not here to talk about fashions! Please let us now
discuss those papers which you have in your hand.’

It was clear that in some way Holmes had annoyed our
visitor, who now had a much less friendly expression on
his round childlike face.

‘Have patience, Mr Garrideb!” said my friend gently.
‘Dr Watson could tell you that these little tricks of mine
are sometimes very useful in the end, in solving mysternes.
But why hasn’t Mr Nathan Gamdeb come with you?’

‘“Why did he bring you into the affair at all?’ asked our
visitor, with sudden anger. “What have you to do with it?
Here was a bit of professional business between two gen-
tlemen - and now one of them is employing a private de-
tective! I saw him this momning, and he told me of the stu-
pid thing he had done - and that’s why I’'m here. But I do
feel annoyed about 1t!”

‘Nobody suspects you of anything, Mr Garrideb. Mr
Nathan Garrideb i1s only anxious to achieve something
which, I believe, is equally important to both of you. He
knew that I had means of getting information, and there-
fore it was natural that he should come to me.’
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The anger gradually disappeared from our visitor’s

face.
‘Well, I'm beginning to understand now,” he said.

‘When I went to see him this moming and he told me he
had written to a private detective, I just asked for your ad-
dress and came along immediately. I don’t want the police
mixed up in a private matter. But 1f you are happy just to
help us find the man, there can be no harm 1in that.’

‘Well, that 1s exactly what I am going to do,” said
Holmes. ‘And now, sir, as you are here, you had better
give us a clear account of the whole affair. Mr friend here,
Dr Watson, knows nothing of the details.’

Mr Garndeb looked at me 1in a way that was not partic-
ularly friendly. Need he know?’ he asked.

"We usually work together,” said Holmes.

‘Well, there’s no reason why it should be kept secret.
I'll tell you the main facts, then. If you came from Kansas
I would not need to explain to you who Alexander Hamil-
tom Garndeb was.

‘He made his money by buying and selling houses and
land, and afterwards he made a second fortune in the Chi-
cago wheat market. Then he spent the money in buying
more land, along the Arkansas River, west of Fort Dodge -
and 1n the end he owned a piece of land as big as kent or
Sussex here in England. It’s sheep-farming land, and for-
est and mining land and land for growing crops on - in
fact it’s more or less every sort of land that brings dollars
to the man that owns it.

?
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‘He had no relatives - or, if he had, I never heard of
any. But he took a kind of pride 1n his unusual name. That
was what brought us together. 1 was a lawyer at Topeka,
and one day I had a visit from the old man, who was very
excited about meeting another man with his own name.
And he was determined to find out if there were any more
Garridebs in the world. ‘Find me another!” he said. I told
him I was a busy man and could not spend my life wan-
dering round the world in search of Garridebs. ‘But that is
exactly what you are going to do if everything goes. ac-
cording to my plan,” he rephed. I thought he was joking,
but I soon discovered that he was extremely serious.

"He died less than a year later, and after his death a will
was found. It was the strangest will that had ever been
seen 1n the State of Kansas. His property was divded into
three parts, and I was to have one on condition that I found
two Garridebs who would share the rest. Each of the three
shares is worth five million dollars, but until I have found
two other Garridebs none of the money is to be paid out.

‘It was such an opportunity for me that I simply left my
practice as a lawyer and set out to look for Garridebs.
There 1s not a single one in the United States. 1 searched
the whole country very thoroughly, sir, but discovered no
Garridebs at all. Then I tried England, where 1 found the
name of Mr Nathan Garrideb in the London telephone
book. I went to see the gentleman two days ago and ex-
plained the whole matter to him. But, like myself, he is
alone in the world, with some female relatives, but no
men. According to the old man’s will, the three Garridebs
must all be adult men. So you see we still need one more
man, and if you can help us to find him we will be very
ready to pay your charges.’
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