
1 
 

 
  



2 
 

 
  



3 
 

 

 

 

THE HOUND OF THE   

BASKERVILLES,  
THE SPECKLED BAND 

AND 15 OTHER MYSTERIES 
         

 
 

SIR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE’S 
Very Best Sherlock Holmes Adventures 

         
 

Edited, Annotated, and Illustrated By 
M. GRANT KELLERMEYER, M.A. 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

—   O L D S T Y L E   T A L E S   P R E S S   —  
F o r t   W a y n e ,   I n d i a n a 



4 
 

 
  



5 
 

 
EXPAND YOUR SUPERNATURAL FICTION COLLECTION   

By Acquiring These  
— ANNOTATED AND  ILLUSTRATED EDITIONS —   

 
WWW.OLDSTYLETALES.COM 

 
WEIRD FICTION & HORROR BY: 

Algernon Blackwood 

Robert W. Chambers 

F. Marion Crawford 

William Hope Hodgson 

Arthur Machen 

Guy de Maupassant 

Fitz-James O’Brien 

Edgar Allan Poe 

Ambrose Bierce 

H. G. Wells 

 
 

CLASSIC GHOST STORIES BY: 

Charles Dickens 

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

W. W. Jacobs 

Henry James 

J. Sheridan Le Fanu 

E. Nesbit 

Robert Louis Stevenson 

Bram Stoker 

Washington Irving 

E. T. A. Hoffmann 

M. R. James 
 

CLASSIC GOTHIC NOVELS: 

Dracula 

Frankenstein 

The Phantom of the Opera 

Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde 

The Turn of the Screw 

The Invisible Man 

The Picture of Dorian Gray 

FIRESIDE HORROR SERIES: 

Ghost Stories for Christmas Eve 

Victorian Ghost Stories 

Supernatural Cats 

Demons and the Devil 

Mummies and Curses 

Pirates and Ghost Ships 

Werewolves 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

http://www.oldstyletales.com/


6 
 

 
 

This edition published 2019 by  
O L D S T Y L E   T A L E S   P R E S S 

2424 N. Anthony Blvd 

Fort Wayne, Indiana  

4 6 8 0 5 – 3 6 0 4 
 

For more information, or to request permission 

to reprint selections or illustrations from  

this book, write to the Editor at  

oldstyletales@gmail.com 

 

NOTES, INTRODUCTIONS, AND ILLUSTRATIONS  

COPYRIGHT © 2019 BY MICHAEL GRANT KELLERMEYER 
 

 

All rights reserved. This publication may not be  

reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in  

any form or by any means: electronic, mechanical, photocopying,  

recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publisher. 

 

Readers who are interested in further titles from  

Oldstyle Tales Press are invited to visit our website at  

 

— WWW.OLDSTYLETALES.COM — 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

http://www.oldstyletales.com/


7 
 

 

— TABLE of CONTENTS —  
 
Concerning What You Are About to Read…          9 
Chapter I – Mr Sherlock Holmes     32 
Chapter II – The Curse of the Baskervilles    39 
Chapter III – The Problem      49 
Chapter IV – Sir Henry Baskerville     57 
Chapter V – Three Broken Threads     68 
Chapter VI – Baskerville Hall     77 
Chapter VII – The Stapletons of Merripit House    86 
Chapter VIII – First Report of Dr Watson    98 
Chapter IX – The Light Upon the Moor     104 
Chapter X – Extract from the Diary of Dr Watson   118 
Chapter XI – The Man on the Tor     127 
Chapter XII – Death on the Moor     138 
Chapter XIII – Fixing the Nets     149 
Chapter XIV – The Hound of the Baskervilles    159 
Chapter XV – A Retrospection      169 
 

— SIXTEEN of the BEST SHERLOCK HOLMES STORIES —  
 

Each story comes with introductory and analytical commentary.  
Three of the most critically or popularly acclaimed stories also include footnotes. 

 
The Adventure of the Speckled Band — WITH FOOTNOTES     181 
The Man with the Twisted Lip     213 
The Adventure of the Naval Treaty     235 
The Redheaded League            265 
The Adventure of the Dancing Men        287 
The Final Problem — WITH FOOTNOTES           312 
The Adventure of the Empty House     334 
The Adventure of the Second Stain           353 
The Adventure of the Devil’s Foot           377 
The Adventure of Silver Blaze     399 
A Scandal in Bohemia — WITH FOOTNOTES        422 
The Adventure of the Greek Interpreter     449 
The Adventure 0f the Blue Carbuncle     467 
The Adventure of the Musgrave Ritual     487 
The Adventure of the Six Napoleons     505 
The Adventure of the Bruce-Partington Plans                  525 
 

Further Reading: Literary, Critical, and Biographical Works 5  553 

 
 
 

 



8 
 

 
 

— Dedication — 
This collection is warmly dedicated to three of my oldest friends… 

 

NATHAN HARTMAN 
Friends since the third grade, Nathan and I always bonded over a love of 

literature and film – starting with a shared love of PBS’s Wishbone series 
(including adaptations of The Hound of the Baskervilles, A Scandal in 

Bohemia, and The Purloined Letter). During summer breaks he would visit 
and introduce me to BBC productions of Shakespeare, French film noir, and 

Mad Men. Among these were Steven Moffat’s adaptations of Jekyll and 
Sherlock, and when Guy Ritchie’s Sherlock Holmes came out, we caught an 
early matinee of it and then pored over its virtues and flaws. Before it was in 

vogue to geek out over classic literature, I deeply valued this bond, along with 
his friendship. I dedicated our anthology of Robert Louis Stevenson to him 

because I could hardly review “Jekyll and Hyde” without thinking back to those 
old days, and I dedicate this collection to him for the same reasons.    

 

TODD MCLAUGHLIN JR. 
Since we met in the second grade, I appreciated Todd for his creativity, 

ambition, and taste for good stories, music, and ideas. That year we were both 
fascinated by our classroom’s edition of “The Speckled Band,” and when we 
were in the sixth grade he gifted me my first book of Conan Doyle: a copy of 
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes, remembering our shared love for The 
Great Detective. It is still one of my prized possessions, and his friendship – 
one which I did little to merit and much to lose – is one which I still cherish. 

 

AND NICHOLAS ZEHNER 
My best friend, best man, and college roommate will always strike me as the 
living embodiment of Holmes – a friend to whom I would happily play second 

fiddle to as his Watson. Tall, ascetic, and Roman-nosed, with “long, white, 
nervous fingers” and a taste for stringed instruments, it was – notwithstanding 

– more his genius for blending unassailable logic and passionate ethics, than 
for his resemblance to the Great Detective which has led me to consider him 

the very model of Holmesian morality. During my darkest days, he provided a 
beacon of light and reason. Now that I am the settled, married man of tidy 

habits and limited imagination, my bohemian friend – with his Spartan habits, 
late hours, and exploratory life – is more and more the very picture of Sherlock 

Holmes to me. Although I am now a stiff “old campaigner,” his arrival at my 
wife and I’s doorstep never ceases to herald a new adventure. Just as Watson 

always felt fondly about those days at 221B Baker Street, I will always be 
honored and proud to have met my best friend in our rooms at 305 Dunn Hall, 

looking out over the street lamps of foggy Fifth Street. 
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Concerning What 
You Are About to Read 

 

ARTHUR Conan Doyle didn’t expect – or even want – to be famous for 
Sherlock Holmes. At least not until the successive triumphs of The 
Sign of Four and The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes had turned the 
character he had first introduced as a means of telling (what he 
considered to be the real highlight of the novel) a tale of murder and 
betrayal in the American West. Even in The Sign of Four, there were 
symptoms that Doyle was not expecting Holmes to last long: the 
mystery leads to Watson’s meeting of his first wife and ends with him 
abandoning Holmes’ drug-drenched world of murder mysteries for 
one of settled matrimony – a seeming end to their partnership which 
neither the public nor his publishers would accept. 

Before Sherlock Holmes, Doyle’s literary output consisted of 
fantastical thrillers bringing in elements of science fiction, Gothic 
horror, mystery, and the weird tale – truly a master of the umbrella 
term for all things strange and outré: “speculative fiction.” Had 
Holmes never materialized, Doyle would still be fondly remembered 
by students of Victorian literature in the same way that Wilkie 
Collins, Edward Bulwer-Lytton, J. Sheridan Le Fanu, and H. Rider 
Haggard are – not a household name, but a genre writer of no small 
talent. Doyle’s early tales featured strong-willed men of unusual 
character pit against the forces of nature, the marvels of the 
supernatural world, and the schemes of wily villains. “The American’s 
Tale” features a man-eating plant in the wild west, “J. Habakuk 
Jephson’s Statement” (inspired by the classic mystery of the Mary 
Celeste) involves a brutal mutiny and African cults, “The Ring of 
Thoth” prefigured The Mummy with its tale of a timeless love and an 
immortal Egyptian socerer’s attempt to resurrect his mummified 
lover, and “The Captain of the Polestar,” wherein the leader of a polar 
exploration runs from the ghost of his dead fiancée, deftly blends 
elements of Moby-Dick, Frankenstein, and Wuthering Heights. Doyle 
was, in other words, no literary one-shot wonder. Later in life, he 
would excel at the “Lost World” genre (s0-named after his landmark 
Professor Challenger series) – pitting explorers against uncharted 
valleys populated by dinosaurs, pagan tribes, cannibals, and scientific 
marvels. He particularly admired his own historical fiction (few of 
which are especially memorable), and had an occaisional flair for 
waggish comedy (e.g., the Brigadier Gerard stories). 
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In truth, Doyle did excel at science fiction, horror, and 
adventure, and he was fairly adept at historical fiction (although not 
nearly as adept as he believed). But it was another genre altogether 
that would make him as much of a household name as sci-fi made H. 
G. Wells or the farce made P. G. Wodehouse: the detective story. 
 

— INTRODUCING MR. SHERLOCK HOLMES — 
 

From their earliest beginnings, detectives in fiction have had a close 
relationship with horror and the macabre. The earliest tales of detection 
are probably to be found in the Old Testament stories of “The Judgment 
of Solomon” (wherein the king flushes out the truth behind a baby’s 
death with psychological trickery) and Daniel’s investigation of a rape in 
the Apocrypha’s Book of Susanna. Another ancient example is the 
logician Ja’far in Arabian Nights who is tasked with solving the murder of 
a young woman whose dissected corpse is found in a locked trunk by a 
fisherman (“The Three Apples”), and “The Hunchback’s Tale” series from 
the same collection which follows fourteen different encounters with a 
comedian’s corpse. In modern Western literature, the genre was almost 
exclusively established by horror writers: E. T. A. Hoffmann (whose 1819 
diamond heist, “Mademoiselle de Scuderi.” is widely considered the 
earliest on record) Wilkie Collins, Charles Dickens, J. Sheridan Le Fanu 
in the early 19th century – and later on – Arthur Machen, Robert Louis 
Stevenson, William Hope Hodgson, H. P. Lovecraft, M. R. James, Gaston 
Leroux and Henry James.  

Of course, the most important contributor to the detective story 
was Edgar Allan Poe, whose Parisian detective, C. Auguste Dupin, was 
namedropped by Holmes himself in A Study in Scarlet calling him “a very 
inferior fellow… showy and superficial” when Watson attempts to 
compliment him by comparing their methods. In actuality, Doyle adored 
Poe’s tales and expressly acknowledged their influence, saying that 
“Edgar Allan Poe’s splendid stories… though only three in number are a 
model for all time.” In fact, the stories which most influenced Doyle were 
actually four in number – the Dupin trilogy and “The Gold Bug” (itself a 
reworking of Washington Irving’s serio-comic tale of buried pirate 
treasure). “The Gold Bug” involves a fallen aristocrat’s discovery of a 
parchment encoded with hieroglyphics – a cipher which proves to be a 
treasure map. Its influence is most obviously felt in “The Musgrave 
Ritual,” “The Dancing Men,” The Valley of Fear, and The Sign of Four. The 
Dupin stories began in 1841 with “The Murders in the Rue Morgue” (a 
locked room murder mystery which would influence “The Sign of Four,” 
“The Creeping Man,” and “A Study in Scarlet”) followed by “The 
Purloined Letter” (the most influential of them all, a story about Dupin’s 
attempt to recover a letter stolen and guarded by a blackmailer, seen in 
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“The Naval Treaty,” “The Second Stain,” “A Scandal in Bohemia,” “The 
Bruce-Partington Plans,” and more) and “The Murder of Marie Roget” 
(wherein Dupin speculates on the murderer of a woman whose corpse 
was fished from the Seine – the weakest of the three which nonetheless 
influenced stories like “The Disappearance of Lady Frances Carfax,” “The 
Problem of Thor Bridge,” “The Speckled Band,” “The Cardboard Box,” 
and “The Bruce-Partington Plans”).  

While Poe – and to a lesser extent, Hoffmann and Dickens (Bleak 
House, The Mysery of Edwin Drood) – were literary influences upon 
Doyle, he was famously inspired to fashion Holmes’ clinical “methods” 
by his mentor and professor from the University of Edinburgh, Dr. 
Joseph Bell. Bell was famous for demonstrating a rapid-fire approach to 
diagnostics which involved sizing up patients in their first few minutes 
together by noticing details in their appearance, dress, manners, and 
pathologies. Thus, before a client had time to explain who he was, where 
he came from, what he did for a living, and what his ailment was, Bell 
would be able to deduce that he was a recently unemployed machinist’s 
assistant who had just moved to Edinburgh from the countryside, was 
suffering from liver pain, and was embarrassed about his poverty but 
proud of his former social status. While Bell’s methods had little medical 
use (unless the patient was unconscious or mute), they had 
extraordinary usefulness to the burgeoning field of criminal forensics. 
Doyle would openly credit Bell – who was happy to write the preface to 
A Study in Scarlet, acknowledging his role in shaping Sherlock Holmes – 
and maintained a friendly relationship with his old friend (one which 
was fascinatingly embellished and dramatized in the Gothic mystery 
mini-series Dr Bell and Mr Doyle and its follow up, Murder Rooms: The 
Dark Beginnings of Sherlock Holmes). 

Doyle’s first Sherlock Holmes adventure, 1887’s A Study in Scarlet, 
introduced the detective as a Bohemian eccentric – a student of 
chemistry who moonlights as a forensic pathologist and sometimes-
consultant to the police (represented by the bumbling rivals, Gregson 
and Lestrade). This novel – wherein a murder is proven to have been 
caused as revenge for an overseas, wartime partnership which went sour 
after a heinous betrayal – was followed by The Sign of Four – wherein a 
murder is proven to have been caused as revenge for an overseas 
partnership which went sour after a heinous betrayal. It stood out, 
however, in that it highlighted Holmes’ drug addiction, introduced the 
Baker Street Irregulars, Watson’s future wife, and matured the partners’ 
relationship (Watson is less the doting admirer and more the frustrated, 
long-suffering old friend). This was followed by a series of short stories 
published in The Strand and – in 1892 – collected in The Adventures of 
Sherlock Holmes. Many of these are considered the best and most 
famous in the canon: Irene Adler’s introduction in “A Scandal in 
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Bohemia,” “The Twisted Man,” “The Blue Carbuncle,” “The Red-Headed 
League,” “The Speckled Band," and others. By this time Doyle was 
beginning to tire of the attention that Holmes was garnering – 
cannibalizing, in his mind, his historical fiction which he viewed as far 
superior. Pressured by his publisher to continue the output, he amassed 
another collection of stories – The Memoirs of Sherlock Holmes – which 
was also laden with masterpieces: “The Greek Interpreter” (where we 
meet Mycroft), “Silver Blaze,” “The Musgrave Ritual,” and “The Naval 
Treaty.” But this was the end for Holmes in Doyle’s mind: he ended the 
collection with “The Final Problem,” pitting Holmes against the freshly-
introduced Moriarty. 

Thus began the Great Hiatus – lasting from April 24, 1891 to April 
1893 in the universe, but lasting an entire decade (1893 – 1903) in real life. 
We will discuss this in more detail later on, but suffice it to say, the 
public demand for Holmes and Watson would not be denied, and in 
August of 1903, the detective briefly stepped out of literary purgatory in 
The Hound of the Baskervilles, and the public response was electric. That 
October, the solution to Holmes’ seeming death was exposed in “The 
Empty House,” wherein he reveals himself to Watson after two years of 
wandering incognito in order to capture Moriarty’s henchman, Colonel 
Moran. This lead to The Return of Sherlock Holmes, an anthology which 
included such masterworks as “The Dancing Men,” “The Six Napoleons,” 
“The Second Stain,” “The Norwood Builder,” and “The Solitary Cyclist.” 
Halfway through the First World War – inspired by the public’s 
overwhelming interest in Moriarty – Doyle published his final novel, The 
Valley of Fear, set before Reichenbach, and featuring a locked-room 
caper engineered by the notorious Professor. After the war he published 
a collection of previously unanthologized stories from the previous ten 
years, dominated by “The Bruce-Partington Plans,” “The Dying 
Detective,” and “The Devil’s Foot” called His Last Bow. The title’s 
implication was not to be accurate: in 1927 he released one final 
anthology, The Case-Book of Sherlock Holmes, which has the dubious 
reputation of containing some of the worst-received of Holmes’ 
adventures (“The Creeping Man” and “The Sussex Vampire” are 
notoriously odd, while “The Three Gables” and “The Veiled Lodger” are 
notoriously bad), and no widely recognized masterpieces (although 
“Thor Bridge” and “Shoscombe Old Place” are fine enough).   

Holmes remains a popular icon over 130 years later because he has 
all the hallmarks of an archetypal, otherworldly hero along the lines of 
Prometheus, Moses, Orpheus, Hercules, Robin Hood, Samson, Paul 
Bunyan, King Arthur, or Jesus Christ – the great, exceptional man who 
leaves a life of comfort and privilege to bring hope and comfort to 
common mortals. Holmes does not need to use his powers – his vision 
and imagination – for good, or even for anything at all; he could spend 
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his life cloistered in self-soothing seclusion, poring over chemical 
experiments 0r bee hives. We see exactly how this could have played out 
when we meet Mycroft, whom Sherlock characterizes as more intelligent 
than him, but incapable of (or unwilling to) use his capacity for the 
public good. As often as Sherlock is characterized as aloof or cold, he 
nonetheless extends his abilities to his clients (many of whom are 
members of marginalized individuals (single working women, foreigners, 
orphans, the poor and lower middle classes, craftsmen, veterans, 
widows, young men struggling in their careers, and vulnerable enemies 
of the rich and powerful). Holmes extends his super powers to these 
wronged parties, using them to tip the rigged scales of justice in their 
direction. This is the quality that separates Holmes from so many other 
fictional icons – for all of their panache and style, Hercule Poirot, Miss 
Marple, Lord Peter Whimsey, Nero Wolfe, and Nancy Drew simply don’t 
have the Christological ethos of Sherlock Holmes. They all seem like 
regular folks who happen to notice more than the typical person – 
perhaps uncommonly intelligent, perhaps eccentric, but otherwise 
unremarkable. Holmes, however, embodies Nietzsche’s Übermensch – 
“an ideal superior man of the future who could rise above conventional 
morality to create and impose his own values.” Holmes is notorious for 
breaking the law in nearly every adventure. Usually this only amounts to 
breaking and entering, trespassing, false imprisonment, or tort, but he 
has committed several felonies, aided and abetted many criminals 
(including, as in “Charles Augustus Milverton” and “The Abbey Grange,” 
murderers), been party to burglary, and (as in “The Speckled Band”) 
been accessory to the deaths of his adversaries.  

This is an example of Nietzsche’s principle of “Master Morality” – a 
concept introduced in On the Geneology of Morality (published the very 
same year as A Study in Scarlet) and exemplified by lawbreaking heroes 
(who defy conventions and bend standard morality to their higher will) 
from Robin Hood and William Wallace to Odysseus and Jesus Christ. 
The ever reputable Wikipedia (drawing from the far more scholarly 
source, Kathleen M. Higgins and Robert C. Solomon’s What Nietzsche 
Really Said) describes Master Morality in the following manner: 

‘The essence of master morality is nobility. Other qualities that are 
often valued in master morality are open-mindedness, 
courageousness, truthfulness, trustworthiness, and an accurate 
sense of one's self-worth. Master morality begins in the "noble 
man", with a spontaneous idea of the good; then the idea of bad 
develops as what is not good. "The noble type of man experiences 
itself as determining values; it does not need approval; it judges, 
"what is harmful to me is harmful in itself"; it knows itself to be that 
which first accords honour to things; it is value-creating." In master 
morality, individuals define what is good based on whether it 



14 
 

benefits that person and their pursuit of self-defined personal 
excellence. Insofar as something is helpful to the strong-willed man, 
it is like what he values in himself; therefore, the strong-willed man 
values such things as good because they aid him in a life-long 
process of self-actualization through the will to power.’ 

Sherlock Holmes’ portrait could be printed alongside this in an 
encyclopedia. Compared to the fastidious, rule-following Hercule Poirot, 
the gluttonous, house-bound Nero Wolfe, or the preppy, respectable 
Nancy Drew, Holmes’ Nietzschean defiance of norms, disregard for 
rules, and moral arrogance align him more with Prometheus, Samson, 
Huck Finn, and Robin Hood than more clean cut heroes like Galahad, 
Spiderman, the Hardy Boys, or Siddhartha. He fights for a higher Moral 
Ideal, based on his unbiased philosophical observations – stepping 
outside the boundaries of British law or Anglican orthodoxy when their 
simplistic ethical codes encumber his capacity to pursue justice. He 
resents basic constitutional rights (failing to understand why he should 
wait to get a search warrant before breaking into a home in “The Greek 
Interpreter”), loathes narrow-minded policemen whose ethical scope is 
limited by the law (e.g., Inspectors Lestrade, Baynes, Forbes), and scoffs 
at the concept of due process (trying criminals in the court of his own 
personal opinion in a variety of tales: releasing them in defiance of the 
law in “The Blue Carbuncle,” “The Second Stain,” and “The Abbey 
Grange,” and driving them to extrajudicial justice in “The Speckled 
Band” and “Charles Augustus Milverton”).    

    Holmes’ enduring appeal is related to his unconventional 
perspective and his absolute willingness to pursue justice and get results 
by any means necessary. His brand of Master Morality makes him a rare 
example of the utterly unenhanced, natural superhero – his powers are 
not supernatural or sci-fi, but like Robin Hood, he battles injustice – 
forcefully pounding out society’s inequities with the raw force of his 
energy, talents, and connections. And yet, he also has a nearly Christlike 
resonance that extends into a strangely mystical territory for readers: a 
convention-dashing, paradigm-reconfiguring Übermensch who brings 
justice, restoration, and reconciliation to his hopeless clients, he 
sacrifices his life to liberate humanity from the intractable talons of evil, 
and then – after three spans of time (years in his case, days in Christ’s) – 
he is miraculously resurrected to continue his program of restitution. 
Holmes is the personification of much higher ideals than merely logic – a 
lesson that Watson learns after A Study in Scarlet wherein he writes that 
his partner’s schooling in literature, philosophy, law, and the arts was 
“nil,” before their growing relationship exposes the detective’s taste for 
Goethe, Shakespeare, Thoreau, Darwin, Flaubert, Mendelssohn, Chopin, 
Wagner, Sarasate, and other giants of the humanities. Holmes represents 
justice, restitution, and order, bringing new chances to clients who have 
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been dealt harsh deals by their circumstances. He opposes corruption, 
chaos, and cruelty, delivering punishment to those who would conspire 
against the public good. When Holmes is on the case, star-crossed lovers 
are reunited, disenfranchised orphans and widows are restored, and 
marginalized victims are defended. Holmes is impartial, unbiased, and 
unbribable, refusing to be impressed by privilege, and often spurning its 
favors unless the case is intellectually exciting (he insults the King of 
Bohemia, refuses to help the Prime Minister until he meets his terms, 
and gleefully hunts down the royal-blooded bad boy, John Clay). Holmes 
was unmistakably middle class, yet he will always be remembered as a 
non-partisan defender of justice and protector of the vulnerable who was 
often moved by his heart and his mind, but rarely his pocketbook.  

The 19th century wasn’t even over yet when Holmes first appeared 
onstage – portrayed by William Gillette (who added the phrase 
“elementary, my dear fellow” and the meerschaum pipe to the canon) in 
1899. The first film adaptation of The Hound of the Baskervilles, a 
German production, was released weeks before the assassination of 
Archduke Ferdinand. By the second decade of the 21st century, Holmes 
had appeared in over seventy films and television series. Most significant 
of these portrayals have been the acting of the iconic Basil Rathbone 
(who played Holmes as an anti-fascist, patriotic patrician in the 1930s 
and 1940s alongside the lovably bumbling Nigel Bruce), the inspired 
Jeremy Brett (whose brilliantly manic, theatrical, catlike depiction – 
done alongside David Burke and Edward Hardwicke in the 1980s – is 
often considered the most faithful), and two eccentric 21st century 
portrayals by the iconoclastic Benedict Cumberbatch (who emphasized 
Holmes’ near-autistic brilliance and misanthropy) and the bohemian 
Robert Downey Jr. (whose Sherlock is a bawdy, boxing, womanizing 
rogue). Other significant portrayals include three revisionist, 1970s 
movies which tried to embellish Holmes’ humanity, infusing him with 
new political, sexual, and psychological motives (viz., The Private Life of 
Sherlock Holmes, Murder by Decree, and The Seven Per-Cent Solution), 
and two remarkably faithful European television series widely renowned 
for their attention to detail: a Russian production, spanning the 1980s 
and starring Vasily Livanov, and a 1968 British series – lamented for its 
many lost episodes – starring Peter Cushing. And speaking of Cushing – 
a stalwart player of funereal aristocrats in the Hammer series of horror 
movies – he earlier starred in Hammer’s bodice-busting Hound of the 
Baskervilles alongside Christopher Lee, who would himself don the 
deerstalker a few years later in an adaptation of The Valley of Fear. Lee 
would be one of three actors – including the hypnotic-eyed Jeremy Brett 
– to play both Holmes and Count Dracula – two icons of the Victorian 
Gothic which have always seemed to grace the same bookshelves and 
haunt the same imaginations.    
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Though Holmes has also been miserably miscast, and dozens of 
productions of Doyles stories have been utterly abysmal, the Great 
Detective continues to make his presence felt in Western cinema – 
drawing audiences with the charisma of a Victorian superhero. 

 
 
— ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE AND THE HORROR GENRE — 

 

Excerpted In Part and Adapted from Oldstyle Tales’  
The Best Gothic Tales and Ghost Stories of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

As we have illustrated, Conan Doyle is the most significant 
contributor to the detective story genre – what Verne and Wells are 
to science fiction, what Tolkein and Lewis are to fantasy, Doyle is to 
that genre. And yet – unlike his fellow sleuth writers Agatha Christie, 
Dorothy L. Sayers, and Rex Stout, his excursions in virtually every 
sub-genre of speculative fiction merit attention. Following in the 
tradition of the original detective story writers Edgar Allan Poe and 
Wilkie Collins, Doyle managed to infuse all of his fiction with a rich 
veneer of atmosphere and romance which easily translated over to 
science fiction, horror, or supernaturalism. In this wise a Sherlock 
Holmes story could steep in rich atmospherics which were entirely 
foreign to the more logic-focused exploits of Hercule Poirot, Miss 
Marple, and Nero Wolf. Holmes has always fostered a relationship 
with the supernatural (in spite of his famous injunction in the case of 
the Sussex vampire: “This agency stands flat-footed upon the ground, 
and there it must remain. The world is big enough for us. No ghosts 
need apply”): Holmes anthologies, fanfiction, pastiches, films, 
criticism, art, and general geekery has frequently been featured 
alongside (and sold along with) corresponding materials on Dracula, 
H. P. Lovecraft, H. G. Wells, Frankenstein, Jekyll and Hyde, and 
Carnacki the Ghost-finder. I can assure you that the fan fiction which 
pits Poirot or Lord Peter Wimsey against the forces of darkness is few 
and far between. For whatever reason, the fact that there are no 
stories of the supernatural in the Holmesian canon (The Hound of the 
Baskervilles and “The Sussex Vampire” are material Gothic detective 
stories, “The Creeping Man” is science fiction, and no other tale 
comes even close) Baker Street irregulars continue to crave a side of 
supernatural fiction with their Holmes, while many pastiche writers 
see fit to season the entrée liberally with spooks and monsters (Neil 
Gaiman’s Lovecraftian “Study in Emerald” is a masterpiece of the 
form). But all of this talk of Holmes (who will continue to haunt this 
collection time and time again before materializing in “The Speckled 
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Band,” “The Devil’s Foot,” and “The Sussex Vampire”) distracts us 
from the true focus of our attention today, and that is the speculative 
fiction of A. Conan Doyle – his horror and supernatural writings.  

   While Doyle spilled himself into dozens and dozens of 
detective stories, science fiction, and thrillers, his supernatural 
output was surprisingly compact (E. F. Bleiler puts him down for 
fourteen tales and four novels) considering both the wild breadth of 
his life’s oeuvre (some 400 pieces of fiction), and his religious 
convictions as a Spiritualist. However, the batch left with us contain 
a variety of unique qualities which have ensured his legacy as a 
critical if concise contributor to speculative literature. His virtual 
creation of the mummy genre alone would secure his reputation, for 
what Stoker, Shelley, and Stevenson are to vampires, monsters, and 
werewolves, Doyle is to the malevolent mummy – a trope that didn’t 
exist previous to his penning “Lot No. 249.” This tale along with “The 
Ring of Thoth” were combined – the former being a Frankenstein-
esque story of mad scientist employing a zombie assassin, and the 
later following the tragic love story of an immortal Egyptian 
desperately trying to reunite with his eons-dead lover – into the plot 
of Karl Freund’s 1932 horror masterpiece, The Mummy.  

The film starred Boris Karloff who perfectly shifted between the 
roles of Doyle’s sympathetic, lovelorn priest, the villainous 
Egyptologist Bellingham, and even Smith’s grisly helpmate (although 
Karloff is on screen as the wrapped mummy for less than four 
minutes, his transformation is truly chilling and unforgettable). 
Before “Thoth” and “249” the few mummy stories in existence were 
almost exclusively romances, future-minded science fiction that 
crossed Frankenstein with The Time Machine (battery attached to 
physically preserved mummy equals time-traveler), or social satire 
(Poe’s “Some Words with a Mummy” has disappointed thousands of 
young horror buffs, myself included, who read it expecting thrills 
only to find it to be a hysterical critique of modern society on par 
with Twain, Wilde, or Bierce in which a reanimated mummy is 
thoroughly unimpressed with anything in the nineteenth century 
except for cough drops. Horrifying, no. Hilarious, yes). Doyle saw the 
potential of the dried up corpse to be frightening rather than 
romantic or intellectual, and one of the great monsters of Western 
culture was born through his two visionary stories.  

   Doyle’s greatest tales also dabbled with monsters and 
werewolves. “The Terror of Blue John Gap” follows the 
cryptozoological investigation into a blind, prehistoric “cave bear” 
living in an abandoned mineshaft. In “John Barrington Cowles” he 
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uses a tremendous amount of creative restraint by merely implying 
what horrible being the narrator’s friend’s fiancée might be. Although 
the term “werewolf” is used, she could be a conventional vampire like 
Le Fanu’s similarly sketched Carmilla (complete with hypnotic 
powers), a sadistic man killer like Keates’ La Belle Dame Sans Merci, 
or a hybrid she-devil in the pattern of Arthur Machen’s suicide-
causing temptress Helen Vaughn in The Great God Pan. The story 
closely resembles Pan (both follow a mysterious society woman who 
leaves a wake of dead suitors in her path, implying a hideous, 
supernatural secret). As Machen would go on to write his magnum 
opus six years later, and as that work would be of foundational use to 
Lovecraft and his followers (compare to The Dunwich Horror which 
has been called a Machen pastiche by some critics), and Doyle’s 
impact on horror fiction becomes even clearer. One of his greatest 
stories in the genre can be easily seen as a cozy transition from the 
ponderous science fiction of H. G. Wells to the cosmic terror of 
Lovecraft. “The Horror of the Heights” follows an aviator trying to 
break the altitude record all while suspecting that something hideous 
living in the clouds overhead has been responsible for a slew of 
recent pilot deaths. Written in the infancy of aviation, the story’s 
beastly monsters pay homage to Well’s squidlike, beaked Martians 
while presaging Lovecraft’s amphibious, gelatinous Cthulhu, and the 
story often flips between science fiction and weird fiction seamlessly, 
leaving a lovely bookmark between Late Victorian horror a la The 
War of the Worlds and post-war weird tales a la The Haunter of the 
Dark. Complete with a blood-stained journal with half-mad last 
words scribbled onto it, a host of slimey, corpulent, fishlike monsters, 
and an unseen world of terror lurking just beyond human attention, 
the story had a doubtless impact on the American dean of weird 
fiction, and is one of Doyle’s most innovative. 

   Doyle’s supernatural fiction does not seem to have a unifying 
theme, ethos, or worldview. Unlike the oeuvres of Lovecraft, 
Stevenson, Le Fanu, Machen, Oliphant, Broughton, Blackwood, 
Hawthorne, or M. R. James, his stories do not connect to a higher 
philosophy other than a sense of chivalric, Nietzschean justice that 
permeates most of his fiction. Instead, his stories are simply… good 
stories. They’re tightly written, evocative, innovative, and above all 
entertaining. He was a showman, and knew how to grab an audience. 
Keenly aware of pathos, he used it to great effect in the Holmes 
stories, and with excellent attention in the best of his horror fiction 
(“Polestar,” “Through the Veil,” “Bully,” “Ring of Thoth,” and others 
are brilliant in their use of the emotional appeal).  



19 
 

  No discussion of Doyle’s relationship to supernatural fiction 
could be complete without addressing his Spiritualism. “Through the 
Veil,” “Playing with Fire,” “De Profundis,” and “How it Happened” are 
each episodes of psychic phenomena wherein the reincarnated souls 
of a Celt rapist and his Roman victim marry one another centuries 
later (to her eventual horror), a séance creates and summons a 
monster accidentally through reckless experimentation, a dead man 
appears to his wife as she sails over the spot his body was dumped, 
and a spirit recounts the story of his death – respectively. All of these 
tales involve either the theories or the practice of Spiritualism, a 
religion which focused primarily on investigating, celebrating, and 
utilizing psychic connections between the living world and that of 
the dead. Telepathy, ESP, hypnotism, premonitions, and mediums 
were their province, and Doyle was a devoted adherent, especially 
following the death of his wife from consumption, and that of his son 
and brother from Spanish flu contracted in World War One. 
Culminating in his impassioned defense on the existence of fairies, 
Doyle’s faith caused him to become a public laughingstock, indeed, 
as E. F. Bleiler puts it, “in his old age his gullibility was pathetic.” 
Harry Houdini, a devoted debunker, tried to prove to his friend that 
psychic powers could be tricks by performing one for him personally, 
then explaining how the trick was managed. Doyle refused to believe 
the explanation, arguing instead that Houdini was endowed with 
psychic powers and was denying it. The friendship was thenceforth 
terminated.  

The role of Spiritualism in his life affected his literature 
negatively, too. Spiritual belief is often important in how it manifests 
in a writer’s work, whether they be believers (Machen, Blackwood, 
King), materialists (Lovecraft, Poe, Aickman), or open-minded 
agnostics (M.R. James, Onions, Gaiman). On one hand was 
Blackwood – like Doyle, a one-time member of the Society for 
Psychical Research – who believed in reincarnation, ghosts, and 
elementals. He infused his work with mystic wonder, awe, and 
madness derived from his feelings on the subject. On the other hand 
is Lovecraft, a devoted atheist who thought horror spoke best to the 
materialist because nothing could be more shattering than for an 
atheist to witness the supernatural; to him it was a genuine fear. 
Doyle, however, neither practiced awe or fear, rather accepting the 
spirit world as a scientific fact, often describing it in dully academic 
language. While many of his stories revel in romantic descriptions, 
moods, and settings, the more supernatural they are – with some 
exceptions (e.g. “Polestar”) – the more tedious, preachy, and vapid 
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they become. Doyle’s tendency to invent words and scientific jargon 
in order to sound authoritative in his texts is something that plagues 
many of his stories, including the Holmes canon (“Shall I 
demonstrate your own ignorance? What do you know, pray, of 
Tapanuli fever? What do you know of the black Formosa 
corruption?” Watson is excused for never hearing of these things 
because Doyle made them up to sound good). 

   In spite of putting on airs, attempting to scientific-ate his 
prose, and shamelessly propagandizing on behalf of psychic frauds 
(in “Polestar” he essentially has the haunted captain say in defense of 
mediums “don’t throw away the barrel because of one rotten apple”), 
Doyle’s storytelling was masterful in most cases, and his gift for 
poetic justice made the conclusions of his horror stories especially 
effective. The tales that follow feature mummies, werewolves, 
vampires, zombies, reincarnations, serial killers, haunted axes, 
torture chambers, ether monsters, polar wastelands, booby-trapped 
treasure chests, psychedelic poisons, and yes, even a scary unicorn. 
They were created to entertain, to wonder at, and to give us some 
pause. I have confidence that they will perform exactly as designed. 
 

— THE HOUND OF THE BASKERVILLES — 
 
While much of his best Gothic fiction is overtly supernatural, his 
most famous contribution to the genre is not: it comes with all the 
trappings, mood, and atmosphere of a classic ghost story, but its 
power to horrify lies in the human heart, not the invisible world. 
“The Hound of the Baskervilles” is fittingly otherworldly – set, as it is, 
in the purgatorial wastes of Dartmoor’s barren tors, its Neolithic 
ruins, and its gruesome legends – considering the fact that it starred 
a dead man returned from the grave to walk, like Virgil, as a guide to 
Watson (a lost sojourner every bit as clueless in Grimpen’s boggy 
moorlands as Dante was in the Inferno’s spiral pit).  

Sherlock Holmes died in December 1893 when Sir Arthur Conan 
Doyle finally relieved himself of the Great Detective’s popularity in 
“The Final Problem.” Tired of watching his other work being eclipsed 
by the public’s appetite for Holmes, Doyle created a previously-
unmentioned archrival – the notorious criminal genius, Professor 
Moriarty – who chased Holmes from England through Europe, up to 
the slippery precipice of the Reichenbach Falls in Swtizerland, where 
– like Christ, crucified for the sins of humanity and descending into 
hell – Holmes sacrificed his life to rid the world of Moriarty. Watson 
was far from the action, but discovered the Great Detective’s final 
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written words resting under his walking stick, not far from the 
roaring maw into which the two men disappeared. Although, as 
history tells us, Holmes merely faked his death to evade Moriarty’s 
vengeful henchmen (he utilized the Japanese-inspired martial art of 
Baritsu to disarm and kill Moriarty, then climbed up the rock wall to 
escape attention), in Doyle’s mind he was utterly dead. The public 
mourned, the people were heartbroken, but Doyle was unmoved: 
Sherlock Holmes had descended into Valhalla, and need be heard of 
no more. And for a good reason, for although Sherlock Holmes had a 
vogue during the 1880s and ‘90s, Doyle’s greatest creation would 
result from the surge of creative energy freed up by killing Holmes: 
the world-famous literary icon, Brigadier Gerard! … If you have never 
heard of Brigadier Gerard – a retired French soldier whose cocksure, 
windy reminiscences from the Napoleonic Wars blended action and 
comedy into something akin to Cyrano de Bergerac – you are not 
alone. Although the braggadocious pensioner appeared in seventeen 
short stories and had a vogue of his own, the public refused to take 
the bait: they wanted Holmes back.  

Doyle was reticent to undo what he had done, but it is 
somewhat telling that he left himself an escape hatch in case he 
chose to resurrect the Great Detective: he never provided a body. As 
readers of stories like “The Noble Bachelor,” “The Norwood Builder,” 
and “The Man With the Twisted Lip” will vouch, just because a 
murder is suspected in a Sherlock Holmes story doesn’t mean that 
one has occurred – especially when a body is missing. Realistically, 
Doyle may have done this merely for dramatic effect (sort of a “yet he 
still lives on in our hearts” kind of thing), but his readership noticed 
that without a corpse, there was always the possibility that Holmes 
could return, and they hounded Sir Arthur to resurrect the man with 
the deerstalker.  

Throughout the 1890s and first years of the 20th century Conan 
Doyle toiled on historical romances, horror stories, and Brigadier 
Gerard tales, and while the Gerard corpus never took off like Holmes, 
it was true that some of his best work emerged during the hiatus. 
Some of his most memorable ghost and horror stories were penned 
during this time period (“The Brown Hand,” “The Brazilian Cat,” 
“Playing with Fire,” etc.), but they still lacked the atmosphere, drama, 
and excitement of “The Speckled Band,” “A Scandal in Bohemia,” or 
“The Red-Headed League.” All-in-all, while the late 1890s saw some 
notable entries in Doyle’s oeuvre, they weren’t the most impressive 
(his best ghost stories, for instance, were almost entirely written in 
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the 1880s, and his best novels were yet to be penned), and he seemed 
to recognize the need to restore Holmes to Baker Street.  

Although this would eventually occur in 1904’s “The Empty 
House” (wherein Holmes dramatically reveals himself to a notably 
depressed Watson after an eight year absence, using his penchant for 
melodrama to lure Moriarty’s lieutenant, Colonel Moran, into a trap), 
Doyle had to test the waters first, so Holmes’ first return from the 
dead would be set in the past. Scholars think “The Hound of the 
Baskervilles” is set in the bleak October of 1889, about six months 
after meeting Irene Adler in “A Scandal in Bohemia” about six 
months before tangling with Professor Moriarty in “The Final 
Problem” – a banner year for the canon which would also include the 
adventures of “The Red-Headed League” and “The Man With the 
Twisted Lip.”  

The idea to restore Holmes to life began to dawn on Doyle in the 
opening months of the 20th century – a time of turmoil and change 
that left him desperate to find solid footing. Queen Victoria was 
dead, the Boer War which he had so ardently defended had left the 
nation with a sour taste in its mouth, and the cynical decadence of 
his fellow Irishmen Oscar Wilde and Arthur Clarke had gone from 
shocking the Late Victorians to mainstream amongst the young 
Edwardians. The age of British chivalry exemplified by the idealistic 
novels of Kipling and Dickens, the idyllic poems of Tennyson, and 
the stalwart hymns of Elgar were being replaced by the pessimistic 
novels of Conrad and Hardy, the gloomy poetry of Yeats, and the 
atonal soundscapes of Holst. Even the once dominant social and 
moral philosophers of the age – Hegel and the recently dead 
Nietzsche – were being usurped by relativists and iconoclasts like 
Marx and the recently published Freud.  

The century of progress, hope, and ambition was – as history 
would later prove – rapidly transforming into one of atrocity, regret, 
and self-doubt. Doyle, who like Kipling, had long represented the 
Old Guard of British culture, felt adrift and alone in this brave new 
world where his value system seemed so passé and unnecessary. He 
felt, himself, like a ghost watching his old house being resettled by 
new, unfamiliar tenants with new, unfamiliar lifestyles. As much as 
he had grown to loathe Holmes, it is possible that as the Victorian 
sun set and the Edwardian sun rose, Doyle began to miss his creation 
who had exemplified his ideals of honor, duty, and chivalry – a 
character who had followed his own rule-defying, Nietzschean code 
of morality. It may be that he felt himself pass into the same 
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purgatory where he had banished the Great Detective – two shades 
lost in the fog of oblivion.  

What we know for certain is that in December of 1900 – with 
two weeks left before the 20th century concluded its inaugural year – 
he mused over the idea in an interview with a magazine: “I have 
never for an instant regretted the course I took in killing Sherlock. 
That does not say, however, that because he is dead I should not 
write about him again if I wanted to, for there is no limit to the 
number of papers he left behind.” Within a month Victoria would be 
dead and the transition would be finalized. Six months later, 
Sherlock Holmes would be back in print on magazine stands across 
the English-speaking world.   

And yet, the idea behind The Hound of the Baskervilles originally 
had nothing to do with the Great Detective whatsoever. During a 
holiday in Dartmoor, one of Doyle’s close friends shared some of the 
area’s more gruesome folklore, including the legend of a massive, 
black hellhound which haunted the moor at night. One story from 
the same region includes the motif of the dastardly aristocrat being 
punished for his libertine lifestyle. Richard Cabell, the squire of 
Buckfastleigh in Devon, died in 1677 after a life of violent debauchery 
which included the suspected murder of his wife and the rumored 
sale of his soul to the Devil. The night that his corpse was interred, a 
pack of wild, black dogs were seen to come rushing from the moor to 
his tomb, where they howled all night long. From the day on, his 
ghost was often spotted riding a black stallion at breakneck speed 
with the baying pack snapping at his heels. This was combined with 
rumors that a mountain cat had been spotted prowling the moor, a 
host of bone-chilling accounts of escapees from Princetown hiding 
out in the Neolithic ruins, and several hyperbolic folktales about the 
mire swallowing men whole (the most famous account has a man 
picking up a hat from the bog, only to find a man underneath who 
claims to be sitting on a submerged horse) to form a haunting tale of 
Gothic intrigue. Doyle recalled one incident where he was sitting 
inside a Neolithic hut – consumed with dreary thoughts of the cruel 
passage of time, imagining the generations of prehistoric men who 
had lived and died in this harsh wilderness – and was abruptly 
startled by a tourist who was scuffing his shoes against the doorway. 
In turn, Doyle recalls, he terrified the man by sticking his head out. 
He was never able to learn what the fellow thought he had seen, but 
supposed he was mistaken for one of the centuries’ dead Druids.  

Originally the story was meant to be overtly supernatural – a 
classic ghost story in the vein of his “Lot No. 249” or “The Captain of 
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the Polestar” – featuring a man crossing the Atlantic to assume the 
inheritance of his ancestral hall… family ghosts and all. What caused 
him to see the Great Detective’s spectral silhouette towering from 
Fox Tor is uncertain, but perhaps he was depressed by the curse’s 
almost certain dominance: what could vanquish an evil which had 
been inherited for centuries upon centuries – a darkness which had 
crawled out of the slimy bogs as surely as humanity’s own 
amphibious ancestors? Combine this with Victoria’s death, the Boer 
War’s mixed legacy, the looming threat of global war, his own literary 
struggles, his wife’s slow death by consumption, his guilt-ridden love 
affair with a young woman, his burgeoning interest in the occult, and 
the start of a new century off to a rocky start and there is plenty that 
could tempt Doyle to seek out a symbol of unshakable virtue to 
illuminate all these towering shadows. And what better force for 
Holmes – the ultimate icon of logic and order – to face down than a 
demon dog sallying forth from the very gates of hell, sowing chaos 
and superstition with every step of its gigantic paws. 

Dogs have regularly featured in Holmes’ adventures – both as 
heroes and as villains. In The Sign of Four, the sleuth-hound Toby is a 
valuable ally, in “Silver Blaze,” “the dog in the nighttime” provided an 
invaluable clue, and in “The Copper Beeches,” a ravenous mastiff – a 
predecessor of the Baskerville monster – is shot dead by Watson to 
prevent it from tearing a man’s throat out. Dogs are often used to 
symbolize the best in humanity, but – when wild and vicious – can 
represent our very worst: brutality, impulsivity, irrationality. In short, 
the antithesis of Holmes just rationality. A dog driven to frenzy – 
whether rabid, abused, or feral – has no mercy or patience or 
conscience. It tears and devours with the insatiable appetite of death 
itself, and fails to be reasoned with or bribed. As we will later see, this 
is exactly the spirit Doyle needed to breath into the character of 
Stapleton who is himself an atavistic freak of civilization – a feral 
mutant. Stapleton’s vestigial evil is an inherited, animal trait which 
failed to be evolved out of by centuries of social progress (having 
stowed away – undetected and undiluted – from the Great Rebellion, 
through the Enlightenment, the Industrial Revolution, the Victorian 
Era, and the Golden Nineties), and – like all dogs-gone-bad – he 
represents a perversion of civilization. 

Demon hounds are fixtures of Nordic folklore – from the fire-
eyed dogs of Germany’s Wild Huntsman to Scandinavia’s ravenous 
Fenrir – and Britain is no different. But they are most commonly 
reported in Britain, where Celtic and Saxon mythology combined to 
breed a unique bogey: the Black Dog. Black Dogs take their 
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appearance from German superstitions about the Wild Hunstman’s 
spectral pack, and their behavior and significance from fixtures of 
Celtic folklore such as the Banshee, Washing Woman, Caoineag, 
Kelpie, and Baobahn Sith spirits, whose appearances herald 
impending catastrophe. Black Dogs are often described as being 
comparable in size to an adolescent calf (that is, some eight feet long 
and some three feet tall) with ghostly, glowing eyes and blue hellfire 
crackling around their mouths. Some, like the famous Black Shuck of 
Norfolk, are said to have a single eye like cyclops, and are generally 
said to portend the viewer’s imminent death (or a personal or 
financial disaster). One 1901 treatise on Norfolk folklore describes 
Black Shuck in the following terms: 

He takes the form of a huge black dog, and prowls along dark 
lanes and lonesome field footpaths, where, although his howling 
makes the hearer's blood run cold, his footfalls make no sound. 
You may know him at once, should you see him, by his fiery eye; 
he has but one, and that, like the Cyclops', is in the middle of his 
head. But such an encounter might bring you the worst of luck: 
it is even said that to meet him is to be warned that your death 
will occur before the end of the year. So you will do well to shut 
your eyes if you hear him howling; shut them even if you are 
uncertain whether it is the dog fiend or the voice of the wind 
you hear. Should you never set eyes on our Norfolk Snarleyow 
you may perhaps doubt his existence, and, like other learned 
folks, tell us that his story is nothing but the old Scandinavian 
myth of the black hound of Odin, brought to us by the Vikings 
who long ago settled down on the Norfolk coast. 
Like the hellish pack rushing at Richard Cabell’s heels or the 

Yeth Hound – another Dartmoor ghost dog, this one headless – many 
British parishes have their own local specter with its own flavor of 
folklore, origin story, motives, and behavior. In all incidents, 
however, they tend to represent a link between Britain’s past and 
present – an atavistic artifact of its brutal history.   

Throughout his career, Holmes had served as a secular saint sent 
to mollify Britain’s historical sins and soothe the bruises of national 
shame. In “The Musgrave Ritual,” he helps to apply a balm to the 
centuries’ old wounds of the English Civil War; in The Sign of Four – 
as in “The Crooked Man” – he addresses the horrors of the Indian 
Mutiny; in “The Boscombe Valley Mystery,” “The Resident Patient,” 
“The Abbey Grange,” and “The Gloria Scott” he confronts the 
Australian colony’s legacy of greed and crime, and in “The Naval 
Treaty,” “The Second Stain,” and “The Bruce Partington Plans,” he 
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wrestles with Europe’s imperial rivalries and the variety of cold wars, 
proxy wars, and colonial atrocities caused by the infamous tangle of 
alliances. The Hound of the Baskervilles’ moral leitmotif is 
civilization’s age-old mistreatment of women – a collective sin which 
Doyle suggests has been sublimated from melodramatic kidnap and 
rape in the premodern era into no-less evil (though much more 
tolerated) patterns of domestic abuse and sexual objectification in 
the young 20th century. Holmes would be the very man to address 
these concerns, but the problem persisted: Holmes was dead, and 
although a flashback episode certainly seemed the first obvious step 
before a total resurrection.  

But how would he reappear? Raised from the dead? Restored to 
Baker Street? Pounding the gas lit cobbles of the Capital surrounded 
by rattling hansoms and the cocophony of “four million human 
beings all jostling each other within the space of a few square miles”? 
No. Instead, we see his lank silhouette balancing on the peak of a 
craggy tor, blackened against the face of a full moon. Doyle 
conservatively chose to experiment with this return: not yet jumping 
fulling into the water of reversing his decision, but quietly dipping in 
a toe – testing the public’s reaction by digging up a story from before 
the Reichenbach incident. 

Holmes isn’t even involved in the majority of the story – 
appearing in the few opening chapters before sending Watson alone 
as a scout and returning in the final act to clear away the mystery’s 
murk. To many readers it was as if Holmes had stepped out of 
Purgatory like Hamlet’s father, before receding back into the mists. 
This rekindles the question of just what is it that makes The Hound of 
the Baskervilles so immortal and compelling, considering the low 
profile that its lead presents? What sets it apart from so many of 
Holmes’ adventures seems to be the persistent sense that he is losing 
control of the situation – that evil is winning… Holmes himself seems 
to be won over to the idea several times, becoming unusually 
metaphysical at times: his last words before fading into the mists for 
the duration of the novel’s second act are a strange warning to “bear 
in mind” the 18th century manuscript’s warning to “avoid the moor in 
those hours of darkness when the powers of evil are exalted.” We are 
left to wonder whether Holmes says these words with a reassuring, 
ironic grin or a wondering, furrowed browed. What is certain, 
however, is that Holmes does not rule out the existence of evil itself 
(ghost dogs are another matter), and takes the legend much more 
seriously than he will later take the threat of ghouls in “The Sussex 
Vampire” (“But are we to give serious attention to such things? This 
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agency stands flat-footed upon the ground, and there it must remain. 
The world is big enough for us. No ghosts need apply.”) As Holmes 
fades into the distance behind the train carrying Watson, Sir Henry, 
and Mortimer into the heart of Neolithic Dartmoor – its vestigial 
landscape a broader metaphor for humanity’s barbaric origins, which 
still repose, dormant but alive, in every human hindbrain – so too 
fades the security which his presence brings. Suddenly phantom 
hounds, supernatural curses, and metaphysical terrors seem tenfold 
likelier. Without Holmes, we fully sense the fragility of reality: what 
is true, what is factual, and what is believable suddenly become 
relative to perception – and the house of cards of sanity comes 
tumbling down at the first breath of imagination. 

Doyle transports Watson – bereft of his guide and mentor – into 
a hellish allegory of humanity’s most imposing ogres: firstly, the 
specters of death and injustice (Mortimer and the Barrymores mourn 
the needlessly violent death of their big-hearted benefactor, just as 
the readers are conscious of Holmes’ own looming death at 
Reichenbach, pre-resurrection), and second, the vestigial animalism 
of human evil which centuries of progress have failed (as illustrated 
by Stapleton’s physical and moral mirroring of his forebearer) to 
extinguish. Dartmoor’s dreary moonscape of monoliths, bogs, burial 
grounds, and booby traps serves – as Dante’s Inferno served him – as 
a metaphysical landscape of humanity’s moral and anthropological 
origins – and the results are not encouraging. Holmesian scholar 
Frayling – in his introduction to Penguin Classics’ edition of the 
novel – delves into the moral symbolism of pitting Holmes the 
Logician against the primeaval swamps of Devon: 

Conan Doyle may well have read A Book of Dartmoor… its 
descriptions of the “fog, dense as cotton wool”, the quaking bogs 
and Neolithic stone huts, escaped convicts stumbling around the 
moor and legends dating from the time of the great Rebellion, 
closely resemble the equivalents in the novel, as does the overall 
atmosphere of a primeaval wilderness, a never-land of mist, legend 

and antiquity… [He] made Dartmoor – a place of mystery instead 
of industry – the key symbol of The Hound of the Baskervilles, to 
the extent that P. D. James has justly called [it] “this atavistic 
study of violence and evil in the mists of Dartmoor.” The moor 
becomes in the process less a map reference than a nightmare 
which has defeated the successive attempts of human beings – 
prehistoric people or modern tin-miners – to civilize and tame 
it. Likewise, Baskerville Hall, and all that it represents – an “old 
race”, a title and a coat of arms, a family home with servants, a 
go-ahead modernizing young heir who has spent most of his life 
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up to now “in the States and in Canada” and who can perhaps 
provide a future for the poor, benighted countryside – must at 
all costs be saved (as Edgar Allan Poe’s House of Usher could 
not) from sinking into the tarn. And England – “how stands 
England?” [quoting Doyle’s plaintive words written after Queen 
Victoria’s death] If contemporary life itself has become, as Dr 
Watson writes, “like that great Grimpen Mire … into which one 
may sink with no guide to point the track”, all the more reason 
to hope against hope that the civilized rationality of the great 
detective, the secular priest, will be able to bring salvation and 
stop the rot: a masterful central figure to influence the whole 
course of events, at the start of a new century. W. H. Auden … 
argued that the classic detective story involved explaining away 
some ancestral blemish, and reestablishing the fragile figures of 
society. P. D. James has added that [Hound] remains one of the 
finest examples of the form precisely because it pits “the Great 
Detective, combining as he does a dominant intellect … and the 
heroic virtues of triumphant individualism” against the atavism 
and threat of the moor.    

And the great “ancestral blemish” that Doyle seems to be most 
preoccupied could not be more obvious. Throughout the novel one 
group of people seem to be uniquely targeted by various generations of 
cads and con-men: women. As Frayling notes: 

There is an uncharacteristic, almost gloating, emphasis on brutality 
to women throughout The Hound: Hugo Baskerville’s “wild, 
profane, and godless” cruelty to the yeoman’s daughter …; Mrs 
Laura Lyons’s life of “incessant persecution from a husband whom I 
abhor” and habit of putting her trust in men who abuse her; Mrs 
Barrymore’s exploitation by her brother, and, above all, Stapleton’s 
sadistic treatment of Beryl, who ends up with “the clear red weal of 
a whip-lash across her neck .. and her arms all mottled with 
bruises.” 
Stapleton’s misogyny has been seamlessly passed on from Sir 

Roger’s thuggish violence, and while Holmes is successful in saving Sir 
Henry, he fails to capture Stapleton, who is sucked back into the bog 
from whence he evolved, returned to the primeval slime that gave birth 
to his soul. Sir Henry’s survival isn’t even entirely victorious: although he 
is entrusted to Mortimer, his return to Baskerville Hall is not assured, 
and he has suffered the shattering of his body, his mind, his heart, and 
his faith in man- (and woman-) kind. Will the progressive-spirited scion 
of the New World return to clean out the ghosts of Baskerville Hall, or 
has the family curse succeeded in chasing out yet another do-gooder 
interloper? Like the House of Usher, Hill House, the Overlook Hotel, the 
House of Seven Gables, or Castle Dracula, Baskerville Hall seems to 
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represent a cancerous canker polluting the soul of humanity, resistant to 
treatment, and fatal to its host – or any who would attempt to solve the 
problem of its existence.  

As H. P. Lovecraft would happily agree, it takes a cleansing fire to 
successfully put down a family curse (cf. “The Picture in the House,” 
“The Rats in the Walls”) – whether by lightning, dynamite, or arson – 
and even Poe’s House of Usher was felled by an architectural flaw and 
King’s Overlook Hotel by a boiler explosion. But at the end of Doyle’s 
novel, the Hall still stands – silent and dreary, peering out through the 
fog over the moor with its vacant, eye-like windows – untouched by yet 
another century’s passing. So perhaps this isn’t the happy ending that we 
so often take it for. Stapleton isn’t the true villain – it is the Curse of the 
Baskervilles that truly haunts the novel, billowing up from the Grimpen 
Mire like a poisonous miasma, and with Stapleton’s death nothing is 
accomplished – unless Sir Henry dies childless (and provided that Beryl 
isn’t pregnant), the Curse could always rise back up in another 
generation. The Baskervilles, after all, are a metaphor for humanity itself: 
highborn, well-endowed with blessings of status among a chaotic nature, 
but fatally linked to its original sin and to its basic animalism – an 
animalism that may seem to go dormant every other generation or so, 
but which – like one of Stapleton’s butterflies emerging from its funereal 
chrysalis with flaming, red wings – will always rise again. 
 
 

M. Grant Kellermeyer 
Fort Wayne, September 2019 
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— CHAPTER ONE —  

Mr. Sherlock Holmes 
 
MR. Sherlock Holmes, who was usually very late in the mornings, save 
upon those not infrequent occasions when he was up all night1, was seated 
at the breakfast table. I stood upon the hearth-rug and picked up the stick 
which our visitor had left behind him the night before. It was a fine, thick 
piece of wood, bulbous-headed, of the sort which is known as a “Penang 
lawyer2.” Just under the head was a broad silver band nearly an inch across. 
“To James Mortimer, M.R.C.S.3, from his friends of the C.C.H.,” was 
engraved upon it, with the date “1884.” It was just such a stick as the old-
fashioned family practitioner used to carry—dignified, solid, and 
reassuring. 

“Well, Watson, what do you make of it?” 
Holmes was sitting with his back to me, and I had given him no sign of 

my occupation. 
“How did you know what I was doing? I believe you have eyes in the 

back of your head.” 
“I have, at least, a well-polished, silver-plated coffee-pot in front of me,” 

said he. “But, tell me, Watson, what do you make of our visitor’s stick? 
Since we have been so unfortunate as to miss him and have no notion of 
his errand, this accidental souvenir becomes of importance. Let me hear 
you reconstruct the man by an examination of it.” 

“I think,” said I, following as far as I could the methods of my 
companion, “that Dr. Mortimer is a successful, elderly medical man, well-
esteemed since those who know him give him this mark of their 
appreciation.” 

“Good!” said Holmes. “Excellent!” 
“I think also that the probability is in favour of his being a country 

practitioner who does a great deal of his visiting on foot.” 
“Why so?” 
“Because this stick, though originally a very handsome one has been so 

knocked about that I can hardly imagine a town practitioner carrying it. 
The thick-iron ferrule4 is worn down, so it is evident that he has done a 
great amount of walking with it.” 

“Perfectly sound!” said Holmes. 

 
1 Watson frequently describes Holmes’ bohemian habit of either sleeping in 
far too much or staying awake all night, although he tends (as in “The 
Speckled Band” and “A Study in Scarlet”) to be the first up and about 
2 A heavy, gnarled cane made of Malaysian wood 
3 “Member of the Royal College of Surgeons” 
4 The metal-tipped end 
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“And then again, there is the ‘friends of the C.C.H.’ I should guess that 
to be the Something Hunt1, the local hunt to whose members he has 
possibly given some surgical assistance, and which has made him a small 
presentation in return.” 

“Really, Watson, you excel yourself,” said Holmes, pushing back his 
chair and lighting a cigarette2. “I am bound to say that in all the accounts 
which you have been so good as to give of my own small achievements 
you have habitually underrated your own abilities. It may be that you are 
not yourself luminous, but you are a conductor of light. Some people 
without possessing genius have a remarkable power of stimulating it. I 
confess, my dear fellow, that I am very much in your debt.” 

He had never said as much before, and I must admit that his words gave 
me keen pleasure, for I had often been piqued by his indifference to my 
admiration and to the attempts which I had made to give publicity to his 
methods. I was proud, too, to think that I had so far mastered his system 
as to apply it in a way which earned his approval. He now took the stick 
from my hands and examined it for a few minutes with his naked eyes. 
Then with an expression of interest he laid down his cigarette, and 
carrying the cane to the window, he looked over it again with a convex 
lens3. 

“Interesting, though elementary,” said he as he returned to his favourite 
corner of the settee. “There are certainly one or two indications upon the 
stick. It gives us the basis for several deductions.” 

“Has anything escaped me?” I asked with some self-importance. “I trust 
that there is nothing of consequence which I have overlooked?” 

“I am afraid, my dear Watson, that most of your conclusions were 
erroneous. When I said that you stimulated me I meant, to be frank, that 
in noting your fallacies I was occasionally guided towards the truth. Not 
that you are entirely wrong in this instance. The man is certainly a country 
practitioner. And he walks a good deal.” 

“Then I was right.” 
“To that extent.” 
“But that was all.” 
“No, no, my dear Watson, not all—by no means all. I would suggest, for 

example, that a presentation to a doctor is more likely to come from a 
hospital than from a hunt, and that when the initials ‘C.C.’ are placed 

 
1 An athletic social club organized around hunting 
2 Although famous for his pipe smoking, Holmes almost just as often smokes 
cigarettes, which – at the time – were considered a symptom of intellect, 
fashion, and panache  
3 Small magnifying glass 
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before that hospital the words ‘Charing Cross1’ very naturally suggest 
themselves.” 

“You may be right.” 
“The probability lies in that direction. And if we take this as a working 

hypothesis we have a fresh basis from which to start our construction of 
this unknown visitor.” 

“Well, then, supposing that ‘C.C.H.’ does stand for ‘Charing Cross 
Hospital2,’ what further inferences may we draw?” 

“Do none suggest themselves? You know my methods. Apply them!” 
“I can only think of the obvious conclusion that the man has practised 

in town before going to the country.” 
“I think that we might venture a little farther than this. Look at it in 

this light. On what occasion would it be most probable that such a 
presentation would be made? When would his friends unite to give him a 
pledge of their good will? Obviously at the moment when Dr. Mortimer 
withdrew from the service of the hospital in order to start a practice for 
himself. We know there has been a presentation. We believe there has 
been a change from a town hospital to a country practice. Is it, then, 
stretching our inference too far to say that the presentation was on the 
occasion of the change?” 

“It certainly seems probable.” 
“Now, you will observe that he could not have been on the staff of the 

hospital, since only a man well-established in a London practice could 
hold such a position, and such a one would not drift into the country. 
What was he, then? If he was in the hospital and yet not on the staff he 
could only have been a house-surgeon or a house-physician3—little more 
than a senior student. And he left five years ago—the date is on the stick. 
So your grave, middle-aged family practitioner vanishes into thin air, my 
dear Watson, and there emerges a young fellow under thirty, amiable, 
unambitious, absent-minded, and the possessor of a favourite dog, which 
I should describe roughly as being larger than a terrier and smaller than a 
mastiff.” 

I laughed incredulously as Sherlock Holmes leaned back in his settee 
and blew little wavering rings of smoke up to the ceiling. 

“As to the latter part, I have no means of checking you,” said I, “but at 
least it is not difficult to find out a few particulars about the man’s age and 
professional career.” From my small medical shelf I took down the Medical 
Directory and turned up the name. There were several Mortimers, but 
only one who could be our visitor. I read his record aloud. 

 
1 A major junction in central London where six routes intersect 
2 A major research hospital near the Charing Cross junction in central London, 
founded in 1818 
3 A surgeon on floor duty, rather like a modern E.R. surgeon  
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“Mortimer, James, M.R.C.S., 1882, Grimpen, Dartmoor, Devon1. House-
surgeon, from 1882 to 1884, at Charing Cross Hospital. Winner of the 
Jackson prize for Comparative Pathology2, with essay entitled ‘Is Disease a 
Reversion?’ Corresponding member of the Swedish Pathological Society. 
Author of ‘Some Freaks of Atavism3’ (Lancet 1882). ‘Do We Progress?’ 
(Journal of Psychology, March, 1883). Medical Officer for the parishes of 
Grimpen, Thorsley, and High Barrow.”  

“No mention of that local hunt, Watson,” said Holmes with a 
mischievous smile, “but a country doctor, as you very astutely observed. I 
think that I am fairly justified in my inferences. As to the adjectives, I said, 
if I remember right, amiable, unambitious, and absent-minded. It is my 
experience that it is only an amiable man in this world who receives 
testimonials, only an unambitious one who abandons a London career for 
the country, and only an absent-minded one who leaves his stick and not 
his visiting-card after waiting an hour in your room.” 

“And the dog?” 
“Has been in the habit of carrying this stick behind his master. Being a 

heavy stick the dog has held it tightly by the middle, and the marks of his 
teeth are very plainly visible. The dog’s jaw, as shown in the space between 
these marks, is too broad in my opinion for a terrier and not broad enough 
for a mastiff. It may have been—yes, by Jove, it is a curly-haired spaniel.” 

He had risen and paced the room as he spoke. Now he halted in the 
recess of the window. There was such a ring of conviction in his voice that 
I glanced up in surprise. 

“My dear fellow, how can you possibly be so sure of that?” 
“For the very simple reason that I see the dog himself on our very door-

step, and there is the ring of its owner. Don’t move, I beg you, Watson. He 
is a professional brother of yours, and your presence may be of assistance 
to me. Now is the dramatic moment of fate, Watson, when you hear a step 
upon the stair which is walking into your life, and you know not whether 
for good or ill. What does Dr. James Mortimer, the man of science, ask of 
Sherlock Holmes, the specialist in crime? Come in!” 

 
1 Grimpen is a fictitious town, but Dartmoor – a bleak but beautiful stretch of 
wild moorland covering 954 square miles in Southern Devon (a county in 
Southwest England’s fabled “West Country”), is very real. The name 
“Grimpen” is likely derived from Grimspound – the craggy ruins of a Bronze 
Age settlement which also lent its name to the nearby bog (an influence on 
the Grimpen mire). In the local dialect, Grimspound is pronounced 
“Grimspen”  
2 A real award founded in 1800 and annually given to a member of the MRCS 
who had contributed something substantial to the field of research that year 
3 That is, the appearance of a trait which has otherwise evolved out of the 
human species (such as an elongated tailbone) 
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The appearance of our visitor was a surprise to me, since I had expected 
a typical country practitioner. He was a very tall, thin man, with a long 
nose like a beak, which jutted out between two keen, gray eyes, set closely 
together and sparkling brightly from behind a pair of gold-rimmed 
glasses. He was clad in a professional but rather slovenly fashion, for his 
frock-coat was dingy and his trousers frayed. Though young, his long back 
was already bowed, and he walked with a forward thrust of his head and 
a general air of peering benevolence. As he entered his eyes fell upon the 
stick in Holmes’s hand, and he ran towards it with an exclamation of joy. 
“I am so very glad,” said he. “I was not sure whether I had left it here or in 
the Shipping Office. I would not lose that stick for the world.” 

“A presentation, I see,” said Holmes. 
“Yes, sir.” 
“From Charing Cross Hospital?” 
“From one or two friends there on the occasion of my marriage.” 
“Dear, dear, that’s bad!” said Holmes, shaking his head. 
Dr. Mortimer blinked through his glasses in mild astonishment. “Why 

was it bad?” 
“Only that you have disarranged our little deductions1. Your marriage, 

you say?” 
“Yes, sir. I married, and so left the hospital, and with it all hopes of a 

consulting practice. It was necessary to make a home of my own.” 
“Come, come, we are not so far wrong, after all,” said Holmes. “And 

now, Dr. James Mortimer—” 
“Mister, sir, Mister—a humble M.R.C.S2.” 
“And a man of precise mind, evidently.” 
“A dabbler in science, Mr. Holmes, a picker up of shells on the shores 

of the great unknown ocean. I presume that it is Mr. Sherlock Holmes 
whom I am addressing and not—” 

“No, this is my friend Dr. Watson.” 
“Glad to meet you, sir. I have heard your name mentioned in 

connection with that of your friend. You interest me very much, Mr. 
Holmes. I had hardly expected so dolichocephalic a skull or such well-
marked supra-orbital development3. Would you have any objection to my 

 
1 Several critics, like David Stuart Davies, posit that Holmes deduction that 
Mortimer was single is still sound: his wife never appears during the novel 
and he leads a fairly solitary lifestyle, suggesting that he may either be 
estranged from his wife or separated  
2 Illustrating his lack of ambition – he could quietly accept the honorific, but 
doesn’t find any vanity in its application 
3 Holmes skull is long with large development above the eye sockets 
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running my finger along your parietal fissure1? A cast of your skull, sir, 
until the original is available, would be an ornament to any 
anthropological museum. It is not my intention to be fulsome, but I 
confess that I covet your skull.” 

Sherlock Holmes waved our strange visitor into a chair. “You are an 
enthusiast in your line of thought2, I perceive, sir, as I am in mine,” said 
he. “I observe from your forefinger3 that you make your own cigarettes. 
Have no hesitation in lighting one.” 

The man drew out paper and tobacco and twirled the one up in the 
other with surprising dexterity. He had long, quivering fingers as agile and 
restless as the antennae of an insect. 

Holmes was silent, but his little darting glances showed me the interest 
which he took in our curious companion. “I presume, sir,” said he at last, 
“that it was not merely for the purpose of examining my skull that you 
have done me the honour to call here last night and again today?” 

“No, sir, no; though I am happy to have had the opportunity of doing 
that as well. I came to you, Mr. Holmes, because I recognized that I am 
myself an unpractical man and because I am suddenly confronted with a 
most serious and extraordinary problem. Recognizing, as I do, that you 
are the second highest expert in Europe—” 

“Indeed, sir! May I inquire who has the honour to be the first?” asked 
Holmes with some asperity4. 

“To the man of precisely scientific mind the work of Monsieur Bertillon5 
must always appeal strongly.” 

“Then had you not better consult him6?” 
“I said, sir, to the precisely scientific mind. But as a practical man of 

affairs it is acknowledged that you stand alone. I trust, sir, that I have not 
inadvertently7—” 

 
1 More commonly called the sagittal suture, this is the seam between the 
skull plates along the top of the head 
2 That is, phrenology, or the pseudoscientific study of skull shapes and its 
supposed correlation to character and intelligence 
3 Presumably stained yellow by raw tobacco 
4 Gruffness 
5 Alphonse Bertillon was one of the fathers of forensic detection, who created 
a system for identifying criminals by cataloguing a variety of bodily 
measurements (e.g., the distance between the eyes, length of the nose, 
breadth of the nostrils) before fingerprinting became de rigueur  
6 Interestingly, Holmes does not challenge this declaration, but sullenly yields 
the floor to Bertillon – a testament to Doyle’s admiration for the French 
forensic detective 
7 “—offended you.” Holmes responses is a barely veiled “yep!” 
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“Just a little,” said Holmes. “I think, Dr. Mortimer, you would do wisely 
if without more ado you would kindly tell me plainly what the exact nature 
of the problem is in which you demand my assistance.” 

 
 

— CHAPTER TWO —  
The Curse of the Baskervilles 

 
“I have in my pocket a manuscript,” said Dr. James Mortimer. 

“I observed it as you entered the room,” said Holmes. 
“It is an old manuscript.” 
“Early eighteenth century, unless it is a forgery.” 
“How can you say that, sir?” 
“You have presented an inch or two of it to my examination all the time 

that you have been talking. It would be a poor expert who could not give 
the date of a document within a decade or so. You may possibly have read 
my little monograph upon the subject. I put that at 1730.” 

“The exact date is 1742.” Dr. Mortimer drew it from his breast-pocket. 
“This family paper was committed to my care by Sir Charles Baskerville, 
whose sudden and tragic death some three months ago created so much 
excitement in Devonshire. I may say that I was his personal friend as well 
as his medical attendant. He was a strong-minded man, sir, shrewd, 
practical, and as unimaginative as I am myself. Yet he took this document 
very seriously, and his mind was prepared for just such an end as did 
eventually overtake him.” 

Holmes stretched out his hand for the manuscript and flattened it upon 
his knee. “You will observe, Watson, the alternative use of the long s and 
the short1. It is one of several indications which enabled me to fix the 
date.” 

I looked over his shoulder at the yellow paper and the faded script. At 
the head was written: “Baskerville Hall,” and below in large, scrawling 
figures: “1742.” 

“It appears to be a statement2 of some sort.” 
“Yes, it is a statement of a certain legend which runs in the Baskerville 

family.” 
“But I understand that it is something more modern and practical upon 

which you wish to consult me?” 

 
1 A typology trend in English that lasted from the 1500s to the late 1700s 
which made the first “s” in a double “ss” word fashioned like an italic “f.” 
Famously this appears in the U.S. Bill of Rights, which begins “Congrefs OF THE 

United States”  
2 That is, a legal statement made in proper, authorized order as part of a last 
will and testament 
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“Most modern. A most practical, pressing matter, which must be 
decided within twenty-four hours. But the manuscript is short and is 
intimately connected with the affair. With your permission I will read it 
to you.” 

Holmes leaned back in his chair, placed his finger-tips together, and 
closed his eyes, with an air of resignation. Dr. Mortimer turned the 
manuscript to the light and read in a high, cracking voice the following 
curious, old-world narrative:  

 
“Of the origin of the Hound of the Baskervilles there have been many 
statements, yet as I come in a direct line from Hugo Baskerville, and as I 
had the story from my father, who also had it from his, I have set it down 
with all belief that it occurred even as is here set forth. And I would have you 
believe, my sons, that the same Justice which punishes sin may also most 
graciously forgive it, and that no ban is so heavy but that by prayer and 
repentance it may be removed. Learn then from this story not to fear the 
fruits of the past, but rather to be circumspect in the future, that those foul 
passions whereby our family has suffered so grievously may not again be 
loosed to our undoing. 

“Know then that in the time of the Great Rebellion1 (the history of 
which by the learned Lord Clarendon I2 most earnestly commend to your 
attention) this Manor of Baskerville was held by Hugo of that name, nor can 
it be gainsaid3 that he was a most wild, profane, and godless man. This, in 
truth, his neighbours might have pardoned, seeing that saints have never 
flourished in those parts, but there was in him a certain wanton and cruel 
humour which made his name a byword through the West4. It chanced that 
this Hugo came to love (if, indeed, so dark a passion may be known under 
so bright a name) the daughter of a yeoman5 who held lands near the 
Baskerville estate. But the young maiden, being discreet and of good repute, 
would ever avoid him, for she feared his evil name. So it came to pass that 
one Michaelmas6 this Hugo, with five or six of his idle and wicked 
companions, stole down upon the farm and carried off the maiden, her 
father and brothers being from home, as he well knew. When they had 
brought her to the Hall the maiden was placed in an upper chamber, while 

 
1 The English Civil War, beginning in 1642 and lasting until 1651, saw the 
overthrow of Charles I by the Parliamentarians led by Oliver Cromwell 
2 That is, “History of the Rebellion and Civil Wars in England,” written in 1674 
by Edward Hyde, 1st Earl of Clarendon  
3 Contradicted 
4 The West Country consists of England’s southwestern peninsula, containing 
Devon, Cornwall, Bristol, Dorset, Wiltshire, Somerset, and Gloucestershire  
5 A landowner 
6 The September 28th feast day of Saint Michael 
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Hugo and his friends sat down to a long carouse, as was their nightly 
custom. Now, the poor lass upstairs was like to have her wits turned at the 
singing and shouting and terrible oaths which came up to her from below, 
for they say that the words used by Hugo Baskerville, when he was in wine, 
were such as might blast1 the man who said them. At last in the stress of her 
fear she did that which might have daunted the bravest or most active man, 
for by the aid of the growth of ivy which covered (and still covers) the south 
wall she came down from under the eaves, and so homeward across the 
moor, there being three leagues2 betwixt the Hall and her father’s farm. 

“It chanced that some little time later Hugo left his guests to carry food 
and drink — with other worse things3, perchance — to his captive, and so 
found the cage empty and the bird escaped. Then, as it would seem, he 
became as one that hath a devil, for, rushing down the stairs into the dining-
hall, he sprang upon the great table, flagons and trenchers4 flying before 
him, and he cried aloud before all the company that he would that very night 
render his body and soul to the Powers of Evil if he might but overtake the 
wench. And while the revellers stood aghast at the fury of the man, one more 
wicked or, it may be, more drunken than the rest, cried out that they should 
put the hounds upon her. Whereat Hugo ran from the house, crying to his 
grooms that they should saddle his mare and unkennel the pack, and giving 
the hounds a kerchief of the maid’s, he swung them to the line5, and so off 
full cry in the moonlight over the moor. 

“Now, for some space the revellers stood agape, unable to understand 
all that had been done in such haste. But anon their bemused wits awoke to 
the nature of the deed which was like to be done upon the moorlands. 
Everything was now in an uproar, some calling for their pistols, some for 
their horses, and some for another flask of wine. But at length some sense 
came back to their crazed minds, and the whole of them, thirteen in number, 
took horse and started in pursuit. The moon shone clear above them, and 
they rode swiftly abreast, taking that course which the maid must needs 
have taken if she were to reach her own home. 

“They had gone a mile or two when they passed one of the night 
shepherds upon the moorlands, and they cried to him to know if he had seen 
the hunt. And the man, as the story goes, was so crazed with fear that he 
could scarce speak, but at last he said that he had indeed seen the unhappy 
maiden, with the hounds upon her track. ‘But I have seen more than that,’ 
said he, ‘for Hugo Baskerville passed me upon his black mare, and there ran 

 
1 Damn to hell 
2 About ten miles 
3 Intending to rape her 
4 Mugs and food trays 
5 A hunting method whereby the hounds spread out in a line until they catch 
the scent 
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mute behind him such a hound of hell1 as God forbid should ever be at my 
heels.’ So the drunken squires cursed the shepherd and rode onward. But 
soon their skins turned cold, for there came a galloping across the moor, 
and the black mare, dabbled with white froth, went past with trailing bridle 
and empty saddle. Then the revellers rode close together, for a great fear 
was on them, but they still followed over the moor, though each, had he been 
alone, would have been right glad to have turned his horse’s head. Riding 
slowly in this fashion they came at last upon the hounds. These, though 
known for their valour and their breed, were whimpering in a cluster at the 
head of a deep dip or goyal2, as we call it, upon the moor, some slinking away 
and some, with starting hackles3 and staring eyes, gazing down the narrow 
valley before them. 

“The company had come to a halt, more sober men, as you may guess, 
than when they started. The most of them would by no means advance, but 
three of them, the boldest, or it may be the most drunken, rode forward 
down the goyal. Now, it opened into a broad space in which stood two of 
those great stones, still to be seen there, which were set by certain forgotten 
peoples in the days of old4. The moon was shining bright upon the clearing, 
and there in the centre lay the unhappy maid where she had fallen, dead of 
fear and of fatigue. But it was not the sight of her body, nor yet was it that 
of the body of Hugo Baskerville lying near her, which raised the hair upon 
the heads of these three daredevil roysterers5, but it was that, standing over 
Hugo, and plucking at his throat, there stood a foul thing, a great, black 
beast, shaped like a hound, yet larger than any hound that ever mortal eye 
has rested upon. And even as they looked the thing tore the throat out of 
Hugo Baskerville, on which, as it turned its blazing eyes and dripping jaws 
upon them, the three shrieked with fear and rode for dear life, still 
screaming, across the moor. One, it is said, died that very night of what he 
had seen, and the other twain were but broken men for the rest of their days. 

 
1 Black hellhounds are a common fixture in British folklore – from the West 
Country to the Highlands – and are often described as being the size of a calf, 
covered in coal-black, shaggy fur, with terrifying, red eyes and massive fangs. 
Black Shuck, the most famous of these apparitions, is said to haunt Eastern 
England where he sometimes manifests with a glowing, red, cyclops eye and 
foretells the eminent death of those who are unfortunate enough to glimpse 
him. Folklorists trace British tales of black hellhounds to Nordic myths about 
Odin’s demonic hunting dog which were brought to Britain by invading 
Saxons and Danes (who were, themselves, figures of terror) 
2 A ravine 
3 Bristling hair 
4 Prehistoric monoliths – erect stone monuments, calendars, or ceremonial 
markings – left behind by the Druids (in the manner of Stonehenge) 
5 Revelers, partiers 
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“Such is the tale, my sons, of the coming of the hound which is said to 
have plagued the family so sorely ever since. If I have set it down it is because 
that which is clearly known hath less terror than that which is but hinted at 
and guessed. Nor can it be denied that many of the family have been 
unhappy in their deaths, which have been sudden, bloody, and mysterious. 
Yet may we shelter ourselves in the infinite goodness of Providence, which 
would not forever punish the innocent beyond that third or fourth 
generation which is threatened in Holy Writ1. To that Providence, my sons, 
I hereby commend you, and I counsel you by way of caution to forbear from 
crossing the moor in those dark hours when the powers of evil are exalted. 

“[This from Hugo Baskerville to his sons Rodger and John, with 
instructions that they say nothing thereof to their sister Elizabeth.]” 

  
When Dr. Mortimer had finished reading this singular narrative he 

pushed his spectacles up on his forehead and stared across at Mr. Sherlock 
Holmes. The latter yawned and tossed the end of his cigarette into the 
fire. 

“Well?” said he. 
“Do you not find it interesting?” 
“To a collector of fairy tales.” 
Dr. Mortimer drew a folded newspaper out of his pocket. 
“Now, Mr. Holmes, we will give you something a little more recent. This 

is the Devon County Chronicle of May 14th of this year. It is a short 
account of the facts elicited at the death of Sir Charles Baskerville which 
occurred a few days before that date.” 

My friend leaned a little forward and his expression became intent. Our 
visitor readjusted his glasses and began: 
 
“The recent sudden death of Sir Charles Baskerville, whose name has been 
mentioned as the probable Liberal candidate for Mid-Devon at the next 
election, has cast a gloom over the county. Though Sir Charles had resided 
at Baskerville Hall for a comparatively short period his amiability of 
character and extreme generosity had won the affection and respect of all 
who had been brought into contact with him. In these days of nouveaux 
riches2 it is refreshing to find a case where the scion of an old county family 
which has fallen upon evil days is able to make his own fortune and to bring 
it back with him to restore the fallen grandeur of his line. Sir Charles, as is 
well known, made large sums of money in South African speculation. More 

 
1 “The LORD is slow to anger, abounding in love and forgiving sin and 
rebellion. Yet he does not leave the guilty unpunished; he punishes the 
children for the sin of the parents to the third and fourth generation.” – 
Numbers 14:18 
2 Industrialists made rich by business rather than family inheritance 
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wise than those who go on until the wheel turns against them, he realized 
his gains and returned to England with them. It is only two years since he 
took up his residence at Baskerville Hall, and it is common talk how large 
were those schemes of reconstruction and improvement which have been 
interrupted by his death. Being himself childless, it was his openly expressed 
desire that the whole country-side should, within his own lifetime, profit by 
his good fortune, and many will have personal reasons for bewailing his 
untimely end. His generous donations to local and county charities have 
been frequently chronicled in these columns. 

“The circumstances connected with the death of Sir Charles cannot be 
said to have been entirely cleared up by the inquest, but at least enough has 
been done to dispose of those rumours to which local superstition has given 
rise. There is no reason whatever to suspect foul play, or to imagine that 
death could be from any but natural causes. Sir Charles was a widower, and 
a man who may be said to have been in some ways of an eccentric habit of 
mind. In spite of his considerable wealth he was simple in his personal 
tastes, and his indoor servants at Baskerville Hall consisted of a married 
couple named Barrymore, the husband acting as butler and the wife as 
housekeeper. Their evidence, corroborated by that of several friends, tends 
to show that Sir Charles’s health has for some time been impaired, and 
points especially to some affection of the heart, manifesting itself in changes 
of colour, breathlessness, and acute attacks of nervous depression. Dr. 
James Mortimer, the friend and medical attendant of the deceased, has 
given evidence to the same effect. 

“The facts of the case are simple. Sir Charles Baskerville was in the 
habit every night before going to bed of walking down the famous Yew Alley 
of Baskerville Hall. The evidence of the Barrymores shows that this had been 
his custom. On the 4th of May Sir Charles had declared his intention of 
starting next day for London, and had ordered Barrymore to prepare his 
luggage. That night he went out as usual for his nocturnal walk, in the 
course of which he was in the habit of smoking a cigar. He never returned. 
At twelve o’clock Barrymore, finding the hall door still open, became 
alarmed, and, lighting a lantern, went in search of his master. The day had 
been wet, and Sir Charles’s footmarks were easily traced down the Alley. 
Half-way down this walk there is a gate which leads out on to the moor. 
There were indications that Sir Charles had stood for some little time here. 
He then proceeded down the Alley, and it was at the far end of it that his 
body was discovered. One fact which has not been explained is the 
statement of Barrymore that his master’s footprints altered their character 
from the time that he passed the moor-gate, and that he appeared from 
thence onward to have been walking upon his toes. One Murphy, a gipsy 
horse-dealer, was on the moor at no great distance at the time, but he 
appears by his own confession to have been the worse for drink. He declares 
that he heard cries, but is unable to state from what direction they came. 
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No signs of violence were to be discovered upon Sir Charles’s person, and 
though the doctor’s evidence pointed to an almost incredible facial 
distortion — so great that Dr. Mortimer refused at first to believe that it 
was indeed his friend and patient who lay before him — it was explained 
that that is a symptom which is not unusual in cases of dyspnoea1 and death 
from cardiac exhaustion. This explanation was borne out by the post-
mortem examination, which showed long-standing organic disease, and the 
coroner’s jury returned a verdict in accordance with the medical evidence. 
It is well that this is so, for it is obviously of the utmost importance that Sir 
Charles’s heir should settle at the Hall and continue the good work which 
has been so sadly interrupted. Had the prosaic finding of the coroner not 
finally put an end to the romantic stories which have been whispered in 
connection with the affair, it might have been difficult to find a tenant for 
Baskerville Hall. It is understood that the next of kin is Mr. Henry 
Baskerville, if he be still alive, the son of Sir Charles Baskerville’s younger 
brother. The young man when last heard of was in America, and inquiries 
are being instituted with a view to informing him of his good fortune.” 
 

Dr. Mortimer refolded his paper and replaced it in his pocket. “Those 
are the public facts, Mr. Holmes, in connection with the death of Sir 
Charles Baskerville.” 

“I must thank you,” said Sherlock Holmes, “for calling my attention to 
a case which certainly presents some features of interest. I had observed 
some newspaper comment at the time, but I was exceedingly preoccupied 
by that little affair of the Vatican cameos, and in my anxiety to oblige the 
Pope2 I lost touch with several interesting English cases. This article, you 
say, contains all the public facts?” 

“It does.” 
“Then let me have the private ones.” He leaned back, put his finger-tips 

together, and assumed his most impassive and judicial expression. 
“In doing so,” said Dr. Mortimer, who had begun to show signs of some 

strong emotion, “I am telling that which I have not confided to anyone. 
My motive for withholding it from the coroner’s inquiry is that a man of 
science shrinks from placing himself in the public position of seeming to 
indorse a popular superstition. I had the further motive that Baskerville 
Hall, as the paper says, would certainly remain untenanted if anything 
were done to increase its already rather grim reputation. For both these 
reasons I thought that I was justified in telling rather less than I knew, 
since no practical good could result from it, but with you there is no 
reason why I should not be perfectly frank. 

 
1 Labored breathing 
2 Leo XIII 
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“The moor is very sparsely inhabited, and those who live near each 
other are thrown very much together. For this reason I saw a good deal of 
Sir Charles Baskerville. With the exception of Mr. Frankland, of Lafter 
Hall, and Mr. Stapleton, the naturalist, there are no other men of 
education within many miles. Sir Charles was a retiring man, but the 
chance of his illness brought us together, and a community of interests in 
science kept us so. He had brought back much scientific information from 
South Africa, and many a charming evening we have spent together 
discussing the comparative anatomy of the Bushman and the Hottentot1. 

“Within the last few months it became increasingly plain to me that Sir 
Charles’s nervous system was strained to the breaking point. He had taken 
this legend which I have read you exceedingly to heart—so much so that, 
although he would walk in his own grounds, nothing would induce him 
to go out upon the moor at night. Incredible2 as it may appear to you, Mr. 
Holmes, he was honestly convinced that a dreadful fate overhung his 
family, and certainly the records which he was able to give of his ancestors 
were not encouraging. The idea of some ghastly presence constantly 
haunted him, and on more than one occasion he has asked me whether I 
had on my medical journeys at night ever seen any strange creature or 
heard the baying of a hound. The latter question he put to me several 
times, and always with a voice which vibrated with excitement. 

“I can well remember driving up to his house in the evening some three 
weeks before the fatal event. He chanced to be at his hall door. I had 
descended from my gig3 and was standing in front of him, when I saw his 
eyes fix themselves over my shoulder and stare past me with an expression 
of the most dreadful horror. I whisked round and had just time to catch a 
glimpse of something which I took to be a large black calf4 passing at the 
head of the drive. So excited and alarmed was he that I was compelled to 
go down to the spot where the animal had been and look around for it. It 
was gone, however, and the incident appeared to make the worst 
impression upon his mind. I stayed with him all the evening, and it was 
on that occasion, to explain the emotion which he had shown, that he 
confided to my keeping that narrative which I read to you when first I 
came. I mention this small episode because it assumes some importance 
in view of the tragedy which followed, but I was convinced at the time that 
the matter was entirely trivial and that his excitement had no justification. 

 
1 Tribesmen of South Africa and Nambia, respectively 
2 “Ridiculous,” in this usage 
3 Light, two-wheeled, one-horse carriage 
4 A growing calf is often just over 3 feet tall – coming up to the waist of most 
people. Most of the dog breeds speculated on as the model for the Hound of 
the Baskervilles are about three feet tall when on all fours – almost seven 
when on their hind legs 
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“It was at my advice that Sir Charles was about to go to London. His 
heart was, I knew, affected, and the constant anxiety in which he lived, 
however chimerical the cause of it might be, was evidently having a 
serious effect upon his health. I thought that a few months among the 
distractions of town would send him back a new man. Mr. Stapleton, a 
mutual friend who was much concerned at his state of health, was of the 
same opinion. At the last instant came this terrible catastrophe. 

“On the night of Sir Charles’s death Barrymore the butler, who made 
the discovery, sent Perkins the groom1 on horseback to me, and as I was 
sitting up late I was able to reach Baskerville Hall within an hour of the 
event. I checked and corroborated all the facts which were mentioned at 
the inquest. I followed the footsteps down the yew alley, I saw the spot at 
the moor-gate where he seemed to have waited, I remarked the change in 
the shape of the prints after that point, I noted that there were no other 
footsteps save those of Barrymore on the soft gravel, and finally I carefully 
examined the body, which had not been touched until my arrival. Sir 
Charles lay on his face, his arms out, his fingers dug into the ground, and 
his features convulsed with some strong emotion to such an extent that I 
could hardly have sworn to his identity. There was certainly no physical 
injury of any kind. But one false statement was made by Barrymore at the 
inquest. He said that there were no traces upon the ground round the 
body. He did not observe any. But I did—some little distance off, but fresh 
and clear.” 

“Footprints?” 
“Footprints.” 
“A man’s or a woman’s?” 
Dr. Mortimer looked strangely at us for an instant, and his voice sank 

almost to a whisper as he answered. 
“Mr. Holmes, they were the footprints of a gigantic hound2!” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
1 Stable worker 
2 The footprint of many of the speculated-on breeds – Irish wolfhound, basset 
hound, etc. – are about the size of an adult man’s palm: some five-by-four 
inches 
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— CHAPTER THREE —  
The Problem 

 
I confess at these words a shudder passed through me. There was a thrill 
in the doctor’s voice which showed that he was himself deeply moved by 
that which he told us. Holmes leaned forward in his excitement and his 
eyes had the hard, dry glitter which shot from them when he was keenly 
interested. 

“You saw this?” 
“As clearly as I see you.” 
“And you said nothing?” 
“What was the use?” 
“How was it that no one else saw it?” 
“The marks were some twenty yards from the body and no one gave 

them a thought. I don’t suppose I should have done so had I not known 
this legend.” 

“There are many sheep-dogs on the moor?” 
“No doubt, but this was no sheep-dog.” 
“You say it was large?” 
“Enormous.” 
“But it had not approached the body?” 
“No.” 
“What sort of night was it?’ 
“Damp and raw.” 
“But not actually raining?” 
“No.” 
“What is the alley like?” 
“There are two lines of old yew hedge, twelve feet high and 

impenetrable. The walk in the centre is about eight feet across.” 
“Is there anything between the hedges and the walk?” 
“Yes, there is a strip of grass about six feet broad on either side.” 
“I understand that the yew hedge is penetrated at one point by a gate?” 
“Yes, the wicket-gate which leads on to the moor.” 
“Is there any other opening?” 
“None.” 
“So that to reach the yew alley one either has to come down it from the 

house or else to enter it by the moor-gate?” 
“There is an exit through a summer-house at the far end.” 
“Had Sir Charles reached this?” 
“No; he lay about fifty yards from it.” 
“Now, tell me, Dr. Mortimer—and this is important—the marks which 

you saw were on the path and not on the grass?” 
“No marks could show on the grass.” 
“Were they on the same side of the path as the moor-gate?” 
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“Yes; they were on the edge of the path on the same side as the moor-
gate.” 

“You interest me exceedingly. Another point. Was the wicket-gate 
closed?” 

“Closed and padlocked.” 
“How high was it?” 
“About four feet high.” 
“Then anyone could have got over it?” 
“Yes.” 
“And what marks did you see by the wicket-gate?” 
“None in particular.” 
“Good heaven! Did no one examine?” 
“Yes, I examined, myself.” 
“And found nothing?” 
“It was all very confused. Sir Charles had evidently stood there for five 

or ten minutes.” 
“How do you know that?” 
“Because the ash had twice dropped from his cigar.” 
“Excellent! This is a colleague, Watson, after our own heart. But the 

marks?” 
“He had left his own marks all over that small patch of gravel. I could 

discern no others.” 
Sherlock Holmes struck his hand against his knee with an impatient 

gesture. 
“If I had only been there!” he cried. “It is evidently a case of 

extraordinary interest, and one which presented immense opportunities 
to the scientific expert. That gravel page upon which I might have read so 
much has been long ere this smudged by the rain and defaced by the clogs 
of curious peasants. Oh, Dr. Mortimer, Dr. Mortimer, to think that you 
should not have called me in! You have indeed much to answer for.” 

“I could not call you in, Mr. Holmes, without disclosing these facts to 
the world, and I have already given my reasons for not wishing to do so. 
Besides, besides—” 

“Why do you hesitate?” 
“There is a realm in which the most acute and most experienced of 

detectives is helpless.” 
“You mean that the thing is supernatural?” 
“I did not positively say so.” 
“No, but you evidently think it.” 
“Since the tragedy, Mr. Holmes, there have come to my ears several 

incidents which are hard to reconcile with the settled order of Nature.” 
“For example?” 
“I find that before the terrible event occurred several people had seen 

a creature upon the moor which corresponds with this Baskerville demon, 
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and which could not possibly be any animal known to science. They all 
agreed that it was a huge creature, luminous, ghastly, and spectral. I have 
cross-examined these men, one of them a hard-headed countryman, one 
a farrier1, and one a moorland farmer, who all tell the same story of this 
dreadful apparition, exactly corresponding to the hell-hound of the 
legend. I assure you that there is a reign of terror in the district, and that 
it is a hardy man who will cross the moor at night.” 

“And you, a trained man of science, believe it to be supernatural?” 
“I do not know what to believe.” 
Holmes shrugged his shoulders. “I have hitherto confined my 

investigations to this world,” said he. “In a modest way I have combated 
evil, but to take on the Father of Evil himself would, perhaps, be too 
ambitious a task. Yet you must admit that the footmark is material.” 

“The original hound was material enough to tug a man’s throat out, and 
yet he was diabolical as well.” 

“I see that you have quite gone over to the supernaturalists2. But now, 
Dr. Mortimer, tell me this. If you hold these views, why have you come to 
consult me at all? You tell me in the same breath that it is useless to 
investigate Sir Charles’s death, and that you desire me to do it.” 

“I did not say that I desired you to do it.” 
“Then, how can I assist you?” 
“By advising me as to what I should do with Sir Henry Baskerville, who 

arrives at Waterloo Station”—Dr. Mortimer looked at his watch—“in 
exactly one hour and a quarter.” 

“He being the heir?” 
“Yes. On the death of Sir Charles we inquired for this young gentleman 

and found that he had been farming in Canada. From the accounts which 
have reached us he is an excellent fellow in every way. I speak now not as 
a medical man but as a trustee and executor of Sir Charles’s will.” 

“There is no other claimant, I presume?” 
“None. The only other kinsman whom we have been able to trace was 

Rodger Baskerville, the youngest of three brothers of whom poor Sir 
Charles was the elder. The second brother, who died young, is the father 
of this lad Henry. The third, Rodger, was the black sheep of the family. He 
came of the old masterful Baskerville strain and was the very image, they 
tell me, of the family picture of old Hugo. He made England too hot to 

 
1 Blacksmith, ironworker 
2 Not unlike Doyle, himself, who began his fascination with Spiritualism in 
1886, and joined the Society for Psychical Research in 1893  
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hold him1, fled to Central America2, and died there in 1876 of yellow fever3. 
Henry is the last of the Baskervilles. In one hour and five minutes I meet 
him at Waterloo Station. I have had a wire that he arrived at 
Southampton4 this morning. Now, Mr. Holmes, what would you advise 
me to do with him?” 

“Why should he not go to the home of his fathers?” 
“It seems natural, does it not? And yet, consider that every Baskerville 

who goes there meets with an evil fate. I feel sure that if Sir Charles could 
have spoken with me before his death he would have warned me against 
bringing this, the last of the old race, and the heir to great wealth, to that 
deadly place. And yet it cannot be denied that the prosperity of the whole 
poor, bleak countryside depends upon his presence. All the good work 
which has been done by Sir Charles will crash to the ground if there is no 
tenant of the Hall. I fear lest I should be swayed too much by my own 
obvious interest in the matter, and that is why I bring the case before you 
and ask for your advice.” 

Holmes considered for a little time. 
“Put into plain words, the matter is this,” said he. “In your opinion there 

is a diabolical agency which makes Dartmoor an unsafe abode for a 
Baskerville—that is your opinion?” 

“At least I might go the length of saying that there is some evidence 
that this may be so.” 

“Exactly. But surely, if your supernatural theory be correct, it could 
work the young man evil in London as easily as in Devonshire. A devil 
with merely local powers like a parish vestry5 would be too inconceivable 
a thing.” 

“You put the matter more flippantly, Mr. Holmes, than you would 
probably do if you were brought into personal contact with these things. 
Your advice, then, as I understand it, is that the young man will be as safe 
in Devonshire as in London. He comes in fifty minutes. What would you 
recommend?” 

“I recommend, sir, that you take a cab, call off your spaniel who is 
scratching at my front door, and proceed to Waterloo to meet Sir Henry 
Baskerville.” 

“And then?” 

 
1 That is, got into too much trouble with the law to safely stay there 
2 Possibly British Honduras – modern day Belize – a Crown colony from 1862 
to 1964  
3 A violent fever caused by mosquitos and named for the jaundice that it 
often causes (yellowing the skin and eyes) 
4 A major port on England’s southern coast 
5 A church committee 
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“And then you will say nothing to him at all until I have made up my 
mind about the matter.” 

“How long will it take you to make up your mind?” 
“Twenty-four hours. At ten o’clock tomorrow, Dr. Mortimer, I will be 

much obliged to you if you will call upon me here, and it will be of help to 
me in my plans for the future if you will bring Sir Henry Baskerville with 
you.” 

“I will do so, Mr. Holmes.” He scribbled the appointment on his shirt-
cuff1 and hurried off in his strange, peering, absent-minded fashion. 
Holmes stopped him at the head of the stair. 

“Only one more question, Dr. Mortimer. You say that before Sir Charles 
Baskerville’s death several people saw this apparition upon the moor?” 

“Three people did.” 
“Did any see it after?” 
“I have not heard of any.” 
“Thank you. Good-morning.” 
Holmes returned to his seat with that quiet look of inward satisfaction 

which meant that he had a congenial task before him. 
“Going out, Watson?” 
“Unless I can help you.” 
“No, my dear fellow, it is at the hour of action that I turn to you for aid. 

But this is splendid, really unique from some points of view. When you 
pass Bradley’s, would you ask him to send up a pound of the strongest 
shag tobacco2? Thank you. It would be as well if you could make it 
convenient not to return before evening. Then I should be very glad to 
compare impressions as to this most interesting problem which has been 
submitted to us this morning.” 

I knew that seclusion and solitude were very necessary for my friend in 
those hours of intense mental concentration during which he weighed 
every particle of evidence, constructed alternative theories, balanced one 
against the other, and made up his mind as to which points were essential 
and which immaterial. I therefore spent the day at my club and did not 
return to Baker Street until evening. It was nearly nine o’clock when I 
found myself in the sitting-room once more. 

My first impression as I opened the door was that a fire had broken out, 
for the room was so filled with smoke that the light of the lamp upon the 
table was blurred by it. As I entered, however, my fears were set at rest, 
for it was the acrid fumes of strong coarse tobacco which took me by the 

 
1 It was common for men to use their starched, white shirt cuffs to write 
down quick notes in pencil (in the same way that many people write on the 
back of their hand in pen). This is where the phrase “off the cuff” actually 
comes from 
2 Finely cut rolling tobacco used to make cigarettes 
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throat and set me coughing. Through the haze I had a vague vision of 
Holmes in his dressing-gown coiled up in an armchair with his black clay 
pipe between his lips1. Several rolls of paper lay around him. 

“Caught cold, Watson?” said he. 
“No, it’s this poisonous atmosphere.” 
“I suppose it is pretty thick, now that you mention it.” 
“Thick! It is intolerable.” 
“Open the window, then! You have been at your club2 all day, I 

perceive.” 
“My dear Holmes!” 
“Am I right?” 
“Certainly, but how?” 
He laughed at my bewildered expression. “There is a delightful 

freshness about you, Watson, which makes it a pleasure to exercise any 
small powers which I possess at your expense. A gentleman goes forth on 
a showery and miry day. He returns immaculate in the evening with the 
gloss still on his hat and his boots. He has been a fixture therefore all day. 
He is not a man with intimate friends. Where, then, could he have been? 
Is it not obvious?” 

“Well, it is rather obvious.” 
“The world is full of obvious things which nobody by any chance ever 

observes. Where do you think that I have been?” 
“A fixture also.” 
“On the contrary, I have been to Devonshire.” 
“In spirit?” 
“Exactly. My body has remained in this armchair and has, I regret to 

observe, consumed in my absence two large pots of coffee and an 
incredible amount of tobacco. After you left I sent down to Stamford’s3 for 
the Ordnance map4 of this portion of the moor, and my spirit has hovered 
over it all day. I flatter myself that I could find my way about.” 

“A large-scale map, I presume?” 
“Very large.” 
He unrolled one section and held it over his knee. “Here you have the 

particular district which concerns us. That is Baskerville Hall in the 
middle.” 

 
1 Smoking shag tobacco out of a pipe is rather like making a pot of triple 
espresso and drinking it out of a mug – it can be done, but only for those who 
are either so addicted to it or so desensitized to it that it doesn’t make them 
sick 
2 Most critics identify this with a veteran officer’s club, such as the United 
Service Club 
3 A cartography agency that specialized in ordnance maps 
4 Minutely detailed maps made of the United Kingdom by the military 
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“With a wood round it?” 
“Exactly. I fancy the yew alley, though not marked under that name, 

must stretch along this line, with the moor, as you perceive, upon the right 
of it. This small clump of buildings here is the hamlet of Grimpen1, where 
our friend Dr. Mortimer has his headquarters. Within a radius of five miles 
there are, as you see, only a very few scattered dwellings. Here is Lafter 
Hall, which was mentioned in the narrative. There is a house indicated 
here which may be the residence of the naturalist—Stapleton, if I 
remember right, was his name. Here are two moorland farmhouses, High 
Tor and Foulmire. Then fourteen miles away the great convict prison of 
Princetown2. Between and around these scattered points extends the 
desolate, lifeless moor. This, then, is the stage upon which tragedy has 
been played, and upon which we may help to play it again.” 

“It must be a wild place.” 
“Yes, the setting is a worthy one. If the devil did desire to have a hand 

in the affairs of men—” 
“Then you are yourself inclining to the supernatural explanation.” 
“The devil’s agents may be of flesh and blood, may they not? There are 

two questions waiting for us at the outset. The one is whether any crime 
has been committed at all; the second is, what is the crime and how was 
it committed? Of course, if Dr. Mortimer’s surmise should be correct, and 
we are dealing with forces outside the ordinary laws of Nature, there is an 
end of our investigation. But we are bound to exhaust all other hypotheses 
before falling back upon this one. I think we’ll shut that window again, if 
you don’t mind. It is a singular thing, but I find that a concentrated 
atmosphere helps a concentration of thought. I have not pushed it to the 
length of getting into a box to think, but that is the logical outcome of my 
convictions. Have you turned the case over in your mind?” 

“Yes, I have thought a good deal of it in the course of the day.” 
“What do you make of it?” 
“It is very bewildering.” 
“It has certainly a character of its own. There are points of distinction 

about it. That change in the footprints, for example. What do you make 
of that?” 

“Mortimer said that the man had walked on tiptoe down that portion 
of the alley.” 

“He only repeated what some fool had said at the inquest. Why should 
a man walk on tiptoe down the alley?” 

 
1 Identified by some commentators as a fictional version of the tin-mining 
village of Hexworthy 
2 Specifically, HM Prison Dartmoor in Princetown, Devon, a notorious high 
security prison founded in the early 1800s with a reputation for being a 
particularly harsh end for particularly harsh men  
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“What then?” 
“He was running, Watson—running desperately, running for his life, 

running until he burst his heart—and fell dead upon his face.” 
“Running from what?” 
“There lies our problem. There are indications that the man was crazed 

with fear before ever he began to run.” 
“How can you say that?” 
“I am presuming that the cause of his fears came to him across the 

moor. If that were so, and it seems most probable, only a man who had 
lost his wits would have run from the house instead of towards it. If the 
gipsy’s evidence may be taken as true, he ran with cries for help in the 
direction where help was least likely to be. Then, again, whom was he 
waiting for that night, and why was he waiting for him in the yew alley 
rather than in his own house?” 

“You think that he was waiting for someone?” 
“The man was elderly and infirm. We can understand his taking an 

evening stroll, but the ground was damp and the night inclement. Is it 
natural that he should stand for five or ten minutes, as Dr. Mortimer, with 
more practical sense than I should have given him credit for, deduced 
from the cigar ash?” 

“But he went out every evening.” 
“I think it unlikely that he waited at the moor-gate every evening. On 

the contrary, the evidence is that he avoided the moor. That night he 
waited there. It was the night before he made his departure for London. 
The thing takes shape, Watson. It becomes coherent. Might I ask you to 
hand me my violin, and we will postpone all further thought upon this 
business until we have had the advantage of meeting Dr. Mortimer and 
Sir Henry Baskerville in the morning.” 

 
 

— CHAPTER FOUR —  
Sir Henry Baskerville 

 
OUR breakfast table was cleared early, and Holmes waited in his dressing-
gown for the promised interview. Our clients were punctual to their 
appointment, for the clock had just struck ten when Dr. Mortimer was 
shown up, followed by the young baronet1. The latter was a small, alert, 
dark-eyed man about thirty years of age, very sturdily built, with thick 
black eyebrows and a strong, pugnacious face. He wore a ruddy-tinted 
tweed suit and had the weather-beaten appearance of one who has spent  

 
1 The lowest British hereditary title – above a “gentleman” and below a baron 
– coming with the prefix “Sir” 
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most of his time in the open air, and yet there was something in his steady 
eye and the quiet assurance of his bearing which indicated the gentleman. 

“This is Sir Henry Baskerville,” said Dr. Mortimer. 
“Why, yes,” said he, “and the strange thing is, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, 

that if my friend here had not proposed coming round to you this morning 
I should have come on my own account. I understand that you think out 
little puzzles, and I’ve had one this morning which wants more thinking 
out than I am able to give it.” 

“Pray take a seat, Sir Henry. Do I understand you to say that you have 
yourself had some remarkable experience since you arrived in London?” 

“Nothing of much importance, Mr. Holmes. Only a joke, as like as not. 
It was this letter, if you can call it a letter, which reached me this morning.” 

He laid an envelope upon the table, and we all bent over it. It was of 
common quality, grayish in colour. The address, “Sir Henry Baskerville, 
Northumberland Hotel1,” was printed in rough characters; the post-mark 
“Charing Cross,” and the date of posting the preceding evening. 

“Who knew that you were going to the Northumberland Hotel?” asked 
Holmes, glancing keenly across at our visitor. 

“No one could have known. We only decided after I met Dr. Mortimer.” 
“But Dr. Mortimer was no doubt already stopping there?” 
“No, I had been staying with a friend,” said the doctor. 
“There was no possible indication that we intended to go to this hotel.” 
“Hum! Someone seems to be very deeply interested in your 

movements.” Out of the envelope he took a half-sheet of foolscap2 paper 
folded into four. This he opened and spread flat upon the table. Across the 
middle of it a single sentence had been formed by the expedient of pasting 
printed words upon it. It ran: 

 
AS YOU VALUE YOUR LIFE OR YOUR REASON KEEP AWAY FROM THE MOOR. 
 
The word “moor” only was printed in ink. 
“Now,” said Sir Henry Baskerville, “perhaps you will tell me, Mr. 

Holmes, what in thunder is the meaning of that, and who it is that takes 
so much interest in my affairs?” 

“What do you make of it, Dr. Mortimer? You must allow that there is 
nothing supernatural about this, at any rate?” 

“No, sir, but it might very well come from someone who was convinced 
that the business is supernatural.” 

 
1 Possibly based on the historical Northumberland Arms (currently the 
Sherlock Holmes Tavern and Restaurant in part due to this possible 
association) 
2 What we would today call “printer paper” – a sheet of common writing 
paper roughly 8x11 
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“What business?” asked Sir Henry sharply. “It seems to me that all you 
gentlemen know a great deal more than I do about my own affairs.” 

“You shall share our knowledge before you leave this room, Sir Henry. 
I promise you that,” said Sherlock Holmes. “We will confine ourselves for 
the present with your permission to this very interesting document, which 
must have been put together and posted yesterday evening. Have you 
yesterday’s Times, Watson?” 

“It is here in the corner.” 
“Might I trouble you for it—the inside page, please, with the leading 

articles1?” He glanced swiftly over it, running his eyes up and down the 
columns. “Capital article this on free trade. Permit me to give you an 
extract from it. 

 
‘You may be cajoled into imagining that your own special trade or your own 
industry will be encouraged by a protective tariff, but it stands to reason 
that such 
legislation must in the long run keep away wealth from the  country, 
diminish the value of our imports, and lower the general conditions of life in 
this island.’  
 

“What do you think of that, Watson?” cried Holmes in high glee, 
rubbing his hands together with satisfaction. “Don’t you think that is an 
admirable sentiment?” 

Dr. Mortimer looked at Holmes with an air of professional interest, and 
Sir Henry Baskerville turned a pair of puzzled dark eyes upon me. 

“I don’t know much about the tariff and things of that kind,” said he, 
“but it seems to me we’ve got a bit off the trail so far as that note is 
concerned.” 

“On the contrary, I think we are particularly hot upon the trail, Sir 
Henry. Watson here knows more about my methods than you do, but I 
fear that even he has not quite grasped the significance of this sentence.” 

“No, I confess that I see no connection.” 
“And yet, my dear Watson, there is so very close a connection that the 

one is extracted out of the other. ‘You,’ ‘your,’ ‘your,’ ‘life,’ ‘reason,’ ‘value,’ 
‘keep away,’ ‘from the.’ Don’t you see now whence these words have been 
taken?” 

“By thunder, you’re right! Well, if that isn’t smart!” cried Sir Henry. 
“If any possible doubt remained it is settled by the fact that ‘keep away’ 

and ‘from the’ are cut out in one piece.” 
“Well, now—so it is!” 
“Really, Mr. Holmes, this exceeds anything which I could have 

imagined,” said Dr. Mortimer, gazing at my friend in amazement. “I could 

 
1 Editorials 
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understand anyone saying that the words were from a newspaper; but that 
you should name which, and add that it came from the leading article, is 
really one of the most remarkable things which I have ever known. How 
did you do it?” 

“I presume, Doctor, that you could tell the skull of a negro from that of 
an Esquimaux1?” 

“Most certainly.” 
“But how?” 
“Because that is my special hobby. The differences are obvious. The 

supra-orbital crest2, the facial angle, the maxillary3 curve, the—” 
“But this is my special hobby, and the differences are equally obvious. 

There is as much difference to my eyes between the leaded4 bourgeois5 
type of a Times article and the slovenly print of an evening half-penny 
paper as there could be between your negro and your Esquimaux. The 
detection of types is one of the most elementary branches of knowledge 
to the special expert in crime, though I confess that once when I was very 
young I confused the Leeds Mercury with the Western Morning News. But 
a Times leader is entirely distinctive, and these words could have been 
taken from nothing else. As it was done yesterday the strong probability 
was that we should find the words in yesterday’s issue.” 

“So far as I can follow you, then, Mr. Holmes,” said Sir Henry 
Baskerville, “someone cut out this message with a scissors—” 

“Nail-scissors,” said Holmes. “You can see that it was a very short-
bladed scissors, since the cutter had to take two snips over ‘keep away.’” 

“That is so. Someone, then, cut out the message with a pair of short-
bladed scissors, pasted it with paste—” 

“Gum6,” said Holmes. 
“With gum on to the paper. But I want to know why the word ‘moor’ 

should have been written?” 
“Because he could not find it in print. The other words were all simple 

and might be found in any issue, but ‘moor’ would be less common.” 
“Why, of course, that would explain it. Have you read anything else in 

this message, Mr. Holmes?” 
“There are one or two indications, and yet the utmost pains have been 

taken to remove all clues. The address, you observe is printed in rough 
characters. But the Times is a paper which is seldom found in any hands 

 
1 Antiquated spelling of Eskimo (that is, an Inuit) 
2 Brow ridge 
3 Of the upper jawbone 
4 A reference to the spaces between the lines of print 
5 In this case, “bourgeois” is a specific style of print spacing (specifically 102 ½ 
lines from top to bottom) 
6 A natural adhesive derived from tree sap 
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but those of the highly educated. We may take it, therefore, that the letter 
was composed by an educated man who wished to pose as an uneducated 
one, and his effort to conceal his own writing suggests that that writing 
might be known, or come to be known, by you. Again, you will observe 
that the words are not gummed on in an accurate line, but that some are 
much higher than others. ‘Life,’ for example is quite out of its proper place. 
That may point to carelessness or it may point to agitation and hurry upon 
the part of the cutter. On the whole I incline to the latter view, since the 
matter was evidently important, and it is unlikely that the composer of 
such a letter would be careless. If he were in a hurry it opens up the 
interesting question why he should be in a hurry, since any letter posted 
up to early morning would reach Sir Henry before he would leave his 
hotel. Did the composer fear an interruption—and from whom?” 

“We are coming now rather into the region of guesswork,” said Dr. 
Mortimer. 

“Say, rather, into the region where we balance probabilities and choose 
the most likely. It is the scientific use of the imagination, but we have 
always some material basis on which to start our speculation. Now, you 
would call it a guess, no doubt, but I am almost certain that this address 
has been written in a hotel.” 

“How in the world can you say that?” 
“If you examine it carefully you will see that both the pen and the ink 

have given the writer trouble. The pen has spluttered twice in a single 
word and has run dry three times in a short address, showing that there 
was very little ink in the bottle. Now, a private pen or ink-bottle is seldom 
allowed to be in such a state, and the combination of the two must be 
quite rare. But you know the hotel ink and the hotel pen, where it is rare 
to get anything else. Yes, I have very little hesitation in saying that could 
we examine the waste-paper baskets of the hotels around Charing Cross 
until we found the remains of the mutilated Times leader we could lay our 
hands straight upon the person who sent this singular message. Halloa! 
Halloa! What’s this?” 

He was carefully examining the foolscap, upon which the words were 
pasted, holding it only an inch or two from his eyes. 

“Well?” 
“Nothing,” said he, throwing it down. “It is a blank half-sheet of paper, 

without even a water-mark upon it. I think we have drawn as much as we 
can from this curious letter; and now, Sir Henry, has anything else of 
interest happened to you since you have been in London?” 

“Why, no, Mr. Holmes. I think not.” 
“You have not observed anyone follow or watch you?” 
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“I seem to have walked right into the thick of a dime novel1,” said our 
visitor. “Why in thunder should anyone follow or watch me?” 

“We are coming to that. You have nothing else to report to us before 
we go into this matter?” 

“Well, it depends upon what you think worth reporting.” 
“I think anything out of the ordinary routine of life well worth 

reporting.” 
Sir Henry smiled. “I don’t know much of British life yet, for I have spent 

nearly all my time in the States and in Canada. But I hope that to lose one 
of your boots is not part of the ordinary routine of life over here.” 

“You have lost one of your boots?” 
“My dear sir,” cried Dr. Mortimer, “it is only mislaid. You will find it 

when you return to the hotel. What is the use of troubling Mr. Holmes 
with trifles of this kind?” 

“Well, he asked me for anything outside the ordinary routine.” 
“Exactly,” said Holmes, “however foolish the incident may seem. You 

have lost one of your boots, you say?” 
“Well, mislaid it, anyhow. I put them both outside my door last night, 

and there was only one in the morning. I could get no sense out of the 
chap who cleans them. The worst of it is that I only bought the pair last 
night in the Strand, and I have never had them on.” 

“If you have never worn them, why did you put them out to be 
cleaned?” 

“They were tan boots and had never been varnished. That was why I 
put them out.” 

“Then I understand that on your arrival in London yesterday you went 
out at once and bought a pair of boots?” 

“I did a good deal of shopping. Dr. Mortimer here went round with me. 
You see, if I am to be squire down there I must dress the part, and it may 
be that I have got a little careless in my ways out West. Among other 
things I bought these brown boots—gave six dollars for them2—and had 
one stolen before ever I had them on my feet.” 

“It seems a singularly useless thing to steal,” said Sherlock Holmes. “I 
confess that I share Dr. Mortimer’s belief that it will not be long before 
the missing boot is found.” 

“And, now, gentlemen,” said the baronet with decision, “it seems to me 
that I have spoken quite enough about the little that I know. It is time that 
you kept your promise and gave me a full account of what we are all 
driving at.” 

 
1 Notoriously melodramatic fiction dominated by crime, mystery, and 
romance 
2 About $182 in modern currency 
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“Your request is a very reasonable one,” Holmes answered. “Dr. 
Mortimer, I think you could not do better than to tell your story as you 
told it to us.” 

Thus encouraged, our scientific friend drew his papers from his pocket 
and presented the whole case as he had done upon the morning before. 
Sir Henry Baskerville listened with the deepest attention and with an 
occasional exclamation of surprise. 

“Well, I seem to have come into an inheritance with a vengeance,” said 
he when the long narrative was finished. “Of course, I’ve heard of the 
hound ever since I was in the nursery. It’s the pet story of the family, 
though I never thought of taking it seriously before. But as to my uncle’s 
death—well, it all seems boiling up in my head, and I can’t get it clear yet. 
You don’t seem quite to have made up your mind whether it’s a case for a 
policeman or a clergyman.” 

“Precisely.” 
“And now there’s this affair of the letter to me at the hotel. I suppose 

that fits into its place.” 
“It seems to show that someone knows more than we do about what 

goes on upon the moor,” said Dr. Mortimer. 
“And also,” said Holmes, “that someone is not ill-disposed towards you, 

since they warn you of danger.” 
“Or it may be that they wish, for their own purposes, to scare me away.” 
“Well, of course, that is possible also. I am very much indebted to you, 

Dr. Mortimer, for introducing me to a problem which presents several 
interesting alternatives. But the practical point which we now have to 
decide, Sir Henry, is whether it is or is not advisable for you to go to 
Baskerville Hall.” 

“Why should I not go?” 
“There seems to be danger.” 
“Do you mean danger from this family fiend or do you mean danger 

from human beings?” 
“Well, that is what we have to find out.” 
“Whichever it is, my answer is fixed. There is no devil in hell, Mr. 

Holmes, and there is no man upon earth who can prevent me from going 
to the home of my own people, and you may take that to be my final 
answer.” His dark brows knitted and his face flushed to a dusky red as he 
spoke. It was evident that the fiery temper of the Baskervilles was not 
extinct in this their last representative. “Meanwhile,” said he, “I have 
hardly had time to think over all that you have told me. It’s a big thing for 
a man to have to understand and to decide at one sitting. I should like to 
have a quiet hour by myself to make up my mind. Now, look here, Mr. 
Holmes, it’s half-past eleven now and I am going back right away to my 
hotel. Suppose you and your friend, Dr. Watson, come round and lunch 
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with us at two. I’ll be able to tell you more clearly then how this thing 
strikes me.” 

“Is that convenient to you, Watson?” 
“Perfectly.” 
“Then you may expect us. Shall I have a cab called?” 
“I’d prefer to walk, for this affair has flurried me rather.” 
“I’ll join you in a walk, with pleasure,” said his companion. 
“Then we meet again at two o’clock. Au revoir, and good-morning!” 
We heard the steps of our visitors descend the stair and the bang of the 

front door. In an instant Holmes had changed from the languid dreamer 
to the man of action. 

“Your hat and boots, Watson, quick! Not a moment to lose!” He rushed 
into his room in his dressing-gown and was back again in a few seconds 
in a frock-coat. We hurried together down the stairs and into the street. 
Dr. Mortimer and Baskerville were still visible about two hundred yards 
ahead of us in the direction of Oxford Street. 

“Shall I run on and stop them?” 
“Not for the world, my dear Watson. I am perfectly satisfied with your 

company if you will tolerate mine. Our friends are wise, for it is certainly 
a very fine morning for a walk.” 

He quickened his pace until we had decreased the distance which 
divided us by about half. Then, still keeping a hundred yards behind, we 
followed into Oxford Street and so down Regent Street. Once our friends 
stopped and stared into a shop window, upon which Holmes did the same. 
An instant afterwards he gave a little cry of satisfaction, and, following the 
direction of his eager eyes, I saw that a hansom cab1 with a man inside 
which had halted on the other side of the street was now proceeding 
slowly onward again. 

“There’s our man, Watson! Come along! We’ll have a good look at him, 
if we can do no more.” 

At that instant I was aware of a bushy black beard and a pair of piercing 
eyes turned upon us through the side window of the cab. Instantly the 
trapdoor at the top flew up2, something was screamed to the driver, and 
the cab flew madly off down Regent Street. Holmes looked eagerly round 
for another, but no empty one was in sight. Then he dashed in wild pursuit 
amid the stream of the traffic, but the start was too great, and already the 
cab was out of sight. 

“There now!” said Holmes bitterly as he emerged panting and white 
with vexation from the tide of vehicles. “Was ever such bad luck and such 

 
1 Two-wheeled, one-horse carriage where the cabbie sits behind and above 
the cab, which is open at the front 
2 Hansoms had these installed in the roof to allow clear communication 
between cabbie and customer  
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bad management, too? Watson, Watson, if you are an honest man you will 
record this also and set it against my successes!” 

“Who was the man?” 
“I have not an idea.” 
“A spy?” 
“Well, it was evident from what we have heard that Baskerville has been 

very closely shadowed by someone since he has been in town. How else 
could it be known so quickly that it was the Northumberland Hotel which 
he had chosen? If they had followed him the first day I argued that they 
would follow him also the second. You may have observed that I twice 
strolled over to the window while Dr. Mortimer was reading his legend.” 

“Yes, I remember.” 
“I was looking out for loiterers in the street, but I saw none. We are 

dealing with a clever man, Watson. This matter cuts very deep, and 
though I have not finally made up my mind whether it is a benevolent or 
a malevolent agency which is in touch with us, I am conscious always of 
power and design. When our friends left I at once followed them in the 
hopes of marking down their invisible attendant. So wily was he that he 
had not trusted himself upon foot, but he had availed himself of a cab so 
that he could loiter behind or dash past them and so escape their notice. 
His method had the additional advantage that if they were to take a cab 
he was all ready to follow them. It has, however, one obvious 
disadvantage.” 

“It puts him in the power of the cabman.” 
“Exactly.” 
“What a pity we did not get the number!” 
“My dear Watson, clumsy as I have been, you surely do not seriously 

imagine that I neglected to get the number? No. 2704 is our man. But that 
is no use to us for the moment.” 

“I fail to see how you could have done more.” 
“On observing the cab I should have instantly turned and walked in the 

other direction. I should then at my leisure have hired a second cab and 
followed the first at a respectful distance, or, better still, have driven to 
the Northumberland Hotel and waited there. When our unknown had 
followed Baskerville home we should have had the opportunity of playing 
his own game upon himself and seeing where he made for. As it is, by an 
indiscreet eagerness, which was taken advantage of with extraordinary 
quickness and energy by our opponent, we have betrayed ourselves and 
lost our man.” 

We had been sauntering slowly down Regent Street during this 
conversation, and Dr. Mortimer, with his companion, had long vanished 
in front of us. 

“There is no object in our following them,” said Holmes. “The shadow 
has departed and will not return. We must see what further cards we have 
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in our hands and play them with decision. Could you swear to that man’s 
face within the cab?” 

“I could swear only to the beard.” 
“And so could I—from which I gather that in all probability it was a 

false one. A clever man upon so delicate an errand has no use for a beard 
save to conceal his features. Come in here, Watson!” 

He turned into one of the district messenger offices1, where he was 
warmly greeted by the manager. 

“Ah, Wilson, I see you have not forgotten the little case in which I had 
the good fortune to help you?” 

“No, sir, indeed I have not. You saved my good name, and perhaps my 
life.” 

“My dear fellow, you exaggerate. I have some recollection, Wilson, that 
you had among your boys a lad named Cartwright, who showed some 
ability during the investigation.” 

“Yes, sir, he is still with us.” 
“Could you ring him up?—thank you! And I should be glad to have 

change of this five-pound note.” 
A lad of fourteen, with a bright, keen face, had obeyed the summons of 

the manager. He stood now gazing with great reverence at the famous 
detective. 

“Let me have the Hotel Directory,” said Holmes. “Thank you! Now, 
Cartwright, there are the names of twenty-three hotels here, all in the 
immediate neighbourhood of Charing Cross. Do you see?” 

“Yes, sir.” 
“You will visit each of these in turn.” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“You will begin in each case by giving the outside porter one shilling. 

Here are twenty-three shillings2.” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“You will tell him that you want to see the waste-paper of yesterday. 

You will say that an important telegram has miscarried and that you are 
looking for it. You understand?” 

“Yes, sir.” 
“But what you are really looking for is the centre page of the Times with 

some holes cut in it with scissors. Here is a copy of the Times. It is this 
page. You could easily recognize it, could you not?” 

“Yes, sir.” 
“In each case the outside porter will send for the hall porter, to whom 

also you will give a shilling. Here are twenty-three shillings. You will then 

 
1 A service that hired out messenger boys to quickly deliver letters that 
couldn’t wait for the mail 
2 $150 worth of change (1 shilling being worth almost $7.00 today) 
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learn in possibly twenty cases out of the twenty-three that the waste of 
the day before has been burned or removed. In the three other cases you 
will be shown a heap of paper and you will look for this page of the Times 
among it. The odds are enormously against your finding it. There are ten 
shillings over in case of emergencies. Let me have a report by wire at Baker 
Street before evening. And now, Watson, it only remains for us to find out 
by wire the identity of the cabman, No. 2704, and then we will drop into 
one of the Bond Street picture galleries1 and fill in the time until we are 
due at the hotel.” 
 
 

— CHAPTER FIVE —  
Three Broken Threads 

 
SHERLOCK Holmes had, in a very remarkable degree, the power of 
detaching his mind at will. For two hours the strange business in which 
we had been involved appeared to be forgotten, and he was entirely 
absorbed in the pictures of the modern Belgian masters2. He would talk of 
nothing but art, of which he had the crudest ideas, from our leaving the 
gallery until we found ourselves at the Northumberland Hotel. 

“Sir Henry Baskerville is upstairs expecting you,” said the clerk. “He 
asked me to show you up at once when you came.” 

“Have you any objection to my looking at your register?” said Holmes. 
“Not in the least.” 
The book showed that two names had been added after that of 

Baskerville. One was Theophilus Johnson and family, of Newcastle; the 
other Mrs. Oldmore and maid, of High Lodge, Alton. 

“Surely that must be the same Johnson whom I used to know,” said 
Holmes to the porter. “A lawyer, is he not, gray-headed, and walks with a 
limp?” 

“No, sir, this is Mr. Johnson, the coal-owner, a very active gentleman, 
not older than yourself.” 

“Surely you are mistaken about his trade?” 
“No, sir! he has used this hotel for many years, and he is very well 

known to us.” 
“Ah, that settles it. Mrs. Oldmore, too; I seem to remember the name. 

Excuse my curiosity, but often in calling upon one friend one finds 
another.” 

“She is an invalid lady, sir. Her husband was once mayor of Gloucester. 
She always comes to us when she is in town.” 

 
1 Nearby Bond Street was home to half a dozen or so art galleries ranging 
from the posh and sophisticated to the avant-garde and experimental  
2 Such as James Ensor, Constantin Meunier, and Henry Van De Velde 
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“Thank you; I am afraid I cannot claim her acquaintance. We have 
established a most important fact by these questions, Watson,” he 
continued in a low voice as we went upstairs together. “We know now that 
the people who are so interested in our friend have not settled down in 
his own hotel. That means that while they are, as we have seen, very 
anxious to watch him, they are equally anxious that he should not see 
them. Now, this is a most suggestive fact.” 

“What does it suggest?” 
“It suggests—halloa, my dear fellow, what on earth is the matter?” 
As we came round the top of the stairs we had run up against Sir Henry 

Baskerville himself. His face was flushed with anger, and he held an old 
and dusty boot in one of his hands. So furious was he that he was hardly 
articulate, and when he did speak it was in a much broader and more 
Western dialect than any which we had heard from him in the morning. 

“Seems to me they are playing me for a sucker in this hotel,” he cried. 
“They’ll find they’ve started in to monkey with the wrong man unless they 
are careful. By thunder, if that chap can’t find my missing boot there will 
be trouble. I can take a joke with the best, Mr. Holmes, but they’ve got a 
bit over the mark this time.” 

“Still looking for your boot?” 
“Yes, sir, and mean to find it.” 
“But, surely, you said that it was a new brown boot?” 
“So it was, sir. And now it’s an old black one.” 
“What! you don’t mean to say—?” 
“That’s just what I do mean to say. I only had three pairs in the world—

the new brown, the old black, and the patent leathers, which I am wearing. 
Last night they took one of my brown ones, and today they have sneaked 
one of the black. Well, have you got it? Speak out, man, and don’t stand 
staring!” 

An agitated German waiter had appeared upon the scene. 
“No, sir; I have made inquiry all over the hotel, but I can hear no word 

of it.” 
“Well, either that boot comes back before sundown or I’ll see the 

manager and tell him that I go right straight out of this hotel.” 
“It shall be found, sir—I promise you that if you will have a little 

patience it will be found.” 
“Mind it is, for it’s the last thing of mine that I’ll lose in this den of 

thieves. Well, well, Mr. Holmes, you’ll excuse my troubling you about such 
a trifle—” 

“I think it’s well worth troubling about.” 
“Why, you look very serious over it.” 
“How do you explain it?” 
“I just don’t attempt to explain it. It seems the very maddest, queerest 

thing that ever happened to me.” 



71 
 

“The queerest perhaps—” said Holmes thoughtfully. 
“What do you make of it yourself?” 
“Well, I don’t profess to understand it yet. This case of yours is very 

complex, Sir Henry. When taken in conjunction with your uncle’s death I 
am not sure that of all the five hundred cases of capital importance which 
I have handled there is one which cuts so deep. But we hold several 
threads in our hands, and the odds are that one or other of them guides 
us to the truth. We may waste time in following the wrong one, but sooner 
or later we must come upon the right.” 

We had a pleasant luncheon in which little was said of the business 
which had brought us together. It was in the private sitting-room to which 
we afterwards repaired that Holmes asked Baskerville what were his 
intentions. 

“To go to Baskerville Hall.” 
“And when?” 
“At the end of the week.” 
“On the whole,” said Holmes, “I think that your decision is a wise one. 

I have ample evidence that you are being dogged1 in London, and amid 
the millions of this great city it is difficult to discover who these people 
are or what their object can be. If their intentions are evil they might do 
you a mischief, and we should be powerless to prevent it. You did not 
know, Dr. Mortimer, that you were followed this morning from my 
house?” 

Dr. Mortimer started violently. “Followed! By whom?” 
“That, unfortunately, is what I cannot tell you. Have you among your 

neighbours or acquaintances on Dartmoor any man with a black, full 
beard?” 

“No—or, let me see—why, yes. Barrymore, Sir Charles’s butler, is a man 
with a full, black beard.” 

“Ha! Where is Barrymore?” 
“He is in charge of the Hall.” 
“We had best ascertain if he is really there, or if by any possibility he 

might be in London.” 
“How can you do that?” 
“Give me a telegraph form. ‘Is all ready for Sir Henry?’ That will do. 

Address to Mr. Barrymore, Baskerville Hall. What is the nearest telegraph-
office? Grimpen. Very good, we will send a second wire to the postmaster, 
Grimpen: ‘Telegram to Mr. Barrymore to be delivered into his own hand. 
If absent, please return wire to Sir Henry Baskerville, Northumberland 
Hotel.’ That should let us know before evening whether Barrymore is at 
his post in Devonshire or not.” 

 
1 Being stalked or followed (and of course, it’s an example of Holmes’ cheeky 
sense of humor – using a canine pun) 
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“That’s so,” said Baskerville. “By the way, Dr. Mortimer, who is this 
Barrymore, anyhow?” 

“He is the son of the old caretaker, who is dead. They have looked after 
the Hall for four generations now. So far as I know, he and his wife are as 
respectable a couple as any in the county.” 

“At the same time,” said Baskerville, “it’s clear enough that so long as 
there are none of the family at the Hall these people have a mighty fine 
home and nothing to do.” 

“That is true.” 
“Did Barrymore profit at all by Sir Charles’s will?” asked Holmes. 
“He and his wife had five hundred pounds each1.” 
“Ha! Did they know that they would receive this?” 
“Yes; Sir Charles was very fond of talking about the provisions of his 

will.” 
“That is very interesting.” 
“I hope,” said Dr. Mortimer, “that you do not look with suspicious eyes 

upon everyone who received a legacy from Sir Charles, for I also had a 
thousand pounds2 left to me.” 

“Indeed! And anyone else?” 
“There were many insignificant sums to individuals, and a large 

number of public charities. The residue all went to Sir Henry.” 
“And how much was the residue?” 
“Seven hundred and forty thousand pounds3.” 
Holmes raised his eyebrows in surprise. “I had no idea that so gigantic 

a sum was involved,” said he. 
“Sir Charles had the reputation of being rich, but we did not know how 

very rich he was until we came to examine his securities. The total value 
of the estate was close on to a million4.” 

“Dear me! It is a stake for which a man might well play a desperate 
game. And one more question, Dr. Mortimer. Supposing that anything 
happened to our young friend here—you will forgive the unpleasant 
hypothesis!—who would inherit the estate?” 

“Since Rodger Baskerville, Sir Charles’s younger brother died 
unmarried, the estate would descend to the Desmonds, who are distant 
cousins. James Desmond is an elderly clergyman in Westmoreland5.” 

“Thank you. These details are all of great interest. Have you met Mr. 
James Desmond?” 

 
1 Approximately $68,000 – each – in 2018 currency  
2 $133,600 
3 Roughly $76 million – making him among the richest men in England 
4 A staggering $103 million 
5 A historic region in England’s northwest, south of Carlisle  
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“Yes; he once came down to visit Sir Charles. He is a man of venerable 
appearance and of saintly life. I remember that he refused to accept any 
settlement from Sir Charles, though he pressed it upon him.” 

“And this man of simple tastes would be the heir to Sir Charles’s 
thousands.” 

“He would be the heir to the estate because that is entailed. He would 
also be the heir to the money unless it were willed otherwise by the 
present owner, who can, of course, do what he likes with it.” 

“And have you made your will, Sir Henry?” 
“No, Mr. Holmes, I have not. I’ve had no time, for it was only yesterday 

that I learned how matters stood. But in any case I feel that the money 
should go with the title and estate. That was my poor uncle’s idea. How is 
the owner going to restore the glories of the Baskervilles if he has not 
money enough to keep up the property? House, land, and dollars must go 
together.” 

“Quite so. Well, Sir Henry, I am of one mind with you as to the 
advisability of your going down to Devonshire without delay. There is only 
one provision which I must make. You certainly must not go alone.” 

“Dr. Mortimer returns with me.” 
“But Dr. Mortimer has his practice to attend to, and his house is miles 

away from yours. With all the goodwill in the world he may be unable to 
help you. No, Sir Henry, you must take with you someone, a trusty man, 
who will be always by your side.” 

“Is it possible that you could come yourself, Mr. Holmes?” 
“If matters came to a crisis I should endeavour to be present in person; 

but you can understand that, with my extensive consulting practice and 
with the constant appeals which reach me from many quarters, it is 
impossible for me to be absent from London for an indefinite time. At the 
present instant one of the most revered names in England is being 
besmirched by a blackmailer1, and only I can stop a disastrous scandal. 
You will see how impossible it is for me to go to Dartmoor.” 

“Whom would you recommend, then?” 
Holmes laid his hand upon my arm. “If my friend would undertake it 

there is no man who is better worth having at your side when you are in a 
tight place. No one can say so more confidently than I.” 

The proposition took me completely by surprise, but before I had time 
to answer, Baskerville seized me by the hand and wrung it heartily. 

“Well, now, that is real kind of you, Dr. Watson,” said he. “You see how 
it is with me, and you know just as much about the matter as I do. If you 

 
1 Many Holmesian scholars identify this with Charles Augustus Milverton, of 
the eponymous story, which has been dated as following “The Hound” 
chronologically 
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will come down to Baskerville Hall and see me through I’ll never forget 
it.” 

The promise of adventure had always a fascination for me, and I was 
complimented by the words of Holmes and by the eagerness with which 
the baronet hailed me as a companion. 

“I will come, with pleasure,” said I. “I do not know how I could employ 
my time better.” 

“And you will report very carefully to me,” said Holmes. “When a crisis 
comes, as it will do, I will direct how you shall act. I suppose that by 
Saturday all might be ready?” 

“Would that suit Dr. Watson?” 
“Perfectly.” 
“Then on Saturday, unless you hear to the contrary, we shall meet at 

the ten-thirty train from Paddington.” 
We had risen to depart when Baskerville gave a cry, of triumph, and 

diving into one of the corners of the room he drew a brown boot from 
under a cabinet. 

“My missing boot!” he cried. 
“May all our difficulties vanish as easily!” said Sherlock Holmes. 
“But it is a very singular thing,” Dr. Mortimer remarked. “I searched this 

room carefully before lunch.” 
“And so did I,” said Baskerville. “Every inch of it.” 
“There was certainly no boot in it then.” 
“In that case the waiter must have placed it there while we were 

lunching.” 
The German was sent for but professed to know nothing of the matter, 

nor could any inquiry clear it up. Another item had been added to that 
constant and apparently purposeless series of small mysteries which had 
succeeded each other so rapidly. Setting aside the whole grim story of Sir 
Charles’s death, we had a line of inexplicable incidents all within the limits 
of two days, which included the receipt of the printed letter, the black-
bearded spy in the hansom, the loss of the new brown boot, the loss of the 
old black boot, and now the return of the new brown boot. Holmes sat in 
silence in the cab as we drove back to Baker Street, and I knew from his 
drawn brows and keen face that his mind, like my own, was busy in 
endeavouring to frame some scheme into which all these strange and 
apparently disconnected episodes could be fitted. All afternoon and late 
into the evening he sat lost in tobacco and thought. 

Just before dinner two telegrams were handed in. The first ran: 
 

Have just heard that Barrymore is at the Hall. BASKERVILLE. 
 
The second: 
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Visited twenty-three hotels as directed, but sorry, to report unable to trace 
cut sheet of Times. CARTWRIGHT. 

 
“There go two of my threads, Watson. There is nothing more 

stimulating than a case where everything goes against you. We must cast 
round for another scent.” 

“We have still the cabman who drove the spy.” 
“Exactly. I have wired to get his name and address from the Official 

Registry1. I should not be surprised if this were an answer to my question.” 
The ring at the bell proved to be something even more satisfactory than 

an answer, however, for the door opened and a rough-looking fellow 
entered who was evidently the man himself. 

“I got a message from the head office that a gent at this address had 
been inquiring for No. 2704,” said he. “I’ve driven my cab this seven years 
and never a word of complaint. I came here straight from the Yard to ask 
you to your face what you had against me.” 

“I have nothing in the world against you, my good man,” said Holmes. 
“On the contrary, I have half a sovereign2 for you if you will give me a clear 
answer to my questions.” 

“Well, I’ve had a good day and no mistake,” said the cabman with a 
grin. “What was it you wanted to ask, sir?” 

“First of all your name and address, in case I want you again.” 
“John Clayton, 3 Turpey Street, the Borough. My cab is out of Shipley’s 

Yard, near Waterloo Station.” 
Sherlock Holmes made a note of it. 
“Now, Clayton, tell me all about the fare who came and watched this 

house at ten o’clock this morning and afterwards followed the two 
gentlemen down Regent Street.” 

The man looked surprised and a little embarrassed. “Why, there’s no 
good my telling you things, for you seem to know as much as I do already,” 
said he. “The truth is that the gentleman told me that he was a detective 
and that I was to say nothing about him to anyone.” 

“My good fellow; this is a very serious business, and you may find 
yourself in a pretty bad position if you try to hide anything from me. You 
say that your fare told you that he was a detective?” 

“Yes, he did.” 
“When did he say this?” 
“When he left me.” 
“Did he say anything more?” 
“He mentioned his name.” 

 
1 Viz., the Public Carriage Office 
2 A gold coin worth one pound (or $135 in 2019 – making a half-sovereign 
worth $67.50) 
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Holmes cast a swift glance of triumph at me. “Oh, he mentioned his 
name, did he? That was imprudent. What was the name that he 
mentioned?” 

“His name,” said the cabman, “was Mr. Sherlock Holmes.” 
Never have I seen my friend more completely taken aback than by the 

cabman’s reply. For an instant he sat in silent amazement. Then he burst 
into a hearty laugh. 

“A touch, Watson—an undeniable touch!” said he. “I feel a foil1 as quick 
and supple as my own. He got home upon me very prettily that time. So 
his name was Sherlock Holmes, was it?” 

“Yes, sir, that was the gentleman’s name.” 
“Excellent! Tell me where you picked him up and all that occurred.” 
“He hailed me at half-past nine in Trafalgar Square. He said that he was 

a detective, and he offered me two guineas2 if I would do exactly what he 
wanted all day and ask no questions. I was glad enough to agree. First we 
drove down to the Northumberland Hotel and waited there until two 
gentlemen came out and took a cab from the rank. We followed their cab 
until it pulled up somewhere near here.” 

“This very door,” said Holmes. 
“Well, I couldn’t be sure of that, but I dare say my fare knew all about 

it. We pulled up halfway down the street and waited an hour and a half. 
Then the two gentlemen passed us, walking, and we followed down Baker 
Street and along—” 

“I know,” said Holmes. 
“Until we got three-quarters down Regent Street. Then my gentleman 

threw up the trap, and he cried that I should drive right away to Waterloo 
Station as hard as I could go. I whipped up the mare and we were there 
under the ten minutes. Then he paid up his two guineas, like a good one, 
and away he went into the station. Only just as he was leaving he turned 
round and he said: ‘It might interest you to know that you have been 
driving Mr. Sherlock Holmes.’ That’s how I come to know the name.” 

“I see. And you saw no more of him?” 
“Not after he went into the station.” 
“And how would you describe Mr. Sherlock Holmes?” 
The cabman scratched his head. “Well, he wasn’t altogether such an 

easy gentleman to describe. I’d put him at forty years of age, and he was 
of a middle height, two or three inches shorter than you, sir. He was 
dressed like a toff3, and he had a black beard, cut square at the end, and a 
pale face. I don’t know as I could say more than that.” 

 
1 That is, a strike from a fencing sword (or “foil”) 
2 A gold coin with a built-in tip worth one pound and one shilling (or $142 in 
2018, bringing the value of two sovereigns to $284) 
3 Fashionable gentleman or dandy 
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“Colour of his eyes?” 
“No, I can’t say that.” 
“Nothing more that you can remember?” 
“No, sir; nothing.” 
“Well, then, here is your half-sovereign. There’s another one waiting 

for you if you can bring any more information. Good-night!” 
“Good-night, sir, and thank you!” 
John Clayton departed chuckling, and Holmes turned to me with a 

shrug of his shoulders and a rueful smile. 
“Snap goes our third thread, and we end where we began,” said he. “The 

cunning rascal! He knew our number, knew that Sir Henry Baskerville had 
consulted me, spotted who I was in Regent Street, conjectured that I had 
got the number of the cab and would lay my hands on the driver, and so 
sent back this audacious message. I tell you, Watson, this time we have 
got a foeman who is worthy of our steel. I’ve been checkmated in London. 
I can only wish you better luck in Devonshire. But I’m not easy in my mind 
about it.” 

“About what?” 
“About sending you. It’s an ugly business, Watson, an ugly dangerous 

business, and the more I see of it the less I like it. Yes, my dear fellow, you 
may laugh, but I give you my word that I shall be very glad to have you 
back safe and sound in Baker Street once more.” 

 
 

— CHAPTER SIX —  
Baskerville Hall 

 
SIR Henry Baskerville and Dr. Mortimer were ready upon the appointed 
day, and we started as arranged for Devonshire. Mr. Sherlock Holmes 
drove with me to the station and gave me his last parting injunctions and 
advice. 

“I will not bias your mind by suggesting theories or suspicions, 
Watson,” said he; “I wish you simply to report facts in the fullest possible 
manner to me, and you can leave me to do the theorizing.” 

“What sort of facts?” I asked. 
“Anything which may seem to have a bearing however indirect upon 

the case, and especially the relations between young Baskerville and his 
neighbours or any fresh particulars concerning the death of Sir Charles. I 
have made some inquiries myself in the last few days, but the results have, 
I fear, been negative. One thing only appears to be certain, and that is that 
Mr. James Desmond, who is the next heir, is an elderly gentleman of a very 
amiable disposition, so that this persecution does not arise from him. I 
really think that we may eliminate him entirely from our calculations.  
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There remain the people who will actually surround Sir Henry Baskerville 
upon the moor.” 

“Would it not be well in the first place to get rid of this Barrymore 
couple?” 

“By no means. You could not make a greater mistake. If they are 
innocent it would be a cruel injustice, and if they are guilty we should be 
giving up all chance of bringing it home to them. No, no, we will preserve 
them upon our list of suspects. Then there is a groom at the Hall, if I 
remember right. There are two moorland farmers. There is our friend Dr. 
Mortimer, whom I believe to be entirely honest, and there is his wife, of 
whom we know nothing. There is this naturalist, Stapleton, and there is 
his sister, who is said to be a young lady of attractions. There is Mr. 
Frankland, of Lafter Hall, who is also an unknown factor, and there are 
one or two other neighbours. These are the folk who must be your very 
special study.” 

“I will do my best.” 
“You have arms, I suppose?” 
“Yes, I thought it as well to take them.” 
“Most certainly. Keep your revolver near you night and day, and never 

relax your precautions.” 
Our friends had already secured a first-class carriage and were waiting 

for us upon the platform. 
“No, we have no news of any kind,” said Dr. Mortimer in answer to my 

friend’s questions. “I can swear to one thing, and that is that we have not 
been shadowed during the last two days. We have never gone out without 
keeping a sharp watch, and no one could have escaped our notice.” 

“You have always kept together, I presume?” 
“Except yesterday afternoon. I usually give up one day to pure 

amusement when I come to town, so I spent it at the Museum of the 
College of Surgeons1.” 

“And I went to look at the folk in the park2,” said Baskerville. 
“But we had no trouble of any kind.” 
“It was imprudent, all the same,” said Holmes, shaking his head and 

looking very grave. “I beg, Sir Henry, that you will not go about alone. 
Some great misfortune will befall you if you do. Did you get your other 
boot?” 

“No, sir, it is gone forever.” 
“Indeed. That is very interesting. Well, good-bye,” he added as the train 

began to glide down the platform. “Bear in mind, Sir Henry, one of the 

 
1 An exhibition of biological specimens 
2 Hyde Park was famous for attracting the best-dressed, most fashionable 
aristocrats in London society, and people-watching was a popular pastime 
there 
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phrases in that queer old legend which Dr. Mortimer has read to us, and 
avoid the moor in those hours of darkness when the powers of evil are 
exalted.” 

I looked back at the platform when we had left it far behind and saw 
the tall, austere figure of Holmes standing motionless and gazing after us. 

The journey was a swift and pleasant one, and I spent it in making the 
more intimate acquaintance of my two companions and in playing with 
Dr. Mortimer’s spaniel. In a very few hours the brown earth had become 
ruddy, the brick had changed to granite, and red cows grazed in well-
hedged fields where the lush grasses and more luxuriant vegetation spoke 
of a richer, if a damper, climate. Young Baskerville stared eagerly out of 
the window and cried aloud with delight as he recognized the familiar 
features of the Devon scenery. 

“I’ve been over a good part of the world since I left it, Dr. Watson,” said 
he; “but I have never seen a place to compare with it.” 

“I never saw a Devonshire man who did not swear by his county,” I 
remarked. 

“It depends upon the breed of men quite as much as on the county,” 
said Dr. Mortimer. “A glance at our friend here reveals the rounded head 
of the Celt, which carries inside it the Celtic enthusiasm and power of 
attachment. Poor Sir Charles’s head was of a very rare type, half Gaelic, 
half Ivernian1 in its characteristics. But you were very young when you last 
saw Baskerville Hall, were you not?” 

“I was a boy in my teens at the time of my father’s death and had never 
seen the Hall, for he lived in a little cottage on the South Coast. Thence I 
went straight to a friend in America. I tell you it is all as new to me as it is 
to Dr. Watson, and I’m as keen as possible to see the moor.” 

“Are you? Then your wish is easily granted, for there is your first sight 
of the moor,” said Dr. Mortimer, pointing out of the carriage window. 

Over the green squares of the fields and the low curve of a wood there 
rose in the distance a gray, melancholy hill, with a strange jagged summit, 
dim and vague in the distance, like some fantastic landscape in a dream. 
Baskerville sat for a long time, his eyes fixed upon it, and I read upon his 
eager face how much it meant to him, this first sight of that strange spot 
where the men of his blood had held sway so long and left their mark so 
deep. There he sat, with his tweed suit and his American accent, in the 
corner of a prosaic railway-carriage, and yet as I looked at his dark and 
expressive face I felt more than ever how true a descendant he was of that 
long line of high-blooded, fiery, and masterful men. There were pride, 
valour, and strength in his thick brows, his sensitive nostrils, and his large 
hazel eyes. If on that forbidding moor a difficult and dangerous quest 

 
1 That is, half Scottish, half Irish 
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should lie before us, this was at least a comrade for whom one might 
venture to take a risk with the certainty that he would bravely share it. 

The train pulled up at a small wayside station and we all descended. 
Outside, beyond the low, white fence, a wagonette1 with a pair of cobs2 
was waiting. Our coming was evidently a great event, for station-master 
and porters clustered round us to carry out our luggage. It was a sweet, 
simple country spot, but I was surprised to observe that by the gate there 
stood two soldierly men in dark uniforms who leaned upon their short 
rifles and glanced keenly at us as we passed. The coachman, a hard-faced, 
gnarled little fellow, saluted Sir Henry Baskerville, and in a few minutes 
we were flying swiftly down the broad, white road. Rolling pasture lands 
curved upward on either side of us, and old gabled houses peeped out 
from amid the thick green foliage, but behind the peaceful and sunlit 
countryside there rose ever, dark against the evening sky, the long, gloomy 
curve of the moor, broken by the jagged and sinister hills. 

The wagonette swung round into a side road, and we curved upward 
through deep lanes worn by centuries of wheels, high banks on either side, 
heavy with dripping moss and fleshy hart’s-tongue ferns. Bronzing 
bracken and mottled bramble gleamed in the light of the sinking sun. Still 
steadily rising, we passed over a narrow granite bridge and skirted a noisy 
stream which gushed swiftly down, foaming and roaring amid the gray 
boulders. Both road and stream wound up through a valley dense with 
scrub oak and fir. At every turn Baskerville gave an exclamation of delight, 
looking eagerly about him and asking countless questions. To his eyes all 
seemed beautiful, but to me a tinge of melancholy lay upon the 
countryside, which bore so clearly the mark of the waning year. Yellow 
leaves carpeted the lanes and fluttered down upon us as we passed. The 
rattle of our wheels died away as we drove through drifts of rotting 
vegetation—sad gifts, as it seemed to me, for Nature to throw before the 
carriage of the returning heir of the Baskervilles. 

“Halloa!” cried Dr. Mortimer, “what is this?” 
A steep curve of heath-clad land, an outlying spur of the moor, lay in 

front of us. On the summit, hard and clear like an equestrian statue upon 
its pedestal, was a mounted soldier, dark and stern, his rifle poised ready 
over his forearm. He was watching the road along which we travelled. 

“What is this, Perkins?” asked Dr. Mortimer. 
Our driver half turned in his seat. “There’s a convict escaped from 

Princetown, sir. He’s been out three days now, and the warders watch 
every road and every station, but they’ve had no sight of him yet. The 
farmers about here don’t like it, sir, and that’s a fact.” 

 
1 A light, four-wheeled wagon used to carry passengers 
2 Sturdy horses used for pulling coaches 
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“Well, I understand that they get five pounds1 if they can give 
information.” 

“Yes, sir, but the chance of five pounds is but a poor thing compared to 
the chance of having your throat cut. You see, it isn’t like any ordinary 
convict. This is a man that would stick at nothing.” 

“Who is he, then?” 
“It is Selden, the Notting Hill2 murderer.” 
I remembered the case well, for it was one in which Holmes had taken 

an interest on account of the peculiar ferocity of the crime and the wanton 
brutality which had marked all the actions of the assassin. The 
commutation of his death sentence had been due to some doubts as to his 
complete sanity, so atrocious was his conduct. Our wagonette had topped 
a rise and in front of us rose the huge expanse of the moor, mottled with 
gnarled and craggy cairns3 and tors4. A cold wind swept down from it and 
set us shivering. Somewhere there, on that desolate plain, was lurking this 
fiendish man, hiding in a burrow5 like a wild beast, his heart full of 
malignancy against the whole race which had cast him out. It needed but 
this to complete the grim suggestiveness of the barren waste, the chilling 
wind, and the darkling sky. Even Baskerville fell silent and pulled his 
overcoat more closely around him. 

We had left the fertile country behind and beneath us. We looked back 
on it now, the slanting rays of a low sun turning the streams to threads of 
gold and glowing on the red earth new turned by the plough and the broad 
tangle of the woodlands. The road in front of us grew bleaker and wilder 
over huge russet and olive slopes, sprinkled with giant boulders. Now and 
then we passed a moorland cottage, walled and roofed with stone, with 
no creeper to break its harsh outline. Suddenly we looked down into a 
cuplike depression, patched with stunted oaks and firs which had been 
twisted and bent by the fury of years of storm. Two high, narrow towers 
rose over the trees. The driver pointed with his whip. 

“Baskerville Hall,” said he. 
Its master had risen and was staring with flushed cheeks and shining 

eyes. A few minutes later we had reached the lodge-gates, a maze of 
fantastic tracery in wrought iron, with weather-bitten pillars on either 
side, blotched with lichens, and surmounted by the boars’ heads of the 
Baskervilles6. The lodge was a ruin of black granite and bared ribs of 

 
1 About $677 
2 A posh neighborhood in the West End suburb of Kensington 
3 Piles of stones (often constructed by prehistoric peoples) 
4 A high, craggy hill 
5 A hollow, den, or lair  
6 The implied family crest of the Baskerville family 



83 
 

rafters, but facing it was a new building, half constructed, the first fruit of 
Sir Charles’s South African gold. 

Through the gateway we passed into the avenue, where the wheels were 
again hushed amid the leaves, and the old trees shot their branches in a 
sombre tunnel over our heads. Baskerville shuddered as he looked up the 
long, dark drive to where the house glimmered like a ghost at the farther 
end. 

“Was it here?” he asked in a low voice. 
“No, no, the yew alley is on the other side.” 
The young heir glanced round with a gloomy face. 
“It’s no wonder my uncle felt as if trouble were coming on him in such 

a place as this,” said he. “It’s enough to scare any man. I’ll have a row of 
electric lamps up here inside of six months, and you won’t know it again, 
with a thousand candle-power Swan and Edison1 right here in front of the 
hall door.” 

The avenue opened into a broad expanse of turf, and the house lay 
before us. In the fading light I could see that the centre was a heavy block 
of building from which a porch projected. The whole front was draped in 
ivy, with a patch clipped bare here and there where a window or a coat of 
arms broke through the dark veil. From this central block rose the twin 
towers, ancient, crenelated2, and pierced with many loopholes3. To right 
and left of the turrets were more modern wings of black granite. A dull 
light shone through heavy mullioned4 windows, and from the high 
chimneys which rose from the steep, high-angled roof there sprang a 
single black column of smoke. 

“Welcome, Sir Henry! Welcome to Baskerville Hall!” 
A tall man had stepped from the shadow of the porch to open the door 

of the wagonette. The figure of a woman was silhouetted against the 
yellow light of the hall. She came out and helped the man to hand down 
our bags. 

“You don’t mind my driving straight home, Sir Henry5?” said Dr. 
Mortimer. “My wife is expecting me.” 

“Surely you will stay and have some dinner?” 

 
1 Joseph Swan and Thomas Edison were partners in British electricity: while 
Edison held sway in America, he was obliged to partner with the Englishman, 
Swan, because he had beat Edison in a patent for the lightbulb by ten months 
2 Fortified with battlements consisting of regular, rising projections of 
masonry (this is the typical, scalloped look of a castle wall) 
3 Thin, tapered windows used by archers and musketeers to fire out of while 
providing them protection against incoming projectiles 
4 Divided by vertical columns of stone, as in a typical Gothic window 
5 Although this may be a genuine rationale, the implication is that Mortimer 
may be afraid, and eager to leave the Hall behind him 
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“No, I must go. I shall probably find some work awaiting me. I would 
stay to show you over the house, but Barrymore will be a better guide than 
I. Good-bye, and never hesitate night or day to send for me if I can be of 
service.” 

The wheels died away down the drive while Sir Henry and I turned into 
the hall, and the door clanged heavily behind us. It was a fine apartment 
in which we found ourselves, large, lofty, and heavily raftered with huge 
baulks1 of age-blackened oak. In the great old-fashioned fireplace behind 
the high iron dogs2 a log-fire crackled and snapped. Sir Henry and I held 
out our hands to it, for we were numb from our long drive. Then we gazed 
round us at the high, thin window of old stained glass, the oak panelling, 
the stags’ heads, the coats of arms upon the walls, all dim and sombre in 
the subdued light of the central lamp. 

“It’s just as I imagined it,” said Sir Henry. “Is it not the very picture of 
an old family home? To think that this should be the same hall in which 
for five hundred years my people have lived. It strikes me solemn to think 
of it.” 

I saw his dark face lit up with a boyish enthusiasm as he gazed about 
him. The light beat upon him where he stood, but long shadows trailed 
down the walls and hung like a black canopy above him. Barrymore had 
returned from taking our luggage to our rooms. He stood in front of us 
now with the subdued manner of a well-trained servant. He was a 
remarkable-looking man, tall, handsome, with a square black beard and 
pale, distinguished features. 

“Would you wish dinner to be served at once, sir?” 
“Is it ready?” 
“In a very few minutes, sir. You will find hot water in your rooms. My 

wife and I will be happy, Sir Henry, to stay with you until you have made 
your fresh arrangements, but you will understand that under the new 
conditions this house will require a considerable staff.” 

“What new conditions?” 
“I only meant, sir, that Sir Charles led a very retired life, and we were 

able to look after his wants. You would, naturally, wish to have more 
company, and so you will need changes in your household.” 

“Do you mean that your wife and you wish to leave?” 
“Only when it is quite convenient to you, sir.” 
“But your family have been with us for several generations, have they 

not? I should be sorry to begin my life here by breaking an old family 
connection.” 

I seemed to discern some signs of emotion upon the butler’s white face. 

 
1 Beams 
2 Tripod andirons used to contain burning logs 
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“I feel that also, sir, and so does my wife. But to tell the truth, sir, we 
were both very much attached to Sir Charles, and his death gave us a shock 
and made these surroundings very painful to us. I fear that we shall never 
again be easy in our minds at Baskerville Hall.” 

“But what do you intend to do?” 
“I have no doubt, sir, that we shall succeed in establishing ourselves in 

some business. Sir Charles’s generosity has given us the means to do so. 
And now, sir, perhaps I had best show you to your rooms.” 

A square balustraded gallery ran round the top of the old hall, 
approached by a double stair. From this central point two long corridors 
extended the whole length of the building, from which all the bedrooms 
opened. My own was in the same wing as Baskerville’s and almost next 
door to it. These rooms appeared to be much more modern than the 
central part of the house, and the bright paper and numerous candles did 
something to remove the sombre impression which our arrival had left 
upon my mind. 

But the dining-room which opened out of the hall was a place of 
shadow and gloom. It was a long chamber with a step separating the dais 
where the family sat from the lower portion reserved for their dependents. 
At one end a minstrel’s gallery1 overlooked it. Black beams shot across 
above our heads, with a smoke-darkened ceiling beyond them. With rows 
of flaring torches to light it up, and the colour and rude hilarity of an old-
time banquet, it might have softened; but now, when two black-clothed 
gentlemen sat in the little circle of light thrown by a shaded lamp, one’s 
voice became hushed and one’s spirit subdued. A dim line of ancestors, in 
every variety of dress, from the Elizabethan knight to the buck of the 
Regency2, stared down upon us and daunted us by their silent company. 
We talked little, and I for one was glad when the meal was over and we 
were able to retire into the modern billiard-room and smoke a cigarette. 

“My word, it isn’t a very cheerful place,” said Sir Henry. “I suppose one 
can tone down to it, but I feel a bit out of the picture at present. I don’t 
wonder that my uncle got a little jumpy if he lived all alone in such a house 
as this. However, if it suits you, we will retire early tonight, and perhaps 
things may seem more cheerful in the morning.” 

I drew aside my curtains before I went to bed and looked out from my 
window. It opened upon the grassy space which lay in front of the hall 
door. Beyond, two copses3 of trees moaned and swung in a rising wind. A 
half moon broke through the rifts of racing clouds. In its cold light I saw 
beyond the trees a broken fringe of rocks, and the long, low curve of the 

 
1 A shallow balcony used by musicians while guests ate dinner below 
2 That is, fashionable dandies from the 1810s 
3 A thicket, or clump, of trees 
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melancholy moor. I closed the curtain, feeling that my last impression was 
in keeping with the rest. 

And yet it was not quite the last. I found myself weary and yet wakeful, 
tossing restlessly from side to side, seeking for the sleep which would not 
come. Far away a chiming clock struck out the quarters of the hours, but 
otherwise a deathly silence lay upon the old house. And then suddenly, in 
the very dead of the night, there came a sound to my ears, clear, resonant, 
and unmistakable. It was the sob of a woman, the muffled, strangling gasp 
of one who is torn by an uncontrollable sorrow. I sat up in bed and listened 
intently. The noise could not have been far away and was certainly in the 
house. For half an hour I waited with every nerve on the alert, but there 
came no other sound save the chiming clock and the rustle of the ivy on 
the wall. 
 
 

— CHAPTER SEVEN —  
The Stapletons of Merripit House 

 
THE fresh beauty of the following morning did something to efface from 
our minds the grim and gray impression which had been left upon both 
of us by our first experience of Baskerville Hall. As Sir Henry and I sat at 
breakfast the sunlight flooded in through the high mullioned windows, 
throwing watery patches of colour from the coats of arms which covered 
them. The dark panelling glowed like bronze in the golden rays, and it was 
hard to realize that this was indeed the chamber which had struck such a 
gloom into our souls upon the evening before. 

“I guess it is ourselves and not the house that we have to blame!” said 
the baronet. “We were tired with our journey and chilled by our drive, so 
we took a gray view of the place. Now we are fresh and well, so it is all 
cheerful once more.” 

“And yet it was not entirely a question of imagination,” I answered. “Did 
you, for example, happen to hear someone, a woman I think, sobbing in 
the night?” 

“That is curious, for I did when I was half asleep fancy that I heard 
something of the sort. I waited quite a time, but there was no more of it, 
so I concluded that it was all a dream.” 

“I heard it distinctly, and I am sure that it was really the sob of a 
woman.” 

“We must ask about this right away.” He rang the bell and asked 
Barrymore whether he could account for our experience. It seemed to me 
that the pallid features of the butler turned a shade paler still as he 
listened to his master’s question. 
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“There are only two women in the house, Sir Henry,” he answered. “One 
is the scullery-maid, who sleeps in the other wing. The other is my wife, 
and I can answer for it that the sound could not have come from her.” 

And yet he lied as he said it, for it chanced that after breakfast I met 
Mrs. Barrymore in the long corridor with the sun full upon her face. She 
was a large, impassive, heavy-featured woman with a stern set expression 
of mouth. But her telltale eyes were red and glanced at me from between 
swollen lids. It was she, then, who wept in the night, and if she did so her 
husband must know it. Yet he had taken the obvious risk of discovery in 
declaring that it was not so. Why had he done this? And why did she weep 
so bitterly? Already round this pale-faced, handsome, black-bearded man 
there was gathering an atmosphere of mystery and of gloom. It was he 
who had been the first to discover the body of Sir Charles, and we had 
only his word for all the circumstances which led up to the old man’s 
death. Was it possible that it was Barrymore, after all, whom we had seen 
in the cab in Regent Street? The beard might well have been the same. 
The cabman had described a somewhat shorter man, but such an 
impression might easily have been erroneous. How could I settle the point 
forever? Obviously the first thing to do was to see the Grimpen postmaster 
and find whether the test telegram had really been placed in Barrymore’s 
own hands. Be the answer what it might, I should at least have something 
to report to Sherlock Holmes. 

Sir Henry had numerous papers to examine after breakfast, so that the 
time was propitious for my excursion. It was a pleasant walk of four miles 
along the edge of the moor, leading me at last to a small gray hamlet, in 
which two larger buildings, which proved to be the inn and the house of 
Dr. Mortimer, stood high above the rest. The postmaster, who was also 
the village grocer, had a clear recollection of the telegram. 

“Certainly, sir,” said he, “I had the telegram delivered to Mr. Barrymore 
exactly as directed.” 

“Who delivered it?” 
“My boy here. James, you delivered that telegram to Mr. Barrymore at 

the Hall last week, did you not?” 
“Yes, father, I delivered it.” 
“Into his own hands?” I asked. 
“Well, he was up in the loft at the time, so that I could not put it into 

his own hands, but I gave it into Mrs. Barrymore’s hands, and she 
promised to deliver it at once.” 

“Did you see Mr. Barrymore?” 
“No, sir; I tell you he was in the loft.” 
“If you didn’t see him, how do you know he was in the loft?” 
“Well, surely his own wife ought to know where he is,” said the 

postmaster testily. “Didn’t he get the telegram? If there is any mistake it 
is for Mr. Barrymore himself to complain.” 
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It seemed hopeless to pursue the inquiry any farther, but it was clear 
that in spite of Holmes’s ruse we had no proof that Barrymore had not 
been in London all the time. Suppose that it were so—suppose that the 
same man had been the last who had seen Sir Charles alive, and the first 
to dog the new heir when he returned to England. What then? Was he the 
agent of others or had he some sinister design of his own? What interest 
could he have in persecuting the Baskerville family? I thought of the 
strange warning clipped out of the leading article of the Times. Was that 
his work or was it possibly the doing of someone who was bent upon 
counteracting his schemes? The only conceivable motive was that which 
had been suggested by Sir Henry, that if the family could be scared away 
a comfortable and permanent home would be secured for the Barrymores. 
But surely such an explanation as that would be quite inadequate to 
account for the deep and subtle scheming which seemed to be weaving an 
invisible net round the young baronet. Holmes himself had said that no 
more complex case had come to him in all the long series of his sensational 
investigations. I prayed, as I walked back along the gray, lonely road, that 
my friend might soon be freed from his preoccupations and able to come 
down to take this heavy burden of responsibility from my shoulders. 

Suddenly my thoughts were interrupted by the sound of running feet 
behind me and by a voice which called me by name. I turned, expecting 
to see Dr. Mortimer, but to my surprise it was a stranger who was pursuing 
me. He was a small, slim, clean-shaven, prim-faced man, flaxen-haired 
and leanjawed, between thirty and forty years of age, dressed in a gray suit 
and wearing a straw hat. A tin box for botanical specimens hung over his 
shoulder and he carried a green butterfly-net in one of his hands. 

“You will, I am sure, excuse my presumption, Dr. Watson,” said he as 
he came panting up to where I stood. “Here on the moor we are homely 
folk and do not wait for formal introductions. You may possibly have 
heard my name from our mutual friend, Mortimer. I am Stapleton, of 
Merripit House.” 

“Your net and box would have told me as much,” said I, “for I knew that 
Mr. Stapleton was a naturalist. But how did you know me?” 

“I have been calling on Mortimer, and he pointed you out to me from 
the window of his surgery as you passed. As our road lay the same way I 
thought that I would overtake you and introduce myself. I trust that Sir 
Henry is none the worse for his journey?” 

“He is very well, thank you.” 
“We were all rather afraid that after the sad death of Sir Charles the 

new baronet might refuse to live here. It is asking much of a wealthy man 
to come down and bury himself in a place of this kind, but I need not tell 
you that it means a very great deal to the countryside. Sir Henry has, I 
suppose, no superstitious fears in the matter?” 

“I do not think that it is likely.” 
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“Of course you know the legend of the fiend dog which haunts the 
family?” 

“I have heard it.” 
“It is extraordinary how credulous the peasants are about here! Any 

number of them are ready to swear that they have seen such a creature 
upon the moor.” He spoke with a smile, but I seemed to read in his eyes 
that he took the matter more seriously. “The story took a great hold upon 
the imagination of Sir Charles, and I have no doubt that it led to his tragic 
end.” 

“But how?” 
“His nerves were so worked up that the appearance of any dog might 

have had a fatal effect upon his diseased heart. I fancy that he really did 
see something of the kind upon that last night in the yew alley. I feared 
that some disaster might occur, for I was very fond of the old man, and I 
knew that his heart was weak.” 

“How did you know that?” 
“My friend Mortimer told me.” 
“You think, then, that some dog pursued Sir Charles, and that he died 

of fright in consequence?” 
“Have you any better explanation?” 
“I have not come to any conclusion.” 
“Has Mr. Sherlock Holmes?” 
The words took away my breath for an instant but a glance at the placid 

face and steadfast eyes of my companion showed that no surprise was 
intended. 

“It is useless for us to pretend that we do not know you, Dr. Watson,” 
said he. “The records of your detective have reached us here, and you 
could not celebrate him without being known yourself. When Mortimer 
told me your name he could not deny your identity. If you are here, then 
it follows that Mr. Sherlock Holmes is interesting himself in the matter, 
and I am naturally curious to know what view he may take.” 

“I am afraid that I cannot answer that question.” 
“May I ask if he is going to honour us with a visit himself?” 
“He cannot leave town at present. He has other cases which engage his 

attention.” 
“What a pity! He might throw some light on that which is so dark to us. 

But as to your own researches, if there is any possible way in which I can 
be of service to you I trust that you will command me. If I had any 
indication of the nature of your suspicions or how you propose to 
investigate the case, I might perhaps even now give you some aid or 
advice.” 

“I assure you that I am simply here upon a visit to my friend, Sir Henry, 
and that I need no help of any kind.” 
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“Excellent!” said Stapleton. “You are perfectly right to be wary and 
discreet. I am justly reproved for what I feel was an unjustifiable intrusion, 
and I promise you that I will not mention the matter again.” 

We had come to a point where a narrow grassy path struck off from the 
road and wound away across the moor. A steep, boulder-sprinkled hill lay 
upon the right which had in bygone days been cut into a granite quarry. 
The face which was turned towards us formed a dark cliff, with ferns and 
brambles growing in its niches. From over a distant rise there floated a 
gray plume of smoke. 

“A moderate walk along this moor-path brings us to Merripit House,” 
said he. “Perhaps you will spare an hour that I may have the pleasure of 
introducing you to my sister.” 

My first thought was that I should be by Sir Henry’s side. But then I 
remembered the pile of papers and bills with which his study table was 
littered. It was certain that I could not help with those. And Holmes had 
expressly said that I should study the neighbours upon the moor. I 
accepted Stapleton’s invitation, and we turned together down the path. 

“It is a wonderful place, the moor,” said he, looking round over the 
undulating downs, long green rollers, with crests of jagged granite 
foaming up into fantastic surges. “You never tire of the moor. You cannot 
think the wonderful secrets which it contains. It is so vast, and so barren, 
and so mysterious.” 

“You know it well, then?” 
“I have only been here two years. The residents would call me a 

newcomer. We came shortly after Sir Charles settled. But my tastes led me 
to explore every part of the country round, and I should think that there 
are few men who know it better than I do.” 

“Is it hard to know?” 
“Very hard. You see, for example, this great plain to the north here with 

the queer hills breaking out of it. Do you observe anything remarkable 
about that?” 

“It would be a rare place for a gallop1.” 
“You would naturally think so and the thought has cost several their 

lives before now. You notice those bright green spots scattered thickly 
over it?” 

“Yes, they seem more fertile than the rest.” 
Stapleton laughed. “That is the great Grimpen Mire2,” said he. “A false 

step yonder means death to man or beast. Only yesterday I saw one of the 
moor ponies wander into it. He never came out. I saw his head for quite a 

 
1 Great place for a horseride 
2 Inspired by the Fox Tor Mires – which are indeed very dangerous – and the 
Grimspound Bog – which is less dangerous than it is marshy and difficult to 
cross 
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long time craning out of the bog-hole, but it sucked him down at last. 
Even in dry seasons it is a danger to cross it, but after these autumn rains 
it is an awful place. And yet I can find my way to the very heart of it and 
return alive. By George, there is another of those miserable ponies!” 

Something brown was rolling and tossing among the green sedges. 
Then a long, agonized, writhing neck shot upward and a dreadful cry 
echoed over the moor. It turned me cold with horror, but my companion’s 
nerves seemed to be stronger than mine. 

“It’s gone!” said he. “The mire has him. Two in two days, and many 
more, perhaps, for they get in the way of going there in the dry weather 
and never know the difference until the mire has them in its clutches. It’s 
a bad place, the great Grimpen Mire.” 

“And you say you can penetrate it?” 
“Yes, there are one or two paths which a very active man can take. I 

have found them out.” 
“But why should you wish to go into so horrible a place?” 
“Well, you see the hills beyond? They are really islands cut off on all 

sides by the impassable mire, which has crawled round them in the course 
of years. That is where the rare plants and the butterflies are, if you have 
the wit to reach them.” 

“I shall try my luck some day.” 
He looked at me with a surprised face. “For God’s sake put such an idea 

out of your mind,” said he. “Your blood would be upon my head. I assure 
you that there would not be the least chance of your coming back alive. It 
is only by remembering certain complex landmarks that I am able to do 
it.” 

“Halloa!” I cried. “What is that?” 
A long, low moan, indescribably sad, swept over the moor. It filled the 

whole air, and yet it was impossible to say whence it came. From a dull 
murmur it swelled into a deep roar, and then sank back into a melancholy, 
throbbing murmur once again. Stapleton looked at me with a curious 
expression in his face. 

“Queer place, the moor!” said he. 
“But what is it?” 
“The peasants say it is the Hound of the Baskervilles calling for its prey. 

I’ve heard it once or twice before, but never quite so loud.” 
I looked round, with a chill of fear in my heart, at the huge swelling 

plain, mottled with the green patches of rushes. Nothing stirred over the 
vast expanse save a pair of ravens, which croaked loudly from a tor behind 
us. 

“You are an educated man. You don’t believe such nonsense as that?” 
said I. “What do you think is the cause of so strange a sound?” 

“Bogs make queer noises sometimes. It’s the mud settling, or the water 
rising, or something.” 
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“No, no, that was a living voice.” 
“Well, perhaps it was. Did you ever hear a bittern booming1?” 
“No, I never did.” 
“It’s a very rare bird—practically extinct—in England now, but all 

things are possible upon the moor. Yes, I should not be surprised to learn 
that what we have heard is the cry of the last of the bitterns.” 

“It’s the weirdest2, strangest thing that ever I heard in my life.” 
“Yes, it’s rather an uncanny place altogether. Look at the hillside 

yonder. What do you make of those?” 
The whole steep slope was covered with gray circular rings of stone, a 

score of them at least. 
“What are they? Sheep-pens?” 
“No, they are the homes of our worthy ancestors3. Prehistoric man lived 

thickly on the moor, and as no one in particular has lived there since, we 
find all his little arrangements exactly as he left them. These are his 
wigwams with the roofs off. You can even see his hearth and his couch if 
you have the curiosity to go inside. 

“But it is quite a town. When was it inhabited?” 
“Neolithic man—no date.” 
“What did he do?” 
“He grazed his cattle on these slopes, and he learned to dig for tin when 

the bronze sword began to supersede the stone axe. Look at the great 
trench in the opposite hill. That is his mark. Yes, you will find some very 
singular points about the moor, Dr. Watson. Oh, excuse me an instant! It 
is surely Cyclopides4.” 

A small fly or moth had fluttered across our path, and in an instant 
Stapleton was rushing with extraordinary energy and speed in pursuit of 
it. To my dismay the creature flew straight for the great mire, and my 
acquaintance never paused for an instant, bounding from tuft to tuft 
behind it, his green net waving in the air. His gray clothes and jerky, 
zigzag, irregular progress made him not unlike some huge moth himself. 
I was standing watching his pursuit with a mixture of admiration for his 
extraordinary activity and fear lest he should lose his footing in the 
treacherous mire, when I heard the sound of steps and, turning round, 
found a woman near me upon the path. She had come from the direction 
in which the plume of smoke indicated the position of Merripit House, 
but the dip of the moor had hid her until she was quite close. 

 
1 A type of heron known for their melancholy call – or “boom” – which 
resembles the humming drone of blowing across a bottle’s mouth 
2 In this sense, creepiest or supernatural-sounding 
3 Inspired by the Bronze Age ruins of Grimspound 
4 A genus of the “skipper” butterfly family: a small, brown creature with 
yellow spangles on its wings 



94 
 

I could not doubt that this was the Miss Stapleton of whom I had been 
told, since ladies of any sort must be few upon the moor, and I 
remembered that I had heard someone describe her as being a beauty. The 
woman who approached me was certainly that, and of a most uncommon 
type. There could not have been a greater contrast between brother and 
sister, for Stapleton was neutral tinted, with light hair and gray eyes, while 
she was darker than any brunette whom I have seen in England—slim, 
elegant, and tall. She had a proud, finely cut face, so regular that it might 
have seemed impassive were it not for the sensitive mouth and the 
beautiful dark, eager eyes. With her perfect figure and elegant dress she 
was, indeed, a strange apparition upon a lonely moorland path. Her eyes 
were on her brother as I turned, and then she quickened her pace towards 
me. I had raised my hat and was about to make some explanatory remark 
when her own words turned all my thoughts into a new channel. 

“Go back!” she said. “Go straight back to London, instantly.” 
I could only stare at her in stupid surprise. Her eyes blazed at me, and 

she tapped the ground impatiently with her foot. 
“Why should I go back?” I asked. 
“I cannot explain.” She spoke in a low, eager voice, with a curious lisp 

in her utterance. “But for God’s sake do what I ask you. Go back and never 
set foot upon the moor again.” 

“But I have only just come.” 
“Man, man!” she cried. “Can you not tell when a warning is for your 

own good? Go back to London! Start tonight! Get away from this place at 
all costs! Hush, my brother is coming! Not a word of what I have said. 
Would you mind getting that orchid for me among the mare’s-tails 
yonder? We are very rich in orchids on the moor, though, of course, you 
are rather late to see the beauties of the place.” 

Stapleton had abandoned the chase and came back to us breathing 
hard and flushed with his exertions. 

“Halloa, Beryl!” said he, and it seemed to me that the tone of his 
greeting was not altogether a cordial one. 

“Well, Jack, you are very hot.” 
“Yes, I was chasing a Cyclopides. He is very rare and seldom found in 

the late autumn. What a pity that I should have missed him!” He spoke 
unconcernedly, but his small light eyes glanced incessantly from the girl 
to me. 

“You have introduced yourselves, I can see.” 
“Yes. I was telling Sir Henry that it was rather late for him to see the 

true beauties of the moor.” 
“Why, who do you think this is?” 
“I imagine that it must be Sir Henry Baskerville.” 
“No, no,” said I. “Only a humble commoner, but his friend. My name is 

Dr. Watson.” 
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A flush of vexation passed over her expressive face. “We have been 
talking at cross purposes,” said she. 

“Why, you had not very much time for talk,” her brother remarked with 
the same questioning eyes. 

“I talked as if Dr. Watson were a resident instead of being merely a 
visitor,” said she. “It cannot much matter to him whether it is early or late 
for the orchids. But you will come on, will you not, and see Merripit 
House?” 

A short walk brought us to it, a bleak moorland house, once the farm 
of some grazier in the old prosperous days, but now put into repair and 
turned into a modern dwelling. An orchard surrounded it, but the trees, 
as is usual upon the moor, were stunted and nipped, and the effect of the 
whole place was mean and melancholy. We were admitted by a strange, 
wizened, rusty-coated old manservant, who seemed in keeping with the 
house. Inside, however, there were large rooms furnished with an 
elegance in which I seemed to recognize the taste of the lady. As I looked 
from their windows at the interminable granite-flecked moor rolling 
unbroken to the farthest horizon I could not but marvel at what could 
have brought this highly educated man and this beautiful woman to live 
in such a place. 

“Queer spot to choose, is it not?” said he as if in answer to my thought. 
“And yet we manage to make ourselves fairly happy, do we not, Beryl?” 

“Quite happy,” said she, but there was no ring of conviction in her 
words. 

“I had a school,” said Stapleton. “It was in the north country1. The work 
to a man of my temperament was mechanical and uninteresting, but the 
privilege of living with youth, of helping to mould those young minds, and 
of impressing them with one’s own character and ideals was very dear to 
me. However, the fates were against us. A serious epidemic broke out in 
the school and three of the boys died. It never recovered from the blow, 
and much of my capital was irretrievably swallowed up. And yet, if it were 
not for the loss of the charming companionship of the boys, I could rejoice 
over my own misfortune, for, with my strong tastes for botany and 
zoology, I find an unlimited field of work here, and my sister is as devoted 
to Nature as I am. All this, Dr. Watson, has been brought upon your head 
by your expression as you surveyed the moor out of our window.” 

“It certainly did cross my mind that it might be a little dull—less for 
you, perhaps, than for your sister.” 

“No, no, I am never dull,” said she quickly. 

 
1 That is, the part of England between the Scottish border and the River Trent, 
including such cities as Manchester, York, Liverpool, Newcastle, Leeds, 
Sheffield, and Nottingham 
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“We have books, we have our studies, and we have interesting 
neighbours. Dr. Mortimer is a most learned man in his own line. Poor Sir 
Charles was also an admirable companion. We knew him well and miss 
him more than I can tell. Do you think that I should intrude if I were to 
call this afternoon and make the acquaintance of Sir Henry?” 

“I am sure that he would be delighted.” 
“Then perhaps you would mention that I propose to do so. We may in 

our humble way do something to make things more easy for him until he 
becomes accustomed to his new surroundings. Will you come upstairs, 
Dr. Watson, and inspect my collection of Lepidoptera1? I think it is the 
most complete one in the south-west of England. By the time that you 
have looked through them lunch will be almost ready.” 

But I was eager to get back to my charge. The melancholy of the moor, 
the death of the unfortunate pony, the weird sound which had been 
associated with the grim legend of the Baskervilles, all these things tinged 
my thoughts with sadness. Then on the top of these more or less vague 
impressions there had come the definite and distinct warning of Miss 
Stapleton, delivered with such intense earnestness that I could not doubt 
that some grave and deep reason lay behind it. I resisted all pressure to 
stay for lunch, and I set off at once upon my return journey, taking the 
grass-grown path by which we had come. 

It seems, however, that there must have been some short cut for those 
who knew it, for before I had reached the road I was astounded to see Miss 
Stapleton sitting upon a rock by the side of the track. Her face was 
beautifully flushed with her exertions and she held her hand to her side. 

“I have run all the way in order to cut you off, Dr. Watson,” said she. “I 
had not even time to put on my hat. I must not stop, or my brother may 
miss me. I wanted to say to you how sorry I am about the stupid mistake 
I made in thinking that you were Sir Henry. Please forget the words I said, 
which have no application whatever to you.” 

“But I can’t forget them, Miss Stapleton,” said I. “I am Sir Henry’s friend, 
and his welfare is a very close concern of mine. Tell me why it was that 
you were so eager that Sir Henry should return to London.” 

“A woman’s whim, Dr. Watson. When you know me better you will 
understand that I cannot always give reasons for what I say or do.” 

“No, no. I remember the thrill in your voice. I remember the look in 
your eyes. Please, please, be frank with me, Miss Stapleton, for ever since 
I have been here I have been conscious of shadows all round me. Life has 
become like that great Grimpen Mire, with little green patches everywhere 
into which one may sink and with no guide to point the track. Tell me 
then what it was that you meant, and I will promise to convey your 
warning to Sir Henry.” 

 
1 An order of flying insects primarily consisting of butterflies and moths 
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An expression of irresolution passed for an instant over her face, but 
her eyes had hardened again when she answered me. 

“You make too much of it, Dr. Watson,” said she. “My brother and I 
were very much shocked by the death of Sir Charles. We knew him very 
intimately, for his favourite walk was over the moor to our house. He was 
deeply impressed with the curse which hung over the family, and when 
this tragedy came I naturally felt that there must be some grounds for the 
fears which he had expressed. I was distressed therefore when another 
member of the family came down to live here, and I felt that he should be 
warned of the danger which he will run. That was all which I intended to 
convey. 

“But what is the danger?” 
“You know the story of the hound?” 
“I do not believe in such nonsense.” 
“But I do. If you have any influence with Sir Henry, take him away from 

a place which has always been fatal to his family. The world is wide. Why 
should he wish to live at the place of danger?” 

“Because it is the place of danger. That is Sir Henry’s nature. I fear that 
unless you can give me some more definite information than this it would 
be impossible to get him to move.” 

“I cannot say anything definite, for I do not know anything definite.” 
“I would ask you one more question, Miss Stapleton. If you meant no 

more than this when you first spoke to me, why should you not wish your 
brother to overhear what you said? There is nothing to which he, or 
anyone else, could object.” 

“My brother is very anxious to have the Hall inhabited, for he thinks it 
is for the good of the poor folk upon the moor1. He would be very angry if 
he knew that I have said anything which might induce Sir Henry to go 
away. But I have done my duty now and I will say no more. I must go back, 
or he will miss me and suspect that I have seen you. Good-bye!” She turned 
and had disappeared in a few minutes among the scattered boulders, 
while I, with my soul full of vague fears, pursued my way to Baskerville 
Hall. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
1 Having the hall inhabited means a boost to the local economy: locals will be 
hired to provide goods and services to visiting parties, local businesses will be 
able to sell to guests, and the money given to the bourgeoisie will precipitate 
down to laborers, farmers, and servants 
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— CHAPTER EIGHT —  
First Report of Dr. Watson 

 
FROM this point onward I will follow the course of events by transcribing 
my own letters to Mr. Sherlock Holmes which lie before me on the table. 
One page is missing1, but otherwise they are exactly as written and show 
my feelings and suspicions of the moment more accurately than my 
memory, clear as it is upon these tragic events, can possibly do. 
 

BASKERVILLE HALL, October 13th.  
 
MY DEAR HOLMES: My previous letters and telegrams have kept you 
pretty well up to date as to all that has occurred in this most God-forsaken 
corner of the world. The longer one stays here the more does the spirit of 
the moor sink into one’s soul, its vastness, and also its grim charm. When 
you are once out upon its bosom you have left all traces of modern 
England behind you, but, on the other hand, you are conscious 
everywhere of the homes and the work of the prehistoric people. On all 
sides of you as you walk are the houses of these forgotten folk, with their 
graves and the huge monoliths which are supposed to have marked their 
temples. As you look at their gray stone huts against the scarred hillsides 
you leave your own age behind you, and if you were to see a skin-clad, 
hairy man crawl out from the low door fitting a flint-tipped arrow on to 
the string of his bow, you would feel that his presence there was more 
natural than your own. The strange thing is that they should have lived so 
thickly on what must always have been most unfruitful soil. I am no 
antiquarian, but I could imagine that they were some unwarlike and 
harried race who were forced to accept that which none other would 
occupy. 

All this, however, is foreign to the mission on which you sent me and 
will probably be very uninteresting to your severely practical mind. I can 
still remember your complete indifference as to whether the sun moved 
round the earth or the earth round the sun2. Let me, therefore, return to 
the facts concerning Sir Henry Baskerville. 

If you have not had any report within the last few days it is because up 
to today there was nothing of importance to relate. Then a very surprising 
circumstance occurred, which I shall tell you in due course. But, first of 
all, I must keep you in touch with some of the other factors in the 
situation. 

 
1 This is probably Conan Doyle’s way to avoid repeating himself by describing 
to Holmes what Watson has already described to us 
2 One of Watson’s earliest impressions of Holmes was his disinterest in the 
Copernican solar system, recorded in their first case, “A Study in Scarlet” 
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One of these, concerning which I have said little, is the escaped convict 
upon the moor. There is strong reason now to believe that he has got right 
away1, which is a considerable relief to the lonely householders of this 
district. A fortnight has passed since his flight, during which he has not 
been seen and nothing has been heard of him. It is surely inconceivable 
that he could have held out upon the moor during all that time. Of course, 
so far as his concealment goes there is no difficulty at all. Any one of these 
stone huts would give him a hiding-place. But there is nothing to eat 
unless he were to catch and slaughter one of the moor sheep. We think, 
therefore, that he has gone, and the outlying farmers sleep the better in 
consequence. 

We are four able-bodied men in this household, so that we could take 
good care of ourselves, but I confess that I have had uneasy moments 
when I have thought of the Stapletons. They live miles from any help. 
There are one maid, an old manservant, the sister, and the brother, the 
latter not a very strong man. They would be helpless in the hands of a 
desperate fellow like this Notting Hill criminal if he could once effect an 
entrance. Both Sir Henry and I were concerned at their situation, and it 
was suggested that Perkins the groom should go over to sleep there, but 
Stapleton would not hear of it. 

The fact is that our friend, the baronet, begins to display a considerable 
interest in our fair neighbour. It is not to be wondered at, for time hangs 
heavily in this lonely spot to an active man like him, and she is a very 
fascinating and beautiful woman. There is something tropical and exotic 
about her which forms a singular contrast to her cool and unemotional 
brother. Yet he also gives the idea of hidden fires. He has certainly a very 
marked influence over her, for I have seen her continually glance at him 
as she talked as if seeking approbation for what she said. I trust that he is 
kind to her. There is a dry glitter in his eyes and a firm set of his thin lips, 
which goes with a positive and possibly a harsh nature. You would find 
him an interesting study. 

He came over to call upon Baskerville on that first day, and the very 
next morning he took us both to show us the spot where the legend of the 
wicked Hugo is supposed to have had its origin. It was an excursion of 
some miles across the moor to a place which is so dismal that it might 
have suggested the story. We found a short valley between rugged tors 
which led to an open, grassy space flecked over with the white cotton 
grass. In the middle of it rose two great stones, worn and sharpened at the 
upper end until they looked like the huge corroding fangs of some 
monstrous beast. In every way it corresponded with the scene of the old 
tragedy. Sir Henry was much interested and asked Stapleton more than 
once whether he did really believe in the possibility of the interference of 

 
1 Left the area directly after his escape 
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the supernatural in the affairs of men. He spoke lightly, but it was evident 
that he was very much in earnest. Stapleton was guarded in his replies, 
but it was easy to see that he said less than he might, and that he would 
not express his whole opinion out of consideration for the feelings of the 
baronet. He told us of similar cases, where families had suffered from 
some evil influence, and he left us with the impression that he shared the 
popular view upon the matter. 

On our way back we stayed for lunch at Merripit House, and it was 
there that Sir Henry made the acquaintance of Miss Stapleton. From the 
first moment that he saw her he appeared to be strongly attracted by her, 
and I am much mistaken if the feeling was not mutual. He referred to her 
again and again on our walk home, and since then hardly a day has passed 
that we have not seen something of the brother and sister. They dine here 
tonight, and there is some talk of our going to them next week. One would 
imagine that such a match would be very welcome to Stapleton, and yet I 
have more than once caught a look of the strongest disapprobation in his 
face when Sir Henry has been paying some attention to his sister. He is 
much attached to her, no doubt, and would lead a lonely life without her, 
but it would seem the height of selfishness if he were to stand in the way 
of her making so brilliant a marriage. Yet I am certain that he does not 
wish their intimacy to ripen into love, and I have several times observed 
that he has taken pains to prevent them from being tete-a-tete1. By the 
way, your instructions to me never to allow Sir Henry to go out alone will 
become very much more onerous if a love affair were to be added to our 
other difficulties. My popularity would soon suffer if I were to carry out 
your orders to the letter. 

The other day—Thursday, to be more exact—Dr. Mortimer lunched 
with us. He has been excavating a barrow at Long Down and has got a 
prehistoric skull which fills him with great joy. Never was there such a 
single-minded enthusiast as he! The Stapletons came in afterwards, and 
the good doctor took us all to the yew alley at Sir Henry’s request to show 
us exactly how everything occurred upon that fatal night. It is a long, 
dismal walk, the yew alley, between two high walls of clipped hedge, with 
a narrow band of grass upon either side. At the far end is an old tumble-
down2 summer-house. Halfway down is the moor-gate, where the old 
gentleman left his cigar-ash. It is a white wooden gate with a latch. Beyond 
it lies the wide moor. I remembered your theory of the affair and tried to 
picture all that had occurred. As the old man stood there he saw 
something coming across the moor, something which terrified him so that 
he lost his wits and ran and ran until he died of sheer horror and 
exhaustion. There was the long, gloomy tunnel down which he fled. And 

 
1 Alone together 
2 Dilapidated, crumbling 
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from what? A sheep-dog of the moor? Or a spectral hound, black, silent, 
and monstrous? Was there a human agency in the matter? Did the pale, 
watchful Barrymore know more than he cared to say? It was all dim and 
vague, but always there is the dark shadow of crime behind it. 

One other neighbour I have met since I wrote last. This is Mr. 
Frankland, of Lafter Hall, who lives some four miles to the south of us. He 
is an elderly man, red-faced, white-haired, and choleric. His passion is for 
the British law, and he has spent a large fortune in litigation. He fights for 
the mere pleasure of fighting and is equally ready to take up either side of 
a question, so that it is no wonder that he has found it a costly amusement. 
Sometimes he will shut up a right of way and defy the parish to make him 
open it. At others he will with his own hands tear down some other man’s 
gate and declare that a path has existed there from time immemorial, 
defying the owner to prosecute him for trespass. He is learned in old 
manorial1 and communal rights, and he applies his knowledge sometimes 
in favour of the villagers of Fernworthy and sometimes against them, so 
that he is periodically either carried in triumph down the village street or 
else burned in effigy, according to his latest exploit. He is said to have 
about seven lawsuits upon his hands at present, which will probably 
swallow up the remainder of his fortune and so draw his sting and leave 
him harmless for the future. Apart from the law he seems a kindly, good-
natured person, and I only mention him because you were particular that 
I should send some description of the people who surround us. He is 
curiously employed at present, for, being an amateur astronomer, he has 
an excellent telescope, with which he lies upon the roof of his own house 
and sweeps the moor all day in the hope of catching a glimpse of the 
escaped convict. If he would confine his energies to this all would be well, 
but there are rumours that he intends to prosecute Dr. Mortimer for 
opening a grave without the consent of the next of kin because he dug up 
the Neolithic skull in the barrow on Long Down. He helps to keep our 
lives from being monotonous and gives a little comic relief where it is 
badly needed. 

And now, having brought you up to date in the escaped convict, the 
Stapletons, Dr. Mortimer, and Frankland, of Lafter Hall, let me end on 
that which is most important and tell you more about the Barrymores, 
and especially about the surprising development of last night. 

First of all about the test telegram, which you sent from London in 
order to make sure that Barrymore was really here. I have already 
explained that the testimony of the postmaster shows that the test was 
worthless and that we have no proof one way or the other. I told Sir Henry 
how the matter stood, and he at once, in his downright fashion, had 

 
1 Laws concerning the rights of tenants living on the property of an estate 
holder and the landlords who hold the estate 
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Barrymore up and asked him whether he had received the telegram 
himself. Barrymore said that he had. 

“Did the boy deliver it into your own hands?” asked Sir Henry. 
Barrymore looked surprised, and considered for a little time. 
“No,” said he, “I was in the box-room1 at the time, and my wife brought 

it up to me.” 
“Did you answer it yourself?” 
“No; I told my wife what to answer and she went down to write it.” 
In the evening he recurred to the subject of his own accord. 
“I could not quite understand the object of your questions this 

morning, Sir Henry,” said he. “I trust that they do not mean that I have 
done anything to forfeit your confidence?” 

Sir Henry had to assure him that it was not so and pacify him by giving 
him a considerable part of his old wardrobe, the London outfit having now 
all arrived. 

Mrs. Barrymore is of interest to me. She is a heavy, solid person, very 
limited, intensely respectable, and inclined to be puritanical. You could 
hardly conceive a less emotional subject. Yet I have told you how, on the 
first night here, I heard her sobbing bitterly, and since then I have more 
than once observed traces of tears upon her face. Some deep sorrow gnaws 
ever at her heart. Sometimes I wonder if she has a guilty memory which 
haunts her, and sometimes I suspect Barrymore of being a domestic 
tyrant. I have always felt that there was something singular and 
questionable in this man’s character, but the adventure of last night brings 
all my suspicions to a head. 

And yet it may seem a small matter in itself. You are aware that I am 
not a very sound sleeper, and since I have been on guard in this house my 
slumbers have been lighter than ever. Last night, about two in the 
morning, I was aroused by a stealthy step passing my room. I rose, opened 
my door, and peeped out. A long black shadow was trailing down the 
corridor. It was thrown by a man who walked softly down the passage with 
a candle held in his hand. He was in shirt and trousers, with no covering 
to his feet. I could merely see the outline, but his height told me that it 
was Barrymore. He walked very slowly and circumspectly, and there was 
something indescribably guilty and furtive in his whole appearance. 

I have told you that the corridor is broken by the balcony which runs 
round the hall, but that it is resumed upon the farther side. I waited until 
he had passed out of sight and then I followed him. When I came round 
the balcony he had reached the end of the farther corridor, and I could see 
from the glimmer of light through an open door that he had entered one 
of the rooms. Now, all these rooms are unfurnished and unoccupied so 

 
1 A small child’s bedroom which can double as a storage room (where boxes 
of packed up items are stored) 
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that his expedition became more mysterious than ever. The light shone 
steadily as if he were standing motionless. I crept down the passage as 
noiselessly as I could and peeped round the corner of the door. 

Barrymore was crouching at the window with the candle held against 
the glass. His profile was half turned towards me, and his face seemed to 
be rigid with expectation as he stared out into the blackness of the moor. 
For some minutes he stood watching intently. Then he gave a deep groan 
and with an impatient gesture he put out the light. Instantly I made my 
way back to my room, and very shortly came the stealthy steps passing 
once more upon their return journey. Long afterwards when I had fallen 
into a light sleep I heard a key turn somewhere in a lock, but I could not 
tell whence the sound came. What it all means I cannot guess, but there 
is some secret business going on in this house of gloom which sooner or 
later we shall get to the bottom of. I do not trouble you with my theories, 
for you asked me to furnish you only with facts. I have had a long talk with 
Sir Henry this morning, and we have made a plan of campaign founded 
upon my observations of last night. I will not speak about it just now, but 
it should make my next report interesting reading. 
 
 

— CHAPTER NINE —  
The Light upon the Moor  

[Second Report of Dr. Watson] 

 
BASKERVILLE HALL, Oct. 15th.  

 
MY DEAR HOLMES: If I was compelled to leave you without much news 
during the early days of my mission you must acknowledge that I am 
making up for lost time, and that events are now crowding thick and fast 
upon us. In my last report I ended upon my top note with Barrymore at 
the window, and now I have quite a budget1 already which will, unless I 
am much mistaken, considerably surprise you. Things have taken a turn 
which I could not have anticipated. In some ways they have within the last 
forty-eight hours become much clearer and in some ways they have 
become more complicated. But I will tell you all and you shall judge for 
yourself. 

Before breakfast on the morning following my adventure I went down 
the corridor and examined the room in which Barrymore had been on the 
night before. The western window through which he had stared so 
intently has, I noticed, one peculiarity above all other windows in the 
house—it commands the nearest outlook on to the moor. There is an 
opening between two trees which enables one from this point of view to  

 
1 List of information 
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look right down upon it, while from all the other windows it is only a 
distant glimpse which can be obtained. It follows, therefore, that 
Barrymore, since only this window would serve the purpose, must have 
been looking out for something or somebody upon the moor. The night 
was very dark, so that I can hardly imagine how he could have hoped to 
see anyone. It had struck me that it was possible that some love intrigue 
was on foot. That would have accounted for his stealthy movements and 
also for the uneasiness of his wife. The man is a striking-looking fellow, 
very well equipped to steal the heart of a country girl, so that this theory 
seemed to have something to support it. That opening of the door which 
I had heard after I had returned to my room might mean that he had gone 
out to keep some clandestine appointment. So I reasoned with myself in 
the morning, and I tell you the direction of my suspicions, however much 
the result may have shown that they were unfounded. 

But whatever the true explanation of Barrymore’s movements might be, 
I felt that the responsibility of keeping them to myself until I could explain 
them was more than I could bear. I had an interview with the baronet in 
his study after breakfast, and I told him all that I had seen. He was less 
surprised than I had expected. 

“I knew that Barrymore walked about nights, and I had a mind to speak 
to him about it,” said he. “Two or three times I have heard his steps in the 
passage, coming and going, just about the hour you name.” 

“Perhaps then he pays a visit every night to that particular window,” I 
suggested. 

“Perhaps he does. If so, we should be able to shadow him and see what 
it is that he is after. I wonder what your friend Holmes would do if he were 
here.” 

“I believe that he would do exactly what you now suggest,” said I. “He 
would follow Barrymore and see what he did.” 

“Then we shall do it together.” 
“But surely he would hear us.” 
“The man is rather deaf, and in any case we must take our chance of 

that. We’ll sit up in my room tonight and wait until he passes.” Sir Henry 
rubbed his hands with pleasure, and it was evident that he hailed the 
adventure as a relief to his somewhat quiet life upon the moor. 

The baronet has been in communication with the architect who 
prepared the plans for Sir Charles, and with a contractor from London, so 
that we may expect great changes to begin here soon. There have been 
decorators and furnishers up from Plymouth, and it is evident that our 
friend has large ideas and means to spare no pains or expense to restore 
the grandeur of his family. When the house is renovated and refurnished, 
all that he will need will be a wife to make it complete. Between ourselves 
there are pretty clear signs that this will not be wanting if the lady is 
willing, for I have seldom seen a man more infatuated with a woman than 
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he is with our beautiful neighbour, Miss Stapleton. And yet the course of 
true love does not run quite as smoothly as one would under the 
circumstances expect. Today, for example, its surface was broken by a very 
unexpected ripple, which has caused our friend considerable perplexity 
and annoyance. 

After the conversation which I have quoted about Barrymore, Sir Henry 
put on his hat and prepared to go out. As a matter of course I did the same. 

“What, are you coming, Watson?” he asked, looking at me in a curious 
way. 

“That depends on whether you are going on the moor,” said I. 
“Yes, I am.” 
“Well, you know what my instructions are. I am sorry to intrude, but 

you heard how earnestly Holmes insisted that I should not leave you, and 
especially that you should not go alone upon the moor.” 

Sir Henry put his hand upon my shoulder with a pleasant smile. 
“My dear fellow,” said he, “Holmes, with all his wisdom, did not foresee 

some things which have happened since I have been on the moor. You 
understand me? I am sure that you are the last man in the world who 
would wish to be a spoil-sport. I must go out alone.” 

It put me in a most awkward position. I was at a loss what to say or 
what to do, and before I had made up my mind he picked up his cane and 
was gone. 

But when I came to think the matter over my conscience reproached 
me bitterly for having on any pretext allowed him to go out of my sight. I 
imagined what my feelings would be if I had to return to you and to 
confess that some misfortune had occurred through my disregard for your 
instructions. I assure you my cheeks flushed at the very thought. It might 
not even now be too late to overtake him, so I set off at once in the 
direction of Merripit House. 

I hurried along the road at the top of my speed without seeing anything 
of Sir Henry, until I came to the point where the moor path branches off. 
There, fearing that perhaps I had come in the wrong direction after all, I 
mounted a hill from which I could command a view—the same hill which 
is cut into the dark quarry. Thence I saw him at once. He was on the moor 
path about a quarter of a mile off, and a lady was by his side who could 
only be Miss Stapleton. It was clear that there was already an 
understanding1 between them and that they had met by appointment. 
They were walking slowly along in deep conversation, and I saw her 
making quick little movements of her hands as if she were very earnest in 
what she was saying, while he listened intently, and once or twice shook 
his head in strong dissent. I stood among the rocks watching them, very 
much puzzled as to what I should do next. To follow them and break into 

 
1 An acknowledgment of a mutual attraction 
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their intimate conversation seemed to be an outrage, and yet my clear 
duty was never for an instant to let him out of my sight. To act the spy 
upon a friend was a hateful task. Still, I could see no better course than to 
observe him from the hill, and to clear my conscience by confessing to 
him afterwards what I had done. It is true that if any sudden danger had 
threatened him I was too far away to be of use, and yet I am sure that you 
will agree with me that the position was very difficult, and that there was 
nothing more which I could do. 

Our friend, Sir Henry, and the lady had halted on the path and were 
standing deeply absorbed in their conversation, when I was suddenly 
aware that I was not the only witness of their interview. A wisp of green 
floating in the air caught my eye, and another glance showed me that it 
was carried on a stick by a man who was moving among the broken 
ground. It was Stapleton with his butterfly-net. He was very much closer 
to the pair than I was, and he appeared to be moving in their direction. At 
this instant Sir Henry suddenly drew Miss Stapleton to his side. His arm 
was round her, but it seemed to me that she was straining away from him 
with her face averted. He stooped his head to hers, and she raised one 
hand as if in protest. Next moment I saw them spring apart and turn 
hurriedly round. Stapleton was the cause of the interruption. He was 
running wildly towards them, his absurd net dangling behind him. He 
gesticulated and almost danced with excitement in front of the lovers. 
What the scene meant I could not imagine, but it seemed to me that 
Stapleton was abusing Sir Henry, who offered explanations, which became 
more angry as the other refused to accept them. The lady stood by in 
haughty silence. Finally Stapleton turned upon his heel and beckoned in 
a peremptory way to his sister, who, after an irresolute glance at Sir Henry, 
walked off by the side of her brother. The naturalist’s angry gestures 
showed that the lady was included in his displeasure. The baronet stood 
for a minute looking after them, and then he walked slowly back the way 
that he had come, his head hanging, the very picture of dejection. 

What all this meant I could not imagine, but I was deeply ashamed to 
have witnessed so intimate a scene without my friend’s knowledge. I ran 
down the hill therefore and met the baronet at the bottom. His face was 
flushed with anger and his brows were wrinkled, like one who is at his 
wit’s ends what to do. 

“Halloa, Watson! Where have you dropped from?” said he. “You don’t 
mean to say that you came after me in spite of all?” 

I explained everything to him: how I had found it impossible to remain 
behind, how I had followed him, and how I had witnessed all that had 
occurred. For an instant his eyes blazed at me, but my frankness disarmed 
his anger, and he broke at last into a rather rueful laugh. 

“You would have thought the middle of that prairie a fairly safe place 
for a man to be private,” said he, “but, by thunder, the whole countryside 
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seems to have been out to see me do my wooing—and a mighty poor 
wooing at that! Where had you engaged a seat?” 

“I was on that hill.” 
“Quite in the back row, eh? But her brother was well up to the front. 

Did you see him come out on us?” 
“Yes, I did.” 
“Did he ever strike you as being crazy—this brother of hers?” 
“I can’t say that he ever did.” 
“I dare say not. I always thought him sane enough until today, but you 

can take it from me that either he or I ought to be in a straitjacket. What’s 
the matter with me, anyhow? You’ve lived near me for some weeks, 
Watson. Tell me straight, now! Is there anything that would prevent me 
from making a good husband to a woman that I loved?” 

“I should say not.” 
“He can’t object to my worldly position, so it must be myself that he 

has this down on. What has he against me? I never hurt man or woman in 
my life that I know of. And yet he would not so much as let me touch the 
tips of her fingers.” 

“Did he say so?” 
“That, and a deal more. I tell you, Watson, I’ve only known her these 

few weeks, but from the first I just felt that she was made for me, and she, 
too—she was happy when she was with me, and that I’ll swear. There’s a 
light in a woman’s eyes that speaks louder than words. But he has never 
let us get together and it was only today for the first time that I saw a 
chance of having a few words with her alone. She was glad to meet me, 
but when she did it was not love that she would talk about, and she 
wouldn’t have let me talk about it either if she could have stopped it. She 
kept coming back to it that this was a place of danger, and that she would 
never be happy until I had left it. I told her that since I had seen her I was 
in no hurry to leave it, and that if she really wanted me to go, the only way 
to work it was for her to arrange to go with me. With that I offered in as 
many words to marry her, but before she could answer, down came this 
brother of hers, running at us with a face on him like a madman. He was 
just white with rage, and those light eyes of his were blazing with fury. 
What was I doing with the lady? How dared I offer her attentions which 
were distasteful to her? Did I think that because I was a baronet I could 
do what I liked? If he had not been her brother I should have known better 
how to answer him. As it was I told him that my feelings towards his sister 
were such as I was not ashamed of, and that I hoped that she might honour 
me by becoming my wife. That seemed to make the matter no better, so 
then I lost my temper too, and I answered him rather more hotly than I 
should perhaps, considering that she was standing by. So it ended by his 
going off with her, as you saw, and here am I as badly puzzled a man as 
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any in this county. Just tell me what it all means, Watson, and I’ll owe you 
more than ever I can hope to pay.” 

I tried one or two explanations, but, indeed, I was completely puzzled 
myself. Our friend’s title, his fortune, his age, his character, and his 
appearance are all in his favour, and I know nothing against him unless it 
be this dark fate which runs in his family. That his advances should be 
rejected so brusquely without any reference to the lady’s own wishes and 
that the lady should accept the situation without protest is very amazing. 
However, our conjectures were set at rest by a visit from Stapleton himself 
that very afternoon. He had come to offer apologies for his rudeness of the 
morning, and after a long private interview with Sir Henry in his study the 
upshot of their conversation was that the breach is quite healed, and that 
we are to dine at Merripit House next Friday as a sign of it. 

“I don’t say now that he isn’t a crazy man,” said Sir Henry; “I can’t forget 
the look in his eyes when he ran at me this morning, but I must allow that 
no man could make a more handsome apology than he has done.” 

“Did he give any explanation of his conduct?” 
“His sister is everything in his life, he says. That is natural enough, and 

I am glad that he should understand her value. They have always been 
together, and according to his account he has been a very lonely man with 
only her as a companion, so that the thought of losing her was really 
terrible to him. He had not understood, he said, that I was becoming 
attached to her, but when he saw with his own eyes that it was really so, 
and that she might be taken away from him, it gave him such a shock that 
for a time he was not responsible for what he said or did. He was very sorry 
for all that had passed, and he recognized how foolish and how selfish it 
was that he should imagine that he could hold a beautiful woman like his 
sister to himself for her whole life. If she had to leave him he had rather it 
was to a neighbour like myself than to anyone else. But in any case it was 
a blow to him and it would take him some time before he could prepare 
himself to meet it. He would withdraw all opposition upon his part if I 
would promise for three months to let the matter rest and to be content 
with cultivating the lady’s friendship during that time without claiming 
her love. This I promised, and so the matter rests.” 

So there is one of our small mysteries cleared up. It is something to 
have touched bottom anywhere in this bog in which we are floundering. 
We know now why Stapleton looked with disfavour upon his sister’s 
suitor—even when that suitor was so eligible a one as Sir Henry. And now 
I pass on to another thread which I have extricated out of the tangled 
skein1, the mystery of the sobs in the night, of the tear-stained face of Mrs. 
Barrymore, of the secret journey of the butler to the western lattice 
window. Congratulate me, my dear Holmes, and tell me that I have not 

 
1 Loosely coiled bundle of yarn 
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disappointed you as an agent—that you do not regret the confidence 
which you showed in me when you sent me down. All these things have 
by one night’s work been thoroughly cleared. 

I have said “by one night’s work,” but, in truth, it was by two nights’ 
work, for on the first we drew entirely blank. I sat up with Sir Henry in his 
rooms until nearly three o’clock in the morning, but no sound of any sort 
did we hear except the chiming clock upon the stairs. It was a most 
melancholy vigil and ended by each of us falling asleep in our chairs. 
Fortunately we were not discouraged, and we determined to try again. The 
next night we lowered the lamp and sat smoking cigarettes without 
making the least sound. It was incredible how slowly the hours crawled 
by, and yet we were helped through it by the same sort of patient interest 
which the hunter must feel as he watches the trap into which he hopes 
the game may wander. One struck, and two, and we had almost for the 
second time given it up in despair when in an instant we both sat bolt 
upright in our chairs with all our weary senses keenly on the alert once 
more. We had heard the creak of a step in the passage. 

Very stealthily we heard it pass along until it died away in the distance. 
Then the baronet gently opened his door and we set out in pursuit. 
Already our man had gone round the gallery and the corridor was all in 
darkness. Softly we stole along until we had come into the other wing. We 
were just in time to catch a glimpse of the tall, black-bearded figure, his 
shoulders rounded as he tiptoed down the passage. Then he passed 
through the same door as before, and the light of the candle framed it in 
the darkness and shot one single yellow beam across the gloom of the 
corridor. We shuffled cautiously towards it, trying every plank before we 
dared to put our whole weight upon it. We had taken the precaution of 
leaving our boots behind us, but, even so, the old boards snapped and 
creaked beneath our tread. Sometimes it seemed impossible that he 
should fail to hear our approach. However, the man is fortunately rather 
deaf, and he was entirely preoccupied in that which he was doing. When 
at last we reached the door and peeped through we found him crouching 
at the window, candle in hand, his white, intent face pressed against the 
pane, exactly as I had seen him two nights before. 

We had arranged no plan of campaign, but the baronet is a man to 
whom the most direct way is always the most natural. He walked into the 
room, and as he did so Barrymore sprang up from the window with a sharp 
hiss of his breath and stood, livid and trembling, before us. His dark eyes, 
glaring out of the white mask of his face, were full of horror and 
astonishment as he gazed from Sir Henry to me. 

“What are you doing here, Barrymore?” 
“Nothing, sir.” His agitation was so great that he could hardly speak, 

and the shadows sprang up and down from the shaking of his candle. “It 
was the window, sir. I go round at night to see that they are fastened.” 
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“On the second floor?” 
“Yes, sir, all the windows.” 
“Look here, Barrymore,” said Sir Henry sternly, “we have made up our 

minds to have the truth out of you, so it will save you trouble to tell it 
sooner rather than later. Come, now! No lies! What were you doing at that 
window?” 

The fellow looked at us in a helpless way, and he wrung his hands 
together like one who is in the last extremity of doubt and misery. 

“I was doing no harm, sir. I was holding a candle to the window.” 
“And why were you holding a candle to the window?” 
“Don’t ask me, Sir Henry—don’t ask me! I give you my word, sir, that it 

is not my secret, and that I cannot tell it. If it concerned no one but myself 
I would not try to keep it from you.” 

A sudden idea occurred to me, and I took the candle from the trembling 
hand of the butler. 

“He must have been holding it as a signal,” said I. “Let us see if there is 
any answer.” I held it as he had done, and stared out into the darkness of 
the night. Vaguely I could discern the black bank of the trees and the 
lighter expanse of the moor, for the moon was behind the clouds. And 
then I gave a cry of exultation, for a tiny pinpoint of yellow light had 
suddenly transfixed the dark veil, and glowed steadily in the centre of the 
black square framed by the window. 

“There it is!” I cried. 
“No, no, sir, it is nothing—nothing at all!” the butler broke in; “I assure 

you, sir—” 
“Move your light across the window, Watson!” cried the baronet. “See, 

the other moves also! Now, you rascal, do you deny that it is a signal? 
Come, speak up! Who is your confederate out yonder, and what is this 
conspiracy that is going on?” 

The man’s face became openly defiant. “It is my business, and not 
yours. I will not tell.” 

“Then you leave my employment right away.” 
“Very good, sir. If I must I must.” 
“And you go in disgrace. By thunder, you may well be ashamed of 

yourself. Your family has lived with mine for over a hundred years under 
this roof, and here I find you deep in some dark plot against me.” 

“No, no, sir; no, not against you!” It was a woman’s voice, and Mrs. 
Barrymore, paler and more horror-struck than her husband, was standing 
at the door. Her bulky figure in a shawl and skirt might have been comic 
were it not for the intensity of feeling upon her face. 

“We have to go, Eliza. This is the end of it. You can pack our things,” 
said the butler. 
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“Oh, John, John, have I brought you to this? It is my doing, Sir Henry—
all mine. He has done nothing except for my sake and because I asked 
him.” 

“Speak out, then! What does it mean?” 
“My unhappy brother is starving on the moor. We cannot let him perish 

at our very gates. The light is a signal to him that food is ready for him, 
and his light out yonder is to show the spot to which to bring it.” 

“Then your brother is—” 
“The escaped convict, sir—Selden, the criminal.” 
“That’s the truth, sir,” said Barrymore. “I said that it was not my secret 

and that I could not tell it to you. But now you have heard it, and you will 
see that if there was a plot it was not against you.” 

This, then, was the explanation of the stealthy expeditions at night and 
the light at the window. Sir Henry and I both stared at the woman in 
amazement. Was it possible that this stolidly respectable person was of 
the same blood as one of the most notorious criminals in the country? 

“Yes, sir, my name was Selden, and he is my younger brother. We 
humoured him too much when he was a lad and gave him his own way in 
everything until he came to think that the world was made for his 
pleasure, and that he could do what he liked in it. Then as he grew older 
he met wicked companions, and the devil entered into him until he broke 
my mother’s heart and dragged our name in the dirt. From crime to crime 
he sank lower and lower until it is only the mercy of God which has 
snatched him from the scaffold; but to me, sir, he was always the little 
curly-headed boy that I had nursed and played with as an elder sister 
would. That was why he broke prison, sir. He knew that I was here and 
that we could not refuse to help him. When he dragged himself here one 
night, weary and starving, with the warders hard at his heels, what could 
we do? We took him in and fed him and cared for him. Then you returned, 
sir, and my brother thought he would be safer on the moor than anywhere 
else until the hue and cry was over, so he lay in hiding there. But every 
second night we made sure if he was still there by putting a light in the 
window, and if there was an answer my husband took out some bread and 
meat to him. Every day we hoped that he was gone, but as long as he was 
there we could not desert him. That is the whole truth, as I am an honest 
Christian woman and you will see that if there is blame in the matter it 
does not lie with my husband but with me, for whose sake he has done all 
that he has.” 

The woman’s words came with an intense earnestness which carried 
conviction with them. 

“Is this true, Barrymore?” 
“Yes, Sir Henry. Every word of it.” 
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“Well, I cannot blame you for standing by your own wife. Forget what 
I have said. Go to your room, you two, and we shall talk further about this 
matter in the morning.” 

When they were gone we looked out of the window again. Sir Henry 
had flung it open, and the cold night wind beat in upon our faces. Far away 
in the black distance there still glowed that one tiny point of yellow light. 

“I wonder he dares,” said Sir Henry. 
“It may be so placed as to be only visible from here.” 
“Very likely. How far do you think it is?” 
“Out by the Cleft Tor1, I think.” 
“Not more than a mile or two off.” 
“Hardly that.” 
“Well, it cannot be far if Barrymore had to carry out the food to it. And 

he is waiting, this villain, beside that candle. By thunder, Watson, I am 
going out to take that man!” 

The same thought had crossed my own mind. It was not as if the 
Barrymores had taken us into their confidence. Their secret had been 
forced from them. The man was a danger to the community, an 
unmitigated scoundrel for whom there was neither pity nor excuse. We 
were only doing our duty in taking this chance of putting him back where 
he could do no harm. With his brutal and violent nature, others would 
have to pay the price if we held our hands. Any night, for example, our 
neighbours the Stapletons might be attacked by him, and it may have been 
the thought of this which made Sir Henry so keen upon the adventure. 

“I will come,” said I. 
“Then get your revolver2 and put on your boots. The sooner we start 

the better, as the fellow may put out his light and be off.” 
In five minutes we were outside the door, starting upon our expedition. 

We hurried through the dark shrubbery, amid the dull moaning of the 
autumn wind and the rustle of the falling leaves. The night air was heavy 
with the smell of damp and decay. Now and again the moon peeped out 
for an instant, but clouds were driving over the face of the sky, and just as 
we came out on the moor a thin rain began to fall. The light still burned 
steadily in front. 

“Are you armed?” I asked. 
“I have a hunting-crop3.” 

 
1 That is, Cleft Rock, a tourist attraction near the village of Ashburton in 
Dartmoor 
2 If this is assumed to be Watson’s service revolver, it is most likely an Adams 
Mk III revolver, which fired a .450 slug 
3 A short cane with a handle at one end and a lash at the other, often 
“loaded” with a steel core which could turn them into dangerous bludgeons 
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“We must close in on him rapidly, for he is said to be a desperate fellow. 
We shall take him by surprise and have him at our mercy before he can 
resist.” 

“I say, Watson,” said the baronet, “what would Holmes say to this? How 
about that hour of darkness in which the power of evil is exalted?” 

As if in answer to his words there rose suddenly out of the vast gloom 
of the moor that strange cry which I had already heard upon the borders 
of the great Grimpen Mire. It came with the wind through the silence of 
the night, a long, deep mutter, then a rising howl, and then the sad moan 
in which it died away. Again and again it sounded, the whole air throbbing 
with it, strident, wild, and menacing. The baronet caught my sleeve and 
his face glimmered white through the darkness. 

“My God, what’s that, Watson?” 
“I don’t know. It’s a sound they have on the moor. I heard it once 

before.” 
It died away, and an absolute silence closed in upon us. We stood 

straining our ears, but nothing came. 
“Watson,” said the baronet, “it was the cry of a hound.” 
My blood ran cold in my veins, for there was a break in his voice which 

told of the sudden horror which had seized him. 
“What do they call this sound?” he asked. 
“Who?” 
“The folk on the countryside.” 
“Oh, they are ignorant people. Why should you mind what they call it?” 
“Tell me, Watson. What do they say of it?” 
I hesitated but could not escape the question. 
“They say it is the cry of the Hound of the Baskervilles.” 
He groaned and was silent for a few moments. 
“A hound it was,” he said at last, “but it seemed to come from miles 

away, over yonder, I think.” 
“It was hard to say whence it came.” 
“It rose and fell with the wind. Isn’t that the direction of the great 

Grimpen Mire?” 
“Yes, it is.” 
“Well, it was up there. Come now, Watson, didn’t you think yourself 

that it was the cry of a hound? I am not a child. You need not fear to speak 
the truth.” 

“Stapleton was with me when I heard it last. He said that it might be 
the calling of a strange bird.” 

“No, no, it was a hound. My God, can there be some truth in all these 
stories? Is it possible that I am really in danger from so dark a cause? You 
don’t believe it, do you, Watson?” 

“No, no.” 



116 
 

“And yet it was one thing to laugh about it in London, and it is another 
to stand out here in the darkness of the moor and to hear such a cry as 
that. And my uncle! There was the footprint of the hound beside him as 
he lay. It all fits together. I don’t think that I am a coward, Watson, but 
that sound seemed to freeze my very blood. Feel my hand!” 

It was as cold as a block of marble. 
“You’ll be all right tomorrow.” 
“I don’t think I’ll get that cry out of my head. What do you advise that 

we do now?” 
“Shall we turn back?” 
“No, by thunder; we have come out to get our man, and we will do it. 

We after the convict, and a hell-hound, as likely as not, after us. Come on! 
We’ll see it through if all the fiends of the pit were loose upon the moor.” 

We stumbled slowly along in the darkness, with the black loom of the 
craggy hills around us, and the yellow speck of light burning steadily in 
front. There is nothing so deceptive as the distance of a light upon a pitch-
dark night, and sometimes the glimmer seemed to be far away upon the 
horizon and sometimes it might have been within a few yards of us. But 
at last we could see whence it came, and then we knew that we were 
indeed very close. A guttering1 candle was stuck in a crevice of the rocks 
which flanked it on each side so as to keep the wind from it and also to 
prevent it from being visible, save in the direction of Baskerville Hall. A 
boulder of granite concealed our approach, and crouching behind it we 
gazed over it at the signal light. It was strange to see this single candle 
burning there in the middle of the moor, with no sign of life near it—just 
the one straight yellow flame and the gleam of the rock on each side of it. 

“What shall we do now?” whispered Sir Henry. 
“Wait here. He must be near his light. Let us see if we can get a glimpse 

of him.” 
The words were hardly out of my mouth when we both saw him. Over 

the rocks, in the crevice of which the candle burned, there was thrust out 
an evil yellow face, a terrible animal face, all seamed and scored with vile 
passions. Foul with mire, with a bristling beard, and hung with matted 
hair, it might well have belonged to one of those old savages who dwelt in 
the burrows on the hillsides. The light beneath him was reflected in his 
small, cunning eyes which peered fiercely to right and left through the 
darkness like a crafty and savage animal who has heard the steps of the 
hunters. 

Something had evidently aroused his suspicions. It may have been that 
Barrymore had some private signal which we had neglected to give, or the 
fellow may have had some other reason for thinking that all was not well, 
but I could read his fears upon his wicked face. Any instant he might dash 

 
1 Flickering violently, burning lowly 
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out the light and vanish in the darkness. I sprang forward therefore, and 
Sir Henry did the same. At the same moment the convict screamed out a 
curse at us and hurled a rock which splintered up against the boulder 
which had sheltered us. I caught one glimpse of his short, squat, strongly 
built figure as he sprang to his feet and turned to run. At the same moment 
by a lucky chance the moon broke through the clouds. We rushed over 
the brow of the hill, and there was our man running with great speed 
down the other side, springing over the stones in his way with the activity 
of a mountain goat. A lucky long shot of my revolver might have crippled 
him, but I had brought it only to defend myself if attacked and not to 
shoot an unarmed man who was running away. 

We were both swift runners and in fairly good training, but we soon 
found that we had no chance of overtaking him. We saw him for a long 
time in the moonlight until he was only a small speck moving swiftly 
among the boulders upon the side of a distant hill. We ran and ran until 
we were completely blown1, but the space between us grew ever wider. 
Finally we stopped and sat panting on two rocks, while we watched him 
disappearing in the distance. 

And it was at this moment that there occurred a most strange and 
unexpected thing. We had risen from our rocks and were turning to go 
home, having abandoned the hopeless chase. The moon was low upon the 
right, and the jagged pinnacle of a granite tor stood up against the lower 
curve of its silver disc. There, outlined as black as an ebony statue on that 
shining background, I saw the figure of a man upon the tor. Do not think 
that it was a delusion, Holmes. I assure you that I have never in my life 
seen anything more clearly. As far as I could judge, the figure was that of 
a tall, thin man. He stood with his legs a little separated, his arms folded, 
his head bowed, as if he were brooding over that enormous wilderness of 
peat and granite which lay before him. He might have been the very spirit 
of that terrible place. It was not the convict. This man was far from the 
place where the latter had disappeared. Besides, he was a much taller man. 
With a cry of surprise I pointed him out to the baronet, but in the instant 
during which I had turned to grasp his arm the man was gone. There was 
the sharp pinnacle of granite still cutting the lower edge of the moon, but 
its peak bore no trace of that silent and motionless figure. 

I wished to go in that direction and to search the tor, but it was some 
distance away. The baronet’s nerves were still quivering from that cry, 
which recalled the dark story of his family, and he was not in the mood 
for fresh adventures. He had not seen this lonely man upon the tor and 
could not feel the thrill which his strange presence and his commanding 
attitude had given to me. “A warder, no doubt,” said he. “The moor has 
been thick with them since this fellow escaped.” Well, perhaps his 

 
1 Fatigued, exhausted 
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explanation may be the right one, but I should like to have some further 
proof of it. Today we mean to communicate to the Princetown people 
where they should look for their missing man, but it is hard lines1 that we 
have not actually had the triumph of bringing him back as our own 
prisoner. Such are the adventures of last night, and you must 
acknowledge, my dear Holmes, that I have done you very well in the 
matter of a report. Much of what I tell you is no doubt quite irrelevant, 
but still I feel that it is best that I should let you have all the facts and leave 
you to select for yourself those which will be of most service to you in 
helping you to your conclusions. We are certainly making some progress. 
So far as the Barrymores go we have found the motive of their actions, and 
that has cleared up the situation very much. But the moor with its 
mysteries and its strange inhabitants remains as inscrutable as ever. 
Perhaps in my next I may be able to throw some light upon this also. Best 
of all would it be if you could come down to us. In any case you will hear 
from me again in the course of the next few days. 
 
 

— CHAPTER TEN —  
Extract from the Diary of Dr. Watson 

 
SO far I have been able to quote from the reports which I have forwarded 
during these early days to Sherlock Holmes. Now, however, I have arrived 
at a point in my narrative where I am compelled to abandon this method 
and to trust once more to my recollections, aided by the diary which I kept 
at the time. A few extracts from the latter will carry me on to those scenes 
which are indelibly fixed in every detail upon my memory. I proceed, then, 
from the morning which followed our abortive chase of the convict and 
our other strange experiences upon the moor. 
 
October 16th. A dull and foggy day with a drizzle of rain. The house is 
banked in with rolling clouds, which rise now and then to show the dreary 
curves of the moor, with thin, silver veins upon the sides of the hills, and 
the distant boulders gleaming where the light strikes upon their wet faces. 
It is melancholy outside and in. The baronet is in a black reaction2 after 
the excitements of the night. I am conscious myself of a weight at my heart 
and a feeling of impending danger—ever present danger, which is the 
more terrible because I am unable to define it. 

And have I not cause for such a feeling? Consider the long sequence of 
incidents which have all pointed to some sinister influence which is at 
work around us. There is the death of the last occupant of the Hall,  

 
1 Tough luck; too bad 
2 Dark mood, depression 
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fulfilling so exactly the conditions of the family legend, and there are the 
repeated reports from peasants of the appearance of a strange creature 
upon the moor. Twice I have with my own ears heard the sound which 
resembled the distant baying of a hound. It is incredible, impossible, that 
it should really be outside the ordinary laws of nature. A spectral hound 
which leaves material footmarks and fills the air with its howling is surely 
not to be thought of. Stapleton may fall in with such a superstition, and 
Mortimer also, but if I have one quality upon earth it is common sense, 
and nothing will persuade me to believe in such a thing. To do so would 
be to descend to the level of these poor peasants, who are not content with 
a mere fiend dog but must needs describe him with hell-fire shooting from 
his mouth and eyes. Holmes would not listen to such fancies, and I am his 
agent. But facts are facts, and I have twice heard this crying upon the 
moor. Suppose that there were really some huge hound loose upon it; that 
would go far to explain everything. But where could such a hound lie 
concealed, where did it get its food, where did it come from, how was it 
that no one saw it by day? It must be confessed that the natural 
explanation offers almost as many difficulties as the other. And always, 
apart from the hound, there is the fact of the human agency in London, 
the man in the cab, and the letter which warned Sir Henry against the 
moor. This at least was real, but it might have been the work of a 
protecting friend as easily as of an enemy. Where is that friend or enemy 
now? Has he remained in London, or has he followed us down here? Could 
he—could he be the stranger whom I saw upon the tor? 

It is true that I have had only the one glance at him, and yet there are 
some things to which I am ready to swear. He is no one whom I have seen 
down here, and I have now met all the neighbours. The figure was far taller 
than that of Stapleton, far thinner than that of Frankland. Barrymore it 
might possibly have been, but we had left him behind us, and I am certain 
that he could not have followed us. A stranger then is still dogging us, just 
as a stranger dogged us in London. We have never shaken him off. If I 
could lay my hands upon that man, then at last we might find ourselves 
at the end of all our difficulties. To this one purpose I must now devote all 
my energies. 

My first impulse was to tell Sir Henry all my plans. My second and 
wisest one is to play my own game and speak as little as possible to 
anyone. He is silent and distrait. His nerves have been strangely shaken 
by that sound upon the moor. I will say nothing to add to his anxieties, 
but I will take my own steps to attain my own end. 

We had a small scene this morning after breakfast. Barrymore asked 
leave to speak with Sir Henry, and they were closeted1 in his study some 
little time. Sitting in the billiard-room I more than once heard the sound 

 
1 In private conference 
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of voices raised, and I had a pretty good idea what the point was which 
was under discussion. After a time the baronet opened his door and called 
for me. “Barrymore considers that he has a grievance,” he said. “He thinks 
that it was unfair on our part to hunt his brother-in-law down when he, 
of his own free will, had told us the secret.” 

The butler was standing very pale but very collected before us. 
“I may have spoken too warmly, sir,” said he, “and if I have, I am sure 

that I beg your pardon. At the same time, I was very much surprised when 
I heard you two gentlemen come back this morning and learned that you 
had been chasing Selden. The poor fellow has enough to fight against 
without my putting more upon his track.” 

“If you had told us of your own free will it would have been a different 
thing,” said the baronet, “you only told us, or rather your wife only told 
us, when it was forced from you and you could not help yourself.” 

“I didn’t think you would have taken advantage of it, Sir Henry—indeed 
I didn’t.” 

“The man is a public danger. There are lonely houses scattered over the 
moor, and he is a fellow who would stick at nothing. You only want to get 
a glimpse of his face to see that. Look at Mr. Stapleton’s house, for 
example, with no one but himself to defend it. There’s no safety for anyone 
until he is under lock and key.” 

“He’ll break into no house, sir. I give you my solemn word upon that. 
But he will never trouble anyone in this country again. I assure you, Sir 
Henry, that in a very few days the necessary arrangements will have been 
made and he will be on his way to South America. For God’s sake, sir, I 
beg of you not to let the police know that he is still on the moor. They 
have given up the chase there, and he can lie quiet until the ship is ready 
for him. You can’t tell on him without getting my wife and me into trouble. 
I beg you, sir, to say nothing to the police.” 

“What do you say, Watson?” 
I shrugged my shoulders. “If he were safely out of the country it would 

relieve the tax-payer of a burden.” 
“But how about the chance of his holding someone up before he goes?” 
“He would not do anything so mad, sir. We have provided him with all 

that he can want. To commit a crime would be to show where he was 
hiding.” 

“That is true,” said Sir Henry. “Well, Barrymore—” 
“God bless you, sir, and thank you from my heart! It would have killed 

my poor wife had he been taken again.” 
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“I guess we are aiding and abetting a felony, Watson1? But, after what 
we have heard I don’t feel as if I could give the man up, so there is an end 
of it. All right, Barrymore, you can go.” 

With a few broken words of gratitude the man turned, but he hesitated 
and then came back. 

“You’ve been so kind to us, sir, that I should like to do the best I can for 
you in return. I know something, Sir Henry, and perhaps I should have 
said it before, but it was long after the inquest that I found it out. I’ve 
never breathed a word about it yet to mortal man. It’s about poor Sir 
Charles’s death.” 

The baronet and I were both upon our feet. “Do you know how he 
died?” 

“No, sir, I don’t know that.” 
“What then?” 
“I know why he was at the gate at that hour. It was to meet a woman.” 
“To meet a woman! He?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“And the woman’s name?” 
“I can’t give you the name, sir, but I can give you the initials. Her initials 

were L. L.” 
“How do you know this, Barrymore?” 
“Well, Sir Henry, your uncle had a letter that morning. He had usually 

a great many letters, for he was a public man and well known for his kind 
heart, so that everyone who was in trouble was glad to turn to him. But 
that morning, as it chanced, there was only this one letter, so I took the 
more notice of it. It was from Coombe Tracey, and it was addressed in a 
woman’s hand.” 

“Well?” 
“Well, sir, I thought no more of the matter, and never would have done 

had it not been for my wife. Only a few weeks ago she was cleaning out Sir 
Charles’s study—it had never been touched since his death—and she 
found the ashes of a burned letter in the back of the grate. The greater 
part of it was charred to pieces, but one little slip, the end of a page, hung 
together, and the writing could still be read, though it was gray on a black 
ground. It seemed to us to be a postscript at the end of the letter and it 
said: ‘Please, please, as you are a gentleman, burn this letter, and be at the 
gate by ten o clock. Beneath it were signed the initials L. L.” 

“Have you got that slip?” 

 
1 Holmes and Watson have a long rap-sheet of breaking the law, giving 
criminals a chance to escape the country, and taking legal authority into their 
own hands. They break laws in almost every single adventure (including 
trespassing, breaking and entering, accessory after the fact, tort, false 
imprisonment, assault and battery, theft, blackmail, and extortion)  
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“No, sir, it crumbled all to bits after we moved it.” 
“Had Sir Charles received any other letters in the same writing?” 
“Well, sir, I took no particular notice of his letters. I should not have 

noticed this one, only it happened to come alone.” 
“And you have no idea who L. L. is?” 
“No, sir. No more than you have. But I expect if we could lay our hands 

upon that lady we should know more about Sir Charles’s death.” 
“I cannot understand, Barrymore, how you came to conceal this 

important information.” 
“Well, sir, it was immediately after that our own trouble came to us. 

And then again, sir, we were both of us very fond of Sir Charles, as we well 
might be considering all that he has done for us. To rake this up couldn’t 
help our poor master, and it’s well to go carefully when there’s a lady in 
the case. Even the best of us—” 

“You thought it might injure his reputation?” 
“Well, sir, I thought no good could come of it. But now you have been 

kind to us, and I feel as if it would be treating you unfairly not to tell you 
all that I know about the matter.” 

“Very good, Barrymore; you can go.” When the butler had left us Sir 
Henry turned to me. “Well, Watson, what do you think of this new light?” 

“It seems to leave the darkness rather blacker than before.” 
“So I think. But if we can only trace L. L. it should clear up the whole 

business. We have gained that much. We know that there is someone who 
has the facts if we can only find her. What do you think we should do?” 

“Let Holmes know all about it at once. It will give him the clue for which 
he has been seeking. I am much mistaken if it does not bring him down.” 

I went at once to my room and drew up my report of the morning’s 
conversation for Holmes. It was evident to me that he had been very busy 
of late, for the notes which I had from Baker Street were few and short, 
with no comments upon the information which I had supplied and hardly 
any reference to my mission. No doubt his blackmailing case is absorbing 
all his faculties. And yet this new factor must surely arrest his attention 
and renew his interest. I wish that he were here. 

 
October 17th. All day today the rain poured down, rustling on the ivy and 
dripping from the eaves. I thought of the convict out upon the bleak, cold, 
shelterless moor. Poor devil! Whatever his crimes, he has suffered 
something to atone for them. And then I thought of that other one—the 
face in the cab, the figure against the moon. Was he also out in that 
deluged—the unseen watcher, the man of darkness? In the evening I put 
on my waterproof1 and I walked far upon the sodden moor, full of dark 
imaginings, the rain beating upon my face and the wind whistling about 

 
1 Raincoat 
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my ears. God help those who wander into the great mire now, for even the 
firm uplands are becoming a morass. I found the black tor1 upon which I 
had seen the solitary watcher, and from its craggy summit I looked out 
myself across the melancholy downs. Rain squalls drifted across their 
russet face, and the heavy, slate-coloured clouds hung low over the 
landscape, trailing in gray wreaths down the sides of the fantastic hills. In 
the distant hollow on the left, half hidden by the mist, the two thin towers 
of Baskerville Hall rose above the trees. They were the only signs of human 
life which I could see, save only those prehistoric huts which lay thickly 
upon the slopes of the hills. Nowhere was there any trace of that lonely 
man whom I had seen on the same spot two nights before. 

As I walked back I was overtaken by Dr. Mortimer driving in his dog-
cart2 over a rough moorland track which led from the outlying farmhouse 
of Foulmire. He has been very attentive to us, and hardly a day has passed 
that he has not called at the Hall to see how we were getting on. He 
insisted upon my climbing into his dog-cart, and he gave me a lift 
homeward. I found him much troubled over the disappearance of his little 
spaniel. It had wandered on to the moor and had never come back. I gave 
him such consolation as I might, but I thought of the pony on the Grimpen 
Mire, and I do not fancy that he will see his little dog again. 

“By the way, Mortimer,” said I as we jolted along the rough road, “I 
suppose there are few people living within driving distance of this whom 
you do not know?” 

“Hardly any, I think.” 
“Can you, then, tell me the name of any woman whose initials are L. 

L.?” 
He thought for a few minutes. 
“No,” said he. “There are a few gipsies and labouring folk for whom I 

can’t answer, but among the farmers or gentry there is no one whose 
initials are those. Wait a bit though,” he added after a pause. “There is 
Laura Lyons—her initials are L. L.—but she lives in Coombe Tracey.” 

“Who is she?” I asked. 
“She is Frankland’s daughter.” 
“What! Old Frankland the crank?” 
“Exactly. She married an artist named Lyons, who came sketching on 

the moor. He proved to be a blackguard3 and deserted her. The fault from 
what I hear may not have been entirely on one side4. Her father refused to 

 
1 Suggested by scholars to be either Black Tor, outside of Princetown, or 
nearby Shipley Tor 
2 A light, two-wheeled carriage driven by one horse and usually able to fit two 
riders 
3 Rascal, reprobate, villain 
4 The implication is that both parties were having extramarital affairs 
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have anything to do with her because she had married without his consent 
and perhaps for one or two other reasons as well. So, between the old 
sinner and the young one the girl has had a pretty bad time.” 

“How does she live?” 
“I fancy old Frankland allows her a pittance1, but it cannot be more, for 

his own affairs are considerably involved2. Whatever she may have 
deserved one could not allow her to go hopelessly to the bad. Her story 
got about, and several of the people here did something to enable her to 
earn an honest living. Stapleton did for one, and Sir Charles for another. I 
gave a trifle myself. It was to set her up in a typewriting business.” 

He wanted to know the object of my inquiries, but I managed to satisfy 
his curiosity without telling him too much, for there is no reason why we 
should take anyone into our confidence. Tomorrow morning I shall find 
my way to Coombe Tracey, and if I can see this Mrs. Laura Lyons, of 
equivocal reputation, a long step will have been made towards clearing 
one incident in this chain of mysteries. I am certainly developing the 
wisdom of the serpent3, for when Mortimer pressed his questions to an 
inconvenient extent I asked him casually to what type Frankland’s skull 
belonged, and so heard nothing but craniology4 for the rest of our drive. I 
have not lived for years with Sherlock Holmes for nothing. 

I have only one other incident to record upon this tempestuous and 
melancholy day. This was my conversation with Barrymore just now, 
which gives me one more strong card which I can play in due time. 

Mortimer had stayed to dinner, and he and the baronet played ecarte5 
afterwards. The butler brought me my coffee into the library, and I took 
the chance to ask him a few questions. 

“Well,” said I, “has this precious relation of yours departed, or is he still 
lurking out yonder?” 

“I don’t know, sir. I hope to heaven that he has gone, for he has brought 
nothing but trouble here! I’ve not heard of him since I left out food for 
him last, and that was three days ago.” 

“Did you see him then?” 
“No, sir, but the food was gone when next I went that way.” 
“Then he was certainly there?” 
“So you would think, sir, unless it was the other man who took it.” 
I sat with my coffee-cup halfway to my lips and stared at Barrymore. 

 
1 Meager allowance 
2 “His own finances are a mess” 
3 An allusion to Christ’s advice to his disciples to be as devious as serpents but 
as harmless as doves (Matthew 10:16). Watson suggests that he has used a 
cunning ploy to distract Mortimer 
4 The pseudo-scientific study of human skull shapes (phrenology) 
5 A two-person card game 
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“You know that there is another man then?” 
“Yes, sir; there is another man upon the moor.” 
“Have you seen him?” 
“No, sir.” 
“How do you know of him then?” 
“Selden told me of him, sir, a week ago or more. He’s in hiding, too, but 

he’s not a convict as far as I can make out. I don’t like it, Dr. Watson—I 
tell you straight, sir, that I don’t like it.” He spoke with a sudden passion 
of earnestness. 

“Now, listen to me, Barrymore! I have no interest in this matter but that 
of your master. I have come here with no object except to help him. Tell 
me, frankly, what it is that you don’t like.” 

Barrymore hesitated for a moment, as if he regretted his outburst or 
found it difficult to express his own feelings in words. 

“It’s all these goings-on, sir,” he cried at last, waving his hand towards 
the rain-lashed window which faced the moor. “There’s foul play 
somewhere, and there’s black villainy brewing, to that I’ll swear! Very glad 
I should be, sir, to see Sir Henry on his way back to London again!” 

“But what is it that alarms you?” 
“Look at Sir Charles’s death! That was bad enough, for all that the 

coroner said. Look at the noises on the moor at night. There’s not a man 
would cross it after sundown if he was paid for it. Look at this stranger 
hiding out yonder, and watching and waiting! What’s he waiting for? 
What does it mean? It means no good to anyone of the name of 
Baskerville, and very glad I shall be to be quit of it all on the day that Sir 
Henry’s new servants are ready to take over the Hall.” 

“But about this stranger,” said I. “Can you tell me anything about him? 
What did Selden say? Did he find out where he hid, or what he was doing?” 

“He saw him once or twice, but he is a deep one1 and gives nothing 
away. At first he thought that he was the police, but soon he found that 
he had some lay2 of his own. A kind of gentleman he was, as far as he could 
see, but what he was doing he could not make out.” 

“And where did he say that he lived?” 
“Among the old houses on the hillside—the stone huts where the old 

folk used to live.” 
“But how about his food?” 
“Selden found out that he has got a lad who works for him and brings 

all he needs. I dare say he goes to Coombe Tracey for what he wants.” 
“Very good, Barrymore. We may talk further of this some other time.” 

When the butler had gone I walked over to the black window, and I looked 
through a blurred pane at the driving clouds and at the tossing outline of 

 
1 Secretive, cunningly careful 
2 A purpose, agenda, or job 
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the wind-swept trees. It is a wild night indoors, and what must it be in a 
stone hut upon the moor. What passion of hatred can it be which leads a 
man to lurk in such a place at such a time! And what deep and earnest 
purpose can he have which calls for such a trial! There, in that hut upon 
the moor, seems to lie the very centre of that problem which has vexed 
me so sorely. I swear that another day shall not have passed before I have 
done all that man can do to reach the heart of the mystery. 
 
 

— CHAPTER ELEVEN —  
The Man on the Tor 

 
THE extract from my private diary which forms the last chapter has 
brought my narrative up to the eighteenth of October, a time when these 
strange events began to move swiftly towards their terrible conclusion. 
The incidents of the next few days are indelibly graven upon my 
recollection, and I can tell them without reference to the notes made at 
the time. I start them from the day which succeeded that upon which I 
had established two facts of great importance, the one that Mrs. Laura 
Lyons of Coombe Tracey had written to Sir Charles Baskerville and made 
an appointment with him at the very place and hour that he met his death, 
the other that the lurking man upon the moor was to be found among the 
stone huts upon the hillside. With these two facts in my possession I felt 
that either my intelligence or my courage must be deficient if I could not 
throw some further light upon these dark places. 

I had no opportunity to tell the baronet what I had learned about Mrs. 
Lyons upon the evening before, for Dr. Mortimer remained with him at 
cards until it was very late. At breakfast, however, I informed him about 
my discovery and asked him whether he would care to accompany me to 
Coombe Tracey. At first he was very eager to come, but on second 
thoughts it seemed to both of us that if I went alone the results might be 
better. The more formal we made the visit the less information we might 
obtain. I left Sir Henry behind, therefore, not without some prickings of 
conscience, and drove off upon my new quest. 

When I reached Coombe Tracey I told Perkins to put up the horses, 
and I made inquiries for the lady whom I had come to interrogate. I had 
no difficulty in finding her rooms, which were central and well appointed. 
A maid showed me in without ceremony, and as I entered the sitting-room 
a lady, who was sitting before a Remington1 typewriter, sprang up with a 
pleasant smile of welcome. Her face fell, however, when she saw that I was 
a stranger, and she sat down again and asked me the object of my visit. 

 
1 Remington, the famous American gunsmith company, began making 
typewriters in 1873 
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The first impression left by Mrs. Lyons was one of extreme beauty. Her 
eyes and hair were of the same rich hazel colour, and her cheeks, though 
considerably freckled, were flushed with the exquisite bloom of the 
brunette, the dainty pink which lurks at the heart of the sulphur rose. 
Admiration was, I repeat, the first impression. But the second was 
criticism. There was something subtly wrong with the face, some 
coarseness of expression, some hardness, perhaps, of eye, some looseness 
of lip which marred its perfect beauty. But these, of course, are 
afterthoughts. At the moment I was simply conscious that I was in the 
presence of a very handsome woman, and that she was asking me the 
reasons for my visit. I had not quite understood until that instant how 
delicate my mission was. 

“I have the pleasure,” said I, “of knowing your father.” 
It was a clumsy introduction, and the lady made me feel it. “There is 

nothing in common between my father and me,” she said. “I owe him 
nothing, and his friends are not mine. If it were not for the late Sir Charles 
Baskerville and some other kind hearts I might have starved for all that 
my father cared.” 

“It was about the late Sir Charles Baskerville that I have come here to 
see you.” 

The freckles started out on the lady’s face. 
“What can I tell you about him?” she asked, and her fingers played 

nervously over the stops1 of her typewriter. 
“You knew him, did you not?” 
“I have already said that I owe a great deal to his kindness. If I am able 

to support myself it is largely due to the interest which he took in my 
unhappy situation.” 

“Did you correspond with him?” 
The lady looked quickly up with an angry gleam in her hazel eyes. 
“What is the object of these questions?” she asked sharply. 
“The object is to avoid a public scandal. It is better that I should ask 

them here than that the matter should pass outside our control.” 
She was silent and her face was still very pale. At last she looked up 

with something reckless and defiant in her manner. 
“Well, I’ll answer,” she said. “What are your questions?” 
“Did you correspond with Sir Charles?” 
“I certainly wrote to him once or twice to acknowledge his delicacy and 

his generosity.” 
“Have you the dates of those letters?” 
“No.” 
“Have you ever met him?” 

 
1 Keys 
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“Yes, once or twice, when he came into Coombe Tracey. He was a very 
retiring man, and he preferred to do good by stealth.” 

“But if you saw him so seldom and wrote so seldom, how did he know 
enough about your affairs to be able to help you, as you say that he has 
done?” 

She met my difficulty with the utmost readiness. 
“There were several gentlemen who knew my sad history and united to 

help me. One was Mr. Stapleton, a neighbour and intimate friend of Sir 
Charles’s. He was exceedingly kind, and it was through him that Sir 
Charles learned about my affairs.” 

I knew already that Sir Charles Baskerville had made Stapleton his 
almoner1 upon several occasions, so the lady’s statement bore the impress 
of truth upon it. 

“Did you ever write to Sir Charles asking him to meet you?” I continued. 
Mrs. Lyons flushed with anger again. “Really, sir, this is a very 

extraordinary question.” 
“I am sorry, madam, but I must repeat it.” 
“Then I answer, certainly not.” 
“Not on the very day of Sir Charles’s death?” 
The flush had faded in an instant, and a deathly face was before me. 

Her dry lips could not speak the “No” which I saw rather than heard. 
“Surely your memory deceives you,” said I. “I could even quote a 

passage of your letter. It ran ‘Please, please, as you are a gentleman, burn 
this letter, and be at the gate by ten o’clock.’” 

I thought that she had fainted, but she recovered herself by a supreme 
effort. 

“Is there no such thing as a gentleman?” she gasped. 
“You do Sir Charles an injustice. He did burn the letter. But sometimes 

a letter may be legible even when burned. You acknowledge now that you 
wrote it?” 

“Yes, I did write it,” she cried, pouring out her soul in a torrent of words. 
“I did write it. Why should I deny it? I have no reason to be ashamed of it. 
I wished him to help me. I believed that if I had an interview I could gain 
his help, so I asked him to meet me.” 

“But why at such an hour?” 
“Because I had only just learned that he was going to London next day 

and might be away for months. There were reasons why I could not get 
there earlier.” 

“But why a rendezvous in the garden instead of a visit to the house?” 
“Do you think a woman could go alone at that hour to a bachelor’s 

house?” 
“Well, what happened when you did get there?” 

 
1 An agent responsible for distributing charity 
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“I never went.” 
“Mrs. Lyons!” 
“No, I swear it to you on all I hold sacred. I never went. Something 

intervened to prevent my going.” 
“What was that?” 
“That is a private matter. I cannot tell it.” 
“You acknowledge then that you made an appointment with Sir Charles 

at the very hour and place at which he met his death, but you deny that 
you kept the appointment.” 

“That is the truth.” 
Again and again I cross-questioned her, but I could never get past that 

point. 
“Mrs. Lyons,” said I as I rose from this long and inconclusive interview, 

“you are taking a very great responsibility and putting yourself in a very 
false position by not making an absolutely clean breast of all that you 
know. If I have to call in the aid of the police you will find how seriously 
you are compromised. If your position is innocent, why did you in the first 
instance deny having written to Sir Charles upon that date?” 

“Because I feared that some false conclusion might be drawn from it 
and that I might find myself involved in a scandal.” 

“And why were you so pressing that Sir Charles should destroy your 
letter?” 

“If you have read the letter you will know.” 
“I did not say that I had read all the letter.” 
“You quoted some of it.” 
“I quoted the postscript. The letter had, as I said, been burned and it 

was not all legible. I ask you once again why it was that you were so 
pressing that Sir Charles should destroy this letter which he received on 
the day of his death.” 

“The matter is a very private one.” 
“The more reason why you should avoid a public investigation.” 
“I will tell you, then. If you have heard anything of my unhappy history 

you will know that I made a rash marriage and had reason to regret it.” 
“I have heard so much.” 
“My life has been one incessant persecution from a husband whom I 

abhor1. The law is upon his side, and every day I am faced by the possibility 

 
1 Victorian sexual mores required carefully disguised euphemisms to be used 
to describe indiscretions. The word “abhor” is interesting because it implies a 
level of disgust. A convincing argument can be made that while Laura had an 
affair of her own, her husband, the artist, has attracted her abhorrence by 
being caught in a homosexual act. Oscar Wilde’s “Picture of Dorian Gray” is 
rife with similarly vague coded words for homosexual attraction 



132 
 

that he may force me to live with him1. At the time that I wrote this letter 
to Sir Charles I had learned that there was a prospect of my regaining my 
freedom if certain expenses could be met. It meant everything to me—
peace of mind, happiness, self-respect—everything. I knew Sir Charles’s 
generosity, and I thought that if he heard the story from my own lips he 
would help me.” 

“Then how is it that you did not go?” 
“Because I received help in the interval from another source.” 
“Why then, did you not write to Sir Charles and explain this?” 
“So I should have done had I not seen his death in the paper next 

morning.” 
The woman’s story hung coherently together, and all my questions 

were unable to shake it. I could only check it by finding if she had, indeed, 
instituted divorce proceedings against her husband at or about the time 
of the tragedy. 

It was unlikely that she would dare to say that she had not been to 
Baskerville Hall if she really had been, for a trap2 would be necessary to 
take her there, and could not have returned to Coombe Tracey until the 
early hours of the morning. Such an excursion could not be kept secret. 
The probability was, therefore, that she was telling the truth, or, at least, 
a part of the truth. I came away baffled and disheartened. Once again I 
had reached that dead wall which seemed to be built across every path by 
which I tried to get at the object of my mission. And yet the more I thought 
of the lady’s face and of her manner the more I felt that something was 
being held back from me. Why should she turn so pale? Why should she 
fight against every admission until it was forced from her? Why should 
she have been so reticent at the time of the tragedy? Surely the 
explanation of all this could not be as innocent as she would have me 
believe. For the moment I could proceed no farther in that direction, but 
must turn back to that other clue which was to be sought for among the 
stone huts upon the moor. 

And that was a most vague direction. I realized it as I drove back and 
noted how hill after hill showed traces of the ancient people. Barrymore’s 
only indication had been that the stranger lived in one of these abandoned 
huts, and many hundreds of them are scattered throughout the length and 
breadth of the moor. But I had my own experience for a guide since it had 

 
1 Apparently Laura’s indiscretion, whatever it may be, is more documented, 
giving Lyons the legal high ground. British divorce laws, up until 1909, made 
divorce possible only if abandonment, adultery, or abuse were involved, and 
while Lyons seems guilty of at least two of these, if Laura’s adulterous rap 
sheet is longer or better documented, he would have an advantage over her  
2 A light, two-wheeled carriage which was often rented to carry travelers or 
visitors in rural areas rather like a taxi 
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shown me the man himself standing upon the summit of the Black Tor. 
That, then, should be the centre of my search. From there I should explore 
every hut upon the moor until I lighted upon the right one. If this man 
were inside it I should find out from his own lips, at the point of my 
revolver if necessary, who he was and why he had dogged us so long. He 
might slip away from us in the crowd of Regent Street, but it would puzzle 
him to do so upon the lonely moor. On the other hand, if I should find the 
hut and its tenant should not be within it I must remain there, however 
long the vigil, until he returned. Holmes had missed him in London. It 
would indeed be a triumph for me if I could run him to earth where my 
master had failed. 

Luck had been against us again and again in this inquiry, but now at 
last it came to my aid. And the messenger of good fortune was none other 
than Mr. Frankland, who was standing, gray-whiskered and red-faced, 
outside the gate of his garden, which opened on to the highroad along 
which I travelled. 

“Good-day, Dr. Watson,” cried he with unwonted1 good humour, “you 
must really give your horses a rest and come in to have a glass of wine and 
to congratulate me.” 

My feelings towards him were very far from being friendly after what I 
had heard of his treatment of his daughter, but I was anxious to send 
Perkins and the wagonette home, and the opportunity was a good one. I 
alighted and sent a message to Sir Henry that I should walk over in time 
for dinner. Then I followed Frankland into his dining-room. 

“It is a great day for me, sir—one of the red-letter days of my life,” he 
cried with many chuckles. “I have brought off a double event. I mean to 
teach them in these parts that law is law, and that there is a man here who 
does not fear to invoke it. I have established a right of way through the 
centre of old Middleton’s park2, slap across it, sir, within a hundred yards 
of his own front door. What do you think of that? We’ll teach these 
magnates that they cannot ride roughshod over the rights of the 
commoners, confound them! And I’ve closed the wood where the 
Fernworthy folk used to picnic. These infernal people seem to think that 
there are no rights of property, and that they can swarm where they like 
with their papers and their bottles. Both cases decided, Dr. Watson, and 
both in my favour. I haven’t had such a day since I had Sir John Morland 
for trespass because he shot in his own warren3.” 

“How on earth did you do that?” 

 
1 Uncommon, unsual 
2 Wooded property in front of a manor house 
3 A wooded property used for hunting rabbits 
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“Look it up in the books, sir. It will repay reading—Frankland v. 
Morland, Court of Queen’s Bench. It cost me 200 pounds, but I got my 
verdict.” 

“Did it do you any good?” 
“None, sir, none. I am proud to say that I had no interest in the matter. 

I act entirely from a sense of public duty. I have no doubt, for example, 
that the Fernworthy people will burn me in effigy tonight. I told the police 
last time they did it that they should stop these disgraceful exhibitions. 
The County Constabulary is in a scandalous state, sir, and it has not 
afforded me the protection to which I am entitled. The case of Frankland 
v. Regina1 will bring the matter before the attention of the public. I told 
them that they would have occasion to regret their treatment of me, and 
already my words have come true.” 

“How so?” I asked. 
The old man put on a very knowing expression. “Because I could tell 

them what they are dying to know; but nothing would induce me to help 
the rascals in any way.” 

I had been casting round for some excuse by which I could get away 
from his gossip, but now I began to wish to hear more of it. I had seen 
enough of the contrary nature of the old sinner to understand that any 
strong sign of interest would be the surest way to stop his confidences. 

“Some poaching case, no doubt?” said I with an indifferent manner. 
“Ha, ha, my boy, a very much more important matter than that! What 

about the convict on the moor?” 
I stared. “You don’t mean that you know where he is?” said I. 
“I may not know exactly where he is, but I am quite sure that I could 

help the police to lay their hands on him. Has it never struck you that the 
way to catch that man was to find out where he got his food and so trace 
it to him?” 

He certainly seemed to be getting uncomfortably near the truth. “No 
doubt,” said I; “but how do you know that he is anywhere upon the moor?” 

“I know it because I have seen with my own eyes the messenger who 
takes him his food.” 

My heart sank for Barrymore. It was a serious thing to be in the power 
of this spiteful old busybody. But his next remark took a weight from my 
mind. 

“You’ll be surprised to hear that his food is taken to him by a child. I 
see him every day through my telescope upon the roof. He passes along 
the same path at the same hour, and to whom should he be going except 
to the convict?” 

 
1 The Latin word for Queen (or “Rex” if the monarch is a king) was used in 
court cases in which the state was involved (in America similar cases have 
names like Smith vs. United States) 
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Here was luck indeed! And yet I suppressed all appearance of interest. 
A child! Barrymore had said that our unknown was supplied by a boy. It 
was on his track, and not upon the convict’s, that Frankland had 
stumbled. If I could get his knowledge it might save me a long and weary 
hunt. But incredulity and indifference were evidently my strongest cards. 

“I should say that it was much more likely that it was the son of one of 
the moorland shepherds taking out his father’s dinner.” 

The least appearance of opposition struck fire out of the old autocrat. 
His eyes looked malignantly at me, and his gray whiskers bristled like 
those of an angry cat. 

“Indeed, sir!” said he, pointing out over the wide-stretching moor. “Do 
you see that Black Tor over yonder? Well, do you see the low hill beyond 
with the thornbush upon it? It is the stoniest part of the whole moor. Is 
that a place where a shepherd would be likely to take his station? Your 
suggestion, sir, is a most absurd one.” 

I meekly answered that I had spoken without knowing all the facts. My 
submission pleased him and led him to further confidences. 

“You may be sure, sir, that I have very good grounds before I come to 
an opinion. I have seen the boy again and again with his bundle. Every 
day, and sometimes twice a day, I have been able—but wait a moment, 
Dr. Watson. Do my eyes deceive me, or is there at the present moment 
something moving upon that hillside?” 

It was several miles off, but I could distinctly see a small dark dot 
against the dull green and gray. 

“Come, sir, come!” cried Frankland, rushing upstairs. “You will see with 
your own eyes and judge for yourself.” 

The telescope, a formidable instrument mounted upon a tripod, stood 
upon the flat leads of the house. Frankland clapped his eye to it and gave 
a cry of satisfaction. 

“Quick, Dr. Watson, quick, before he passes over the hill!” 
There he was, sure enough, a small urchin with a little bundle upon his 

shoulder, toiling slowly up the hill. When he reached the crest I saw the 
ragged uncouth figure outlined for an instant against the cold blue sky. 
He looked round him with a furtive and stealthy air, as one who dreads 
pursuit. Then he vanished over the hill. 

“Well! Am I right?” 
“Certainly, there is a boy who seems to have some secret errand.” 
“And what the errand is even a county constable could guess. But not 

one word shall they have from me, and I bind you to secrecy also, Dr. 
Watson. Not a word! You understand!” 

“Just as you wish.” 
“They have treated me shamefully—shamefully. When the facts come 

out in Frankland v. Regina I venture to think that a thrill of indignation 
will run through the country. Nothing would induce me to help the police 
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in any way. For all they cared it might have been me, instead of my effigy, 
which these rascals burned at the stake. Surely you are not going! You will 
help me to empty the decanter in honour of this great occasion!” 

But I resisted all his solicitations and succeeded in dissuading him from 
his announced intention of walking home with me. I kept the road as long 
as his eye was on me, and then I struck off across the moor and made for 
the stony hill over which the boy had disappeared. Everything was 
working in my favour, and I swore that it should not be through lack of 
energy or perseverance that I should miss the chance which fortune had 
thrown in my way. 

The sun was already sinking when I reached the summit of the hill, and 
the long slopes beneath me were all golden-green on one side and gray 
shadow on the other. A haze lay low upon the farthest sky-line, out of 
which jutted the fantastic shapes of Belliver and Vixen Tor1. Over the wide 
expanse there was no sound and no movement. One great gray bird, a gull 
or curlew, soared aloft in the blue heaven. He and I seemed to be the only 
living things between the huge arch of the sky and the desert beneath it. 
The barren scene, the sense of loneliness, and the mystery and urgency of 
my task all struck a chill into my heart. The boy was nowhere to be seen. 
But down beneath me in a cleft of the hills there was a circle of the old 
stone huts, and in the middle of them there was one which retained 
sufficient roof to act as a screen against the weather. My heart leaped 
within me as I saw it. This must be the burrow where the stranger lurked. 
At last my foot was on the threshold of his hiding place—his secret was 
within my grasp. 

As I approached the hut, walking as warily as Stapleton would do when 
with poised net he drew near the settled butterfly, I satisfied myself that 
the place had indeed been used as a habitation. A vague pathway among 
the boulders led to the dilapidated opening which served as a door. All 
was silent within. The unknown might be lurking there, or he might be 
prowling on the moor. My nerves tingled with the sense of adventure. 
Throwing aside my cigarette, I closed my hand upon the butt of my 
revolver and, walking swiftly up to the door, I looked in. The place was 
empty. 

But there were ample signs that I had not come upon a false scent. This 
was certainly where the man lived. Some blankets rolled in a waterproof 
lay upon that very stone slab upon which Neolithic man had once 
slumbered. The ashes of a fire were heaped in a rude grate2. Beside it lay 
some cooking utensils and a bucket half-full of water. A litter of empty 
tins showed that the place had been occupied for some time, and I saw, as 

 
1 Two towering landmarks located between Tavistock and Princetown 
2 Either a shallow recess used as a fireplace, or a small iron frame used to 
hold burning logs (probably the former) 
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my eyes became accustomed to the checkered light, a pannikin1 and a half-
full bottle of spirits standing in the corner. In the middle of the hut a flat 
stone served the purpose of a table, and upon this stood a small cloth 
bundle—the same, no doubt, which I had seen through the telescope 
upon the shoulder of the boy. It contained a loaf of bread, a tinned 
tongue2, and two tins of preserved peaches. As I set it down again, after 
having examined it, my heart leaped to see that beneath it there lay a sheet 
of paper with writing upon it. I raised it, and this was what I read, roughly 
scrawled in pencil: “Dr. Watson has gone to Coombe Tracey.” 

For a minute I stood there with the paper in my hands thinking out the 
meaning of this curt message. It was I, then, and not Sir Henry, who was 
being dogged by this secret man. He had not followed me himself, but he 
had set an agent—the boy, perhaps—upon my track, and this was his 
report. Possibly I had taken no step since I had been upon the moor which 
had not been observed and reported. Always there was this feeling of an 
unseen force, a fine net drawn round us with infinite skill and delicacy, 
holding us so lightly that it was only at some supreme moment that one 
realized that one was indeed entangled in its meshes. 

If there was one report there might be others, so I looked round the hut 
in search of them. There was no trace, however, of anything of the kind, 
nor could I discover any sign which might indicate the character or 
intentions of the man who lived in this singular place, save that he must 
be of Spartan habits and cared little for the comforts of life. When I 
thought of the heavy rains and looked at the gaping roof I understood how 
strong and immutable must be the purpose which had kept him in that 
inhospitable abode. Was he our malignant enemy, or was he by chance 
our guardian angel? I swore that I would not leave the hut until I knew. 

Outside the sun was sinking low and the west was blazing with scarlet 
and gold. Its reflection was shot back in ruddy patches by the distant pools 
which lay amid the great Grimpen Mire. There were the two towers of 
Baskerville Hall, and there a distant blur of smoke which marked the 
village of Grimpen. Between the two, behind the hill, was the house of the 
Stapletons. All was sweet and mellow and peaceful in the golden evening 
light, and yet as I looked at them my soul shared none of the peace of 
Nature but quivered at the vagueness and the terror of that interview 
which every instant was bringing nearer. With tingling nerves but a fixed 
purpose, I sat in the dark recess of the hut and waited with sombre 
patience for the coming of its tenant. 

And then at last I heard him. Far away came the sharp clink of a boot 
striking upon a stone. Then another and yet another, coming nearer and 
nearer. I shrank back into the darkest corner and cocked the pistol in my 

 
1 Metal cup 
2 Likely pickled beef tongue  
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pocket, determined not to discover1 myself until I had an opportunity of 
seeing something of the stranger. There was a long pause which showed 
that he had stopped. Then once more the footsteps approached and a 
shadow fell across the opening of the hut. 

“It is a lovely evening, my dear Watson,” said a well-known voice. “I 
really think that you will be more comfortable outside than in.” 
 
 

— CHAPTER TWELVE —  
Death on the Moor 

FOR a moment or two I sat breathless, hardly able to believe my ears. Then 
my senses and my voice came back to me, while a crushing weight of 
responsibility seemed in an instant to be lifted from my soul. That cold, 
incisive, ironical voice could belong to but one man in all the world. 

“Holmes!” I cried—“Holmes!” 
“Come out,” said he, “and please be careful with the revolver.” 
I stooped under the rude lintel2, and there he sat upon a stone outside, 

his gray eyes dancing with amusement as they fell upon my astonished 
features. He was thin and worn, but clear and alert, his keen face bronzed 
by the sun and roughened by the wind. In his tweed suit and cloth cap he 
looked like any other tourist upon the moor, and he had contrived, with 
that catlike love of personal cleanliness which was one of his 
characteristics, that his chin should be as smooth and his linen as perfect 
as if he were in Baker Street. 

“I never was more glad to see anyone in my life,” said I as I wrung him 
by the hand. 

“Or more astonished, eh?” 
“Well, I must confess to it.” 
“The surprise was not all on one side, I assure you. I had no idea that 

you had found my occasional retreat, still less that you were inside it, until 
I was within twenty paces of the door.” 

“My footprint, I presume?” 
“No, Watson, I fear that I could not undertake to recognize your 

footprint amid all the footprints of the world. If you seriously desire to 
deceive me you must change your tobacconist; for when I see the stub of 
a cigarette marked Bradley, Oxford Street3, I know that my friend Watson 
is in the neighbourhood. You will see it there beside the path. You threw  
  

 
1 Reveal, expose 
2 Doorway 
3 A fictional tobacconist, but a street known for having several such 
businesses 
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it down, no doubt, at that supreme moment when you charged into the 
empty hut.” 

“Exactly.” 
“I thought as much—and knowing your admirable tenacity I was 

convinced that you were sitting in ambush, a weapon within reach, 
waiting for the tenant to return. So you actually thought that I was the 
criminal?” 

“I did not know who you were, but I was determined to find out.” 
“Excellent, Watson! And how did you localize me? You saw me, 

perhaps, on the night of the convict hunt, when I was so imprudent as to 
allow the moon to rise behind me?” 

“Yes, I saw you then.” 
“And have no doubt searched all the huts until you came to this one?” 
“No, your boy had been observed, and that gave me a guide where to 

look.” 
“The old gentleman with the telescope, no doubt. I could not make it 

out when first I saw the light flashing upon the lens.” He rose and peeped 
into the hut. “Ha, I see that Cartwright has brought up some supplies. 
What’s this paper? So you have been to Coombe Tracey, have you?” 

“Yes.” 
“To see Mrs. Laura Lyons?” 
“Exactly.” 
“Well done! Our researches have evidently been running on parallel 

lines, and when we unite our results I expect we shall have a fairly full 
knowledge of the case.” 

“Well, I am glad from my heart that you are here, for indeed the 
responsibility and the mystery were both becoming too much for my 
nerves. But how in the name of wonder did you come here, and what have 
you been doing? I thought that you were in Baker Street working out that 
case of blackmailing.” 

“That was what I wished you to think.” 
“Then you use me, and yet do not trust me!” I cried with some 

bitterness. “I think that I have deserved better at your hands, Holmes.” 
“My dear fellow, you have been invaluable to me in this as in many 

other cases, and I beg that you will forgive me if I have seemed to play a 
trick upon you. In truth, it was partly for your own sake that I did it, and 
it was my appreciation of the danger which you ran which led me to come 
down and examine the matter for myself. Had I been with Sir Henry and 
you it is confident that my point of view would have been the same as 
yours, and my presence would have warned our very formidable 
opponents to be on their guard. As it is, I have been able to get about as I 
could not possibly have done had I been living in the Hall, and I remain 
an unknown factor in the business, ready to throw in all my weight at a 
critical moment.” 



141 
 

“But why keep me in the dark?” 
“For you to know could not have helped us and might possibly have led 

to my discovery. You would have wished to tell me something, or in your 
kindness you would have brought me out some comfort or other, and so 
an unnecessary risk would be run. I brought Cartwright down with me—
you remember the little chap at the express office—and he has seen after 
my simple wants: a loaf of bread and a clean collar. What does man want 
more? He has given me an extra pair of eyes upon a very active pair of feet, 
and both have been invaluable.” 

“Then my reports have all been wasted!”—My voice trembled as I 
recalled the pains and the pride with which I had composed them. 

Holmes took a bundle of papers from his pocket. 
“Here are your reports, my dear fellow, and very well thumbed, I assure 

you. I made excellent arrangements, and they are only delayed one day 
upon their way. I must compliment you exceedingly upon the zeal and the 
intelligence which you have shown over an extraordinarily difficult case.” 

I was still rather raw over the deception which had been practised upon 
me, but the warmth of Holmes’s praise drove my anger from my mind. I 
felt also in my heart that he was right in what he said and that it was really 
best for our purpose that I should not have known that he was upon the 
moor. 

“That’s better,” said he, seeing the shadow rise from my face. “And now 
tell me the result of your visit to Mrs. Laura Lyons—it was not difficult for 
me to guess that it was to see her that you had gone, for I am already aware 
that she is the one person in Coombe Tracey who might be of service to 
us in the matter. In fact, if you had not gone today it is exceedingly 
probable that I should have gone tomorrow.” 

The sun had set and dusk was settling over the moor. The air had 
turned chill and we withdrew into the hut for warmth. There, sitting 
together in the twilight, I told Holmes of my conversation with the lady. 
So interested was he that I had to repeat some of it twice before he was 
satisfied. 

“This is most important,” said he when I had concluded. “It fills up a 
gap which I had been unable to bridge in this most complex affair. You 
are aware, perhaps, that a close intimacy exists between this lady and the 
man Stapleton?” 

“I did not know of a close intimacy.” 
“There can be no doubt about the matter. They meet, they write, there 

is a complete understanding1 between them. Now, this puts a very powerful 

weapon into our hands. If I could only use it to detach his wife—” 
“His wife?” 

 
1 Again, this means a mutually recognized and reciprocated romantic 
attraction 
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“I am giving you some information now, in return for all that you have 
given me. The lady who has passed here as Miss Stapleton is in reality his 
wife.” 

“Good heavens, Holmes! Are you sure of what you say? How could he 
have permitted Sir Henry to fall in love with her?” 

“Sir Henry’s falling in love could do no harm to anyone except Sir 
Henry. He took particular care that Sir Henry did not make love to her, as 
you have yourself observed. I repeat that the lady is his wife and not his 
sister.” 

“But why this elaborate deception?” 
“Because he foresaw that she would be very much more useful to him 

in the character of a free woman.” 
All my unspoken instincts, my vague suspicions, suddenly took shape 

and centred upon the naturalist. In that impassive colourless man, with 
his straw hat and his butterfly-net, I seemed to see something terrible—a 
creature of infinite patience and craft, with a smiling face and a murderous 
heart. 

“It is he, then, who is our enemy—it is he who dogged us in London?” 
“So I read the riddle.” 
“And the warning—it must have come from her!” 
“Exactly.” 
The shape of some monstrous villainy, half seen, half guessed, loomed 

through the darkness which had girt1 me so long. 
“But are you sure of this, Holmes? How do you know that the woman 

is his wife?” 
“Because he so far forgot himself as to tell you a true piece of 

autobiography upon the occasion when he first met you, and I dare say he 
has many a time regretted it since. He was once a schoolmaster in the 
north of England. Now, there is no one more easy to trace than a 
schoolmaster. There are scholastic agencies by which one may identify 
any man who has been in the profession. A little investigation showed me 
that a school had come to grief under atrocious circumstances, and that 
the man who had owned it—the name was different—had disappeared 
with his wife. The descriptions agreed. When I learned that the missing 
man was devoted to entomology the identification was complete.” 

The darkness was rising, but much was still hidden by the shadows. 
“If this woman is in truth his wife, where does Mrs. Laura Lyons come 

in?” I asked. 
“That is one of the points upon which your own researches have shed a 

light. Your interview with the lady has cleared the situation very much. I 
did not know about a projected divorce between herself and her husband. 

 
1 Encircled, enveloped, clouded 
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In that case, regarding Stapleton as an unmarried man, she counted no 
doubt upon becoming his wife.” 

“And when she is undeceived?” 
“Why, then we may find the lady of service. It must be our first duty to 

see her—both of us—tomorrow. Don’t you think, Watson, that you are 
away from your charge rather long? Your place should be at Baskerville 
Hall.” 

The last red streaks had faded away in the west and night had settled 
upon the moor. A few faint stars were gleaming in a violet sky. 

“One last question, Holmes,” I said as I rose. “Surely there is no need of 
secrecy between you and me. What is the meaning of it all? What is he 
after?” 

Holmes’s voice sank as he answered: 
“It is murder, Watson—refined, cold-blooded, deliberate murder. Do 

not ask me for particulars. My nets are closing upon him, even as his are 
upon Sir Henry, and with your help he is already almost at my mercy. 
There is but one danger which can threaten us. It is that he should strike 
before we are ready to do so. Another day—two at the most—and I have 
my case complete, but until then guard your charge as closely as ever a 
fond mother watched her ailing child. Your mission today has justified 
itself, and yet I could almost wish that you had not left his side. Hark!” 

A terrible scream—a prolonged yell of horror and anguish—burst out 
of the silence of the moor. That frightful cry turned the blood to ice in my 
veins. 

“Oh, my God!” I gasped. “What is it? What does it mean?” 
Holmes had sprung to his feet, and I saw his dark, athletic outline at 

the door of the hut, his shoulders stooping, his head thrust forward, his 
face peering into the darkness. 

“Hush!” he whispered. “Hush!” 
The cry had been loud on account of its vehemence, but it had pealed 

out from somewhere far off on the shadowy plain. Now it burst upon our 
ears, nearer, louder, more urgent than before. 

“Where is it?” Holmes whispered; and I knew from the thrill of his voice 
that he, the man of iron, was shaken to the soul. “Where is it, Watson?” 

“There, I think.” I pointed into the darkness. 
“No, there!” 
Again the agonized cry swept through the silent night, louder and 

much nearer than ever. And a new sound mingled with it, a deep, 
muttered rumble, musical and yet menacing, rising and falling like the 
low, constant murmur of the sea. 

“The hound!” cried Holmes. “Come, Watson, come! Great heavens, if 
we are too late!” 

He had started running swiftly over the moor, and I had followed at his 
heels. But now from somewhere among the broken ground immediately 



144 
 

in front of us there came one last despairing yell, and then a dull, heavy 
thud. We halted and listened. Not another sound broke the heavy silence 
of the windless night. 

I saw Holmes put his hand to his forehead like a man distracted. He 
stamped his feet upon the ground. 

“He has beaten us, Watson. We are too late.” 
“No, no, surely not!” 
“Fool that I was to hold my hand. And you, Watson, see what comes of 

abandoning your charge! But, by Heaven, if the worst has happened we’ll 
avenge him!” 

Blindly we ran through the gloom, blundering against boulders, forcing 
our way through gorse bushes, panting up hills and rushing down slopes, 
heading always in the direction whence those dreadful sounds had come. 
At every rise Holmes looked eagerly round him, but the shadows were 
thick upon the moor, and nothing moved upon its dreary face. 

“Can you see anything?” 
“Nothing.” 
“But, hark, what is that?” 
A low moan had fallen upon our ears. There it was again upon our left! 

On that side a ridge of rocks ended in a sheer cliff which overlooked a 
stone-strewn slope. On its jagged face was spread-eagled some dark, 
irregular object. As we ran towards it the vague outline hardened into a 
definite shape. It was a prostrate man face downward upon the ground, 
the head doubled under him at a horrible angle, the shoulders rounded 
and the body hunched together as if in the act of throwing a somersault. 
So grotesque was the attitude that I could not for the instant realize that 
that moan had been the passing of his soul. Not a whisper, not a rustle, 
rose now from the dark figure over which we stooped. Holmes laid his 
hand upon him and held it up again with an exclamation of horror. The 
gleam of the match which he struck shone upon his clotted fingers and 
upon the ghastly pool which widened slowly from the crushed skull of the 
victim. And it shone upon something else which turned our hearts sick 
and faint within us—the body of Sir Henry Baskerville! 

There was no chance of either of us forgetting that peculiar ruddy 
tweed suit—the very one which he had worn on the first morning that we 
had seen him in Baker Street. We caught the one clear glimpse of it, and 
then the match flickered and went out, even as the hope had gone out of 
our souls. Holmes groaned, and his face glimmered white through the 
darkness. 

“The brute! The brute!” I cried with clenched hands. “Oh Holmes, I 
shall never forgive myself for having left him to his fate.” 

“I am more to blame than you, Watson. In order to have my case well 
rounded and complete, I have thrown away the life of my client. It is the 
greatest blow which has befallen me in my career. But how could I know—
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how could I know—that he would risk his life alone upon the moor in the 
face of all my warnings?” 

“That we should have heard his screams—my God, those screams!—
and yet have been unable to save him! Where is this brute of a hound 
which drove him to his death? It may be lurking among these rocks at this 
instant. And Stapleton, where is he? He shall answer for this deed.” 

“He shall. I will see to that. Uncle and nephew have been murdered—
the one frightened to death by the very sight of a beast which he thought 
to be supernatural, the other driven to his end in his wild flight to escape 
from it. But now we have to prove the connection between the man and 
the beast. Save from what we heard, we cannot even swear to the existence 
of the latter, since Sir Henry has evidently died from the fall. But, by 
heavens, cunning as he is, the fellow shall be in my power before another 
day is past!” 

We stood with bitter hearts on either side of the mangled body, 
overwhelmed by this sudden and irrevocable disaster which had brought 
all our long and weary labours to so piteous an end. Then as the moon 
rose we climbed to the top of the rocks over which our poor friend had 
fallen, and from the summit we gazed out over the shadowy moor, half 
silver and half gloom. Far away, miles off, in the direction of Grimpen, a 
single steady yellow light was shining. It could only come from the lonely 
abode of the Stapletons. With a bitter curse I shook my fist at it as I gazed. 

“Why should we not seize him at once?” 
“Our case is not complete. The fellow is wary and cunning to the last 

degree. It is not what we know, but what we can prove. If we make one 
false move the villain may escape us yet.” 

“What can we do?” 
“There will be plenty for us to do tomorrow. Tonight we can only 

perform the last offices to our poor friend.” 
Together we made our way down the precipitous slope and approached 

the body, black and clear against the silvered stones. The agony of those 
contorted limbs struck me with a spasm of pain and blurred my eyes with 
tears. 

“We must send for help, Holmes! We cannot carry him all the way to 
the Hall. Good heavens, are you mad?” 

He had uttered a cry and bent over the body. Now he was dancing and 
laughing and wringing my hand. Could this be my stern, self-contained 
friend? These were hidden fires, indeed! 

“A beard! A beard! The man has a beard!” 
“A beard?” 
“It is not the baronet—it is—why, it is my neighbour, the convict!” 
With feverish haste we had turned the body over, and that dripping 

beard was pointing up to the cold, clear moon. There could be no doubt 
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about the beetling1 forehead, the sunken animal eyes. It was indeed the 
same face which had glared upon me in the light of the candle from over 
the rock—the face of Selden, the criminal. 

Then in an instant it was all clear to me. I remembered how the baronet 
had told me that he had handed his old wardrobe to Barrymore. 
Barrymore had passed it on in order to help Selden in his escape. Boots, 
shirt, cap—it was all Sir Henry’s. The tragedy was still black enough, but 
this man had at least deserved death by the laws of his country. I told 
Holmes how the matter stood, my heart bubbling over with thankfulness 
and joy. 

“Then the clothes have been the poor devil’s death,” said he. “It is clear 
enough that the hound has been laid on from some article of Sir Henry’s—
the boot which was abstracted in the hotel, in all probability—and so ran 
this man down. There is one very singular thing, however: How came 
Selden, in the darkness, to know that the hound was on his trail?” 

“He heard him.” 
“To hear a hound upon the moor would not work a hard man like this 

convict into such a paroxysm of terror that he would risk recapture by 
screaming wildly for help. By his cries he must have run a long way after 
he knew the animal was on his track. How did he know?” 

“A greater mystery to me is why this hound, presuming that all our 
conjectures are correct—” 

“I presume nothing.” 
“Well, then, why this hound should be loose tonight. I suppose that it 

does not always run loose upon the moor. Stapleton would not let it go 
unless he had reason to think that Sir Henry would be there.” 

“My difficulty is the more formidable of the two, for I think that we 
shall very shortly get an explanation of yours, while mine may remain 
forever a mystery. The question now is, what shall we do with this poor 
wretch’s body? We cannot leave it here to the foxes and the ravens.” 

“I suggest that we put it in one of the huts until we can communicate 
with the police.” 

“Exactly. I have no doubt that you and I could carry it so far. Halloa, 
Watson, what’s this? It’s the man himself, by all that’s wonderful and 
audacious! Not a word to show your suspicions—not a word, or my plans 
crumble to the ground.” 

A figure was approaching us over the moor, and I saw the dull red glow 
of a cigar. The moon shone upon him, and I could distinguish the dapper 
shape and jaunty walk of the naturalist. He stopped when he saw us, and 
then came on again. 

“Why, Dr. Watson, that’s not you, is it? You are the last man that I 
should have expected to see out on the moor at this time of night. But, 

 
1 Projecting forward (picture a Neanderthal’s projecting brow) 
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dear me, what’s this? Somebody hurt? Not—don’t tell me that it is our 
friend Sir Henry!” He hurried past me and stooped over the dead man. I 
heard a sharp intake of his breath and the cigar fell from his fingers. 

“Who—who’s this?” he stammered. 
“It is Selden, the man who escaped from Princetown.” 
Stapleton turned a ghastly face upon us, but by a supreme effort he had 

overcome his amazement and his disappointment. He looked sharply 
from Holmes to me. “Dear me! What a very shocking affair! How did he 
die?” 

“He appears to have broken his neck by falling over these rocks. My 
friend and I were strolling on the moor when we heard a cry.” 

“I heard a cry also. That was what brought me out. I was uneasy about 
Sir Henry.” 

“Why about Sir Henry in particular?” I could not help asking. 
“Because I had suggested that he should come over. When he did not 

come I was surprised, and I naturally became alarmed for his safety when 
I heard cries upon the moor. By the way”—his eyes darted again from my 
face to Holmes’s—“did you hear anything else besides a cry?” 

“No,” said Holmes; “did you?” 
“No.” 
“What do you mean, then?” 
“Oh, you know the stories that the peasants tell about a phantom 

hound, and so on. It is said to be heard at night upon the moor. I was 
wondering if there were any evidence of such a sound tonight.” 

“We heard nothing of the kind,” said I. 
“And what is your theory of this poor fellow’s death?” 
“I have no doubt that anxiety and exposure have driven him off his 

head. He has rushed about the moor in a crazy state and eventually fallen 
over here and broken his neck.” 

“That seems the most reasonable theory,” said Stapleton, and he gave a 
sigh which I took to indicate his relief. “What do you think about it, Mr. 
Sherlock Holmes?” 

My friend bowed his compliments. “You are quick at identification,” 
said he. 

“We have been expecting you in these parts since Dr. Watson came 
down. You are in time to see a tragedy.” 

“Yes, indeed. I have no doubt that my friend’s explanation will cover 
the facts. I will take an unpleasant remembrance back to London with me 
tomorrow.” 

“Oh, you return tomorrow?” 
“That is my intention.” 
“I hope your visit has cast some light upon those occurrences which 

have puzzled us?” 
Holmes shrugged his shoulders. 
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“One cannot always have the success for which one hopes. An 
investigator needs facts and not legends or rumours. It has not been a 
satisfactory case.” 

My friend spoke in his frankest and most unconcerned manner. 
Stapleton still looked hard at him. Then he turned to me. 

“I would suggest carrying this poor fellow to my house, but it would 
give my sister such a fright that I do not feel justified in doing it. I think 
that if we put something over his face he will be safe until morning.” 

And so it was arranged. Resisting Stapleton’s offer of hospitality, 
Holmes and I set off to Baskerville Hall, leaving the naturalist to return 
alone. Looking back we saw the figure moving slowly away over the broad 
moor, and behind him that one black smudge on the silvered slope which 
showed where the man was lying who had come so horribly to his end. 
 “We’re at close grips at last,” said Holmes as we walked together across 
the moor. “What a nerve the fellow has! How he pulled himself together 
in the face of what must have been a paralyzing shock when he found 
that the wrong man had fallen a victim to his plot. I told you in London, 
Watson, and I tell you now again, that we have never had a foeman more 
worthy of our steel.” 

“I am sorry that he has seen you.” 
“And so was I at first. But there was no getting out of it.” 
“What effect do you think it will have upon his plans now that he knows 

you are here?” 
“It may cause him to be more cautious, or it may drive him to desperate 

measures at once. Like most clever criminals, he may be too confident in 
his own cleverness and imagine that he has completely deceived us.” 

“Why should we not arrest him at once?” 
“My dear Watson, you were born to be a man of action. Your instinct is 

always to do something energetic. But supposing, for argument’s sake, 
that we had him arrested tonight, what on earth the better off should we 
be for that? We could prove nothing against him. There’s the devilish 
cunning of it! If he were acting through a human agent we could get some 
evidence, but if we were to drag this great dog to the light of day it would 
not help us in putting a rope round the neck of its master.” 

“Surely we have a case.” 
“Not a shadow of one—only surmise and conjecture. We should be 

laughed out of court if we came with such a story and such evidence.” 
“There is Sir Charles’s death.” 
“Found dead without a mark upon him. You and I know that he died of 

sheer fright, and we know also what frightened him, but how are we to get 
twelve stolid jurymen to know it? What signs are there of a hound? Where 
are the marks of its fangs? Of course we know that a hound does not bite 
a dead body and that Sir Charles was dead before ever the brute overtook 
him. But we have to prove all this, and we are not in a position to do it.” 
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“Well, then, tonight?” 
“We are not much better off tonight. Again, there was no direct 

connection between the hound and the man’s death. We never saw the 
hound. We heard it, but we could not prove that it was running upon this 
man’s trail. There is a complete absence of motive. No, my dear fellow; we 
must reconcile ourselves to the fact that we have no case at present, and 
that it is worth our while to run any risk in order to establish one.” 

“And how do you propose to do so?” 
“I have great hopes of what Mrs. Laura Lyons may do for us when the 

position of affairs is made clear to her. And I have my own plan as well. 
Sufficient for tomorrow is the evil thereof; but I hope before the day is past 
to have the upper hand at last.” 

I could draw nothing further from him, and he walked, lost in thought, 
as far as the Baskerville gates. 

“Are you coming up?” 
“Yes; I see no reason for further concealment. But one last word, 

Watson. Say nothing of the hound to Sir Henry. Let him think that 
Selden’s death was as Stapleton would have us believe. He will have a 
better nerve for the ordeal which he will have to undergo tomorrow, when 
he is engaged, if I remember your report aright, to dine with these people.” 

“And so am I.” 
“Then you must excuse yourself and he must go alone. That will be 

easily arranged. And now, if we are too late for dinner, I think that we are 
both ready for our suppers.” 

 
 

— CHAPTER THIRTEEN — 
Fixing the Nets 

 
SIR Henry was more pleased than surprised to see Sherlock Holmes, for he 
had for some days been expecting that recent events would bring him 
down from London. He did raise his eyebrows, however, when he found 
that my friend had neither any luggage nor any explanations for its 
absence. Between us we soon supplied his wants, and then over a belated 
supper we explained to the baronet as much of our experience as it seemed 
desirable that he should know. But first I had the unpleasant duty of 
breaking the news to Barrymore and his wife. To him it may have been an 
unmitigated relief, but she wept bitterly in her apron. To all the world he 
was the man of violence, half animal and half demon; but to her he always 
remained the little wilful boy of her own girlhood, the child who had clung 
to her hand. Evil indeed is the man who has not one woman to mourn 
him. 

“I’ve been moping in the house all day since Watson went off in the 
morning,” said the baronet. “I guess I should have some credit, for I have  
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kept my promise. If I hadn’t sworn not to go about alone I might have had 
a more lively evening, for I had a message from Stapleton asking me over 
there.” 

“I have no doubt that you would have had a more lively evening,” said 
Holmes drily. “By the way, I don’t suppose you appreciate that we have 
been mourning over you as having broken your neck?” 

Sir Henry opened his eyes. “How was that?” 
“This poor wretch was dressed in your clothes. I fear your servant who 

gave them to him may get into trouble with the police.” 
“That is unlikely. There was no mark on any of them, as far as I know.” 
“That’s lucky for him—in fact, it’s lucky for all of you, since you are all 

on the wrong side of the law in this matter. I am not sure that as a 
conscientious detective my first duty is not to arrest the whole household. 
Watson’s reports are most incriminating documents.” 

“But how about the case?” asked the baronet. “Have you made anything 
out of the tangle? I don’t know that Watson and I are much the wiser since 
we came down.” 

“I think that I shall be in a position to make the situation rather more 
clear to you before long. It has been an exceedingly difficult and most 
complicated business. There are several points upon which we still want 
light—but it is coming all the same.” 

“We’ve had one experience, as Watson has no doubt told you. We heard 
the hound on the moor, so I can swear that it is not all empty superstition. 
I had something to do with dogs when I was out West, and I know one 
when I hear one. If you can muzzle that one and put him on a chain I’ll be 
ready to swear you are the greatest detective of all time.” 

“I think I will muzzle him and chain him all right if you will give me 
your help.” 

“Whatever you tell me to do I will do.” 
“Very good; and I will ask you also to do it blindly, without always 

asking the reason.” 
“Just as you like.” 
“If you will do this I think the chances are that our little problem will 

soon be solved. I have no doubt—” 
He stopped suddenly and stared fixedly up over my head into the air. 

The lamp beat upon his face, and so intent was it and so still that it might 
have been that of a clear-cut classical statue, a personification of alertness 
and expectation. 

“What is it?” we both cried. 
I could see as he looked down that he was repressing some internal 

emotion. His features were still composed, but his eyes shone with 
amused exultation. 

“Excuse the admiration of a connoisseur,” said he as he waved his hand 
towards the line of portraits which covered the opposite wall. “Watson 
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won’t allow that I know anything of art1 but that is mere jealousy because 
our views upon the subject differ. Now, these are a really very fine series 
of portraits.” 

“Well, I’m glad to hear you say so,” said Sir Henry, glancing with some 
surprise at my friend. “I don’t pretend to know much about these things, 
and I’d be a better judge of a horse or a steer than of a picture. I didn’t 
know that you found time for such things.” 

“I know what is good when I see it, and I see it now. That’s a Kneller2, 
I’ll swear, that lady in the blue silk over yonder, and the stout gentleman 
with the wig ought to be a Reynolds3. They are all family portraits, I 
presume?” 

“Every one.” 
“Do you know the names?” 
“Barrymore has been coaching me in them, and I think I can say my 

lessons fairly well.” 
“Who is the gentleman with the telescope?” 
“That is Rear-Admiral Baskerville, who served under Rodney in the 

West Indies4. The man with the blue coat and the roll of paper is Sir 

 
1 In “A Study in Scarlet,” Watson catalogues Holmes’ various levels of 
expertise, noting that he knows absolutely nothing about subjects like 
politics, literature, and astronomy. We quickly find out that either Holmes 
was fooling Watson, or Watson was wildly incorrect, since Holmes will 
regularly display his familiarity with literature and sometimes expresses an 
understanding of politics and even (as in “The Musgrave Ritual”) astronomy. 
As to art, Holmes’ grandmother was sister to the 18th century French artist 
Claude Joseph Vernet, who was known for his wild, passionate seascapes and 
landscapes dominated by cloudy skies, glowing moons, and stormy seas 
2 Sir Godfrey Kneller was a Dutch portraitist who became famous for his early 
18th century portraits of British nobles and royalty. Until his death in 1723, he 
was England’s most preeminent portrait painter 
3 Sir Joshua Reynolds – born the same year that Kneller died – continues to be 
considered the greatest portrait painter in British history. His expressive, 
powerful depictions of the British aristocracy throughout the late 18th century 
are renowned for their idealism, beauty, and striking colors  
4 Comparable in national fame and esteem to Lord Nelson, Sir George 
Brydges Rodney was a renowned admiral who led the British navy in many 
daring actions during the American Revolution and the wars with France, 
Spain, and Holland that precipitated from that conflict; the West Indies – that 
is, the Caribbean islands – were the scene of many of his most famous battles 
during that war and the Seven Years War (during which time he was a 
captain)  



153 
 

William Baskerville, who was Chairman of Committees of the House of 
Commons under Pitt1.” 

“And this Cavalier2 opposite to me—the one with the black velvet and 
the lace?” 

“Ah, you have a right to know about him. That is the cause of all the 
mischief, the wicked Hugo, who started the Hound of the Baskervilles. 
We’re not likely to forget him.” 

I gazed with interest and some surprise upon the portrait. 
“Dear me!” said Holmes, “he seems a quiet, meek-mannered man 

enough, but I dare say that there was a lurking devil in his eyes. I had 
pictured him as a more robust and ruffianly person.” 

“There’s no doubt about the authenticity, for the name and the date, 
1647, are on the back of the canvas.” 

Holmes said little more, but the picture of the old roysterer seemed to 
have a fascination for him, and his eyes were continually fixed upon it 
during supper. It was not until later, when Sir Henry had gone to his room, 
that I was able to follow the trend of his thoughts. He led me back into 
the banqueting-hall, his bedroom candle in his hand, and he held it up 
against the time-stained portrait on the wall. 

“Do you see anything there?” 
I looked at the broad plumed hat, the curling love-locks, the white lace 

collar, and the straight, severe face which was framed between them. It 
was not a brutal countenance, but it was prim, hard, and stern, with a 
firm-set, thin-lipped mouth, and a coldly intolerant eye. 

“Is it like anyone you know?” 
“There is something of Sir Henry about the jaw.” 
“Just a suggestion, perhaps. But wait an instant!” He stood upon a chair, 

and, holding up the light in his left hand, he curved his right arm over the 
broad hat and round the long ringlets. 

“Good heavens!” I cried in amazement. 
The face of Stapleton had sprung out of the canvas. 
“Ha, you see it now. My eyes have been trained to examine faces and 

not their trimmings. It is the first quality of a criminal investigator that he 
should see through a disguise.” 

“But this is marvellous. It might be his portrait.” 

 
1 William Pitt the Younger was a famous statesman who became prime 
minister at the tender age of twenty-four and led England through the French 
Revolutionary and Napoleonic Wars 
2 A Loyalist to Charles the First during the English Civil War. The stereotypical 
Cavalier was devoted to the high church (either a staunch Anglican or a 
Catholic sympathizer), a conservative aristocrat, often depicted with long, 
flowing hair, pointed beard and mustache, and luxurious and colorful clothing 
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“Yes, it is an interesting instance of a throwback, which appears to be 
both physical and spiritual. A study of family portraits is enough to 
convert a man to the doctrine of reincarnation1. The fellow is a 
Baskerville—that is evident.” 

“With designs upon the succession.” 
“Exactly. This chance of the picture has supplied us with one of our 

most obvious missing links. We have him, Watson, we have him, and I 
dare swear that before tomorrow night he will be fluttering in our net as 
helpless as one of his own butterflies. A pin, a cork, and a card, and we 
add him to the Baker Street collection!” He burst into one of his rare fits 
of laughter as he turned away from the picture. I have not heard him laugh 
often, and it has always boded ill to somebody. 

I was up betimes2 in the morning, but Holmes was afoot earlier still, for 
I saw him as I dressed, coming up the drive. 

“Yes, we should have a full day today,” he remarked, and he rubbed his 
hands with the joy of action. “The nets are all in place, and the drag is 
about to begin. We’ll know before the day is out whether we have caught 
our big, leanjawed pike, or whether he has got through the meshes.” 

“Have you been on the moor already?” 
“I have sent a report from Grimpen to Princetown as to the death of 

Selden. I think I can promise that none of you will be troubled in the 
matter. And I have also communicated with my faithful Cartwright, who 
would certainly have pined away at the door of my hut, as a dog does at 
his master’s grave, if I had not set his mind at rest about my safety.” 

“What is the next move?” 
“To see Sir Henry. Ah, here he is!” 
“Good-morning, Holmes,” said the baronet. “You look like a general 

who is planning a battle with his chief of the staff.” 
“That is the exact situation. Watson was asking for orders.” 
“And so do I.” 
“Very good. You are engaged, as I understand, to dine with our friends 

the Stapletons tonight.” 
“I hope that you will come also. They are very hospitable people, and I 

am sure that they would be very glad to see you.” 
“I fear that Watson and I must go to London.” 
“To London?” 

 
1 Doyle was very interested in reincarnation, and wrote one supernatural tale, 
“Through the Veil,” about a stodgy, married couple who are horrified when – 
while surveying the ruins of a Roman fort – they relive memories of a past life 
where the wife, a Roman noblewoman, was raped by her lover’s murderer: a 
Celtic warrior whose soul currently dwells in her current husband 
2 Uncommonly early 
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“Yes, I think that we should be more useful there at the present 
juncture.” 

The baronet’s face perceptibly lengthened. 
“I hoped that you were going to see me through this business. The Hall 

and the moor are not very pleasant places when one is alone.” 
“My dear fellow, you must trust me implicitly and do exactly what I tell 

you. You can tell your friends that we should have been happy to have 
come with you, but that urgent business required us to be in town. We 
hope very soon to return to Devonshire. Will you remember to give them 
that message?” 

“If you insist upon it.” 
“There is no alternative, I assure you.” 
I saw by the baronet’s clouded brow that he was deeply hurt by what 

he regarded as our desertion. 
“When do you desire to go?” he asked coldly. 
“Immediately after breakfast. We will drive in to Coombe Tracey, but 

Watson will leave his things as a pledge that he will come back to you. 
Watson, you will send a note to Stapleton to tell him that you regret that 
you cannot come.” 

“I have a good mind to go to London with you,” said the baronet. “Why 
should I stay here alone?” 

“Because it is your post of duty. Because you gave me your word that 
you would do as you were told, and I tell you to stay.” 

“All right, then, I’ll stay.” 
“One more direction! I wish you to drive to Merripit House. Send back 

your trap, however, and let them know that you intend to walk home.” 
“To walk across the moor?” 
“Yes.” 
“But that is the very thing which you have so often cautioned me not 

to do.” 
“This time you may do it with safety. If I had not every confidence in 

your nerve and courage I would not suggest it, but it is essential that you 
should do it.” 

“Then I will do it.” 
“And as you value your life do not go across the moor in any direction 

save along the straight path which leads from Merripit House to the 
Grimpen Road, and is your natural way home.” 

“I will do just what you say.” 
“Very good. I should be glad to get away as soon after breakfast as 

possible, so as to reach London in the afternoon.” 
I was much astounded by this programme, though I remembered that 

Holmes had said to Stapleton on the night before that his visit would 
terminate next day. It had not crossed my mind however, that he would 
wish me to go with him, nor could I understand how we could both be 
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absent at a moment which he himself declared to be critical. There was 
nothing for it, however, but implicit obedience; so we bade good-bye to 
our rueful friend, and a couple of hours afterwards we were at the station 
of Coombe Tracey and had dispatched the trap upon its return journey. A 
small boy was waiting upon the platform. 

“Any orders, sir?” 
“You will take this train to town, Cartwright. The moment you arrive 

you will send a wire to Sir Henry Baskerville, in my name, to say that if he 
finds the pocketbook which I have dropped he is to send it by registered 
post to Baker Street.” 

“Yes, sir.” 
“And ask at the station office if there is a message for me.” 
The boy returned with a telegram, which Holmes handed to me. It ran: 
Wire received. Coming down with unsigned warrant. Arrive five-forty. 

Lestrade. 
“That is in answer to mine of this morning. He is the best of the 

professionals, I think, and we may need his assistance. Now, Watson, I 
think that we cannot employ our time better than by calling upon your 
acquaintance, Mrs. Laura Lyons.” 

His plan of campaign was beginning to be evident. He would use the 
baronet in order to convince the Stapletons that we were really gone, 
while we should actually return at the instant when we were likely to be 
needed. That telegram from London, if mentioned by Sir Henry to the 
Stapletons, must remove the last suspicions from their minds. Already I 
seemed to see our nets drawing closer around that leanjawed pike. 

Mrs. Laura Lyons was in her office, and Sherlock Holmes opened his 
interview with a frankness and directness which considerably amazed her. 

“I am investigating the circumstances which attended the death of the 
late Sir Charles Baskerville,” said he. “My friend here, Dr. Watson, has 
informed me of what you have communicated, and also of what you have 
withheld in connection with that matter.” 

“What have I withheld?” she asked defiantly. 
“You have confessed that you asked Sir Charles to be at the gate at ten 

o’clock. We know that that was the place and hour of his death. You have 
withheld what the connection is between these events.” 

“There is no connection.” 
“In that case the coincidence must indeed be an extraordinary one. But 

I think that we shall succeed in establishing a connection, after all. I wish 
to be perfectly frank with you, Mrs. Lyons. We regard this case as one of 
murder, and the evidence may implicate not only your friend Mr. 
Stapleton but his wife as well.” 

The lady sprang from her chair. 
“His wife!” she cried. 
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“The fact is no longer a secret. The person who has passed for his sister 
is really his wife.” 

Mrs. Lyons had resumed her seat. Her hands were grasping the arms of 
her chair, and I saw that the pink nails had turned white with the pressure 
of her grip. 

“His wife!” she said again. “His wife! He is not a married man.” 
Sherlock Holmes shrugged his shoulders. 
“Prove it to me! Prove it to me! And if you can do so—!” 
The fierce flash of her eyes said more than any words. 
“I have come prepared to do so,” said Holmes, drawing several papers 

from his pocket. “Here is a photograph of the couple taken in York four 
years ago. It is indorsed ‘Mr. and Mrs. Vandeleur,’ but you will have no 
difficulty in recognizing him, and her also, if you know her by sight. Here 
are three written descriptions by trustworthy witnesses of Mr. and Mrs. 
Vandeleur, who at that time kept St. Oliver’s private school. Read them 
and see if you can doubt the identity of these people.” 

She glanced at them, and then looked up at us with the set, rigid face 
of a desperate woman. 

“Mr. Holmes,” she said, “this man had offered me marriage on 
condition that I could get a divorce from my husband. He has lied to me, 
the villain, in every conceivable way. Not one word of truth has he ever 
told me. And why—why? I imagined that all was for my own sake. But 
now I see that I was never anything but a tool in his hands. Why should I 
preserve faith with him who never kept any with me? Why should I try to 
shield him from the consequences of his own wicked acts? Ask me what 
you like, and there is nothing which I shall hold back. One thing I swear 
to you, and that is that when I wrote the letter I never dreamed of any 
harm to the old gentleman, who had been my kindest friend.” 

“I entirely believe you, madam,” said Sherlock Holmes. “The recital of 
these events must be very painful to you, and perhaps it will make it easier 
if I tell you what occurred, and you can check me if I make any material 
mistake. The sending of this letter was suggested to you by Stapleton?” 

“He dictated it.” 
“I presume that the reason he gave was that you would receive help 

from Sir Charles for the legal expenses connected with your divorce?” 
“Exactly.” 
“And then after you had sent the letter he dissuaded you from keeping 

the appointment?” 
“He told me that it would hurt his self-respect that any other man 

should find the money for such an object, and that though he was a poor 
man himself he would devote his last penny to removing the obstacles 
which divided us.” 

“He appears to be a very consistent character. And then you heard 
nothing until you read the reports of the death in the paper?” 
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“No.” 
“And he made you swear to say nothing about your appointment with 

Sir Charles?” 
“He did. He said that the death was a very mysterious one, and that I 

should certainly be suspected if the facts came out. He frightened me into 
remaining silent.” 

“Quite so. But you had your suspicions?” 
She hesitated and looked down. 
“I knew him,” she said. “But if he had kept faith with me I should always 

have done so with him.” 
“I think that on the whole you have had a fortunate escape,” said 

Sherlock Holmes. “You have had him in your power and he knew it, and 
yet you are alive. You have been walking for some months very near to the 
edge of a precipice. We must wish you good-morning now, Mrs. Lyons, 
and it is probable that you will very shortly hear from us again.” 

“Our case becomes rounded off, and difficulty after difficulty thins 
away in front of us,” said Holmes as we stood waiting for the arrival of the 
express from town. “I shall soon be in the position of being able to put into 
a single connected narrative one of the most singular and sensational 
crimes of modern times. Students of criminology will remember the 
analogous incidents in Godno, in Little Russia1, in the year ‘66, and of 
course there are the Anderson murders in North Carolina, but this case 
possesses some features which are entirely its own. Even now we have no 
clear case against this very wily man. But I shall be very much surprised if 
it is not clear enough before we go to bed this night.” 

The London express came roaring into the station, and a small, wiry 
bulldog of a man had sprung from a first-class carriage. We all three shook 
hands, and I saw at once from the reverential way in which Lestrade2 

 
1 “Grondno,” rather, is a district in Western Russia, and although Holmes 
claims that it is in Little Russia – Ukraine – this is actually untrue 
2 A staple of Holmesian film adaptations, the dependable but intellectually 
rigid Inspector G. Lestrade makes appearances in 13 of Holmes’ cases 
(starting, in the very beginning, with 1887’s “A Study in Scarlet,” and making 
his final appearance in 1924’s “The Three Garridebs”). Described as being 
ferret-like with lean features, beady, rat-like eyes, and a comical mixture of 
ambition and frustration, Lestrade is usually depicted as respectful of Holmes’ 
abilities, but begrudgingly jealous of his success. In “The Six Napoleons,” he 
puts this rivalry aside and tells a shocked Holmes that he and Scotland Yard 
are “proud” of him and that each inspector and bobby would be honored to 
shake him by the hand (provoking an uncharacteristically emotional response 
out of a stunned Holmes). Doyle named Lestrade after a fellow medical 
student (Joseph Alexander Lestrade), and there is some evidence that this 
name was pronounced luh-STRAYED instead of the more common (but 
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gazed at my companion that he had learned a good deal since the days 
when they had first worked together1. I could well remember the scorn 
which the theories of the reasoner used then to excite in the practical man. 

“Anything good?” he asked. 
“The biggest thing for years,” said Holmes. “We have two hours before 

we need think of starting. I think we might employ it in getting some 
dinner and then, Lestrade, we will take the London fog2 out of your throat 
by giving you a breath of the pure night air of Dartmoor. Never been 
there? Ah, well, I don’t suppose you will forget your first visit.” 
 
 

— CHAPTER FOURTEEN —  
The Hound of the Baskervilles 

ONE of Sherlock Holmes’s defects—if, indeed, one may call it a defect—
was that he was exceedingly loath to communicate his full plans to any 
other person until the instant of their fulfilment. Partly it came no doubt 
from his own masterful nature, which loved to dominate and surprise 
those who were around him. Partly also from his professional caution, 
which urged him never to take any chances. The result, however, was very 
trying for those who were acting as his agents and assistants. I had often 
suffered under it, but never more so than during that long drive in the 
darkness. The great ordeal was in front of us; at last we were about to make 
our final effort, and yet Holmes had said nothing, and I could only surmise 
what his course of action would be. My nerves thrilled with anticipation 
when at last the cold wind upon our faces and the dark, void spaces on 
either side of the narrow road told me that we were back upon the moor 
once again. Every stride of the horses and every turn of the wheels was 
taking us nearer to our supreme adventure. 

 
notably French-sounding) luh-STRAHD. Among the dozens of actors who have 
played him, Colin Jeavons – acting alongside Jeremy Brett in Granada TV’s 
adaptations of Doyle’s canon – has largely been considered the best 
portrayal. Renowned Holmesian David Stuart Davies remarked about his 
depiction: “Lestrade was played with great panache throughout the Granada 
series by Colin Jeavons, who humanised and enhanced Doyle's sketchy 
portrait of the Inspector”   
1 Eight years have passed between “A Study in Scarlet” (1881) and the most 
agreed-upon dating for “Hound” (1889) 
2 As we will see, Dartmoor is capable of whipping up a peasouper, too, but 
Holmes is referring to the smog of London (a word not yet invented): the 
famously yellow-brown atmosphere of Industrial pollution, which – compared 
to the creamy haze of Dartmoor – is like comparing a cloud of car exhaust to 
the vapor hovering over a field after an evening rain 
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Our conversation was hampered by the presence of the driver of the 
hired wagonette, so that we were forced to talk of trivial matters when our 
nerves were tense with emotion and anticipation. It was a relief to me, 
after that unnatural restraint, when we at last passed Frankland’s house 
and knew that we were drawing near to the Hall and to the scene of action. 
We did not drive up to the door but got down near the gate of the avenue. 
The wagonette was paid off and ordered to return to Coombe Tracey 
forthwith, while we started to walk to Merripit House. 

“Are you armed, Lestrade?” 
The little detective smiled. “As long as I have my trousers I have a hip-

pocket, and as long as I have my hip-pocket I have something in it1.” 
“Good! My friend and I are also ready for emergencies.” 
“You’re mighty close about this affair, Mr. Holmes. What’s the game 

now?” 
“A waiting game.” 
“My word, it does not seem a very cheerful place,” said the detective 

with a shiver, glancing round him at the gloomy slopes of the hill and at 
the huge lake of fog which lay over the Grimpen Mire. “I see the lights of 
a house ahead of us.” 

“That is Merripit House and the end of our journey. I must request you 
to walk on tiptoe and not to talk above a whisper.” 

We moved cautiously along the track as if we were bound for the house, 
but Holmes halted us when we were about two hundred yards from it. 

“This will do,” said he. “These rocks upon the right make an admirable 
screen.” 

“We are to wait here?” 
“Yes, we shall make our little ambush here. Get into this hollow, 

Lestrade. You have been inside the house, have you not, Watson? Can you 
tell the position of the rooms? What are those latticed windows at this 
end?” 

“I think they are the kitchen windows.” 
“And the one beyond, which shines so brightly?” 
“That is certainly the dining-room.” 
“The blinds are up. You know the lie of the land best. Creep forward 

quietly and see what they are doing—but for heaven’s sake don’t let them 
know that they are watched!” 

I tiptoed down the path and stooped behind the low wall which 
surrounded the stunted orchard. Creeping in its shadow I reached a point 
whence I could look straight through the uncurtained window. 

 
1 Likely a .455 Webley Bulldog service revolver, common for police use at the 
time, and with a shorter barrel than most Army-style pistols (making it easy 
to fit in a trouser pocket)   
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There were only two men in the room, Sir Henry and Stapleton. They 
sat with their profiles towards me on either side of the round table. Both 
of them were smoking cigars, and coffee and wine were in front of them. 
Stapleton was talking with animation, but the baronet looked pale and 
distrait1. Perhaps the thought of that lonely walk across the ill-omened 
moor was weighing heavily upon his mind. 

As I watched them Stapleton rose and left the room, while Sir Henry 
filled his glass again and leaned back in his chair, puffing at his cigar. I 
heard the creak of a door and the crisp sound of boots upon gravel. The 
steps passed along the path on the other side of the wall under which I 
crouched. Looking over, I saw the naturalist pause at the door of an out-
house in the corner of the orchard. A key turned in a lock, and as he passed 
in there was a curious scuffling noise from within. He was only a minute 
or so inside, and then I heard the key turn once more and he passed me 
and reentered the house. I saw him rejoin his guest, and I crept quietly 
back to where my companions were waiting to tell them what I had seen. 

“You say, Watson, that the lady is not there?” Holmes asked when I had 
finished my report. 

“No.” 
“Where can she be, then, since there is no light in any other room 

except the kitchen?” 
“I cannot think where she is.” 
I have said that over the great Grimpen Mire there hung a dense, white 

fog. It was drifting slowly in our direction and banked itself up like a wall 
on that side of us, low but thick and well defined. The moon shone on it, 
and it looked like a great shimmering ice-field, with the heads of the 
distant tors as rocks borne upon its surface. Holmes’s face was turned 
towards it, and he muttered impatiently as he watched its sluggish drift. 

“It’s moving towards us, Watson.” 
“Is that serious?” 
“Very serious, indeed—the one thing upon earth which could have 

disarranged my plans. He can’t be very long, now. It is already ten o’clock. 
Our success and even his life may depend upon his coming out before the 
fog is over the path.” 

The night was clear and fine above us. The stars shone cold and bright, 
while a half-moon bathed the whole scene in a soft, uncertain light. Before 
us lay the dark bulk of the house, its serrated roof and bristling chimneys 
hard outlined against the silver-spangled sky. Broad bars of golden light 
from the lower windows stretched across the orchard and the moor. One 
of them was suddenly shut off. The servants had left the kitchen. There 
only remained the lamp in the dining-room where the two men, the 
murderous host and the unconscious guest, still chatted over their cigars. 

 
1 Distracted, absentminded  
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Every minute that white woolly plain which covered one-half of the 
moor was drifting closer and closer to the house. Already the first thin 
wisps of it were curling across the golden square of the lighted window. 
The farther wall of the orchard was already invisible, and the trees were 
standing out of a swirl of white vapour. As we watched it the fog-wreaths 
came crawling round both corners of the house and rolled slowly into one 
dense bank on which the upper floor and the roof floated like a strange 
ship upon a shadowy sea. Holmes struck his hand passionately upon the 
rock in front of us and stamped his feet in his impatience. 

“If he isn’t out in a quarter of an hour the path will be covered. In half 
an hour we won’t be able to see our hands in front of us.” 

“Shall we move farther back upon higher ground?” 
“Yes, I think it would be as well.” 
So as the fog-bank flowed onward we fell back before it until we were 

half a mile from the house, and still that dense white sea, with the moon 
silvering its upper edge, swept slowly and inexorably on. 

“We are going too far,” said Holmes. “We dare not take the chance of 
his being overtaken before he can reach us. At all costs we must hold our 
ground where we are.” He dropped on his knees and clapped his ear to the 
ground. “Thank God, I think that I hear him coming.” 

A sound of quick steps broke the silence of the moor. Crouching among 
the stones we stared intently at the silver-tipped bank in front of us. The 
steps grew louder, and through the fog, as through a curtain, there 
stepped the man whom we were awaiting. He looked round him in 
surprise as he emerged into the clear, starlit night. Then he came swiftly 
along the path, passed close to where we lay, and went on up the long 
slope behind us. As he walked he glanced continually over either shoulder, 
like a man who is ill at ease. 

“Hist!” cried Holmes, and I heard the sharp click of a cocking pistol. 
“Look out! It’s coming!” 

There was a thin, crisp, continuous patter from somewhere in the heart 
of that crawling bank. The cloud was within fifty yards of where we lay, 
and we glared at it, all three, uncertain what horror was about to break 
from the heart of it. I was at Holmes’s elbow, and I glanced for an instant 
at his face. It was pale and exultant, his eyes shining brightly in the 
moonlight. But suddenly they started forward in a rigid, fixed stare, and 
his lips parted in amazement. At the same instant Lestrade gave a yell of 
terror and threw himself face downward upon the ground. I sprang to my 
feet, my inert hand grasping my pistol, my mind paralyzed by the dreadful 
shape which had sprung out upon us from the shadows of the fog. A 
hound it was, an enormous coal-black hound, but not such a hound as 
mortal eyes have ever seen. Fire burst from its open mouth, its eyes glowed 
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with a smouldering glare, its muzzle and hackles and dewlap1 were 
outlined in flickering flame. Never in the delirious dream of a disordered 
brain could anything more savage, more appalling, more hellish be 
conceived than that dark form and savage face which broke upon us out 
of the wall of fog. 

With long bounds the huge black creature was leaping down the track, 
following hard upon the footsteps of our friend. So paralyzed were we by 
the apparition that we allowed him to pass before we had recovered our 
nerve. Then Holmes and I both fired together, and the creature gave a 
hideous howl, which showed that one at least had hit him. He did not 
pause, however, but bounded onward. Far away on the path we saw Sir 
Henry looking back, his face white in the moonlight, his hands raised in 
horror, glaring helplessly at the frightful thing which was hunting him 
down. But that cry of pain from the hound had blown all our fears to the 
winds. If he was vulnerable he was mortal, and if we could wound him we 
could kill him. Never have I seen a man run as Holmes ran that night. I 
am reckoned fleet of foot, but he outpaced me as much as I outpaced the 
little professional. In front of us as we flew up the track we heard scream 
after scream from Sir Henry and the deep roar of the hound. I was in time 
to see the beast spring upon its victim, hurl him to the ground, and worry2 
at his throat. But the next instant Holmes had emptied five barrels of his 
revolver into the creature’s flank. With a last howl of agony and a vicious 
snap in the air, it rolled upon its back, four feet pawing furiously, and then 
fell limp upon its side. I stooped, panting, and pressed my pistol to the 
dreadful, shimmering head, but it was useless to press the trigger. The 
giant hound was dead. 

Sir Henry lay insensible where he had fallen. We tore away his collar, 
and Holmes breathed a prayer of gratitude when we saw that there was 
no sign of a wound and that the rescue had been in time. Already our 
friend’s eyelids shivered and he made a feeble effort to move. Lestrade 
thrust his brandy-flask between the baronet’s teeth, and two frightened 
eyes were looking up at us. 

“My God!” he whispered. “What was it? What, in heaven’s name, was 
it?” 

“It’s dead, whatever it is,” said Holmes. “We’ve laid the family ghost 
once and forever.” 

In mere size and strength it was a terrible creature which was lying 
stretched before us. It was not a pure bloodhound and it was not a pure 
mastiff; but it appeared to be a combination of the two—gaunt, savage, 

 
1 Snout and jaws, erectile hairs along its spine, and loose skin along the 
throat, respectively 
2 Gnawing, dragging by the teeth (as of a dog attack) 
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and as large as a small lioness1. Even now in the stillness of death, the huge 
jaws seemed to be dripping with a bluish flame and the small, deep-set, 
cruel eyes were ringed with fire. I placed my hand upon the glowing 
muzzle, and as I held them up my own fingers smouldered and gleamed 
in the darkness. 

“Phosphorus2,” I said. 
“A cunning preparation of it,” said Holmes, sniffing at the dead animal. 

“There is no smell which might have interfered with his power of scent. 
We owe you a deep apology, Sir Henry, for having exposed you to this 
fright. I was prepared for a hound, but not for such a creature as this. And 
the fog gave us little time to receive him.” 

“You have saved my life.” 
“Having first endangered it. Are you strong enough to stand?” 
“Give me another mouthful of that brandy and I shall be ready for 

anything. So! Now, if you will help me up. What do you propose to do?” 
“To leave you here. You are not fit for further adventures tonight. If you 

will wait, one or other of us will go back with you to the Hall.” 
He tried to stagger to his feet; but he was still ghastly pale and 

trembling in every limb. We helped him to a rock, where he sat shivering 
with his face buried in his hands. 

“We must leave you now,” said Holmes. “The rest of our work must be 
done, and every moment is of importance. We have our case, and now we 
only want our man. 

“It’s a thousand to one against our finding him at the house,” he 
continued as we retraced our steps swiftly down the path. “Those shots 
must have told him that the game was up.” 

“We were some distance off, and this fog may have deadened them.” 
“He followed the hound to call him off—of that you may be certain. No, 

no, he’s gone by this time! But we’ll search the house and make sure.” 
The front door was open, so we rushed in and hurried from room to 

room to the amazement of a doddering old manservant, who met us in 

 
1 The largest mastiff on record, Zorba, was just over three feet tall at the 
shoulder, and over eight feet long from snout to tail, weighing 343 pounds. 
His size was compared to that of a smallish donkey. Many dog experts have 
found the blend of bloodhound and mastiff probable considering the 
description of its size and energy, though some have suggested that 
combinations of staghound-bloodhound, Doberman pinscher-Irish 
wolfhound, and others. 
2 While many commentators have noted that white phosphorous is a highly 
toxic, caustic compound which would have probably killed that hound and 
injured Watson, there are other chemicals which could have done the trick: 
barium sulphide, zinc sulphide, and calcium sulphide all glow in the dark 
(without the toxicity of phosphorous)  
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the passage. There was no light save in the dining-room, but Holmes 
caught up the lamp and left no corner of the house unexplored. No sign 
could we see of the man whom we were chasing. On the upper floor, 
however, one of the bedroom doors was locked. 

“There’s someone in here,” cried Lestrade. “I can hear a movement. 
Open this door!” 

A faint moaning and rustling came from within. Holmes struck the 
door just over the lock with the flat of his foot1 and it flew open. Pistol in 
hand, we all three rushed into the room. 

But there was no sign within it of that desperate and defiant villain 
whom we expected to see. Instead we were faced by an object so strange 
and so unexpected that we stood for a moment staring at it in amazement. 

The room had been fashioned into a small museum, and the walls were 
lined by a number of glass-topped cases full of that collection of butterflies 
and moths the formation of which had been the relaxation of this complex 
and dangerous man. In the centre of this room there was an upright beam, 
which had been placed at some period as a support for the old worm-eaten 
baulk of timber which spanned the roof. To this post a figure was tied, so 
swathed and muffled in the sheets which had been used to secure it that 
one could not for the moment tell whether it was that of a man or a 
woman2. One towel passed round the throat and was secured at the back 
of the pillar. Another covered the lower part of the face, and over it two 
dark eyes—eyes full of grief and shame and a dreadful questioning—
stared back at us. In a minute we had torn off the gag, unswathed the 
bonds, and Mrs. Stapleton sank upon the floor in front of us. As her 
beautiful head fell upon her chest I saw the clear red weal of a whiplash 
across her neck. 

“The brute!” cried Holmes. “Here, Lestrade, your brandy-bottle! Put her 
in the chair! She has fainted from ill-usage and exhaustion.” 

She opened her eyes again. 
“Is he safe?” she asked. “Has he escaped?” 
“He cannot escape us, madam.” 
“No, no, I did not mean my husband. Sir Henry? Is he safe?” 

 
1 This is the correct method for breaking down a door, unlike the more 
common Hollywood depiction of charging into the middle-top section with 
your shoulder – a quick way to get injured 
2 The depiction of Mrs. Stapleton swathed to the pillar in sheets resembles 
that way a spider wraps a trapped fly in silk, or the way a caterpillar is 
swaddled in its cocoon. Either way, this eerily insect-like treatment of his wife 
symbolizes the way he shares more with insects than humans, and the way 
he stuffs her in his museum suggests that she is just one more exotic 
specimen to him (collected from the Caribbean like any other unusual 
butterfly) than a wife 
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“Yes.” 
“And the hound?” 
“It is dead.” 
She gave a long sigh of satisfaction. 
“Thank God! Thank God! Oh, this villain! See how he has treated me!” 

She shot her arms out from her sleeves, and we saw with horror that they 
were all mottled with bruises. “But this is nothing—nothing! It is my mind 
and soul that he has tortured and defiled. I could endure it all, ill-usage, 
solitude, a life of deception, everything, as long as I could still cling to the 
hope that I had his love, but now I know that in this also I have been his 
dupe and his tool.” She broke into passionate sobbing as she spoke. 

“You bear him no good will, madam,” said Holmes. “Tell us then where 
we shall find him. If you have ever aided him in evil, help us now and so 
atone.” 

“There is but one place where he can have fled,” she answered. “There 
is an old tin mine on an island in the heart of the mire. It was there that 
he kept his hound and there also he had made preparations so that he 
might have a refuge. That is where he would fly.” 

The fog-bank lay like white wool against the window. Holmes held the 
lamp towards it. 

“See,” said he. “No one could find his way into the Grimpen Mire 
tonight.” 

She laughed and clapped her hands. Her eyes and teeth gleamed with 
fierce merriment. 

“He may find his way in, but never out,” she cried. “How can he see the 
guiding wands tonight? We planted them together, he and I, to mark the 
pathway through the mire. Oh, if I could only have plucked them out 
today. Then indeed you would have had him at your mercy!” 

It was evident to us that all pursuit was in vain until the fog had lifted. 
Meanwhile we left Lestrade in possession of the house while Holmes and 
I went back with the baronet to Baskerville Hall. The story of the 
Stapletons could no longer be withheld from him, but he took the blow 
bravely when he learned the truth about the woman whom he had loved. 
But the shock of the night’s adventures had shattered his nerves, and 
before morning he lay delirious in a high fever under the care of Dr. 
Mortimer. The two of them were destined to travel together round the 
world before Sir Henry had become once more the hale, hearty man that 
he had been before he became master of that ill-omened estate. 

 
 

 
And now I come rapidly to the conclusion of this singular narrative, in 
which I have tried to make the reader share those dark fears and vague 
surmises which clouded our lives so long and ended in so tragic a manner. 
On the morning after the death of the hound the fog had lifted and we 
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were guided by Mrs. Stapleton to the point where they had found a 
pathway through the bog. It helped us to realize the horror of this 
woman’s life when we saw the eagerness and joy with which she laid us 
on her husband’s track. We left her standing upon the thin peninsula of 
firm, peaty soil which tapered out into the widespread bog. From the end 
of it a small wand planted here and there showed where the path 
zigzagged from tuft to tuft of rushes among those green-scummed pits 
and foul quagmires which barred the way to the stranger. Rank reeds and 
lush, slimy water-plants sent an odour of decay and a heavy miasmatic 
vapour onto our faces, while a false step plunged us more than once thigh-
deep into the dark, quivering mire, which shook for yards in soft 
undulations around our feet. Its tenacious grip plucked at our heels as we 
walked, and when we sank into it it was as if some malignant hand was 
tugging us down into those obscene depths, so grim and purposeful was 
the clutch in which it held us. Once only we saw a trace that someone had 
passed that perilous way before us. From amid a tuft of cotton grass which 
bore it up out of the slime some dark thing was projecting. Holmes sank 
to his waist as he stepped from the path to seize it, and had we not been 
there to drag him out he could never have set his foot upon firm land 
again. He held an old black boot in the air. “Meyers, Toronto1,” was printed 
on the leather inside. 

“It is worth a mud bath,” said he. “It is our friend Sir Henry’s missing 
boot.” 

“Thrown there by Stapleton in his flight.” 
“Exactly. He retained it in his hand after using it to set the hound upon 

the track. He fled when he knew the game was up, still clutching it. And 
he hurled it away at this point of his flight. We know at least that he came 
so far in safety.” 

But more than that we were never destined to know, though there was 
much which we might surmise. There was no chance of finding footsteps 
in the mire, for the rising mud oozed swiftly in upon them, but as we at 
last reached firmer ground beyond the morass we all looked eagerly for 
them. But no slightest sign of them ever met our eyes. If the earth told a 
true story, then Stapleton never reached that island of refuge towards 
which he struggled through the fog upon that last night. Somewhere in 
the heart of the great Grimpen Mire, down in the foul slime of the huge 
morass which had sucked him in, this cold and cruel-hearted man is 
forever buried. 

Many traces we found of him in the bog-girt island where he had hid 
his savage ally. A huge driving-wheel and a shaft half-filled with rubbish 
showed the position of an abandoned mine. Beside it were the crumbling 
remains of the cottages of the miners, driven away no doubt by the foul 

 
1 Joseph Meier was a Toronto bootmaking firm at the time 
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reek of the surrounding swamp. In one of these a staple and chain with a 
quantity of gnawed bones showed where the animal had been confined. A 
skeleton with a tangle of brown hair adhering to it lay among the debris. 

“A dog!” said Holmes. “By Jove, a curly-haired spaniel. Poor Mortimer 
will never see his pet again. Well, I do not know that this place contains 
any secret which we have not already fathomed. He could hide his hound, 
but he could not hush its voice, and hence came those cries which even in 
daylight were not pleasant to hear. On an emergency he could keep the 
hound in the out-house1 at Merripit, but it was always a risk, and it was 
only on the supreme day, which he regarded as the end of all his efforts, 
that he dared do it. This paste2 in the tin is no doubt the luminous mixture 
with which the creature was daubed. It was suggested, of course, by the 
story of the family hell-hound, and by the desire to frighten old Sir Charles 
to death. No wonder the poor devil of a convict ran and screamed, even 
as our friend did, and as we ourselves might have done, when he saw such 
a creature bounding through the darkness of the moor upon his track. It 
was a cunning device, for, apart from the chance of driving your victim to 
his death, what peasant would venture to inquire too closely into such a 
creature should he get sight of it, as many have done, upon the moor? I 
said it in London, Watson, and I say it again now, that never yet have we 
helped to hunt down a more dangerous man than he who is lying 
yonder”—he swept his long arm towards the huge mottled expanse of 
green-splotched bog which stretched away until it merged into the russet 
slopes of the moor. 
 
 

— CHAPTER FIFTEEN —  
A Retrospection 

IT was the end of November, and Holmes and I sat, upon a raw and foggy 
night, on either side of a blazing fire in our sitting-room in Baker Street. 
Since the tragic upshot of our visit to Devonshire he had been engaged in 
two affairs of the utmost importance, in the first of which he had exposed 
the atrocious conduct of Colonel Upwood in connection with the famous 
card scandal of the Nonpareil Club, while in the second he had defended 
the unfortunate Mme. Montpensier from the charge of murder which 
hung over her in connection with the death of her step-daughter, Mlle.  

 
1 An outbuilding, shed, or shack – not, as commonly used in the States – a 
privy 
2 If this is, for example, zinc sulfide, it is a compound created by reacting zinc 
oxide with hydrogen sulfide. Alternatively, it could be created by blending 
equal amounts of sulfur and zinc dust, burning it, and collecting the resultant 
powder 
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Carere, the young lady who, as it will be remembered, was found six 
months later alive and married in New York. My friend was in excellent 
spirits over the success which had attended a succession of difficult and 
important cases, so that I was able to induce him to discuss the details of 
the Baskerville mystery. I had waited patiently for the opportunity for I 
was aware that he would never permit cases to overlap, and that his clear 
and logical mind would not be drawn from its present work to dwell upon 
memories of the past. Sir Henry and Dr. Mortimer were, however, in 
London, on their way to that long voyage which had been recommended 
for the restoration of his shattered nerves. They had called upon us that 
very afternoon, so that it was natural that the subject should come up for 
discussion. 

“The whole course of events,” said Holmes, “from the point of view of 
the man who called himself Stapleton was simple and direct, although to 
us, who had no means in the beginning of knowing the motives of his 
actions and could only learn part of the facts, it all appeared exceedingly 
complex. I have had the advantage of two conversations with Mrs. 
Stapleton, and the case has now been so entirely cleared up that I am not 
aware that there is anything which has remained a secret to us. You will 
find a few notes upon the matter under the heading B in my indexed list 
of cases.” 

“Perhaps you would kindly give me a sketch of the course of events 
from memory.” 

“Certainly, though I cannot guarantee that I carry all the facts in my 
mind. Intense mental concentration has a curious way of blotting out 
what has passed. The barrister who has his case at his fingers’ ends and is 
able to argue with an expert upon his own subject finds that a week or two 
of the courts will drive it all out of his head once more. So each of my cases 
displaces the last, and Mlle. Carere has blurred my recollection of 
Baskerville Hall. Tomorrow some other little problem may be submitted 
to my notice which will in turn dispossess the fair French lady and the 
infamous Upwood. So far as the case of the hound goes, however, I will 
give you the course of events as nearly as I can, and you will suggest 
anything which I may have forgotten. 

“My inquiries show beyond all question that the family portrait did not 
lie, and that this fellow was indeed a Baskerville. He was a son of that 
Rodger Baskerville, the younger brother of Sir Charles, who fled with a 
sinister reputation to South America, where he was said to have died 
unmarried. He did, as a matter of fact, marry, and had one child, this 
fellow, whose real name is the same as his father’s. He married Beryl 
Garcia, one of the beauties of Costa Rica, and, having purloined a 
considerable sum of public money, he changed his name to Vandeleur and 
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fled to England, where he established a school in the east of Yorkshire1. 
His reason for attempting this special line of business was that he had 
struck up an acquaintance with a consumptive2 tutor upon the voyage 
home, and that he had used this man’s ability to make the undertaking a 
success. Fraser, the tutor, died however, and the school which had begun 
well sank from disrepute into infamy. The Vandeleurs found it convenient 
to change their name to Stapleton, and he brought the remains of his 
fortune, his schemes for the future, and his taste for entomology to the 
south of England. I learned at the British Museum that he was a 
recognized authority upon the subject, and that the name of Vandeleur 
has been permanently attached to a certain moth which he had, in his 
Yorkshire days, been the first to describe. 

“We now come to that portion of his life which has proved to be of such 
intense interest to us. The fellow had evidently made inquiry and found 
that only two lives intervened between him and a valuable estate. When 
he went to Devonshire his plans were, I believe, exceedingly hazy, but that 
he meant mischief from the first is evident from the way in which he took 
his wife with him in the character of his sister. The idea of using her as a 
decoy was clearly already in his mind, though he may not have been 
certain how the details of his plot were to be arranged. He meant in the 
end to have the estate, and he was ready to use any tool or run any risk for 
that end. His first act was to establish himself as near to his ancestral home 
as he could, and his second was to cultivate a friendship with Sir Charles 
Baskerville and with the neighbours. 

“The baronet himself told him about the family hound, and so prepared 
the way for his own death. Stapleton, as I will continue to call him, knew 
that the old man’s heart was weak and that a shock would kill him. So 
much he had learned from Dr. Mortimer. He had heard also that Sir 
Charles was superstitious and had taken this grim legend very seriously. 
His ingenious mind instantly suggested a way by which the baronet could 
be done to death, and yet it would be hardly possible to bring home the 
guilt to the real murderer. 

“Having conceived the idea he proceeded to carry it out with 
considerable finesse. An ordinary schemer would have been content to 
work with a savage hound. The use of artificial means to make the creature 
diabolical was a flash of genius upon his part. The dog he bought in 
London from Ross and Mangles, the dealers in Fulham Road. It was the 
strongest and most savage in their possession. He brought it down by the 
North Devon line and walked a great distance over the moor so as to get 

 
1 A very large county in northeastern England, known for its wild countryside, 
castles, historical landmarks, and being the scene for several Romantic and 
Gothic British classics (Jane Eyre, Wuthering Heights, Dracula, etc.) 
2 That is, one suffering from tuberculosis  
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it home without exciting any remarks. He had already on his insect hunts 
learned to penetrate the Grimpen Mire, and so had found a safe hiding-
place for the creature. Here he kennelled it and waited his chance. 

“But it was some time coming. The old gentleman could not be decoyed 
outside of his grounds at night. Several times Stapleton lurked about with 
his hound, but without avail. It was during these fruitless quests that he, 
or rather his ally, was seen by peasants, and that the legend of the demon 
dog received a new confirmation. He had hoped that his wife might lure 
Sir Charles to his ruin, but here she proved unexpectedly independent. 
She would not endeavour to entangle the old gentleman in a sentimental 
attachment which might deliver him over to his enemy. Threats and even, 
I am sorry to say, blows refused to move her. She would have nothing to 
do with it, and for a time Stapleton was at a deadlock. 

“He found a way out of his difficulties through the chance that Sir 
Charles, who had conceived a friendship for him, made him the minister 
of his charity in the case of this unfortunate woman, Mrs. Laura Lyons. By 
representing himself as a single man he acquired complete influence over 
her, and he gave her to understand that in the event of her obtaining a 
divorce from her husband he would marry her. His plans were suddenly 
brought to a head by his knowledge that Sir Charles was about to leave 
the Hall on the advice of Dr. Mortimer, with whose opinion he himself 
pretended to coincide. He must act at once, or his victim might get beyond 
his power. He therefore put pressure upon Mrs. Lyons to write this letter, 
imploring the old man to give her an interview on the evening before his 
departure for London. He then, by a specious argument, prevented her 
from going, and so had the chance for which he had waited. 

“Driving back in the evening from Coombe Tracey he was in time to get 
his hound, to treat it with his infernal1 paint, and to bring the beast round 
to the gate at which he had reason to expect that he would find the old 
gentleman waiting. The dog, incited by its master, sprang over the wicket-
gate and pursued the unfortunate baronet, who fled screaming down the 
yew alley. In that gloomy tunnel it must indeed have been a dreadful sight 
to see that huge black creature, with its flaming jaws and blazing eyes, 
bounding after its victim. He fell dead at the end of the alley from heart 
disease and terror. The hound had kept upon the grassy border while the 
baronet had run down the path, so that no track but the man’s was visible. 
On seeing him lying still the creature had probably approached to sniff at 
him, but finding him dead had turned away again. It was then that it left 
the print which was actually observed by Dr. Mortimer. The hound was 
called off and hurried away to its lair in the Grimpen Mire, and a mystery 
was left which puzzled the authorities, alarmed the countryside, and 
finally brought the case within the scope of our observation. 

 
1 Hellish; ghostly 
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“So much for the death of Sir Charles Baskerville. You perceive the 
devilish cunning of it, for really it would be almost impossible to make a 
case against the real murderer. His only accomplice was one who could 
never give him away, and the grotesque, inconceivable nature of the 
device only served to make it more effective. Both of the women 
concerned in the case, Mrs. Stapleton and Mrs. Laura Lyons, were left with 
a strong suspicion against Stapleton. Mrs. Stapleton knew that he had 
designs upon the old man, and also of the existence of the hound. Mrs. 
Lyons knew neither of these things, but had been impressed1 by the death 
occurring at the time of an uncancelled appointment which was only 
known to him. However, both of them were under his influence, and he 
had nothing to fear from them. The first half of his task was successfully 
accomplished but the more difficult still remained. 

“It is possible that Stapleton did not know of the existence of an heir in 
Canada. In any case he would very soon learn it from his friend Dr. 
Mortimer, and he was told by the latter all details about the arrival of 
Henry Baskerville. Stapleton’s first idea was that this young stranger from 
Canada might possibly be done to death in London without coming down 
to Devonshire at all. He distrusted his wife ever since she had refused to 
help him in laying a trap for the old man, and he dared not leave her long 
out of his sight for fear he should lose his influence over her. It was for 
this reason that he took her to London with him. They lodged, I find, at 
the Mexborough Private Hotel, in Craven Street2, which was actually one 
of those called upon by my agent in search of evidence. Here he kept his 
wife imprisoned in her room while he, disguised in a beard, followed Dr. 
Mortimer to Baker Street and afterwards to the station and to the 
Northumberland Hotel. His wife had some inkling of his plans; but she 
had such a fear of her husband—a fear founded upon brutal ill-
treatment—that she dare not write to warn the man whom she knew to 
be in danger. If the letter should fall into Stapleton’s hands her own life 
would not be safe. Eventually, as we know, she adopted the expedient of 
cutting out the words which would form the message, and addressing the 
letter in a disguised hand. It reached the baronet, and gave him the first 
warning of his danger. 

“It was very essential for Stapleton to get some article of Sir Henry’s 
attire so that, in case he was driven to use the dog, he might always have 
the means of setting him upon his track. With characteristic promptness 
and audacity he set about this at once, and we cannot doubt that the 
boots3 or chamber-maid of the hotel was well bribed to help him in his 

 
1 Struck by; disturbed by 
2 A short lane intersecting with Northumberland Avenue (making it within  a 
short walk of Sir Henry’s hotel) 
3 Shoe-shine boy 
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design. By chance, however, the first boot which was procured for him was 
a new one and, therefore, useless for his purpose. He then had it returned 
and obtained another—a most instructive incident, since it proved 
conclusively to my mind that we were dealing with a real hound, as no 
other supposition could explain this anxiety to obtain an old boot and this 
indifference to a new one. The more outré1 and grotesque an incident is 
the more carefully it deserves to be examined, and the very point which 
appears to complicate a case is, when duly considered and scientifically 
handled, the one which is most likely to elucidate it. 

“Then we had the visit from our friends next morning, shadowed always 
by Stapleton in the cab. From his knowledge of our rooms and of my 
appearance, as well as from his general conduct, I am inclined to think 
that Stapleton’s career of crime has been by no means limited to this single 
Baskerville affair. It is suggestive that during the last three years there 
have been four considerable burglaries in the west country, for none of 
which was any criminal ever arrested. The last of these, at Folkestone 
Court, in May, was remarkable for the cold-blooded pistolling of the page, 
who surprised the masked and solitary burglar. I cannot doubt that 
Stapleton recruited his waning resources in this fashion, and that for years 
he has been a desperate and dangerous man. 

“We had an example of his readiness of resource that morning when he 
got away from us so successfully, and also of his audacity in sending back 
my own name to me through the cabman. From that moment he 
understood that I had taken over the case in London, and that therefore 
there was no chance for him there. He returned to Dartmoor and awaited 
the arrival of the baronet.” 

“One moment!” said I. “You have, no doubt, described the sequence of 
events correctly, but there is one point which you have left unexplained. 
What became of the hound when its master was in London?” 

“I have given some attention to this matter and it is undoubtedly of 
importance. There can be no question that Stapleton had a confidant, 
though it is unlikely that he ever placed himself in his power by sharing 
all his plans with him. There was an old manservant at Merripit House, 
whose name was Anthony. His connection with the Stapletons can be 
traced for several years, as far back as the school-mastering days, so that 
he must have been aware that his master and mistress were really husband 
and wife. This man has disappeared and has escaped from the country. It 
is suggestive that Anthony2 is not a common name in England, while 

 
1 Shocking; unusual; literally – “excessive” 
2 A decidedly Catholic-sounding name (often borrowed from St. Anthony of 
Padua, a Portuguese priest), whereas Englishmen usually had 
Germanic/Anglo-Saxon-derived names (Henry, Charles, Arthur, William, 
Edward, Edmund, George, Chester, John, Jack, Oliver, and the like) 
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Antonio is so in all Spanish or Spanish-American countries. The man, like 
Mrs. Stapleton herself, spoke good English, but with a curious lisping 
accent. I have myself seen this old man cross the Grimpen Mire by the 
path which Stapleton had marked out. It is very probable, therefore, that 
in the absence of his master it was he who cared for the hound, though he 
may never have known the purpose for which the beast was used. 

“The Stapletons then went down to Devonshire, whither they were 
soon followed by Sir Henry and you. One word now as to how I stood 
myself at that time. It may possibly recur to your memory that when I 
examined the paper upon which the printed words were fastened I made 
a close inspection for the water-mark. In doing so I held it within a few 
inches of my eyes, and was conscious of a faint smell of the scent known 
as white jessamine1. There are seventy-five perfumes, which it is very 
necessary that a criminal expert should be able to distinguish from each 
other, and cases have more than once within my own experience 
depended upon their prompt recognition. The scent suggested the 
presence of a lady, and already my thoughts began to turn towards the 
Stapletons. Thus I had made certain of the hound, and had guessed at the 
criminal before ever we went to the west country. 

“It was my game to watch Stapleton. It was evident, however, that I 
could not do this if I were with you, since he would be keenly on his guard. 
I deceived everybody, therefore, yourself included, and I came down 
secretly when I was supposed to be in London. My hardships were not so 
great as you imagined, though such trifling details must never interfere 
with the investigation of a case. I stayed for the most part at Coombe 
Tracey, and only used the hut upon the moor when it was necessary to be 
near the scene of action. Cartwright had come down with me, and in his 
disguise as a country boy he was of great assistance to me. I was dependent 
upon him for food and clean linen. When I was watching Stapleton, 
Cartwright was frequently watching you, so that I was able to keep my 
hand upon all the strings. 

“I have already told you that your reports reached me rapidly, being 
forwarded instantly from Baker Street to Coombe Tracey. They were of 
great service to me, and especially that one incidentally truthful piece of 
biography of Stapleton’s. I was able to establish the identity of the man 
and the woman and knew at last exactly how I stood. The case had been 
considerably complicated through the incident of the escaped convict and 
the relations between him and the Barrymores. This also you cleared up 
in a very effective way, though I had already come to the same conclusions 
from my own observations. 

“By the time that you discovered me upon the moor I had a complete 
knowledge of the whole business, but I had not a case which could go to 

 
1 That is, jasmine 
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a jury. Even Stapleton’s attempt upon Sir Henry that night which ended 
in the death of the unfortunate convict did not help us much in proving 
murder against our man. There seemed to be no alternative but to catch 
him red-handed, and to do so we had to use Sir Henry, alone and 
apparently unprotected, as a bait. We did so, and at the cost of a severe 
shock to our client we succeeded in completing our case and driving 
Stapleton to his destruction. That Sir Henry should have been exposed to 
this is, I must confess, a reproach to my management of the case, but we 
had no means of foreseeing the terrible and paralyzing spectacle which 
the beast presented, nor could we predict the fog which enabled him to 
burst upon us at such short notice. We succeeded in our object at a cost 
which both the specialist1 and Dr. Mortimer assure me will be a temporary 
one. A long journey may enable our friend to recover not only from his 
shattered nerves but also from his wounded feelings. His love for the lady 
was deep and sincere, and to him the saddest part of all this black business 
was that he should have been deceived by her. 

“It only remains to indicate the part which she had played throughout. 
There can be no doubt that Stapleton exercised an influence over her 
which may have been love or may have been fear, or very possibly both, 
since they are by no means incompatible emotions. It was, at least, 
absolutely effective. At his command she consented to pass as his sister, 
though he found the limits of his power over her when he endeavoured to 
make her the direct accessory to murder. She was ready to warn Sir Henry 
so far as she could without implicating her husband, and again and again 
she tried to do so. Stapleton himself seems to have been capable of 
jealousy, and when he saw the baronet paying court to the lady, even 
though it was part of his own plan, still he could not help interrupting 
with a passionate outburst which revealed the fiery soul which his self-
contained manner so cleverly concealed. By encouraging the intimacy he 
made it certain that Sir Henry would frequently come to Merripit House 
and that he would sooner or later get the opportunity which he desired. 
On the day of the crisis, however, his wife turned suddenly against him. 
She had learned something of the death of the convict, and she knew that 
the hound was being kept in the outhouse on the evening that Sir Henry 
was coming to dinner. She taxed2 her husband with his intended crime, 
and a furious scene followed in which he showed her for the first time that 
she had a rival in his love3. Her fidelity turned in an instant to bitter 
hatred, and he saw that she would betray him. He tied her up, therefore, 

 
1 Doyle, as a physician, naturally realizes that Sir Henry’s condition would 
require the opinion of a trained nerve specialist – not merely the 
observations of a an unambitious phrenological anthropologist like Mortimer 
2 Confronted; challenged 
3 That is to say, he told her about his affair with Laura 
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that she might have no chance of warning Sir Henry, and he hoped, no doubt, 
that when the whole countryside put down the baronet’s death to the curse 
of his family, as they certainly would do, he could win his wife back to accept 
an accomplished fact and to keep silent upon what she knew. In this I fancy 
that in any case he made a miscalculation, and that, if we had not been there, 
his doom would none the less have been sealed. A woman of Spanish blood 
does not condone such an injury so lightly. And now, my dear Watson, 
without referring to my notes, I cannot give you a more detailed account of 
this curious case. I do not know that anything essential has been left 
unexplained.” 

“He could not hope to frighten Sir Henry to death as he had done the old 
uncle with his bogie1 hound.” 

“The beast was savage and half-starved. If its appearance did not frighten 
its victim to death, at least it would paralyze the resistance which might be 
offered.” 

“No doubt. There only remains one difficulty. If Stapleton came into the 
succession2, how could he explain the fact that he, the heir, had been living 
unannounced under another name so close to the property? How could he 
claim it without causing suspicion and inquiry?” 

“It is a formidable difficulty, and I fear that you ask too much when you 
expect me to solve it. The past and the present are within the field of my 
inquiry, but what a man may do in the future is a hard question to answer. 
Mrs. Stapleton has heard her husband discuss the problem on several 
occasions. There were three possible courses. He might claim the property 
from South America, establish his identity before the British authorities there 
and so obtain the fortune without ever coming to England at all, or he might 
adopt an elaborate disguise during the short time that he need be in London; 
or, again, he might furnish an accomplice with the proofs and papers, putting 
him in as heir, and retaining a claim upon some proportion of his income. We 
cannot doubt from what we know of him that he would have found some way 
out of the difficulty. And now, my dear Watson, we have had some weeks of 
severe work, and for one evening, I think, we may turn our thoughts into more 
pleasant channels. I have a box for ‘Les Huguenots3.’ Have you heard the De 
Reszkes4? Might I trouble you then to be ready in half an hour, and we can 
stop at Marcini’s5 for a little dinner on the way?” 

 

 

— The End —  
 

 
1 Demon; goblin; ghost 
2 Claimed the inheritance for himself 
3 A French opera by the composer Giacomo Meyerbeer which involves the 
massacre of Protestant Huguenots during the 16th century  
4 Three Polish opera singing brothers 
5 An apparently fictional haute cuisine restaurant 



179 
 

 
  



180 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE VERY BEST MYSTERIES  
of  SHERLOCK HOLMES 

        
 

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



181 
 

PERHAPS the most famous short story featuring the Great Detective – 

second only to “A Scandal in Bohemia” if at all – “The Speckled Band” 

was also Doyle’s favorite. When he compiled a list of his twelve favorites, 

it stood at the top, and remained there when he expanded the list to 

nineteen several years later. In the twentieth century, Doyle even 

adapted it into a stage play with some minor differences, and it 

continues to be one of the most anthologized of Holmes’ episode. Today 

it continues to be rated number one on a variety of polls of Holmesian 

societies and literary salons (trailed at varying intervals by “Scandal in 

Bohemia,” “Red-Headed League,” “Silver Blaze,” and “Blue Carbuncle”). It 

is often seen as the epitome or exemplar of Doyle’s famous first 

collection, “The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes,” with its general 

emphasis on conspiracies, dread, and horrible secrets. The grotesque 

details of Miss Stoner’s experiences – from her sister’s inexplicable death 

in her nightgown to her seemingly erratic horror at the sound of a low 

whistle – Roylott’s menacing figure as a vulgar tyrant (capable of 

violence, murder, and possibly the molestation of his stepdaughters), 

and Holmes’ emotionally-charged, white-knuckle nighttime vigil all 

combine to a story with an uncommon power over the imagination. 

Where classics like “The Red-headed League” and “The Blue Carbuncle” 

are alternatively humorous and thrilling – tales of adventure and fun – 

“The Speckled Band” is chilling and sinister from beginning to end – a 

secular horror story.  It remains one of Holmes’ most utterly Gothic 

adventures, rivalling “The Copper Beeches,” “The Yellow Face,” “The 

Sussex Vampire,” and The Hound of the Baskervilles in its sustained tone 

of dread, use of Gothic stocks, and grisly finale, and the tale has been 

featured in all three editions of The Oxford Book of Gothic Tales as an 

example of an exemplary study in the grotesque. Like all of Holmes’ 

forays, the dangers encountered here are not supernatural, but they are 

chilling, and they do springboard off of the conventions established a 

century previous – those of Lewis, Radcliffe, and Walpole: crumbling 

manors, dysfunctional aristocratic families on their way to extinction, 

exotic murders, locked room killings, stepfathers seeking the destruction 

of their wards, and starless nights torn asunder by the cries of a dying 

woman. Doyle plunges us into such a world, and while it is not plagued 

by spectral knights, bloody nuns, or phantom portraits, it is haunted in a 

far more palpable way: by greed and murder and evil. 

        
 

The Adventure of the Speckled Band 
{1891} 
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ON glancing over my notes of the seventy odd cases1 in which I have 
during the last eight years2 studied the methods of my friend Sherlock 
Holmes, I find many tragic, some comic3, a large number merely strange, 
but none commonplace; for, working as he did rather for the love of his 
art than for the acquirement of wealth, he refused to associate himself 
with any investigation which did not tend towards the unusual, and even 
the fantastic. Of all these varied cases, however, I cannot recall any 
which presented more singular features than that which was associated 
with the well-known Surrey4 family of the Roylotts of Stoke Moran. The 
events in question occurred in the early days of my association with 
Holmes, when we were sharing rooms as bachelors in Baker Street5. It is 
possible that I might have placed them upon record before, but a 
promise of secrecy was made at the time, from which I have only been 
freed during the last month by the untimely death of the lady to whom 
the pledge was given6. It is perhaps as well that the facts should now 
come to light, for I have reasons to know that there are widespread 
rumours as to the death of Dr. Grimesby Roylott which tend to make the 
matter even more terrible than the truth7.  

It was early in April in the year '83 that I woke one morning to find 
Sherlock Holmes standing, fully dressed, by the side of my bed. He was a 
late riser, as a rule, and as the clock on the mantelpiece showed me that 
it was only a quarter-past seven, I blinked up at him in some surprise, 
and perhaps just a little resentment, for I was myself regular in my 
habits. 

 
1  Before his 1903 retirement, Holmes is estimated to have had roughly 1,700 cases 
2 Having first met one another in 1881 
3 The Red-Headed League springs to mind 
4 A county in southern England, just west of Greater London, renowned for its 
beautiful countryside and wealth, historically being the site of many London 
aristocrats’ country retreats, particularly popular with the booming nouveau riche and 
industrialists who wanted to remain close to Town – a suburb of suburbs  
5 Prior, then, to Watson’s first marriage – sandwiched between the events of the first 
two novels “A Study in Scarlet” and “The Sign of the Four” 
6 This passing note has attracted wild attention from Sherlockians who speculate that 
either Holmes got the wrong crook, nabbed only one member of a conspiracy 
(perhaps we should be suspicious of a pact between Roylott and the fiancée), or 
ignored Miss Stoner’s perfidious role in her sister’s death (implying a guilt-induced 
suicide). Of course, the likeliest reason for her death is her shattered health following 
these experiences, but this theory is less fun 
7 Also a comment which has attracted speculation. What are the rumors? Primarily we 
are lead to suppose that there are rumblings that Holmes killed Roylott, that there 
was an inappropriate – even incestuous – relationship between Roylott and his 
daughter (more later), or that there has been a conspiracy to cash in on Roylott’s 
inheritance 
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"Very sorry to knock you up, Watson," said he, "but it's the common 
lot this morning. Mrs. Hudson has been knocked up, she retorted upon 
me, and I on you." 

"What is it, then -- a fire?"1 
"No; a client. It seems that a young lady has arrived in a considerable 

state of excitement, who insists upon seeing me. She is waiting now in 
the sitting-room. Now, when young ladies wander about the metropolis 
at this hour of the morning, and knock sleepy people up out of their 
beds, I presume that it is something very pressing which they have to 
communicate. Should it prove to be an interesting case, you would, I am 
sure, wish to follow it from the outset. I thought, at any rate, that I 
should call you and give you the chance." 

"My dear fellow, I would not miss it for anything." 
I had no keener pleasure than in following Holmes in his professional 

investigations, and in admiring the rapid deductions, as swift as 
intuitions, and yet always founded on a logical basis with which he 
unraveled the problems which were submitted to him. I rapidly threw on 
my clothes and was ready in a few minutes to accompany my friend 
down to the sitting-room. A lady dressed in black and heavily veiled2, 
who had been sitting in the window, rose as we entered. 

"Good-morning, madam," said Holmes cheerily. "My name is 
Sherlock Holmes. This is my intimate friend and associate, Dr. Watson, 
before whom you can speak as freely as before myself. Ha! I am glad to 
see that Mrs. Hudson has had the good sense to light the fire. Pray draw 
up to it, and I shall order you a cup of hot coffee, for I observe that you 
are shivering3." 

"lt is not cold which makes me shiver," said the woman in a low 
voice, changing her seat as requested. 

"What, then?" 
"It is fear, Mr. Holmes. It is terror." She raised her veil as she spoke, 

and we could see that she was indeed in a pitiable state of agitation, her 
face all drawn and gray, with restless frightened eyes, like those of some 
hunted animal4. Her features and figure were those of a woman of thirty, 
but her hair was shot with premature gray, and her expression was weary 

 
1 While some actors (David Burke for example) have played this line straight, most 
critics detect sarcasm and annoyance in Watson’s retort 
2 This is no mere disguise – she is in deep mourning for her sister, breaking the 
convention of three months’ mourning period  
3 Holmes unquestionably knows that her shivers are caused by emotions rather than 
feelings, but playfully uses this observation to draw forth her narrative 
4 Animals, as we known, play a significant role in this story, and the theme of 
prey/predator runs throughout it, challenging the definitions of who is human and 
who is animal 
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and haggard. Sherlock Holmes ran her over with one of his quick, all 
comprehensive glances. 

"You must not fear," said he soothingly, bending forward and patting 
her forearm. "We shall soon set matters right, I have no doubt. You have 
come in by train this morning, I see." 

"You know me, then?" 
"No, but I observe the second half of a return ticket in the palm of 

your left glove. You must have started early, and yet you had a good 
drive in a dog-cart1, along heavy roads, before you reached the station." 

The lady gave a violent start and stared in bewilderment at my 
companion. 

"There is no mystery, my dear madam," said he, smiling. "The left 
arm of your jacket is spattered with mud in no less than seven places. 
The marks are perfectly fresh. There is no vehicle save a dog-cart which 
throws up mud in that way, and then only when you sit on the left-hand 
side of the driver." 

"Whatever your reasons may be, you are perfectly correct," said she. 
"I started from home before six, reached Leatherhead at twenty past, and 
came in by the first train to Waterloo2. Sir, I can stand this strain no 
longer; I shall go mad if it continues. I have no one to turn to -- none, 
save only one, who cares for me, and he, poor fellow, can be of little aid. 
I have heard of you, Mr. Holmes; I have heard of you from Mrs. 
Farintosh, whom you helped in the hour of her sore need. It was from 
her that I had your address. Oh, sir, do you not think that you could help 
me, too, and at least throw a little light through the dense darkness 
which surrounds me? At present it is out of my power to reward you for 
your services, but in a month or six weeks I shall be married, with the 
control of my own income, and then at least you shall not find me 
ungrateful." 

Holmes turned to his desk and, unlocking it, drew out a small case-
book, which he consulted. 

"Farintosh," said he. "Ah yes, I recall the case; it was concerned with 
an opal tiara. I think it was before your time, Watson3. I can only say, 

 
1 A two-wheeled horse-drawn cart, with cross seats back to back 
2 Famously among Sherlockians, this is impossible according to the Bradshaws of the 
period. Rather than “play the game,” I’ll merely note that Conan Doyle made a 
mistake here 
3 Sherlockians pore over this inconsistency, too (how could she know his address if the 
case was before Watson and he and Watson rented 221B together!!??). The solution 
is ridiculously simple: Holmes is now a famous consultant, so perhaps she has read of 
his new address; or maybe she double checked his address before giving it out; or 
maybe she found it because she needed to pay his bill after he moved; or maybe he 
already lived there but Watson hadn’t yet begun shadowing Holmes yet (Holmes had 
some cases at 221B before Watson was caught up in the “Study” affair). Really, 
people… 
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madam, that I shall be happy to devote the same care to your case as I 
did to that of your friend. As to reward, my profession is its own reward; 
but you are at liberty to defray whatever expenses I may be put to, at the 
time which suits you best1. And now I beg that you will lay before us 
everything that may help us in forming an opinion upon the matter." 

"Alas!" replied our visitor, "the very horror of my situation lies in the 
fact that my fears are so vague, and my suspicions depend so entirely 
upon small points, which might seem trivial to another, that even he to 
whom of all others I have a right to look for help and advice looks upon 
all that I tell him about it as the fancies of a nervous woman. He does 
not say so, but I can read it from his soothing answers and averted eyes. 
But I have heard, Mr. Holmes, that you can see deeply into the manifold 
wickedness of the human heart. You may advise me how to walk amid 
the dangers which encompass me." 

"I am all attention, madam." 
"My name is Helen Stoner, and I am living with my stepfather, who is 

the last survivor of one of the oldest Saxon2 families in England, the 
Roylotts of Stoke Moran, on the western border of Surrey3." 

Holmes nodded his head. "The name is familiar to me," said he. 
"The family was at one time among the richest in England, and the 

estates extended over the borders into Berkshire in the north, and 

Hampshire in the west4. In the last century, however, four successive 

heirs were of a dissolute and wasteful disposition, and the family ruin 

was eventually completed by a gambler in the days of the Regency5.  

 

 
1 Holmes’ generosity and his policies of payment constantly seem to change. 
Sometimes he has a set fee, other times he waives it, asks only for reimbursement, or 
demands a high commission. This is, of course, dependent on the apparent means of 
the client – and frequently their gender (stony perhaps, but Holmes was always a soft 
touch with the ladies) 
2 Britain was – at the time – primarily populated by three main ethnicities: the original 
Celts/Britons who were forced into the highlands of Wales and Scotland by the 
Saxons, the invading Saxons and Angles (whence we derive “Anglo” and “England” and 
“English” or “Anglish”) who were Germanic and Danish sea raiders – the enemies of 
the Briton King Arthur – who took over Britain during the so-called Dark Ages, and the 
Normans – the enemies of the Saxon Robin Hood – who invaded Britain in 1066, 
becoming the new British aristocracy  
3 Possibly based on Stoke d’Abernon – a village of 6,000 in the same proximity: three 
miles from Leatherhead in western Surrey 
4 Berkshire is on Surrey’s northwest border, Hampshire to its southwest 
5 The glamourous 1810s popularized by Jane Austen and renowned as a time when 
fashion, excess, and debauchery were popularized by the example of the Prince 
Regent – the future George IV – who reigned while his father, George III, was 
debilitated by insanity  
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Nothing was left save a few acres of ground, and the two-hundred-year-
old house, which is itself crushed under a heavy mortgage. The last 
squire dragged out his existence there, living the horrible life of an 
aristocratic pauper; but his only son, my stepfather, seeing that he must 
adapt himself to the new conditions1, obtained an advance from a 
relative, which enabled him to take a medical degree and went out to 
Calcutta, where, by his professional skill and his force of character, he 
established a large practice. In a fit of anger, however, caused by some 
robberies which had been perpetrated in the house, he beat his native 
butler to death and narrowly escaped a capital sentence. As it was, he 
suffered a long term of imprisonment and afterwards returned to 
England a morose and disappointed man. 

"When Dr. Roylott was in India he married my mother, Mrs. Stoner, 
the young widow of Major-General2 Stoner, of the Bengal Artillery3. My 
sister Julia and I were twins, and we were only two years old at the time 
of my mother's re-marriage. She had a considerable sum of money -- not 
less than 1000 pounds4 a year -- and this she bequeathed to Dr. Roylott 
entirely while we resided with him, with a provision that a certain 
annual sum should be allowed to each of us in the event of our marriage. 
Shortly after our return to England my mother died -- she was killed 
eight years ago in a railway accident near Crewe5. Dr. Roylott then 
abandoned his attempts to establish himself in practice in London and 
took us to live with him in the old ancestral house at Stoke Moran. The 
money which my mother had left was enough for all our wants, and 
there seemed to be no obstacle to our happiness. 

"But a terrible change came over our stepfather about this time. 
Instead of making friends and exchanging visits with our neighbours, 
who had at first been overjoyed to see a Roylott of Stoke Moran back in 

 
1 A Saxon aristocrat wouldn’t be expected to enter a trade – not even medicine, which 
we consider distinguished today – unless he was terribly hard up for cash 
2 Socially, a major general of common birth was probably the equal of an 
impoverished squire – both have deficits and both have recommendations 
3 A unit of field and garrison artillery officered by British commanders and manned by 
Indian sepoys 
4 In the 1870s, before her death in 1875, this would be comparable to $100,000 in 
2017 currency. By 1883, the sum was worth nigh on half a million 
5 Home of the Rolls Royce, a major train hub in western England. Much eyebrow 
raising has been caused by this accident (or WAS it!?), but it seems fairly unlikely that 
such a major event could be plotted by a man whose idea of murder is changing your 
stepdaughter’s sleep quarters and training a snake to slither into it each night for two 
weeks  
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the old family seat1, he shut himself up in his house and seldom came 
out save to indulge in ferocious quarrels with whoever might cross his 
path. Violence of temper approaching to mania has been hereditary in 
the men of the family, and in my stepfather's case it had, I believe, been 
intensified by his long residence in the tropics2. A series of disgraceful 
brawls took place, two of which ended in the police court, until at last he 
became the terror of the village, and the folks would fly at his approach, 
for he is a man of immense strength, and absolutely uncontrollable in his 
anger. 

"Last week he hurled the local blacksmith3 over a parapet into a 
stream, and it was only by paying over all the money which I could 
gather together that I was able to avert another public exposure. He had 
no friends at all save the wandering gypsies, and he would give these 
vagabonds leave to encamp upon the few acres of bramble-covered land 
which represent the family estate, and would accept in return the 
hospitality of their tents, wandering away with them sometimes for 
weeks on end. He has a passion also for Indian animals, which are sent 
over to him by a correspondent, and he has at this moment a cheetah4 
and a baboon5, which wander freely over his grounds and are feared by 
the villagers almost as much as their master. 

"You can imagine from what I say that my poor sister Julia and I had 
no great pleasure in our lives. No servant would stay with us, and for a 
long time we did all the work of the house. She was but thirty at the time 
of her death, and yet her hair had already begun to whiten, even as mine 
has6." 

"Your sister is dead, then?" 

 
1 Having the local manor inhabited by its ancestral heir has historically been good for 
the local economy and the prestige of the area – it brings business, visitors, and civic 
pride. Not so with this lout 
2 In virtually EVERY case that Holmes conducted, the danger comes from Britain’s 
colonization of a foreign power or its relationships with foreign countries. Almost 
every villain has some connection to “the tropics,” Britain’s African colonies, or former 
colonies like the United States. In this case it is India that provides the fatal germ of 
crime 
3 Typically the strongest, burliest man in each village – an occupational side effect of 
pounding iron all day long  
4 Actually a fairly gentle animal – unlike the aggressive leopard – cheetahs can still be 
intimidating to English villagers who have no familiarity with the breed 
5 Baboons are native to Indonesia, not India, but Stoner is probably using the word 
“Indian” loosely to mean the Asian tropics bordering the Indian Ocean 
6 This favorite literary trope – one used by Doyle’s favorite writer, Poe, in “A Descent 
into the Maelstrom” – is impossible. Prematurely white hair is genetic, not caused by 
stress or fear, although stress can cause hair loss, which may render gray hairs more 
prominent 
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"She died just two years ago, and it is of her death that I wish to speak 
to you. You can understand that, living the life which I have described, 
we were little likely to see anyone of our own age and position. We had, 
however, an aunt, my mother's maiden sister, Miss Honoria Westphail, 
who lives near Harrow1, and we were occasionally allowed to pay short 
visits at this lady's house. Julia went there at Christmas two years ago, 
and met there a half-pay major2 of marines3, to whom she became 
engaged. My stepfather learned of the engagement when my sister 
returned and offered no objection to the marriage; but within a fortnight 
of the day which had been fixed for the wedding, the terrible event 
occurred which has deprived me of my only companion." 

Sherlock Holmes had been leaning back in his chair with his eyes 
closed and his head sunk in a cushion, but he half opened his lids now 
and glanced across at his visitor. 

"Pray be precise as to details," said he. 
"It is easy for me to be so, for every event of that dreadful time is 

seared into my memory. The manor-house is, as I have already said, very 
old, and only one wing is now inhabited. The bedrooms in this wing are 
on the ground floor, the sitting-rooms being in the central block of the 
buildings. Of these bedrooms the first is Dr. Roylott's, the second my 
sister's, and the third my own. There is no communication between 
them, but they all open out into the same corridor. Do I make myself 
plain?" 

"Perfectly so." 
"The windows of the three rooms open out upon the lawn. That fatal 

night Dr. Roylott had gone to his room early, though we knew that he 
had not retired to rest, for my sister was troubled by the smell of the 
strong Indian cigars4 which it was his custom to smoke. She left her 
room, therefore, and came into mine, where she sat for some time, 
chatting about her approaching wedding. At eleven o'clock she rose to 
leave me, but she paused at the door and looked back. 

" 'Tell me, Helen,' said she, 'have you ever heard anyone whistle in 
the dead of the night?' 

 
1 A London suburb northwest of Town 
2 Watson was himself a half-pay officer during his convalescence. Essentially a 
pension, half-pay was given to officers who were not in active-duty: they could either 
sell the commission to an up and comer, or accept half-pay and await reassignment or 
the next war 
3 Amphibious soldiers who were assigned to ships. They frequently acted as 
temporary garrisons to foreign posts, or as landing parties in naval actions against 
fortifications  
4 Like Holmes, the doctor has a predilection for strong tobacco. Doyle usually uses this 
as a motif to suggest intelligence and craft: upon hearing that his antagonist smokes 
strong tobacco, Holmes probably recognizes a foe to contend with – one cerebral of 
mind and (a requirement if he can bear the powerful fumes) brawny of body  
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" 'Never,' said I. 
" 'I suppose that you could not possibly whistle, yourself, in your 

sleep?' 
" 'Certainly not. But why?' 
" 'Because during the last few nights I have always, about three in the 

morning, heard a low, clear whistle. I am a light sleeper, and it has 
awakened me. I cannot tell where it came from perhaps from the next 
room, perhaps from the lawn. I thought that I would just ask you 
whether you had heard it.' 

" 'No, I have not. It must be those wretched gypsies in the plantation.' 
" 'Very likely. And yet if it were on the lawn, I wonder that you did 

not hear it also.' 
" 'Ah, but I sleep more heavily than you.' 
" 'Well, it is of no great consequence, at any rate.' She smiled back at 

me, closed my door, and a few moments later I heard her key turn in the 
lock." 

"Indeed," said Holmes. "Was it your custom always to lock yourselves 
in at night?" 

"Always." 
"And why?" 
"I think that I mentioned to you that the doctor kept a cheetah and a 

baboon. We had no feeling of security unless our doors were locked1." 
"Quite so. Pray proceed with your statement." 
"I could not sleep that night. A vague feeling of impending 

misfortune impressed me. My sister and I, you will recollect, were twins, 
and you know how subtle are the links which bind two souls which are 
so closely allied. It was a wild night. The wind was howling outside, and 
the rain was beating and splashing against the windows. Suddenly, amid 
all the hubbub of the gale, there burst forth the wild scream of a terrified 
woman. I knew that it was my sister's voice. I sprang from my bed, 
wrapped a shawl round me, and rushed into the corridor. As I opened 
my door I seemed to hear a low whistle, such as my sister described, and 
a few moments later a clanging sound, as if a mass of metal had fallen. 
As I ran down the passage, my sister's door was unlocked, and revolved 
slowly upon its hinges. I stared at it horror-stricken, not knowing what 
was about to issue from it2. By the light of the corridor-lamp I saw my 
sister appear at the opening, her face blanched with terror, her hands 

 
1 Most commentators view this as an excuse (and Holmes’ “Quite so” as a polite 
recognition of the fact): no cheetah or baboon will open a door, unlocked or 
otherwise. It is most likely Roylott – who manhandles Stoner – whom they fear. The 
specter of sexual abuse lingers over this story like a fog 
2 Her sister is the obvious answer, but it is interesting that she expects someone else. 
Again, I sense that she half expects to see her stepfather sally forth from the room, 
tucking his shirt into his loose drawers  
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groping for help , her whole figure swaying to and fro like that of a 
drunkard. I ran to her and threw my arms round her, but at that 
moment her knees seemed to give way and she fell to the ground. She 
writhed as one who is in terrible pain, and her limbs were dreadfully 
convulsed. At first I thought that she had not recognized me, but as I 
bent over her she suddenly shrieked out in a voice which I shall never 
forget, 'Oh, my God! Helen! It was the band! The speckled band!1' There 
was something else which she would fain have said, and she stabbed 
with her finger into the air in the direction of the doctor's room, but a 
fresh convulsion seized her and choked her words2. I rushed out, calling 
loudly for my stepfather, and I met him hastening from his room in his 
dressing-gown. When he reached my sister's side she was unconscious, 
and though he poured brandy down her throat and sent for medical aid 
from the village, all efforts were in vain, for she slowly sank and died 
without having recovered her consciousness. Such was the dreadful end 
of my beloved sister." 

One moment," said Holmes, "are you sure about this whistle and 
metallic sound? Could you swear to it?" 

"That was what the county coroner asked me at the inquiry. It is my 
strong impression that I heard it, and yet, among the crash of the gale 
and the creaking of an old house, I may possibly have been deceived." 

"Was your sister dressed?" 
"No, she was in her night-dress. In her right hand was found the 

charred stump of a match, and in her left a match-box." 
"Showing that she had struck a light and looked about her when the 

alarm took place. That is important. And what conclusions did the 
coroner come to?" 

 
1 Many have shaken their heads at this indictment. Why not “it was a snake! A snake 
just bit me!” The solution may be that she was bitten while asleep, and awakened by 
the symptoms of the poison. Stumbling up, struggling to breathe, she lights a candle 
and sees a strange spotted band next to her pillow. In the darkness she doesn’t 
recognize a snake, but assumes it to be an article of clothing or belt and rushes 
outside, horrified to think someone has been in her bed. As her brain fogs with death, 
she can only remember to shout out the one thing that she remembers seeing. At her 
cry, Roylott recalls the snake, and there is nothing for Stoner to discover in her room. 
The meaning of the cry might be an attempt to justify a suspicion. “He was in my bed 
with me!” she is trying to say, but all she can get out is her reason for suspecting it: “It 
was the band that told me; it was the band I saw that proved to me that he was there 
– my own stepfather, before my wedding!” 
2 Many critics argue that – like Sir Charles Baskerville – Julia is slain not BY the animal 
sent to her, but by her own terror. Already preternaturally nervous, she is never 
bitten, but shocked into cardiac arrest, which explains her symptoms far more than a 
snake bite. It is also worth noting that she survives for a minute or so after the 
encounter while Roylott himself is paralyzed immediately by the creature, and dies 
sitting in his chair  
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"He investigated the case with great care, for Dr. Roylott's conduct 
had long been notorious in the county, but he was unable to find any 
satisfactory cause of death1. My evidence showed that the door had been 
fastened upon the inner side, and the windows were blocked by old-
fashioned shutters with broad iron bars, which were secured every night. 
The walls were carefully sounded, and were shown to be quite solid all 
round, and the flooring was also thoroughly examined, with the same 
result. The chimney is wide, but is barred up by four large staples. It is 
certain, therefore, that my sister was quite alone when she met her end. 
Besides, there were no marks of any violence upon her." 

"How about poison?" 
"The doctors examined her for it, but without success." 
"What do you think that this unfortunate lady died of, then?" 
"It is my belief that she died of pure fear and nervous shock, though 

what it was that frightened her I cannot imagine2." 
"Were there gypsies in the plantation at the time?" 
"Yes, there are nearly always some there." 
"Ah, and what did you gather from this allusion to a band -- a 

speckled band?" 
"Sometimes I have thought that it was merely the wild talk of 

delirium3, sometimes that it may have referred to some band of people, 
perhaps to these very gypsies in the plantation. I do not know whether 
the spotted handkerchiefs which so many of them wear over their heads 
might have suggested the strange adjective which she used." 

Holmes shook his head like a man who is far from being satisfied. 
"These are very deep waters," said he; "pray go on with your 

narrative." 
"Two years have passed since then, and my life has been until lately 

lonelier than ever. A month ago, however, a dear friend, whom I have 
known for many years, has done me the honour to ask my hand in 
marriage. His name is Armitage -- Percy Armitage -- the second son of 
Mr. Armitage, of Crane Water, near Reading. My stepfather has offered 
no opposition to the match, and we are to be married in the course of 
the spring. Two days ago some repairs were started in the west wing of 
the building, and my bedroom wall has been pierced, so that I have had 
to move into the chamber in which my sister died, and to sleep in the 
very bed in which she slept. Imagine, then, my thrill of terror when last 
night, as I lay awake, thinking over her terrible fate, I suddenly heard in 
the silence of the night the low whistle which had been the herald of her 

 
1 Again, it is probable that the snake never bit her since such a potent venom would 
surely cause extreme swelling. Instead, she probably died of the shock of suspecting 
that her stepfather had violated her in her sleep 
2 I agree 
3 That is, hysteria – hysterical fear 
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own death. I sprang up and lit the lamp, but nothing was to be seen in 
the room. I was too shaken to go to bed again, however, so I dressed, and 
as soon as it was daylight I slipped down, got a dog-cart at the Crown 
Inn, which is opposite, and drove to Leatherhead, from whence I have 
come on this morning with the one object of seeing you and asking your 
advice." 

"You have done wisely," said my friend. "But have you told me all?" 
"Yes, all." 
"Miss Roylott, you have not. You are screening your stepfather." 
"Why, what do you mean?" 
For answer Holmes pushed back the frill of black lace which fringed 

the hand that lay upon our visitor's knee. Five little livid spots, the marks 
of four fingers and a thumb, were printed upon the white wrist. 

"You have been cruelly used1," said Holmes. 
The lady coloured deeply and covered over her injured wrist. "He is a 

hard man," she said, "and perhaps he hardly knows his own strength2." 
There was a long silence, during which Holmes leaned his chin upon 

his hands and stared into the crackling fire. 
"This is a very deep business," he said at last. "There are a thousand 

details which I should desire to know before I decide upon our course of 
action. Yet we have not a moment to lose. If we were to come to Stoke 
Moran to-day, would it be possible for us to see over these rooms 
without the knowledge of your stepfather?" 

"As it happens, he spoke of coming into town to-day upon some most 
important business. It is probable that he will be away all day, and that 
there would be nothing to disturb you. We have a housekeeper now, but 
she is old and foolish, and I could easily get her out of the way." 

"Excellent. You are not averse to this trip, Watson?" 
"By no means." 
"Then we shall both come. What are you going to do yourself?" 
"I have one or two things which I would wish to do now that I am in 

town. But I shall return by the twelve o'clock train, so as to be there in 
time for your coming." 

 
1 “Used” is the precise word. Or perhaps “forced.” Why would a man in his sixties 
bruise the arm of his thirthy-something daughter – a grown woman who is engaged? 
What, did she steal a cookie from the jar, or refuse to stop throwing a tantrum in the 
toy aisle, or play with matches in her playroom? There is no logical reason for two 
genteel people – a squire and a cultured lady – to have an interaction like this unless it 
was sexual: unless Roylott grabbed her and refused to let her go until he had derived 
the pleasure he sought from her body. I don’t necessarily suggest rape, but certainly 
sexual molestation. No adult woman of breeding need be gripped so, especially so 
polite and shy a woman – not to be reprimanded – unless the aim was to restrain her 
during a violent pass 
2 A chilling comment. The language of an abused woman – “it’s okay, he didn’t know it 
was hurting me” 
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"And you may expect us early in the afternoon. I have myself some 
small business matters to attend to. Will you not wait and breakfast?" 

"No, I must go. My heart is lightened already since I have confided 
my trouble to you. I shall look forward to seeing you again this 
afternoon." She dropped her thick black veil over her face and glided 
from the room. 

"And what do you think of it all, Watson?" asked Sherlock Holmes, 
leaning back in his chair. 

"It seems to me to be a most dark and sinister business." 
"Dark enough and sinister enough." 
"Yet if the lady is correct in saying that the flooring and walls are 

sound, and that the door, window, and chimney are impassable, then her 
sister must have been undoubtedly alone when she met her mysterious 
end." 

"What becomes, then, of these nocturnal whistles, and what of the 
very peculiar words of the dying woman?" 

"I cannot think." 
"When you combine the ideas of whistles at night, the presence of a 

band of gypsies who are on intimate terms with this old doctor, the fact 
that we have every reason to believe that the doctor has an interest in 
preventing his stepdaughter's marriage, the dying allusion to a band, 
and, finally, the fact that Miss Helen Stoner heard a metallic clang, 
which might have been caused by one of those metal bars that secured 
the shutters falling back into its place, I think that there is good ground 
to think that the mystery may be cleared along those lines." 

"But what, then, did the gypsies do?" 
"I cannot imagine." 
"I see many objections to any such theory." 
"And so do I. It is precisely for that reason that we are going to Stoke 

Moran this day. I want to see whether the objections are fatal, or if they 
may be explained away. But what in the name of the devil!" 

The ejaculation had been drawn from my companion by the fact that 
our door had been suddenly dashed open, and that a huge man had 
framed himself in the aperture. His costume was a peculiar mixture of 
the professional and of the agricultural1, having a black top-hat, a long 
frock-coat2, and a pair of high gaiters3, with a hunting-crop4 swinging in 
his hand. So tall was he that his hat actually brushed the cross bar of the- 

 
1 In other words, the costume of a country squire – one who is simultaneously 
expected to be a refined gentleman and a rugged sportsman 
2 A fashionable, knee-length coat – worn by urban gentlemen (as opposed to the rural 
shooting jacket or tweeds) 
3 Canvas leggings that covered the shoe tops and calves (up to the knee) – protecting 
it from mud, briars, and brush during country romps 
4 A small cane made of heavy wood used to urge horses to ride harder during a hunt 
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doorway, and his breadth seemed to span it across from side to side. A 
large face, seared with a thousand wrinkles, burned yellow with the sun, 
and marked with every evil passion, was turned from one to the other of 
us, while his deep-set, bile-shot eyes, and his high, thin, fleshless nose, 
gave him somewhat the resemblance to a fierce old bird of prey. 

"Which of you is Holmes?" asked this apparition. 
"My name, sir; but you have the advantage of me," said my 

companion quietly. 
"I am Dr. Grimesby Roylott, of Stoke Moran." 
"Indeed, Doctor," said Holmes blandly. "Pray take a seat." 
"I will do nothing of the kind. My stepdaughter has been here. I have 

traced her1. What has she been saying to you?" 
"It is a little cold for the time of the year," said Holmes. 
"What has she been saying to you?" screamed the old man furiously. 
"But I have heard that the crocuses promise well," continued my 

companion imperturbably. 
"Ha! You put me off, do you?" said our new visitor, taking a step 

forward and shaking his hunting-crop. "I know you, you scoundrel! I 
have heard of you before. You are Holmes, the meddler." 

My friend smiled. 
"Holmes, the busybody!" 
His smile broadened. 
"Holmes, the Scotland Yard Jack-in-office2!" 
Holmes chuckled heartily. "Your conversation is most entertaining," 

said he. "When you go out close the door, for there is a decided 
draught." 

"I will go when I have said my say. Don't you dare to meddle with my 
affairs. I know that Miss Stoner has been here. I traced her! I am a 
dangerous man to fall foul of! See here." He stepped swiftly forward, 
seized the poker, and bent it into a curve with his huge brown hands3. 

"See that you keep yourself out of my grip," he snarled, and hurling 
the twisted poker into the fireplace he strode out of the room. 

"He seems a very amiable person," said Holmes, laughing. "I am not 
quite so bulky, but if he had remained I might have shown him that my 

 
1 Remember what I said about how this stories ponders the idea of predators and 
prey, about humans who are treated like animals or act like animals? Donning 
elements of a hunting outfit, the doctor bursts in claiming to have tracked his 
daughter like a slinking fox to its hole 
2 A petty official – Roylott accuses Holmes of being a half-baked detective whom 
Scotland Yard drags out when it has no one better to call on 
3 One commentator experimented with his wife’s poker and proclaimed the task to be 
“a not inconsiderable though not Herculean feat.” It is not impossible for a healthy 
man to do this, but it does take a good deal of brawn  
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grip was not much more feeble than his own." As he spoke he picked up 
the steel poker and, with a sudden effort, straightened it out again. 

"Fancy his having the insolence to confound me with the official 
detective force! This incident gives zest to our investigation, however, 
and I only trust that our little friend will not suffer from her imprudence 
in allowing this brute to trace her. And now, Watson, we shall order 
breakfast, and afterwards I shall walk down to Doctors' Commons1, 
where I hope to get some data which may help us in this matter." 

 
 

 
It was nearly one o'clock when Sherlock Holmes returned from his 
excursion. He held in his hand a sheet of blue paper, scrawled over with 
notes and figures. 

"I have seen the will of the deceased wife," said he. "To determine its 
exact meaning I have been obliged to work out the present prices of the 
investments with which it is concerned. The total income, which at the 
time of the wife's death was little short of 1100 pounds, is now, through 
the fall in agricultural prices, not more than 750 pounds. Each daughter 
can claim an income of 250 pounds2, in case of marriage. It is evident, 
therefore, that if both girls had married, this beauty would have had a 
mere pittance, while even one of them would cripple him to a very 
serious extent. My morning's work has not been wasted, since it has 
proved that he has the very strongest motives for standing in the way of 
anything of the sort. And now, Watson, this is too serious for dawdling, 
especially as the old man is aware that we are interesting ourselves in his 
affairs; so if you are ready, we shall call a cab and drive to Waterloo. I 
should be very much obliged if you would slip your revolver into your 
pocket. An Eley's No. 23 is an excellent argument with gentlemen who 
can twist steel pokers into knots. That and a tooth-brush are, I think all 
that we need." 

At Waterloo we were fortunate in catching a train for Leatherhead, 
where we hired a trap4 at the station inn and drove for four or five miles 
through the lovely Surrey lanes. It was a perfect day, with a bright sun 
and a few fleecy clouds in the heavens. The trees and wayside hedges 
were just throwing out their first green shoots, and the air was full of the 

 
1 A legal building on the Strand which housed a wide range of public records in its 
archives 
2 Still a respectable sum: about $30,000 in 2017 currency 
3 A popular sidearm among officers, the Webley revolver took .320 bore, No. 2 rounds 
which were produced by Eley’s – an arms manufacturer whose name would be on the 
ammunition box (although the round is technically a Webley No. 2)  
4 A speedy, one-horse, two-wheeled carriage – not unlike a dog cart, but sportier and 
less messy 
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pleasant smell of the moist earth. To me at least there was a strange 
contrast between the sweet promise of the spring and this sinister quest 
upon which we were engaged. My companion sat in the front of the trap, 
his arms folded, his hat pulled down over his eyes, and his chin sunk 
upon his breast, buried in the deepest thought. Suddenly, however, he 
started, tapped me on the shoulder, and pointed over the meadows 

"Look there!" said he. 
A heavily timbered park stretched up in a gentle slope, thickening 

mto a grove at the highest point. From amid the branches there jutted 
out the gray gables and high roof-tree of a very old mansion. 

"Stoke Moran?" said he. 
"Yes, sir, that be the house of Dr. Grimesby Roylott," remarked the 

driver. 
"There is some building going on there," said Holmes; "that is where 

we are going." 
"There's the village," said the driver, pointing to a cluster of roofs 

some distance to the left; "but if you want to get to the house, you'll find 
it shorter to get over this stile, and so by the foot-path over the fields. 
There it is, where the lady is walking." 

"And the lady, I fancy, is Miss Stoner," observed Holmes, shading his 
eyes. "Yes, I think we had better do as you suggest." 

We got off, paid our fare, and the trap rattled back on its way to 
Leatherhead. 

"I thought it as well," said Holmes as we climbed the stile, "that this 
fellow should think we had come here as architects, or on some definite 
business. It may stop his gossip. Good-afternoon, Miss Stoner. You see 
that we have been as good as our word." 

Our client of the morning had hurried forward to meet us with a face 
which spoke her joy. "I have been waiting so eagerly for you," she cried, 
shaking hands with us warmly. "All has turned out splendidly. Dr. 
Roylott has gone to town, and it is unlikely that he will be back before 
evening." 

"We have had the pleasure of making the doctor's acquaintance," said 
Holmes, and in a few words he sketched out what had occurred. Miss 
Stoner turned white to the lips as she listened. 

"Good heavens!" she cried, "he has followed me, then." 
"So it appears." 
"He is so cunning that I never know when I am safe from him. What 

will he say when he returns?" 
"He must guard himself, for he may find that there is someone more 

cunning than himself upon his track. You must lock yourself up from 
him to-night. If he is violent, we shall take you away to your aunt's at 
Harrow. Now, we must make the best use of our time, so kindly take us 
at once to the rooms which we are to examine." 
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The building was of gray, lichen-blotched stone, with a high central 
portion and two curving wings, like the claws of a crab, thrown out on 
each side. In one of these wings the windows were broken and blocked 
with wooden boards, while the roof was partly caved in, a picture of 
ruin1. The central portion was in little better repair, but the right-hand 
block was comparatively modern, and the blinds in the windows, with 
the blue smoke curling up from the chimneys, showed that this was 
where the family resided. Some scaffolding had been erected against the 
end wall, and the stone-work had been broken into, but there were no 
signs of any workmen at the moment of our visit. Holmes walked slowly 
up and down the ill-trimmed lawn and examined with deep attention 
the outsides of the windows. 

"This, I take it, belongs to the room in which you used to sleep, the 
centre one to your sister's, and the one next to the main building to Dr. 
Roylott's chamber?" 

"Exactly so. But I am now sleeping in the middle one." 
"Pending the alterations, as I understand. By the way, there does not 

seem to be any very pressing need for repairs at that end wall." 
"There were none. I believe that it was an excuse to move me from 

my room2." 
"Ah! that is suggestive. Now, on the other side of this narrow wing 

runs the corridor from which these three rooms open. There are 
windows in it, of course?" 

"Yes, but very small ones. Too narrow for anyone to pass through." 
"As you both locked your doors at night, your rooms were 

unapproachable from that side. Now, would you have the kindness to go 
into your room and bar your shutters?" 

Miss Stoner did so, and Holmes, after a careful examination through 
the open window, endeavoured in every way to force the shutter open, 
but without success. There was no slit through which a knife could be 
passed to raise the bar. Then with his lens he tested the hinges, but they 
were of solid iron, built firmly into the massive masonry. "Hum!" said he, 
scratching his chin in some perplexity, "my theory certainly presents 
some difficulties. No one could pass these shutters if they were bolted. 
Well, we shall see if the inside throws any light upon the matter." 

A small side door led into the whitewashed corridor from which the 
three bedrooms opened. Holmes refused to examine the third chamber, 
so we passed at once to the second, that in which Miss Stoner was now 
sleeping, and in which her sister had met with her fate. It was a homely 
little room, with a low ceiling and a gaping fireplace, after the fashion of 
old country-houses. A brown chest of drawers stood in one corner, a 

 
1 An apt metaphor for the depraved, decayed House of Roylott 
2 A very clever woman – Stoner continues a trend in “The Adventures of Sherlock 
Holmes” of stories hosting intelligent and perceptive female clients 
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narrow white counterpaned1 bed in another, and a dressing-table on the 
left-hand side of the window. These articles, with two small wicker-work 
chairs, made up all the furniture in the room save for a square of Wilton 
carpet2 in the centre. The boards round and the paneling of the walls 
were of brown, worm-eaten oak, so old and discoloured that it may have 
dated from the original building of the house. Holmes drew one of the 
chairs into a corner and sat silent, while his eyes travelled round and 
round and up and down, taking in every detail of the apartment. 

"Where does that bell communicate with3?" he asked at last pointing 
to a thick belt-rope which hung down beside the bed, the tassel actually 
lying upon the pillow. 

"It goes to the housekeeper's room." 
"It looks newer than the other things?" 
"Yes, it was only put there a couple of years ago." 
"Your sister asked for it, I suppose?" 
"No, I never heard of her using it. We used always to get what we 

wanted for ourselves." 
"Indeed, it seemed unnecessary to put so nice a bell-pull there. You 

will excuse me for a few minutes while I satisfy myself as to this floor." 
He threw himself down upon his face with his lens in his hand and 
crawled swiftly backward and forward, examining minutely the cracks 
between the boards. Then he did the same with the wood-work with 
which the chamber was paneled. Finally he walked over to the bed and 
spent some time in staring at it and in running his eye up and down the 
wall. Finally he took the bell-rope in his hand and gave it a brisk tug. 

"Why, it's a dummy," said he. 
"Won't it ring?" 
"No, it is not even attached to a wire. This is very interesting. You can 

see now that it is fastened to a hook just above where the little opening 
for the ventilator is." 

"How very absurd! I never noticed that before4." 
"Very strange!" muttered Holmes, pulling at the rope. "There are one 

or two very singular points about this room. For example, what a fool a 
builder must be to open a ventilator into another room, when, with the 
same trouble, he might have communicated with the outside air!" 

 
1 A quilt 
2 Made of woven wool – from Wilton in Wiltshire. Try saying that, Henry Higgins 
3 Made of embroidered cloth bands or corded velvet, ending in a pert tassel, bell pulls 
tugged on a wire that communicated with a bell in the servants’ quarters, alerting 
servants to a need in the room whose bell rings out  
4 This seems unlikely, but given her pattern of self reliance, Roylott may have trusted 
that it would never be used, and while we have no picture of the way it is fastened to 
the hook, it may be obscured by angles or beams to the point where you would have 
to go out of your way to peer at it before it was seen 
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"That is also quite modern," said the lady. 
"Done about the same time as the bell-rope?" remarked Holmes. 
"Yes, there were several little changes carried out about that time." 
"They seem to have been of a most interesting character -- dummy 

bell-ropes, and ventilators which do not ventilate. With your permission, 
Miss Stoner, we shall now carry our researches into the inner 
apartment." 

Dr. Grimesby Roylott's chamber was larger than that of his 
stepdaughter, but was as plainly furnished. A camp-bed1, a small wooden 
shelf full of books, mostly of a technical character an armchair beside the 
bed, a plain wooden chair against the wail, a round table, and a large 
iron safe were the principal things which met the eye. Holmes walked 
slowly round and examined each and all of them with the keenest 
interest. 

"What's in here?" he asked, tapping the safe. 
"My stepfather's business papers." 
"Oh! you have seen inside, then?" 
"Only once, some years ago. I remember that it was full of papers." 
"There isn't a cat in it, for example?" 
"No. What a strange idea!" 
"Well, look at this!" He took up a small saucer of milk which stood on 

the top of it. 
"No; we don't keep a cat. But there is a cheetah and a baboon." 
"Ah, yes, of course! Well, a cheetah is just a big cat, and yet a saucer 

of milk does not go very far in satisfying its wants, I daresay. There is one 
point which I should wish to determine." He squatted down in front of 
the wooden chair and examined the seat of it with the greatest attention. 

"Thank you. That is quite settled," said he, rising and putting his lens 
in his pocket. "Hello! Here is something interesting!" 

The object which had caught his eye was a small dog lash2 hung on 
one corner of the bed. The lash, however, was curled upon itself and tied 
so as to make a loop of whipcord. 

"What do you make of that, Watson?" 
"It's a common enough lash. But I don't know why if should be tied." 
"That is not quite so common, is it? Ah, me! it's a wicked world, and 

when a clever man3 turns his brains to crime it is the worst of all. I think 

 
1 A cot used by soldiers. Cheap to the point of eccentricity, Roylott rebukes a 
comfortable bed either for the cost or in order to replicate his Indian experiences as 
realistically as possible – hence the baboon and cheetah whom he delights in setting 
free on his lands 
2 That is, a “leash” 
3 Everything we have seen points to low intelligence – his squalid lifestyle, eccentric 
habits, and bizarre belongings. Holmes is no doubt pondering that predilection for 
strong, intellectual tobacco  
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that I have seen enough now, Miss Stoner, and with your permission we 
shall walk out upon the lawn." 

I had never seen my friend's face so grim or his brow so dark as it was 
when we turned from the scene of this investigation. We had walked 
several times up and down the lawn, neither Miss Stoner nor myself 
liking to break in upon his thoughts before he roused himself from his 
reverie. 

"It is very essential, Miss Stoner," said he, "that you should absolutely 
follow my advice in every respect." 

"I shall most certainly do so." 
"The matter is too serious for any hesitation. Your life may depend 

upon your compliance." 
"I assure you that I am in your hands." 
"In the first place, both my friend and I must spend the night in your 

room." 
Both Miss Stoner and I gazed at him in astonishment1. 
"Yes, it must be so. Let me explain. I believe that that is the village 

inn over there?" 
"Yes, that is the Crown." 
"Very good. Your windows would be visible from there?" 
"Certainly." 
"You must confine yourself to your room, on pretence of a headache, 

when your stepfather comes back. Then when you hear him retire for the 
night, you must open the shutters of your window, undo the hasp, put 
your lamp there as a signal to us, and then withdraw quietly with 
everything which you are likely to want into the room which you used to 
occupy. I have no doubt that, in spite of the repairs, you could manage 
there for one night." 

"Oh, yes, easily." 
"The rest you will leave in our hands." 
"But what will you do?" 
"We shall spend the night in your room, and we shall investigate the 

cause of this noise which has disturbed you." 
"I believe, Mr. Holmes, that you have already made up your mind," 

said Miss Stoner, laying her hand upon my companion's sleeve. 
"Perhaps I have." 
"Then, for pity's sake, tell me what was the cause of my sister's 

death." 
"I should prefer to have clearer proofs before I speak." 

 
1 Not having yet mentioned that she would not be there during their slumber party, 
Holmes has led Watson and Stoner to balk at the impropriety of such a suggestion – 
one that pokes yet again at the sexual undertones of this very erotic – but subtly 
erotic – story  
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"You can at least tell me whether my own thought is correct, and if 
she died from some sudden fright." 

"No, I do not think so. I think that there was probably some more 
tangible cause. And now, Miss Stoner, we must leave you for if Dr. 
Roylott returned and saw us our journey would be in vain. Good-bye, 
and be brave, for if you will do what I have told you you may rest assured 
that we shall soon drive away1 the dangers that threaten you." 

Sherlock Holmes and I had no difficulty in engaging a bedroom and 
sitting-room at the Crown Inn. They were on the upper floor, and from 
our window we could command a view of the avenue gate, and of the 
inhabited wing of Stoke Moran Manor House. At dusk we saw Dr. 
Grimesby Roylott drive past, his huge form looming up beside the little 
figure of the lad who drove him. The boy had some slight difficulty in 
undoing the heavy iron gates, and we heard the hoarse roar of the 
doctor's voice and saw the fury with which he shook his clinched fists at 
him. The trap drove on, and a few minutes later we saw a sudden light 
spring up among the trees as the lamp was lit in one of the sitting-
rooms. 

"Do you know, Watson," said Holmes as we sat together in the 
gathering darkness, "I have really some scruples as to taking you to-
night. There is a distinct element of danger." 

"Can I be of assistance?" 
"Your presence might be invaluable." 
"Then I shall certainly come." 
"It is very kind of you." 
"You speak of danger. You have evidently seen more in these rooms 

than was visible to me." 
"No, but I fancy that I may have deduced a little more2. I imagine that 

you saw all that I did." 
"I saw nothing remarkable save the bell-rope, and what purpose that 

could answer I confess is more than I can imagine." 
"You saw the ventilator, too?" 
"Yes, but I do not think that it is such a very unusual thing to have a 

small opening between two rooms. It was so small that a rat could hardly 
pass through." 

"I knew that we should find a ventilator before ever we came to Stoke 
Moran." 

"My dear Holmes!" 
"Oh, yes, I did. You remember in her statement she said that her 

sister could smell Dr. Roylott's cigar. Now, of course that suggested at 

 
1 Quite literally he will “drive [them] away” – with his cane 
2 A dominant theme in Holmes and Watson’s relationship. While Watson ultimately 
grows capable of deducing in Holmes manner – as seen in the opening sequence of 
“Hound of the Baskervilles” – he never quite gets the knack of deducing correctly 
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once that there must be a communication between the two rooms. It 
could only be a small one, or it would have been remarked upon at the 
coroner's inquiry. I deduced a ventilator." 

"But what harm can there be in that?" 
"Well, there is at least a curious coincidence of dates. A ventilator is 

made, a cord is hung, and a lady who sleeps in the bed dies. Does not 
that strike you?" 

"I cannot as yet see any connection." 
"Did you observe anything very peculiar about that bed?" 
"No." 
"It was clamped to the floor1. Did you ever see a bed fastened like that 

before?" 
"I cannot say that I have." 
"The lady could not move her bed. It must always be in the same 

relative position to the ventilator and to the rope -- or so we may call it, 
since it was clearly never meant for a bell-pull." 

"Holmes," I cried, "I seem to see dimly what you are hinting at. We 
are only just in time to prevent some subtle and horrible crime." 

"Subtle enough and horrible enough. When a doctor does go wrong 
he is the first of criminals. He has nerve and he has knowledge. Palmer 
and Pritchard2 were among the heads of their profession. This man 
strikes even deeper, but I think, Watson, that we shall be able to strike 
deeper still. But we shall have horrors enough before the night is over; 
for goodness' sake let us have a quiet pipe and turn our minds for a few 
hours to something more cheerful." 

 
 

 
About nine o'clock the light among the trees was extinguished, and all 
was dark in the direction of the Manor House. Two hours passed slowly 
away, and then, suddenly, just at the stroke of eleven, a single bright 
light shone out right in front of us. 

"That is our signal," said Holmes, springing to his feet; "it comes from 
the middle window." 

As we passed out he exchanged a few words with the landlord, 
explaining that we were going on a late visit to an acquaintance, and that 

 
1 This comment always sends a chill down my spine. It broods with sinister suggestion, 
but Holmes maintains the tension by refusing to clarify his deduction. It is certainly a 
ghastly idea to clamp down a person’s bed so that she is forced to sleep in such a way 
that while she is most vulnerable, she is in the line of some intended fire 
2 Edward William Palmer and Edward William Pritchard were two Victorian doctors 
convicted of poisoning respective family members. Holmes’s comment that they were 
"among the heads of their profession" is intended to be ironic, since the only 
profession either excelled at was murder 
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it was possible that we might spend the night there. A moment later we 
were out on the dark road, a chill wind blowing in our faces, and one 
yellow light twinkling in front of us through the gloom to guide us on 
our sombre errand. 

There was little difficulty in entering the grounds, for unrepaired 
breaches gaped in the old park wall. Making our way among the trees, 
we reached the lawn, crossed it, and were about to enter through the 
window when out from a clump of laurel bushes there darted what 
seemed to be a hideous and distorted child, who threw itself upon the 
grass with writhing limbs and then ran swiftly across the lawn into the 
darkness. 

"My God!" I whispered; "did you see it?" 
Holmes was for the moment as startled as I. His hand closed like a 

vise upon my wrist in his agitation. Then he broke into a low laugh and 
put his lips to my ear. 

"It is a nice household," he murmured. "That is the baboon." 
I had forgotten the strange pets which the doctor affected. There was a 
cheetah, too; perhaps we might find it upon our shoulders at any 
moment1. I confess that I felt easier in my mind when, after following 
Holmes's example and slipping off my shoes, I found myself inside the 
bedroom. My companion noiselessly closed the shutters, moved the 
lamp onto the table, and cast his eyes round the room. All was as we had 
seen it in the daytime. Then creeping up to me and making a trumpet of 
his hand, he whispered into my ear again so gently that it was all that I 
could do to distinguish the words: 

"The least sound would be fatal to our plans." 
I nodded to show that I had heard. 
"We must sit without light. He would see it through the ventilator." 
I nodded again. 
"Do not go asleep; your very life may depend upon it. Have your 

pistol ready in case we should need it. I will sit on the side of the bed, 
and you in that chair." 

I took out my revolver and laid it on the corner of the table. 
Holmes had brought up a long thin cane2, and this he placed upon 

the bed beside him. By it he laid the box of matches and the stump of a 
candle3. Then he turned down the lamp, and we were left in darkness. 

 
1 Again, Watson is mistaking the personality of the docile cheetah with that of the 
truly vicious leopard 
2 Presumably made of bamboo – a popular material for canes used during casual rural 
outings like picnics and river excursions. The original illustration suggests this, with the 
cane bending pliably in Holmes’ backswing 
3 Jeremy Brett interprets this moment beautifully in the Granada adaptation: his 
hands tremble as he lays them out precisely, and you can see his eyes wince at the 
physical proof of his own personal terror 
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How shall I ever forget that dreadful vigil? I could not hear a sound, 
not even the drawing of a breath, and yet I knew that my companion sat 
open-eyed, within a few feet of me, in the same state of nervous tension 
in which I was myself. The shutters cut off the least ray of light, and we 
waited in absolute darkness. From outside came the occasional cry of a 
night-bird, and once at our very window a long drawn catlike whine, 
which told us that the cheetah was indeed at liberty. Far away we could 
hear the deep tones of the parish clock, which boomed out every quarter 
of an hour. How long they seemed, those quarters! Twelve struck, and 
one and two and three, and still we sat waiting silently for whatever 
might befall. 

Suddenly there was the momentary gleam of a light up in the 
direction of the ventilator, which vanished immediately, but was 
succeeded by a strong smell of burning oil and heated metal. Someone in 
the next room had lit a dark-lantern1. I heard a gentle sound of 
movement, and then all was silent once more, though the smell grew 
stronger. For half an hour I sat with straining ears. Then suddenly 
another sound became audible -- a very gentle, soothing sound, like that 
of a small jet of steam escaping continually from a kettle. The instant 
that we heard it, Holmes sprang from the bed, struck a match, and 
lashed furiously with his cane at the bell-pull. 

"You see it, Watson?" he yelled. "You see it?" 
But I saw nothing. At the moment when Holmes struck the light I 

heard a low, clear whistle, but the sudden glare flashing into my weary 
eyes made it impossible for me to tell what it was at which my friend 
lashed so savagely. I could, however, see that his face was deadly pale 
and filled with horror and loathing.- 

He had ceased to strike and was gazing up at the ventilator when 
suddenly there broke from the silence of the night the most horrible cry 
to which I have ever listened. It swelled up louder and louder, a hoarse 
yell of pain and fear and anger all mingled in the one dreadful shriek. 
They say that away down in the village, and even in the distant 
parsonage, that cry raised the sleepers from their beds2. It struck cold to 
our hearts, and I stood gazing at Holmes, and he at me, until the last 
echoes of it had died away into the silence from which it rose. 

"What can it mean?" I gasped. 

 
1 A lantern with a metal visor that could be closed around it to prevent light from 
escaping, while keeping the flame lit and ready for use at any moment – always a very 
sinister tool to have: the companion of murderers and grave robbers 
2 They say so, but they are lying. It definitely woke sleepers in the house, but come 
on… 
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"It means that it is all over," Holmes answered. "And perhaps, after 
all, it is for the best. Take your pistol1, and we will enter Dr. Roylott's 
room." 

With a grave face he lit the lamp and led the way down the corridor. 
Twice he struck at the chamber door without any reply from within. 
Then he turned the handle and entered, I at his heels, with the cocked 
pistol in my hand. 

It was a singular sight which met our eyes. On the table stood a dark-
lantern with the shutter half open, throwing a brilliant beam of light 
upon the iron safe, the door of which was ajar. Beside this table, on the 
wooden chair, sat Dr. Grimesby Roylott clad in a long gray dressing-
gown, his bare ankles protruding beneath, and his feet thrust into red 
heelless Turkish slippers. Across his lap lay the short stock with the long 
lash which we had noticed during the day. His chin was cocked upward 
and his eyes were fixed in a dreadful, rigid stare at the corner of the 
ceiling. Round his brow he had a peculiar yellow band, with brownish 
speckles, which seemed to be bound tightly round his head. As we 
entered he made neither sound nor motion. 

"The band! the speckled band!" whispered Holmes. 
I took a step forward. In an instant his strange headgear began to 

move, and there reared itself from among his hair the squat diamond-
shaped head and puffed neck2 of a loathsome serpent. 

"It is a swamp adder3!" cried Holmes; "the deadliest snake in India. 
He has died within ten seconds of being bitten4. Violence does, in truth, 
recoil upon the violent, and the schemer falls into the pit which he digs 
for another. Let us thrust this creature back into its den, and we can 
then remove Miss Stoner to some place of shelter and let the county 
police know what has happened." 

As he spoke he drew the dog-whip swiftly from the dead man's lap, 
and throwing the noose round the reptile's neck he drew it from its 
horrid perch and, carrying it at arm's length, threw it into the iron safe, 
which he closed upon it. 

 
1 In case the snake is so irate that it can’t be corralled – presumably Roylott has been 
given up for dead (although he is probably only paralyzed) 
2 Verifying some relation to the cobra 
3 Of course this monster is fictitious, and dozens of real-life snakes have been 
suggested. Rather than list them all off, I’ll give you the likeliest contender according 
to Doyle’s description: the Naja naja, or cobra. Like the snake described here, it is 
Indian, has rapid-acting venom, can climb and rear, is yellow with brown speckles, has 
a diamond shaped head, and has a neck frill – or hood – that puffs when agitated 
4 Proving that he is incorrect about Julia’s death by snake bite: though delirious, Julia 
lived for at least a minute or two after being attacked. Most critics agree that – 
scientifically speaking – Roylott is probably entirely conscious and aware of the 
conversation in front of him: he is merely paralyzed and slowing dying; his heart will 
probably stop in around twenty minutes to an hour 
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Such are the true facts of the death of Dr. Grimesby Roylott, of Stoke 
Moran. It is not necessary that I should prolong a narrative which has 
already run to too great a length by telling how we broke the sad news to 
the terrified girl, how we conveyed her by the morning train to the care 
of her good aunt at Harrow, of how the slow process of official inquiry 
came to the conclusion that the doctor met his fate while indiscreetly 
playing with a dangerous pet. The little which I had yet to learn of the 
case was told me by Sherlock Holmes as we travelled back next day. 

"I had," said he, "come to an entirely erroneous conclusion which 
shows, my dear Watson, how dangerous it always is to reason from 
insufficient data. The presence of the gypsies, and the use of the word 
'band,' which was used by the poor girl, no doubt to explain the 
appearance which she had caught a hurried glimpse of by the light of her 
match, were sufficient to put me upon an entirely wrong scent. I can 
only claim the merit that I instantly reconsidered my position when, 
however, it became clear to me that whatever danger threatened an 
occupant of the room could not come either from the window or the 
door. My attention was speedily drawn, as I have already remarked to 
you, to this ventilator, and to the bell-rope which hung down to the bed. 
The discovery that this was a dummy, and that the bed was clamped to 
the floor, instantly gave rise to the suspicion that the rope was there as a 
bridge for something passing through the hole and coming to the bed. 
The idea of a snake instantly occurred to me, and when I coupled it with 
my knowledge that the doctor was furnished with a supply of creatures 
from India, I felt that I was probably on the right track. The idea of using 
a form of poison which could not possibly be discovered by any chemical 
test was just such a one as would occur to a clever and ruthless man who 
had had an Eastern training. The rapidity with which such a poison 
would take effect would also, from his point of view, be an advantage. It 
would be a sharp-eyed coroner, indeed, who could distinguish the two 
little dark punctures which would show where the poison fangs had 
done their work1. Then I thought of the whistle. Of course he must recall 
the snake before the morning light revealed it to the victim2. He had 
trained it3, probably by the use of the milk4 which we saw, to return to 
him when summoned5. He would put it through this ventilator at the 

 
1 As a doctor, Doyle should have known that such a bite would be immediately 
obvious. Again, I must insist on a verdict of death by heart failure in a moment of 
acute shock 
2 Snakes don’t have hearing. They can detect vibrations, but they are deaf to sounds 
3 Snakes don’t respond well to training 
4 Snakes don’t drink milk. At all. They drink water and eat rodents 
5 Snakes cannot climb up things as smooth and narrow as a rope. A tree? Yes. A bell 
pull? No. In the Granada version, it is apparent that the snake in question is being 
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hour that he thought best, with the certainty that it would crawl down 
the rope and land on the bed. It might or might not bite the occupant, 
perhaps she might escape every night for a week, but sooner or later she 
must fall a victim. 

"I had come to these conclusions before ever I had entered his room. 
An inspection of his chair showed me that he had been in the habit of 
standing on it, which of course would be necessary in order that he 
should reach the ventilator. The sight of the safe, the saucer of milk, and 
the loop of whipcord were enough to finally dispel any doubts which 
may have remained. The metallic clang heard by Miss Stoner was 
obviously caused by her stepfather hastily closing the door of his safe 
upon its terrible occupant. Having once made up my mind, you know 
the steps which I took in order to put the matter to the proof. I heard the 
creature hiss as I have no doubt that you did also, and I instantly lit the 
light and attacked it." 

"With the result of driving it through the ventilator." 
"And also with the result of causing it to turn upon its master at the 

other side. Some of the blows of my cane came home and roused its 
snakish temper, so that it flew upon the first person it saw. In this way I 
am no doubt indirectly responsible for Dr. Grimesby Roylott's death, and 
I cannot say that it is likely to weigh very heavily upon my conscience1." 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
filmed from above slithering on top of a rope – not coiling around it and ascending as 
one might see in a cartoon  
1 Probably due to the bandied about sexual subtext of this story: Holmes is probably 
convinced that Roylott sexually harassed – probably assaulted, possibly raped – both 
of his stepdaughters. The Freudian symbolism of the phallic snake protruding into the 
girls’ sleeping room through the vulnerable hold in the wall is enough to raise some 
red flags, and some critics think the whole snake story is a mere fabrication used to 
disguise what Watson and Holmes really found: they slipped into the room to find 
Roylott angrily raping his daughter, killed him, and invented this outlandish story full 
of scientific holes. This is the rumor, then, that Watson points to at the beginning 
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ROYLOTT is perhaps one of Holmes’ most imposing adversaries, and his 
demise is one of the most relished of all the Sherlockian villains. Unlike 
Moriarty, who, though wicked, is still little more than a crime world 
CEO, or the many schemers who litter the tales with their elaborate 
plans to cheat innocent women out of their inheritances, to abscond 
with priceless riches, or to sell state secrets, Roylott is truly loathsome: a 
filicidal sociopath. He isn’t craven or shifty, but bold and determined, 
and he would rather see his stepdaughters dead than allow them to leave 
him with their dowries. This places him on par with Jack Stapleton who 
brilliantly schemes to slaughter his kinsmen in a bid to pocket the family 
inheritance. As you may have already noticed, Doyle was fascinated by 
human degradation and evil – the types of men and women who 
carefully design the destruction of their fellow human beings. Roylott is 
indifferent to human suffering, and only hopes to profit from it. One of 
the most chilling subtexts of the tale – one that (as Watson puts it) we 
only “dimly see what [Doyle is] hinting at” – is that of sexual molestation 
and incest. In a tidy Victorian way, Doyle gives us only a few clues that 
something even less savory than murder-by-snake is happen at Stoke 
Moran: Miss Stoner’s bruised wrist (hidden by her glove in a classic sign 
of the embarrassment which victims of abuse often suffer), the 
suggestive death of her sister (staggering out of her bedroom in a 
nightgown, swaying and convulsing lewdly), and the phallic nature of 
the snake. Indeed, the more symbolic nature of the speckled serpent 
might be the predatory danger of the lust-driven man, whose actual 
penis might be expected to be leprous with syphilitic ulcers. While some 
may consider this reading into the snake motif too much, there is little 
question that the tale has a low-boiling sexual subtext, with the sisters 
coming into danger on the eves of their wedding night – robbed from 
their bridal beds in their maidenhood while dreaming of matrimony in 
the warm comfort of their boudoirs. Even if Roylott has not been raping 
his stepdaughters, the stench of his phallic cigars perfuming their rooms, 
the leering flash of his lamp through the adjoining vent-hole, and his 
domination of their beds (possessively clamped as they are to the floor) 
are rife with uncomfortable innuendo.  

II. 
It is just one more example of the brooding, shadowy atmosphere that 
has made this tale Holmes’ most popular short case. The story might not 
have the gore of “Black Peter” with its harpoon blood bath, or the Gothic 
tropes of “The Copper Beeches” with its madwoman in the attic, or “The 
Sussex Vampire” and The Hound of the Baskervilles with their recitations 
of supernatural mythology, but once Holmes and Watson hear the story 
of Miss Stoner’s long-suffered terror – of her sister’s nighttime demise 
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with its enigmatic clues – and once Roylott storms their quarters with 
threats of physical destruction, the mood has been set, and our 
heartbeats up their tempo while the duo wait in the darkness – first for 
the silent signal of the lamp, and then for some nameless horror which 
Holmes tantalizingly keeps to himself. The atmosphere is as thick with 
dread and terror as 221B’s is with blue smoke during a three pipe 
problem, and our terror finally gives birth to horror at the description of 
Roylott’s bloated head cradled in his snake’s possessive grip. To make 
matters worse, experts (who by the way will also inform us that swamp 
adders are pure fiction, that snakes are deaf, cannot climb ropes, and do 
not drink milk – leading many players of the Sherlockian “game” to think 
up slews of creative lizard/snake hybrids) have assured the reading 
public that, while fatal, it is highly unlikely that Roylott would be dead at 
the time that Holmes and Watson find him. It is likelier – fictional snake 
or not – that even the most potent of poisons had merely paralyzed him, 
leaving him speechless and immobile as the poison leeched its way into 
his organs and shut them down one after another. Worse yet, although 
justifiably, some have argued that Holmes intentionally drove the snake 
to kill his master, that he would have known full well that Roylott – 
though moribund and doomed – was still alive based on his research, 
and that he lied about the villain’s condition to prevent Watson from 
attempting to resuscitate him, effectively allowing him to expire while a 
doctor stood and watched. In any case, the death would have been a very 
fitting one: like his step-daughters who quietly, hopelessly, and 
defenselessly suffered his abuses, he is felled by the serpent he sent to 
snuff them, and is then paralyzed and killed by the same creature, forced 
to die their death – quietly, hopelessly, and defenselessly. 
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“THE Man with the Twisted Lip” is essentially a story about duality – 
about shameful secrets and craven duplicity. There are four men with 
double lives in its pages – a middle-class gentleman with an opium 
addiction, a well-respected crime fighter given to indulging cocaine, a 
quiet, married doctor who drops everything to probe London’s sordid 
underbelly, and Mr. Neville St. Clair. The first two on the list – Isa 
Whitney and Sherlock Holmes – suffer from a narcotic dependency that 
was as much feared in the 19th century as narcotic prescriptions are 
dreaded in the 21st. As Watson notes, the stories of Thomas De Quincy’s 
salacious memoir of his drug addiction, “Confessions of an Opium-
Eater,” was both a piece of dearly valued drug-fighting propaganda to 
those who were horrified by it, and a paradoxically catalyzing thriller to 
those who were drawn to its powerful scenes of pleasure (rather like a 
1990’s DARE program or “Reefer Madness”). While Isa probably never 
escaped the grip of a drug which could lull him into a mindless stupor 
for several days, Holmes had a notoriously complicated relationship with 
the cocaine that fired the furnaces of his mind during periods of 
boredom. Watson first describes his addiction (one which drives him to 
passive-aggressively marry Mary Morstan and abandon Holmes to his 
habit) in the opening lines of “The Sign of Four”:  “Sherlock Holmes took 
his bottle from the corner of the mantelpiece, and his hypodermic 
syringe from its neat morocco case. With his long, white, nervous fingers 
he adjusted the delicate needle and rolled back his left shirtcuff. For 
some little time his eyes rested thoughtfully upon the sinewy forearm 
and wrist, all dotted and scarred with innumerable puncture-marks. 
Finally, he thrust the sharp point home, pressed down the tiny piston, 
and sank back into the velvet-lined armchair with a long sigh of 
satisfaction.” Watson loathes the habit, which he views as a threat to his 
mind, and a revolting contrast to the otherwise rational, moral-minded 
detective. It is a paradoxical anomaly – the double life of the drug-addled 
genius. Likewise, the respectable Isa Whitney’s double life sends his wife 
out into the night, putting shame aside to beg professionals to find him. 
Mr. Neville St. Clair’s wife does the same thing, but her husband’s 
shameful secret is not one of addiction, but of one of Britain’s most 
timeless national anxieties: classism.   

        
 

The Man with the Twisted Lip 
{1891} 

 
ISA Whitney, brother of the late Elias Whitney, D.D., Principal of the 
Theological College of St. George’s, was much addicted to opium. The 
habit grew upon him, as I understand, from some foolish freak when he 
was at college; for having read De Quincey’s description of his dreams 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/De_Quincey
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Confessions_of_an_English_Opium-Eater
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and sensations, he had drenched his tobacco with laudanum in an 
attempt to produce the same effects. He found, as so many more have 
done, that the practice is easier to attain than to get rid of, and for many 
years he continued to be a slave to the drug, an object of mingled horror 
and pity to his friends and relatives. I can see him now, with yellow, 
pasty face, drooping lids, and pin-point pupils, all huddled in a chair, the 
wreck and ruin of a noble man. 

One night — it was in June, ’89 — there came a ring to my bell, 
about the hour when a man gives his first yawn and glances at the clock. 
I sat up in my chair, and my wife laid her needle-work down in her lap 
and made a little face of disappointment. 

“A patient!” said she. “You’ll have to go out.” 
I groaned, for I was newly come back from a weary day. 
We heard the door open, a few hurried words, and then quick steps 

upon the linoleum. Our own door flew open, and a lady, clad in some 
dark-coloured stuff, with a black veil, entered the room. 

“You will excuse my calling so late,” she began, and then, suddenly 
losing her self-control, she ran forward, threw her arms about my wife’s 
neck, and sobbed upon her shoulder. “Oh, I’m in such trouble!” she 
cried; “I do so want a little help.” 

“Why,” said my wife, pulling up her veil, “it is Kate Whitney. How 
you startled me, Kate! I had not an idea who you were when you came 
in.” 

“I didn’t know what to do, so I came straight to you.” That was 
always the way. Folk who were in grief came to my wife like birds to a 
light-house. 

“It was very sweet of you to come. Now, you must have some wine 
and water, and sit here comfortably and tell us all about it. Or should 
you rather that I sent James off to bed?” 

“Oh, no, no! I want the doctor’s advice and help, too. It’s about Isa. 
He has not been home for two days. I am so frightened about him!” 

It was not the first time that she had spoken to us of her husband’s 
trouble, to me as a doctor, to my wife as an old friend and school 
companion. We soothed and comforted her by such words as we could 
find. Did she know where her husband was? Was it possible that we 
could bring him back to her? 

It seems that it was. She had the surest information that of late he 
had, when the fit was on him, made use of an opium den in the farthest 
east of the City. Hitherto his orgies had always been confined to one day, 
and he had come back, twitching and shattered, in the evening. But now 
the spell had been upon him eight-and-forty hours, and he lay there, 
doubtless among the dregs of the docks, breathing in the poison or 
sleeping off the effects. There he was to be found, she was sure of it, at 
the Bar of Gold, in Upper Swandam Lane. But what was she to do? How 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Confessions_of_an_English_Opium-Eater
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could she, a young and timid woman, make her way into such a place 
and pluck her husband out from among the ruffians who surrounded 
him? 

There was the case, and of course there was but one way out of it. 
Might I not escort her to this place? And then, as a second thought, why 
should she come at all? I was Isa Whitney’s medical adviser, and as such 
I had influence over him. I could manage it better if I were alone. I 
promised her on my word that I would send him home in a cab within 
two hours if he were indeed at the address which she had given me. And 
so in ten minutes I had left my armchair and cheery sitting-room behind 
me, and was speeding eastward in a hansom on a strange errand, as it 
seemed to me at the time, though the future only could show how 
strange it was to be. 

But there was no great difficulty in the first stage of my adventure. 
Upper Swandam Lane is a vile alley lurking behind the high wharves 
which line the north side of the river to the east of London Bridge. 
Between a slop-shop and a gin-shop, approached by a steep flight of 
steps leading down to a black gap like the mouth of a cave, I found the 
den of which I was in search. Ordering my cab to wait, I passed down the 
steps, worn hollow in the centre by the ceaseless tread of drunken feet; 
and by the light of a flickering oil-lamp above the door I found the latch 
and made my way into a long, low room, thick and heavy with the brown 
opium smoke, and terraced with wooden berths, like the forecastle of an 
emigrant ship. 

Through the gloom one could dimly catch a glimpse of bodies lying 
in strange fantastic poses, bowed shoulders, bent knees, heads thrown 
back, and chins pointing upward, with here and there a dark, lack-lustre 
eye turned upon the newcomer. Out of the black shadows there 
glimmered little red circles of light, now bright, now faint, as the 
burning poison waxed or waned in the bowls of the metal pipes. The 
most lay silent, but some muttered to themselves, and others talked 
together in a strange, low, monotonous voice, their conversation coming 
in gushes, and then suddenly tailing off into silence, each mumbling out 
his own thoughts and paying little heed to the words of his neighbour. 
At the farther end was a small brazier of burning charcoal, beside which 
on a three-legged wooden stool there sat a tall, thin old man, with his 
jaw resting upon his two fists, and his elbows upon his knees, staring 
into the fire. 

As I entered, a sallow Malay attendant had hurried up with a pipe 
for me and a supply of the drug, beckoning me to an empty berth. 

“Thank you. I have not come to stay,” said I. “There is a friend of 
mine here, Mr. Isa Whitney, and I wish to speak with him.” 
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There was a movement and an exclamation from my right, and 
peering through the gloom I saw Whitney, pale, haggard, and unkempt, 
staring out at me. 

“My God! It’s Watson,” said he. He was in a pitiable state of 
reaction, with every nerve in a twitter. “I say, Watson, what o’clock is it?” 

“Nearly eleven.” 
“Of what day?” 
“Of Friday, June 19th.” 
“Good heavens! I thought it was Wednesday. It is Wednesday. What 

d’you want to frighten the chap for?” He sank his face onto his arms and 
began to sob in a high treble key. 

“I tell you that it is Friday, man. Your wife has been waiting this two 
days for you. You should be ashamed of yourself!” 

“So I am. But you’ve got mixed, Watson, for I have only been here a 
few hours, three pipes, four pipes-I forget how many. But I’ll go home 
with you. I wouldn’t frighten Kate — poor little Kate. Give me your 
hand! Have you a cab?” 

“Yes, I have one waiting.” 
“Then I shall go in it. But I must owe something. Find what I owe, 

Watson. I am all off colour. I can do nothing for myself.” 
I walked down the narrow passage between the double row of 

sleepers, holding my breath to keep out the vile, stupefying fumes of the 
drug, and looking about for the manager. As I passed the tall man who 
sat by the brazier I felt a sudden pluck at my skirt, and a low voice 
whispered, “Walk past me, and then look back at me.” The words fell 
quite distinctly upon my ear. I glanced down. They could only have 
come from the old man at my side, and yet he sat now as absorbed as 
ever, very thin, very wrinkled, bent with age, an opium pipe dangling 
down from between his knees, as though it had dropped in sheer 
lassitude from his fingers. I took two steps forward and looked back. It 
took all my self-control to prevent me from breaking out into a cry of 
astonishment. He had turned his back so that none could see him but I. 
His form had filled out, his wrinkles were gone, the dull eyes had 
regained their fire, and there, sitting by the fire and grinning at my 
surprise, was none other than Sherlock Holmes. He made a slight 
motion to me to approach him, and instantly, as he turned his face half 
round to the company once more, subsided into a doddering, loose-
lipped senility. 

“Holmes!” I whispered, “what on earth are you doing in this den?” 
“As low as you can,” he answered; “I have excellent ears. If you 

would have the great kindness to get rid of that sottish friend of yours I 
should be exceedingly glad to have a little talk with you.” 

“I have a cab outside.” 
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“Then pray send him home in it. You may safely trust him, for he 
appears to be too limp to get into any mischief. I should recommend you 
also to send a note by the cabman to your wife to say that you have 
thrown in your lot with me. If you will wait outside, I shall be with you in 
five minutes.” 

It was difficult to refuse any of Sherlock Holmes’s requests, for they 
were always so exceedingly definite, and put forward with such a quiet 
air of mastery. I felt, however, that when Whitney was once confined in 
the cab my mission was practically accomplished; and for the rest, I 
could not wish anything better than to be associated with my friend in 
one of those singular adventures which were the normal condition of his 
existence. In a few minutes I had written my note, paid Whitney’s bill, 
led him out to the cab, and seen him driven through the darkness. In a 
very short time a decrepit figure had emerged from the opium den, and I 
was walking down the street with Sherlock Holmes. For two streets he 
shuffled along with a bent back and an uncertain foot. Then, glancing 
quickly round, he straightened himself out and burst into a hearty fit of 
laughter. 

“I suppose, Watson,” said he, “that you imagine that I have added 
opium-smoking to cocaine injections, and all the other little weaknesses 
on which you have favoured me with your medical views.” 

“I was certainly surprised to find you there.” 
“But not more so than I to find you.” 
“I came to find a friend.” 
“And I to find an enemy.” 
“An enemy?” 
“Yes; one of my natural enemies, or, shall I say, my natural prey. 

Briefly, Watson, I am in the midst of a very remarkable inquiry, and I 
have hoped to find a clew in the incoherent ramblings of these sots, as I 
have done before now. Had I been recognised in that den my life would 
not have been worth an hour’s purchase; for I have used it before now 
for my own purposes, and the rascally Lascar who runs it has sworn to 
have vengeance upon me. There is a trap-door at the back of that 
building, near the corner of Paul’s Wharf, which could tell some strange 
tales of what has passed through it upon the moonless nights.” 

“What! You do not mean bodies?” 
“Ay, bodies, Watson. We should be rich men if we had 1000 pounds 

for every poor devil who has been done to death in that den. It is the 
vilest murder-trap on the whole riverside, and I fear that Neville St. Clair 
has entered it never to leave it more. But our trap should be here.” He 
put his two forefingers between his teeth and whistled shrilly — a signal 
which was answered by a similar whistle from the distance, followed 
shortly by the rattle of wheels and the clink of horses’ hoofs. 
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“Now, Watson,” said Holmes, as a tall dog-cart dashed up through 
the gloom, throwing out two golden tunnels of yellow light from its side 
lanterns. “You’ll come with me, won’t you? 

“If I can be of use.” 
“Oh, a trusty comrade is always of use; and a chronicler still more 

so. My room at The Cedars is a double-bedded one.” 
“The Cedars?” 
“Yes; that is Mr. St. Clair’s house. I am staying there while I conduct 

the inquiry.” 
“Where is it, then?” 
“Near Lee, in Kent. We have a seven-mile drive before us.” 
“But I am all in the dark.” 
“Of course you are. You’ll know all about it presently. Jump up here. 

All right, John; we shall not need you. Here’s half a crown. Look out for 
me to-morrow, about eleven. Give her her head. So long, then!” 

He flicked the horse with his whip, and we dashed away through 
the endless succession of sombre and deserted streets, which widened 
gradually, until we were flying across a broad balustraded bridge, with 
the murky river flowing sluggishly beneath us. Beyond lay another dull 
wilderness of bricks and mortar, its silence broken only by the heavy, 
regular footfall of the policeman, or the songs and shouts of some 
belated party of revellers. A dull wrack was drifting slowly across the sky, 
and a star or two twinkled dimly here and there through the rifts of the 
clouds. Holmes drove in silence, with his head sunk upon his breast, and 
the air of a man who is lost in thought, while I sat beside him, curious to 
learn what this new quest might be which seemed to tax his powers so 
sorely, and yet afraid to break in upon the current of his thoughts. We 
had driven several miles, and were beginning to get to the fringe of the 
belt of suburban villas, when he shook himself, shrugged his shoulders, 
and lit up his pipe with the air of a man who has satisfied himself that he 
is acting for the best. 

“You have a grand gift of silence, Watson,” said he. “It makes you 
quite invaluable as a companion. ‘Pon my word, it is a great thing for me 
to have someone to talk to, for my own thoughts are not over-pleasant. I 
was wondering what I should say to this dear little woman to-night when 
she meets me at the door.” 

“You forget that I know nothing about it.” 
“I shall just have time to tell you the facts of the case before we get 

to Lee. It seems absurdly simple, and yet, somehow I can get nothing to 
go upon. There’s plenty of thread, no doubt, but I can’t get the end of it 
into my hand. Now, I’ll state the case clearly and concisely to you, 
Watson, and maybe you can see a spark where all is dark to me.” 

“Proceed, then.” 
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“Some years ago — to be definite, in May, 1884 — there came to Lee 
a gentleman, Neville St. Clair by name, who appeared to have plenty of 
money. He took a large villa, laid out the grounds very nicely, and lived 
generally in good style. By degrees he made friends in the 
neighbourhood, and in 1887 he married the daughter of a local brewer, 
by whom he now has two children. He had no occupation, but was 
interested in several companies and went into town as a rule in the 
morning, returning by the 5:14 from Cannon Street every night. Mr. St. 
Clair is now thirty-seven years of age, is a man of temperate habits, a 
good husband, a very affectionate father, and a man who is popular with 
all who know him. I may add that his whole debts at the present 
moment, as far as we have been able to ascertain amount to 88 pounds 
10s., while he has 220 pounds standing to his credit in the Capital and 
Counties Bank. There is no reason, therefore, to think that money 
troubles have been weighing upon his mind. 

“Last Monday Mr. Neville St. Clair went into town rather earlier 
than usual, remarking before he started that he had two important 
commissions to perform, and that he would bring his little boy home a 
box of bricks. Now, by the merest chance, his wife received a telegram 
upon this same Monday, very shortly after his departure, to the effect 
that a small parcel of considerable value which she had been expecting 
was waiting for her at the offices of the Aberdeen Shipping Company. 
Now, if you are well up in your London, you will know that the office of 
the company is in Fresno Street, which branches out of Upper Swandam 
Lane, where you found me to-night. Mrs. St. Clair had her lunch, started 
for the City, did some shopping, proceeded to the company’s office, got 
her packet, and found herself at exactly 4:35 walking through Swandam 
Lane on her way back to the station. Have you followed me so far?” 

“It is very clear.” 
“If you remember, Monday was an exceedingly hot day, and Mrs. St. 

Clair walked slowly, glancing about in the hope of seeing a cab, as she 
did not like the neighbourhood in which she found herself. While she 
was walking in this way down Swandam Lane, she suddenly heard an 
ejaculation or cry, and was struck cold to see her husband looking down 
at her and, as it seemed to her, beckoning to her from a second-floor 
window. The window was open, and she distinctly saw his face, which 
she describes as being terribly agitated. He waved his hands frantically to 
her, and then vanished from the window so suddenly that it seemed to 
her that he had been plucked back by some irresistible force from 
behind. One singular point which struck her quick feminine eye was that 
although he wore some dark coat, such as he had started to town in, he 
had on neither collar nor necktie. 

“Convinced that something was amiss with him, she rushed down 
the steps — for the house was none other than the opium den in which 
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you found me to-night — and running through the front room she 
attempted to ascend the stairs which led to the first floor. At the foot of 
the stairs, however, she met this Lascar scoundrel of whom I have 
spoken, who thrust her back and, aided by a Dane, who acts as assistant 
there, pushed her out into the street. Filled with the most maddening 
doubts and fears, she rushed down the lane and, by rare good-fortune, 
met in Fresno Street a number of constables with an inspector, all on 
their way to their beat. The inspector and two men accompanied her 
back, and in spite of the continued resistance of the proprietor, they 
made their way to the room in which Mr. St. Clair had last been seen. 
There was no sign of him there. In fact, in the whole of that floor there 
was no one to be found save a crippled wretch of hideous aspect, who, it 
seems, made his home there. Both he and the Lascar stoutly swore that 
no one else had been in the front room during the afternoon. So 
determined was their denial that the inspector was staggered, and had 
almost come to believe that Mrs. St. Clair had been deluded when, with a 
cry, she sprang at a small deal box which lay upon the table and tore the 
lid from it. Out there fell a cascade of children’s bricks. It was the toy 
which he had promised to bring home. 

“This discovery, and the evident confusion which the cripple 
showed, made the inspector realise that the matter was serious. The 
rooms were carefully examined, and results all pointed to an abominable 
crime. The front room was plainly furnished as a sitting-room and led 
into a small bedroom, which looked out upon the back of one of the 
wharves. Between the wharf and the bedroom window is a narrow strip, 
which is dry at low tide but is covered at high tide with at least four and 
a half feet of water. The bedroom window was a broad one and opened 
from below. On examination traces of blood were to be seen upon the 
windowsill, and several scattered drops were visible upon the wooden 
floor of the bedroom. Thrust away behind a curtain in the front room 
were all the clothes of Mr. Neville St. Clair, with the exception of his 
coat. His boots, his socks, his hat, and his watch — all were there. There 
were no signs of violence upon any of these garments, and there were no 
other traces of Mr. Neville St. Clair. Out of the window he must 
apparently have gone for no other exit could be discovered, and the 
ominous bloodstains upon the sill gave little promise that he could save 
himself by swimming, for the tide was at its very highest at the moment 
of the tragedy. 

“And now as to the villains who seemed to be immediately 
implicated in the matter. The Lascar was known to be a man of the vilest 
antecedents, but as, by Mrs. St. Clair’s story, he was known to have been 
at the foot of the stair within a very few seconds of her husband’s 
appearance at the window, he could hardly have been more than an 
accessory to the crime. His defence was one of absolute ignorance, and 
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he protested that he had no knowledge as to the doings of Hugh Boone, 
his lodger, and that he could not account in any way for the presence of 
the missing gentleman’s clothes. 

“So much for the Lascar manager. Now for the sinister cripple who 
lives upon the second floor of the opium den, and who was certainly the 
last human being whose eyes rested upon Neville St. Clair. His name is 
Hugh Boone, and his hideous face is one which is familiar to every man 
who goes much to the City. He is a professional beggar, though in order 
to avoid the police regulations he pretends to a small trade in wax vestas. 
Some little distance down Threadneedle Street, upon the left-hand side, 
there is, as you may have remarked, a small angle in the wall. Here it is 
that this creature takes his daily seat, cross-legged with his tiny stock of 
matches on his lap, and as he is a piteous spectacle a small rain of charity 
descends into the greasy leather cap which lies upon the pavement 
beside him. I have watched the fellow more than once before ever I 
thought of making his professional acquaintance, and I have been 
surprised at the harvest which he has reaped in a short time. His 
appearance, you see, is so remarkable that no one can pass him without 
observing him. A shock of orange hair, a pale face disfigured by a 
horrible scar, which, by its contraction, has turned up the outer edge of 
his upper lip, a bulldog chin, and a pair of very penetrating dark eyes, 
which present a singular contrast to the colour of his hair, all mark him 
out from amid the common crowd of mendicants and so, too, does his 
wit, for he is ever ready with a reply to any piece of chaff which may be 
thrown at him by the passers-by. This is the man whom we now learn to 
have been the lodger at the opium den, and to have been the last man to 
see the gentleman of whom we are in quest.” 

“But a cripple!” said I. “What could he have done single-handed 
against a man in the prime of life?” 

“He is a cripple in the sense that he walks with a limp; but in other 
respects he appears to be a powerful and well-nurtured man. Surely your 
medical experience would tell you, Watson, that weakness in one limb is 
often compensated for by exceptional strength in the others.” 

“Pray continue your narrative.” 
“Mrs. St. Clair had fainted at the sight of the blood upon the 

window, and she was escorted home in a cab by the police, as her 
presence could be of no help to them in their investigations. Inspector 
Barton, who had charge of the case, made a very careful examination of 
the premises, but without finding anything which threw any light upon 
the matter. One mistake had been made in not arresting Boone 
instantly, as he was allowed some few minutes during which he might 
have communicated with his friend the Lascar, but this fault was soon 
remedied, and he was seized and searched, without anything being 
found which could incriminate him. There were, it is true, some blood- 
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stains upon his right shirt-sleeve, but he pointed to his ring-finger, 
which had been cut near the nail, and explained that the bleeding came 
from there, adding that he had been to the window not long before, and 
that the stains which had been observed there came doubtless from the 
same source. He denied strenuously having ever seen Mr. Neville St. 
Clair and swore that the presence of the clothes in his room was as much 
a mystery to him as to the police. As to Mrs. St. Clair’s assertion that she 
had actually seen her husband at the window, he declared that she must 
have been either mad or dreaming. He was removed, loudly protesting, 
to the police-station, while the inspector remained upon the premises in 
the hope that the ebbing tide might afford some fresh clew. 

“And it did, though they hardly found upon the mud-bank what 
they had feared to find. It was Neville St. Clair’s coat, and not Neville St. 
Clair, which lay uncovered as the tide receded. And what do you think 
they found in the pockets?” 

“I cannot imagine.” 
“No, I don’t think you would guess. Every pocket stuffed with 

pennies and half-pennies — 421 pennies and 270 half-pennies. It was no 
wonder that it had not been swept away by the tide. But a human body is 
a different matter. There is a fierce eddy between the wharf and the 
house. It seemed likely enough that the weighted coat had remained 
when the stripped body had been sucked away into the river.” 

“But I understand that all the other clothes were found in the room. 
Would the body be dressed in a coat alone?” 

“No, sir, but the facts might be met speciously enough. Suppose 
that this man Boone had thrust Neville St. Clair through the window, 
there is no human eye which could have seen the deed. What would he 
do then? It would of course instantly strike him that he must get rid of 
the tell-tale garments. He would seize the coat, then, and be in the act of 
throwing it out, when it would occur to him that it would swim and not 
sink. He has little time, for he has heard the scuffle downstairs when the 
wife tried to force her way up, and perhaps he has already heard from his 
Lascar confederate that the police are hurrying up the street. There is 
not an instant to be lost. He rushes to some secret hoard, where he has 
accumulated the fruits of his beggary, and he stuffs all the coins upon 
which he can lay his hands into the pockets to make sure of the coat’s 
sinking. He throws it out, and would have done the same with the other 
garments had not he heard the rush of steps below, and only just had 
time to close the window when the police appeared.” 

“It certainly sounds feasible.” 
“Well, we will take it as a working hypothesis for want of a better. 

Boone, as I have told you, was arrested and taken to the station, but it 
could not be shown that there had ever before been anything against 
him. He had for years been known as a professional beggar, but his life 
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appeared to have been a very quiet and innocent one. There the matter 
stands at present, and the questions which have to be solved — what 
Neville St. Clair was doing in the opium den, what happened to him 
when there, where is he now, and what Hugh Boone had to do with his 
disappearance — are all as far from a solution as ever. I confess that I 
cannot recall any case within my experience which looked at the first 
glance so simple and yet which presented such difficulties.” 

While Sherlock Holmes had been detailing this singular series of 
events, we had been whirling through the outskirts of the great town 
until the last straggling houses had been left behind, and we rattled 
along with a country hedge upon either side of us. Just as he finished, 
however, we drove through two scattered villages, where a few lights still 
glimmered in the windows. 

“We are on the outskirts of Lee,” said my companion. “We have 
touched on three English counties in our short drive, starting in 
Middlesex, passing over an angle of Surrey, and ending in Kent. See that 
light among the trees? That is The Cedars, and beside that lamp sits a 
woman whose anxious ears have already, I have little doubt, caught the 
clink of our horse’s feet.” 

“But why are you not conducting the case from Baker Street?” I 
asked. 

“Because there are many inquiries which must be made out here. 
Mrs. St. Clair has most kindly put two rooms at my disposal, and you 
may rest assured that she will have nothing but a welcome for my friend 
and colleague. I hate to meet her, Watson, when I have no news of her 
husband. Here we are. Whoa, there, whoa!” 

We had pulled up in front of a large villa which stood within its 
own grounds. A stable-boy had run out to the horse’s head, and 
springing down, I followed Holmes up the small, winding gravel-drive 
which led to the house. As we approached, the door flew open, and a 
little blonde woman stood in the opening, clad in some sort of light 
mousseline de soie, with a touch of fluffy pink chiffon at her neck and 
wrists. She stood with her figure outlined against the flood of light, one 
hand upon the door, one half-raised in her eagerness, her body slightly 
bent, her head and face protruded, with eager eyes and parted lips, a 
standing question. 

“Well?” she cried, “well?” And then, seeing that there were two of 
us, she gave a cry of hope which sank into a groan as she saw that my 
companion shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. 

“No good news?” 
“None.” 
“No bad?” 
“No.” 
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“Thank God for that. But come in. You must be weary, for you have 
had a long day.” 

“This is my friend, Dr. Watson. He has been of most vital use to me 
in several of my cases, and a lucky chance has made it possible for me to 
bring him out and associate him with this investigation.” 

“I am delighted to see you,” said she, pressing my hand warmly. 
“You will, I am sure, forgive anything that may be wanting in our 
arrangements, when you consider the blow which has come so suddenly 
upon us.” 

“My dear madam,” said I, “I am an old campaigner, and if I were not 
I can very well see that no apology is needed. If I can be of any 
assistance, either to you or to my friend here, I shall be indeed happy.” 

“Now, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” said the lady as we entered a well-lit 
dining-room, upon the table of which a cold supper had been laid out, “I 
should very much like to ask you one or two plain questions, to which I 
beg that you will give a plain answer.” 

“Certainly, madam.” 
“Do not trouble about my feelings. I am not hysterical, nor given to 

fainting. I simply wish to hear your real, real opinion.” 
“Upon what point?” 
“In your heart of hearts, do you think that Neville is alive?” 
Sherlock Holmes seemed to be embarrassed by the question. 

“Frankly, now!” she repeated, standing upon the rug and looking keenly 
down at him as he leaned back in a basket-chair. 

“Frankly, then, madam, I do not.” 
“You think that he is dead?” 
“I do.” 
“Murdered?” 
“I don’t say that. Perhaps.” 
“And on what day did he meet his death?” 
“On Monday.” 
“Then perhaps, Mr. Holmes, you will be good enough to explain 

how it is that I have received a letter from him to-day.” 
Sherlock Holmes sprang out of his chair as if he had been 

galvanised. 
“What!” he roared. 
“Yes, to-day.” She stood smiling, holding up a little slip of paper in 

the air. 
“May I see it?” 
“Certainly.” 
He snatched it from her in his eagerness, and smoothing it out 

upon the table he drew over the lamp and examined it intently. I had left 
my chair and was gazing at it over his shoulder. The envelope was a very 
coarse one and was stamped with the Gravesend postmark and with the 
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date of that very day, or rather of the day before, for it was considerably 
after midnight. 

“Coarse writing,” murmured Holmes. “Surely this is not your 
husband’s writing, madam.” 

“No, but the enclosure is.” 
“I perceive also that whoever addressed the envelope had to go and 

inquire as to the address.” 
“How can you tell that?” 
“The name, you see, is in perfectly black ink, which has dried itself. 

The rest is of the grayish colour, which shows that blotting-paper has 
been used. If it had been written straight off, and then blotted, none 
would be of a deep black shade. This man has written the name, and 
there has then been a pause before he wrote the address, which can only 
mean that he was not familiar with it. It is, of course, a trifle, but there is 
nothing so important as trifles. Let us now see the letter. Ha! there has 
been an enclosure here!” 

“Yes, there was a ring. His signet-ring.” 
“And you are sure that this is your husband’s hand?” 
“One of his hands.” 
“One?” 
“His hand when he wrote hurriedly. It is very unlike his usual 

writing, and yet I know it well.” 
“ ‘Dearest do not be frightened. All will come well. There is a huge 

error which it may take some little time to rectify. Wait in patience.-
NEVILLE.’ Written in pencil upon the fly-leaf of a book, octavo size, no 
water-mark. Hum! Posted to-day in Gravesend by a man with a dirty 
thumb. Ha! And the flap has been gummed, if I am not very much in 
error, by a person who had been chewing tobacco. And you have no 
doubt that it is your husband’s hand, madam?” 

“None. Neville wrote those words.” 
“And they were posted to-day at Gravesend. Well, Mrs. St. Clair, the 

clouds lighten, though I should not venture to say that the danger is 
over.” 

“But he must be alive, Mr. Holmes.” 
“Unless this is a clever forgery to put us on the wrong scent. The 

ring, after all, proves nothing. It may have been taken from him. ‘ 
“No, no; it is, it is his very own writing!” 
“Very well. It may, however, have been written on Monday and only 

posted to-day.” 
“That is possible.” 
“If so, much may have happened between.” 
“Oh, you must not discourage me, Mr. Holmes. I know that all is 

well with him. There is so keen a sympathy between us that I should 
know if evil came upon him. On the very day that I saw him last he cut 
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himself in the bedroom, and yet I in the dining-room rushed upstairs 
instantly with the utmost certainty that something had happened. Do 
you think that I would respond to such a trifle and yet be ignorant of his 
death?” 

“I have seen too much not to know that the impression of a woman 
may be more valuable than the conclusion of an analytical reasoner. And 
in this letter you certainly have a very strong piece of evidence to 
corroborate your view. But if your husband is alive and able to write 
letters, why should he remain away from you?” 

“I cannot imagine. It is unthinkable.” 
“And on Monday he made no remarks before leaving you?” 
“No.” 
“And you were surprised to see him in Swandam Lane?” 
“Very much so.” 
“Was the window open?” 
“Yes.” 
“Then he might have called to you?” 
“He might.” 
“He only, as I understand, gave an inarticulate cry?” 
“Yes.” 
“A call for help, you thought?” 
“Yes. He waved his hands.” 
“But it might have been a cry of surprise. Astonishment at the 

unexpected sight of you might cause him to throw up his hands?” 
“It is possible.” 
“And you thought he was pulled back?” 
“He disappeared so suddenly.” 
“He might have leaped back. You did not see anyone else in the 

room?” 
“No, but this horrible man confessed to having been there, and the 

Lascar was at the foot of the stairs.” 
“Quite so. Your husband, as far as you could see, had his ordinary 

clothes on?” 
“But without his collar or tie. I distinctly saw his bare throat.” 
“Had he ever spoken of Swandam Lane?” 
“Never.” 
“Had he ever showed any signs of having taken opium?” 
“Never.” 
“Thank you, Mrs. St. Clair. Those are the principal points about 

which I wished to be absolutely clear. We shall now have a little supper 
and then retire, for we may have a very busy day to-morrow.” 

A large and comfortable double-bedded room had been placed at 
our disposal, and I was quickly between the sheets, for I was weary after 
my night of adventure. Sherlock Holmes was a man, however, who, 
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when he had an unsolved problem upon his mind, would go for days, 
and even for a week, without rest, turning it over, rearranging his facts, 
looking at it from every point of view until he had either fathomed it or 
convinced himself that his data were insufficient. It was soon evident to 
me that he was now preparing for an all-night sitting. He took off his 
coat and waistcoat, put on a large blue dressing-gown, and then 
wandered about the room collecting pillows from his bed and cushions 
from the sofa and armchairs. With these he constructed a sort of Eastern 
divan, upon which he perched himself cross-legged, with an ounce of 
shag tobacco and a box of matches laid out in front of him. In the dim 
light of the lamp I saw him sitting there, an old briar pipe between his 
lips, his eyes fixed vacantly upon the corner of the ceiling, the blue 
smoke curling up from him, silent, motionless, with the light shining 
upon his strong-set aquiline features. So he sat as I dropped off to sleep, 
and so he sat when a sudden ejaculation caused me to wake up, and I 
found the summer sun shining into the apartment. The pipe was still 
between his lips, the smoke still curled upward, and the room was full of 
a dense tobacco haze, but nothing remained of the heap of shag which I 
had seen upon the previous night. 

“Awake, Watson?” he asked. 
“Yes.” 
“Game for a morning drive?” 
“Certainly.” 
“Then dress. No one is stirring yet, but I know where the stable-boy 

sleeps, and we shall soon have the trap out.” He chuckled to himself as 
he spoke, his eyes twinkled, and he seemed a different man to the 
sombre thinker of the previous night. 

As I dressed I glanced at my watch. It was no wonder that no one 
was stirring. It was twenty-five minutes past four. I had hardly finished 
when Holmes returned with the news that the boy was putting in the 
horse. 

“I want to test a little theory of mine,” said he, pulling on his boots. 
“I think, Watson, that you are now standing in the presence of one of the 
most absolute fools in Europe. I deserve to be kicked from here to 
Charing Cross. But I think I have the key of the affair now.” 

“And where is it?” I asked, smiling. 
“In the bathroom,” he answered. “Oh, yes, I am not joking,” he 

continued, seeing my look of incredulity. “I have just been there, and I 
have taken it out, and I have got it in this Gladstone bag. Come on, my 
boy, and we shall see whether it will not fit the lock.” 

We made our way downstairs as quietly as possible, and out into 
the bright morning sunshine. In the road stood our horse and trap, with 
the half-clad stable-boy waiting at the head. We both sprang in, and 
away we dashed down the London Road. A few country carts were 
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stirring, bearing in vegetables to the metropolis, but the lines of villas on 
either side were as silent and lifeless as some city in a dream. 

“It has been in some points a singular case,” said Holmes, flicking 
the horse on into a gallop. “I confess that I have been as blind as a mole, 
but it is better to learn wisdom late than never to learn it at all.” 

In town the earliest risers were just beginning to look sleepily from 
their windows as we drove through the streets of the Surrey side. Passing 
down the Waterloo Bridge Road we crossed over the river, and dashing 
up Wellington Street wheeled sharply to the right and found ourselves in 
Bow Street. Sherlock Holmes was well known to the force, and the two 
constables at the door saluted him. One of them held the horse’s head 
while the other led us in. 

“Who is on duty?” asked Holmes. 
“Inspector Bradstreet, sir.” 
“Ah, Bradstreet, how are you?” A tall, stout official had come down 

the stone-flagged passage, in a peaked cap and frogged jacket. “I wish to 
have a quiet word with you, Bradstreet.” “Certainly, Mr. Holmes. Step 
into my room here.” It was a small, office-like room, with a huge ledger 
upon the table, and a telephone projecting from the wall. The inspector 
sat down at his desk. 

“What can I do for you, Mr. Holmes?” 
“I called about that beggarman, Boone — the one who was charged 

with being concerned in the disappearance of Mr. Neville St. Clair, of 
Lee.” 

“Yes. He was brought up and remanded for further inquiries.” 
“So I heard. You have him here?” 
“In the cells.” 
“Is he quiet?” 
“Oh, he gives no trouble. But he is a dirty scoundrel.” 
“Dirty?” 
“Yes, it is all we can do to make him wash his hands, and his face is 

as black as a tinker’s. Well, when once his case has been settled, he will 
have a regular prison bath; and I think, if you saw him, you would agree 
with me that he needed it.” 

“I should like to see him very much.” 
“Would you? That is easily done. Come this way. You can leave your 

bag.” 
“No, I think that I’ll take it.” 
“Very good. Come this way, if you please.” He led us down a 

passage, opened a barred door, passed down a winding stair, and 
brought us to a whitewashed corridor with a line of doors on each side. 

“The third on the right is his,” said the inspector. “Here it is!” He 
quietly shot back a panel in the upper part of the door and glanced 
through. 
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“He is asleep,” said he. “You can see him very well.” 
We both put our eyes to the grating. The prisoner lay with his face 

towards us, in a very deep sleep, breathing slowly and heavily. He was a 
middle-sized man, coarsely clad as became his calling, with a coloured 
shirt protruding through the rent in his tattered coat. He was, as the 
inspector had said, extremely dirty, but the grime which covered his face 
could not conceal its repulsive ugliness. A broad wheal from an old scar 
ran right across it from eye to chin, and by its contraction had turned up 
one side of the upper lip, so that three teeth were exposed in a perpetual 
snarl. A shock of very bright red hair grew low over his eyes and 
forehead. 

“He’s a beauty, isn’t he?” said the inspector. 
“He certainly needs a wash,” remarked Holmes. “I had an idea that 

he might, and I took the liberty of bringing the tools with me.” He 
opened the Gladstone bag as he spoke, and took out, to my 
astonishment, a very large bath-sponge. 

“He! he! You are a funny one,” chuckled the inspector. 
“Now, if you will have the great goodness to open that door very 

quietly, we will soon make him cut a much more respectable figure.” 
“Well, I don’t know why not,” said the inspector. “He doesn’t look a 

credit to the Bow Street cells, does he?” He slipped his key into the lock, 
and we all very quietly entered the cell. The sleeper half turned, and then 
settled down once more into a deep slumber. Holmes stooped to the 
waterjug, moistened his sponge, and then rubbed it twice vigorously 
across and down the prisoner’s face. 

“Let me introduce you,” he shouted, “to Mr. Neville St. Clair, of Lee, 
in the county of Kent.” 

Never in my life have I seen such a sight. The man’s face peeled off 
under the sponge like the bark from a tree. Gone was the coarse brown 
tint! Gone, too, was the horrid scar which had seamed it across, and the 
twisted lip which had given the repulsive sneer to the face! A twitch 
brought away the tangled red hair, and there, sitting up in his bed, was a 
pale, sad-faced, refined-looking man, black-haired and smooth-skinned, 
rubbing his eyes and staring about him with sleepy bewilderment. Then 
suddenly realising the exposure, he broke into a scream and threw 
himself down with his face to the pillow. 

“Great heavens!” cried the inspector, “it is, indeed, the missing man. 
I know him from the photograph.” 

The prisoner turned with the reckless air of a man who abandons 
himself to his destiny. “Be it so,” said he. “And pray what am I charged 
with?” 

“With making away with Mr. Neville St.- Oh, come, you can’t be 
charged with that unless they make a case of attempted suicide of it,” 
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said the inspector with a grin. “Well, I have been twenty-seven years in 
the force, but this really takes the cake.” 

“If I am Mr. Neville St. Clair, then it is obvious that no crime has 
been committed, and that, therefore, I am illegally detained.” 

“No crime, but a very great error has been committed,” said 
Holmes. “You would have done better to have trusted you wife.” 

“It was not the wife; it was the children,” groaned the prisoner. 
“God help me, I would not have them ashamed of their father. My God! 
What an exposure! What can I do?” 

Sherlock Holmes sat down beside him on the couch and patted him 
kindly on the shoulder. 

“If you leave it to a court of law to clear the matter up,” said he, “of 
course you can hardly avoid publicity. On the other hand, if you 
convince the police authorities that there is no possible case against you, 
I do not know that there is any reason that the details should find their 
way into the papers. Inspector Bradstreet would, I am sure, make notes 
upon anything which you might tell us and submit it to the proper 
authorities. The case would then never go into court at all.” 

“God bless you!” cried the prisoner passionately. “I would have 
endured imprisonment, ay, even execution, rather than have left my 
miserable secret as a family blot to my children. 

“You are the first who have ever heard my story. My father was a 
school-master in Chesterfield, where I received an excellent education. I 
travelled in my youth, took to the stage, and finally became a reporter on 
an evening paper in London. One day my editor wished to have a series 
of articles upon begging in the metropolis, and I volunteered to supply 
them. There was the point from which all my adventures started. It was 
only by trying begging as an amateur that I could get the facts upon 
which to base my articles. When an actor I had, of course, learned all the 
secrets of making up, and had been famous in the greenroom for my 
skill. I took advantage now of my attainments. I painted my face, and to 
make myself as pitiable as possible I made a good scar and fixed one side 
of my lip in a twist by the aid of a small slip of flesh-coloured plaster. 
Then with a red head of hair, and an appropriate dress, I took my station 
in the business part of the city, ostensibly as a match-seller but really as 
a beggar. For seven hours I plied my trade, and when I returned home in 
the evening I found to my surprise that I had received no less than 26s. 
4d. 

“I wrote my articles and thought little more of the matter until, 
some time later, I backed a bill for a friend and had a writ served upon 
me for 25 pounds. I was at my wit’s end where to get the money, but a 
sudden idea came to me. I begged a fortnight’s grace from the creditor, 
asked for a holiday from my employers, and spent the time in begging in 
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the City under my disguise. In ten days I had the money and had paid 
the debt. 

“Well, you can imagine how hard it was to settle down to arduous 
work at 2 pounds a week when I knew that I could earn as much in a day 
by smearing my face with a little paint, laying my cap on the ground, and 
sitting still. It was a long fight between my pride and the money, but the 
dollars won at last, and I threw up reporting and sat day after day in the 
corner which I had first chosen, inspiring pity by my ghastly face and 
filling my pockets with coppers. Only one man knew my secret. He was 
the keeper of a low den in which I used to lodge in Swandam Lane, 
where I could every morning emerge as a squalid beggar and in the 
evenings transform myself into a well-dressed man about town. This 
fellow, a Lascar, was well paid by me for his rooms, so that I knew that 
my secret was safe in his possession. 

“Well, very soon I found that I was saving considerable sums of 
money. I do not mean that any beggar in the streets of London could 
earn 700 pounds a year — which is less than my average takings — but I 
had exceptional advantages in my power of making up, and also in a 
facility of repartee, which improved by practice and made me quite a 
recognised character in the City. All day a stream of pennies, varied by 
silver, poured in upon me, and it was a very bad day in which I failed to 
take 2 pounds. 

“As I grew richer I grew more ambitious, took a house in the 
country, and eventually married, without anyone having a suspicion as 
to my real occupation. My dear wife knew that I had business in the City. 
She little knew what. 

“Last Monday I had finished for the day and was dressing in my 
room above the opium den when I looked out of my window and saw, to 
my horror and astonishment, that my wife was standing in the street, 
with her eyes fixed full upon me. I gave a cry of surprise, threw up my 
arms to cover my face, and, rushing to my confidant, the Lascar, 
entreated him to prevent anyone from coming up to me. I heard her 
voice downstairs, but I knew that she could not ascend. Swiftly I threw 
off my clothes, pulled on those of a beggar, and put on my pigments and 
wig. Even a wife’s eyes could not pierce so complete a disguise. But then 
it occurred to me that there might be a search in the room, and that the 
clothes might betray me. I threw open the window, reopening by my 
violence a small cut which I had inflicted upon myself in the bedroom 
that morning. Then I seized my coat, which was weighted by the coppers 
which I had just transferred to it from the leather bag in which I carried 
my takings. I hurled it out of the window, and it disappeared into the 
Thames. The other clothes would have followed, but at that moment 
there was a rush of constables up the stair, and a few minutes after I 
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found, rather, I confess, to my relief, that instead of being identified as 
Mr. Neville St. Clair, I was arrested as his murderer. 

“I do not know that there is anything else for me to explain. I was 
determined to preserve my disguise as long as possible, and hence my 
preference for a dirty face. Knowing that my wife would be terribly 
anxious, I slipped off my ring and confided it to the Lascar at a moment 
when no constable was watching me, together with a hurried scrawl, 
telling her that she had no cause to fear.” 

“That note only reached her yesterday,” said Holmes. 
“Good God! What a week she must have spent!” 
“The police have watched this Lascar,” said Inspector Bradstreet, 

“and I can quite understand that he might find it difficult to post a letter 
unobserved. Probably he handed it to some sailor customer of his, who 
forgot all about it for some days.” 

“That was it,” said Holmes, nodding approvingly; “I have no doubt 
of it. But have you never been prosecuted for begging?” 

“Many times; but what was a fine to me?” 
“It must stop here, however,” said Bradstreet. “If the police are to 

hush this thing up, there must be no more of Hugh Boone.” 
“I have sworn it by the most solemn oaths which a man can take.” 
“In that case I think that it is probable that no further steps may be 

taken. But if you are found again, then all must come out. I am sure, Mr. 
Holmes, that we are very much indebted to you for having cleared the 
matter up. I wish I knew how you reach your results.” 

“I reached this one,” said my friend, “by sitting upon five pillows 
and consuming an ounce of shag. I think, Watson, that if we drive to 
Baker Street we shall just be in time for breakfast.” 
 

        
 
AT its core, “The Man with the Twisted Lip” is a fascinating parable 
about one of the most simmering anxieties in British culture – a source 
of insecurity and resentment that still plagues it today: the specter of 
class. Different cultures struggle with unique national sins: the United 
States broods under the shadow of racism, Russia chafes from centuries 
of corruption and inequity under the tsars, Bolsheviks, and soviets, and 
Germany contends with its warring, anti-Semitic past. For England – a 
country which has been strangely conscious (and resentful) of class 
inequality since the Norman Conquest of 1066 – classism is the dominate 
national blight which infects members of each respective class with its 
own ailments. Historically, the early Britons first expressed a resentment 
at power-hungry occupiers from the days of Boudicea and the Romans, 
shortly followed by the invasion of post-Roman Britain by Saxons, 
Angles, and Vikings – leading to the myth of the property-protecting 
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court of Welsh-born King Arthur and his Celtic Knights of the Round 
Table. By the time the Saxons felt they had grown into their adopted 
home, the Normans invaded, leading to the legend of the freedom-
fighting Saxon rebel Robin Hood. By the 18th century, English Puritans 
had dethroned two kings – executing one and exiling the other. Before 
the start of the 19th century, two Scottish rebellions had been uneasily 
quelled, and a third revolution – inspired by British social philosophers 
Bacon, Locke, and Hobbes – was successful in British North America. As 
the Industrial Age gained steam, an unforeseen trend both alleviated and 
complicated the pressure: the rise of the English middle class. 
Manufacturers made it easier to fabricate the aesthetic of aristocratic 
wealth which forged an uneasy alliance between the middle and upper 
classes: the middling sort became warmer to the aristocracy, hoping to 
rub shoulders and gain acceptance, while this increased the ire of the 
aristocracy who now relied on the increasing wealth of the middle class 
for their cash flow, but resented what they perceived as an undue ascent. 
Back to Sherlock Holmes: the story of Neville St. Clair is a powerful 
parable of the rising middle class’s uneasy standing. The shame that he 
experiences from his source of income is comparable to the anxiety of 
the clerical classes: the aristocracy looked down on people who earned 
their wealth by toiling for a living – the only respectable ways to “make 
an income” were through politics, medicine, law, the military, or the 
church. But by the 1870s a surge of nouveau riche industrialists, 
manufacturers, writers, and capitalists were being forced into elite 
circles – not by virtue of their names, lineage, or connections, but by 
their hard-earned money. Men who had made their fortune selling cheap 
fabrics, cheap tabloids, cheap pharmaceuticals, or cheap hats could 
hardly hope to be accepted in high society, and hid their source of 
income with a combination of shame and resentment. Victorian 
literature was notorious for its shadowy protagonists with secret, dual 
lives: Robert Louis Stevenson’s Dr. Henry Jekyll, Oscar Wilde’s Dorian 
Gray, Victor Hugo’s Count of Monte Cristo – men who are accepted by 
society by day but vent their unacceptable urges in shameful secrecy by 
night. Henry James virtually made a career out of exploring the tensile 
alliance between the ungainly, aspirational nouveau riche and cynical, 
jealous aristocrats. Likewise, St. Clair – a middleclass man of letters – is 
driven into silence by the shame of his secret, a feeling the Doyle himself 
likely felt as a man who rubbed shoulders with dukes and admirals but 
never quite fit in.     
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LIKE so many of Holmes’ most riveting, mentally thrilling adventures, 
this one pays homage to Poe’s detective, Dupin – specifically to the case 
of “The Purloined Letter.” Both stories involve a stolen document which 
is impossibly well-hidden, but Doyle ups the ante by having the actual 
stealing of the document feature as the most bizarre and puzzling part of 
the case. In “The Purloined Letter” we know both who the thief was and 
how he took it, but the pitiable client of “The Naval Treaty,” a sickly 
schoolmate of Watson’s who has had a diplomatic treaty stolen from his 
office during the short time it took him to check on his coffee order, has 
no idea who burgled his papers, how, or why. Although it doesn’t get the 
same attention as “The Bruce-Partington Plans” or “The Second Stain,” 
“The Naval Treaty” is yet another brilliant homage to Dupin’s classic case 
of recovering a pilfered document.    

 
        

 

The Adventure of the Naval Treaty 
{1893} 

 
THE July which immediately succeeded my marriage was made 
memorable by three cases of interest, in which I had the privilege of 
being associated with Sherlock Holmes and of studying his methods. I 
find them recorded in my notes under the headings of "The Adventure of 
the Second Stain," "The Adventure of the Naval Treaty," and "The 
Adventure of the Tired Captain." The first of these, however, deals with 
interest of such importance and implicates so many of the first families 
in the kingdom that for many years it will be impossible to make it 
public. No case, however, in which Holmes was engaged has ever 
illustrated the value of his analytical methods so clearly or has impressed 
those who were associated with him so deeply. I still retain an almost 
verbatim report of the interview in which he demonstrated the true facts 
of the case to Monsieur Dubugue of the Paris police, and Fritz von 
Waldbaum, the well-known specialist of Dantzig, both of whom had 
wasted their energies upon what proved to be side-issues. The new 
century will have come, however, before the story can be safely told. 
Meanwhile I pass on to the second on my list, which promised also at 
one time to be of national importance, and was marked by several 
incidents which give it a quite unique character. 

During my school-days I had been intimately associated with a lad 
named Percy Phelps, who was of much the same age as myself, though 
he was two classes ahead of me. He was a very brilliant boy, and carried 
away every prize which the school had to offer, finished his exploits by 
winning a scholarship which sent him on to continue his triumphant 
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career at Cambridge. He was, I remember, extremely well connected, 
and even when we were all little boys together we knew that his mother's 
brother was Lord Holdhurst, the great conservative politician. This 
gaudy relationship did him little good at school. On the contrary, it 
seemed rather a piquant thing to us to chevy him about the playground 
and hit him over the shins with a wicket. But it was another thing when 
he came out into the world. I heard vaguely that his abilities and the 
influences which he commanded had won him a good position at the 
Foreign Office, and then he passed completely out of my mind until the 
following letter recalled his existence: 

Briarbrae, Woking. 
MY DEAR WATSON,— 
I have no doubt that you can remember "Tadpole" Phelps, who was 

in the fifth form when you were in the third. It is possible even that you 
may have heard that through my uncle's influence I obtained a good 
appointment at the Foreign Office, and that I was in a situation of trust 
and honour until a horrible misfortune came suddenly to blast my 
career. 

There is no use writing of the details of that dreadful event. In the 
event of your acceding to my request it is probable that I shall have to 
narrate them to you. I have only just recovered from nine weeks of brain-
fever, and am still exceedingly weak. Do you think that you could bring 
your friend Mr. Holmes down to see me? I should like to have his 
opinion of the case, though the authorities assure me that nothing more 
can be done. Do try to bring him down, and as soon as possible. Every 
minute seems an hour while I live in this state of horrible suspense. 
Assure him that if I have not asked his advice sooner it was not because I 
did not appreciate his talents, but because I have been off my head ever 
since the blow fell. Now I am clear again, though I dare not think of it 
too much for fear of a relapse. I am still so weak that I have to write, as 
you see, by dictating. Do try to bring him. 

Your old school-fellow, 
PERCY PHELPS. 
There was something that touched me as I read this letter, 

something pitiable in the reiterated appeals to bring Holmes. So moved 
was I that even had it been a difficult matter I should have tried it, but of 
course I knew well that Holmes loved his art, so that he was ever as 
ready to bring his aid as his client could be to receive it. My wife agreed 
with me that not a moment should be lost in laying the matter before 
him, and so within an hour of breakfast-time I found myself back once 
more in the old rooms in Baker Street. 

Holmes was seated at his side-table clad in his dressing-gown, and 
working hard over a chemical investigation. A large curved retort was 
boiling furiously in the bluish flame of a Bunsen burner, and the distilled 
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drops were condensing into a two-litre measure. My friend hardly 
glanced up as I entered, and I, seeing that his investigation must be of 
importance, seated myself in an arm-chair and waited. He dipped into 
this bottle or that, drawing out a few drops of each with his glass pipette, 
and finally brought a test-tube containing a solution over to the table. In 
his right hand he held a slip of litmus-paper. 

"You come at a crisis, Watson," said he. "If this paper remains blue, 
all is well. If it turns red, it means a man's life." He dipped it into the 
test-tube and it flushed at once into a dull, dirty crimson. "Hum! I 
thought as much!" he cried. "I will be at your service in an instant, 
Watson. You will find tobacco in the Persian slipper." He turned to his 
desk and scribbled off several telegrams, which were handed over to the 
page-boy. Then he threw himself down into the chair opposite, and drew 
up his knees until his fingers clasped round his long, thin shins. 

"A very commonplace little murder," said he. "You've got something 
better, I fancy. You are the stormy petrel of crime, Watson. What is it?" 

I handed him the letter, which he read with the most concentrated 
attention. 

"It does not tell us very much, does it?" he remarked, as he handed 
it back to me. 

"Hardly anything." 
"And yet the writing is of interest." 
"But the writing is not his own." 
"Precisely. It is a woman's." 
"A man's surely," I cried. 
"No, a woman's, and a woman of rare character. You see, at the 

commencement of an investigation it is something to know that your 
client is in close contact with some one who, for good or evil, has an 
exceptional nature. My interest is already awakened in the case. If you 
are ready we will start at once for Woking, and see this diplomatist who 
is in such evil case, and the lady to whom he dictates his letters." 

We were fortunate enough to catch an early train at Waterloo, and 
in a little under an hour we found ourselves among the fir-woods and 
the heather of Woking. Briarbrae proved to be a large detached house 
standing in extensive grounds within a few minutes' walk of the station. 
On sending in our cards we were shown into an elegantly appointed 
drawing-room, where we were joined in a few minutes by a rather stout 
man who received us with much hospitality. His age may have been 
nearer forty than thirty, but his cheeks were so ruddy and his eyes so 
merry that he still conveyed the impression of a plump and mischievous 
boy. 

"I am so glad that you have come," said he, shaking our hands with 
effusion. "Percy has been inquiring for you all morning. Ah, poor old 
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chap, he clings to any straw! His father and his mother asked me to see 
you, for the mere mention of the subject is very painful to them." 

"We have had no details yet," observed Holmes. "I perceive that you 
are not yourself a member of the family." 

Our acquaintance looked surprised, and then, glancing down, he 
began to laugh. 

"Of course you saw the J H monogram on my locket," said he. "For a 
moment I thought you had done something clever. Joseph Harrison is 
my name, and as Percy is to marry my sister Annie I shall at least be a 
relation by marriage. You will find my sister in his room, for she has 
nursed him hand-and-foot this two months back. Perhaps we'd better go 
in at once, for I know how impatient he is." 

The chamber in which we were shown was on the same floor as the 
drawing-room. It was furnished partly as a sitting and partly as a 
bedroom, with flowers arranged daintily in every nook and corner. A 
young man, very pale and worn, was lying upon a sofa near the open 
window, through which came the rich scent of the garden and the balmy 
summer air. A woman was sitting beside him, who rose as we entered. 

"Shall I leave, Percy?" she asked. 
He clutched her hand to detain her. "How are you, Watson?" said 

he, cordially. "I should never have known you under that moustache, 
and I dare say you would not be prepared to swear to me. This I presume 
is your celebrated friend, Mr. Sherlock Holmes?" 

I introduced him in a few words, and we both sat down. The stout 
young man had left us, but his sister still remained with her hand in that 
of the invalid. She was a striking-looking woman, a little short and thick 
for symmetry, but with a beautiful olive complexion, large, dark, Italian 
eyes, and a wealth of deep black hair. Her rich tints made the white face 
of her companion the more worn and haggard by the contrast. 

"I won't waste your time," said he, raising himself upon the sofa. "I'll 
plunge into the matter without further preamble. I was a happy and 
successful man, Mr. Holmes, and on the eve of being married, when a 
sudden and dreadful misfortune wrecked all my prospects in life. 

"I was, as Watson may have told you, in the Foreign Office, and 
through the influences of my uncle, Lord Holdhurst, I rose rapidly to a 
responsible position. When my uncle became foreign minister in this 
administration he gave me several missions of trust, and as I always 
brought them to a successful conclusion, he came at last to have the 
utmost confidence in my ability and tact. 

"Nearly ten weeks ago—to be more accurate, on the 23d of May—he 
called me into his private room, and, after complimenting me on the 
good work which I had done, he informed me that he had a new 
commission of trust for me to execute. 
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"'This,' said he, taking a grey roll of paper from his bureau, 'is the 
original of that secret treaty between England and Italy of which, I regret 
to say, some rumours have already got into the public press. It is of 
enormous importance that nothing further should leak out. The French 
or the Russian embassy would pay an immense sum to learn the 
contents of these papers. They should not leave my bureau were it not 
that it is absolutely necessary to have them copied. You have a desk in 
your office?" 

"'Yes, sir.' 
"'Then take the treaty and lock it up there. I shall give directions 

that you may remain behind when the others go, so that you may copy it 
at your leisure without fear of being overlooked. When you have 
finished, relock both the original and the draft in the desk, and hand 
them over to me personally to-morrow morning.' 

"I took the papers and—" 
"Excuse me an instant," said Holmes. "Were you alone during this 

conversation?" 
"Absolutely." 
"In a large room?" 
"Thirty feet each way." 
"In the centre?" 
"Yes, about it." 
"And speaking low?" 
"My uncle's voice is always remarkably low. I hardly spoke at all." 
"Thank you," said Holmes, shutting his eyes; "pray go on." 
"I did exactly what he indicated, and waited until the other clerks 

had departed. One of them in my room, Charles Gorot, had some arrears 
of work to make up, so I left him there and went out to dine. When I 
returned he was gone. I was anxious to hurry my work, for I knew that 
Joseph—the Mr. Harrison whom you saw just now—was in town, and 
that he would travel down to Woking by the eleven-o'clock train, and I 
wanted if possible to catch it. 

"When I came to examine the treaty I saw at once that it was of 
such importance that my uncle had been guilty of no exaggeration in 
what he had said. Without going into details, I may say that it defined 
the position of Great Britain towards the Triple Alliance, and fore-
shadowed the policy which this country would pursue in the event of the 
French fleet gaining a complete ascendancy over that of Italy in the 
Mediterranean. The questions treated in it were purely naval. At the end 
were the signatures of the high dignitaries who had signed it. I glanced 
my eyes over it, and then settled down to my task of copying. 

"It was a long document, written in the French language, and 
containing twenty-six separate articles. I copied as quickly as I could, but 
at nine o'clock I had only done nine articles, and it seemed hopeless for 
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me to attempt to catch my train. I was feeling drowsy and stupid, partly 
from my dinner and also from the effects of a long day's work. A cup of 
coffee would clear my brain. A commissionnaire remains all night in a 
little lodge at the foot of the stairs, and is in the habit of making coffee at 
his spirit-lamp for any of the officials who may be working over time. I 
rang the bell, therefore, to summon him. 

"To my surprise, it was a woman who answered the summons, a 
large, coarse-faced, elderly woman, in an apron. She explained that she 
was the commissionnaire's wife, who did the charing, and I gave her the 
order for the coffee. 

"I wrote two more articles and then, feeling more drowsy than ever, 
I rose and walked up and down the room to stretch my legs. My coffee 
had not yet come, and I wondered what the cause of the delay could be. 
Opening the door, I started down the corridor to find out. There was a 
straight passage, dimly lighted, which led from the room in which I had 
been working, and was the only exit from it. It ended in a curving 
staircase, with the commissionnaire's lodge in the passage at the bottom. 
Half way down this staircase is a small landing, with another passage 
running into it at right angles. This second one leads by means of a 
second small stair to a side door, used by servants, and also as a short cut 
by clerks when coming from Charles Street. Here is a rough chart of the 
place." 

"Thank you. I think that I quite follow you," said Sherlock Holmes. 
"It is of the utmost importance that you should notice this point. I 

went down the stairs and into the hall, where I found the 
commissionnaire fast asleep in his box, with the kettle boiling furiously 
upon the spirit-lamp. I took off the kettle and blew out the lamp, for the 
water was spurting over the floor. Then I put out my hand and was about 
to shake the man, who was still sleeping soundly, when a bell over his 
head rang loudly, and he woke with a start. 

"'Mr. Phelps, sir!' said he, looking at me in bewilderment. 
"'I came down to see if my coffee was ready.' 
"'I was boiling the kettle when I fell asleep, sir.' He looked at me and 

then up at the still quivering bell with an ever-growing astonishment 
upon his face. 

"'If you was here, sir, then who rang the bell?' he asked. 
"'The bell!' I cried. 'What bell is it?' 
"'It's the bell of the room you were working in.' 
"A cold hand seemed to close round my heart. Some one, then, was 

in that room where my precious treaty lay upon the table. I ran 
frantically up the stair and along the passage. There was no one in the 
corridors, Mr. Holmes. There was no one in the room. All was exactly as 
I left it, save only that the papers which had been committed to my care 
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had been taken from the desk on which they lay. The copy was there, 
and the original was gone." 

Holmes sat up in his chair and rubbed his hands. I could see that 
the problem was entirely to his heart. "Pray, what did you do then?" he 
murmured. 

"I recognised in an instant that the thief must have come up the 
stairs from the side door. Of course I must have met him if he had come 
the other way." 

"You were satisfied that he could not have been concealed in the 
room all the time, or in the corridor which you have just described as 
dimly lighted?" 

"It is absolutely impossible. A rat could not conceal himself either 
in the room or the corridor. There is no cover at all." 

"Thank you. Pray proceed." 
"The commissionnaire, seeing by my pale face that something was 

to be feared, had followed me upstairs. Now we both rushed along the 
corridor and down the steep steps which led to Charles Street. The door 
at the bottom was closed, but unlocked. We flung it open and rushed 
out. I can distinctly remember that as we did so there came three chimes 
from a neighbouring clock. It was quarter to ten." 

"That is of enormous importance," said Holmes, making a note 
upon his shirt-cuff. 

"The night was very dark, and a thin, warm rain was falling. There 
was no one in Charles Street, but a great traffic was going on, as usual, in 
Whitehall, at the extremity. We rushed along the pavement, bare-
headed as we were, and at the far corner we found a policeman standing. 

"'A robbery has been committed,' I gasped. 'A document of 
immense value has been stolen from the Foreign Office. Has any one 
passed this way?' 

"'I have been standing here for a quarter of an hour, sir,' said he; 
'only one person has passed during that time—a woman, tall and elderly, 
with a Paisley shawl.' 

"'Ah, that is only my wife,' cried the commissionnaire; 'has no one 
else passed?' 

"'No one.' 
"'Then it must be the other way that the thief took,' cried the fellow, 

tugging at my sleeve. 
"'But I was not satisfied, and the attempts which he made to draw 

me away increased my suspicions. 
"'Which way did the woman go?' I cried. 
"'I don't know, sir. I noticed her pass, but I had no special reason for 

watching her. She seemed to be in a hurry.' 
"'How long ago was it?' 
"'Oh, not very many minutes.' 
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"'Within the last five?' 
"'Well, it could not be more than five.' 
"'You're only wasting your time, sir, and every minute now is of 

importance,' cried the commissionnaire; 'take my word for it that my old 
woman has nothing to do with it, and come down to the other end of the 
street. Well, if you won't, I will.' And with that he rushed off in the other 
direction. 

"But I was after him in an instant and caught him by the sleeve. 
"'Where do you live?' said I. 
"'16 Ivy Lane, Brixton,' he answered. 'But don't let yourself be drawn 

away upon a false scent, Mr. Phelps. Come to the other end of the street 
and let us see if we can hear of anything.' 

"Nothing was to be lost by following his advice. With the policeman 
we both hurried down, but only to find the street full of traffic, many 
people coming and going, but all only too eager to get to a place of safety 
upon so wet a night. There was no lounger who could tell us who had 
passed. 

"Then we returned to the office, and searched the stairs and the 
passage without result. The corridor which led to the room was laid 
down with a kind of creamy linoleum which shows an impression very 
easily. We examined it very carefully, but found no outline of any 
footmark." 

"Had it been raining all evening?" 
"Since about seven." 
"How is it, then, that the woman who came into the room about 

nine left no traces with her muddy boots?" 
"I am glad you raised the point. It occurred to me at the time. The 

charwomen are in the habit of taking off their boots at the 
commissionnaire's office, and putting on list slippers." 

"That is very clear. There were no marks, then, though the night 
was a wet one? The chain of events is certainly one of extraordinary 
interest. What did you do next? 

"We examined the room also. There is no possibility of a secret 
door, and the windows are quite thirty feet from the ground. Both of 
them were fastened on the inside. The carpet prevents any possibility of 
a trap-door, and the ceiling is of the ordinary whitewashed kind. I will 
pledge my life that whoever stole my papers could only have come 
through the door." 

"How about the fireplace?" 
"They use none. There is a stove. The bell-rope hangs from the wire 

just to the right of my desk. Whoever rang it must have come right up to 
the desk to do it. But why should any criminal wish to ring the bell? It is 
a most insoluble mystery." 
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""Certainly the incident was unusual. What were your next steps? 
You examined the room, I presume, to see if the intruder had left any 
traces—any cigar-end or dropped glove or hairpin or other trifle?" 

"There was nothing of the sort." 
"No smell?" 
"Well, we never thought of that." 
"Ah, a scent of tobacco would have been worth a great deal to us in 

such an investigation." 
"I never smoke myself, so I think I should have observed it if there 

had been any smell of tobacco. There was absolutely no clue of any kind. 
The only tangible fact was that the commissionnaire's wife—Mrs. Tangey 
was the name—had hurried out of the place. He could give no 
explanation save that it was about the time when the woman always 
went home. The policeman and I agreed that our best plan would be to 
seize the woman before she could get rid of the papers, presuming that 
she had them. 

"The alarm had reached Scotland Yard by this time, and Mr. Forbes, 
the detective, came round at once and took up the case with a great deal 
of energy. We hire a hansom, and in half an hour we were at the address 
which had been given to us. A young woman opened the door, who 
proved to be Mrs. Tangey's eldest daughter. Her mother had not come 
back yet, and we were shown into the front room to wait. 

"About ten minutes later a knock came at the door, and here we 
made the one serious mistake for which I blame myself. Instead of 
opening the door ourselves, we allowed the girl to do so. We heard her 
say, 'Mother, there are two men in the house waiting to see you,' and an 
instant afterwards we heard the patter of feet rushing down the passage. 
Forbes flung open the door, and we both ran into the back room or 
kitchen, but the woman had got there before us. She stared at us with 
defiant eyes, and then, suddenly recognising me, an expression of 
absolute astonishment came over her face. 

"'Why, if it isn't Mr. Phelps, of the office!' she cried. 
"'Come, come, who did you think we were when you ran away from 

us?' asked my companion. 
"'I thought you were the brokers,' said she, 'we have had some 

trouble with a tradesman.' 
"'That's not quite good enough,' answered Forbes. 'We have reason 

to believe that you have taken a paper of importance from the Foreign 
Office, and that you ran in here to dispose of it. You must come back 
with us to Scotland Yard to be searched.' 

"It was in vain that she protested and resisted. A four-wheeler was 
brought, and we all three drove back in it. We had first made an 
examination of the kitchen, and especially of the kitchen fire, to see 
whether she might have made away with the papers during the instant 
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that she was alone. There were no signs, however, of any ashes or scraps. 
When we reached Scotland Yard she was handed over at once to the 
female searcher. I waited in an agony of suspense until she came back 
with her report. There were no signs of the papers. 

"Then for the first time the horror of my situation came in its full 
force. Hitherto I had been acting, and action had numbed thought. I had 
been so confident of regaining the treaty at once that I had not dared to 
think of what would be the consequence if I failed to do so. But now 
there was nothing more to be done, and I had leisure to realise my 
position. It was horrible. Watson there would tell you that I was a 
nervous, sensitive boy at school. It is my nature. I thought of my uncle 
and of his colleagues in the Cabinet, of the shame which I had brought 
upon him, upon myself, upon every one connected with me. What 
though I was the victim of an extraordinary accident? No allowance is 
made for accidents where diplomatic interests are at stake. I was ruined, 
shamefully, hopelessly ruined. I don't know what I did. I fancy I must 
have made a scene. I have a dim recollection of a group of officials who 
crowded round me, endeavouring to soothe me. One of them drove 
down with me to Waterloo, and saw me into the Woking train. I believe 
that he would have come all the way had it not been that Dr. Ferrier, 
who lives near me, was going down by that very train. The doctor most 
kindly took charge of me, and it was well he did so, for I had a fit in the 
station, and before we reached home I was practically a raving maniac. 

"You can imagine the state of things here when they were roused 
from their beds by the doctor's ringing and found me in this condition. 
Poor Annie here and my mother were broken-hearted. Dr. Ferrier had 
just heard enough from the detective at the station to be able to give an 
idea of what had happened, and his story did not mend matters. It was 
evident to all that I was in for a long illness, so Joseph was bundled out 
of this cheery bedroom, and it was turned into a sick-room for me. Here 
I have lain, Mr. Holmes, for over nine weeks, unconscious, and raving 
with brain-fever. If it had not been for Miss Harrison here and for the 
doctor's care I should not be speaking to you now. She has nursed me by 
day and a hired nurse has looked after me by night, for in my mad fits I 
was capable of anything. Slowly my reason has cleared, but it is only 
during the last three days that my memory has quite returned. 
Sometimes I wish that it never had. The first thing that I did was to wire 
to Mr. Forbes, who had the case in hand. He came out, and assures me 
that, though everything has been done, no trace of a clue has been 
discovered. The commissionnaire and his wife have been examined in 
every way without any light being thrown upon the matter. The 
suspicions of the police then rested upon young Gorot, who, as you may 
remember, stayed over time in the office that night. His remaining 
behind and his French name were really the only two points which could 
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suggest suspicion; but, as a matter of fact, I did not begin work until he 
had gone, and his people are of Huguenot extraction, but as English in 
sympathy and tradition as you and I are. Nothing was found to implicate 
him in any way, and there the matter dropped. I turn to you, Mr. 
Holmes, as absolutely my last hope. If you fail me, then my honour as 
well as my position are forever forfeited." 

The invalid sank back upon his cushions, tired out by this long 
recital, while his nurse poured him out a glass of some stimulating 
medicine. Holmes sat silently, with his head thrown back and his eyes 
closed, in an attitude which might seem listless to a stranger, but which I 
knew betokened the most intense self-absorption. 

"Your statement has been so explicit," said he at last, "that you have 
really left me very few questions to ask. There is one of the very utmost 
importance, however. Did you tell any one that you had this special task 
to perform?" 

"No one." 
"Not Miss Harrison here, for example?" 
"No. I had not been back to Woking between getting the order and 

executing the commission." 
"And none of your people had by chance been to see you?" 
"None." 
"Did any of them know their way about in the office?" 
"Oh, yes, all of them had been shown over it." 
"Still, of course, if you said nothing to any one about the treaty 

these inquiries are irrelevant." 
"I said nothing." 
"Do you know anything of the commissionnaire?" 
"Nothing except that he is an old soldier." 
"What regiment?" 
"Oh, I have heard—Coldstream Guards." 
"Thank you. I have no doubt I can get details from Forbes. The 

authorities are excellent at amassing facts, though they do not always 
use them to advantage. What a lovely thing a rose is!" 

He walked past the couch to the open window, and held up the 
drooping stalk of a moss-rose, looking down at the dainty blend of 
crimson and green. It was a new phase of his character to me, for I had 
never before seen him show any keen interest in natural objects. 

"There is nothing in which deduction is so necessary as in religion," 
said he, leaning with his back against the shutters. "It can be built up as 
an exact science by the reasoner. Our highest assurance of the goodness 
of Providence seems to me to rest in the flowers. All other things, our 
powers, our desires, our food, are all really necessary for our existence in 
the first instance. But this rose is an extra. Its smell and its colour are an 
embellishment of life, not a condition of it. It is only goodness which 
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gives extras, and so I say again that we have much to hope from the 
flowers." 

Percy Phelps and his nurse looked at Holmes during this 
demonstration with surprise and a good deal of disappointment written 
upon their faces. He had fallen into a reverie, with the moss-rose 
between his fingers. It had lasted some minutes before the young lady 
broke in upon it. 

"Do you see any prospect of solving this mystery, Mr. Holmes?" she 
asked, with a touch of asperity in her voice. 

"Oh, the mystery!" he answered, coming back with a start to the 
realities of life. "Well, it would be absurd to deny that the case is a very 
abstruse and complicated one, but I can promise you that I will look into 
the matter and let you know any points which may strike me." 

"Do you see any clue?" 
"You have furnished me with seven, but, of course, I must test them 

before I can pronounce upon their value." 
"You suspect some one?" 
"I suspect myself." 
"What!" 
"Of coming to conclusions too rapidly." 
"Then go to London and test your conclusions." 
"Your advice is very excellent, Miss Harrison," said Holmes, rising. 

"I think, Watson, we cannot do better. Do not allow yourself to indulge 
in false hopes, Mr. Phelps. The affair is a very tangled one." 

"I shall be in a fever until I see you again," cried the diplomatist. 
"Well, I'll come out be the same train to-morrow, though it's more 

than likely that my report will be a negative one." 
"God bless you for promising to come," cried our client. "It gives me 

fresh life to know that something is being done. By the way, I have had a 
letter from Lord Holdhurst." 

"Ha! What did he say?" 
"He was cold, but not harsh. I dare say my severe illness prevented 

him from being that. He repeated that the matter was of the utmost 
importance, and added that no steps would be taken about my future—
by which he means, of course, my dismissal—until my health was 
restored and I had an opportunity of repairing my misfortune." 

"Well, that was reasonable and considerate," said Holmes. "Come, 
Watson, for we have a goody day's work before us in town." 

Mr. Joseph Harrison drove us down to the station, and we were 
soon whirling up in a Portsmouth train. Holmes was sunk in profound 
thought, and hardly opened his mouth until we had passed Clapham 
Junction. 

"It's a very cheery thing to come into London by any of these lines 
which run high, and allow you to look down upon the houses like this." 
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I thought he was joking, for the view was sordid enough, but he 
soon explained himself. 

"Look at those big, isolated clumps of building rising up above the 
slates, like brick islands in a lead-coloured sea." 

"The board-schools." 
"Light-houses, my boy! Beacons of the future! Capsules with 

hundreds of bright little seeds in each, out of which will spring the wise, 
better England of the future. I suppose that man Phelps does not drink?" 

"I should not think so." 
"Nor should I, but we are bound to take every possibility into 

account. The poor devil has certainly got himself into very deep water, 
and it's a question whether we shall ever be able to get him ashore. What 
did you think of Miss Harrison?" 

"A girl of strong character." 
"Yes, but she is a good sort, or I am mistaken. She and her brother 

are the only children of an iron-master somewhere up Northumberland 
way. He got engaged to her when travelling last winter, and she came 
down to be introduced to his people, with her brother as escort. Then 
came the smash, and she stayed on to nurse her lover, while brother 
Joseph, finding himself pretty snug, stayed on too. I've been making a 
few independent inquiries, you see. But to-day must be a day of 
inquiries." 

"My practice—" I began. 
"Oh, if you find your own cases more interesting than mine—" said 

Holmes, with some asperity. 
"I was going to say that my practice could get along very well for a 

day or two, since it is the slackest time in the year." 
"Excellent," said he, recovering his good-humour. "Then we'll look 

into this matter together. I think that we should begin be seeing Forbes. 
He can probably tell us all the details we want until we know from what 
side the case is to be approached. 

"You said you had a clue?" 
"Well, we have several, but we can only test their value by further 

inquiry. The most difficult crime to track is the one which is purposeless. 
Now this is not purposeless. Who is it who profits by it? There is the 
French ambassador, there is the Russian, there is who-ever might sell it 
to either of these, and there is Lord Holdhurst." 

"Lord Holdhurst!" 
"Well, it is just conceivable that a statesman might find himself in a 

position where he was not sorry to have such a document accidentally 
destroyed." 

"Not a statesman with the honourable record of Lord Holdhurst?" 
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"It is a possibility and we cannot afford to disregard it. We shall see 
the noble lord to-day and find out if he can tell us anything. Meanwhile I 
have already set inquiries on foot." 

"Already?" 
"Yes, I sent wires from Woking station to every evening paper in 

London. This advertisement will appear in each of them." 
He handed over a sheet torn from a note-book. On it was scribbled 

in pencil: "£10 reward. The number of the cab which dropped a fare at or 
about the door of the Foreign Office in Charles Street at quarter to ten in 
the evening of May 23d. Apply 221 B, Baker Street." 

"You are confident that the thief came in a cab?" 
"If not, there is no harm done. But if Mr. Phelps is correct in stating 

that there is no hiding-place either in the room or the corridors, then the 
person must have come from outside. If he came from outside on so wet 
a night, and yet left no trace of damp upon the linoleum, which was 
examined within a few minutes of his passing, then it is exceeding 
probably that he came in a cab. Yes, I think that we may safely deduce a 
cab." 

"It sounds plausible." 
"That is one of the clues of which I spoke. It may lead us to 

something. And then, of course, there is the bell—which is the most 
distinctive feature of the case. Why should the bell ring? Was it the thief 
who did it out of bravado? Or was it some one who was with the thief 
who did it in order to prevent the crime? Or was it an accident? Or was 
it—?" He sank back into the state of intense and silent thought from 
which he had emerged; but it seemed to me, accustomed as I was to his 
every mood, that some new possibility had dawned suddenly upon him. 

It was twenty past three when we reached our terminus, and after a 
hasty luncheon at the buffet we pushed on at once to Scotland Yard. 
Holmes had already wired to Forbes, and we found him waiting to 
receive us—a small, foxy man with a sharp but by no means amiable 
expression. He was decidedly frigid in his manner to us, especially when 
he heard the errand upon which we had come. 

"I've heard of your methods before now, Mr. Holmes," said he, 
tartly. "You are ready enough to use all the information that the police 
can lay at your disposal, and then you try to finish the case yourself and 
bring discredit on them." 

"On the contrary," said Holmes, "out of my last fifty-three cases my 
name has only appeared in four, and the police have had all the credit in 
forty-nine. I don't blame you for not knowing this, for you are young and 
inexperienced, but if you wish to get on in your new duties you will work 
with me and not against me." 

"I'd be very glad of a hint or two," said the detective, changing his 
manner. "I've certainly had no credit from the case so far." 
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"What steps have you taken?" 
"Tangey, the commissionnaire, has been shadowed. He left the 

Guards with a good character and we can find nothing against him. His 
wife is a bad lot, though. I fancy she knows more about this than 
appears." 

"Have you shadowed her?" 
"We have set one of our women on to her. Mrs. Tangey drinks, and 

our woman has been with her twice when she was well on, but she could 
get nothing out of her." 

"I understand that they have had brokers in the house?" 
"Yes, but they were paid off." 
"Where did the money come from?" 
"That was all right. His pension was due. They have not shown any 

sign of being in funds." 
"What explanation did she give of having answered the bell when 

Mr. Phelps rang for the coffee?" 
"She said that her husband was very tired and she wished to relieve 

him." 
"Well, certainly that would agree with his being found a little later 

asleep in his chair. There is nothing against them then but the woman's 
character. Did you ask her why she hurried away that night? Her haste 
attracted the attention of the police constable." 

"She was later than usual and wanted to get home." 
"Did you point out to her that you and Mr. Phelps, who started at 

least twenty minutes after her, got home before her?" 
"She explains that by the difference between a 'bus and a hansom." 
"Did she make it clear why, on reaching her house, she ran into the 

back kitchen?" 
"Because she had the money there with which to pay off the 

brokers." 
"She has at least an answer for everything. Did you ask her whether 

in leaving she met any one or saw any one loitering about Charles 
Street?" 

"She saw no one but the constable." 
"Well, you seem to have cross-examined her pretty thoroughly. 

What else have you done?" 
"The clerk Gorot has been shadowed all these nine weeks, but 

without result. We can show nothing against him." 
"Anything else?" 
"Well, we have nothing else to go upon—no evidence of any kind." 
"Have you formed a theory about how that bell rang?" 
"Well, I must confess that it beats me. It was a cool hand, whoever 

it was, to go and give the alarm like that." 
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"Yes, it was queer thing to do. Many thanks to you for what you 
have told me. If I can put the man into your hands you shall hear from 
me. Come along, Watson." 

"Where are we going to now?" I asked, as we left the office. 
"We are now going to interview Lord Holdhurst, the cabinet 

minister and future premier of England." 
We were fortunate in finding that Lord Holdhurst was still in his 

chambers in Downing Street, and on Holmes sending in his card we 
were instantly shown up. The statesman received us with that old-
fashioned courtesy for which he is remarkable, and seated us on the two 
luxuriant lounges on either side of the fireplace. Standing on the run 
between us, with his slight, tall figure, his sharp features, thoughtful 
face, and curling hair prematurely tinged with grey, he seemed to 
represent that not to common type, a nobleman who is in truth noble. 

"You name is very familiar to me, Mr. Holmes," said he, smiling. 
"And, of course, I cannot pretend to be ignorant of the object of your 
visit. There has only been once occurrence in these offices which could 
call for your attention. In whose interest are you acting, may I ask?" 

"In that of Mr. Percy Phelps," answered Holmes. 
"Ah, my unfortunate nephew! You can understand that our kinship 

makes it the more impossible for me to screen him in any way. I fear that 
the incident must have a very prejudicial effect upon his career." 

"But if the document if found?" 
"Ah, that, of course, would be different." 
"I had one or two questions which I wished to ask you, Lord 

Holdhurst." 
"I shall be happy to give you any information in my power." 
"Was it in this room that you gave your instructions as to the 

copying of the document?" 
"It was." 
"Then you could hardly have been overheard?" 
"It is out of the question." 
"Did you ever mention to any one that it was your intention to give 

any one the treaty to be copied?" 
"Never." 
"You are certain of that?" 
"Absolutely." 
"Well, since you never said so, and Mr. Phelps never said so, and 

nobody else knew anything of the matter, then the thief's presence in the 
room was purely accidental. He saw his chance and he took it." 

The statesman smiled. "You take me out of my province there," said 
he. 

Holmes considered for a moment. "There is another very important 
point which I wish to discuss with you," said he. "You feared, as I 
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understand, that very grave results might follow from the details of this 
treaty becoming known." 

A shadow passed over the expressive face of the statesman. "Very 
grave results indeed." 

"Any have they occurred?" 
"Not yet." 
"If the treaty had reached, let us say, the French or Russian Foreign 

Office, you would expect to hear of it?" 
"I should," said Lord Holdhurst, with a wry face. 
"Since nearly ten weeks have elapsed, then, and nothing has been 

heard, it is not unfair to suppose that for some reason the treaty has not 
reached them." 

Lord Holdhurst shrugged his shoulders. 
"We can hardly suppose, Mr. Holmes, that the thief took the treaty 

in order to frame it and hang it up." 
"Perhaps he is waiting for a better price." 
"If he waits a little longer he will get no price at all. The treaty will 

cease to be secret in a few months." 
"That is most important," said Holmes. "Of course, it is a possible 

supposition that the thief has had a sudden illness—" 
"An attack of brain-fever, for example?" asked the statesman, 

flashing a swift glance at him. 
"I did not say so," said Holmes, imperturbably. "And now, Lord 

Holdhurst, we have already taken up too much of your valuable time, 
and we shall wish you good-day." 

"Every success to your investigation, be the criminal who it may," 
answered the nobleman, as he bowed us out the door. 

"He's a fine fellow," said Holmes, as we came out into Whitehall. 
"But he has a struggle to keep up his position. He is far from rich and has 
many calls. You noticed, of course, that his boots had been resoled. Now, 
Watson, I won't detain you from your legitimate work any longer. I shall 
do nothing more to-day, unless I have an answer to my cab 
advertisement. But I should be extremely obliged to you if you would 
come down with me to Woking to-morrow, by the same train which we 
took yesterday." 

I met him accordingly next morning and we travelled down to 
Woking together. He had had no answer to his advertisement, he said, 
and no fresh light had been thrown upon the case. He had, when he so 
willed it, the utter immobility of countenance of a red Indian, and I 
could not gather from his appearance whether he was satisfied or not 
with the position of the case. His conversation, I remember, was about 
the Bertillon system of measurements, and he expressed his enthusiastic 
admiration of the French savant. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bertillon
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We found our client still under the charge of his devoted nurse, but 
looking considerably better than before. He rose from the sofa and 
greeted us without difficulty when we entered. 

"Any news?" he asked, eagerly. 
"My report, as I expected, is a negative one," said Holmes. "I have 

seen Forbes, and I have seen your uncle, and I have set one or two trains 
of inquiry upon foot which may lead to something." 

"You have not lost heart, then?" 
"By no means." 
"God bless you for saying that!" cried Miss Harrison. "If we keep our 

courage and our patience the truth must come out." 
"We have more to tell you than you have for us," said Phelps, 

reseating himself upon the couch. 
"I hoped you might have something." 
"Yes, we have had an adventure during the night, and one which 

might have proved to be a serious one." His expression grew very grave 
as he spoke, and a look of something akin to fear sprang up in his eyes. 
"Do you know," said he, "that I begin to believe that I am the 
unconscious centre of some monstrous conspiracy, and that my life is 
aimed at as well as my honour?" 

"Ah!" cried Holmes. 
"It sounds incredible, for I have not, as far as I know, an enemy in 

the world. Yet from last night's experience I can come to no other 
conclusion." 

"Pray let me hear it." 
"You must know that last night was the very first night that I have 

ever slept without a nurse in the room. I was so much better that I 
thought I could dispense with one. I had a night-light burning, however. 
Well, about two in the morning I had sunk into a light sleep when I was 
suddenly aroused by a slight noise. It was like the sound which a mouse 
makes when it is gnawing a plank, and I lay listening to it for some time 
under the impression that it must come from that cause. Then it grew 
louder, and suddenly there came from the window a sharp metallic 
snick. I sat up in amazement. There could be no doubt what the sounds 
were now. The first ones had been caused by some one forcing an 
instrument through the slit between the sashes, and the second by the 
catch being pressed back. 

"There was a pause then for about ten minutes, as if the person 
were waiting to see whether the noise had awakened me. Then I heard a 
gentle creaking as the window was very slowly opened. I could stand it 
no longer, for my nerves are not what they used to be. I sprang out of 
bed and flung open the shutters. A man was crouching at the window. I 
could see little of him, for he was gone like a flash. He was wrapped in 
some sort of cloak which came across the lower part of his face. One  
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thing only I am sure of, and that is that he had some weapon in his hand. 
It looked to me like a long knife. I distinctly saw the gleam of it as he 
turned to run." 

"This is most interesting," said Holmes. "Pray what did you do 
then?" 

"I should have followed him through the open window if I had been 
stronger. As it was, I rang the bell and roused the house. It took me some 
little time, for the bell rings in the kitchen and the servants all sleep 
upstairs. I shouted, however, and that brought Joseph down, and he 
roused the others. Joseph and the groom found marks on the bed 
outside the window, but the weather has been so dry lately that they 
found it hopeless to follow the trail across the grass. There's a place, 
however, on the wooden fence which skirts the road which shows signs, 
they tell me, as if some one had got over, and had snapped the top of the 
rail in doing so. I have said nothing to the local police yet, for I thought I 
had best have your opinion first." 

This tale of our client's appeared to have an extraordinary effect 
upon Sherlock Holmes. He rose from his chair and paced about the 
room in uncontrollable excitement. 

"Misfortunes never come single," said Phelps, smiling, though it was 
evident that his adventure had somewhat shaken him. 

"You have certainly had your share," said Holmes. "Do you think 
you could walk round the house with me?" 

"Oh, yes, I should like a little sunshine. Joseph will come, too." 
"And I also," said Miss Harrison. 
"I am afraid not," said Holmes, shaking his head. "I think I must ask 

you to remain sitting exactly where you are." 
The young lady resumed her seat with an air of displeasure. Her 

brother, however, had joined us and we set off all four together. We 
passed round the lawn to the outside of the young diplomatist's window. 
There were, as he had said, marks upon the bed, but they were 
hopelessly blurred and vague. Holmes stopped over them for an instant, 
and then rose shrugging his shoulders. 

"I don't think any one could make much of this," said he. "Let us go 
round the house and see why this particular room was chose by the 
burglar. I should have thought those larger windows of the drawing-
room and dining-room would have had more attractions for him." 

"They are more visible from the road," suggested Mr. Joseph 
Harrison. 

"Ah, yes, of course. There is a door here which he might have 
attempted. What is it for?" 

"It is the side entrance for trades-people. Of course it is locked at 
night." 

"Have you ever had an alarm like this before?" 
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"Never," said our client. 
"Do you keep plate in the house, or anything to attract burglars?" 
"Nothing of value." 
Holmes strolled round the house with his hands in his pockets and 

a negligent air which was unusual with him. 
"By the way," said he to Joseph Harrison, "you found some place, I 

understand, where the fellow scaled the fence. Let us have a look at 
that!" 

The plump young man led us to a spot where the top of one of the 
wooden rails had been cracked. A small fragment of the wood was 
hanging down. Holmes pulled it off and examined it critically. 

"Do you think that was done last night? It looks rather old, does it 
not?" 

"Well, possibly so." 
"There are no marks of any one jumping down upon the other side. 

No, I fancy we shall get no help here. Let us go back to the bedroom and 
talk the matter over." 

Percy Phelps was walking very slowly, leaning upon the arm of his 
future brother-in-law. Holmes walked swiftly across the lawn, and we 
were at the open window of the bedroom long before the others came 
up. 

"Miss Harrison," said Holmes, speaking with the utmost intensity of 
manner, "you must stay where you are all day. Let nothing prevent you 
from staying where you are all day. It is of the utmost importance." 

"Certainly, if you wish it, Mr. Holmes," said the girl in 
astonishment. 

"When you go to bed lock the door of this room on the outside and 
keep the key. Promise to do this." 

"But Percy?" 
"He will come to London with us." 
"And am I to remain here?" 
"It is for his sake. You can serve him. Quick! Promise!" 
She gave a quick nod of assent just as the other two came up. 
"Why do you sit moping there, Annie?" cried her brother. "Come 

out into the sunshine!" 
"No, thank you, Joseph. I have a slight headache and this room is 

deliciously cool and soothing." 
"What do you propose now, Mr. Holmes?" asked our client. 
"Well, in investigating this minor affair we must not lose sight of 

our main inquiry. It would be a very great help to me if you would come 
up to London with us." 

"At once?" 
"Well, as soon as you conveniently can. Say in an hour." 
"I feel quite strong enough, if I can really be of any help." 
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"The greatest possible." 
"Perhaps you would like me the stay there to-night?" 
"I was just going to propose it." 
"Then, if my friend of the night comes to revisit me, he will find the 

bird flown. We are all in your hands, Mr. Holmes, and you must tell us 
exactly what you would like done. Perhaps you would prefer that Joseph 
came with us so as to look after me?" 

"Oh, no; my friend Watson is a medical man, you know, and he'll 
look after you. We'll have our lunch here, if you will permit us, and then 
we shall all three set off for town together." 

It was arranged as he suggested, though Miss Harrison excused 
herself from leaving the bedroom, in accordance with Holmes's 
suggestion. What the object of my friend's manoeuvres was I could not 
conceive, unless it were to keep the lady away from Phelps, who, rejoiced 
by his returning health and by the prospect of action, lunched with us in 
the dining-room. Holmes had still more startling surprise for us, 
however, for, after accompanying us down to the station and seeing us 
into our carriage, he calmly announced that he had no intention of 
leaving Woking. 

"There are one or two small points which I should desire to clear up 
before I go," said he. "Your absence, Mr. Phelps, will in some ways rather 
assist me. Watson, when you reach London you would oblige me by 
driving at once to Baker Street with our friend here, and remaining with 
him until I see you again. It is fortunate that you are old school-fellows, 
as you must have much to talk over. Mr. Phelps can have the spare 
bedroom to-night, and I will be with you in time for breakfast, for there 
is a train which will take me into Waterloo at eight." 

"But how about our investigation in London?" asked Phelps, 
ruefully. 

"We can do that to-morrow. I think that just at present I can be of 
more immediate use here." 

"You might tell them at Briarbrae that I hope to be back to-morrow 
night," cried Phelps, as we began to move from the platform. 

"I hardly expect to go back to Briarbrae," answered Holmes, and 
waved his hand to us cheerily as we shot out from the station. 

Phelps and I talked it over on our journey, but neither of us could 
devise a satisfactory reason for this new development. 

"I suppose he wants to find out some clue as to the burglary last 
night, if a burglar it was. For myself, I don't believe it was an ordinary 
thief." 

"What is your own idea, then?" 
"Upon my word, you may put it down to my weak nerves or not, but 

I believe there is some deep political intrigue going on around me, and 
that for some reason that passes my understanding my life is aimed at by 
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the conspirators. It sounds high-flown and absurd, but consider the 
facts! Why should a thief try to break in at a bedroom window, where 
there could be no hope of any plunder, and why should he come with a 
long knife in his hand?" 

"You are sure it was not a house-breaker's jimmy?" 
"Oh, no, it was a knife. I saw the flash of the blade quite distinctly." 
"But why on earth should you be pursued with such animosity?" 
"Ah, that is the question." 
"Well, if Holmes takes the same view, that would account for his 

action, would it not? Presuming that your theory is correct, if he can lay 
his hands upon the man who threatened you last night he will have gone 
a long way towards finding who took the naval treaty. It is absurd to 
suppose that you have two enemies, one of whom robs you, while the 
other threatens your life." 

"But Holmes said that he was not going to Briarbrae." 
"I have known him for some time," said I, "but I never knew him do 

anything yet without a very good reason," and with that our 
conversation drifted off on to other topics. 

But it was a weary day for me. Phelps was still weak after his long 
illness, and his misfortune made him querulous and nervous. In vain I 
endeavoured to interest him in Afghanistan, in India, in social questions, 
in anything which might take his mind out of the groove. He would 
always come back to his lost treaty, wondering, guessing, speculating, as 
to what Holmes was doing, what steps Lord Holdhurst was taking, what 
news we should have in the morning. As the evening wore on his 
excitement became quite painful. 

"You have implicit faith in Holmes?" he asked. 
"I have seen him do some remarkable things." 
"But he never brought light into anything quite so dark as this?" 
"Oh, yes; I have known him solve questions which presented fewer 

clues than yours." 
"But not where such large interests are at stake?" 
"I don't know that. To my certain knowledge he has acted on behalf 

of three of the reigning houses of Europe in very vital matters." 
"But you know him well, Watson. He is such an inscrutable fellow 

that I never quite know what to make of him. Do you think he is 
hopeful? Do you think he expects to make a success of it?" 

"He has said nothing." 
"That is a bad sign." 
"On the contrary, I have noticed that when he is off the trail he 

generally says so. It is when he is on a scent and is not quite absolutely 
sure yet that it is the right one that he is most taciturn. Now, my dear 
fellow, we can't help matter by making ourselves nervous about them, so 
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let me implore you to go to bed and so be fresh for whatever may await 
us to-morrow." 

I was able at last to persuade my companion to take my advice, 
though I knew from his excited manner that there was not much hope of 
sleep for him. Indeed, his mood was infectious, for I lay tossing half the 
night myself, brooding over this strange problem, and inventing a 
hundred theories, each of which was more impossible than the last. Why 
had Holmes remained at Woking? Why had he asked Miss Harrison to 
remain in the sick-room all day? Why had he been so careful not to 
inform the people at Briarbrae that he intended to remain near them? I 
cudgelled my brains until I fell asleep in the endeavour to find some 
explanation which would cover all these facts. 

It was seven o'clock when I awoke, and I set off at once for Phelps's 
room, to find him haggard and spent after a sleepless night. His first 
question was whether Holmes had arrived yet. 

"He'll be here when he promised," said I, "and not an instant sooner 
or later." 

And my words were true, for shortly after eight a hansom dashed 
up to the door and our friend got out of it. Standing in the window we 
saw that his left hand was swathed in a bandage and that his face was 
very grim and pale. He entered the house, but it was some little time 
before he came upstairs. 

"He looks like a beaten man," cried Phelps. 
I was forced to confess that he was right. "After all," said I, "the clue 

of the matter lies probably here in town." 
Phelps gave a groan. 
"I don't know how it is," said he, "but I had hoped for so much from 

his return. But surely his hand was not tied up like that yesterday. What 
can be the matter?" 

"You are not wounded, Holmes?" I asked, as my friend entered the 
room. 

"Tut, it is only a scratch through my own clumsiness," he answered, 
nodding his good-mornings to us. "This case of yours, Mr. Phelps, is 
certainly one of the darkest which I have ever investigated." 

"I feared that you would find it beyond you." 
"It has been a most remarkable experience." 
"That bandage tells of adventures," said I. "Won't you tell us what 

has happened?" 
"After breakfast, my dear Watson. Remember that I have breathed 

thirty mile of Surrey air this morning. I suppose that there has been no 
answer from my cabman advertisement? Well, well, we cannot expect to 
score every time." 

The table was all laid, and just as I was about to ring Mrs. Hudson 
entered with the tea and coffee. A few minutes later she brought in three 
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covers, and we all drew up to the table, Holmes ravenous, I curious, and 
Phelps in the gloomiest state of depression. 

"Mrs. Hudson has risen to the occasion," said Holmes, uncovering a 
dish of curried chicken. "Her cuisine is a little limited, but she has as 
good an idea of breakfast as a Scotch-woman. What have you here, 
Watson?" 

"Ham and eggs," I answered. 
"Good! What are you going to take, Mr. Phelps—curried fowl or 

eggs, or will you help yourself?" 
"Thank you. I can eat nothing," said Phelps. 
"Oh, come! Try the dish before you." 
"Thank you, I would really rather not." 
"Well, then," said Holmes, with a mischievous twinkle, "I suppose 

that you have no objection to helping me?" 
Phelps raised the cover, and as he did so he uttered a scream, and 

sat there staring with a face as white as the plate upon which he looked. 
Across the centre of it was lying a little cylinder of blue-grey paper. He 
caught it up, devoured it with his eyes, and then danced madly about the 
room, passing it to his bosom and shrieking out in his delight. Then he 
fell back into an arm-chair so limp and exhausted with his own emotions 
that we had to pour brandy down his throat to keep him from fainting. 

"There! there!" said Holmes, soothing, patting him upon the 
shoulder. "It was too bad to spring it on you like this, but Watson here 
will tell you that I never can resist a touch of the dramatic." 

Phelps seized his hand and kissed it. "God bless you!" he cried. "You 
have saved my honour." 

"Well, my own was at stake, you know," said Holmes. "I assure you 
it is just as hateful to me to fail in a case as it can be to you to blunder 
over a commission." 

Phelps thrust away the precious document into the innermost 
pocket of his coat. 

"I have not the heart to interrupt your breakfast any further, and yet 
I am dying to know how you got it and where it was." 

Sherlock Holmes swallowed a cup of coffee, and turned his 
attention to the ham and eggs. Then he rose, lit his pipe, and settled 
himself down into his chair. 

"I'll tell you what I did first, and how I came to do it afterwards," 
said he. "After leaving you at the station I went for a charming walk 
through some admirable Surrey scenery to a pretty little village called 
Ripley, where I had my tea at an inn, and took the precaution of filling 
my flask and of putting a paper of sandwiches in my pocket. There I 
remained until evening, when I set off for Woking again, and found 
myself in the high-road outside Briarbrae just after sunset. 
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"Well, I waited until the road was clear—it is never a very 
frequented one at any time, I fancy—and then I clambered over the 
fence into the grounds." 

"Surely the gate was open!" ejaculated Phelps. 
"Yes, but I have a peculiar taste in these matters. I chose the place 

where the three fir-trees stand, and behind their screen I got over 
without the least chance of any one in the house being able to see me. I 
crouched down among the bushes on the other side, and crawled from 
one to the other—witness the disreputable state of my trouser knees—
until I had reached the clump of rhododendrons just opposite to your 
bedroom window. There I squatted down and awaited developments. 

"The blind was not down in your room, and I could see Miss 
Harrison sitting there reading by the table. It was quarter-past ten when 
she closed her book, fastened the shutters, and retired. 

"I heard her shut the door, and felt quite sure that she had turned 
the key in the lock." 

"The key!" ejaculated Phelps. 
"Yes; I had given Miss Harrison instructions to lock the door on the 

outside and take the key with her when she went to bed. She carried out 
every one of my injunctions to the letter, and certainly without her co-
operation you would not have that paper in your coat-pocket. She 
departed then and the lights went out, and I was left squatting in the 
rhododendron-bush. 

"The night was fine, but still it was a very weary vigil. Of course it 
has the sort of excitement about it that the sportsman feels when he lies 
beside the water-course and waits for the big game. It was very long, 
though—almost as long, Watson, as when you and I waited in that 
deadly room when we looked into the little problem of the Speckled 
Band. There was a church-clock down at Woking which struck the 
quarters, and I thought more than once that it had stopped. At last 
however about two in the morning, I suddenly heard the gentle sound of 
a bolt being pushed back and the creaking of a key. A moment later the 
servant's door was opened, and Mr. Joseph Harrison stepped out into the 
moonlight." 

"Joseph!" ejaculated Phelps. 
"He was bare-headed, but he had a black coat thrown over his 

shoulder so that he could conceal his face in an instant if there were any 
alarm. He walked on tiptoe under the shadow of the wall, and when he 
reached the window he worked a long-bladed knife through the sash and 
pushed back the catch. Then he flung open the window, and putting his 
knife through the crack in the shutters, he thrust the bar up and swung 
them open. 

"From where I lay I had a perfect view of the inside of the room and 
of every one of his movements. He lit the two candles which stood upon 
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the mantelpiece, and then he proceeded to turn back the corner of the 
carpet in the neighbourhood of the door. Presently he stopped and 
picked out a square piece of board, such as is usually left to enable 
plumbers to get at the joints of the gas-pipes. This one covered, as a 
matter of fact, the T joint which gives off the pipe which supplies the 
kitchen underneath. Out of this hiding-place he drew that little cylinder 
of paper, pushed down the board, rearranged the carpet, blew out the 
candles, and walked straight into my arms as I stood waiting for him 
outside the window. 

"Well, he has rather more viciousness than I gave him credit for, 
has Master Joseph. He flew at me with his knife, and I had to grass him 
twice, and got a cut over the knuckles, before I had the upper hand of 
him. He looked murder out of the only eye he could see with when we 
had finished, but he listened to reason and gave up the papers. Having 
got them I let my man go, but I wired full particulars to Forbes this 
morning. If he is quick enough to catch his bird, well and good. But if, as 
I shrewdly suspect, he finds the nest empty before he gets there, why, all 
the better for the government. I fancy that Lord Holdhurst for one, and 
Mr. Percy Phelps for another, would very much rather that the affair 
never got as far as a police-court. 

"My God!" gasped our client. "Do you tell me that during these long 
ten weeks of agony the stolen papers were within the very room with me 
all the time?" 

"So it was." 
"And Joseph! Joseph a villain and a thief!" 
"Hum! I am afraid Joseph's character is a rather deeper and more 

dangerous one than one might judge from his appearance. From what I 
have heard from him this morning, I gather that he has lost heavily in 
dabbling with stocks, and that he is ready to do anything on earth to 
better his fortunes. Being an absolutely selfish man, when a chance 
presented itself he did not allow either his sister's happiness or your 
reputation to hold his hand." 

Percy Phelps sank back in his chair. "My head whirls," said he. 
"Your words have dazed me." 

"The principal difficulty in your case," remarked Holmes, in his 
didactic fashion, "lay in the fact of there being too much evidence. What 
was vital was overlaid and hidden by what was irrelevant. Of all the facts 
which were presented to us we had to pick just those which we deemed 
to be essential, and then piece them together in their order, so as to 
reconstruct this very remarkable chain of events. I had already begun to 
suspect Joseph, from the fact that you had intended to travel home with 
him that night, and that therefore it was a likely enough thing that he 
should call for you, knowing the Foreign Office well, upon his way. 
When I heard that some one had been so anxious to get into the 
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bedroom, in which no one but Joseph could have concealed anything—
you told us in your narrative how you had turned Joseph out when you 
arrived with the doctor—my suspicions all changed to certainties, 
especially as the attempt was made on the first night upon which the 
nurse was absent, showing that the intruder was well acquainted with 
the ways of the house." 

"How blind I have been!" 
"The facts of the case, as far as I have worked them out, are these: 

this Joseph Harrison entered the office through the Charles Street door, 
and knowing his way he walked straight into your room the instant after 
you left it. Finding no one there he promptly rang the bell, and at the 
instant that he did so his eyes caught the paper upon the table. A glance 
showed him that chance had put in his way a State document of 
immense value, and in an instant he had thrust it into his pocket and 
was gone. A few minutes elapsed, as you remember, before the sleepy 
commissionnaire drew your attention to the bell, and those were just 
enough to give the thief time to make his escape. 

"He made his way to Woking by the first train, and having 
examined his booty and assured himself that it really was of immense 
value, he had concealed it in what he thought was a very safe place, with 
the intention of taking it out again in a day or two, and carrying it to the 
French embassy, or wherever he thought that a long price was to be had. 
Then came your sudden return. He, without a moment's warning, was 
bundled out of his room, and from that time onward there were always 
at least two of you there to prevent him from regaining his treasure. The 
situation to him must have been a maddening one. But at last he 
thought he saw his chance. He tried to steal in, but was baffled by your 
wakefulness. You remember that you did not take your usual draught 
that night." 

"I remember." 
"I fancy that he had taken steps to make that draught efficacious, 

and that he quite relied upon your being unconscious. Of course, I 
understood that he would repeat the attempt whenever it could be done 
with safety. Your leaving the room gave him the chance he wanted. I 
kept Miss Harrison in it all day so that he might not anticipate us. Then, 
having given him the idea that the coast was clear, I kept guard as I have 
described. I already knew that the papers were probably in the room, but 
I had no desire to rip up all the planking and skirting in search of them. I 
let him take them, therefore, from the hiding-place, and so saved myself 
an infinity of trouble. Is there any other point which I can make clear?" 

"Why did he try the window on the first occasion," I asked, "when 
he might have entered by the door?" 
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"In reaching the door he would have to pass seven bedrooms. On 
the other hand, he could get out on to the lawn with ease. Anything 
else?" 

"You do not think," asked Phelps, "that he had any murderous 
intention? The knife was only meant as a tool." 

"It may be so," answered Holmes, shrugging his shoulders. "I can 
only say for certain that Mr. Joseph Harrison is a gentleman to whose 
mercy I should be extremely unwilling to trust." 

 
        

 
ONE of Holmes’ longest short story cases, “The Naval Treaty” was 
published in two parts, leaving readers in suspense: how could the treaty 
have been stolen so quickly, why was the bell wrung, where did the thief 
hide, and why has nothing been heard of it since the theft? Naturally, 
Doyle threw out a few red herrings to stir up debate among his readers: 
there was the shady charwoman who was late in delivering the coffee 
and the French-descended coworker, Charles Gorot, and even – to the 
most cynical of armchair investigators – the defensive and demanding 
Annie. When Strand readers tuned in for the next installment, they were 
treated with a literal cloak-and-dagger plot as Phelps encounters the 
villain trying to break in to his room, and were invited to follow Holmes 
on his dangerous stake-out after his melodramatic delivery of the stolen 
papers. The story is the first in Doyle’s trilogy of diplomatic intrigue 
(followed by “Bruce-Partington” and “The Second Stain” – which is 
embryonically mentioned at the beginning of this story) and holds up to 
its two brothers as an engaging piece of spy fiction. Like “The Second 
Stain” it involves a document which has been stolen, stored for safe-
keeping, and then left in place while the frantic diplomats mourn its 
presumed transmission to their European enemies. Like “The Bruce-
Partington Plans” it involves a perfidious relative, a baffling sequence of 
events, and a theft which poses a threat to British naval supremacy. 
Doyle excelled at mysteries with inexplicable and confounding 
backstories – indeed, his puzzles are so good that their solutions are 
often anticlimactic or disappointing by comparison – and in “The Naval 
Treaty,” he has one of his most confounding set-ups, challenging us to 
divine the “who,” “how,” and “why” from a seemingly incongruous series 
of clues. However, by trusting his inferences, and testing his hypothesis, 
Holmes is able to flush out the culprit just in time to prevent an 
international scandal.   
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DOYLE’S second-most favorite story is also one of his most 
whimsically indulgent: a campy, serio-comic bank heist involving a 
tangled web of criminal genius so complex that in the Granada TV 
adaptation they attributed its inception to none other than Professor 
Moriarty. “The Red-Headed League” is one of many Holmesian 
adventures where a thoroughly convoluted and byzantine problem is 
set in place to solve a criminal’s otherwise simple problem, but this is 
part of the deliciousness of Conan Doyle’s canon: a real-life burglar 
would never have gone to such ludicrously flamboyant lengths to 
perpetrate a crime, but Holmes’ adversaries know nothing but high 
drama. As a result you can never guess what wild lengths they will go 
to achieving their desired purpose.  

        
 

The Red-Headed League 
{1891} 

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

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

“I was afraid that you were engaged.” 
“So I am. Very much so.” 
“Then I can wait in the next room.” 
“Not at all. This gentleman, Mr. Wilson, has been my partner and 

helper in many of my most successful cases, and I have no doubt that he 
will be of the utmost use to me in yours also.” 

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

“Try the settee,” said Holmes, relapsing into his armchair and putting 
his fingertips together, as was his custom when in judicial moods. “I 
know, my dear Watson, that you share my love of all that is bizarre and 
outside the conventions and humdrum routine of everyday life. You have 
shown your relish for it by the enthusiasm which has prompted you to 
chronicle, and, if you will excuse my saying so, somewhat to embellish so 
many of my own little adventures.” 

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



266 
 

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

“A proposition which I took the liberty of doubting.” 
“You did, Doctor, but none the less you must come round to my view, 

for otherwise I shall keep on piling fact upon fact on you until your 
reason breaks down under them and acknowledges me to be right. Now, 
Mr. Jabez Wilson here has been good enough to call upon me this 
morning, and to begin a narrative which promises to be one of the most 
singular which I have listened to for some time. You have heard me 
remark that the strangest and most unique things are very often 
connected not with the larger but with the smaller crimes, and 
occasionally, indeed, where there is room for doubt whether any positive 
crime has been committed. As far as I have heard it is impossible for me 
to say whether the present case is an instance of crime or not, but the 
course of events is certainly among the most singular that I have ever 
listened to. Perhaps, Mr. Wilson, you would have the great kindness to 
recommence your narrative. I ask you not merely because my friend Dr. 
Watson has not heard the opening part but also because the peculiar 
nature of the story makes me anxious to have every possible detail from 
your lips. As a rule, when I have heard some slight indication of the 
course of events, I am able to guide myself by the thousands of other 
similar cases which occur to my memory. In the present instance I am 
forced to admit that the facts are, to the best of my belief, unique.” 

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

I did not gain very much, however, by my inspection. Our visitor bore 
every mark of being an average commonplace British tradesman, obese, 
pompous, and slow. He wore rather baggy grey shepherd's check 
trousers, a not over-clean black frock-coat, unbuttoned in the front, and 
a drab waistcoat with a heavy brassy Albert chain, and a square pierced 
bit of metal dangling down as an ornament. A frayed top-hat and a faded 
brown overcoat with a wrinkled velvet collar lay upon a chair beside 
him. Altogether, look as I would, there was nothing remarkable about 
the man save his blazing red head, and the expression of extreme 
chagrin and discontent upon his features. 
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Sherlock Holmes' quick eye took in my occupation, and he shook his 
head with a smile as he noticed my questioning glances. “Beyond the 
obvious facts that he has at some time done manual labour, that he takes 
snuff, that he is a Freemason, that he has been in China, and that he has 
done a considerable amount of writing lately, I can deduce nothing else.” 

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

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

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

“Well, the snuff, then, and the Freemasonry?” 
“I won't insult your intelligence by telling you how I read that, 

especially as, rather against the strict rules of your order, you use an arc-
and-compass breastpin.” 

“Ah, of course, I forgot that. But the writing?” 
“What else can be indicated by that right cuff so very shiny for five 

inches, and the left one with the smooth patch near the elbow where you 
rest it upon the desk?” 

“Well, but China?” 
“The fish that you have tattooed immediately above your right wrist 

could only have been done in China. I have made a small study of tattoo 
marks and have even contributed to the literature of the subject. That 
trick of staining the fishes' scales of a delicate pink is quite peculiar to 
China. When, in addition, I see a Chinese coin hanging from your watch-
chain, the matter becomes even more simple.” 

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

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

“Yes, I have got it now,” he answered with his thick red finger planted 
halfway down the column. “Here it is. This is what began it all. You just 
read it for yourself, sir.” 

I took the paper from him and read as follows: 
“TO THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE: On account of the bequest of the late 
Ezekiah Hopkins, of Lebanon, Pennsylvania, U. S. A., there is now 
another vacancy open which entitles a member of the League to a salary 
of £4 a week for purely nominal services. All red-headed men who are 
sound in body and mind and above the age of twenty-one years, are 
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eligible. Apply in person on Monday, at eleven o'clock, to Duncan Ross, 
at the offices of the League, 7 Pope's Court, Fleet Street.” 

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

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

“It is The Morning Chronicle of April 27, 1890. Just two months ago.” 
“Very good. Now, Mr. Wilson?” 
“Well, it is just as I have been telling you, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” said 

Jabez Wilson, mopping his forehead; “I have a small pawnbroker's 
business at Coburg Square, near the City. It's not a very large affair, and 
of late years it has not done more than just give me a living. I used to be 
able to keep two assistants, but now I only keep one; and I would have a 
job to pay him but that he is willing to come for half wages so as to learn 
the business.” 

“What is the name of this obliging youth?” asked Sherlock Holmes. 
“His name is Vincent Spaulding, and he's not such a youth, either. It's 

hard to say his age. I should not wish a smarter assistant, Mr. Holmes; 
and I know very well that he could better himself and earn twice what I 
am able to give him. But, after all, if he is satisfied, why should I put 
ideas in his head?” 

“Why, indeed? You seem most fortunate in having an employee who 
comes under the full market price. It is not a common experience among 
employers in this age. I don't know that your assistant is not as 
remarkable as your advertisement.” 

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

“He is still with you, I presume?” 
“Yes, sir. He and a girl of fourteen, who does a bit of simple cooking 

and keeps the place clean—that's all I have in the house, for I am a 
widower and never had any family. We live very quietly, sir, the three of 
us; and we keep a roof over our heads and pay our debts, if we do 
nothing more. 

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

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

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

“‘Have you never heard of the League of the Red-headed Men?’ he 
asked with his eyes open. 

“‘Never.’ 
“‘Why, I wonder at that, for you are eligible yourself for one of the 

vacancies.’ 
“‘And what are they worth?’ I asked. 
“‘Oh, merely a couple of hundred a year, but the work is slight, and it 

need not interfere very much with one's other occupations.’ 
“Well, you can easily think that that made me prick up my ears, for 

the business has not been over-good for some years, and an extra couple 
of hundred would have been very handy. 

“‘Tell me all about it,’ said I. 
“‘Well,’ said he, showing me the advertisement, ‘you can see for 

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

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

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

“Now, it is a fact, gentlemen, as you may see for yourselves, that my 
hair is of a very full and rich tint, so that it seemed to me that if there 
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was to be any competition in the matter I stood as good a chance as any 
man that I had ever met. Vincent Spaulding seemed to know so much 
about it that I thought he might prove useful, so I just ordered him to 
put up the shutters for the day and to come right away with me. He was 
very willing to have a holiday, so we shut the business up and started off 
for the address that was given us in the advertisement. 

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

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

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

“‘This is Mr. Jabez Wilson,’ said my assistant, ‘and he is willing to fill a 
vacancy in the League.’ 

“‘And he is admirably suited for it,’ the other answered. ‘He has every 
requirement. I cannot recall when I have seen anything so fine.’ He took 
a step backward, cocked his head on one side, and gazed at my hair until 
I felt quite bashful. Then suddenly he plunged forward, wrung my hand, 
and congratulated me warmly on my success. 

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

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

“I answered that I had not. 
“His face fell immediately. 
“‘Dear me!’ he said gravely, ‘that is very serious indeed! I am sorry to 

hear you say that. The fund was, of course, for the propagation and 
spread of the red-heads as well as for their maintenance. It is exceedingly 
unfortunate that you should be a bachelor.’ 

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

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

“‘Well, it is a little awkward, for I have a business already,’ said I. 
“‘Oh, never mind about that, Mr. Wilson!’ said Vincent Spaulding. ‘I 

should be able to look after that for you.’ 
“‘What would be the hours?’ I asked. 
“‘Ten to two.’ 
“Now a pawnbroker's business is mostly done of an evening, Mr. 

Holmes, especially Thursday and Friday evening, which is just before 
pay-day; so it would suit me very well to earn a little in the mornings. 
Besides, I knew that my assistant was a good man, and that he would see 
to anything that turned up. 

“‘That would suit me very well,’ said I. ‘And the pay?’ 
“‘Is £4 a week.’ 
“‘And the work?’ 
“‘Is purely nominal.’ 
“‘What do you call purely nominal?’ 
“‘Well, you have to be in the office, or at least in the building, the 

whole time. If you leave, you forfeit your whole position forever. The will 
is very clear upon that point. You don't comply with the conditions if 
you budge from the office during that time.’ 

“‘It's only four hours a day, and I should not think of leaving,’ said I. 
“‘No excuse will avail,’ said Mr. Duncan Ross; ‘neither sickness nor 

business nor anything else. There you must stay, or you lose your billet.’ 
“‘And the work?’ 



272 
 

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

“‘Certainly,’ I answered. 
“‘Then, good-bye, Mr. Jabez Wilson, and let me congratulate you once 

more on the important position which you have been fortunate enough 
to gain.’ He bowed me out of the room and I went home with my 
assistant, hardly knowing what to say or do, I was so pleased at my own 
good fortune. 

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

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

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

“Eight weeks passed away like this, and I had written about Abbots 
and Archery and Armour and Architecture and Attica, and hoped with 
diligence that I might get on to the B's before very long. It cost me 
something in foolscap, and I had pretty nearly filled a shelf with my 
writings. And then suddenly the whole business came to an end.” 

“To an end?” 
“Yes, sir. And no later than this morning. I went to my work as usual 

at ten o'clock, but the door was shut and locked, with a little square of 
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cardboard hammered on to the middle of the panel with a tack. Here it 
is, and you can read for yourself.” 

He held up a piece of white cardboard about the size of a sheet of 
note-paper. It read in this fashion: 

THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE 
IS 

DISSOLVED  
October 9, 1890. 

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

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

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

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

“‘Well,’ said I, ‘the gentleman at No. 4.’ 
“‘What, the red-headed man?’ 
“‘Yes.’ 
“‘Oh,’ said he, ‘his name was William Morris. He was a solicitor and 

was using my room as a temporary convenience until his new premises 
were ready. He moved out yesterday.’ 

“‘Where could I find him?’ 
“‘Oh, at his new offices. He did tell me the address. Yes, 17 King 

Edward Street, near St. Paul's.’ 
“I started off, Mr. Holmes, but when I got to that address it was a 

manufactory of artificial knee-caps, and no one in it had ever heard of 
either Mr. William Morris or Mr. Duncan Ross.” 

“And what did you do then?” asked Holmes. 
“I went home to Saxe-Coburg Square, and I took the advice of my 

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

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

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

“As far as you are personally concerned,” remarked Holmes, “I do not 
see that you have any grievance against this extraordinary league. On the 
contrary, you are, as I understand, richer by some £30, to say nothing of 
the minute knowledge which you have gained on every subject which 
comes under the letter A. You have lost nothing by them.” 

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

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

“About a month then.” 
“How did he come?” 
“In answer to an advertisement.” 
“Was he the only applicant?” 
“No, I had a dozen.” 
“Why did you pick him?” 
“Because he was handy and would come cheap.” 
“At half-wages, in fact.” 
“Yes.” 
“What is he like, this Vincent Spaulding?” 
“Small, stout-built, very quick in his ways, no hair on his face, though 

he's not short of thirty. Has a white splash of acid upon his forehead.” 
Holmes sat up in his chair in considerable excitement. “I thought as 

much,” said he. “Have you ever observed that his ears are pierced for 
earrings?” 

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

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

“Oh, yes, sir; I have only just left him.” 
“And has your business been attended to in your absence?” 
“Nothing to complain of, sir. There's never very much to do of a 

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

“Well, Watson,” said Holmes when our visitor had left us, “what do 
you make of it all?” 

“I make nothing of it,” I answered frankly. “It is a most mysterious 
business.” 

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

“What are you going to do, then?” I asked. 
“To smoke,” he answered. “It is quite a three pipe problem, and I beg 

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

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

“I have nothing to do to-day. My practice is never very absorbing.” 
“Then put on your hat and come. I am going through the City first, 

and we can have some lunch on the way. I observe that there is a good 
deal of German music on the programme, which is rather more to my 
taste than Italian or French. It is introspective, and I want to introspect. 
Come along!” 

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

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

“Third right, fourth left,” answered the assistant promptly, closing the 
door. 

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

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

“Not him.” 
“What then?” 
“The knees of his trousers.” 
“And what did you see?” 
“What I expected to see.” 
“Why did you beat the pavement?” 
“My dear doctor, this is a time for observation, not for talk. We are 

spies in an enemy's country. We know something of Saxe-Coburg 
Square. Let us now explore the parts which lie behind it.” 

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

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

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

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

“Yes, it would be as well.” 
“And I have some business to do which will take some hours. This 

business at Coburg Square is serious.” 
“Why serious?” 
“A considerable crime is in contemplation. I have every reason to 

believe that we shall be in time to stop it. But to-day being Saturday 
rather complicates matters. I shall want your help to-night.” 

“At what time?” 
“Ten will be early enough.” 
“I shall be at Baker Street at ten.” 
“Very well. And, I say, Doctor, there may be some little danger, so 

kindly put your army revolver in your pocket.” He waved his hand, 
turned on his heel, and disappeared in an instant among the crowd. 

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

It was a quarter-past nine when I started from home and made my 
way across the Park, and so through Oxford Street to Baker Street. Two 
hansoms were standing at the door, and as I entered the passage I heard 
the sound of voices from above. On entering his room I found Holmes in 
animated conversation with two men, one of whom I recognised as Peter 
Jones, the official police agent, while the other was a long, thin, sad-
faced man, with a very shiny hat and oppressively respectable frock-coat. 

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

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

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

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

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

“I think you will find,” said Sherlock Holmes, “that you will play for a 
higher stake to-night than you have ever done yet, and that the play will 
be more exciting. For you, Mr. Merryweather, the stake will be some 
£30,000; and for you, Jones, it will be the man upon whom you wish to 
lay your hands.” 

“John Clay, the murderer, thief, smasher, and forger. He's a young 
man, Mr. Merryweather, but he is at the head of his profession, and I 
would rather have my bracelets on him than on any criminal in London. 
He's a remarkable man, is young John Clay. His grandfather was a royal 
duke, and he himself has been to Eton and Oxford. His brain is as 
cunning as his fingers, and though we meet signs of him at every turn, 
we never know where to find the man himself. He'll crack a crib in 
Scotland one week, and be raising money to build an orphanage in 
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Cornwall the next. I've been on his track for years and have never set 
eyes on him yet.” 

“I hope that I may have the pleasure of introducing you to-night. I've 
had one or two little turns also with Mr. John Clay, and I agree with you 
that he is at the head of his profession. It is past ten, however, and quite 
time that we started. If you two will take the first hansom, Watson and I 
will follow in the second.” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Your French gold?” 
“Yes. We had occasion some months ago to strengthen our resources 

and borrowed for that purpose 30,000 napoleons from the Bank of 
France. It has become known that we have never had occasion to unpack 
the money, and that it is still lying in our cellar. The crate upon which I 
sit contains 2,000 napoleons packed between layers of lead foil. Our 
reserve of bullion is much larger at present than is usually kept in a 
single branch office, and the directors have had misgivings upon the 
subject.” 

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

“And sit in the dark?” 
“I am afraid so. I had brought a pack of cards in my pocket, and I 

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

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

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

“I have an inspector and two officers waiting at the front door.” 
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“Then we have stopped all the holes. And now we must be silent and 
wait.” 

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

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

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

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

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

“It's no use, John Clay,” said Holmes blandly. “You have no chance at 
all.” 

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

“There are three men waiting for him at the door,” said Holmes. 
“Oh, indeed! You seem to have done the thing very completely. I must 

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

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

“I beg that you will not touch me with your filthy hands,” remarked 
our prisoner as the handcuffs clattered upon his wrists. “You may not be 
aware that I have royal blood in my veins. Have the goodness, also, when 
you address me always to say ‘sir’ and ‘please.’” 

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

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

“Really, Mr. Holmes,” said Mr. Merryweather as we followed them 
from the cellar, “I do not know how the bank can thank you or repay 
you. There is no doubt that you have detected and defeated in the most 
complete manner one of the most determined attempts at bank robbery 
that have ever come within my experience.” 

“I have had one or two little scores of my own to settle with Mr. John 
Clay,” said Holmes. “I have been at some small expense over this matter, 
which I shall expect the bank to refund, but beyond that I am amply 
repaid by having had an experience which is in many ways unique, and 
by hearing the very remarkable narrative of the Red-headed League.” 

“You see, Watson,” he explained in the early hours of the morning as 
we sat over a glass of whisky and soda in Baker Street, “it was perfectly 
obvious from the first that the only possible object of this rather 
fantastic business of the advertisement of the League, and the copying of 
the ‘Encyclopaedia,’ must be to get this not over-bright pawnbroker out 
of the way for a number of hours every day. It was a curious way of 
managing it, but, really, it would be difficult to suggest a better. The 
method was no doubt suggested to Clay's ingenious mind by the colour 
of his accomplice's hair. The £4 a week was a lure which must draw him, 
and what was it to them, who were playing for thousands? They put in 
the advertisement, one rogue has the temporary office, the other rogue 
incites the man to apply for it, and together they manage to secure his 
absence every morning in the week. From the time that I heard of the 
assistant having come for half wages, it was obvious to me that he had 
some strong motive for securing the situation.” 

“But how could you guess what the motive was?” 
“Had there been women in the house, I should have suspected a mere 

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

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

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

“Well, when they closed their League offices that was a sign that they 
cared no longer about Mr. Jabez Wilson's presence—in other words, that 
they had completed their tunnel. But it was essential that they should 
use it soon, as it might be discovered, or the bullion might be removed. 
Saturday would suit them better than any other day, as it would give 
them two days for their escape. For all these reasons I expected them to 
come to-night.” 

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

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

“And you are a benefactor of the race,” said I. 
He shrugged his shoulders. “Well, perhaps, after all, it is of some little 

use,” he remarked. “‘L'homme c'est rien—l'oeuvre c'est tout,’ as Gustave 
Flaubert wrote to George Sand.” 
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JOHN Clay’s motive to rob a bank has one impediment: the vain, nosy 
shopkeeper whose storefront he needs to dig a tunnel will be alerted 
to the commotion and likely alert the police. An ordinary criminal 
might simply have murdered Wilson or had him viciously assaulted 
to keep him hospitalized through the needed weeks. But since Clay is 
going up against Mr. Sherlock Holmes, he must devise a far more 
cunning solution to his simple problem, and thus the Red-Headed 
League was born. Doyle expressly favored stories like this and “The 
Devil’s Foot” because of their strangeness – what Watson might call 
their “grotesqueness.” This penchant for the bizarre and unusual 
flavored almost all of Holmes’ stories, as well as Doyle’s fantasy, 
horror, and speculative fiction. In “A Pastoral Horror,” a maniac in a 
mask has been murdering people with a pickaxe; the killer is revealed 
to be the bored parson. In “The Silver Hatchet,” the eponymous axe is 
cursed so that whoever carries it will eventually use it to murder their 
best friend. “The Striped Chest” tells of an abandoned ship armed 
with a booby-trapped treasure chest. “The American’s Tale,” one of 
Doyle’s earliest horror stories, details a cowboy’s encounter with a 
maneating plant. Doyle relished camp just as thoroughly as Holmes 
relished theatrics. “The Red-Headed League” stands out because it 
begins with a silly problem which leads to a thoroughly serious plot. 
Like “The Speckled Band,” “The Blue Carbuncle,” “The Cooper 
Beeches,” or “The Six Napoleons,” a seemingly incidental, innocuous 
event points Holmes in the direction of much deeper, darker waters.    
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MOST devoted fans of Sherlock Holmes are aware that Doyle drew much 
of his inspiration from Edgar Allan Poe’s C. Auguste Dupin, and Poe’s 
tales of – as he termed them – “ratiocination.” Dupin’s most famous 
adventures, “The Purloined Letter” and “The Murders in the Rue 
Morgue,” bear similarities to several of Holmes’ most unusual cases 
(“The Second Stain,” “A Scandal in Bohemia,” and “The Naval Treaty” 
bear stark similarities to the former, while “The Speckled Band,” “The 
Lion’s Mane,” “The Devil’s Foot,” “The Sign of Four,” and “The Creeping 
Man” all share their DNA with the latter). Although “The Dancing Men” 
doesn’t trace its roots to Dupin, it does have its lineage based in one of 
Poe’s best ratiocination stories: “The Gold Bug” (which was based, itself, 
on Washington Irving’s “Golden Dreams”). A classic treasure hunting 
story, and the basis of nearly all “code-breaking” adventure fiction, “The 
Gold Bug” follows a fallen aristocrat’s utterly rational attempts to break 
the coded message on a pirate map. Using linguistics and reason, he is 
able to discover Captain Kidd’s secreted horde and restore himself to 
wealth. Doyle would later use this as the basis for another of his favorite 
Holmes adventures, “The Musgrave Ritual” (wherein the crown of the 
Kings of England is uncovered by decoding the hidden message of a 
cryptic nursery rhyme). But few of Holmes’ own tales of ratiocination are 
as dark, deadly, or grotesque as the strange episode of the Dancing Men. 

        
 

The Adventure of the Dancing Men 
{1903} 

 
HOLMES HAD been seated for some hours in silence with his long, thin 
back curved over a chemical vessel in which he was brewing a 
particularly malodorous product. His head was sunk upon his breast, 
and he looked from my point of view like a strange, lank bird, with dull 
grey plumage and a black top-knot. 

“So, Watson,” said he, suddenly, “you do not propose to invest in 
South African securities?” 

I gave a start of astonishment. Accustomed as I was to Holmes's 
curious faculties, this sudden intrusion into my most intimate thoughts 
was utterly inexplicable. 

“How on earth do you know that?” I asked. 
He wheeled round upon his stool, with a steaming test-tube in his 

hand and a gleam of amusement in his deep-set eyes. 
“Now, Watson, confess yourself utterly taken aback,” said he. 
“I am.” 
“I ought to make you sign a paper to that effect.” 
“Why?” 
“Because in five minutes you will say that it is all so absurdly simple.” 
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“I am sure that I shall say nothing of the kind.” 
“You see, my dear Watson”—he propped his test-tube in the rack and 

began to lecture with the air of a professor addressing his class—“it is 
not really difficult to construct a series of inferences, each dependent 
upon its predecessor and each simple in itself. If, after doing so, one 
simply knocks out all the central inferences and presents one's audience 
with the starting-point and the conclusion, one may produce a startling, 
though possibly a meretricious, effect. Now, it was not really difficult, by 
an inspection of the groove between your left forefinger and thumb, to 
feel sure that you did notpropose to invest your small capital in the 
goldfields.” 

“I see no connection.” 
“Very likely not; but I can quickly show you a close connection. Here 

are the missing links of the very simple chain: 1. You had chalk between 
your left finger and thumb when you returned from the club last night. 
2. You put chalk there when you play billiards to steady the cue. 3. You 
never play billiards except with Thurston. 4. You told me four weeks ago 
that Thurston had an option on some South African property which 
would expire in a month, and which he desired you to share with him. 5. 
Your cheque-book is locked in my drawer, and you have not asked for 
the key. 6. You do not propose to invest your money in this manner.” 

“How absurdly simple!” I cried. 
“Quite so!” said he, a little nettled. “Every problem becomes very 

childish when once it is explained to you. Here is an unexplained one. 
See what you can make of that, friend Watson.” He tossed a sheet of 
paper upon the table and turned once more to his chemical analysis. 

I looked with amazement at the absurd hieroglyphics upon the paper. 
“Why, Holmes, it is a child's drawing,” I cried. 
“Oh, that's your idea!” 
“What else should it be?” 
“That is what Mr. Hilton Cubitt, of Ridling Thorpe Manor, Norfolk, is 

very anxious to know. This little conundrum came by the first post, and 
he was to follow by the next train. There's a ring at the bell, Watson. I 
should not be very much surprised if this were he.” 

A heavy step was heard upon the stairs, and an instant later there 
entered a tall, ruddy, clean-shaven gentleman, whose clear eyes and 
florid cheeks told of a life led far from the fogs of Baker Street. He 
seemed to bring a whiff of his strong, fresh, bracing, east-coast air with 
him as he entered. Having shaken hands with each of us, he was about to 
sit down when his eye rested upon the paper with the curious markings, 
which I had just examined and left upon the table. 

“Well, Mr. Holmes, what do you make of these?” he cried. “They told 
me that you were fond of queer mysteries, and I don't think you can find 
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a queerer one than that. I sent the paper on ahead so that you might 
have time to study it before I came.” 

“It is certainly rather a curious production,” said Holmes. “At first 
sight it would appear to be some childish prank. It consists of a number 
of absurd little figures dancing across the paper upon which they are 
drawn. Why should you attribute any importance to so grotesque an 
object?” 

“I never should, Mr. Holmes. But my wife does. It is frightening her to 
death. She says nothing, but I can see terror in her eyes. That's why I 
want to sift the matter to the bottom.” 

Holmes held up the paper so that the sunlight shone full upon it. It 
was a page torn from a note-book. The markings were done in pencil, 
and ran in this way:— 

 
Holmes examined it for some time, and then, folding it carefully up, 

he placed it in his pocket-book. 
“This promises to be a most interesting and unusual case,” said he. 

“You gave me a few particulars in your letter, Mr. Hilton Cubitt, but I 
should be very much obliged if you would kindly go over it all again for 
the benefit of my friend, Dr. Watson.” 

“I'm not much of a story-teller,” said our visitor, nervously clasping 
and unclasping his great, strong hands. “You'll just ask me anything that 
I don't make clear. I'll begin at the time of my marriage last year; but I 
want to say first of all that, though I'm not a rich man, my people have 
been at Ridling Thorpe for a matter of five centuries, and there is no 
better known family in the County of Norfolk. Last year I came up to 
London for the Jubilee, and I stopped at a boarding-house in Russell 
Square, because Parker, the vicar of our parish, was staying in it. There 
was an American young lady there—Patrick was the name—Elsie 
Patrick. In some way we became friends, until before my month was up I 
was as much in love as a man could be. We were quietly married at a 
registry office, and we returned to Norfolk a wedded couple. You'll think 
it very mad, Mr. Holmes, that a man of a good old family should marry a 
wife in this fashion, knowing nothing of her past or of her people; but if 
you saw her and knew her it would help you to understand. 

“She was very straight about it, was Elsie. I can't say that she did not 
give me every chance of getting out of it if I wished to do so. ‘I have had 
some very disagreeable associations in my life,’ said she; ‘I wish to forget 
all about them. I would rather never allude to the past, for it is very 
painful to me. If you take me, Hilton, you will take a woman who has 
nothing that she need be personally ashamed of; but you will have to be 
content with my word for it, and to allow me to be silent as to all that 
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passed up to the time when I became yours. If these conditions are too 
hard, then go back to Norfolk and leave me to the lonely life in which 
you found me.’ It was only the day before our wedding that she said 
those very words to me. I told her that I was content to take her on her 
own terms, and I have been as good as my word. 

“Well, we have been married now for a year, and very happy we have 
been. But about a month ago, at the end of June, I saw for the first time 
signs of trouble. One day my wife received a letter from America. I saw 
the American stamp. She turned deadly white, read the letter, and threw 
it into the fire. She made no allusion to it afterwards, and I made none, 
for a promise is a promise; but she has never known an easy hour from 
that moment. There is always a look of fear upon her face—a look as if 
she were waiting and expecting. She would do better to trust me. She 
would find that I was her best friend. But until she speaks I can say 
nothing. Mind you, she is a truthful woman, Mr. Holmes, and whatever 
trouble there may have been in her past life it has been no fault of hers. I 
am only a simple Norfolk squire, but there is not a man in England who 
ranks his family honour more highly than I do. She knows it well, and 
she knew it well before she married me. She would never bring any stain 
upon it—of that I am sure. 

“Well, now I come to the queer part of my story. About a week ago—it 
was the Tuesday of last week—I found on one of the window-sills a 
number of absurd little dancing figures, like these upon the paper. They 
were scrawled with chalk. I thought that it was the stable-boy who had 
drawn them, but the lad swore he knew nothing about it. Anyhow, they 
had come there during the night. I had them washed out, and I only 
mentioned the matter to my wife afterwards. To my surprise she took it 
very seriously, and begged me if any more came to let her see them. 
None did come for a week, and then yesterday morning I found this 
paper lying on the sun-dial in the garden. I showed it to Elsie, and down 
she dropped in a dead faint. Since then she has looked like a woman in a 
dream, half dazed, and with terror always lurking in her eyes. It was then 
that I wrote and sent the paper to you, Mr. Holmes. It was not a thing 
that I could take to the police, for they would have laughed at me, but 
you will tell me what to do. I am not a rich man; but if there is any 
danger threatening my little woman I would spend my last copper to 
shield her.” 

He was a fine creature, this man of the old English soil, simple, 
straight, and gentle, with his great, earnest blue eyes and broad, comely 
face. His love for his wife and his trust in her shone in his features. 
Holmes had listened to his story with the utmost attention, and now he 
sat for some time in silent thought. 
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“Don't you think, Mr. Cubitt,” said he, at last, “that your best plan 
would be to make a direct appeal to your wife, and to ask her to share 
her secret with you?” 

Hilton Cubitt shook his massive head. 
“A promise is a promise, Mr. Holmes. If Elsie wished to tell me she 

would. If not, it is not for me to force her confidence. But I am justified 
in taking my own line—and I will.” 

“Then I will help you with all my heart. In the first place, have you 
heard of any strangers being seen in your neighbourhood?” 

“No.” 
“I presume that it is a very quiet place. Any fresh face would cause 

comment?” 
“In the immediate neighbourhood, yes. But we have several small 

watering-places not very far away. And the farmers take in lodgers.” 
“These hieroglyphics have evidently a meaning. If it is a purely 

arbitrary one it may be impossible for us to solve it. If, on the other 
hand, it is systematic, I have no doubt that we shall get to the bottom of 
it. But this particular sample is so short that I can do nothing, and the 
facts which you have brought me are so indefinite that we have no basis 
for an investigation. I would suggest that you return to Norfolk, that you 
keep a keen look-out, and that you take an exact copy of any fresh 
dancing men which may appear. It is a thousand pities that we have not 
a reproduction of those which were done in chalk upon the window-sill. 
Make a discreet inquiry also as to any strangers in the neighbourhood. 
When you have collected some fresh evidence come to me again. That is 
the best advice which I can give you, Mr. Hilton Cubitt. If there are any 
pressing fresh developments I shall be always ready to run down and see 
you in your Norfolk home.” 

The interview left Sherlock Holmes very thoughtful, and several times 
in the next few days I saw him take his slip of paper from his note-book 
and look long and earnestly at the curious figures inscribed upon it. He 
made no allusion to the affair, however, until one afternoon a fortnight 
or so later. I was going out when he called me back. 

“You had better stay here, Watson.” 
“Why?” 
“Because I had a wire from Hilton Cubitt this morning—you 

remember Hilton Cubitt, of the dancing men? He was to reach Liverpool 
Street at one-twenty. He may be here at any moment. I gather from his 
wire that there have been some new incidents of importance.” 

We had not long to wait, for our Norfolk squire came straight from 
the station as fast as a hansom could bring him. He was looking worried 
and depressed, with tired eyes and a lined forehead. 

“It's getting on my nerves, this business, Mr. Holmes,” said he, as he 
sank, like a wearied man, into an arm-chair. “It's bad enough to feel that 
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you are surrounded by unseen, unknown folk, who have some kind of 
design upon you; but when, in addition to that, you know that it is just 
killing your wife by inches, then it becomes as much as flesh and blood 
can endure. She's wearing away under it—just wearing away before my 
eyes.” 

“Has she said anything yet?” 
“No, Mr. Holmes, she has not. And yet there have been times when 

the poor girl has wanted to speak, and yet could not quite bring herself 
to take the plunge. I have tried to help her; but I dare say I did it 
clumsily, and scared her off from it. She has spoken about my old family, 
and our reputation in the county, and our pride in our unsullied honour, 
and I always felt it was leading to the point; but somehow it turned off 
before we got there.” 

“But you have found out something for yourself?” 
“A good deal, Mr. Holmes. I have several fresh dancing men pictures 

for you to examine, and, what is more important, I have seen the fellow.” 
“What, the man who draws them?” 
“Yes, I saw him at his work. But I will tell you everything in order. 

When I got back after my visit to you, the very first thing I saw next 
morning was a fresh crop of dancing men. They had been drawn in chalk 
upon the black wooden door of the tool-house, which stands beside the 
lawn in full view of the front windows. I took an exact copy, and here it 
is.” He unfolded a paper and laid it upon the table. Here is a copy of the 
hieroglyphics:— 

 
“Excellent!” said Holmes. “Excellent! Pray continue.” 
“When I had taken the copy I rubbed out the marks; but two 

mornings later a fresh inscription had appeared. I have a copy of it 
here”:— 

 
Holmes rubbed his hands and chuckled with delight. 
“Our material is rapidly accumulating,” said he. 
“Three days later a message was left scrawled upon paper, and placed 

under a pebble upon the sun-dial. Here it is. The characters are, as you 
see, exactly the same as the last one. After that I determined to lie in 
wait; so I got out my revolver and I sat up in my study, which overlooks 
the lawn and garden. About two in the morning I was seated by the 
window, all being dark save for the moonlight outside, when I heard 
steps behind me, and there was my wife in her dressing-gown. She 
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implored me to come to bed. I told her frankly that I wished to see who 
it was who played such absurd tricks upon us. She answered that it was 
some senseless practical joke, and that I should not take any notice of it. 

“‘If it really annoys you, Hilton, we might go and travel, you and I, and 
so avoid this nuisance.’ 

“‘What, be driven out of our own house by a practical joker?’ said I. 
‘Why, we should have the whole county laughing at us.’ 

“‘Well, come to bed,’ said she, ‘and we can discuss it in the morning.’ 
“Suddenly, as she spoke, I saw her white face grow whiter yet in the 

moonlight, and her hand tightened upon my shoulder. Something was 
moving in the shadow of the tool-house. I saw a dark, creeping figure 
which crawled round the corner and squatted in front of the door. 
Seizing my pistol I was rushing out, when my wife threw her arms round 
me and held me with convulsive strength. I tried to throw her off, but 
she clung to me most desperately. At last I got clear, but by the time I 
had opened the door and reached the house the creature was gone. He 
had left a trace of his presence, however, for there on the door was the 
very same arrangement of dancing men which had already twice 
appeared, and which I have copied on that paper. There was no other 
sign of the fellow anywhere, though I ran all over the grounds. And yet 
the amazing thing is that he must have been there all the time, for when 
I examined the door again in the morning he had scrawled some more of 
his pictures under the line which I had already seen.” 

“Have you that fresh drawing?” 
“Yes; it is very short, but I made a copy of it, and here it is.” 
Again he produced a paper. The new dance was in this form:— 

 
“Tell me,” said Holmes—and I could see by his eyes that he was much 

excited—“was this a mere addition to the first, or did it appear to be 
entirely separate?” 

“It was on a different panel of the door.” 
“Excellent! This is far the most important of all for our purpose. It fills 

me with hopes. Now, Mr. Hilton Cubitt, please continue your most 
interesting statement.” 

“I have nothing more to say, Mr. Holmes, except that I was angry with 
my wife that night for having held me back when I might have caught 
the skulking rascal. She said that she feared that I might come to harm. 
For an instant it had crossed my mind that perhaps what she really 
feared was that he might come to harm, for I could not doubt that she 
knew who this man was and what he meant by these strange signals. But 
there is a tone in my wife's voice, Mr. Holmes, and a look in her eyes 
which forbid doubt, and I am sure that it was indeed my own safety that 
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was in her mind. There's the whole case, and now I want your advice as 
to what I ought to do. My own inclination is to put half-a-dozen of my 
farm lads in the shrubbery, and when this fellow comes again to give him 
such a hiding that he will leave us in peace for the future.” 

“I fear it is too deep a case for such simple remedies,” said Holmes. 
“How long can you stay in London?” 

“I must go back to-day. I would not leave my wife alone all night for 
anything. She is very nervous and begged me to come back.” 

“I dare say you are right. But if you could have stopped I might 
possibly have been able to return with you in a day or two. Meanwhile 
you will leave me these papers, and I think that it is very likely that I 
shall be able to pay you a visit shortly and to throw some light upon your 
case.” 

Sherlock Holmes preserved his calm professional manner until our 
visitor had left us, although it was easy for me, who knew him so well, to 
see that he was profoundly excited. The moment that Hilton Cubitt's 
broad back had disappeared through the door my comrade rushed to the 
table, laid out all the slips of paper containing dancing men in front of 
him, and threw himself into an intricate and elaborate calculation. For 
two hours I watched him as he covered sheet after sheet of paper with 
figures and letters, so completely absorbed in his task that he had 
evidently forgotten my presence. Sometimes he was making progress 
and whistled and sang at his work; sometimes he was puzzled, and 
would sit for long spells with a furrowed brow and a vacant eye. Finally 
he sprang from his chair with a cry of satisfaction, and walked up and 
down the room rubbing his hands together. Then he wrote a long 
telegram upon a cable form. “If my answer to this is as I hope, you will 
have a very pretty case to add to your collection, Watson,” said he. “I 
expect that we shall be able to go down to Norfolk to-morrow, and to 
take our friend some very definite news as to the secret of his 
annoyance.” 

I confess that I was filled with curiosity, but I was aware that Holmes 
liked to make his disclosures at his own time and in his own way; so I 
waited until it should suit him to take me into his confidence. 

But there was a delay in that answering telegram, and two days of 
impatience followed, during which Holmes pricked up his ears at every 
ring of the bell. On the evening of the second there came a letter from 
Hilton Cubitt. All was quiet with him, save that a long inscription had 
appeared that morning upon the pedestal of the sun-dial. He inclosed a 
copy of it, which is here reproduced:— 
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Holmes bent over this grotesque frieze for some minutes, and then 
suddenly sprang to his feet with an exclamation of surprise and dismay. 
His face was haggard with anxiety. 

“We have let this affair go far enough,” said he. “Is there a train to 
North Walsham to-night?” 

I turned up the time-table. The last had just gone. 
“Then we shall breakfast early and take the very first in the morning,” 

said Holmes. “Our presence is most urgently needed. Ah! here is our 
expected cablegram. One moment, Mrs. Hudson; there may be an 
answer. No, that is quite as I expected. This message makes it even more 
essential that we should not lose an hour in letting Hilton Cubitt know 
how matters stand, for it is a singular and a dangerous web in which our 
simple Norfolk squire is entangled.” 

So, indeed, it proved, and as I come to the dark conclusion of a story 
which had seemed to me to be only childish and bizarre I experience 
once again the dismay and horror with which I was filled. Would that I 
had some brighter ending to communicate to my readers, but these are 
the chronicles of fact, and I must follow to their dark crisis the strange 
chain of events which for some days made Ridling Thorpe Manor a 
household word through the length and breadth of England. 

We had hardly alighted at North Walsham, and mentioned the name 
of our destination, when the station-master hurried towards us. “I 
suppose that you are the detectives from London?” said he. 

A look of annoyance passed over Holmes's face. 
“What makes you think such a thing?” 
“Because Inspector Martin from Norwich has just passed through. But 

maybe you are the surgeons. She's not dead—or wasn't by last accounts. 
You may be in time to save her yet—though it be for the gallows.” 

Holmes's brow was dark with anxiety. 
“We are going to Ridling Thorpe Manor,” said he, “but we have heard 

nothing of what has passed there.” 
“It's a terrible business,” said the station-master. “They are shot, both 

Mr. Hilton Cubitt and his wife. She shot him and then herself—so the 
servants say. He's dead and her life is despaired of. Dear, dear, one of the 
oldest families in the County of Norfolk, and one of the most honoured.” 

Without a word Holmes hurried to a carriage, and during the long 
seven miles' drive he never opened his mouth. Seldom have I seen him 
so utterly despondent. He had been uneasy during all our journey from 
town, and I had observed that he had turned over the morning papers 
with anxious attention; but now this sudden realization of his worst fears 
left him in a blank melancholy. He leaned back in his seat, lost in gloomy 
speculation. Yet there was much around to interest us, for we were 
passing through as singular a country-side as any in England, where a 
few scattered cottages represented the population of to-day, while on 
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every hand enormous square-towered churches bristled up from the flat, 
green landscape and told of the glory and prosperity of old East Anglia. 
At last the violet rim of the German Ocean appeared over the green edge 
of the Norfolk coast, and the driver pointed with his whip to two old 
brick and timber gables which projected from a grove of trees. “That's 
Ridling Thorpe Manor,” said he. 

As we drove up to the porticoed front door I observed in front of it, 
beside the tennis lawn, the black tool-house and the pedestalled sun-dial 
with which we had such strange associations. A dapper little man, with a 
quick, alert manner and a waxed moustache, had just descended from a 
high dog-cart. He introduced himself as Inspector Martin, of the Norfolk 
Constabulary, and he was considerably astonished when he heard the 
name of my companion. 

“Why, Mr. Holmes, the crime was only committed at three this 
morning. How could you hear of it in London and get to the spot as soon 
as I?” 

“I anticipated it. I came in the hope of preventing it.” 
“Then you must have important evidence of which we are ignorant, 

for they were said to be a most united couple.” 
“I have only the evidence of the dancing men,” said Holmes. “I will 

explain the matter to you later. Meanwhile, since it is too late to prevent 
this tragedy, I am very anxious that I should use the knowledge which I 
possess in order to ensure that justice be done. Will you associate me in 
your investigation, or will you prefer that I should act independently?” 

“I should be proud to feel that we were acting together, Mr. Holmes,” 
said the inspector, earnestly. 

“In that case I should be glad to hear the evidence and to examine the 
premises without an instant of unnecessary delay.” 

Inspector Martin had the good sense to allow my friend to do things 
in his own fashion, and contented himself with carefully noting the 
results. The local surgeon, an old, white-haired man, had just come 
down from Mrs. Hilton Cubitt's room, and he reported that her injuries 
were serious, but not necessarily fatal. The bullet had passed through the 
front of her brain, and it would probably be some time before she could 
regain consciousness. On the question of whether she had been shot or 
had shot herself he would not venture to express any decided opinion. 
Certainly the bullet had been discharged at very close quarters. There 
was only the one pistol found in the room, two barrels of which had 
been emptied. Mr. Hilton Cubitt had been shot through the heart. It was 
equally conceivable that he had shot her and then himself, or that she 
had been the criminal, for the revolver lay upon the floor midway 
between them. 

“Has he been moved?” asked Holmes. 
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“We have moved nothing except the lady. We could not leave her 
lying wounded upon the floor.” 

“How long have you been here, doctor?” 
“Since four o'clock.” 
“Anyone else?” 
“Yes, the constable here.” 
“And you have touched nothing?” 
“Nothing.” 
“You have acted with great discretion. Who sent for you?” 
“The housemaid, Saunders.” 
“Was it she who gave the alarm?” 
“She and Mrs. King, the cook.” 
“Where are they now?” 
“In the kitchen, I believe.” 
“Then I think we had better hear their story at once.” 
The old hall, oak-panelled and high-windowed, had been turned into 

a court of investigation. Holmes sat in a great, old-fashioned chair, his 
inexorable eyes gleaming out of his haggard face. I could read in them a 
set purpose to devote his life to this quest until the client whom he had 
failed to save should at last be avenged. The trim Inspector Martin, the 
old, grey-headed country doctor, myself, and a stolid village policeman 
made up the rest of that strange company. 

The two women told their story clearly enough. They had been 
aroused from their sleep by the sound of an explosion, which had been 
followed a minute later by a second one. They slept in adjoining rooms, 
and Mrs. King had rushed in to Saunders. Together they had descended 
the stairs. The door of the study was open and a candle was burning 
upon the table. Their master lay upon his face in the centre of the room. 
He was quite dead. Near the window his wife was crouching, her head 
leaning against the wall. She was horribly wounded, and the side of her 
face was red with blood. She breathed heavily, but was incapable of 
saying anything. The passage, as well as the room, was full of smoke and 
the smell of powder. The window was certainly shut and fastened upon 
the inside. Both women were positive upon the point. They had at once 
sent for the doctor and for the constable. Then, with the aid of the 
groom and the stable-boy, they had conveyed their injured mistress to 
her room. Both she and her husband had occupied the bed. She was clad 
in her dress—he in his dressing-gown, over his night clothes. Nothing 
had been moved in the study. So far as they knew there had never been 
any quarrel between husband and wife. They had always looked upon 
them as a very united couple. 

These were the main points of the servants' evidence. In answer to 
Inspector Martin they were clear that every door was fastened upon the 
inside, and that no one could have escaped from the house. In answer to 
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Holmes they both remembered that they were conscious of the smell of 
powder from the moment that they ran out of their rooms upon the top 
floor. “I commend that fact very carefully to your attention,” said Holmes 
to his professional colleague. “And now I think that we are in a position 
to undertake a thorough examination of the room.” 

The study proved to be a small chamber, lined on three sides with 
books, and with a writing-table facing an ordinary window, which 
looked out upon the garden. Our first attention was given to the body of 
the unfortunate squire, whose huge frame lay stretched across the room. 
His disordered dress showed that he had been hastily aroused from 
sleep. The bullet had been fired at him from the front, and had remained 
in his body after penetrating the heart. His death had certainly been 
instantaneous and painless. There was no powder-marking either upon 
his dressing-gown or on his hands. According to the country surgeon the 
lady had stains upon her face, but none upon her hand. 

“The absence of the latter means nothing, though its presence may 
mean everything,” said Holmes. “Unless the powder from a badly-fitting 
cartridge happens to spurt backwards, one may fire many shots without 
leaving a sign. I would suggest that Mr. Cubitt's body may now be 
removed. I suppose, doctor, you have not recovered the bullet which 
wounded the lady?” 

“A serious operation will be necessary before that can be done. But 
there are still four cartridges in the revolver. Two have been fired and 
two wounds inflicted, so that each bullet can be accounted for.” 

“So it would seem,” said Holmes. “Perhaps you can account also for 
the bullet which has so obviously struck the edge of the window?” 

He had turned suddenly, and his long, thin finger was pointing to a 
hole which had been drilled right through the lower window-sash about 
an inch above the bottom. 

“By George!” cried the inspector. “How ever did you see that?” 
“Because I looked for it.” 
“Wonderful!” said the country doctor. “You are certainly right, sir. 

Then a third shot has been fired, and therefore a third person must have 
been present. But who could that have been and how could he have got 
away?” 

“That is the problem which we are now about to solve,” said Sherlock 
Holmes. “You remember, Inspector Martin, when the servants said that 
on leaving their room they were at once conscious of a smell of powder I 
remarked that the point was an extremely important one?” 

“Yes, sir; but I confess I did not quite follow you.” 
“It suggested that at the time of the firing the window as well as the 

door of the room had been open. Otherwise the fumes of powder could 
not have been blown so rapidly through the house. A draught in the 



300 
 

room was necessary for that. Both door and window were only open for a 
very short time, however.” 

“How do you prove that?” 
“Because the candle has not guttered.” 
“Capital!” cried the inspector. “Capital!” 
“Feeling sure that the window had been open at the time of the 

tragedy I conceived that there might have been a third person in the 
affair, who stood outside this opening and fired through it. Any shot 
directed at this person might hit the sash. I looked, and there, sure 
enough, was the bullet mark!” 

“But how came the window to be shut and fastened?” 
“The woman's first instinct would be to shut and fasten the window. 

But, halloa! what is this?” 
It was a lady's hand-bag which stood upon the study table—a trim 

little hand-bag of crocodile-skin and silver. Holmes opened it and turned 
the contents out. There were twenty fifty-pound notes of the Bank of 
England, held together by an india-rubber band—nothing else. 

“This must be preserved, for it will figure in the trial,” said Holmes, as 
he handed the bag with its contents to the inspector. “It is now necessary 
that we should try to throw some light upon this third bullet, which has 
clearly, from the splintering of the wood, been fired from inside the 
room. I should like to see Mrs. King, the cook, again. You said, Mrs. 
King, that you were awakened by a loud explosion. When you said that, 
did you mean that it seemed to you to be louder than the second one?” 

“Well, sir, it wakened me from my sleep, and so it is hard to judge. But 
it did seem very loud.” 

“You don't think that it might have been two shots fired almost at the 
same instant?” 

“I am sure I couldn't say, sir.” 
“I believe that it was undoubtedly so. I rather think, Inspector Martin, 

that we have now exhausted all that this room can teach us. If you will 
kindly step round with me, we shall see what fresh evidence the garden 
has to offer.” 

A flower-bed extended up to the study window, and we all broke into 
an exclamation as we approached it. The flowers were trampled down, 
and the soft soil was imprinted all over with footmarks. Large, masculine 
feet they were, with peculiarly long, sharp toes. Holmes hunted about 
among the grass and leaves like a retriever after a wounded bird. Then, 
with a cry of satisfaction, he bent forward and picked up a little brazen 
cylinder. 

“I thought so,” said he; “the revolver had an ejector, and here is the 
third cartridge. I really think, Inspector Martin, that our case is almost 
complete.” 
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The country inspector's face had shown his intense amazement at the 
rapid and masterful progress of Holmes's investigation. At first he had 
shown some disposition to assert his own position; but now he was 
overcome with admiration and ready to follow without question 
wherever Holmes led. 

“Whom do you suspect?” he asked. 
“I'll go into that later. There are several points in this problem which I 

have not been able to explain to you yet. Now that I have got so far I had 
best proceed on my own lines, and then clear the whole matter up once 
and for all.” 

“Just as you wish, Mr. Holmes, so long as we get our man.” 
“I have no desire to make mysteries, but it is impossible at the 

moment of action to enter into long and complex explanations. I have 
the threads of this affair all in my hand. Even if this lady should never 
recover consciousness we can still reconstruct the events of last night 
and ensure that justice be done. First of all I wish to know whether there 
is any inn in this neighbourhood known as ‘Elrige's’?” 

The servants were cross-questioned, but none of them had heard of 
such a place. The stable-boy threw a light upon the matter by 
remembering that a farmer of that name lived some miles off in the 
direction of East Ruston. 

“Is it a lonely farm?” 
“Very lonely, sir.” 
“Perhaps they have not heard yet of all that happened here during the 

night?” 
“Maybe not, sir.” 
Holmes thought for a little and then a curious smile played over his 

face. 
“Saddle a horse, my lad,” said he. “I shall wish you to take a note to 

Elrige's Farm.” 
He took from his pocket the various slips of the dancing men. With 

these in front of him he worked for some time at the study-table. Finally 
he handed a note to the boy, with directions to put it into the hands of 
the person to whom it was addressed, and especially to answer no 
questions of any sort which might be put to him. I saw the outside of the 
note, addressed in straggling, irregular characters, very unlike Holmes's 
usual precise hand. It was consigned to Mr. Abe Slaney, Elrige's Farm, 
East Ruston, Norfolk. 

“I think, inspector,” Holmes remarked, “that you would do well to 
telegraph for an escort, as, if my calculations prove to be correct, you 
may have a particularly dangerous prisoner to convey to the county jail. 
The boy who takes this note could no doubt forward your telegram. If 
there is an afternoon train to town, Watson, I think we should do well to 
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take it, as I have a chemical analysis of some interest to finish, and this 
investigation draws rapidly to a close.” 

When the youth had been dispatched with the note, Sherlock Holmes 
gave his instructions to the servants. If any visitor were to call asking for 
Mrs. Hilton Cubitt no information should be given as to her condition, 
but he was to be shown at once into the drawing-room. He impressed 
these points upon them with the utmost earnestness. Finally he led the 
way into the drawing-room with the remark that the business was now 
out of our hands, and that we must while away the time as best we might 
until we could see what was in store for us. The doctor had departed to 
his patients, and only the inspector and myself remained. 

“I think that I can help you to pass an hour in an interesting and 
profitable manner,” said Holmes, drawing his chair up to the table and 
spreading out in front of him the various papers upon which were 
recorded the antics of the dancing men. “As to you, friend Watson, I owe 
you every atonement for having allowed your natural curiosity to remain 
so long unsatisfied. To you, inspector, the whole incident may appeal as 
a remarkable professional study. I must tell you first of all the interesting 
circumstances connected with the previous consultations which Mr. 
Hilton Cubitt has had with me in Baker Street.” He then shortly 
recapitulated the facts which have already been recorded. “I have here in 
front of me these singular productions, at which one might smile had 
they not proved themselves to be the fore-runners of so terrible a 
tragedy. I am fairly familiar with all forms of secret writings, and am 
myself the author of a trifling monograph upon the subject, in which I 
analyze one hundred and sixty separate ciphers; but I confess that this is 
entirely new to me. The object of those who invented the system has 
apparently been to conceal that these characters convey a message, and 
to give the idea that they are the mere random sketches of children. 

“Having once recognised, however, that the symbols stood for letters, 
and having applied the rules which guide us in all forms of secret 
writings, the solution was easy enough. The first message submitted to 
me was so short that it was impossible for me to do more than to say 
with some confidence that the symbol 

 
stood for E. As you are aware, E is the most common letter in the 

English alphabet, and it predominates to so marked an extent that even 
in a short sentence one would expect to find it most often. Out of fifteen 
symbols in the first message four were the same, so it was reasonable to 
set this down as E. It is true that in some cases the figure was bearing a 
flag and in some cases not, but it was probable from the way in which 
the flags were distributed that they were used to break the sentence up 
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into words. I accepted this as a hypothesis, and noted that E was 
represented by 

 
“But now came the real difficulty of the inquiry. The order of the 

English letters after E is by no means well marked, and any 
preponderance which may be shown in an average of a printed sheet 
may be reversed in a single short sentence. Speaking roughly, T, A, O, I, 
N, S, H, R, D, and L are the numerical order in which letters occur; but T, 
A, O, and I are very nearly abreast of each other, and it would be an 
endless task to try each combination until a meaning was arrived at. I, 
therefore, waited for fresh material. In my second interview with Mr. 
Hilton Cubitt he was able to give me two other short sentences and one 
message, which appeared—since there was no flag—to be a single word. 
Here are the symbols. Now, in the single word I have already got the two 
E's coming second and fourth in a word of five letters. It might be ‘sever,’ 
or ‘lever,’ or ‘never.’ There can be no question that the latter as a reply to 
an appeal is far the most probable, and the circumstances pointed to its 
being a reply written by the lady. Accepting it as correct, we are now able 
to say that the symbols 

 
stand respectively for N, V, and R. 
“Even now I was in considerable difficulty, but a happy thought put 

me in possession of several other letters. It occurred to me that if these 
appeals came, as I expected, from someone who had been intimate with 
the lady in her early life, a combination which contained two E's with 
three letters between might very well stand for the name ‘ELSIE.’ On 
examination I found that such a combination formed the termination of 
the message which was three times repeated. It was certainly some 
appeal to ‘Elsie.’ In this way I had got my L, S, and I. But what appeal 
could it be? There were only four letters in the word which preceded 
‘Elsie,’ and it ended in E. Surely the word must be ‘COME.’ I tried all 
other four letters ending in E, but could find none to fit the case. So now 
I was in possession of C, O, and M, and I was in a position to attack the 
first message once more, dividing it into words and putting dots for each 
symbol which was still unknown. So treated it worked out in this 
fashion: 

.M .ERE ..E SL.NE. 



304 
 

“Now the first letter can only be A, which is a most useful discovery, 
since it occurs no fewer than three times in this short sentence, and the 
H is also apparent in the second word. Now it becomes:— 

AM HERE A.E SLANE. 
Or, filling in the obvious vacancies in the name:— 

AM HERE ABE SLANEY. 
I had so many letters now that I could proceed with considerable 

confidence to the second message, which worked out in this fashion:— 
A. ELRI.ES. 

Here I could only make sense by putting T and G for the missing 
letters, and supposing that the name was that of some house or inn at 
which the writer was staying.” 

Inspector Martin and I had listened with the utmost interest to the 
full and clear account of how my friend had produced results which had 
led to so complete a command over our difficulties. 

“What did you do then, sir?” asked the inspector. 
“I had every reason to suppose that this Abe Slaney was an American, 

since Abe is an American contraction, and since a letter from America 
had been the starting-point of all the trouble. I had also every cause to 
think that there was some criminal secret in the matter. The lady's 
allusions to her past and her refusal to take her husband into her 
confidence both pointed in that direction. I therefore cabled to my 
friend, Wilson Hargreave, of the New York Police Bureau, who has more 
than once made use of my knowledge of London crime. I asked him 
whether the name of Abe Slaney was known to him. Here is his reply: 
‘The most dangerous crook in Chicago.’ On the very evening upon which 
I had his answer Hilton Cubitt sent me the last message from Slaney. 
Working with known letters it took this form:— 

ELSIE .RE.ARE TO MEET THY GO. 
The addition of a P and a D completed a message which showed me 

that the rascal was proceeding from persuasion to threats, and my 
knowledge of the crooks of Chicago prepared me to find that he might 
very rapidly put his words into action. I at once came to Norfolk with my 
friend and colleague, Dr. Watson, but, unhappily, only in time to find 
that the worst had already occurred.” 

“It is a privilege to be associated with you in the handling of a case,” 
said the inspector, warmly. “You will excuse me, however, if I speak 
frankly to you. You are only answerable to yourself, but I have to answer 
to my superiors. If this Abe Slaney, living at Elrige's, is indeed the 
murderer, and if he has made his escape while I am seated here, I should 
certainly get into serious trouble.” 

“You need not be uneasy. He will not try to escape.” 
“How do you know?” 
“To fly would be a confession of guilt.” 
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“Then let us go to arrest him.” 
“I expect him here every instant.” 
“But why should he come?” 
“Because I have written and asked him.” 
“But this is incredible, Mr. Holmes! Why should he come because you 

have asked him? Would not such a request rather rouse his suspicions 
and cause him to fly?” 

“I think I have known how to frame the letter,” said Sherlock Holmes. 
“In fact, if I am not very much mistaken, here is the gentleman himself 
coming up the drive.” 

A man was striding up the path which led to the door. He was a tall, 
handsome, swarthy fellow, clad in a suit of grey flannel, with a Panama 
hat, a bristling black beard, and a great, aggressive hooked nose, and 
flourishing a cane as he walked. He swaggered up the path as if the place 
belonged to him, and we heard his loud, confident peal at the bell. 

“I think, gentlemen,” said Holmes, quietly, “that we had best take up 
our position behind the door. Every precaution is necessary when 
dealing with such a fellow. You will need your handcuffs, inspector. You 
can leave the talking to me.” 

We waited in silence for a minute—one of those minutes which one 
can never forget. Then the door opened and the man stepped in. In an 
instant Holmes clapped a pistol to his head and Martin slipped the 
handcuffs over his wrists. It was all done so swiftly and deftly that the 
fellow was helpless before he knew that he was attacked. He glared from 
one to the other of us with a pair of blazing black eyes. Then he burst 
into a bitter laugh. 

“Well, gentlemen, you have the drop on me this time. I seem to have 
knocked up against something hard. But I came here in answer to a 
letter from Mrs. Hilton Cubitt. Don't tell me that she is in this? Don't tell 
me that she helped to set a trap for me?” 

“Mrs. Hilton Cubitt was seriously injured and is at death's door.” 
The man gave a hoarse cry of grief which rang through the house. 
“You're crazy!” he cried, fiercely. “It was he that was hurt, not she. 

Who would have hurt little Elsie? I may have threatened her, God forgive 
me, but I would not have touched a hair of her pretty head. Take it 
back—you! Say that she is not hurt!” 

“She was found badly wounded by the side of her dead husband.” 
He sank with a deep groan on to the settee and buried his face in his 

manacled hands. For five minutes he was silent. Then he raised his face 
once more, and spoke with the cold composure of despair. 

“I have nothing to hide from you, gentlemen,” said he. “If I shot the 
man he had his shot at me, and there's no murder in that. But if you 
think I could have hurt that woman, then you don't know either me or 
her. I tell you there was never a man in this world loved a woman more 



306 
 

than I loved her. I had a right to her. She was pledged to me years ago. 
Who was this Englishman that he should come between us? I tell you 
that I had the first right to her, and that I was only claiming my own.” 

“She broke away from your influence when she found the man that 
you are,” said Holmes, sternly. “She fled from America to avoid you, and 
she married an honourable gentleman in England. You dogged her and 
followed her and made her life a misery to her in order to induce her to 
abandon the husband whom she loved and respected in order to fly with 
you, whom she feared and hated. You have ended by bringing about the 
death of a noble man and driving his wife to suicide. That is your record 
in this business, Mr. Abe Slaney, and you will answer for it to the law.” 

“If Elsie dies I care nothing what becomes of me,” said the American. 
He opened one of his hands and looked at a note crumpled up in his 
palm. “See here, mister,” he cried, with a gleam of suspicion in his eyes, 
“you're not trying to scare me over this, are you? If the lady is hurt as bad 
as you say, who was it that wrote this note?” He tossed it forwards on to 
the table. 

“I wrote it to bring you here.” 
“You wrote it? There was no one on earth outside the Joint who knew 

the secret of the dancing men. How came you to write it?” 
“What one man can invent another can discover,” said Holmes. 

“There is a cab coming to convey you to Norwich, Mr. Slaney. But, 
meanwhile, you have time to make some small reparation for the injury 
you have wrought. Are you aware that Mrs. Hilton Cubitt has herself lain 
under grave suspicion of the murder of her husband, and that it was only 
my presence here and the knowledge which I happened to possess which 
has saved her from the accusation? The least that you owe her is to make 
it clear to the whole world that she was in no way, directly or indirectly, 
responsible for his tragic end.” 

“I ask nothing better,” said the American. “I guess the very best case I 
can make for myself is the absolute naked truth.” 

“It is my duty to warn you that it will be used against you,” cried the 
inspector, with the magnificent fair-play of the British criminal law. 

Slaney shrugged his shoulders. 
“I'll chance that,” said he. “First of all, I want you gentlemen to 

understand that I have known this lady since she was a child. There were 
seven of us in a gang in Chicago, and Elsie's father was the boss of the 
Joint. He was a clever man, was old Patrick. It was he who invented that 
writing, which would pass as a child's scrawl unless you just happened to 
have the key to it. Well, Elsie learned some of our ways; but she couldn't 
stand the business, and she had a bit of honest money of her own, so she 
gave us all the slip and got away to London. She had been engaged to 
me, and she would have married me, I believe, if I had taken over 
another profession; but she would have nothing to do with anything on 



307 
 

the cross. It was only after her marriage to this Englishman that I was 
able to find out where she was. I wrote to her, but got no answer. After 
that I came over, and, as letters were no use, I put my messages where 
she could read them. 

“Well, I have been here a month now. I lived in that farm, where I had 
a room down below, and could get in and out every night, and no one 
the wiser. I tried all I could to coax Elsie away. I knew that she read the 
messages, for once she wrote an answer under one of them. Then my 
temper got the better of me, and I began to threaten her. She sent me a 
letter then, imploring me to go away and saying that it would break her 
heart if any scandal should come upon her husband. She said that she 
would come down when her husband was asleep at three in the 
morning, and speak with me through the end window, if I would go 
away afterwards and leave her in peace. She came down and brought 
money with her, trying to bribe me to go. This made me mad, and I 
caught her arm and tried to pull her through the window. At that 
moment in rushed the husband with his revolver in his hand. Elsie had 
sunk down upon the floor, and we were face to face. I was heeled also, 
and I held up my gun to scare him off and let me get away. He fired and 
missed me. I pulled off almost at the same instant, and down he 
dropped. I made away across the garden, and as I went I heard the 
window shut behind me. That's God's truth, gentlemen, every word of it, 
and I heard no more about it until that lad came riding up with a note 
which made me walk in here, like a jay, and give myself into your hands.” 

A cab had driven up whilst the American had been talking. Two 
uniformed policemen sat inside. Inspector Martin rose and touched his 
prisoner on the shoulder. 

“It is time for us to go.” 
“Can I see her first?” 
“No, she is not conscious. Mr. Sherlock Holmes, I only hope that if 

ever again I have an important case I shall have the good fortune to have 
you by my side.” 

We stood at the window and watched the cab drive away. As I turned 
back my eye caught the pellet of paper which the prisoner had tossed 
upon the table. It was the note with which Holmes had decoyed him. 

“See if you can read it, Watson,” said he, with a smile. 
It contained no word, but this little line of dancing men:— 

 
“If you use the code which I have explained,” said Holmes, “you will 

find that it simply means ‘Come here at once.’ I was convinced that it 
was an invitation which he would not refuse, since he could never 
imagine that it could come from anyone but the lady. And so, my dear 
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Watson, we have ended by turning the dancing men to good when they 
have so often been the agents of evil, and I think that I have fulfilled my 
promise of giving you something unusual for your note-book. Three-
forty is our train, and I fancy we should be back in Baker Street for 
dinner.” 

Only one word of epilogue. The American, Abe Slaney, was 
condemned to death at the winter assizes at Norwich; but his penalty 
was changed to penal servitude in consideration of mitigating 
circumstances, and the certainty that Hilton Cubitt had fired the first 
shot. Of Mrs. Hilton Cubitt I only know that I have heard she recovered 
entirely, and that she still remains a widow, devoting her whole life to 
the care of the poor and to the administration of her husband's estate. 
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THIS is one of only two stories in the short fiction canon where Holmes’ 
client dies, and the sad fate of the Cubitt’s is unusually tragic. Even 
though Doyle was not known to shy away from distressing and 
disturbing subject matter (cf. “The Sign of Four,” “A Study in Scarlet,” 
“Abbey Grange,” “The Veiled Lodger,” “The Illustrious Client”), “The 
Dancing Men” is a difficult story to forget due to its tragic and haunting 
nature. As with “The Redheaded League” and “The Blue Carbuncle,” it 
begins with a phenomenon which seems ludicrous, but which carries 
with it a very deadly truth. Doyle was drawn to this idea in nearly all of 
his fiction: the motif of a strange, seemingly meaningless event 
inexplicably conveying terror or meaning. This is epitomized in “Silver 
Blaze” with one of Holmes’ most famous lines: 

DETECTIVE: "Is there any other point to which you would wish to draw 
my attention?" 
HOLMES: "To the curious incident of the dog in the night-time." 
DETECTIVE: "The dog did nothing in the night-time." 
HOLMES: "That was the curious incident." 

Buried deeper in this story is a meditation of marriage and trust. Holmes 
frequently acts as either a matchmaker or a marriage counselor (many of 
his best-loved cases involve him clearing the path for romance, like 
“Abbey Grange” and “The Boscombe Valley Mystery”), and although this 
tale ends in tragedy, his marital advice is sound: communicate and trust. 
An inability to do these two things is often at the root of his clients’ 
problems, and in this case the flaw proves fatal. As you will quickly 
realize, Holmes’ clients also tend to be drawn into their troubles because 
of some colonial attachment: in “The Speckled Band,” Roylott’s 
obsession with Indian animals proves to be his means of murder, while 
in “The Crooked Man,” a wartime crime in the Orient leads to a deadly 
love triangle, and “The Devil’s Foot” is conveyed to Cornwall from Africa. 
Although America was no longer a colony at the time, it presented one 
of the greatest dangers in Doyle’s canon: “A Study in Scarlet,” “The 
Orange Pips,” “A Scandal in Bohemia,” and “The Yellow Face” are among 
some of the more memorable fiascos caused by ill-advised transatlantic 
relations. It is worth noting that both cases where Holmes’ clients die are 
tied to notoriously ruthless American gangs. 
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LIKE the ubiquitous Irene Adler, the detestable Professor Moriarty has a 

surprisingly limited range of appearances in the canon: he appears in one 

short story and one novel and is only referenced in four other stories. His 

first appearance was intended to be his – and Holmes’ – last, and what 

followed – the unforgettable drama of “The Final Problem” – resulted in 

a strikingly Christological sacrifice. Like Jesus, Holmes finds himself 

compelled to sacrifice his life to take out humanity’s greatest (human) 

foe, and in this suicidal mission, he leaves the world safer and freer. 

Moriarty was easily the source of much interest to Holmesians and 

psychoanalysts alike, who rapidly noticed the fascinating parallels 

between the two men: both are prominent intellectuals who are 

unappreciated by the establishments of their respective fields (academics 

in Moriarty’s case; the police in Holmes’), both are able to see through 

the distractions of the commonplace and think outside of the box, and 

even their appearances – in Sidney Paget’s illustrations – are so similar as 

to make their bulbous, balding craniums suggest a family resemblance. 

In many ways, they are two sides of the same coin and represent the two 

choices open to human intellect: it can be channeled into humanism and 

good, or into misanthropy and evil. Moriarty had many historical 

models, including Simon Newcomb (a Canadian mathematician and 

astronomer with a reputation for vindictively attacking academic rivals), 

Carl F. Gauss and George Boole (two mathematicians whose lines of 

study resemble Moriarty’s), the Irish freedom fighter John O’Connor 

Power (whom acquaintances said bore an uncanny likeness to the dour, 

“solemn-like” Napoleon of Crime), and – according to Holmes himself – 

the 18th century criminal mastermind Jonathan Wild: a well-regarded 

thief catcher by day, who moonlighted as an organizer of London crime 

syndicates. Most notably, perhaps, is the comparison with Adam Worth, 

an art thief, racketeer, and crime boss who ran a criminal consortium in 

London, was captured in 1892, tried the year that Doyle wrote “The Final 

Problem,” and whom the press notoriously named… “the Napoleon of 

Crime.” Either way, tired of Holmes’ tendency to cannibalize his other 

literary projects (like the easily forgotten, braggadocious retiree, 

Brigadier Gerard, who briefly became Holmes’ replacement during the 

Great Hiatus), Doyle set out to destroy him once and for all. In order to 

do this very difficult task he needed a criminal genius capable of 

representing Holmes’ own potential for evil. He needed an intellectual 

doppelganger of the Great Detective. He needed a foe capable of 

challenging Holmes’ mind, will, and body. He needed Moriarty. 
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The Final Problem 
{1893} 

 
IT IS with a heavy heart that I take up my pen to write these the last 
words in which I shall ever record the singular gifts by which my friend 
Mr. Sherlock Holmes was distinguished. In an incoherent and, as I 
deeply feel, an entirely inadequate fashion, I have endeavored to give 
some account of my strange experiences in his company from the chance 
which first brought us together at the period of the “Study in Scarlet1,” 
up to the time of his interference in the matter of the “Naval Treaty2”—
an interference which had the unquestionable effect of preventing a 
serious international complication. It was my intention to have stopped 
there, and to have said nothing of that event which has created a void in 
my life which the lapse of two years has done little to fill. My hand has 
been forced, however, by the recent letters in which Colonel James 
Moriarty3 defends the memory of his brother, and I have no choice but 
to lay the facts before the public exactly as they occurred. I alone know 
the absolute truth of the matter, and I am satisfied that the time has 
come when no good purpose is to be served by its suppression. As far as I 
know, there have been only three accounts in the public press: that in 
the Journal de Genève on May 6th, 1891, the Reuter's despatch in the 
English papers on May 7th, and finally the recent letters to which I have 
alluded. Of these the first and second were extremely condensed, while 
the last is, as I shall now show, an absolute perversion of the facts. It lies 
with me to tell for the first time what really took place between Professor 
Moriarty and Mr. Sherlock Holmes. 

It may be remembered that after my marriage, and my subsequent 
start in private practice, the very intimate relations which had existed 
between Holmes and myself became to some extent modified. He still 
came to me from time to time when he desired a companion in his 
investigation, but these occasions grew more and more seldom, until I 
find that in the year 1890 there were only three cases of which I retain 
any record4. During the winter of that year and the early spring of 1891, I 
saw in the papers that he had been engaged by the French government 
upon a matter of supreme importance, and I received two notes from 
Holmes, dated from Narbonne and from Nimes, from which I gathered 

 
1 Early March 1881 
2 Late July 1889 
3 Just as Watson was misnamed James in “The Man with the Twisted Lip,” so 
to Moriarty will be misnamed James in “The Valley of Fear” – a mistake which 
some players of “The Game” have explained away by calling Colonel Moriarty 
a half-brother (thus explaining how they share a first name)  
4 “Wisteria Lodge,” “The Beryl Coronet,” and “Silver Blaze” 
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that his stay in France was likely to be a long one. It was with some 
surprise, therefore, that I saw him walk into my consulting-room upon 
the evening of April 24th. It struck me that he was looking even paler 
and thinner than usual. 

“Yes, I have been using myself up rather too freely,” he remarked, in 
answer to my look rather than to my words; “I have been a little pressed 
of late. Have you any objection to my closing your shutters?” 

The only light in the room came from the lamp upon the table at 
which I had been reading. Holmes edged his way round the wall and 
flinging the shutters together, he bolted them securely. 

“You are afraid of something?” I asked. 
“Well, I am.” 
“Of what?” 
“Of air-guns1.” 
“My dear Holmes, what do you mean?” 
“I think that you know me well enough, Watson, to understand that I 

am by no means a nervous man. At the same time, it is stupidity rather 
than courage to refuse to recognize danger when it is close upon you. 
Might I trouble you for a match?” He drew in the smoke of his cigarette 
as if the soothing influence was grateful to him. 

“I must apologize for calling so late,” said he, “and I must further beg 
you to be so unconventional as to allow me to leave your house presently 
by scrambling over your back garden wall.” 

“But what does it all mean?” I asked. 
He held out his hand, and I saw in the light of the lamp that two of his 

knuckles were burst and bleeding. 
“It is not an airy nothing, you see,” said he, smiling. “On the contrary, 

it is solid enough for a man to break his hand over. Is Mrs. Watson in?” 
“She is away upon a visit.” 
“Indeed! You are alone?” 
“Quite.” 
“Then it makes it the easier for me to propose that you should come 

away with me for a week to the Continent.” 
“Where?” 
“Oh, anywhere. It's all the same to me.” 

 
1 Air rifles were expensive and sensitive machines, precluding them from 
being widely used in warfare, but were invented as early as 1580, and were 
more than capable of causing a fatal wound. They were powered by bottles 
of compressed air, firing bullets usually of .40 or larger. The Lewis and Clark 
expedition had one on hand in 1804, and by the 1890s they had become 
extremely popular among sportsmen who used them for target tournaments. 
As we shall see, this is not to be Holmes’ last tussle with an air rifle  
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There was something very strange in all this. It was not Holmes's 
nature to take an aimless holiday, and something about his pale, worn 
face told me that his nerves were at their highest tension. He saw the 
question in my eyes, and, putting his finger-tips together and his elbows 
upon his knees, he explained the situation. 

“You have probably never heard of Professor Moriarty?” said he. 
“Never1.” 
“Aye, there's the genius and the wonder of the thing!” he cried. “The 

man pervades London, and no one has heard of him. That's what puts 
him on a pinnacle in the records of crime. I tell you, Watson, in all 
seriousness, that if I could beat that man, if I could free society of him, I 
should feel that my own career had reached its summit2, and I should be 
prepared to turn to some more placid line in life3. Between ourselves, the 
recent cases in which I have been of assistance to the royal family of 
Scandinavia4, and to the French republic, have left me in such a position 
that I could continue to live in the quiet fashion which is most congenial 
to me, and to concentrate my attention upon my chemical researches5. 
But I could not rest, Watson, I could not sit quiet in my chair, if I 
thought that such a man as Professor Moriarty were walking the streets 
of London unchallenged.” 

“What has he done, then?” 
“His career has been an extraordinary one. He is a man of good birth 

and excellent education, endowed by nature with a phenomenal 
mathematical faculty. At the age of twenty-one he wrote a treatise upon 
the Binomial Theorem6, which has had a European vogue7. On the 
strength of it he won the Mathematical Chair at one of our smaller 

 
1 Doyle retcons this in “The Valley of Fear” where Holmes and Watson do 
battle against Moriarty in January 1888 
2 Doyle builds up his case that attempts to excuse Holmes’ death: if he dies at 
what he considers the “summit” and conclusion of his career, the public 
should theoretically be more at peace with his demise. They weren’t. 
3 For example, beekeeping in Sussex – the very thing Holmes does in 
retirement 
4 As in “A Scandal in Bohemia,” Doyle uses the geographical region of 
Scandinavia as a fictional kingdom (at the time, they made up three separate 
kingdoms and Finland, which was occupied by Russia)  
5 When they first met in 1881, Holmes was more an amateur chemist than a 
consulting detective 
6 A formula for finding any power of a binomial (an algebraic expression of 
the sum or difference between two terms) without multiplying  
7 That is to say, “which has caused quite a stir among Europe’s great 
universities”  
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universities1, and had, to all appearance, a most brilliant career before 
him. But the man had hereditary tendencies of the most diabolical kind. 
A criminal strain ran in his blood, which, instead of being modified, was 
increased and rendered infinitely more dangerous by his extraordinary 
mental powers. Dark rumors gathered round him in the university town, 
and eventually he was compelled to resign his chair and to come down 
to London, where he set up as an army coach2. So much is known to the 
world, but what I am telling you now is what I have myself discovered. 

“As you are aware, Watson, there is no one who knows the higher 
criminal world of London so well as I do. For years past I have 
continually been conscious of some power behind the malefactor, some 
deep organizing power which forever stands in the way of the law, and 
throws its shield over the wrong-doer3. Again and again in cases of the 
most varying sorts—forgery cases, robberies, murders—I have felt the 
presence of this force, and I have deduced its action in many of those 
undiscovered crimes in which I have not been personally consulted. For 
years I have endeavored to break through the veil which shrouded it, and 
at last the time came when I seized my thread and followed it, until it led 
me, after a thousand cunning windings, to ex-Professor Moriarty of 
mathematical celebrity. 

“He is the Napoleon of crime4, Watson. He is the organizer of half 
that is evil and of nearly all that is undetected in this great city. He is a 
genius, a philosopher, an abstract thinker5. He has a brain of the first 
order. He sits motionless, like a spider in the center of its web, but that 
web has a thousand radiations, and he knows well every quiver of each of 
them. He does little himself. He only plans. But his agents are numerous 
and splendidly organized. Is there a crime to be done, a paper to be 
abstracted, we will say, a house to be rifled, a man to be removed—the 
word is passed to the Professor, the matter is organized and carried out. 
The agent may be caught6. In that case money is found for his bail or his 

 
1 Alternatively argued to be the University of Leeds or the University of 
Durham by various scholars 
2 A private tutor to officer cadets studying for exams 
3 What we might today call a criminal syndicate 
4 A nickname originally given to Adam Worth, a German-American crime boss, 
art thief, racketeer, gambler, and fraudster who swindled his way across 
Victorian-Era Europe before his celebrated arrest a few months before “The 
Final Problem” was written. He was so-named for his generalship of London 
criminals… and for his short stature 
5 All words that could easily apply to Holmes, making him the perfect foil 
6 This is exactly what the Jeremy Brett adaptation of “The Red-Headed 
League” suggests, by extra-canonically depicting Moriarty as the mastermind 
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defence. But the central power which uses the agent is never caught—
never so much as suspected. This was the organization which I deduced, 
Watson, and which I devoted my whole energy to exposing and breaking 
up. 

“But the Professor was fenced round with safeguards so cunningly 
devised that, do what I would, it seemed impossible to get evidence 
which would convict in a court of law. You know my powers, my dear 
Watson, and yet at the end of three months I was forced to confess that I 
had at last met an antagonist who was my intellectual equal. My horror 
at his crimes was lost in my admiration at his skill. But at last he made a 
trip1—only a little, little trip—but it was more than he could afford when 
I was so close upon him. I had my chance, and, starting from that point, 
I have woven my net round him until now it is all ready to close. In three 
days—that is to say, on Monday next—matters will be ripe, and the 
Professor, with all the principal members of his gang, will be in the 
hands of the police. Then will come the greatest criminal trial of the 
century, the clearing up of over forty mysteries, and the rope for all of 
them; but if we move at all prematurely, you understand, they may slip 
out of our hands even at the last moment. 

“Now, if I could have done this without the knowledge of Professor 
Moriarty, all would have been well. But he was too wily for that. He saw 
every step which I took to draw my toils round him. Again and again he 
strove to break away, but I as often headed him off. I tell you, my friend, 
that if a detailed account of that silent contest could be written, it would 
take its place as the most brilliant bit of thrust-and-parry work in the 
history of detection. Never have I risen to such a height, and never have I 
been so hard pressed by an opponent. He cut deep, and yet I just 
undercut him. This morning the last steps were taken, and three days 
only were wanted to complete the business. I was sitting in my room 
thinking the matter over, when the door opened and Professor Moriarty 
stood before me. 

“My nerves are fairly proof2, Watson, but I must confess to a start 
when I saw the very man who had been so much in my thoughts 
standing there on my threshold. His appearance was quite familiar to 
me3. He is extremely tall and thin, his forehead domes out in a white 
curve, and his two eyes are deeply sunken in his head. He is clean-

 
behind John Clay’s bank heist, with him coolly going to prison, assured that 
Moriarty’s network will handle his case 
1 An error 
2 Stalwart, unshakable, resilient  
3 In more ways than one: Doyle intentionally crafts Moriarty’s physique to 
closely resemble Holmes’ own – tall, lanky, cerebral, and pale with a domed 
forehead and penetrating eyes 



317 
 

shaven, pale, and ascetic-looking, retaining something of the professor in 
his features. His shoulders are rounded from much study, and his face 
protrudes forward, and is forever slowly oscillating from side to side in a 
curiously reptilian fashion1. He peered at me with great curiosity in his 
puckered eyes. 

“‘You have less frontal development2 that I should have expected,’ said 
he, at last. ‘It is a dangerous habit to finger loaded firearms in the pocket 
of one's dressing-gown.’ 

“The fact is that upon his entrance I had instantly recognized the 
extreme personal danger in which I lay. The only conceivable escape for 
him lay in silencing my tongue. In an instant I had slipped the revolver 
from the drawer into my pocket, and was covering3 him through the 
cloth. At his remark I drew the weapon out and laid it cocked upon the 
table. He still smiled and blinked, but there was something about his 
eyes which made me feel very glad that I had it there. 

“‘You evidently don't know me,’ said he. 
“‘On the contrary,’ I answered, ‘I think it is fairly evident that I do. 

Pray take a chair. I can spare you five minutes if you have anything to 
say.’ 

“‘All that I have to say has already crossed your mind,’ said he. 
“‘Then possibly my answer has crossed yours,’ I replied. 
“‘You stand fast?’ 
“‘Absolutely.’ 
“He clapped his hand into his pocket, and I raised the pistol from the 

table. But he merely drew out a memorandum-book in which he had 
scribbled some dates. 

“‘You crossed my path on the 4th of January,’ said he. ‘On the 23d you 
incommoded me; by the middle of February I was seriously 
inconvenienced by you; at the end of March I was absolutely hampered 
in my plans; and now, at the close of April, I find myself placed in such a 
position through your continual persecution that I am in positive danger 
of losing my liberty. The situation is becoming an impossible one.’ 

“‘Have you any suggestion to make?’ I asked. 
“‘You must drop it, Mr. Holmes,’ said he, swaying his face about. ‘You 

really must, you know.’ 

 
1 Darwin’s theory of evolution was enjoying an enormous popularity among 
British intellectual circles at the time, along with the idea of the “lizard 
hindbrain” which houses animal drives. Moriarty is poised to represent the 
epitome of the unevolved, craven side of humanity, while Holmes 
(symbolized by the prefrontal cortex) represents its higher reasoning and 
moral compass 
2 That is, of the skull (Moriarty is a student of phrenology) 
3 “Aiming at” 
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“‘After Monday,’ said I. 
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“‘Tut, tut,’ said he. ‘I am quite sure that a man of your intelligence will 
see that there can be but one outcome to this affair. It is necessary that  
you should withdraw. You have worked things in such a fashion that we 
have only one resource left. It has been an intellectual treat to me to see 
the way in which you have grappled with this affair, and I say, 
unaffectedly, that it would be a grief to me to be forced to take any 
extreme measure. You smile, sir, but I assure you that it really would.’ 

“‘Danger is part of my trade,’ I remarked. 
“‘That is not danger,’ said he. ‘It is inevitable destruction. You stand in 

the way not merely of an individual, but of a mighty organization, the 
full extent of which you, with all your cleverness, have been unable to 
realize. You must stand clear, Mr. Holmes, or be trodden under foot.’ 

“‘I am afraid,’ said I, rising, ‘that in the pleasure of this conversation I 
am neglecting business of importance which awaits me elsewhere.’ 

“He rose also and looked at me in silence, shaking his head sadly. 
“‘Well, well,’ said he, at last. ‘It seems a pity, but I have done what I 

could. I know every move of your game. You can do nothing before 
Monday. It has been a duel between you and me, Mr. Holmes. You hope 
to place me in the dock. I tell you that I will never stand in the dock. You 
hope to beat me. I tell you that you will never beat me. If you are clever 
enough to bring destruction upon me, rest assured that I shall do as 
much to you.’ 

“‘You have paid me several compliments, Mr. Moriarty,’ said I. ‘Let me 
pay you one in return when I say that if I were assured of the former 
eventuality I would, in the interests of the public, cheerfully accept the 
latter.’ 

“‘I can promise you the one, but not the other,’ he snarled, and so 
turned his rounded back upon me, and went peering and blinking out of 
the room. 

“That was my singular interview with Professor Moriarty. I confess 
that it left an unpleasant effect upon my mind. His soft, precise fashion 
of speech leaves a conviction of sincerity which a mere bully1 could not 
produce. Of course, you will say: ‘Why not take police precautions 
against him?’ the reason is that I am well convinced that it is from his 
agents the blow would fall. I have the best proofs that it would be so.” 

“You have already been assaulted?” 
“My dear Watson, Professor Moriarty is not a man who lets the grass 

grow under his feet2. I went out about mid-day to transact some business 
in Oxford Street. As I passed the corner which leads from Bentinck 

 
1 Specifically, an intimidator, a thug 
2 One who passes up opportunities; one who procrastinates  
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Street on to the Welbeck Street1 crossing a two-horse van2 furiously 
driven whizzed round and was on me like a flash. I sprang for the foot-
path and saved myself by the fraction of a second. The van dashed round 
by Marylebone Lane and was gone in an instant. I kept to the pavement 
after that, Watson, but as I walked down Vere Street3 a brick came down 
from the roof of one of the houses, and was shattered to fragments at my 
feet. I called the police and had the place examined. There were slates 
and bricks piled up on the roof preparatory to some repairs, and they 
would have me believe that the wind had toppled over one of these. Of 
course I knew better, but I could prove nothing. I took a cab after that 
and reached my brother's rooms in Pall Mall4, where I spent the day. 
Now I have come round to you, and on my way I was attacked by a 
rough with a bludgeon5. I knocked him down, and the police have him in 
custody; but I can tell you with the most absolute confidence that no 
possible connection will ever be traced between the gentleman upon 
whose front teeth I have barked my knuckles and the retiring 
mathematical coach, who is, I dare say, working out problems upon a 
black-board ten miles away. You will not wonder, Watson, that my first 
act on entering your rooms was to close your shutters, and that I have 
been compelled to ask your permission to leave the house by some less 
conspicuous exit than the front door.” 

I had often admired my friend's courage, but never more than now, as 
he sat quietly checking off a series of incidents which must have 
combined to make up a day of horror. 

“You will spend the night here?” I said. 
“No, my friend, you might find me a dangerous guest. I have my plans 

laid, and all will be well. Matters have gone so far now that they can 
move without my help as far as the arrest goes, though my presence is 
necessary for a conviction. It is obvious, therefore, that I cannot do 
better than get away for the few days which remain before the police are 
at liberty to act. It would be a great pleasure to me, therefore, if you 
could come on to the Continent with me.” 

“The practice is quiet,” said I, “and I have an accommodating 
neighbor6. I should be glad to come.” 

“And to start to-morrow morning?” 

 
1 A corner just north of Mayfair and Hyde Park, just west of the University of 
Westminster and the Cavendish Square Gardens 
2 A four-wheeled, covered cart used by tradesmen to convey their goods  
3 Just two blocks south of Welbeck Street 
4 A street in Westminster known for its high fashion and gentlemen’s clubs 
5 Most likely a small club (like a brick bat or a lead pipe) or a blackjack  
6 That is, a physician with a practice next door to Watson’s who would likely 
work with his patients during his holiday 
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“If necessary.” 
“Oh yes, it is most necessary. Then these are your instructions, and I 

beg, my dear Watson, that you will obey them to the letter, for you are 
now playing a double-handed game with me against the cleverest rogue 
and the most powerful syndicate of criminals in Europe. Now listen! You 
will dispatch whatever luggage you intend to take by a trusty messenger 
unaddressed to Victoria1 to-night. In the morning you will send for a 
hansom, desiring your man to take neither the first nor the second 
which may present itself. Into this hansom you will jump, and you will 
drive to the Strand end of the Lowther Arcade2, handing the address to 
the cabman upon a slip of paper, with a request that he will not throw it 
away. Have your fare ready, and the instant that your cab stops, dash 
through the Arcade, timing yourself to reach the other side at a quarter-
past nine. You will find a small brougham3 waiting close to the curb, 
driven by a fellow with a heavy black cloak tipped at the collar with red. 
Into this you will step, and you will reach Victoria in time for the 
Continental express.” 

“Where shall I meet you?” 
“At the station. The second first-class carriage from the front will be 

reserved for us.” 
“The carriage is our rendezvous, then?” 
“Yes.” 
It was in vain that I asked Holmes to remain for the evening. It was 

evident to me that he thought he might bring trouble to the roof he was 
under, and that that was the motive which impelled him to go. With a 
few hurried words as to our plans for the morrow he rose and came out 
with me into the garden, clambering over the wall which leads into 
Mortimer Street, and immediately whistling for a hansom, in which I 
heard him drive away. 

In the morning I obeyed Holmes's injunctions to the letter. A hansom 
was procured with such precaution as would prevent its being one which 
was placed ready for us, and I drove immediately after breakfast to the 
Lowther Arcade, through which I hurried at the top of my speed. A 
brougham was waiting with a very massive driver wrapped in a dark 
cloak, who, the instant that I had stepped in, whipped up the horse and 
rattled off to Victoria Station. On my alighting there he turned the 
carriage, and dashed away again without so much as a look in my 
direction. 

So far all had gone admirably. My luggage was waiting for me, and I 
had no difficulty in finding the carriage which Holmes had indicated, the 

 
1 The central terminus of London’s railways 
2 A glass covered shopping arcade 
3 A light, four-wheeled, covered carriage 
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less so as it was the only one in the train which was marked “Engaged.” 
My only source of anxiety now was the non-appearance of Holmes. The 
station clock marked only seven minutes from the time when we were 
due to start. In vain I searched among the groups of travellers and leave-
takers for the lithe figure of my friend. There was no sign of him. I spent 
a few minutes in assisting a venerable Italian priest, who was 
endeavoring to make a porter understand, in his broken English, that his 
luggage was to be booked through to Paris. Then, having taken another 
look round, I returned to my carriage, where I found that the porter, in 
spite of the ticket, had given me my decrepit Italian friend as a traveling 
companion. It was useless for me to explain to him that his presence was 
an intrusion, for my Italian was even more limited than his English, so I 
shrugged my shoulders resignedly, and continued to look out anxiously 
for my friend. A chill of fear had come over me, as I thought that his 
absence might mean that some blow had fallen during the night. Already 
the doors had all been shut and the whistle blown, when— 

“My dear Watson,” said a voice, “you have not even condescended to 
say good-morning.” 

I turned in uncontrollable astonishment. The aged ecclesiastic had 
turned his face towards me. For an instant the wrinkles were smoothed 
away, the nose drew away from the chin, the lower lip ceased to protrude 
and the mouth to mumble, the dull eyes regained their fire, the drooping 
figure expanded. The next the whole frame collapsed again, and Holmes 
had gone as quickly as he had come. 

“Good heavens!” I cried; “how you startled me!” 
“Every precaution is still necessary,” he whispered. “I have reason to 

think that they are hot upon our trail. Ah, there is Moriarty himself.” 
The train had already begun to move as Holmes spoke. Glancing back, 

I saw a tall man pushing his way furiously through the crowd, and 
waving his hand as if he desired to have the train stopped. It was too 
late, however, for we were rapidly gathering momentum, and an instant 
later had shot clear of the station. 

“With all our precautions, you see that we have cut it rather fine1,” 
said Holmes, laughing. He rose, and throwing off the black cassock and 
hat which had formed his disguise, he packed them away in a hand-bag. 

“Have you seen the morning paper, Watson?” 
“No.” 
“You haven't seen about Baker Street, then?” 
“Baker Street?” 
“They set fire to our rooms last night. No great harm was done.” 
“Good heavens, Holmes, this is intolerable!” 

 
1 “This was still a close call” 
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“They must have lost my track completely after their bludgeon-man 
was arrested. Otherwise they could not have imagined that I had 
returned to my rooms. They have evidently taken the precaution of 
watching you, however, and that is what has brought Moriarty to 
Victoria. You could not have made any slip in coming?” 

“I did exactly what you advised.” 
“Did you find your brougham?” 
“Yes, it was waiting.” 
“Did you recognize your coachman?” 
“No.” 
“It was my brother Mycroft1. It is an advantage to get about in such a 

case without taking a mercenary into your confidence. But we must plan 
what we are to do about Moriarty now.” 

“As this is an express2, and as the boat runs in connection with it, I 
should think we have shaken him off very effectively.” 

“My dear Watson, you evidently did not realize my meaning when I 
said that this man may be taken as being quite on the same intellectual 
plane as myself. You do not imagine that if I were the pursuer I should 
allow myself to be baffled by so slight an obstacle. Why, then, should 
you think so meanly of him?” 

“What will he do?” 
“What I should do.” 
“What would you do, then?” 
“Engage a special3.” 
“But it must be late.” 
“By no means. This train stops at Canterbury4; and there is always at 

least a quarter of an hour's delay at the boat. He will catch us there.” 
“One would think that we were the criminals. Let us have him 

arrested on his arrival.” 
“It would be to ruin the work of three months. We should get the big 

fish, but the smaller would dart right and left out of the net. On Monday 
we should have them all. No, an arrest is inadmissible.” 

“What then?” 
“We shall get out at Canterbury.” 
“And then?” 

 
1 This is one of only three appearances by Mycroft: earlier, he is introduced in 
“The Greek Interpreter,” and although he is referenced in “The Empty House” 
when Holmes is resurrected, he only appears in person again in “The Bruce-
Partington Plans” 
2 A train which runs faster than others on the same line 
3 A train rented for a private purpose 
4 The largest city in Kent, the county on England’s southeastern extremity 
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“Well, then we must make a cross-country journey to Newhaven, and 
so over to Dieppe1. Moriarty will again do what I should do. He will get 
on to Paris, mark down our luggage, and wait for two days at the depot. 
In the meantime we shall treat ourselves to a couple of carpet-bags, 
encourage the manufactures2 of the countries through which we travel, 
and make our way at our leisure into Switzerland, via Luxembourg and 
Basle.” 

At Canterbury, therefore, we alighted, only to find that we should 
have to wait an hour before we could get a train to Newhaven. 

I was still looking rather ruefully after the rapidly disappearing 
luggage-van which contained my wardrobe, when Holmes pulled my 
sleeve and pointed up the line. 

“Already, you see,” said he. 
Far away, from among the Kentish woods there rose a thin spray of 

smoke. A minute later a carriage and engine could be seen flying along 
the open curve which leads to the station. We had hardly time to take 
our place behind a pile of luggage when it passed with a rattle and a roar, 
beating a blast of hot air into our faces. 

“There he goes,” said Holmes, as we watched the carriage swing and 
rock over the point. “There are limits, you see, to our friend's 
intelligence. It would have been a coup-de-maître3 had he deduced what 
I would deduce and acted accordingly.” 

“And what would he have done had he overtaken us?” 
“There cannot be the least doubt that he would have made a 

murderous attack upon me. It is, however, a game at which two may 
play. The question now is whether we should take a premature lunch 
here, or run our chance of starving before we reach the buffet at 
Newhaven.” 

We made our way to Brussels that night and spent two days there, 
moving on upon the third day as far as Strasburg4. On the Monday 
morning Holmes had telegraphed to the London police, and in the 
evening we found a reply waiting for us at our hotel. Holmes tore it 
open, and then with a bitter curse hurled it into the grate. 

“I might have known it!” he groaned. “He has escaped!” 
“Moriarty?” 

 
1 Newhaven is an English city on the English Channel; Dieppe is a French city 
on the French coastline more or less directly across from Newhaven 
2 Go shopping 
3 Master stroke, literally – a work of intellectual brilliance  
4 A major French city near the German border. It should be noted that 
Holmes is zigzagging across Europe instead of taking a direct route to 
Switzerland  
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“They have secured the whole gang with the exception of him. He has 
given them the slip. Of course, when I had left the country there was no 
one to cope with him. But I did think that I had put the game in their 
hands. I think that you had better return to England, Watson.” 

“Why?” 
“Because you will find me a dangerous companion now. This man's 

occupation is gone. He is lost if he returns to London. If I read his 
character right he will devote his whole energies to revenging himself 
upon me. He said as much in our short interview, and I fancy that he 
meant it. I should certainly recommend you to return to your practice.” 

It was hardly an appeal to be successful with one who was an old 
campaigner1 as well as an old friend. We sat in the Strasbourg salle-à-
manger2 arguing the question for half an hour, but the same night we 
had resumed our journey and were well on our way to Geneva. 

For a charming week we wandered up the Valley of the Rhone, and 
then, branching off at Leuk, we made our way over the Gemmi Pass, still 
deep in snow, and so, by way of Interlaken, to Meiringen3. It was a lovely 
trip, the dainty green of the spring below, the virgin white of the winter 
above; but it was clear to me that never for one instant did Holmes 
forget the shadow which lay across him. In the homely Alpine villages or 
in the lonely mountain passes, I could tell by his quick glancing eyes and 
his sharp scrutiny of every face that passed us, that he was well 
convinced that, walk where we would, we could not walk ourselves clear 
of the danger which was dogging our footsteps. 

Once, I remember, as we passed over the Gemmi, and walked along 
the border of the melancholy Daubensee4, a large rock which had been 
dislodged from the ridge upon our right clattered down and roared into 
the lake behind us. In an instant Holmes had raced up on to the ridge, 
and, standing upon a lofty pinnacle, craned his neck in every direction. It 
was in vain that our guide assured him that a fall of stones was a 
common chance in the spring-time at that spot. He said nothing, but he 
smiled at me with the air of a man who sees the fulfillment of that which 
he had expected. 

And yet for all his watchfulness he was never depressed. On the 
contrary, I can never recollect having seen him in such exuberant spirits. 
Again and again he recurred to the fact that if he could be assured that 

 
1 War veteran 
2 A dinning room 
3 A series of cities and geographic areas in southern and central Switzerland. 
Holmes continues to zigzag: Geneva is in western Switzerland, Leuk in the 
south, and Meiringen in central Switzerland 
4 An alpine lake in the shadow of the Gemmi Pass 
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society was freed from Professor Moriarty he would cheerfully bring his 
own career to a conclusion. 

“I think that I may go so far as to say, Watson, that I have not lived 
wholly in vain,” he remarked. “If my record were closed to-night I could 
still survey it with equanimity. The air of London is the sweeter for my 
presence. In over a thousand cases I am not aware that I have ever used 
my powers upon the wrong side. Of late I have been tempted to look 
into the problems furnished by nature1 rather than those more 
superficial ones for which our artificial state of society is responsible. 
Your memoirs will draw to an end, Watson, upon the day that I crown 
my career by the capture or extinction of the most dangerous and 
capable criminal in Europe2.” 

I shall be brief, and yet exact, in the little which remains for me to tell. 
It is not a subject on which I would willingly dwell, and yet I am 
conscious that a duty devolves upon me to omit no detail. 

It was on the third of May that we reached the little village of 
Meiringen3, where we put up at the Englischer Hof4, then kept by Peter 
Steiler the elder. Our landlord was an intelligent man, and spoke 
excellent English, having served for three years as waiter at the 
Grosvenor Hotel5 in London. At his advice, on the afternoon of the 
fourth we set off together, with the intention of crossing the hills and 
spending the night at the hamlet of Rosenlaui6. We had strict 
injunctions, however, on no account to pass the falls of Reichenbach7, 

 
1 That is, his scientific pursuits 
2 Again, although the reader already knows that Holmes is dead, Doyle is 
attempting to soften the blow and to prepare them by using Holmes’ own 
words as a justification for his sacrifice 
3 A village in the Bernese Oberland. Today the population is still under 5,000, 
but it was the political capital of the area as early as the 1200s, and was the 
only market town for centuries, making it very important to the Bernese 
herdsmen in the area. Tourism (mostly from English, German, and Austrian 
travelers) began to boost the local economy starting in the 1880s, and Doyle’s 
story cemented its role as a destination, making it forever associated with 
Sherlock Holmes and turning it into a genuine literary pilgrimage   
4 A hotel aimed at English tourists 
5 An elegant hotel within a quick walk from Hyde Park, Victoria Station, and 
Buckingham Palace 
6 Located at the foot of the famous glacier of the same name 
7 A massive series of elegant, but threatening-looking waterfalls one mile 
south of Meiringen. These falls consist of a seven-step cascade fed by the 
Rychenbach Stream, which total up to 820 feet from top to bottom. The 
largest fall – the “Grand Reichenbach Fall” – is 360 feet from top to bottom 
and is the largest waterfall in the Alps 
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which are about half-way up the hill, without making a small detour to 
see them1. 

It is, indeed, a fearful place. The torrent, swollen by the melting snow, 
plunges into a tremendous abyss, from which the spray rolls up like the 
smoke from a burning house2. The shaft into which the river hurls itself 
is an immense chasm, lined by glistening coal-black rock, and narrowing 
into a creaming, boiling pit of incalculable depth, which brims over and 
shoots the stream onward over its jagged lip. The long sweep of green 
water roaring forever down, and the thick flickering curtain of spray 
hissing forever upward, turn a man giddy3 with their constant whirl and 
clamor. We stood near the edge peering down at the gleam of the 
breaking water far below us against the black rocks, and listening to the 
half-human4 shout which came booming up with the spray out of the 
abyss. 

The path has been cut half-way round the fall to afford a complete 
view, but it ends abruptly, and the traveler has to return as he came. We 
had turned to do so, when we saw a Swiss lad come running along it 
with a letter in his hand. It bore the mark of the hotel which we had just 
left, and was addressed to me by the landlord. It appeared that within a 
very few minutes of our leaving, an English lady had arrived who was in 
the last stage of consumption5. She had wintered at Davos Platz6, and 
was journeying now to join her friends at Lucerne7, when a sudden 

 
1 Doyle cleverly infuses the falls with a sense of danger and dread by splitting 
up his clause and making it sound, at first, as though they are “on no account 
to pass” them before ending with the cheerful advice to check it out 
2 Doyle uses this ominous word picture to suggest that it is a place where 
order, civilization, and decency stand to be destroyed (in fact, I might even go 
so far as to say that the idea of burning “homes” might draw the mind to 
unconsciously associate it with the destruction of “Holmes”). It is a crucible of 
humanity – burning away the dross and refining the gold: a place destined to 
consign Moriarty to damnation and to elevate Holmes’ spirit into a heavenly 
apotheosis  
3 Mentally nervous, frantic, or unhinged 
4 Doyle invests the falls with a semi-human spirit and personality, making 
them the perfect antagonist to take on both Moriarty and Holmes 
5 Sadly, Doyle is drawing from personal experience: he became acquainted 
with the Falls when he and his tubercular wife, Louisa, started vacationing 
there to alleviate her worsening condition. Louisa would live for another 
fifteen years, but neither were in denial: they both realized that she was a 
dying woman 
6 An alpine resort city in eastern Switzerland 
7 A city in central Switzerland 30 miles north of Meiringen  
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hemorrhage1 had overtaken her. It was thought that she could hardly live 
a few hours, but it would be a great consolation to her to see an English 
doctor, and, if I would only return, etc. The good Steiler assured me in a 
postscript that he would himself look upon my compliance as a very 
great favor, since the lady absolutely refused to see a Swiss physician, 
and he could not but feel that he was incurring a great responsibility. 

The appeal was one which could not be ignored. It was impossible to 
refuse the request of a fellow-countrywoman dying in a strange land. Yet 
I had my scruples about leaving Holmes. It was finally agreed, however, 
that he should retain the young Swiss messenger with him as guide and 
companion while I returned to Meiringen. My friend would stay some 
little time at the fall, he said, and would then walk slowly over the hill to 
Rosenlaui, where I was to rejoin him in the evening. As I turned away I 
saw Holmes, with his back against a rock and his arms folded, gazing 
down at the rush of the waters2. It was the last that I was ever destined to 
see of him in this world. 

When I was near the bottom of the descent I looked back. It was 
impossible, from that position, to see the fall, but I could see the curving 
path which winds over the shoulder of the hill and leads to it. Along this 
a man was, I remember, walking very rapidly. 

I could see his black figure clearly outlined against the green behind 
him. I noted him, and the energy with which he walked but he passed 
from my mind again as I hurried on upon my errand. 

It may have been a little over an hour before I reached Meiringen. Old 
Steiler was standing at the porch of his hotel. 

“Well,” said I, as I came hurrying up, “I trust that she is no worse?” 
A look of surprise passed over his face, and at the first quiver of his 

eyebrows my heart turned to lead in my breast. 
“You did not write this?” I said, pulling the letter from my pocket. 

“There is no sick Englishwoman in the hotel?” 
“Certainly not!” he cried. “But it has the hotel mark upon it! Ha, it 

must have been written by that tall Englishman who came in after you 
had gone. He said—” 

But I waited for none of the landlord's explanations. In a tingle of fear 
I was already running down the village street, and making for the path 
which I had so lately descended. It had taken me an hour to come down. 
For all my efforts two more had passed before I found myself at the fall  

 
1 A pulmonary hemorrhage (bleeding of the lungs) demonstrated by coughing 
up clots of blood 
2 Read: pondering mortality 
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of Reichenbach once more. There was Holmes's Alpine-stock1 still 
leaning against the rock by which I had left him2. But there was no sign 
of him, and it was in vain that I shouted. My only answer was my own voice 
reverberating in a rolling echo from the cliffs around me. 

It was the sight of that Alpine-stock which turned me cold and sick. He 
had not gone to Rosenlaui, then. He had remained on that three-foot path, 
with sheer wall on one side and sheer drop on the other, until his enemy had 
overtaken him. The young Swiss had gone too. He had probably been in the 
pay of Moriarty, and had left the two men together. And then what had 
happened? Who was to tell us what had happened then? 

I stood for a minute or two to collect myself, for I was dazed with the 
horror of the thing. Then I began to think of Holmes's own methods and to 
try to practise them in reading this tragedy. It was, alas, only too easy to do. 
During our conversation we had not gone to the end of the path, and the 
Alpine-stock marked the place where we had stood. The blackish soil is kept 
forever soft by the incessant drift of spray, and a bird would leave its tread 
upon it. Two lines of footmarks were clearly marked along the farther end of 
the path, both leading away from me. There were none returning. A few 
yards from the end the soil was all ploughed up into a patch of mud, and the 
branches and ferns which fringed the chasm were torn and bedraggled. I lay 
upon my face and peered over with the spray spouting up all around me. It 
had darkened since I left, and now I could only see here and there the 
glistening of moisture upon the black walls, and far away down at the end of 
the shaft the gleam of the broken water. I shouted; but only the same half-
human cry of the fall was borne back to my ears. 

But it was destined that I should after all have a last word of greeting 
from my friend and comrade. I have said that his Alpine-stock had been left 
leaning against a rock which jutted on to the path. From the top of this 
boulder the gleam of something bright caught my eye, and, raising my hand, 
I found that it came from the silver cigarette-case which he used to carry. As 
I took it up a small square of paper upon which it had lain fluttered down on 
to the ground. Unfolding it, I found that it consisted of three pages torn 
from his note-book and addressed to me. It was characteristic of the man 
that the direction was as precise, and the writing as firm and clear, as though 
it had been written in his study. 

 
MY DEAR WATSON [it said]: I write these few lines through the courtesy of 
Mr. Moriarty, who awaits my convenience for the final discussion of those 

 
1 A hiking staff with an iron point at one end 
2 On the centennial of this literary event (1991), the Swiss branch of the Baker 
Street Irregulars and a Montreal-based fan club paid to erect a plague 
overlooking the falls on a spot that might very well have been the site that 
inspired Doyle. In English, German, and French it reads:  

“AT THIS FEARFUL PLACE SHERLOCK HOLMES   
VANQUISHED PROFESSOR MORIARTY, ON 4 MAY 1891” 
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questions which lie between us. He has been giving me a sketch of the methods 
by which he avoided the English police and kept himself informed of our 
movements. They certainly confirm the very high opinion which I had formed 
of his abilities. I am pleased to think that I shall be able to free society from 
any further effects of his presence, though I fear that it is at a cost which will 
give pain to my friends, and especially, my dear Watson, to you. I have already 
explained to you, however, that my career had in any case reached its crisis, 
and that no possible conclusion to it could be more congenial to me than this. 
Indeed, if I may make a full confession to you, I was quite convinced that the 
letter from Meiringen was a hoax, and I allowed you to depart on that errand 
under the persuasion that some development of this sort would follow. Tell 
Inspector Patterson1 that the papers which he needs to convict the gang are in 
pigeonhole2 M., done up in a blue envelope and inscribed “Moriarty.” I made 
every disposition of my property before leaving England, and handed it to my 
brother Mycroft. Pray give my greetings to Mrs. Watson3, and believe me to 
be, my dear fellow,  

Very sincerely yours, SHERLOCK HOLMES 
 

A few words may suffice to tell the little that remains. An examination by 
experts leaves little doubt that a personal contest between the two men 
ended, as it could hardly fail to end in such a situation, in their reeling over, 
locked in each other's arms. Any attempt at recovering the bodies was 
absolutely hopeless, and there, deep down in that dreadful cauldron of 
swirling water and seething foam, will lie for all time the most dangerous 
criminal and the foremost champion of the law of their generation. The 
Swiss youth was never found again, and there can be no doubt that he was 
one of the numerous agents whom Moriarty kept in his employ. As to the 
gang, it will be within the memory of the public how completely the 
evidence which Holmes had accumulated exposed their organization, and 
how heavily the hand of the dead man weighed upon them. Of their terrible 
chief few details came out during the proceedings, and if I have now been 
compelled to make a clear statement of his career it is due to those 
injudicious champions who have endeavored to clear his memory by attacks 
upon him whom I shall ever regard as the best and the wisest man whom I 
have ever known. 
 

        
 

WRITING to his mother about the decision to kill Holmes, Doyle wrote “I 
must save my mind for better things even if it means I must bury my 

 
1 Patterson’s only mention in the canon 
2 A mail cubbyhole (presumably located at Scotland Yard) 
3 Watson and Mary Morstan have been married for about two and a half 
years at this point. While the date of her death is unknown, it is implied to 
have taken place just over two years after these events 
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pocketbook with him.” While vacationing in Switzerland with his wife he 
visited the falls at Reichenbach and found the inspiration for Holmes’ 
glorious sacrifice. The world’s first consulting detective would grapple with 
his intellectual doppelganger, dragging him down into the crashing oblivion 
of the falls, sparing the world from evil. In many ways Moriarty was the dark 
twin to his genius. For one thing, Holmes was also a criminal: as many 
commentators have pointed out, Holmes breaks the law in nearly every 
story. Usually this only amounts to breaking and entering, trespassing, false 
imprisonment, or tort, but he has committed several felonies, aided and 
abetted many criminals, (including, as in “Charles Augustus Milverton” and 
“The Abbey Grange,” murderers), been party to burglary, and (as in “The 
Speckled Band”) been accessory to the deaths of his adversaries. The BBC 
series “Sherlock” emphasizes this parallelism by pointing out that Holmes 
may be a high-functioning sociopath who happens to find more motivation 
to work on the side of law and order, but who could be tempted – out of 
resentment for his mistreatment by the establishment – into a life of crime. 
Moriarty is also underappreciated for his brilliance and has channeled this 
anger into criminal brilliance to match Holmes’ humanitarianism. By facing 
down Moriarty and (at least in the original story) sacrificing his life to spare 
humanity from the machinations of this Anti-Holmes, he offers the ultimate 
proof that – for all of his misanthropy, arrogance, and selfishness – his heart 
has truly been in the right place.  

II. 
Moriarty’s foil to Holmes is grounded in the fact that he proves that a genius 
like Holmes could potentially be even more successful if he worked against 
the law – tempting him with the chance to save his life and find a more 
lucrative career as a villain. How often has Holmes shone a light on the 
police’s ineptitude? In “The Blue Carbuncle” – after letting the jewel thief 
escape the clutches of the law and attracting Watson’s implied disapproval – 
Holmes snarkily grumbles, “I am not retained by the police to supply their 
deficiencies.” As he so often did, he reflects a Nietzschean Master Morality 
which refuses to play by the common rules of law when they clash with the 
higher ideals of the Greater Good. In this instance, he follows his complaint 
with an intriguing muse: “I suppose I am commuting a felony, but it is just 
possible that I am saving a soul.” Like Moriarty, who takes it upon himself to 
defy the rule of law when it conflicts with his desires, Holmes frequently 
makes the choice to commit misdemeanors and felonies when they suit his 
higher purpose. Unlike Moriarty, however, as he proves with his Christ-like 
“death,” Holmes challenges convention only when it is necessary to serve 
humanity. Indeed, like Christ, Holmes brings Watson to his Jerusalem 
(Switzerland) fully aware that he will likely meet his death there, and goes to 
his Golgotha (the falls) fully aware that he is being led into a trap (hoping 
that by letting Watson be lured away by the fake message, he is saving his 
friend from becoming collateral damage). Locked in the embrace of his Dark 
Self, he refuses to flee from the scene, but instead uses his last seconds of life 
to take Moriarty down with him. But Holmes would not be dead for long. 
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THREE years after his supposed death – suspiciously mirroring the three 
days that Christ lay in the tomb – Sherlock Holmes raised from the dead. 
In real time the difference was a full decade between the publication of 
“The Final Problem” and “The Empty House,” and the public – recently 
tantalized by Holmes’ most famous case, the pre-Reichenbach “Hound of 
the Baskervilles,” published earlier that year – were all too eager to have 
their hero restored. Doyle’s hiatus from Holmes had not been the literary 
breath of fresh air he had envisioned: his most notable creation was the 
quirky-but-forgettable Brigadier Gerard (a retired French soldier whose 
romantic and often exaggerated exploits during the Napoleonic Wars 
made little impact on the British public), along with some speculative 
and historical novels, a handful of commendable supernatural stories, 
and – interestingly enough – the four-act play “Sherlock Holmes” 
(published in 1899 and inspired by a blend of “A Study in Scarlet,” “A 
Scandal in Bohemia,” and “The Final Problem”). Despite his willingness 
to bury Holmes even at the cost to his pocketbook, Doyle’s lackluster 
output during the 1890s required him to rethink his decision. After the 
tremendous success of “The Hound of the Baskervilles,” there was no 
question that the Great Detective’s revival would be astoundingly 
profitable, and to his credit, Doyle’s first collection of short stories since 
the 1890s would contain some of his most memorable and inspired 
stories: “The Dancing Men,” “The Six Napoleons,” “The Second Stain,” 
“The Solitary Cyclist,” “The Abbey Grange,” and – of course – “The Empty 
House” would all come from this creative outflow. Naturally, the first 
problem to solve, though, was how to explain away Holmes’ death. Doyle 
had wisely and tactfully chosen to have Watson miss his moment of 
death and have his body “lost” in the falls. This gave him the option of 
making Holmes’ death a complete falsehood. But why? Why would 
Holmes disappear for three years without telling Watson? It was 
certainly not unusual for him to keep Watson in the dark (cf. 
“Baskervilles,” “Dying Detective,” “Final Problem,” etc.) for “his own 
good,” so this wasn’t much of a stretch, but what was his motive? As it 
turns out, Moriarty was like Holmes in more than his intellect: he also 
had a right-hand man who was a veteran of the Indian wars and was 
loyal to the death. What Watson was to Holmes, this man was to 
Moriarty, and with the same deep and undying loyalty with which 
Watson would surely have avenged Holmes’ death had Moriarty 
survived, this skilled marksman was determined to revenge his master’s 
death at Reichenbach. And so it was that in October 1903, after a decade 
of mourning, Edwardian Britons learned the true story of Holmes’ 
disappearance over the cliffs of Reichenbach. 
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The Adventure of the Empty House 
{1903} 

 
IT WAS in the spring of the year 1894 that all London was interested, and 
the fashionable world dismayed, by the murder of the Honourable 
Ronald Adair under most unusual and inexplicable circumstances. The 
public has already learned those particulars of the crime which came out 
in the police investigation; but a good deal was suppressed upon that 
occasion, since the case for the prosecution was so overwhelmingly 
strong that it was not necessary to bring forward all the facts. Only now, 
at the end of nearly ten years, am I allowed to supply those missing links 
which make up the whole of that remarkable chain. The crime was of 
interest in itself, but that interest was as nothing to me compared to the 
inconceivable sequel, which afforded me the greatest shock and surprise 
of any event in my adventurous life. Even now, after this long interval, I 
find myself thrilling as I think of it, and feeling once more that sudden 
flood of joy, amazement, and incredulity which utterly submerged my 
mind. Let me say to that public which has shown some interest in those 
glimpses which I have occasionally given them of the thoughts and 
actions of a very remarkable man that they are not to blame me if I have 
not shared my knowledge with them, for I should have considered it my 
first duty to have done so had I not been barred by a positive prohibition 
from his own lips, which was only withdrawn upon the third of last 
month. 

It can be imagined that my close intimacy with Sherlock Holmes had 
interested me deeply in crime, and that after his disappearance I never 
failed to read with care the various problems which came before the 
public, and I even attempted more than once for my own private 
satisfaction to employ his methods in their solution, though with 
indifferent success. There was none, however, which appealed to me like 
this tragedy of Ronald Adair. As I read the evidence at the inquest, which 
led up to a verdict of wilful murder against some person or persons 
unknown, I realized more clearly than I had ever done the loss which the 
community had sustained by the death of Sherlock Holmes. There were 
points about this strange business which would, I was sure, have 
specially appealed to him, and the efforts of the police would have been 
supplemented, or more probably anticipated, by the trained observation 
and the alert mind of the first criminal agent in Europe. All day as I 
drove upon my round I turned over the case in my mind, and found no 
explanation which appeared to me to be adequate. At the risk of telling a 
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twice-told tale I will recapitulate the facts as they were known to the 
public at the conclusion of the inquest. 

The Honourable Ronald Adair was the second son of the Earl of 
Maynooth, at that time Governor of one of the Australian Colonies. 
Adair's mother had returned from Australia to undergo the operation for 
cataract, and she, her son Ronald, and her daughter Hilda were living 
together at 427, Park Lane. The youth moved in the best society, had, so 
far as was known, no enemies, and no particular vices. He had been 
engaged to Miss Edith Woodley, of Carstairs, but the engagement had 
been broken off by mutual consent some months before, and there was 
no sign that it had left any very profound feeling behind it. For the rest 
the man's life moved in a narrow and conventional circle, for his habits 
were quiet and his nature unemotional. Yet it was upon this easy-going 
young aristocrat that death came in most strange and unexpected form 
between the hours of ten and eleven-twenty on the night of March 30, 
1894. 

Ronald Adair was fond of cards, playing continually, but never for 
such stakes as would hurt him. He was a member of the Baldwin, the 
Cavendish, and the Bagatelle card clubs. It was shown that after dinner 
on the day of his death he had played a rubber of whist at the latter club. 
He had also played there in the afternoon. The evidence of those who 
had played with him—Mr. Murray, Sir John Hardy, and Colonel 
Moran—showed that the game was whist, and that there was a fairly 
equal fall of the cards. Adair might have lost five pounds, but not more. 
His fortune was a considerable one, and such a loss could not in any way 
affect him. He had played nearly every day at one club or other, but he 
was a cautious player, and usually rose a winner. It came out in evidence 
that in partnership with Colonel Moran he had actually won as much as 
four hundred and twenty pounds in a sitting some weeks before from 
Godfrey Milner and Lord Balmoral. So much for his recent history, as it 
came out at the inquest. 

On the evening of the crime he returned from the club exactly at ten. 
His mother and sister were out spending the evening with a relation. The 
servant deposed that she heard him enter the front room on the second 
floor, generally used as his sitting-room. She had lit a fire there, and as it 
smoked she had opened the window. No sound was heard from the 
room until eleven-twenty, the hour of the return of Lady Maynooth and 
her daughter. Desiring to say good-night, she had attempted to enter her 
son's room. The door was locked on the inside, and no answer could be 
got to their cries and knocking. Help was obtained and the door forced. 
The unfortunate young man was found lying near the table. His head 
had been horribly mutilated by an expanding revolver bullet, but no 
weapon of any sort was to be found in the room. On the table lay two 
bank-notes for ten pounds each and seventeen pounds ten in silver and 
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gold, the money arranged in little piles of varying amount. There were 
some figures also upon a sheet of paper with the names of some club 
friends opposite to them, from which it was conjectured that before his 
death he was endeavouring to make out his losses or winnings at cards. 

A minute examination of the circumstances served only to make the 
case more complex. In the first place, no reason could be given why the 
young man should have fastened the door upon the inside. There was 
the possibility that the murderer had done this and had afterwards 
escaped by the window. The drop was at least twenty feet, however, and 
a bed of crocuses in full bloom lay beneath. Neither the flowers nor the 
earth showed any sign of having been disturbed, nor were there any 
marks upon the narrow strip of grass which separated the house from 
the road. Apparently, therefore, it was the young man himself who had 
fastened the door. But how did he come by his death? No one could have 
climbed up to the window without leaving traces. Suppose a man had 
fired through the window, it would indeed be a remarkable shot who 
could with a revolver inflict so deadly a wound. Again, Park Lane is a 
frequented thoroughfare, and there is a cab-stand within a hundred 
yards of the house. No one had heard a shot. And yet there was the dead 
man, and there the revolver bullet, which had mushroomed out, as soft-
nosed bullets will, and so inflicted a wound which must have caused 
instantaneous death. Such were the circumstances of the Park Lane 
Mystery, which were further complicated by entire absence of motive, 
since, as I have said, young Adair was not known to have any enemy, and 
no attempt had been made to remove the money or valuables in the 
room. 

All day I turned these facts over in my mind, endeavouring to hit 
upon some theory which could reconcile them all, and to find that line 
of least resistance which my poor friend had declared to be the starting-
point of every investigation. I confess that I made little progress. In the 
evening I strolled across the Park, and found myself about six o'clock at 
the Oxford Street end of Park Lane. A group of loafers upon the 
pavements, all staring up at a particular window, directed me to the 
house which I had come to see. A tall, thin man with coloured glasses, 
whom I strongly suspected of being a plain-clothes detective, was 
pointing out some theory of his own, while the others crowded round to 
listen to what he said. I got as near him as I could, but his observations 
seemed to me to be absurd, so I withdrew again in some disgust. As I did 
so I struck against an elderly deformed man, who had been behind me, 
and I knocked down several books which he was carrying. I remember 
that as I picked them up I observed the title of one of them, The Origin 
of Tree Worship, and it struck me that the fellow must be some poor 
bibliophile who, either as a trade or as a hobby, was a collector of 
obscure volumes. I endeavoured to apologize for the accident, but it was 
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evident that these books which I had so unfortunately maltreated were 
very precious objects in the eyes of their owner. With a snarl of 
contempt he turned upon his heel, and I saw his curved back and white 
side-whiskers disappear among the throng. 

My observations of No. 427, Park Lane did little to clear up the 
problem in which I was interested. The house was separated from the 
street by a low wall and railing, the whole not more than five feet high. It 
was perfectly easy, therefore, for anyone to get into the garden, but the 
window was entirely inaccessible, since there was no water-pipe or 
anything which could help the most active man to climb it. More 
puzzled than ever I retraced my steps to Kensington. I had not been in 
my study five minutes when the maid entered to say that a person 
desired to see me. To my astonishment it was none other than my 
strange old book-collector, his sharp, wizened face peering out from a 
frame of white hair, and his precious volumes, a dozen of them at least, 
wedged under his right arm. 

“You're surprised to see me, sir,” said he, in a strange, croaking voice. 
I acknowledged that I was. 
“Well, I've a conscience, sir, and when I chanced to see you go into 

this house, as I came hobbling after you, I thought to myself, I'll just step 
in and see that kind gentleman, and tell him that if I was a bit gruff in 
my manner there was not any harm meant, and that I am much obliged 
to him for picking up my books.” 

“You make too much of a trifle,” said I. “May I ask how you knew who 
I was?” 

“Well, sir, if it isn't too great a liberty, I am a neighbour of yours, for 
you'll find my little bookshop at the corner of Church Street, and very 
happy to see you, I am sure. Maybe you collect yourself, sir; here's British 
Birds, and Catullus, and The Holy War—a bargain every one of them. 
With five volumes you could just fill that gap on that second shelf. It 
looks untidy, does it not, sir?” 

I moved my head to look at the cabinet behind me. When I turned 
again Sherlock Holmes was standing smiling at me across my study 
table. I rose to my feet, stared at him for some seconds in utter 
amazement, and then it appears that I must have fainted for the first and 
the last time in my life. Certainly a grey mist swirled before my eyes, and 
when it cleared I found my collar-ends undone and the tingling after-
taste of brandy upon my lips. Holmes was bending over my chair, his 
flask in his hand. 

“My dear Watson,” said the well-remembered voice, “I owe you a 
thousand apologies. I had no idea that you would be so affected.” 

I gripped him by the arm. 
“Holmes!” I cried. “Is it really you? Can it indeed be that you are alive? 

Is it possible that you succeeded in climbing out of that awful abyss?” 
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“Wait a moment,” said he. “Are you sure that you are really fit to 
discuss things? I have given you a serious shock by my unnecessarily 
dramatic reappearance.” 

“I am all right, but indeed, Holmes, I can hardly believe my eyes. 
Good heavens, to think that you—you of all men—should be standing in 
my study!” Again I gripped him by the sleeve and felt the thin, sinewy 
arm beneath it. “Well, you're not a spirit, anyhow,” said I. “My dear chap, 
I am overjoyed to see you. Sit down and tell me how you came alive out 
of that dreadful chasm.” 

He sat opposite to me and lit a cigarette in his old nonchalant 
manner. He was dressed in the seedy frock-coat of the book merchant, 
but the rest of that individual lay in a pile of white hair and old books 
upon the table. Holmes looked even thinner and keener than of old, but 
there was a dead-white tinge in his aquiline face which told me that his 
life recently had not been a healthy one. 

“I am glad to stretch myself, Watson,” said he. “It is no joke when a 
tall man has to take a foot off his stature for several hours on end. Now, 
my dear fellow, in the matter of these explanations we have, if I may ask 
for your co-operation, a hard and dangerous night's work in front of us. 
Perhaps it would be better if I gave you an account of the whole situation 
when that work is finished.” 

“I am full of curiosity. I should much prefer to hear now.” 
“You'll come with me to-night?” 
“When you like and where you like.” 
“This is indeed like the old days. We shall have time for a mouthful of 

dinner before we need go. Well, then, about that chasm. I had no serious 
difficulty in getting out of it, for the very simple reason that I never was 
in it.” 

“You never were in it?” 
“No, Watson, I never was in it. My note to you was absolutely 

genuine. I had little doubt that I had come to the end of my career when 
I perceived the somewhat sinister figure of the late Professor Moriarty 
standing upon the narrow pathway which led to safety. I read an 
inexorable purpose in his grey eyes. I exchanged some remarks with him, 
therefore, and obtained his courteous permission to write the short note 
which you afterwards received. I left it with my cigarette-box and my 
stick and I walked along the pathway, Moriarty still at my heels. When I 
reached the end I stood at bay. He drew no weapon, but he rushed at me 
and threw his long arms around me. He knew that his own game was up, 
and was only anxious to revenge himself upon me. We tottered together 
upon the brink of the fall. I have some knowledge, however, of baritsu, 
or the Japanese system of wrestling, which has more than once been very 
useful to me. I slipped through his grip, and he with a horrible scream 
kicked madly for a few seconds and clawed the air with both his hands. 
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But for all his efforts he could not get his balance, and over he went. 
With my face over the brink I saw him fall for a long way. Then he struck 
a rock, bounded off, and splashed into the water.” 

I listened with amazement to this explanation, which Holmes 
delivered between the puffs of his cigarette. 

“But the tracks!” I cried. “I saw with my own eyes that two went down 
the path and none returned.” 

“It came about in this way. The instant that the Professor had 
disappeared it struck me what a really extraordinarily lucky chance Fate 
had placed in my way. I knew that Moriarty was not the only man who 
had sworn my death. There were at least three others whose desire for 
vengeance upon me would only be increased by the death of their leader. 
They were all most dangerous men. One or other would certainly get 
me. On the other hand, if all the world was convinced that I was dead 
they would take liberties, these men, they would lay themselves open, 
and sooner or later I could destroy them. Then it would be time for me 
to announce that I was still in the land of the living. So rapidly does the 
brain act that I believe I had thought this all out before Professor 
Moriarty had reached the bottom of the Reichenbach Fall. 

“I stood up and examined the rocky wall behind me. In your 
picturesque account of the matter, which I read with great interest some 
months later, you assert that the wall was sheer. This was not literally 
true. A few small footholds presented themselves, and there was some 
indication of a ledge. The cliff is so high that to climb it all was an 
obvious impossibility, and it was equally impossible to make my way 
along the wet path without leaving some tracks. I might, it is true, have 
reversed my boots, as I have done on similar occasions, but the sight of 
three sets of tracks in one direction would certainly have suggested a 
deception. On the whole, then, it was best that I should risk the climb. It 
was not a pleasant business, Watson. The fall roared beneath me. I am 
not a fanciful person, but I give you my word that I seemed to hear 
Moriarty's voice screaming at me out of the abyss. A mistake would have 
been fatal. More than once, as tufts of grass came out in my hand or my 
foot slipped in the wet notches of the rock, I thought that I was gone. 
But I struggled upwards, and at last I reached a ledge several feet deep 
and covered with soft green moss, where I could lie unseen in the most 
perfect comfort. There I was stretched when you, my dear Watson, and 
all your following were investigating in the most sympathetic and 
inefficient manner the circumstances of my death. 

“At last, when you had all formed your inevitable and totally 
erroneous conclusions, you departed for the hotel and I was left alone. I 
had imagined that I had reached the end of my adventures, but a very 
unexpected occurrence showed me that there were surprises still in store 
for me. A huge rock, falling from above, boomed past me, struck the 
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path, and bounded over into the chasm. For an instant I thought that it 
was an accident; but a moment later, looking up, I saw a man's head 
against the darkening sky, and another stone struck the very ledge upon 
which I was stretched, within a foot of my head. Of course, the meaning 
of this was obvious. Moriarty had not been alone. A confederate—and 
even that one glance had told me how dangerous a man that confederate 
was—had kept guard while the Professor had attacked me. From a 
distance, unseen by me, he had been a witness of his friend's death and 
of my escape. He had waited, and then, making his way round to the top 
of the cliff, he had endeavoured to succeed where his comrade had 
failed. 

“I did not take long to think about it, Watson. Again I saw that grim 
face look over the cliff, and I knew that it was the precursor of another 
stone. I scrambled down on to the path. I don't think I could have done 
it in cold blood. It was a hundred times more difficult than getting up. 
But I had no time to think of the danger, for another stone sang past me 
as I hung by my hands from the edge of the ledge. Halfway down I 
slipped, but by the blessing of God I landed, torn and bleeding, upon the 
path. I took to my heels, did ten miles over the mountains in the 
darkness, and a week later I found myself in Florence with the certainty 
that no one in the world knew what had become of me. 

“I had only one confidant—my brother Mycroft. I owe you many 
apologies, my dear Watson, but it was all-important that it should be 
thought I was dead, and it is quite certain that you would not have 
written so convincing an account of my unhappy end had you not 
yourself thought that it was true. Several times during the last three 
years I have taken up my pen to write to you, but always I feared lest 
your affectionate regard for me should tempt you to some indiscretion 
which would betray my secret. For that reason I turned away from you 
this evening when you upset my books, for I was in danger at the time, 
and any show of surprise and emotion upon your part might have drawn 
attention to my identity and led to the most deplorable and irreparable 
results. As to Mycroft, I had to confide in him in order to obtain the 
money which I needed. The course of events in London did not run so 
well as I had hoped, for the trial of the Moriarty gang left two of its most 
dangerous members, my own most vindictive enemies, at liberty. I 
travelled for two years in Tibet, therefore, and amused myself by visiting 
Lhassa and spending some days with the head Llama. You may have read 
of the remarkable explorations of a Norwegian named Sigerson, but I am 
sure that it never occurred to you that you were receiving news of your 
friend. I then passed through Persia, looked in at Mecca, and paid a short 
but interesting visit to the Khalifa at Khartoum, the results of which I 
have communicated to the Foreign Office. Returning to France I spent 
some months in a research into the coal-tar derivatives, which I 
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conducted in a laboratory at Montpelier, in the South of France. Having 
concluded this to my satisfaction, and learning that only one of my 
enemies was now left in London, I was about to return when my 
movements were hastened by the news of this very remarkable Park 
Lane Mystery, which not only appealed to me by its own merits, but 
which seemed to offer some most peculiar personal opportunities. I 
came over at once to London, called in my own person at Baker Street, 
threw Mrs. Hudson into violent hysterics, and found that Mycroft had 
preserved my rooms and my papers exactly as they had always been. So 
it was, my dear Watson, that at two o'clock to-day I found myself in my 
old arm-chair in my own old room, and only wishing that I could have 
seen my old friend Watson in the other chair which he has so often 
adorned.” 

Such was the remarkable narrative to which I listened on that April 
evening—a narrative which would have been utterly incredible to me 
had it not been confirmed by the actual sight of the tall, spare figure and 
the keen, eager face, which I had never thought to see again. In some 
manner he had learned of my own sad bereavement, and his sympathy 
was shown in his manner rather than in his words. “Work is the best 
antidote to sorrow, my dear Watson,” said he, “and I have a piece of 
work for us both to-night which, if we can bring it to a successful 
conclusion, will in itself justify a man's life on this planet.” In vain I 
begged him to tell me more. “You will hear and see enough before 
morning,” he answered. “We have three years of the past to discuss. Let 
that suffice until half-past nine, when we start upon the notable 
adventure of the empty house.” 

It was indeed like old times when, at that hour, I found myself seated 
beside him in a hansom, my revolver in my pocket and the thrill of 
adventure in my heart. Holmes was cold and stern and silent. As the 
gleam of the street-lamps flashed upon his austere features I saw that his 
brows were drawn down in thought and his thin lips compressed. I knew 
not what wild beast we were about to hunt down in the dark jungle of 
criminal London, but I was well assured from the bearing of this master 
huntsman that the adventure was a most grave one, while the sardonic 
smile which occasionally broke through his ascetic gloom boded little 
good for the object of our quest. 

I had imagined that we were bound for Baker Street, but Holmes 
stopped the cab at the corner of Cavendish Square. I observed that as he 
stepped out he gave a most searching glance to right and left, and at 
every subsequent street corner he took the utmost pains to assure that 
he was not followed. Our route was certainly a singular one. Holmes's 
knowledge of the byways of London was extraordinary, and on this 
occasion he passed rapidly, and with an assured step, through a network 
of mews and stables the very existence of which I had never known. We 
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emerged at last into a small road, lined with old, gloomy houses, which 
led us into Manchester Street, and so to Blandford Street. Here he 
turned swiftly down a narrow passage, passed through a wooden gate 
into a deserted yard, and then opened with a key the back door of a 
house. We entered together and he closed it behind us. 

The place was pitch-dark, but it was evident to me that it was an 
empty house. Our feet creaked and crackled over the bare planking, and 
my outstretched hand touched a wall from which the paper was hanging 
in ribbons. Holmes's cold, thin fingers closed round my wrist and led me 
forwards down a long hall, until I dimly saw the murky fanlight over the 
door. Here Holmes turned suddenly to the right, and we found ourselves 
in a large, square, empty room, heavily shadowed in the corners, but 
faintly lit in the centre from the lights of the street beyond. There was no 
lamp near and the window was thick with dust, so that we could only 
just discern each other's figures within. My companion put his hand 
upon my shoulder and his lips close to my ear. 

“Do you know where we are?” he whispered. 
“Surely that is Baker Street,” I answered, staring through the dim 

window. 
“Exactly. We are in Camden House, which stands opposite to our own 

old quarters.” 
“But why are we here?” 
“Because it commands so excellent a view of that picturesque pile. 

Might I trouble you, my dear Watson, to draw a little nearer to the 
window, taking every precaution not to show yourself, and then to look 
up at our old rooms—the starting-point of so many of our little 
adventures? We will see if my three years of absence have entirely taken 
away my power to surprise you.” 

I crept forward and looked across at the familiar window. As my eyes 
fell upon it I gave a gasp and a cry of amazement. The blind was down 
and a strong light was burning in the room. The shadow of a man who 
was seated in a chair within was thrown in hard, black outline upon the 
luminous screen of the window. There was no mistaking the poise of the 
head, the squareness of the shoulders, the sharpness of the features. The 
face was turned half-round, and the effect was that of one of those black 
silhouettes which our grandparents loved to frame. It was a perfect 
reproduction of Holmes. So amazed was I that I threw out my hand to 
make sure that the man himself was standing beside me. He was 
quivering with silent laughter. 

“Well?” said he. 
“Good heavens!” I cried. “It is marvellous.” 
“I trust that age doth not wither nor custom stale my infinite variety,'” 

said he, and I recognised in his voice the joy and pride which the artist 
takes in his own creation. “It really is rather like me, is it not?” 
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“I should be prepared to swear that it was you.” 
“The credit of the execution is due to Monsieur Oscar Meunier, of 

Grenoble, who spent some days in doing the moulding. It is a bust in 
wax. The rest I arranged myself during my visit to Baker Street this 
afternoon.” 

“But why?” 
“Because, my dear Watson, I had the strongest possible reason for 

wishing certain people to think that I was there when I was really 
elsewhere.” 

“And you thought the rooms were watched?” 
“I knew that they were watched.” 
“By whom?” 
“By my old enemies, Watson. By the charming society whose leader 

lies in the Reichenbach Fall. You must remember that they knew, and 
only they knew, that I was still alive. Sooner or later they believed that I 
should come back to my rooms. They watched them continuously, and 
this morning they saw me arrive.” 

“How do you know?” 
“Because I recognised their sentinel when I glanced out of my 

window. He is a harmless enough fellow, Parker by name, a garroter by 
trade, and a remarkable performer upon the Jew's harp. I cared nothing 
for him. But I cared a great deal for the much more formidable person 
who was behind him, the bosom friend of Moriarty, the man who 
dropped the rocks over the cliff, the most cunning and dangerous 
criminal in London. That is the man who is after me to-night, Watson, 
and that is the man who is quite unaware that we are after him.” 

My friend's plans were gradually revealing themselves. From this 
convenient retreat the watchers were being watched and the trackers 
tracked. That angular shadow up yonder was the bait and we were the 
hunters. In silence we stood together in the darkness and watched the 
hurrying figures who passed and repassed in front of us. Holmes was 
silent and motionless; but I could tell that he was keenly alert, and that 
his eyes were fixed intently upon the stream of passers-by. It was a bleak 
and boisterous night, and the wind whistled shrilly down the long street. 
Many people were moving to and fro, most of them muffled in their 
coats and cravats. Once or twice it seemed to me that I had seen the 
same figure before, and I especially noticed two men who appeared to be 
sheltering themselves from the wind in the doorway of a house some 
distance up the street. I tried to draw my companion's attention to them, 
but he gave a little ejaculation of impatience and continued to stare into 
the street. More than once he fidgeted with his feet and tapped rapidly 
with his fingers upon the wall. It was evident to me that he was 
becoming uneasy and that his plans were not working out altogether as 
he had hoped. At last, as midnight approached and the street gradually  
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cleared, he paced up and down the room in uncontrollable agitation. I 
was about to make some remark to him when I raised my eyes to the 
lighted window and again experienced almost as great a surprise as 
before. I clutched Holmes's arm and pointed upwards. 

“The shadow has moved!” I cried. 
It was, indeed, no longer the profile, but the back, which was turned 

towards us. 
Three years had certainly not smoothed the asperities of his temper or 

his impatience with a less active intelligence than his own. 
“Of course it has moved,” said he. “Am I such a farcical bungler, 

Watson, that I should erect an obvious dummy and expect that some of 
the sharpest men in Europe would be deceived by it? We have been in 
this room two hours, and Mrs. Hudson has made some change in that 
figure eight times, or once in every quarter of an hour. She works it from 
the front so that her shadow may never be seen. Ah!” He drew in his 
breath with a shrill, excited intake. In the dim light I saw his head 
thrown forward, his whole attitude rigid with attention. Outside, the 
street was absolutely deserted. Those two men might still be crouching 
in the doorway, but I could no longer see them. All was still and dark, 
save only that brilliant yellow screen in front of us with the black figure 
outlined upon its centre. Again in the utter silence I heard that thin, 
sibilant note which spoke of intense suppressed excitement. An instant 
later he pulled me back into the blackest corner of the room, and I felt 
his warning hand upon my lips. The fingers which clutched me were 
quivering. Never had I known my friend more moved, and yet the dark 
street still stretched lonely and motionless before us. 

But suddenly I was aware of that which his keener senses had already 
distinguished. A low, stealthy sound came to my ears, not from the 
direction of Baker Street, but from the back of the very house in which 
we lay concealed. A door opened and shut. An instant later steps crept 
down the passage—steps which were meant to be silent, but which 
reverberated harshly through the empty house. Holmes crouched back 
against the wall and I did the same, my hand closing upon the handle of 
my revolver. Peering through the gloom, I saw the vague outline of a 
man, a shade blacker than the blackness of the open door. He stood for 
an instant, and then he crept forward, crouching, menacing, into the 
room. He was within three yards of us, this sinister figure, and I had 
braced myself to meet his spring, before I realized that he had no idea of 
our presence. He passed close beside us, stole over to the window, and 
very softly and noiselessly raised it for half a foot. As he sank to the level 
of this opening the light of the street, no longer dimmed by the dusty 
glass, fell full upon his face. The man seemed to be beside himself with 
excitement. His two eyes shone like stars and his features were working 
convulsively. He was an elderly man, with a thin, projecting nose, a high, 
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bald forehead, and a huge grizzled moustache. An opera-hat was pushed 
to the back of his head, and an evening dress shirt-front gleamed out 
through his open overcoat. His face was gaunt and swarthy, scored with 
deep, savage lines. In his hand he carried what appeared to be a stick, 
but as he laid it down upon the floor it gave a metallic clang. Then from 
the pocket of his overcoat he drew a bulky object, and he busied himself 
in some task which ended with a loud, sharp click, as if a spring or bolt 
had fallen into its place. Still kneeling upon the floor he bent forward 
and threw all his weight and strength upon some lever, with the result 
that there came a long, whirling, grinding noise, ending once more in a 
powerful click. He straightened himself then, and I saw that what he 
held in his hand was a sort of gun, with a curiously misshapen butt. He 
opened it at the breech, put something in, and snapped the breech-
block. Then, crouching down, he rested the end of the barrel upon the 
ledge of the open window, and I saw his long moustache droop over the 
stock and his eye gleam as it peered along the sights. I heard a little sigh 
of satisfaction as he cuddled the butt into his shoulder, and saw that 
amazing target, the black man on the yellow ground, standing clear at 
the end of his fore sight. For an instant he was rigid and motionless. 
Then his finger tightened on the trigger. There was a strange, loud whiz 
and a long, silvery tinkle of broken glass. At that instant Holmes sprang 
like a tiger on to the marksman's back and hurled him flat upon his face. 
He was up again in a moment, and with convulsive strength he seized 
Holmes by the throat; but I struck him on the head with the butt of my 
revolver and he dropped again upon the floor. I fell upon him, and as I 
held him my comrade blew a shrill call upon a whistle. There was the 
clatter of running feet upon the pavement, and two policemen in 
uniform, with one plain-clothes detective, rushed through the front 
entrance and into the room. 

“That you, Lestrade?” said Holmes. 
“Yes, Mr. Holmes. I took the job myself. It's good to see you back in 

London, sir.” 
“I think you want a little unofficial help. Three undetected murders in 

one year won't do, Lestrade. But you handled the Molesey Mystery with 
less than your usual—that's to say, you handled it fairly well.” 

We had all risen to our feet, our prisoner breathing hard, with a 
stalwart constable on each side of him. Already a few loiterers had begun 
to collect in the street. Holmes stepped up to the window, closed it, and 
dropped the blinds. Lestrade had produced two candles and the 
policemen had uncovered their lanterns. I was able at last to have a good 
look at our prisoner. 

It was a tremendously virile and yet sinister face which was turned 
towards us. With the brow of a philosopher above and the jaw of a 
sensualist below, the man must have started with great capacities for 
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good or for evil. But one could not look upon his cruel blue eyes, with 
their drooping, cynical lids, or upon the fierce, aggressive nose and the 
threatening, deep-lined brow, without reading Nature's plainest danger-
signals. He took no heed of any of us, but his eyes were fixed upon 
Holmes's face with an expression in which hatred and amazement were 
equally blended. “You fiend!” he kept on muttering. “You clever, clever 
fiend!” 

“Ah, Colonel!” said Holmes, arranging his rumpled collar; “‘journeys 
end in lovers' meetings,’ as the old play says. I don't think I have had the 
pleasure of seeing you since you favoured me with those attentions as I 
lay on the ledge above the Reichenbach Fall.” 

The Colonel still stared at my friend like a man in a trance. “You 
cunning, cunning fiend!” was all that he could say. 

“I have not introduced you yet,” said Holmes. “This, gentlemen, is 
Colonel Sebastian Moran, once of Her Majesty's Indian Army, and the 
best heavy game shot that our Eastern Empire has ever produced. I 
believe I am correct, Colonel, in saying that your bag of tigers still 
remains unrivalled?” 

The fierce old man said nothing, but still glared at my companion; 
with his savage eyes and bristling moustache he was wonderfully like a 
tiger himself. 

“I wonder that my very simple stratagem could deceive so old 
a shikari,” said Holmes. “It must be very familiar to you. Have you not 
tethered a young kid under a tree, lain above it with your rifle, and 
waited for the bait to bring up your tiger? This empty house is my tree 
and you are my tiger. You have possibly had other guns in reserve in case 
there should be several tigers, or in the unlikely supposition of your own 
aim failing you. These,” he pointed around, “are my other guns. The 
parallel is exact.” 

Colonel Moran sprang forward, with a snarl of rage, but the 
constables dragged him back. The fury upon his face was terrible to look 
at. 

“I confess that you had one small surprise for me,” said Holmes. “I did 
not anticipate that you would yourself make use of this empty house and 
this convenient front window. I had imagined you as operating from the 
street, where my friend Lestrade and his merry men were awaiting you. 
With that exception all has gone as I expected.” 

Colonel Moran turned to the official detective. 
“You may or may not have just cause for arresting me,” said he, “but at 

least there can be no reason why I should submit to the gibes of this 
person. If I am in the hands of the law let things be done in a legal way.” 

“Well, that's reasonable enough,” said Lestrade. “Nothing further you 
have to say, Mr. Holmes, before we go?” 
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Holmes had picked up the powerful air-gun from the floor and was 
examining its mechanism. 

“An admirable and unique weapon,” said he, “noiseless and of 
tremendous power. I knew Von Herder, the blind German mechanic, 
who constructed it to the order of the late Professor Moriarty. For years I 
have been aware of its existence, though I have never before had the 
opportunity of handling it. I commend it very specially to your attention, 
Lestrade, and also the bullets which fit it.” 

“You can trust us to look after that, Mr. Holmes,” said Lestrade, as the 
whole party moved towards the door. “Anything further to say?” 

“Only to ask what charge you intend to prefer?” 
“What charge, sir? Why, of course, the attempted murder of Mr. 

Sherlock Holmes.” 
“Not so, Lestrade. I do not propose to appear in the matter at all. To 

you, and to you only, belongs the credit of the remarkable arrest which 
you have effected. Yes, Lestrade, I congratulate you! With your usual 
happy mixture of cunning and audacity you have got him.” 

“Got him! Got whom, Mr. Holmes?” 
“The man that the whole force has been seeking in vain—Colonel 

Sebastian Moran, who shot the Honourable Ronald Adair with an 
expanding bullet from an air-gun through the open window of the 
second-floor front of No. 427, Park Lane, upon the 30th of last month. 
That's the charge, Lestrade. And now, Watson, if you can endure the 
draught from a broken window, I think that half an hour in my study 
over a cigar may afford you some profitable amusement.” 

Our old chambers had been left unchanged through the supervision 
of Mycroft Holmes and the immediate care of Mrs. Hudson. As I entered 
I saw, it is true, an unwonted tidiness, but the old landmarks were all in 
their place. There were the chemical corner and the acid-stained, deal-
topped table. There upon a shelf was the row of formidable scrap-books 
and books of reference which many of our fellow-citizens would have 
been so glad to burn. The diagrams, the violin-case, and the pipe-rack—
even the Persian slipper which contained the tobacco—all met my eyes 
as I glanced round me. There were two occupants of the room—one Mrs. 
Hudson, who beamed upon us both as we entered; the other the strange 
dummy which had played so important a part in the evening's 
adventures. It was a wax-coloured model of my friend, so admirably 
done that it was a perfect facsimile. It stood on a small pedestal table 
with an old dressing-gown of Holmes's so draped round it that the 
illusion from the street was absolutely perfect. 

“I hope you preserved all precautions, Mrs. Hudson?” said Holmes. 
“I went to it on my knees, sir, just as you told me.” 
“Excellent. You carried the thing out very well. Did you observe where 

the bullet went?” 
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“Yes, sir. I'm afraid it has spoilt your beautiful bust, for it passed right 
through the head and flattened itself on the wall. I picked it up from the 
carpet. Here it is!” 

Holmes held it out to me. “A soft revolver bullet, as you perceive, 
Watson. There's genius in that, for who would expect to find such a 
thing fired from an air-gun. All right, Mrs. Hudson, I am much obliged 
for your assistance. And now, Watson, let me see you in your old seat 
once more, for there are several points which I should like to discuss 
with you.” 

He had thrown off the seedy frock-coat, and now he was the Holmes 
of old in the mouse-coloured dressing-gown which he took from his 
effigy. 

“The old shikari's nerves have not lost their steadiness nor his eyes 
their keenness,” said he, with a laugh, as he inspected the shattered 
forehead of his bust. 

“Plumb in the middle of the back of the head and smack through the 
brain. He was the best shot in India, and I expect that there are few 
better in London. Have you heard the name?” 

“No, I have not.” 
“Well, well, such is fame! But, then, if I remember aright, you had not 

heard the name of Professor James Moriarty, who had one of the great 
brains of the century. Just give me down my index of biographies from 
the shelf.” 

He turned over the pages lazily, leaning back in his chair and blowing 
great clouds from his cigar. 

“My collection of M's is a fine one,” said he. “Moriarty himself is 
enough to make any letter illustrious, and here is Morgan the poisoner, 
and Merridew of abominable memory, and Mathews, who knocked out 
my left canine in the waiting-room at Charing Cross, and, finally, here is 
our friend of to-night.” 

He handed over the book, and I read: 
Moran, Sebastian, Colonel. Unemployed. Formerly 1st Bengalore 
Pioneers. Born London, 1840. Son of Sir Augustus Moran, C.B., once 
British Minister to Persia. Educated Eton and Oxford. Served in Jowaki 
Campaign, Afghan Campaign, Charasiab (despatches), Sherpur, and 
Cabul. Author of Heavy Game of the Western Himalayas, 1881; Three 
Months in the Jungle, 1884. Address: Conduit Street. Clubs: The Anglo-
Indian, the Tankerville, the Bagatelle Card Club. 

On the margin was written, in Holmes's precise hand: 
The second most dangerous man in London. 

“This is astonishing,” said I, as I handed back the volume. “The man's 
career is that of an honourable soldier.” 

“It is true,” Holmes answered. “Up to a certain point he did well. He 
was always a man of iron nerve, and the story is still told in India how he 
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crawled down a drain after a wounded man-eating tiger. There are some 
trees, Watson, which grow to a certain height and then suddenly develop 
some unsightly eccentricity. You will see it often in humans. I have a 
theory that the individual represents in his development the whole 
procession of his ancestors, and that such a sudden turn to good or evil 
stands for some strong influence which came into the line of his 
pedigree. The person becomes, as it were, the epitome of the history of 
his own family.” 

“It is surely rather fanciful.” 
“Well, I don't insist upon it. Whatever the cause, Colonel Moran 

began to go wrong. Without any open scandal he still made India too 
hot to hold him. He retired, came to London, and again acquired an evil 
name. It was at this time that he was sought out by Professor Moriarty, 
to whom for a time he was chief of the staff. Moriarty supplied him 
liberally with money and used him only in one or two very high-class 
jobs which no ordinary criminal could have undertaken. You may have 
some recollection of the death of Mrs. Stewart, of Lauder, in 1887. Not? 
Well, I am sure Moran was at the bottom of it; but nothing could be 
proved. So cleverly was the Colonel concealed that even when the 
Moriarty gang was broken up we could not incriminate him. You 
remember at that date, when I called upon you in your rooms, how I put 
up the shutters for fear of air-guns? No doubt you thought me fanciful. I 
knew exactly what I was doing, for I knew of the existence of this 
remarkable gun, and I knew also that one of the best shots in the world 
would be behind it. When we were in Switzerland he followed us with 
Moriarty, and it was undoubtedly he who gave me that evil five minutes 
on the Reichenbach ledge. 

“You may think that I read the papers with some attention during my 
sojourn in France, on the look-out for any chance of laying him by the 
heels. So long as he was free in London my life would really not have 
been worth living. Night and day the shadow would have been over me, 
and sooner or later his chance must have come. What could I do? I could 
not shoot him at sight, or I should myself be in the dock. There was no 
use appealing to a magistrate. They cannot interfere on the strength of 
what would appear to them to be a wild suspicion. So I could do 
nothing. But I watched the criminal news, knowing that sooner or later I 
should get him. Then came the death of this Ronald Adair. My chance 
had come at last! Knowing what I did, was it not certain that Colonel 
Moran had done it? He had played cards with the lad; he had followed 
him home from the club; he had shot him through the open window. 
There was not a doubt of it. The bullets alone are enough to put his head 
in a noose. I came over at once. I was seen by the sentinel, who would, I 
knew, direct the Colonel's attention to my presence. He could not fail to 
connect my sudden return with his crime and to be terribly alarmed. I 
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was sure that he would make an attempt to get me out of the way at 
once, and would bring round his murderous weapon for that purpose. I 
left him an excellent mark in the window, and, having warned the police 
that they might be needed—by the way, Watson, you spotted their 
presence in that doorway with unerring accuracy—I took up what 
seemed to me to be a judicious post for observation, never dreaming that 
he would choose the same spot for his attack. Now, my dear Watson, 
does anything remain for me to explain?” 

“Yes,” said I. “You have not made it clear what was Colonel Moran's 
motive in murdering the Honourable Ronald Adair.” 

“Ah! my dear Watson, there we come into those realms of conjecture 
where the most logical mind may be at fault. Each may form his own 
hypothesis upon the present evidence, and yours is as likely to be correct 
as mine.” 

“You have formed one, then?” 
“I think that it is not difficult to explain the facts. It came out in 

evidence that Colonel Moran and young Adair had between them won a 
considerable amount of money. Now, Moran undoubtedly played foul—
of that I have long been aware. I believe that on the day of the murder 
Adair had discovered that Moran was cheating. Very likely he had 
spoken to him privately, and had threatened to expose him unless he 
voluntarily resigned his membership of the club and promised not to 
play cards again. It is unlikely that a youngster like Adair would at once 
make a hideous scandal by exposing a well-known man so much older 
than himself. Probably he acted as I suggest. The exclusion from his 
clubs would mean ruin to Moran, who lived by his ill-gotten card gains. 
He therefore murdered Adair, who at the time was endeavouring to work 
out how much money he should himself return, since he could not profit 
by his partner's foul play. He locked the door lest the ladies should 
surprise him and insist upon knowing what he was doing with these 
names and coins. Will it pass?” 

“I have no doubt that you have hit upon the truth.” 
“It will be verified or disproved at the trial. Meanwhile, come what 

may, Colonel Moran will trouble us no more, the famous air-gun of Von 
Herder will embellish the Scotland Yard Museum, and once again Mr. 
Sherlock Holmes is free to devote his life to examining those interesting 
little problems which the complex life of London so plentifully presents.” 
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CONTINUING the parallelism between Holmes and Moriarty, Doyle trains 
his focus on their respective lieutenants: Watson and Moran. Both men 
are military veterans who served in the East, and like their mentors, both 
seem to represent different sides of the same coin. Just as Moriarty 
suggests what Holmes would be like if he went to the Dark Side, Moran 
shows us what a corrupt Watson might look like: conniving, vindictive, 
brutal, and violent. Moran’s murder of Adair stems from gambling debts 
and cheating (Watson, himself, has a penchant for gambling) and ends 
with Moran turning his military skills (in his case, marksmanship) 
against his opponent (just as Watson is often required to flourish his 
service revolver against Holmes’ enemies). The famous horror writer Neil 
Gaiman drew on these similarities in “A Study in Emerald,” a Holmes 
pastiche written in the Lovecraft universe wherein a detective and his 
W.I.A. veteran sidekick hunt down a criminal mastermind and his 
limping confederate. The whole time we think that the heroes are 
Holmes and Watson, but in the final confrontation, we realize that the 
“detective” is Moriarty and that the veteran narrator is Moran (the 
criminal mastermind, on the other hand, is Holmes – who is trying to 
save humanity from the Great Old Gods – and his limping lieutenant is 
Watson). In “The Empty House,” after resurrecting Holmes, Doyle found 
it fitting to focus on Watson’s emotional reaction to his friend’s death – 
tender, heartbroken, and loyal – juxtaposing it with Moran’s venomous 
response to his master’s demise. Returning after three years, Holmes 
finds Watson recently widowed from Mary Morstan, living alone, 
struggling through an unfulfilling medical practice, and mourning the 
loss of his two closest companions. His return couldn’t come at a better 
time – for Watson or for Doyle: he fills the void (emotional for Watson, 
financial for Doyle) left by his absence, empowers Watson to reassert his 
strengths (as an honorable, dependable crime-fighter rather than a 
middling family doctor), and restores him to self-confidence and a life of 
high adventure. Moran’s insidious assassination attempt only manages 
to bring about the most beloved relationships in the canon, bringing 
Holmes, Watson, Mrs. Hudson, and Lestrade back together in a thrilling 
adventure that reconstitutes their roles as guardians of British values of 
justice (the greater, Nietzschean justice that British law is unable to 
adequately enforce, and which Holmes – by bending the law to his will – 
is able to dispense to his clients), personal liberty, and rectitude. By 
toppling Moran – the Anti-Watson – Holmes completes his destruction 
of Moriarty’s Anti-Holmesian empire and restores justice to the gaslit 
shades of Baker Street. 
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STARTING with “A Scandal in Bohemia,” Doyle began a tradition of 
crafting detective stories in the fashion of Poe’s “The Purloined Letter” – 
tales in which Holmes is set out to recover stolen documents, 
photographs, or billets-doux. Four of these stories – including “Scandal” 
– made their way onto Doyle’s list of his nineteen favorite stories – and 
with good reason. “The Naval Treaty,” “The Bruce-Partington Plans,” and 
“The Second Stain” are among Holmes’ most unforgettable adventures 
due in part – as Doyle himself termed it – to their “high diplomacy and 
intrigue” and to their fusion of the spy story genre with Dupin-esque 
ratiocination: not only do these stories usually involve Holmes and 
Watson rushing around the dark streets of London with drawn revolvers 
in a desperate attempt to prevent a diplomatic cataclysm, but they are 
brought to a tidy conclusion through Holmes’ painstaking use of logic 
rather than interrogations or gunshots. “The Purloined Letter” famously 
followed Dupin’s attempt to liberate a blackmailed female noblewoman 
(implied to be the Queen of France) by using critical thinking and 
theatrics to unearth her pilfered love note, and in many ways – much 
like “A Scandal in Bohemia” – “The Second Stain” is a clever homage to 
Poe’s original mystery. Both stories involve a dignified, female aristocrat 
being blackmailed by a merciless French agent, armed with an indiscreet 
letter which would doom her marriage. Doyle ramps up the tension, 
however, by intertwining the marital drama with global politics, by 
introducing a second, indiscreet letter (this one from an unnamed 
foreign “potentate” implied to be Kaiser Wilhelm II) which leaves the 
world teetering on the brink of a world war.  

        
 

The Adventure of the Second Stain 
{1904} 

 
I HAD intended “The Adventure of the Abbey Grange” to be the last of 
those exploits of my friend, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, which I should ever 
communicate to the public. This resolution of mine was not due to any 
lack of material, since I have notes of many hundreds of cases to which I 
have never alluded, nor was it caused by any waning interest on the part 
of my readers in the singular personality and unique methods of this 
remarkable man. The real reason lay in the reluctance which Mr. Holmes 
has shown to the continued publication of his experiences. So long as he 
was in actual professional practice the records of his successes were of 
some practical value to him; but since he has definitely retired from 
London and betaken himself to study and bee-farming on the Sussex 
Downs, notoriety has become hateful to him, and he has peremptorily 
requested that his wishes in this matter should be strictly observed. It 
was only upon my representing to him that I had given a promise that 
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“The Adventure of the Second Stain” should be published when the 
times were ripe, and pointing out to him that it is only appropriate that 
this long series of episodes should culminate in the most important 
international case which he has ever been called upon to handle, that I 
at last succeeded in obtaining his consent that a carefully-guarded 
account of the incident should at last be laid before the public. If in 
telling the story I seem to be somewhat vague in certain details the 
public will readily understand that there is an excellent reason for my 
reticence. 

It was, then, in a year, and even in a decade, that shall be nameless, 
that upon one Tuesday morning in autumn we found two visitors of 
European fame within the walls of our humble room in Baker Street. The 
one, austere, high-nosed, eagle-eyed, and dominant, was none other 
than the illustrious Lord Bellinger, twice Premier of Britain. The other, 
dark, clear-cut, and elegant, hardly yet of middle age, and endowed with 
every beauty of body and of mind, was the Right Honourable Trelawney 
Hope, Secretary for European Affairs, and the most rising statesman in 
the country. They sat side by side upon our paper-littered settee, and it 
was easy to see from their worn and anxious faces that it was business of 
the most pressing importance which had brought them. The Premier's 
thin, blue-veined hands were clasped tightly over the ivory head of his 
umbrella, and his gaunt, ascetic face looked gloomily from Holmes to 
me. The European Secretary pulled nervously at his moustache and 
fidgeted with the seals of his watch-chain. 

“When I discovered my loss, Mr. Holmes, which was at eight o'clock 
this morning, I at once informed the Prime Minister. It was at his 
suggestion that we have both come to you.” 

“Have you informed the police?” 
“No, sir,” said the Prime Minister, with the quick, decisive manner for 

which he was famous. “We have not done so, nor is it possible that we 
should do so. To inform the police must, in the long run, mean to inform 
the public. This is what we particularly desire to avoid.” 

“And why, sir?” 
“Because the document in question is of such immense importance 

that its publication might very easily—I might almost say probably—
lead to European complications of the utmost moment. It is not too 
much to say that peace or war may hang upon the issue. Unless its 
recovery can be attended with the utmost secrecy, then it may as well 
not be recovered at all, for all that is aimed at by those who have taken it 
is that its contents should be generally known.” 

“I understand. Now, Mr. Trelawney Hope, I should be much obliged if 
you would tell me exactly the circumstances under which this document 
disappeared.” 
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“That can be done in a very few words, Mr. Holmes. The letter—for it 
was a letter from a foreign potentate—was received six days ago. It was 
of such importance that I have never left it in my safe, but I have taken it 
across each evening to my house in Whitehall Terrace, and kept it in my 
bedroom in a locked despatch-box. It was there last night. Of that I am 
certain. I actually opened the box while I was dressing for dinner, and 
saw the document inside. This morning it was gone. The despatch-box 
had stood beside the glass upon my dressing-table all night. I am a light 
sleeper, and so is my wife. We are both prepared to swear that no one 
could have entered the room during the night. And yet I repeat that the 
paper is gone.” 

“What time did you dine?” 
“Half-past seven.” 
“How long was it before you went to bed?” 
“My wife had gone to the theatre. I waited up for her. It was half-past 

eleven before we went to our room.” 
“Then for four hours the despatch-box had lain unguarded?” 
“No one is ever permitted to enter that room save the housemaid in 

the morning, and my valet, or my wife's maid, during the rest of the day. 
They are both trusty servants who have been with us for some time. 
Besides, neither of them could possibly have known that there was 
anything more valuable than the ordinary departmental papers in my 
despatch-box.” 

“Who did know of the existence of that letter?” 
“No one in the house.” 
“Surely your wife knew?” 
“No, sir; I had said nothing to my wife until I missed the paper this 

morning.” 
The Premier nodded approvingly. 
“I have long known, sir, how high is your sense of public duty,” said 

he. “I am convinced that in the case of a secret of this importance it 
would rise superior to the most intimate domestic ties.” 

The European Secretary bowed. 
“You do me no more than justice, sir. Until this morning I have never 

breathed one word to my wife upon this matter.” 
“Could she have guessed?” 
“No, Mr. Holmes, she could not have guessed—nor could anyone have 

guessed.” 
“Have you lost any documents before?” 
“No, sir.” 
“Who is there in England who did know of the existence of this 

letter?” 
“Each member of the Cabinet was informed of it yesterday; but the 

pledge of secrecy which attends every Cabinet meeting was increased by 
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the solemn warning which was given by the Prime Minister. Good 
heavens, to think that within a few hours I should myself have lost it!” 
His handsome face was distorted with a spasm of despair, and his hands 
tore at his hair. For a moment we caught a glimpse of the natural man, 
impulsive, ardent, keenly sensitive. The next the aristocratic mask was 
replaced, and the gentle voice had returned. “Besides the members of the 
Cabinet there are two, or possibly three, departmental officials who 
know of the letter. No one else in England, Mr. Holmes, I assure you.” 

“But abroad?” 
“I believe that no one abroad has seen it save the man who wrote it. I 

am well convinced that his Ministers—that the usual official channels 
have not been employed.” 

Holmes considered for some little time. 
“Now, sir, I must ask you more particularly what this document is, 

and why its disappearance should have such momentous consequences?” 
The two statesmen exchanged a quick glance and the Premier's 

shaggy eyebrows gathered in a frown. 
“Mr. Holmes, the envelope is a long, thin one of pale blue colour. 

There is a seal of red wax stamped with a crouching lion. It is addressed 
in large, bold handwriting to—” 

“I fear, sir,” said Holmes, “that, interesting and indeed essential as 
these details are, my inquiries must go more to the root of things. 
What was the letter?” 

“That is a State secret of the utmost importance, and I fear that I 
cannot tell you, nor do I see that it is necessary. If by the aid of the 
powers which you are said to possess you can find such an envelope as I 
describe with its enclosure, you will have deserved well of your country, 
and earned any reward which it lies in our power to bestow.” 

Sherlock Holmes rose with a smile. 
“You are two of the most busy men in the country,” said he, “and in 

my own small way I have also a good many calls upon me. I regret 
exceedingly that I cannot help you in this matter, and any continuation 
of this interview would be a waste of time.” 

The Premier sprang to his feet with that quick, fierce gleam of his 
deep-set eyes before which a Cabinet has cowered. “I am not 
accustomed, sir—” he began, but mastered his anger and resumed his 
seat. For a minute or more we all sat in silence. Then the old statesman 
shrugged his shoulders. 

“We must accept your terms, Mr. Holmes. No doubt you are right, 
and it is unreasonable for us to expect you to act unless we give you our 
entire confidence.” 

“I agree with you, sir,” said the younger statesman. 
“Then I will tell you, relying entirely upon your honour and that of 

your colleague, Dr. Watson. I may appeal to your patriotism also, for I 
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could not imagine a greater misfortune for the country than that this 
affair should come out.” 

“You may safely trust us.” 
“The letter, then, is from a certain foreign potentate who has been 

ruffled by some recent Colonial developments of this country. It has 
been written hurriedly and upon his own responsibility entirely. 
Inquiries have shown that his Ministers know nothing of the matter. At 
the same time it is couched in so unfortunate a manner, and certain 
phrases in it are of so provocative a character, that its publication would 
undoubtedly lead to a most dangerous state of feeling in this country. 
There would be such a ferment, sir, that I do not hesitate to say that 
within a week of the publication of that letter this country would be 
involved in a great war.” 

Holmes wrote a name upon a slip of paper and handed it to the 
Premier. 

“Exactly. It was he. And it is this letter—this letter which may well 
mean the expenditure of a thousand millions and the lives of a hundred 
thousand men—which has become lost in this unaccountable fashion.” 

“Have you informed the sender?” 
“Yes, sir, a cipher telegram has been despatched.” 
“Perhaps he desires the publication of the letter.” 
“No, sir, we have strong reason to believe that he already understands 

that he has acted in an indiscreet and hot-headed manner. It would be a 
greater blow to him and to his country than to us if this letter were to 
come out.” 

“If this is so, whose interest is it that the letter should come out? Why 
should anyone desire to steal it or to publish it?” 

“There, Mr. Holmes, you take me into regions of high international 
politics. But if you consider the European situation you will have no 
difficulty in perceiving the motive. The whole of Europe is an armed 
camp. There is a double league which makes a fair balance of military 
power. Great Britain holds the scales. If Britain were driven into war with 
one confederacy, it would assure the supremacy of the other 
confederacy, whether they joined in the war or not. Do you follow?” 

“Very clearly. It is then the interest of the enemies of this potentate to 
secure and publish this letter, so as to make a breach between his 
country and ours?” 

“Yes, sir.” 
“And to whom would this document be sent if it fell into the hands of 

an enemy?” 
“To any of the great Chancelleries of Europe. It is probably speeding 

on its way thither at the present instant as fast as steam can take it.” 
Mr. Trelawney Hope dropped his head on his chest and groaned 

aloud. The Premier placed his hand kindly upon his shoulder. 
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“It is your misfortune, my dear fellow. No one can blame you. There is 
no precaution which you have neglected. Now, Mr. Holmes, you are in 
full possession of the facts. What course do you recommend?” 

Holmes shook his head mournfully. 
“You think, sir, that unless this document is recovered there will be 

war?” 
“I think it is very probable.” 
“Then, sir, prepare for war.” 
“That is a hard saying, Mr. Holmes.” 
“Consider the facts, sir. It is inconceivable that it was taken after 

eleven-thirty at night, since I understand that Mr. Hope and his wife 
were both in the room from that hour until the loss was found out. It 
was taken, then, yesterday evening between seven-thirty and eleven-
thirty, probably near the earlier hour, since whoever took it evidently 
knew that it was there and would naturally secure it as early as possible. 
Now, sir, if a document of this importance were taken at that hour, 
where can it be now? No one has any reason to retain it. It has been 
passed rapidly on to those who need it. What chance have we now to 
overtake or even to trace it? It is beyond our reach.” 

The Prime Minister rose from the settee. 
“What you say is perfectly logical, Mr. Holmes. I feel that the matter is 

indeed out of our hands.” 
“Let us presume, for argument's sake, that the document was taken by 

the maid or by the valet—” 
“They are both old and tried servants.” 
“I understand you to say that your room is on the second floor, that 

there is no entrance from without, and that from within no one could go 
up unobserved. It must, then, be somebody in the house who has taken 
it. To whom would the thief take it? To one of several international spies 
and secret agents, whose names are tolerably familiar to me. There are 
three who may be said to be the heads of their profession. I will begin 
my research by going round and finding if each of them is at his post. If 
one is missing—especially if he has disappeared since last night—we will 
have some indication as to where the document has gone.” 

“Why should he be missing?” asked the European Secretary. “He 
would take the letter to an Embassy in London, as likely as not.” 

“I fancy not. These agents work independently, and their relations 
with the Embassies are often strained.” 

The Prime Minister nodded his acquiescence. 
“I believe you are right, Mr. Holmes. He would take so valuable a 

prize to head-quarters with his own hands. I think that your course of 
action is an excellent one. Meanwhile, Hope, we cannot neglect all our 
other duties on account of this one misfortune. Should there be any 
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fresh developments during the day we shall communicate with you, and 
you will no doubt let us know the results of your own inquiries.” 

The two statesmen bowed and walked gravely from the room. 
When our illustrious visitors had departed Holmes lit his pipe in 

silence, and sat for some time lost in the deepest thought. I had opened 
the morning paper and was immersed in a sensational crime which had 
occurred in London the night before, when my friend gave an 
exclamation, sprang to his feet, and laid his pipe down upon the 
mantelpiece. 

“Yes,” said he, “there is no better way of approaching it. The situation 
is desperate, but not hopeless. Even now, if we could be sure which of 
them has taken it, it is just possible that it has not yet passed out of his 
hands. After all, it is a question of money with these fellows, and I have 
the British Treasury behind me. If it's on the market I'll buy it—if it 
means another penny on the income-tax. It is conceivable that the fellow 
might hold it back to see what bids come from this side before he tries 
his luck on the other. There are only those three capable of playing so 
bold a game; there are Oberstein, La Rothiere, and Eduardo Lucas. I will 
see each of them.” 

I glanced at my morning paper. 
“Is that Eduardo Lucas of Godolphin Street?” 
“Yes.” 
“You will not see him.” 
“Why not?” 
“He was murdered in his house last night.” 
My friend has so often astonished me in the course of our adventures 

that it was with a sense of exultation that I realized how completely I 
had astonished him. He stared in amazement, and then snatched the 
paper from my hands. This was the paragraph which I had been engaged 
in reading when he rose from his chair: 

MURDER IN WESTMINSTER 
A crime of mysterious character was committed last night at 16, 
Godolphin Street, one of the old-fashioned and secluded rows of 
eighteenth-century houses which lie between the river and the Abbey, 
almost in the shadow of the great Tower of the Houses of Parliament. 
This small but select mansion has been inhabited for some years by Mr. 
Eduardo Lucas, well known in society circles both on account of his 
charming personality and because he has the well-deserved reputation of 
being one of the best amateur tenors in the country. Mr. Lucas is an 
unmarried man, thirty-four years of age, and his establishment consists 
of Mrs. Pringle, an elderly housekeeper, and of Mitton, his valet. The 
former retires early and sleeps at the top of the house. The valet was out 
for the evening, visiting a friend at Hammersmith. From ten o'clock 
onwards Mr. Lucas had the house to himself. What occurred during that 
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time has not yet transpired, but at a quarter to twelve Police-constable 
Barrett, passing along Godolphin Street, observed that the door of No. 16 
was ajar. He knocked, but received no answer. Perceiving a light in the 
front room he advanced into the passage and again knocked, but 
without reply. He then pushed open the door and entered. The room 
was in a state of wild disorder, the furniture being all swept to one side, 
and one chair lying on its back in the centre. Beside this chair, and still 
grasping one of its legs, lay the unfortunate tenant of the house. He had 
been stabbed to the heart and must have died instantly. The knife with 
which the crime had been committed was a curved Indian dagger, 
plucked down from a trophy of Oriental arms which adorned one of the 
walls. Robbery does not appear to have been the motive of the crime, for 
there had been no attempt to remove the valuable contents of the room. 
Mr. Eduardo Lucas was so well known and popular that his violent and 
mysterious fate will arouse painful interest and intense sympathy in a 
wide-spread circle of friends. 

“Well, Watson, what do you make of this?” asked Holmes, after a long 
pause. 

“It is an amazing coincidence.” 
“A coincidence! Here is one of the three men whom we had named as 

possible actors in this drama, and he meets a violent death during the 
very hours when we know that that drama was being enacted. The odds 
are enormous against its being coincidence. No figures could express 
them. No, my dear Watson, the two events are connected—must be 
connected. It is for us to find the connection.” 

“But now the official police must know all.” 
“Not at all. They know all they see at Godolphin Street. They know—

and shall know—nothing of Whitehall Terrace. Only we know of both 
events, and can trace the relation between them. There is one obvious 
point which would, in any case, have turned my suspicions against 
Lucas. Godolphin Street, Westminster, is only a few minutes' walk from 
Whitehall Terrace. The other secret agents whom I have named live in 
the extreme West-end. It was easier, therefore, for Lucas than for the 
others to establish a connection or receive a message from the European 
Secretary's household—a small thing, and yet where events are 
compressed into a few hours it may prove essential. Halloa! what have 
we here?” 

Mrs. Hudson had appeared with a lady's card upon her salver. Holmes 
glanced at it, raised his eyebrows, and handed it over to me. 

“Ask Lady Hilda Trelawney Hope if she will be kind enough to step 
up,” said he. 

A moment later our modest apartment, already so distinguished that 
morning, was further honoured by the entrance of the most lovely 
woman in London. I had often heard of the beauty of the youngest  
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daughter of the Duke of Belminster, but no description of it, and no 
contemplation of colourless photographs, had prepared me for the 
subtle, delicate charm and the beautiful colouring of that exquisite head. 
And yet as we saw it that autumn morning, it was not its beauty which 
would be the first thing to impress the observer. The cheek was lovely, 
but it was paled with emotion; the eyes were bright, but it was the 
brightness of fever; the sensitive mouth was tight and drawn in an effort 
after self-command. Terror—not beauty—was what sprang first to the 
eye as our fair visitor stood framed for an instant in the open door. 

“Has my husband been here, Mr. Holmes?” 
“Yes, madam, he has been here.” 
“Mr. Holmes, I implore you not to tell him that I came here.” Holmes 

bowed coldly, and motioned the lady to a chair. 
“Your ladyship places me in a very delicate position. I beg that you 

will sit down and tell me what you desire; but I fear that I cannot make 
any unconditional promise.” 

She swept across the room and seated herself with her back to the 
window. It was a queenly presence—tall, graceful, and intensely 
womanly. 

“Mr. Holmes,” she said, and her white-gloved hands clasped and 
unclasped as she spoke—“I will speak frankly to you in the hope that it 
may induce you to speak frankly in return. There is complete confidence 
between my husband and me on all matters save one. That one is 
politics. On this his lips are sealed. He tells me nothing. Now, I am aware 
that there was a most deplorable occurrence in our house last night. I 
know that a paper has disappeared. But because the matter is political 
my husband refuses to take me into his complete confidence. Now it is 
essential—essential, I say—that I should thoroughly understand it. You 
are the only other person, save only these politicians, who knows the 
true facts. I beg you, then, Mr. Holmes, to tell me exactly what has 
happened and what it will lead to. Tell me all, Mr. Holmes. Let no regard 
for your client's interests keep you silent, for I assure you that his 
interests, if he would only see it, would be best served by taking me into 
his complete confidence. What was this paper which was stolen?” 

“Madam, what you ask me is really impossible.” 
She groaned and sank her face in her hands. 
“You must see that this is so, madam. If your husband thinks fit to 

keep you in the dark over this matter, is it for me, who has only learned 
the true facts under the pledge of professional secrecy, to tell what he 
has withheld? It is not fair to ask it. It is him whom you must ask.” 

“I have asked him. I come to you as a last resource. But without your 
telling me anything definite, Mr. Holmes, you may do a great service if 
you would enlighten me on one point.” 

“What is it, madam?” 
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“Is my husband's political career likely to suffer through this 
incident?” 

“Well, madam, unless it is set right it may certainly have a very 
unfortunate effect.” 

“Ah!” She drew in her breath sharply as one whose doubts are 
resolved. 

“One more question, Mr. Holmes. From an expression which my 
husband dropped in the first shock of this disaster I understood that 
terrible public consequences might arise from the loss of this 
document.” 

“If he said so, I certainly cannot deny it.” 
“Of what nature are they?” 
“Nay, madam, there again you ask me more than I can possibly 

answer.” 
“Then I will take up no more of your time. I cannot blame you, Mr. 

Holmes, for having refused to speak more freely, and you on your side 
will not, I am sure, think the worse of me because I desire, even against 
his will, to share my husband's anxieties. Once more I beg that you will 
say nothing of my visit.” She looked back at us from the door, and I had a 
last impression of that beautiful haunted face, the startled eyes, and the 
drawn mouth. Then she was gone. 

“Now, Watson, the fair sex is your department,” said Holmes, with a 
smile, when the dwindling frou-frou of skirts had ended in the slam of 
the front door. “What was the fair lady's game? What did she really 
want?” 

“Surely her own statement is clear and her anxiety very natural.” 
“Hum! Think of her appearance, Watson—her manner, her 

suppressed excitement, her restlessness, her tenacity in asking questions. 
Remember that she comes of a caste who do not lightly show emotion.” 

“She was certainly much moved.” 
“Remember also the curious earnestness with which she assured us 

that it was best for her husband that she should know all. What did she 
mean by that? And you must have observed, Watson, how she 
manoeuvred to have the light at her back. She did not wish us to read 
her expression.” 

“Yes; she chose the one chair in the room.” 
“And yet the motives of women are so inscrutable. You remember the 

woman at Margate whom I suspected for the same reason. No powder on 
her nose—that proved to be the correct solution. How can you build on 
such a quicksand? Their most trivial action may mean volumes, or their 
most extraordinary conduct may depend upon a hairpin or a curling-
tongs. Good morning, Watson.” 

“You are off?” 
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“Yes; I will wile away the morning at Godolphin Street with our 
friends of the regular establishment. With Eduardo Lucas lies the 
solution of our problem, though I must admit that I have not an inkling 
as to what form it may take. It is a capital mistake to theorize in advance 
of the facts. Do you stay on guard, my good Watson, and receive any 
fresh visitors. I'll join you at lunch if I am able.” 

All that day and the next and the next Holmes was in a mood which 
his friends would call taciturn, and others morose. He ran out and ran in, 
smoked incessantly, played snatches on his violin, sank into reveries, 
devoured sandwiches at irregular hours, and hardly answered the casual 
questions which I put to him. It was evident to me that things were not 
going well with him or his quest. He would say nothing of the case, and 
it was from the papers that I learned the particulars of the inquest, and 
the arrest with the subsequent release of John Mitton, the valet of the 
deceased. The coroner's jury brought in the obvious “Wilful Murder,” but 
the parties remained as unknown as ever. No motive was suggested. The 
room was full of articles of value, but none had been taken. The dead 
man's papers had not been tampered with. They were carefully 
examined, and showed that he was a keen student of international 
politics, an indefatigable gossip, a remarkable linguist, and an untiring 
letter-writer. He had been on intimate terms with the leading politicians 
of several countries. But nothing sensational was discovered among the 
documents which filled his drawers. As to his relations with women, 
they appeared to have been promiscuous but superficial. He had many 
acquaintances among them, but few friends, and no one whom he loved. 
His habits were regular, his conduct inoffensive. His death was an 
absolute mystery, and likely to remain so. 

As to the arrest of John Mitton, the valet, it was a counsel of despair as 
an alternative to absolute inaction. But no case could be sustained 
against him. He had visited friends in Hammersmith that night. 
The alibi was complete. It is true that he started home at an hour which 
should have brought him to Westminster before the time when the 
crime was discovered, but his own explanation that he had walked part 
of the way seemed probable enough in view of the fineness of the night. 
He had actually arrived at twelve o'clock, and appeared to be 
overwhelmed by the unexpected tragedy. He had always been on good 
terms with his master. Several of the dead man's possessions—notably a 
small case of razors—had been found in the valet's boxes, but he 
explained that they had been presents from the deceased, and the 
housekeeper was able to corroborate the story. Mitton had been in 
Lucas's employment for three years. It was noticeable that Lucas did not 
take Mitton on the Continent with him. Sometimes he visited Paris for 
three months on end, but Mitton was left in charge of the Godolphin 
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Street house. As to the housekeeper, she had heard nothing on the night 
of the crime. If her master had a visitor he had himself admitted him. 

So for three mornings the mystery remained, so far as I could follow it 
in the papers. If Holmes knew more he kept his own counsel, but, as he 
told me that Inspector Lestrade had taken him into his confidence in the 
case, I knew that he was in close touch with every development. Upon 
the fourth day there appeared a long telegram from Paris which seemed 
to solve the whole question. 
A discovery has just been made by the Parisian police [said the Daily 
Telegraph] which raises the veil which hung round the tragic fate of Mr. 
Eduardo Lucas, who met his death by violence last Monday night at 
Godolphin Street, Westminster. Our readers will remember that the 
deceased gentleman was found stabbed in his room, and that some 
suspicion attached to his valet, but that the case broke down on an alibi. 
Yesterday a lady, who has been known as Mme. Henri Fournaye, 
occupying a small villa in the Rue Austerlitz, was reported to the 
authorities by her servants as being insane. An examination showed that 
she had indeed developed mania of a dangerous and permanent form. 
On inquiry the police have discovered that Mme. Henri Fournaye only 
returned from a journey to London on Tuesday last, and there is 
evidence to connect her with the crime at Westminster. A comparison of 
photographs has proved conclusively that M. Henri Fournaye and 
Eduardo Lucas were really one and the same person, and that the 
deceased had for some reason lived a double life in London and Paris. 
Mme. Fournaye, who is of Creole origin, is of an extremely excitable 
nature, and has suffered in the past from attacks of jealousy which have 
amounted to frenzy. It is conjectured that it was in one of these that she 
committed the terrible crime which has caused such a sensation in 
London. Her movements upon the Monday night have not yet been 
traced, but it is undoubted that a woman answering to her description 
attracted much attention at Charing Cross Station on Tuesday morning 
by the wildness of her appearance and the violence of her gestures. It is 
probable, therefore, that the crime was either committed when insane, 
or that its immediate effect was to drive the unhappy woman out of her 
mind. At present she is unable to give any coherent account of the past, 
and the doctors hold out no hopes of the re-establishment of her reason. 
There is evidence that a woman, who might have been Mme. Fournaye, 
was seen for some hours on Monday night watching the house in 
Godolphin Street. 

“What do you think of that, Holmes?” I had read the account aloud to 
him, while he finished his breakfast. 

“My dear Watson,” said he, as he rose from the table and paced up 
and down the room, “you are most long-suffering, but if I have told you 
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nothing in the last three days it is because there is nothing to tell. Even 
now this report from Paris does not help us much.” 

“Surely it is final as regards the man's death.” 
“The man's death is a mere incident—a trivial episode—in 

comparison with our real task, which is to trace this document and save 
a European catastrophe. Only one important thing has happened in the 
last three days, and that is that nothing has happened. I get reports 
almost hourly from the Government, and it is certain that nowhere in 
Europe is there any sign of trouble. Now, if this letter were loose—no, 
it can't be loose—but if it isn't loose, where can it be? Who has it? Why 
is it held back? That's the question that beats in my brain like a hammer. 
Was it, indeed, a coincidence that Lucas should meet his death on the 
night when the letter disappeared? Did the letter ever reach him? If so, 
why is it not among his papers? Did this mad wife of his carry it off with 
her? If so, is it in her house in Paris? How could I search for it without 
the French police having their suspicions aroused? It is a case, my dear 
Watson, where the law is as dangerous to us as the criminals are. Every 
man's hand is against us, and yet the interests at stake are colossal. 
Should I bring it to a successful conclusion it will certainly represent the 
crowning glory of my career. Ah, here is my latest from the front!” He 
glanced hurriedly at the note which had been handed in. “Halloa! 
Lestrade seems to have observed something of interest. Put on your hat, 
Watson, and we will stroll down together to Westminster.” 

It was my first visit to the scene of the crime—a high, dingy, narrow-
chested house, prim, formal, and solid, like the century which gave it 
birth. Lestrade's bulldog features gazed out at us from the front window, 
and he greeted us warmly when a big constable had opened the door and 
let us in. The room into which we were shown was that in which the 
crime had been committed, but no trace of it now remained, save an 
ugly, irregular stain upon the carpet. This carpet was a small square 
drugget in the centre of the room, surrounded by a broad expanse of 
beautiful, old-fashioned wood-flooring in square blocks highly polished. 
Over the fireplace was a magnificent trophy of weapons, one of which 
had been used on that tragic night. In the window was a sumptuous 
writing-desk, and every detail of the apartment, the pictures, the rugs, 
and the hangings, all pointed to a taste which was luxurious to the verge 
of effeminacy. 

“Seen the Paris news?” asked Lestrade. 
Holmes nodded. 
“Our French friends seem to have touched the spot this time. No 

doubt it's just as they say. She knocked at the door—surprise visit, I 
guess, for he kept his life in water-tight compartments. He let her in—
couldn't keep her in the street. She told him how she had traced him, 
reproached him, one thing led to another, and then with that dagger so 
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handy the end soon came. It wasn't all done in an instant, though, for 
these chairs were all swept over yonder, and he had one in his hand as if 
he had tried to hold her off with it. We've got it all clear as if we had seen 
it.” 

Holmes raised his eyebrows. 
“And yet you have sent for me?” 
“Ah, yes, that's another matter—a mere trifle, but the sort of thing 

you take an interest in—queer, you know, and what you might call 
freakish. It has nothing to do with the main fact—can't have, on the face 
of it.” 

“What is it, then?” 
“Well, you know, after a crime of this sort we are very careful to keep 

things in their position. Nothing has been moved. Officer in charge here 
day and night. This morning, as the man was buried and the 
investigation over—so far as this room is concerned—we thought we 
could tidy up a bit. This carpet. You see, it is not fastened down; only 
just laid there. We had occasion to raise it. We found—” 

“Yes? You found—” 
Holmes's face grew tense with anxiety. 
“Well, I'm sure you would never guess in a hundred years what we did 

find. You see that stain on the carpet? Well, a great deal must have 
soaked through, must it not?” 

“Undoubtedly it must.” 
“Well, you will be surprised to hear that there is no stain on the white 

woodwork to correspond.” 
“No stain! But there must—” 
“Yes; so you would say. But the fact remains that there isn't.” 
He took the corner of the carpet in his hand and, turning it over, he 

showed that it was indeed as he said. 
“But the underside is as stained as the upper. It must have left a 

mark.” 
Lestrade chuckled with delight at having puzzled the famous expert. 
“Now I'll show you the explanation. There is a second stain, but it 

does not correspond with the other. See for yourself.” As he spoke he 
turned over another portion of the carpet, and there, sure enough, was a 
great crimson spill upon the square white facing of the old-fashioned 
floor. “What do you make of that, Mr. Holmes?” 

“Why, it is simple enough. The two stains did correspond, but the 
carpet has been turned round. As it was square and unfastened it was 
easily done.” 

“The official police don't need you, Mr. Holmes, to tell them that the 
carpet must have been turned round. That's clear enough, for the stains 
lie above each other—if you lay it over this way. But what I want to know 
is, who shifted the carpet, and why?” 
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I could see from Holmes's rigid face that he was vibrating with inward 
excitement. 

“Look here, Lestrade,” said he, “has that constable in the passage been 
in charge of the place all the time?” 

“Yes, he has.” 
“Well, take my advice. Examine him carefully. Don't do it before us. 

We'll wait here. You take him into the back room. You'll be more likely 
to get a confession out of him alone. Ask him how he dared to admit 
people and leave them alone in this room. Don't ask him if he has done 
it. Take it for granted. Tell him you know someone has been here. Press 
him. Tell him that a full confession is his only chance of forgiveness. Do 
exactly what I tell you!” 

“By George, if he knows I'll have it out of him!” cried Lestrade. He 
darted into the hall, and a few moments later his bullying voice sounded 
from the back room. 

“Now, Watson, now!” cried Holmes, with frenzied eagerness. All the 
demoniacal force of the man masked behind that listless manner burst 
out in a paroxysm of energy. He tore the drugget from the floor, and in 
an instant was down on his hands and knees clawing at each of the 
squares of wood beneath it. One turned sideways as he dug his nails into 
the edge of it. It hinged back like the lid of a box. A small black cavity 
opened beneath it. Holmes plunged his eager hand into it, and drew it 
out with a bitter snarl of anger and disappointment. It was empty. 

“Quick, Watson, quick! Get it back again!” The wooden lid was 
replaced, and the drugget had only just been drawn straight when 
Lestrade's voice was heard in the passage. He found Holmes leaning 
languidly against the mantelpiece, resigned and patient, endeavouring to 
conceal his irrepressible yawns. 

“Sorry to keep you waiting, Mr. Holmes. I can see that you are bored 
to death with the whole affair. Well, he has confessed, all right. Come in 
here, MacPherson. Let these gentlemen hear of your most inexcusable 
conduct.” 

The big constable, very hot and penitent, sidled into the room. 
“I meant no harm, sir, I'm sure. The young woman came to the door 

last evening—mistook the house, she did. And then we got talking. It's 
lonesome, when you're on duty here all day.” 

“Well, what happened then?” 
“She wanted to see where the crime was done—had read about it in 

the papers, she said. She was a very respectable, well-spoken young 
woman, sir, and I saw no harm in letting her have a peep. When she saw 
that mark on the carpet, down she dropped on the floor, and lay as if she 
were dead. I ran to the back and got some water, but I could not bring 
her to. Then I went round the corner to the Ivy Plant for some brandy, 
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and by the time I had brought it back the young woman had recovered 
and was off—ashamed of herself, I dare say, and dared not face me.” 

“How about moving that drugget?” 
“Well, sir, it was a bit rumpled, certainly, when I came back. You see, 

she fell on it, and it lies on a polished floor with nothing to keep it in 
place. I straightened it out afterwards.” 

“It's a lesson to you that you can't deceive me, Constable 
MacPherson,” said Lestrade, with dignity. “No doubt you thought that 
your breach of duty could never be discovered, and yet a mere glance at 
that drugget was enough to convince me that someone had been 
admitted to the room. It's lucky for you, my man, that nothing is 
missing, or you would find yourself in Queer Street. I'm sorry to have 
called you down over such a petty business, Mr. Holmes, but I thought 
the point of the second stain not corresponding with the first would 
interest you.” 

“Certainly, it was most interesting. Has this woman only been here 
once, constable?” 

“Yes, sir, only once.” 
“Who was she?” 
“Don't know the name, sir. Was answering an advertisement about 

type-writing, and came to the wrong number—very pleasant, genteel 
young woman, sir.” 

“Tall? Handsome?” 
“Yes, sir; she was a well-grown young woman. I suppose you might say 

she was handsome. Perhaps some would say she was very handsome. 
‘Oh, officer, do let me have a peep!’ says she. She had pretty, coaxing 
ways, as you might say, and I thought there was no harm in letting her 
just put her head through the door.” 

“How was she dressed?” 
“Quiet, sir—a long mantle down to her feet.” 
“What time was it?” 
“It was just growing dusk at the time. They were lighting the lamps as 

I came back with the brandy.” 
“Very good,” said Holmes. “Come, Watson, I think that we have more 

important work elsewhere.” 
As we left the house Lestrade remained in the front room, while the 

repentant constable opened the door to let us out. Holmes turned on the 
step and held up something in his hand. The constable stared intently. 

“Good Lord, sir!” he cried, with amazement on his face. Holmes put 
his finger on his lips, replaced his hand in his breast-pocket, and burst 
out laughing as we turned down the street. “Excellent!” said he. “Come, 
friend Watson, the curtain rings up for the last act. You will be relieved 
to hear that there will be no war, that the Right Honourable Trelawney 
Hope will suffer no set-back in his brilliant career, that the indiscreet 
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Sovereign will receive no punishment for his indiscretion, that the Prime 
Minister will have no European complication to deal with, and that with 
a little tact and management upon our part nobody will be a penny the 
worse for what might have been a very ugly incident.” 

My mind filled with admiration for this extraordinary man. 
“You have solved it!” I cried. 
“Hardly that, Watson. There are some points which are as dark as 

ever. But we have so much that it will be our own fault if we cannot get 
the rest. We will go straight to Whitehall Terrace and bring the matter 
to a head.” 

When we arrived at the residence of the European Secretary it was for 
Lady Hilda Trelawney Hope that Sherlock Holmes inquired. We were 
shown into the morning-room. 

“Mr. Holmes!” said the lady, and her face was pink with her 
indignation, “this is surely most unfair and ungenerous upon your part. I 
desired, as I have explained, to keep my visit to you a secret, lest my 
husband should think that I was intruding into his affairs. And yet you 
compromise me by coming here and so showing that there are business 
relations between us.” 

“Unfortunately, madam, I had no possible alternative. I have been 
commissioned to recover this immensely important paper. I must 
therefore ask you, madam, to be kind enough to place it in my hands.” 

The lady sprang to her feet, with the colour all dashed in an instant 
from her beautiful face. Her eyes glazed—she tottered—I thought that 
she would faint. Then with a grand effort she rallied from the shock, and 
a supreme astonishment and indignation chased every other expression 
from her features. 

“You—you insult me, Mr. Holmes.” 
“Come, come, madam, it is useless. Give up the letter.” 
She darted to the bell. 
“The butler shall show you out.” 
“Do not ring, Lady Hilda. If you do, then all my earnest efforts to 

avoid a scandal will be frustrated. Give up the letter and all will be set 
right. If you will work with me I can arrange everything. If you work 
against me I must expose you.” 

She stood grandly defiant, a queenly figure, her eyes fixed upon his as 
if she would read his very soul. Her hand was on the bell, but she had 
forborne to ring it. 

“You are trying to frighten me. It is not a very manly thing, Mr. 
Holmes, to come here and browbeat a woman. You say that you know 
something. What is it that you know?” 

“Pray sit down, madam. You will hurt yourself there if you fall. I will 
not speak until you sit down. Thank you.” 

“I give you five minutes, Mr. Holmes.” 
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“One is enough, Lady Hilda. I know of your visit to Eduardo Lucas, of 
your giving him this document, of your ingenious return to the room last 
night, and of the manner in which you took the letter from the hiding-
place under the carpet.” 

She stared at him with an ashen face and gulped twice before she 
could speak. 

“You are mad, Mr. Holmes—you are mad!” she cried, at last. 
He drew a small piece of cardboard from his pocket. It was the face of 

a woman cut out of a portrait. 
“I have carried this because I thought it might be useful,” said he. “The 

policeman has recognised it.” 
She gave a gasp and her head dropped back in the chair. 
“Come, Lady Hilda. You have the letter. The matter may still be 

adjusted. I have no desire to bring trouble to you. My duty ends when I 
have returned the lost letter to your husband. Take my advice and be 
frank with me; it is your only chance.” 

Her courage was admirable. Even now she would not own defeat. 
“I tell you again, Mr. Holmes, that you are under some absurd 

illusion.” 
Holmes rose from his chair. 
“I am sorry for you, Lady Hilda. I have done my best for you; I can see 

that it is all in vain.” 
He rang the bell. The butler entered. 
“Is Mr. Trelawney Hope at home?” 
“He will be home, sir, at a quarter to one.” 
Holmes glanced at his watch. 
“Still a quarter of an hour,” said he. “Very good, I shall wait.” 
The butler had hardly closed the door behind him when Lady Hilda 

was down on her knees at Holmes's feet, her hands out-stretched, her 
beautiful face upturned and wet with her tears. 

“Oh, spare me, Mr. Holmes! Spare me!” she pleaded, in a frenzy of 
supplication. “For Heaven's sake, don't tell him! I love him so! I would 
not bring one shadow on his life, and this I know would break his noble 
heart.” 

Holmes raised the lady. “I am thankful, madam, that you have come 
to your senses even at this last moment! There is not an instant to lose. 
Where is the letter?” 

She darted across to a writing-desk, unlocked it, and drew out a long 
blue envelope. 

“Here it is, Mr. Holmes. Would to Heaven I had never seen it!” 
“How can we return it?” Holmes muttered. “Quick, quick, we must 

think of some way! Where is the despatch-box?” 
“Still in his bedroom.” 
“What a stroke of luck! Quick, madam, bring it here!” 
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A moment later she had appeared with a red flat box in her hand. 
“How did you open it before? You have a duplicate key? Yes, of course 

you have. Open it!” 
From out of her bosom Lady Hilda had drawn a small key. The box 

flew open. It was stuffed with papers. Holmes thrust the blue envelope 
deep down into the heart of them, between the leaves of some other 
document. The box was shut, locked, and returned to the bedroom. 

“Now we are ready for him,” said Holmes; “we have still ten minutes. I 
am going far to screen you, Lady Hilda. In return you will spend the time 
in telling me frankly the real meaning of this extraordinary affair.” 

“Mr. Holmes, I will tell you everything,” cried the lady. “Oh, Mr. 
Holmes, I would cut off my right hand before I gave him a moment of 
sorrow! There is no woman in all London who loves her husband as I do, 
and yet if he knew how I have acted—how I have been compelled to 
act—he would never forgive me. For his own honour stands so high that 
he could not forget or pardon a lapse in another. Help me, Mr. Holmes! 
My happiness, his happiness, our very lives are at stake!” 

“Quick, madam, the time grows short!” 
“It was a letter of mine, Mr. Holmes, an indiscreet letter written 

before my marriage—a foolish letter, a letter of an impulsive, loving girl. 
I meant no harm, and yet he would have thought it criminal. Had he 
read that letter his confidence would have been for ever destroyed. It is 
years since I wrote it. I had thought that the whole matter was forgotten. 
Then at last I heard from this man, Lucas, that it had passed into his 
hands, and that he would lay it before my husband. I implored his 
mercy. He said that he would return my letter if I would bring him a 
certain document which he described in my husband's despatch-box. He 
had some spy in the office who had told him of its existence. He assured 
me that no harm could come to my husband. Put yourself in my 
position, Mr. Holmes! What was I to do?” 

“Take your husband into your confidence.” 
“I could not, Mr. Holmes, I could not! On the one side seemed certain 

ruin; on the other, terrible as it seemed to take my husband's paper, still 
in a matter of politics I could not understand the consequences, while in 
a matter of love and trust they were only too clear to me. I did it, Mr. 
Holmes! I took an impression of his key; this man Lucas furnished a 
duplicate. I opened his despatch-box, took the paper, and conveyed it to 
Godolphin Street.” 

“What happened there, madam?” 
“I tapped at the door as agreed. Lucas opened it. I followed him into 

his room, leaving the hall door ajar behind me, for I feared to be alone 
with the man. I remember that there was a woman outside as I entered. 
Our business was soon done. He had my letter on his desk; I handed him 
the document. He gave me the letter. At this instant there was a sound 
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at the door. There were steps in the passage. Lucas quickly turned back 
the drugget, thrust the document into some hiding-place there, and 
covered it over. 

“What happened after that is like some fearful dream. I have a vision 
of a dark, frantic face, of a woman's voice, which screamed in French, 
‘My waiting is not in vain. At last, at last I have found you with her!’ 
There was a savage struggle. I saw him with a chair in his hand, a knife 
gleamed in hers. I rushed from the horrible scene, ran from the house, 
and only next morning in the paper did I learn the dreadful result. That 
night I was happy, for I had my letter, and I had not seen yet what the 
future would bring. 

“It was the next morning that I realized that I had only exchanged one 
trouble for another. My husband's anguish at the loss of his paper went 
to my heart. I could hardly prevent myself from there and then kneeling 
down at his feet and telling him what I had done. But that again would 
mean a confession of the past. I came to you that morning in order to 
understand the full enormity of my offence. From the instant that I 
grasped it my whole mind was turned to the one thought of getting back 
my husband's paper. It must still be where Lucas had placed it, for it was 
concealed before this dreadful woman entered the room. If it had not 
been for her coming, I should not have known where his hiding-place 
was. How was I to get into the room? For two days I watched the place, 
but the door was never left open. Last night I made a last attempt. What 
I did and how I succeeded, you have already learned. I brought the paper 
back with me, and thought of destroying it since I could see no way of 
returning it, without confessing my guilt to my husband. Heavens, I hear 
his step upon the stair!” 

The European Secretary burst excitedly into the room. 
“Any news, Mr. Holmes, any news?” he cried. 
“I have some hopes.” 
“Ah, thank heaven!” His face became radiant. “The Prime Minister is 

lunching with me. May he share your hopes? He has nerves of steel, and 
yet I know that he has hardly slept since this terrible event. Jacobs, will 
you ask the Prime Minister to come up? As to you, dear, I fear that this is 
a matter of politics. We will join you in a few minutes in the dining-
room.” 

The Prime Minister's manner was subdued, but I could see by the 
gleam of his eyes and the twitchings of his bony hands that he shared 
the excitement of his young colleague. 

“I understand that you have something to report, Mr. Holmes?” 
“Purely negative as yet,” my friend answered. “I have inquired at every 

point where it might be, and I am sure that there is no danger to be 
apprehended.” 

“But that is not enough, Mr. Holmes. We cannot live for ever on such a 
volcano. We must have something definite.” 
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“I am in hopes of getting it. That is why I am here. The more I think of the 
matter the more convinced I am that the letter has never left this house.” 

“Mr. Holmes!” 
“If it had it would certainly have been public by now.” 
“But why should anyone take it in order to keep it in his house?” 
“I am not convinced that anyone did take it.” 
“Then how could it leave the despatch-box?” 
“I am not convinced that it ever did leave the despatch-box.” 
“Mr. Holmes, this joking is very ill-timed. You have my assurance that it 

left the box.” 
“Have you examined the box since Tuesday morning?” 
“No; it was not necessary.” 
“You may conceivably have overlooked it.” 
“Impossible, I say.” 
“But I am not convinced of it; I have known such things to happen. I 

presume there are other papers there. Well, it may have got mixed with 
them.” 

“It was on the top.” 
“Someone may have shaken the box and displaced it.” 
“No, no; I had everything out.” 
“Surely it is easily decided, Hope,” said the Premier. “Let us have the 

despatch-box brought in.” 
The Secretary rang the bell. 
“Jacobs, bring down my despatch-box. This is a farcical waste of time, but 

still, if nothing else will satisfy you, it shall be done. Thank you, Jacobs; put it 
here. I have always had the key on my watch-chain. Here are the papers, you 
see. Letter from Lord Merrow, report from Sir Charles Hardy, memorandum 
from Belgrade, note on the Russo-German grain taxes, letter from Madrid, 
note from Lord Flowers—good heavens! what is this? Lord Bellinger! Lord 
Bellinger!” 

The Premier snatched the blue envelope from his hand. 
“Yes, it is it—and the letter is intact. Hope, I congratulate you.” 
“Thank you! Thank you! What a weight from my heart. But this is 

inconceivable—impossible. Mr. Holmes, you are a wizard, a sorcerer! How 
did you know it was there?” 

“Because I knew it was nowhere else.” 
“I cannot believe my eyes!” He ran wildly to the door. “Where is my wife? 

I must tell her that all is well. Hilda! Hilda!” we heard his voice on the stairs. 
The Premier looked at Holmes with twinkling eyes. 
“Come, sir,” said he. “There is more in this than meets the eye. How came 

the letter back in the box?” 
Holmes turned away smiling from the keen scrutiny of those wonderful 

eyes. 
“We also have our diplomatic secrets,” said he, and picking up his hat he 

turned to the door. 
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ASIDE from the stolen sweet-nothing, “The Second Stain” also 
complements “A Scandal in Bohemia” in the form of its formidable 
heroine – Lady Hilda. Like Adler, she represents a complex and vibrant 
female character capable of indiscretions, deception, and betrayal, as 
well as courage, intellect, and loyalty. In fact, it is her puritanical 
husband who – like the King of Bohemia – attracts our disapproval for 
failing to earn his wife’s confidence. Whereas most Victorian writers 
would be tempted to vilify Lady Hilda as a perfidious, sexually-
compromised woman, Holmes views her as a worthy ally, whose 
intellect, moral complexity, and patriotism earn his complicity in her 
deception. Holmes, often accused of misogyny, values her female 
intuition and admires her bravery and character, with total disinterest in 
her youthful libertinism – or even her very recent betrayal of her 
husband and country. Indeed, a significant part of Holmes’ universal 
charm is his tendency – by way of his Nietzschean worldview – to 
overlook social mores in search of his clients’ core character. This is why 
he is happy to assist (or at least sympathize with) murderers (“The 
Abbey Grange”), jewel thieves (“The Blue Carbuncle”), blackmailers (“A 
Scandal in Bohemia”), and fraudsters (“The Man with the Twisted Lip”). 
If Holmes recognizes that their crimes are committed for noble reasons 
(e.g., self-defense, love, shame, desperation, or hope for a better future), 
he is happy to dole out extra-legal second chances without a moment’s 
concern for British law. Holmes’ magnanimity, mercy, and forbearance 
allow him to get results that a more scrupulous detective would never be 
capable of achieving, and flies directly in the face of many readers’ 
stereotype of Holmes (including Watson’s) as a cold, calculating 
automaton. In spite of his apparent lack of emotion or empathy, Holmes 
regularly goes out of his way to assist strangers and business 
acquaintances for entirely humanitarian purposes. His compassion for 
Lady Hilda appears to stem from a respect of her character, intellect, and 
long-suffering dedication to a husband who undervalues her fortitude 
and intelligence. Like Irene Adler, Lady Hilda proves to be a talented 
actress and a capable spy – something her condescending husband could 
never hope of suspecting – and in recognition of her unappreciated 
genius, Holmes happily screens her so long as she satiates his curiosity 
with the full story. As in “The Naval Treaty,” “The Bruce-Partington 
Plans,” and “A Scandal in Bohemia,” Holmes provides an unexpectedly 
simple solution to a seemingly impossible problem: in all four cases, the 
stolen goods are right under the searchers’ noses (in all but “Scandal” the 
thief is an unsuspected relative of the wronged party), and their 
restoration is accomplished by Holmes’ out-of-the-box thinking, and 
incongruous moral code.     
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TERROR was never an alien element to the adventures of Mr Sherlock 

Holmes and Dr John H. Watson. Early on it haunted the duo in the grisly 

affairs chronicled in A Study in Scarlet and The Sign of Four, later it 

stalked them in “The Speckled Band,” “The Five Orange Pips,” “The 

Cooper Beeches,” “The Cardboard Box,” “Black Peter,” “The Sussex 

Vampire,” “The Veiled Lodger,” “The Lion’s Mane,” and of course The 

Hound of the Baskervilles. One story, however, dealt more intimately 

with horror than any other, since it – rather than a bullet, snake, or 

harpoon – was the murder weapon. And what a weapon. When listing 

his twelve favorite Holmes stories, Doyle ranked this one as ninth, and it 

is not terribly difficult to see why: the murder is horrific, the mood grim, 

the tone Gothic, and the mystery truly baffling – one of the great locked 

room murders in the annals of English detective fiction. Holmes had 

seen terror employed as a modus of murder in previous cases – it was 

used to incite Sir Charles Baskerville’s fatal heart attack for instance – 

but never in such a cruel and horrendous manner: the idea is not to 

burst a dying heart with a shock, but to plainly drive three young people 

to the furthest reaches of sanity with horror: to very literally frighten 

them to death. 

        
 

The Adventure of the Devil’s Foot 
{1910} 

 
IN RECORDING from time to time some of the curious experiences and 
interesting recollections which I associate with my long and intimate 
friendship with Mr. Sherlock Holmes, I have continually been faced by 
difficulties caused by his own aversion to publicity. To his sombre and 
cynical spirit all popular applause was always abhorrent, and nothing 
amused him more at the end of a successful case than to hand over the 
actual exposure to some orthodox official, and to listen with a mocking 
smile to the general chorus of misplaced congratulation. It was indeed 
this attitude upon the part of my friend and certainly not any lack of 
interesting material which has caused me of late years to lay very few of 
my records before the public. My participation in some if his adventures 
was always a privilege which entailed discretion and reticence upon me. 

It was, then, with considerable surprise that I received a telegram 
from Homes last Tuesday—he has never been known to write where a 
telegram would serve—in the following terms: 
Why not tell them of the Cornish horror—strangest case I have handled. 

I have no idea what backward sweep of memory had brought the 
matter fresh to his mind, or what freak had caused him to desire that I 
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should recount it; but I hasten, before another cancelling telegram may 
arrive, to hunt out the notes which give me the exact details of the case 
and to lay the narrative before my readers. 

It was, then, in the spring of the year 1897 that Holmes's iron 
constitution showed some symptoms of giving way in the face of 
constant hard work of a most exacting kind, aggravated, perhaps, by 
occasional indiscretions of his own. In March of that year Dr. Moore 
Agar, of Harley Street, whose dramatic introduction to Holmes I may 
some day recount, gave positive injunctions that the famous private 
agent lay aside all his cases and surrender himself to complete rest if he 
wished to avert an absolute breakdown. The state of his health was not a 
matter in which he himself took the faintest interest, for his mental 
detachment was absolute, but he was induced at last, on the threat of 
being permanently disqualified from work, to give himself a complete 
change of scene and air. Thus it was that in the early spring of that year 
we found ourselves together in a small cottage near Poldhu Bay, at the 
further extremity of the Cornish peninsula. 

It was a singular spot, and one peculiarly well suited to the grim 
humour of my patient. From the windows of our little whitewashed 
house, which stood high upon a grassy headland, we looked down upon 
the whole sinister semicircle of Mounts Bay, that old death trap of sailing 
vessels, with its fringe of black cliffs and surge-swept reefs on which 
innumerable seamen have met their end. With a northerly breeze it lies 
placid and sheltered, inviting the storm-tossed craft to tack into it for 
rest and protection. 

Then come the sudden swirl round of the wind, the blistering gale 
from the south-west, the dragging anchor, the lee shore, and the last 
battle in the creaming breakers. The wise mariner stands far out from 
that evil place. 

On the land side our surroundings were as sombre as on the sea. It 
was a country of rolling moors, lonely and dun-colored, with an 
occasional church tower to mark the site of some old-world village. In 
every direction upon these moors there were traces of some vanished 
race which had passed utterly away, and left as it sole record strange 
monuments of stone, irregular mounds which contained the burned 
ashes of the dead, and curious earthworks which hinted at prehistoric 
strife. The glamour and mystery of the place, with its sinister atmosphere 
of forgotten nations, appealed to the imagination of my friend, and he 
spent much of his time in long walks and solitary meditations upon the 
moor. The ancient Cornish language had also arrested his attention, and 
he had, I remember, conceived the idea that it was akin to the Chaldean, 
and had been largely derived from the Phoenician traders in tin. He had 
received a consignment of books upon philology and was settling down 
to develop this thesis when suddenly, to my sorrow and to his unfeigned 
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delight, we found ourselves, even in that land of dreams, plunged into a 
problem at our very doors which was more intense, more engrossing, 
and infinitely more mysterious than any of those which had driven us 
from London. Our simple life and peaceful, healthy routine were 
violently interrupted, and we were precipitated into the midst of a series 
of events which caused the utmost excitement not only in Cornwall but 
throughout the whole west of England. Many of my readers may retain 
some recollection of what was called at the time “The Cornish Horror,” 
though a most imperfect account of the matter reached the London 
press. Now, after thirteen years, I will give the true details of this 
inconceivable affair to the public. 

I have said that scattered towers marked the villages which dotted 
this part of Cornwall. The nearest of these was the hamlet of Tredannick 
Wollas, where the cottages of a couple of hundred inhabitants clustered 
round an ancient, moss-grown church. The vicar of the parish, Mr. 
Roundhay, was something of an archaeologist, and as such Holmes had 
made his acquaintance. He was a middle-aged man, portly and affable, 
with a considerable fund of local lore. At his invitation we had taken tea 
at the vicarage and had come to know, also, Mr. Mortimer Tregennis, an 
independent gentleman, who increased the clergyman's scanty resources 
by taking rooms in his large, straggling house. The vicar, being a 
bachelor, was glad to come to such an arrangement, though he had little 
in common with his lodger, who was a thin, dark, spectacled man, with a 
stoop which gave the impression of actual, physical deformity. I 
remember that during our short visit we found the vicar garrulous, but 
his lodger strangely reticent, a sad-faced, introspective man, sitting with 
averted eyes, brooding apparently upon his own affairs. 

These were the two men who entered abruptly into our little sitting-
room on Tuesday, March the 16th, shortly after our breakfast hour, as we 
were smoking together, preparatory to our daily excursion upon the 
moors. 

“Mr. Holmes,” said the vicar in an agitated voice, “the most 
extraordinary and tragic affair has occurred during the night. It is the 
most unheard-of business. We can only regard it as a special Providence 
that you should chance to be here at the time, for in all England you are 
the one man we need.” 

I glared at the intrusive vicar with no very friendly eyes; but Holmes 
took his pipe from his lips and sat up in his chair like an old hound who 
hears the view-halloa. He waved his hand to the sofa, and our palpitating 
visitor with his agitated companion sat side by side upon it. Mr. 
Mortimer Tregennis was more self-contained than the clergyman, but 
the twitching of his thin hands and the brightness of his dark eyes 
showed that they shared a common emotion. 

“Shall I speak or you?” he asked of the vicar. 
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“Well, as you seem to have made the discovery, whatever it may be, 
and the vicar to have had it second-hand, perhaps you had better do the 
speaking,” said Holmes. 

I glanced at the hastily clad clergyman, with the formally dressed 
lodger seated beside him, and was amused at the surprise which 
Holmes's simple deduction had brought to their faces. 

“Perhaps I had best say a few words first,” said the vicar, “and then 
you can judge if you will listen to the details from Mr. Tregennis, or 
whether we should not hasten at once to the scene of this mysterious 
affair. I may explain, then, that our friend here spent last evening in the 
company of his two brothers, Owen and George, and of his sister Brenda, 
at their house of Tredannick Wartha, which is near the old stone cross 
upon the moor. He left them shortly after ten o'clock, playing cards 
round the dining-room table, in excellent health and spirits. This 
morning, being an early riser, he walked in that direction before 
breakfast and was overtaken by the carriage of Dr. Richards, who 
explained that he had just been sent for on a most urgent call to 
Tredannick Wartha. Mr. Mortimer Tregennis naturally went with him. 
When he arrived at Tredannick Wartha he found an extraordinary state 
of things. His two brothers and his sister were seated round the table 
exactly as he had left them, the cards still spread in front of them and 
the candles burned down to their sockets. The sister lay back stone-dead 
in her chair, while the two brothers sat on each side of her laughing, 
shouting, and singing, the senses stricken clean out of them. All three of 
them, the dead woman and the two demented men, retained upon their 
faces an expression of the utmost horror—a convulsion of terror which 
was dreadful to look upon. There was no sign of the presence of anyone 
in the house, except Mrs. Porter, the old cook and housekeeper, who 
declared that she had slept deeply and heard no sound during the night. 
Nothing had been stolen or disarranged, and there is absolutely no 
explanation of what the horror can be which has frightened a woman to 
death and two strong men out of their senses. There is the situation, Mr. 
Holmes, in a nutshell, and if you can help us to clear it up you will have 
done a great work.” 

I had hoped that in some way I could coax my companion back into 
the quiet which had been the object of our journey; but one glance at his 
intense face and contracted eyebrows told me how vain was now the 
expectation. He sat for some little time in silence, absorbed in the 
strange drama which had broken in upon our peace. 

“I will look into this matter,” he said at last. “On the face of it, it would 
appear to be a case of a very exceptional nature. Have you been there 
yourself, Mr. Roundhay?” 

“No, Mr. Holmes. Mr. Tregennis brought back the account to the 
vicarage, and I at once hurried over with him to consult you.” 
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“How far is it to the house where this singular tragedy occurred?” 
“About a mile inland.” 
“Then we shall walk over together. But before we start I must ask you 

a few questions, Mr. Mortimer Tregennis.” 
The other had been silent all this time, but I had observed that his 

more controlled excitement was even greater than the obtrusive emotion 
of the clergyman. He sat with a pale, drawn face, his anxious gaze fixed 
upon Holmes, and his thin hands clasped convulsively together. His pale 
lips quivered as he listened to the dreadful experience which had 
befallen his family, and his dark eyes seemed to reflect something of the 
horror of the scene. 

“Ask what you like, Mr. Holmes,” said he eagerly. “It is a bad thing to 
speak of, but I will answer you the truth.” 

“Tell me about last night.” 
“Well, Mr. Holmes, I supped there, as the vicar has said, and my elder 

brother George proposed a game of whist afterwards. We sat down about 
nine o'clock. It was a quarter-past ten when I moved to go. I left them all 
round the table, as merry as could be.” 

“Who let you out?” 
“Mrs. Porter had gone to bed, so I let myself out. I shut the hall door 

behind me. The window of the room in which they sat was closed, but 
the blind was not drawn down. There was no change in door or window 
this morning, or any reason to think that any stranger had been to the 
house. Yet there they sat, driven clean mad with terror, and Brenda lying 
dead of fright, with her head hanging over the arm of the chair. I'll never 
get the sight of that room out of my mind so long as I live.” 

“The facts, as you state them, are certainly most remarkable,” said 
Holmes. “I take it that you have no theory yourself which can in any way 
account for them?” 

“It's devilish, Mr. Holmes, devilish!” cried Mortimer Tregennis. “It is 
not of this world. Something has come into that room which has dashed 
the light of reason from their minds. What human contrivance could do 
that?” 

“I fear,” said Holmes, “that if the matter is beyond humanity it is 
certainly beyond me. Yet we must exhaust all natural explanations 
before we fall back upon such a theory as this. As to yourself, Mr. 
Tregennis, I take it you were divided in some way from your family, since 
they lived together and you had rooms apart?” 

“That is so, Mr. Holmes, though the matter is past and done with. We 
were a family of tin-miners at Redruth, but we sold our venture to a 
company, and so retired with enough to keep us. I won't deny that there 
was some feeling about the division of the money and it stood between 
us for a time, but it was all forgiven and forgotten, and we were the best 
of friends together.” 
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“Looking back at the evening which you spent together, does anything 
stand out in your memory as throwing any possible light upon the 
tragedy? Think carefully, Mr. Tregennis, for any clue which can help 
me.” 

“There is nothing at all, sir.” 
“Your people were in their usual spirits?” 
“Never better.” 
“Were they nervous people? Did they ever show any apprehension of 

coming danger?” 
“Nothing of the kind.” 
“You have nothing to add then, which could assist me?” 
Mortimer Tregennis considered earnestly for a moment. 
“There is one thing occurs to me,” said he at last. “As we sat at the 

table my back was to the window, and my brother George, he being my 
partner at cards, was facing it. I saw him once look hard over my 
shoulder, so I turned round and looked also. The blind was up and the 
window shut, but I could just make out the bushes on the lawn, and it 
seemed to me for a moment that I saw something moving among them. I 
couldn't even say if it was man or animal, but I just thought there was 
something there. When I asked him what he was looking at, he told me 
that he had the same feeling. That is all that I can say.” 

“Did you not investigate?” 
“No; the matter passed as unimportant.” 
“You left them, then, without any premonition of evil?” 
“None at all.” 
“I am not clear how you came to hear the news so early this morning.” 
“I am an early riser and generally take a walk before breakfast. This 

morning I had hardly started when the doctor in his carriage overtook 
me. He told me that old Mrs. Porter had sent a boy down with an urgent 
message. I sprang in beside him and we drove on. When we got there we 
looked into that dreadful room. The candles and the fire must have 
burned out hours before, and they had been sitting there in the dark 
until dawn had broken. The doctor said Brenda must have been dead at 
least six hours. There were no signs of violence. She just lay across the 
arm of the chair with that look on her face. George and Owen were 
singing snatches of songs and gibbering like two great apes. Oh, it was 
awful to see! I couldn't stand it, and the doctor was as white as a sheet. 
Indeed, he fell into a chair in a sort of faint, and we nearly had him on 
our hands as well.” 

“Remarkable—most remarkable!” said Holmes, rising and taking his 
hat. “I think, perhaps, we had better go down to Tredannick Wartha 
without further delay. I confess that I have seldom known a case which 
at first sight presented a more singular problem.” 
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Our proceedings of that first morning did little to advance the 
investigation. It was marked, however, at the outset by an incident 
which left the most sinister impression upon my mind. The approach to 
the spot at which the tragedy occurred is down a narrow, winding, 
country lane. While we made our way along it we heard the rattle of a 
carriage coming towards us and stood aside to let it pass. As it drove by 
us I caught a glimpse through the closed window of a horribly contorted, 
grinning face glaring out at us. Those staring eyes and gnashing teeth 
flashed past us like a dreadful vision. 

“My brothers!” cried Mortimer Tregennis, white to his lips. “They are 
taking them to Helston.” 

We looked with horror after the black carriage, lumbering upon its 
way. Then we turned our steps towards this ill-omened house in which 
they had met their strange fate. 

It was a large and bright dwelling, rather a villa than a cottage, with a 
considerable garden which was already, in that Cornish air, well filled 
with spring flowers. Towards this garden the window of the sitting-room 
fronted, and from it, according to Mortimer Tregennis, must have come 
that thing of evil which had by sheer horror in a single instant blasted 
their minds. Holmes walked slowly and thoughtfully among the flower-
plots and along the path before we entered the porch. So absorbed was 
he in his thoughts, I remember, that he stumbled over the watering-pot, 
upset its contents, and deluged both our feet and the garden path. Inside 
the house we were met by the elderly Cornish housekeeper, Mrs. Porter, 
who, with the aid of a young girl, looked after the wants of the family. 
She readily answered all Holmes's questions. She had heard nothing in 
the night. Her employers had all been in excellent spirits lately, and she 
had never known them more cheerful and prosperous. She had fainted 
with horror upon entering the room in the morning and seeing that 
dreadful company round the table. She had, when she recovered, thrown 
open the window to let the morning air in, and had run down to the 
lane, whence she sent a farm-lad for the doctor. The lady was on her bed 
upstairs if we cared to see her. It took four strong men to get the 
brothers into the asylum carriage. She would not herself stay in the 
house another day and was starting that very afternoon to rejoin her 
family at St. Ives. 

We ascended the stairs and viewed the body. Miss Brenda Tregennis 
had been a very beautiful girl, though now verging upon middle age. Her 
dark, clear-cut face was handsome, even in death, but there still lingered 
upon it something of that convulsion of horror which had been her last 
human emotion. From her bedroom we descended to the sitting-room, 
where this strange tragedy had actually occurred. The charred ashes of 
the overnight fire lay in the grate. On the table were the four guttered 
and burned-out candles, with the cards scattered over its surface. The 
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chairs had been moved back against the walls, but all else was as it had 
been the night before. Holmes paced with light, swift steps about the 
room; he sat in the various chairs, drawing them up and reconstructing 
their positions. He tested how much of the garden was visible; he 
examined the floor, the ceiling, and the fireplace; but never once did I 
see that sudden brightening of his eyes and tightening of his lips which 
would have told me that he saw some gleam of light in this utter 
darkness. 

“Why a fire?” he asked once. “Had they always a fire in this small 
room on a spring evening?” 

Mortimer Tregennis explained that the night was cold and damp. For 
that reason, after his arrival, the fire was lit. “What are you going to do 
now, Mr. Holmes?” he asked. 

My friend smiled and laid his hand upon my arm. “I think, Watson, 
that I shall resume that course of tobacco-poisoning which you have so 
often and so justly condemned,” said he. “With your permission, 
gentlemen, we will now return to our cottage, for I am not aware that 
any new factor is likely to come to our notice here. I will turn the facts 
over in my mid, Mr, Tregennis, and should anything occur to me I will 
certainly ommunicate with you and the vicar. In the meantime I wish 
you both good-morning.” 

It was not until long after we were back in Poldhu Cottage that 
Holmes broke his complete and absorbed silence. He sat coiled in his 
armchair, his haggard and ascetic face hardly visible amid the blue swirl 
of his tobacco smoke, his black brows drawn down, his forehead 
contracted, his eyes vacant and far away. Finally he laid down his pipe 
and sprang to his feet. 

“It won't do, Watson!” said he with a laugh. “Let us walk along the 
cliffs together and search for flint arrows. We are more likely to find 
them than clues to this problem. To let the brain work without sufficient 
material is like racing an engine. It racks itself to pieces. The sea air, 
sunshine, and patience, Watson—all else will come. 

“Now, let us calmly define our position, Watson,” he continued as we 
skirted the cliffs together. “Let us get a firm grip of the very little which 
we do know, so that when fresh facts arise we may be ready to fit them 
into their places. I take it, in the first place, that neither of us is prepared 
to admit diabolical intrusions into the affairs of men. Let us begin by 
ruling that entirely out of our minds. Very good. There remain three 
persons who have been grievously stricken by some conscious or 
unconscious human agency. That is firm ground. Now, when did this 
occur? Evidently, assuming his narrative to be true, it was immediately 
after Mr. Mortimer Tregennis had left the room. That is a very important 
point. The presumption is that it was within a few minutes afterwards. 
The cards still lay upon the table. It was already past their usual hour for 
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bed. Yet they had not changed their position or pushed back their chairs. 
I repeat, then, that the occurrence was immediately after his departure, 
and not later than eleven o'clock last night. 

“Our next obvious step is to check, so far as we can, the movements of 
Mortimer Tregennis after he left the room. In this there is no difficulty, 
and they seem to be above suspicion. Knowing my methods as you do, 
you were, of course, conscious of the somewhat clumsy water-pot 
expedient by which I obtained a clearer impress of his foot than might 
otherwise have been possible. The wet, sandy path took it admirably. 
Last night was also wet, you will remember, and it was not difficult—
having obtained a sample print—to pick out his track among others and 
to follow his movements. He appears to have walked away swiftly in the 
direction of the vicarage. 

“If, then, Mortimer Tregennis disappeared from the scene, and yet 
some outside person affected the card-players, how can we reconstruct 
that person, and how was such an impression of horror conveyed? Mrs. 
Porter may be eliminated. She is evidently harmless. Is there any 
evidence that someone crept up to the garden window and in some 
manner produced so terrific an effect that he drove those who saw it out 
of their senses? The only suggestion in this direction comes from 
Mortimer Tregennis himself, who says that his brother spoke about 
some movement in the garden. That is certainly remarkable, as the night 
was rainy, cloudy, and dark. Anyone who had the design to alarm these 
people would be compelled to place his very face against the glass before 
he could be seen. There is a three-foot flower-border outside this 
window, but no indication of a footmark. It is difficult to imagine, then, 
how an outsider could have made so terrible an impression upon the 
company, nor have we found any possible motive for so strange and 
elaborate an attempt. You perceive our difficulties, Watson?” 

“They are only too clear,” I answered with conviction. 
“And yet, with a little more material, we may prove that they are not 

insurmountable,” said Holmes. “I fancy that among your extensive 
archives, Watson, you may find some which were nearly as obscure. 
Meanwhile, we shall put the case aside until more accurate data are 
available, and devote the rest of our morning to the pursuit of neolithic 
man.” 

I may have commented upon my friend's power of mental 
detachment, but never have I wondered at it more than upon that spring 
morning in Cornwall when for two hours he discoursed upon celts, 
arrowheads, and shards, as lightly as if no sinister mystery were waiting 
for his solution. It was not until we had returned in the afternoon to our 
cottage that we found a visitor awaiting us, who soon brought our minds 
back to the matter in hand. Neither of us needed to be told who that 
visitor was. The huge body, the craggy and deeply seamed face with the 
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fierce eyes and hawk-like nose, the grizzled hair which nearly brushed 
our cottage ceiling, the beard—golden at the fringes and white near the 
lips, save for the nicotine stain from his perpetual cigar—all these were 
as well known in London as in Africa, and could only be associated with 
the tremendous personality of Dr. Leon Sterndale, the great lion-hunter 
and explorer. 

We had heard of his presence in the district and had once or twice 
caught sight of his tall figure upon the moorland paths. He made no 
advances to us, however, nor would we have dreamed of doing so to him, 
as it was well known that it was his love of seclusion which caused him 
to spend the greater part of the intervals between his journeys in a small 
bungalow buried in the lonely wood of Beauchamp Arriance. Here, amid 
his books and his maps, he lived an absolutely lonely life, attending to 
his own simple wants and paying little apparent heed to the affairs of his 
neighbours. It was a surprise to me, therefore, to hear him asking 
Holmes in an eager voice whether he had made any advance in his 
reconstruction of this mysterious episode. “The county police are utterly 
at fault,” said he, “but perhaps your wider experience has suggested some 
conceivable explanation. My only claim to being taken into your 
confidence is that during my many residences here I have come to know 
this family of Tregennis very well—indeed, upon my Cornish mother's 
side I could call them cousins—and their strange fate has naturally been 
a great shock to me. I may tell you that I had got as far as Plymouth 
upon my way to Africa, but the news reached me this morning, and I 
came straight back again to help in the inquiry.” 

Holmes raised his eyebrows. 
“Did you lose your boat through it?” 
“I will take the next.” 
“Dear me! that is friendship indeed.” 
“I tell you they were relatives.” 
“Quite so—cousins of your mother. Was your baggage aboard the 

ship?” 
“Some of it, but the main part at the hotel.” 
“I see. But surely this event could not have found its way into the 

Plymouth morning papers.” 
“No, sir; I had a telegram.” 
“Might I ask from whom?” 
A shadow passed over the gaunt face of the explorer. 
“You are very inquisitive, Mr. Holmes.” 
“It is my business.” 
With an effort Dr. Sterndale recovered his ruffled composure. 
“I have no objection to telling you,” he said. “It was Mr. Roundhay, the 

vicar, who sent me the telegram which recalled me.” 
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“Thank you,” said Holmes. “I may say in answer to your original 
question that I have not cleared my mind entirely on the subject of this 
case, but that I have every hope of reaching some conclusion. It would 
be premature to say more.” 

“Perhaps you would not mind telling me if your suspicions point in 
any particular direction?” 

“No, I can hardly answer that.” 
“Then I have wasted my time and need not prolong my visit.” The 

famous doctor strode out of our cottage in considerable ill-humour, and 
within five minutes Holmes had followed him. I saw him no more until 
the evening, when he returned with a slow step and haggard face which 
assured me that he had made no great progress with his investigation. 
He glanced at a telegram which awaited him and threw it into the grate. 

“From the Plymouth hotel, Watson,” he said. “I learned the name of it 
from the vicar, and I wired to make certain that Dr. Leon Sterndale's 
account was true. It appears that he did indeed spend last night there, 
and that he has actually allowed some of his baggage to go on to Africa, 
while he returned to be present at this investigation. What do you make 
of that, Watson?” 

“He is deeply interested.” 
“Deeply interested—yes. There is a thread here which we had not yet 

grasped and which might lead us through the tangle. Cheer up, Watson, 
for I am very sure that our material has not yet all come to hand. When 
it does we may soon leave our difficulties behind us.” 

Little did I think how soon the words of Holmes would be realized, or 
how strange and sinister would be that new development which opened 
up an entirely fresh line of investigation. I was shaving at my window in 
the morning when I heard the rattle of hoofs and, looking up, saw a dog-
cart coming at a gallop down the road. It pulled up at our door, and our 
friend, the vicar, sprang from it and rushed up our garden path. Holmes 
was already dressed, and we hastened down to meet him. 

Our visitor was so excited that he could hardly articulate, but at last 
in gasps and bursts his tragic story came out of him. 

“We are devil-ridden, Mr. Holmes! My poor parish is devil-ridden!” he 
cried. “Satan himself is loose in it! We are given over into his hands!” He 
danced about in his agitation, a ludicrous object if it were not for his 
ashy face and startled eyes. Finally he shot out his terrible news. 

“Mr. Mortimer Tregennis died during the night, and with exactly the 
same symptoms as the rest of his family.” 

Holmes sprang to his feet, all energy in an instant. 
“Can you fit us both into your dog-cart?” 
“Yes, I can.” 
“Then, Watson, we will postpone our breakfast. Mr. Roundhay, we are 

entirely at your disposal. Hurry—hurry, before things get disarranged.” 
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The lodger occupied two rooms at the vicarage, which were in an 
angle by themselves, the one above the other. Below was a large sitting-
room; above, his bedroom. They looked out upon a croquet lawn which 
came up to the windows. We had arrived before the doctor or the police,  
so that everything was absolutely undisturbed. Let me describe exactly 
the scene as we saw it upon that misty March morning. It has left an 
impression which can never be effaced from my mind. 

The atmosphere of the room was of a horrible and depressing 
stuffiness. The servant who had first entered had thrown up the window, 
or it would have been even more intolerable. This might partly be due to 
the fact that a lamp stood flaring and smoking on the centre table. 
Beside it sat the dead man, leaning back in his chair, his thin beard 
projecting, his spectacles pushed up on to his forehead, and his lean dark 
face turned towards the window and twisted into the same distortion of 
terror which had marked the features of his dead sister. His limbs were 
convulsed and his fingers contorted as though he had died in a very 
paroxysm of fear. He was fully clothed, though there were signs that his 
dressing had been done in a hurry. We had already learned that his bed 
had been slept in, and that the tragic end had come to him in the early 
morning. 

One realized the red-hot energy which underlay Holmes's phlegmatic 
exterior when one saw the sudden change which came over him from 
the moment that he entered the fatal apartment. In an instant he was 
tense and alert, his eyes shining, his face set, his limbs quivering with 
eager activity. He was out on the lawn, in through the window, round 
the room, and up into the bedroom, for all the world like a dashing 
foxhound drawing a cover. In the bedroom he made a rapid cast around 
and ended by throwing open the window, which appeared to give him 
some fresh cause for excitement, for he leaned out of it with loud 
ejaculations of interest and delight. Then he rushed down the stair, out 
through the open window, threw himself upon his face on the lawn, 
sprang up and into the room once more, all with the energy of the 
hunter who is at the very heels of his quarry. The lamp, which was an 
ordinary standard, he examined with minute care, making certain 
measurements upon its bowl. He carefully scrutinized with his lens the 
talc shield which covered the top of the chimney and scraped off some 
ashes which adhered to its upper surface, putting some of them into an 
envelope, which he placed in his pocketbook. Finally, just as the doctor 
and the official police put in an appearance, he beckoned to the vicar 
and we all three went out upon the lawn. 

“I am glad to say that my investigation has not been entirely barren,” 
he remarked. “I cannot remain to discuss the matter with the police, but 
I should be exceedingly obliged, Mr. Roundhay, if you would give the 
inspector my compliments and direct his attention to the bedroom 
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window and to the sitting-room lamp. Each is suggestive, and together 
they are almost conclusive. If the police would desire further 
information I shall be happy to see any of them at the cottage. And now, 
Watson, I think that, perhaps, we shall be better employed elsewhere.” 

It may be that the police resented the intrusion of an amateur, or that 
they imagined themselves to be upon some hopeful line of investigation; 
but it is certain that we heard nothing from them for the next two days. 
During this time Holmes spent some of his time smoking and dreaming 
in the cottage; but a greater portion in country walks which he 
undertook alone, returning after many hours without remark as to where 
he had been. One experiment served to show me the line of his 
investigation. He had bought a lamp which was the duplicate of the one 
which had burned in the room of Mortimer Tregennis on the morning of 
the tragedy. This he filled with the same oil as that used at the vicarage, 
and he carefully timed the period which it would take to be exhausted. 
Another experiment which he made was of a more unpleasant nature, 
and one which I am not likely ever to forget. 

“You will remember, Watson,” he remarked one afternoon, “that there 
is a single common point of resemblance in the varying reports which 
have reached us. This concerns the effect of the atmosphere of the room 
in each case upon those who had first entered it. You will recollect that 
Mortimer Tregennis, in describing the episode of his last visit to his 
brother's house, remarked that the doctor on entering the room fell into 
a chair? You had forgotten? Well I can answer for it that it was so. Now, 
you will remember also that Mrs. Porter, the housekeeper, told us that 
she herself fainted upon entering the room and had afterwards opened 
the window. In the second case—that of Mortimer Tregennis himself—
you cannot have forgotten the horrible stuffiness of the room when we 
arrived, though the servant had thrown open the window. That servant, I 
found upon inquiry, was so ill that she had gone to her bed. You will 
admit, Watson, that these facts are very suggestive. In each case there is 
evidence of a poisonous atmosphere. In each case, also, there is 
combustion going on in the room—in the one case a fire, in the other a 
lamp. The fire was needed, but the lamp was lit—as a comparison of the 
oil consumed will show—long after it was broad daylight. Why? Surely 
because there is some connection between three things—the burning, 
the stuffy atmosphere, and, finally, the madness or death of those 
unfortunate people. That is clear, is it not?” 

“It would appear so.” 
“At least we may accept it as a working hypothesis. We will suppose, 

then, that something was burned in each case which produced an 
atmosphere causing strange toxic effects. Very good. In the first 
instance—that of the Tregennis family—this substance was placed in the 
fire. Now the window was shut, but the fire would naturally carry fumes 
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to some extent up the chimney. Hence one would expect the effects of 
the poison to be less than in the second case, where there was less 
escape for the vapour. The result seems to indicate that it was so, since 
in the first case only the woman, who had presumably the more sensitive 
organism, was killed, the others exhibiting that temporary or permanent 
lunacy which is evidently the first effect of the drug. In the second case 
the result was complete. The facts, therefore, seem to bear out the theory 
of a poison which worked by combustion. 

“With this train of reasoning in my head I naturally looked about in 
Mortimer Tregennis's room to find some remains of this substance. The 
obvious place to look was the talc shelf or smoke-guard of the lamp. 
There, sure enough, I perceived a number of flaky ashes, and round the 
edges a fringe of brownish powder, which had not yet been consumed. 
Half of this I took, as you saw, and I placed it in an envelope.” 

“Why half, Holmes?” 
“It is not for me, my dear Watson, to stand in the way of the official 

police force. I leave them all the evidence which I found. The poison still 
remained upon the talc had they the wit to find it. Now, Watson, we will 
light our lamp; we will, however, take the precaution to open our 
window to avoid the premature decease of two deserving members of 
society, and you will seat yourself near that open window in an armchair 
unless, like a sensible man, you determine to have nothing to do with 
the affair. Oh, you will see it out, will you? I thought I knew my Watson. 
This chair I will place opposite yours, so that we may be the same 
distance from the poison and face to face. The door we will leave ajar. 
Each is now in a position to watch the other and to bring the experiment 
to an end should the symptoms seem alarming. Is that all clear? Well, 
then, I take our powder—or what remains of it—from the envelope, and 
I lay it above the burning lamp. So! Now, Watson, let us sit down and 
await developments.” 

They were not long in coming. I had hardly settled in my chair before 
I was conscious of a thick, musky odour, subtle and nauseous. At the 
very first whiff of it my brain and my imagination were beyond all 
control. A thick, black cloud swirled before my eyes, and my mind told 
me that in this cloud, unseen as yet, but about to spring out upon my 
appalled senses, lurked all that was vaguely horrible, all that was 
monstrous and inconceivably wicked in the universe. Vague shapes 
swirled and swam amid the dark cloud-bank, each a menace and a 
warning of something coming, the advent of some unspeakable dweller 
upon the threshold, whose very shadow would blast my soul. A freezing 
horror took possession of me. I felt that my hair was rising, that my eyes 
were protruding, that my mouth was opened, and my tongue like 
leather. The turmoil within my brain was such that something must 
surely snap. I tried to scream and was vaguely aware of some hoarse 
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croak which was my own voice, but distant and detached from myself. At 
the same moment, in some effort of escape, I broke through that cloud 
of despair and had a glimpse of Holmes's face, white, rigid, and drawn 
with horror—the very look which I had seen upon the features of the 
dead. It was that vision which gave me an instant of sanity and of 
strength. I dashed from my chair, threw my arms round Holmes, and 
together we lurched through the door, and an instant afterwards had 
thrown ourselves down upon the grass plot and were lying side by side, 
conscious only of the glorious sunshine which was bursting its way 
through the hellish cloud of terror which had girt us in. Slowly it rose 
from our souls like the mists from a landscape until peace and reason 
had returned, and we were sitting upon the grass, wiping our clammy 
foreheads, and looking with apprehension at each other to mark the last 
traces of that terrific experience which we had undergone. 

“Upon my word, Watson!” said Holmes at last with an unsteady voice, 
“I owe you both my thanks and an apology. It was an unjustifiable 
experiment even for one's self, and doubly so for a friend. I am really 
very sorry.” 

“You know,” I answered with some emotion, for I have never seen so 
much of Holmes's heart before, “that it is my greatest joy and privilege to 
help you.” 

He relapsed at once into the half-humorous, half-cynical vein which 
was his habitual attitude to those about him. “It would be superfluous to 
drive us mad, my dear Watson,” said he. “A candid observer would 
certainly declare that we were so already before we embarked upon so 
wild an experiment. I confess that I never imagined that the effect could 
be so sudden and so severe.” He dashed into the cottage, and, 
reappearing with the burning lamp held at full arm's length, he threw it 
among a bank of brambles. “We must give the room a little time to clear. 
I take it, Watson, that you have no longer a shadow of a doubt as to how 
these tragedies were produced?” 

“None whatever.” 
“But the cause remains as obscure as before. Come into the arbour 

here and let us discuss it together. That villainous stuff seems still to 
linger round my throat. I think we must admit that all the evidence 
points to this man, Mortimer Tregennis, having been the criminal in the 
first tragedy, though he was the victim in the second one. We must 
remember, in the first place, that there is some story of a family quarrel, 
followed by a reconciliation. How bitter that quarrel may have been, or 
how hollow the reconciliation we cannot tell. When I think of Mortimer 
Tregennis, with the foxy face and the small shrewd, beady eyes behind 
the spectacles, he is not a man whom I should judge to be of a 
particularly forgiving disposition. Well, in the next place, you will 
remember that this idea of someone moving in the garden, which took 
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our attention for a moment from the real cause of the tragedy, emanated 
from him. He had a motive in misleading us. Finally, if he did not throw 
the substance into the fire at the moment of leaving the room, who did 
do so? The affair happened immediately after his departure. Had anyone 
else come in, the family would certainly have risen from the table. 
Besides, in peaceful Cornwall, visitors did not arrive after ten o'clock at 
night. We may take it, then, that all the evidence points to Mortimer 
Tregennis as the culprit.” 

“Then his own death was suicide!” 
“Well, Watson, it is on the face of it a not impossible supposition. The 

man who had the guilt upon his soul of having brought such a fate upon 
his own family might well be driven by remorse to inflict it upon himself. 
There are, however, some cogent reasons against it. Fortunately, there is 
one man in England who knows all about it, and I have made 
arrangements by which we shall hear the facts this afternoon from his 
own lips. Ah! he is a little before his time. Perhaps you would kindly step 
this way, Dr. Leon Sterndale. We have been conducing a chemical 
experiment indoors which has left our little room hardly fit for the 
reception of so distinguished a visitor.” 

I had heard the click of the garden gate, and now the majestic figure 
of the great African explorer appeared upon the path. He turned in some 
surprise towards the rustic arbour in which we sat. 

“You sent for me, Mr. Holmes. I had your note about an hour ago, and 
I have come, though I really do not know why I should obey your 
summons.” 

“Perhaps we can clear the point up before we separate,” said Holmes. 
“Meanwhile, I am much obliged to you for your courteous acquiescence. 
You will excuse this informal reception in the open air, but my friend 
Watson and I have nearly furnished an additional chapter to what the 
papers call the Cornish Horror, and we prefer a clear atmosphere for the 
present. Perhaps, since the matters which we have to discuss will affect 
you personally in a very intimate fashion, it is as well that we should talk 
where there can be no eavesdropping.” 

The explorer took his cigar from his lips and gazed sternly at my 
companion. 

“I am at a loss to know, sir,” he said, “what you can have to speak 
about which affects me personally in a very intimate fashion.” 

“The killing of Mortimer Tregennis,” said Holmes. 
For a moment I wished that I were armed. Sterndale's fierce face 

turned to a dusky red, his eyes glared, and the knotted, passionate veins 
started out in his forehead, while he sprang forward with clenched hands 
towards my companion. Then he stopped, and with a violent effort he 
resumed a cold, rigid calmness, which was, perhaps, more suggestive of 
danger than his hot-headed outburst. 
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“I have lived so long among savages and beyond the law,” said he, 
“that I have got into the way of being a law to myself. You would do well, 
Mr. Holmes, not to forget it, for I have no desire to do you an injury.” 

“Nor have I any desire to do you an injury, Dr. Sterndale. Surely the 
clearest proof of it is that, knowing what I know, I have sent for you and 
not for the police.” 

Sterndale sat down with a gasp, overawed for, perhaps, the first time 
in his adventurous life. There was a calm assurance of power in Holmes's 
manner which could not be withstood. Our visitor stammered for a 
moment, his great hands opening and shutting in his agitation. 

“What do you mean?” he asked at last. “If this is bluff upon your part, 
Mr. Holmes, you have chosen a bad man for your experiment. Let us 
have no more beating about the bush. What do you mean?” 

“I will tell you,” said Holmes, “and the reason why I tell you is that I 
hope frankness may beget frankness. What my next step may be will 
depend entirely upon the nature of your own defence.” 

“My defence?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“My defence against what?” 
“Against the charge of killing Mortimer Tregennis.” 
Sterndale mopped his forehead with his handkerchief. “Upon my 

word, you are getting on,” said he. “Do all your successes depend upon 
this prodigious power of bluff?” 

“The bluff,” said Holmes sternly, “is upon your side, Dr. Leon 
Sterndale, and not upon mine. As a proof I will tell you some of the facts 
upon which my conclusions are based. Of your return from Plymouth, 
allowing much of your property to go on to Africa, I will say nothing save 
that it first informed me that you were one of the factors which had to be 
taken into account in reconstructing this drama—” 

“I came back—” 
“I have heard your reasons and regard them as unconvincing and 

inadequate. We will pass that. You came down here to ask me whom I 
suspected. I refused to answer you. You then went to the vicarage, 
waited outside it for some time, and finally returned to your cottage.” 

“How do you know that?” 
“I followed you.” 
“I saw no one.” 
“That is what you may expect to see when I follow you. You spent a 

restless night at your cottage, and you formed certain plans, which in the 
early morning you proceeded to put into execution. Leaving your door 
just as day was breaking, you filled your pocket with some reddish gravel 
that was lying heaped beside your gate.” 

Sterndale gave a violent start and looked at Holmes in amazement. 
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“You then walked swiftly for the mile which separated you from the 
vicarage. You were wearing, I may remark, the same pair of ribbed tennis 
shoes which are at the present moment upon your feet. At the vicarage 
you passed through the orchard and the side hedge, coming out under 
the window of the lodger Tregennis. It was now daylight, but the 
household was not yet stirring. You drew some of the gravel from your 
pocket, and you threw it up at the window above you.” 

Sterndale sprang to his feet. 
“I believe that you are the devil himself!” he cried. 
Holmes smiled at the compliment. “It took two, or possibly three, 

handfuls before the lodger came to the window. You beckoned him to 
come down. He dressed hurriedly and descended to his sitting-room. 
You entered by the window. There was an interview—a short one—
during which you walked up and down the room. Then you passed out 
and closed the window, standing on the lawn outside smoking a cigar 
and watching what occurred. Finally, after the death of Tregennis, you 
withdrew as you had come. Now, Dr. Sterndale, how do you justify such 
conduct, and what were the motives for your actions? If you prevaricate 
or trifle with me, I give you my assurance that the matter will pass out of 
my hands forever.” 

Our visitor's face had turned ashen gray as he listened to the words of 
his accuser. Now he sat for some time in thought with his face sunk in 
his hands. Then with a sudden impulsive gesture he plucked a 
photograph from his breast-pocket and threw it on the rustic table 
before us. 

“That is why I have done it,” said he. 
It showed the bust and face of a very beautiful woman. Holmes 

stooped over it. 
“Brenda Tregennis,” said he. 
“Yes, Brenda Tregennis,” repeated our visitor. “For years I have loved 

her. For years she has loved me. There is the secret of that Cornish 
seclusion which people have marvelled at. It has brought me close to the 
one thing on earth that was dear to me. I could not marry her, for I have 
a wife who has left me for years and yet whom, by the deplorable laws of 
England, I could not divorce. For years Brenda waited. For years I waited. 
And this is what we have waited for.” A terrible sob shook his great 
frame, and he clutched his throat under his brindled beard. Then with 
an effort he mastered himself and spoke on: 

“The vicar knew. He was in our confidence. He would tell you that she 
was an angel upon earth. That was why he telegraphed to me and I 
returned. What was my baggage or Africa to me when I learned that 
such a fate had come upon my darling? There you have the missing clue 
to my action, Mr. Holmes.” 

“Proceed,” said my friend. 
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Dr. Sterndale drew from his pocket a paper packet and laid it upon 
the table. On the outside was written “Radix pedis diaboli” with a red 
poison label beneath it. He pushed it towards me. “I understand that you 
are a doctor, sir. Have you ever heard of this preparation?” 

“Devil's-foot root! No, I have never heard of it.” 
“It is no reflection upon your professional knowledge,” said he, “for I 

believe that, save for one sample in a laboratory at Buda, there is no 
other specimen in Europe. It has not yet found its way either into the 
pharmacopoeia or into the literature of toxicology. The root is shaped 
like a foot, half human, half goatlike; hence the fanciful name given by a 
botanical missionary. It is used as an ordeal poison by the medicine-men 
in certain districts of West Africa and is kept as a secret among them. 
This particular specimen I obtained under very extraordinary 
circumstances in the Ubangi country.” He opened the paper as he spoke 
and disclosed a heap of reddish-brown, snuff-like powder. 

“Well, sir?” asked Holmes sternly. 
“I am about to tell you, Mr. Holmes, all that actually occurred, for you 

already know so much that it is clearly to my interest that you should 
know all. I have already explained the relationship in which I stood to 
the Tregennis family. For the sake of the sister I was friendly with the 
brothers. There was a family quarrel about money which estranged this 
man Mortimer, but it was supposed to be made up, and I afterwards met 
him as I did the others. He was a sly, subtle, scheming man, and several 
things arose which gave me a suspicion of him, but I had no cause for 
any positive quarrel. 

“One day, only a couple of weeks ago, he came down to my cottage 
and I showed him some of my African curiosities. Among other things I 
exhibited this powder, and I told him of its strange properties, how it 
stimulates those brain centres which control the emotion of fear, and 
how either madness or death is the fate of the unhappy native who is 
subjected to the ordeal by the priest of his tribe. I told him also how 
powerless European science would be to detect it. How he took it I 
cannot say, for I never left the room, but there is no doubt that it was 
then, while I was opening cabinets and stooping to boxes, that he 
managed to abstract some of the devil's-foot root. I well remember how 
he plied me with questions as to the amount and the time that was 
needed for its effect, but I little dreamed that he could have a personal 
reason for asking. 

“I thought no more of the matter until the vicar's telegram reached 
me at Plymouth. This villain had thought that I would be at sea before 
the news could reach me, and that I should be lost for years in Africa. 
But I returned at once. Of course, I could not listen to the details 
without feeling assured that my poison had been used. I came round to 
see you on the chance that some other explanation had suggested itself 
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to you. But there could be none. I was convinced that Mortimer 
Tregennis was the murderer; that for the sake of money, and with the 
idea, perhaps, that if the other members of his family were all insane he 
would be the sole guardian of their joint property, he had used the 
devil's-foot powder upon them, driven two of them out of their senses, 
and killed his sister Brenda, the one human being whom I have ever 
loved or who has ever loved me. There was his crime; what was to be his 
punishment? 

“Should I appeal to the law? Where were my proofs? I knew that the 
facts were true, but could I help to make a jury of countrymen believe so 
fantastic a story? I might or I might not. But I could not afford to fail. My 
soul cried out for revenge. I have said to you once before, Mr. Holmes, 
that I have spent much of my life outside the law, and that I have come 
at last to be a law to myself. So it was even now. I determined that the 
fate which he had given to others should be shared by himself. Either 
that or I would do justice upon him with my own hand. In all England 
there can be no man who sets less value upon his own life than I do at 
the present moment. 

“Now I have told you all. You have yourself supplied the rest. I did, as 
you say, after a restless night, set off early from my cottage. I foresaw the 
difficulty of arousing him, so I gathered some gravel from the pile which 
you have mentioned, and I used it to throw up to his window. He came 
down and admitted me through the window of the sitting-room. I laid 
his offence before him. I told him that I had come both as judge and 
executioner. The wretch sank into a chair, paralyzed at the sight of my 
revolver. I lit the lamp, put the powder above it, and stood outside the 
window, ready to carry out my threat to shoot him should he try to leave 
the room. In five minutes he died. My God! how he died! But my heart 
was flint, for he endured nothing which my innocent darling had not felt 
before him. There is my story, Mr. Holmes. Perhaps, if you loved a 
woman, you would have done as much yourself. At any rate, I am in your 
hands. You can take what steps you like. As I have already said, there is 
no man living who can fear death less than I do.” 

Holmes sat for some little time in silence. 
“What were your plans?” he asked at last. 
“I had intended to bury myself in central Africa. My work there is but 

half finished.” 
“Go and do the other half,” said Holmes. “I, at least, am not prepared 

to prevent you.” 
Dr. Sterndale raised his giant figure, bowed gravely, and walked from 

the arbour. Holmes lit his pipe and handed me his pouch. 
“Some fumes which are not poisonous would be a welcome change,” 

said he. “I think you must agree, Watson, that it is not a case in which we 
are called upon to interfere. Our investigation has been independent, and 
our action shall be so also. You would not denounce the man?” 
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“Certainly not,” I answered. 
“I have never loved, Watson, but if I did and if the woman I loved had met 

such an end, I might act even as our lawless lion-hunter has done. Who 
knows? Well, Watson, I will not offend your intelligence by explaining what 
is obvious. The gravel upon the window-sill was, of course, the starting-point 
of my research. It was unlike anything in the vicarage garden. Only when my 
attention had been drawn to Dr. Sterndale and his cottage did I find its 
counterpart. The lamp shining in broad daylight and the remains of powder 
upon the shield were successive links in a fairly obvious chain. And now, my 
dear Watson, I think we may dismiss the matter from our mind and go back 
with a clear conscience to the study of those Chaldean roots which are surely 
to be traced in the Cornish branch of the great Celtic speech.” 

 
        

 
THERE is no such vegetable as the devil’s foot root, although that hasn’t 
prevented Holmesian science buffs from offering possible real-life 
suspects (among them, the toxic Calabar bean, a primitive form of 
P.C.P., or the harmless devil’s claw root infected with a hallucinogenic 
ergot fungus), but the horrors it sews are hardly fictional. The Granada 
TV adaptation of this story depicts Holmes’ brush with this drug as a 
nightmarish bad trip, juxtaposing it with his habitual use of cocaine. 
While the horror is purely neurological and psychological, there is 
something very dark and dreamy about Watson’s description: “[Behind 
the smoke] lurked all that was vaguely horrible, all that was monstrous 
and inconceivably wicked in the universe. Vague shapes swirled and 
swam amid the dark cloud-bank, each a menace and a warning of 
something coming, the advent of some unspeakable dweller upon the 
threshold, whose very shadow would blast my soul.” It is a description 
worthy of Lovecraft (does “The Dweller Upon the Threshold” not just 
sound like a perfect title for one of his Weird Tales submissions?), which 
leads us to question whether the invisible dwellers of this hideous world 
were the personified phantoms of mental disease, a philosophical 
metaphor, or whether the good doctor is suggesting that exposure to this 
mind-peeling drug nearly opened his eyes to an unseen realm. In any 
case, the lunging specter of madness stalks throughout the tale, 
darkening the Cornish landscape with presentiments of horror and 
misery. The Great Detective represents all that is intellectual, rational, 
and cool, so it is no stretch of the imagination to say that he faced a far 
grislier fate – the blowing apart of his mind in an explosion of devolved 
madness – in this adventure than in any other, including the crashing 
waters of Reichenbach.  
 

 
 



399 
 

LIKE “The Hound of the Baskervilles,” “Silver Blaze” involves a mysterious 
murder in Dartmoor and a legendary animal of wide renown. In this 
instance, however, the animal – a beloved race horse – is not a murder 
suspect, but the object of a mind-boggling theft which is widely 
considered one of Holmes’ very best cases. Although Conan Doyle 
ranked it in his second group of favorite stories, for most Holmesians, it 
has a tendency to place in the top ten if not five. It is famous for, among 
other things, its many twists and turns, its Gothic atmosphere of foggy 
moorland and craggy tors, its ingenious solution, and its high-pressure 
deadline, leaving the horse’s owner (and the readers) waiting until the 
very last second before a major race before the mystery is solved. One of 
its greatest contributions to the canon, however, is a phrase which has 
become synonymous with Holmes’ approach to deduction and has 
become – in its own way – something of an epitome for his enigmatic 
thought processes: “the curious incident of the dog in the night-time.” 
As we will further study after the story, the “curious incident” is not only 
a fun bit of mystery fiction: it is the thesis of Conan Doyle’s entire 
philosophy, and – by proxy – Holmes’, making “Silver Blaze” one of the 
most important stories in the entire canon. 

        
 
 

The Adventure of Silver Blaze 
{1892} 

 
"I AM AFRAID, Watson, that I shall have to go," said Holmes, as we sat 
down together to our breakfast one morning. 

"Go! Where to?" 
"To Dartmoor; to King's Pyland." 
I was not surprised. Indeed, my only wonder was that he had not 

already been mixed upon this extraordinary case, which was the one 
topic of conversation through the length and breadth of England. For a 
whole day my companion had rambled about the room with his chin 
upon his chest and his brows knitted, charging and recharging his pipe 
with the strongest black tobacco, and absolutely deaf to any of my 
questions or remarks. Fresh editions of every paper had been sent up by 
our news agent, only to be glanced over and tossed down into a corner. 
Yet, silent as he was, I knew perfectly well what it was over which he was 
brooding. There was but one problem before the public which could 
challenge his powers of analysis, and that was the singular disappearance 
of the favourite for the Wessex Cup, and the tragic murder of its trainer. 
When, therefore, he suddenly announced his intention of setting out for 
the scene of the drama it was only what I had both expected and hoped 
for. 
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"I should be most happy to go down with you if I should not be in 
the way," said I. 

"My dear Watson, you would confer a great favour upon me by 
coming. And I think that your time will not be misspent, for there are 
points about the case which promise to make it an absolutely unique 
one. We have, I think, just time to catch our train at Paddington, and I 
will go further into the matter upon our journey. You would oblige me 
by bringing with you your very excellent field-glass." 

And so it happened that an hour or so later I found myself in the 
corner of a first-class carriage flying along en route for Exeter, while 
Sherlock Holmes, with his sharp, eager face framed in his ear-flapped 
travelling-cap, dipped rapidly into the bundle of fresh papers which he 
had procured at Paddington. We had left Reading far behind us before 
he thrust the last one of them under the seat, and offered me his cigar-
case. 

"We are going well," said he, looking out the window and glancing 
at his watch. "Our rate at present is fifty-three and a half miles an hour." 

"I have not observed the quarter-mile posts," said I. 
"Nor have I. But the telegraph posts upon this line are sixty yards 

apart, and the calculation is a simple one. I presume that you have 
looked into this matter of the murder of John Straker and the 
disappearance of Silver Blaze?" 

"I have seen what the Telegraph and the Chronicle have to say." 
"It is one of those cases where the art of the reasoner should be 

used rather for the sifting of details than for the acquiring of fresh 
evidence. The tragedy has been so uncommon, so complete and of such 
personal importance to so many people, that we are suffering from a 
plethora of surmise, conjecture, and hypothesis. The difficulty is to 
detach the framework of fact--of absolute undeniable fact--from the 
embellishments of theorists and reporters. Then, having established 
ourselves upon this sound basis, it is our duty to see what inferences may 
be drawn and what are the special points upon which the whole mystery 
turns. On Tuesday evening I received telegrams from both Colonel Ross, 
the owner of the horse, and from Inspector Gregory, who is looking after 
the case, inviting my co-operation. 

"Tuesday evening!" I exclaimed. "And this is Thursday morning. 
Why didn't you go down yesterday?" 

"Because I made a blunder, my dear Watson--which is, I am afraid, 
a more common occurrence than any one would think who only knew 
me through your memoirs. The fact is that I could not believe it possible 
that the most remarkable horse in England could long remain concealed, 
especially in so sparsely inhabited a place as the north of Dartmoor. 
From hour to hour yesterday I expected to hear that he had been found, 
and that his abductor was the murderer of John Straker. When, however, 
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another morning had come, and I found that beyond the arrest of young 
Fitzroy Simpson nothing had been done, I felt that it was time for me to 
take action. Yet in some ways I feel that yesterday has not been wasted." 

"You have formed a theory, then?" 
"At least I have got a grip of the essential facts of the case. I shall 

enumerate them to you, for nothing clears up a case so much as stating 
it to another person, and I can hardly expect your co-operation if I do 
not show you the position from which we start." 

I lay back against the cushions, puffing at my cigar, while Holmes, 
leaning forward, with his long, thin forefinger checking off the points 
upon the palm of his left hand, gave me a sketch of the events which had 
led to our journey. 

"Silver Blaze," said he, "is from the Isonomy stock, and holds as 
brilliant a record as his famous ancestor. He is now in his fifth year, and 
has brought in turn each of the prizes of the turf to Colonel Ross, his 
fortunate owner. Up to the time of the catastrophe he was the first 
favourite for the Wessex Cup, the betting being three to one on him. He 
has always, however, been a prime favourite with the racing public, and 
has never yet disappointed them, so that even at those odds enormous 
sums of money have been laid upon him. It is obvious, therefore, that 
there were many people who had the strongest interest in preventing 
Silver Blaze from being there at the fall of the flag next Tuesday. 

"The fact was, of course, appreciated at King's Pyland, where the 
Colonel's training-stable is situated. Every precaution was taken to guard 
the favourite. The trainer, John Straker, is a retired jockey who rode in 
Colonel Ross's colours before he became too heavy for the weighing-
chair. He has served the Colonel for five years as jockey and for seven as 
trainer, and has always shown himself to be a zealous and honest 
servant. Under him were three lads; for the establishment was a small 
one, containing only four horses in all. One of these lads sat up each 
night in the stable, while the others slept in the loft. All three bore 
excellent characters. John Straker, who is a married man, lived in a small 
villa about two hundred yards from the stables. He has no children, 
keeps one maid-servant, and is comfortably off. The country round is 
very lonely, but about half a mile to the north there is a small cluster of 
villas which have been built by a Tavistock contractor for the use of 
invalids and others who may wish to enjoy the pure Dartmoor air. 
Tavistock itself lies two miles to the west, while across the moor, also 
about two miles distant, is the larger training establishment of 
Mapleton, which belongs to Lord Backwater, and is managed by Silas 
Brown. In every other direction the moor is a complete wilderness, 
inhabited only by a few roaming gypsies. Such was the general situation 
last Monday night when the catastrophe occurred. 
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"On that evening the horses had been exercised and watered as 
usual, and the stables were locked up at nine o'clock. Two of the lads 
walked up to the trainer's house, where they had supper in the kitchen, 
while the third, Ned Hunter, remained on guard. At a few minutes after 
nine the maid, Edith Baxter, carried down to the stables his supper, 
which consisted of a dish of curried mutton. She took no liquid, as there 
was a water-tap in the stables, and it was the rule that the lad on duty 
should drink nothing else. The maid carried a lantern with her, as it was 
very dark and the path ran across the open moor. 

"Edith Baxter was within thirty yards of the stables, when a man 
appeared out of the darkness and called to her to stop. As he stepped 
into the circle of yellow light thrown by the lantern she saw that he was 
a person of gentlemanly bearing, dressed in a grey suit of tweeds, with a 
cloth cap. He wore gaiters, and carried a heavy stick with a knob to it. 
She was most impressed, however, by the extreme pallor of his face and 
by the nervousness of his manner. His age, she thought, would be rather 
over thirty than under it. 

"'Can you tell me where I am?' he asked. 'I had almost made up my 
mind to sleep on the moor, when I saw the light of your lantern.' 

"'You are close to the King's Pyland training-stables,' said she. 
"'Oh, indeed! What a stroke of luck!' he cried. 'I understand that a 

stable-boy sleeps there alone every night. Perhaps that is his supper 
which you are carrying to him. Now I am sure that you would not be too 
proud to earn the price of a new dress, would you?' He took a piece of 
white paper folded up out of his waistcoat pocket. 'See that the boy has 
this to-night, and you shall have the prettiest frock that money can buy.' 

"She was frightened by the earnestness of his manner, and ran past 
him to the window through which she was accustomed to hand the 
meals. It was already opened, and Hunter was seated at the small table 
inside. She had begun to tell him of what had happened, when the 
stranger came up again. 

"'Good-evening,' said he, looking through the window. 'I wanted to 
have a word with you.' The girl has sworn that as he spoke she noticed 
the corner of the little paper packet protruding from his closed hand. 

"'What business have you here?' asked the lad. 
"'It's business that may put something into your pocket,' said the 

other. 'You've two horses in for the Wessex Cup--Silver Blaze and 
Bayard. Let me have the straight tip and you won't be a loser. Is it a fact 
that at the weights Bayard could give the other a hundred yards in five 
furlongs, and that the stable have put their money on him?' "'So, you're 
one of those damned touts!' cried the lad. 'I'll show you how we serve 
them in King's Pyland.' He sprang up and rushed across the stable to 
unloose the dog. The girl fled away to the house, but as she ran she 
looked back and saw that the stranger was leaning through the window. 
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A minute later, however, when Hunter rushed out with the hound he 
was gone, and though he ran all round the buildings he failed to find any 
trace of him." 

"One moment," I asked. "Did the stable-boy, when he ran out with 
the dog, leave the door unlocked behind him?" 

"Excellent, Watson, excellent!" murmured my companion. "The 
importance of the point struck me so forcibly that I sent a special wire to 
Dartmoor yesterday to clear the matter up. The boy locked the door 
before he left it. The window, I may add, was not large enough for a man 
to get through. 

"Hunter waited until his fellow-grooms had returned, when he sent 
a message to the trainer and told him what had occurred. Straker was 
excited at hearing the account, although he does not seem to have quite 
realised its true significance. It left him, however, vaguely uneasy, and 
Mrs. Straker, waking at one in the morning, found that he was dressing. 
In reply to her inquiries, he said that he could not sleep on account of 
his anxiety about the horses, and that he intended to walk down to the 
stables to see that all was well. She begged him to remain at home, as 
she could hear the rain pattering against the window, but in spite of her 
entreaties he pulled on his large mackintosh and left the house. 

"Mrs. Straker awoke at seven in the morning, to find that her 
husband had not yet returned. She dressed herself hastily, called the 
maid, and set off for the stables. The door was open; inside, huddled 
together upon a chair, Hunter was sunk in a state of absolute stupor, the 
favourite's stall was empty, and there were no signs of his trainer. 

"The two lads who slept in the chaff-cutting loft above the harness-
room were quickly aroused. They had heard nothing during the night, 
for they are both sound sleepers. Hunter was obviously under the 
influence of some powerful drug, and as no sense could be got out of 
him, he was left to sleep it off while the two lads and the two women ran 
out in search of the absentees. They still had hopes that the trainer had 
for some reason taken out the horse for early exercise, but on ascending 
the knoll near the house, from which all the neighbouring moors were 
visible, they not only could see no signs of the missing favourite, but 
they perceived something which warned them that they were in the 
presence of a tragedy. 

"About a quarter of a mile from the stables John Straker's overcoat 
was flapping from a furze-bush. Immediately beyond there was a bowl-
shaped depression in the moor, and at the bottom of this was found the 
dead body of the unfortunate trainer. His head had been shattered by a 
savage blow from some heavy weapon, and he was wounded on the 
thigh, where there was a long, clean cut, inflicted evidently by some very 
sharp instrument. It was clear, however, that Straker had defended 
himself vigorously against his assailants, for in his right hand he held a 
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small knife, which was clotted with blood up to the handle, while in his 
left he clasped a red and black silk cravat, which was recognised by the 
maid as having been worn on the preceding evening by the stranger who 
had visited the stables. Hunter, on recovering from his stupor, was also 
quite positive as to the ownership of the cravat. He was equally certain 
that the same stranger had, while standing at the window, drugged his 
curried mutton, and so deprived the stables of their watchman. As to the 
missing horse, there were abundant proofs in the mud which lay at the 
bottom of the fatal hollow that he had been there at the time of the 
struggle. But from that morning he has disappeared, and although a 
large reward has been offered, and all the gypsies of Dartmoor are on the 
alert, no news has come of him. Finally, an analysis has shown that the 
remains of his supper left by the stable-lad contain an appreciable 
quantity of powdered opium, while the people at the house partook of 
the same dish on the same night without any ill effect. 

"Those are the main facts of the case, stripped of all surmise, and 
stated as baldly as possible. I shall now recapitulate what the police have 
done in the matter. 

"Inspector Gregory, to whom the case has been committed, is an 
extremely competent officer. Were he but gifted with imagination he 
might rise to great heights in his profession. On his arrival he promptly 
found and arrested the man upon whom suspicion naturally rested. 
There was little difficulty in finding him, for he inhabited one of those 
villas which I have mentioned. His name, it appears, was Fitzroy 
Simpson. He was a man of excellent birth and education, who had 
squandered a fortune upon the turf, and who lived now by doing a little 
quiet and genteel book-making in the sporting clubs of London. An 
examination of his betting-book shows that bets to the amount of five 
thousand pounds had been registered by him against the favourite. On 
being arrested he volunteered that statement that he had come down to 
Dartmoor in the hope of getting some information about the King's 
Pyland horses, and also about Desborough, the second favourite, which 
was in charge of Silas Brown at the Mapleton stables. He did not attempt 
to deny that he had acted as described upon the evening before, but 
declared that he had no sinister designs, and had simply wished to 
obtain first-hand information. When confronted with his cravat, he 
turned very pale, and was utterly unable to account for its presence in 
the hand of the murdered man. His wet clothing showed that he had 
been out in the storm of the night before, and his stick, which was a 
Penang-lawyer weighted with lead, was just such a weapon as might, by 
repeated blows, have inflicted the terrible injuries to which the trainer 
had succumbed. On the other hand, there was no wound upon his 
person, while the state of Straker's knife would show that one at least of 
his assailants must bear his mark upon him. There you have it all in a 
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nutshell, Watson, and if you can give me any light I shall be infinitely 
obliged to you." 

I had listened with the greatest interest to the statement which 
Holmes, with characteristic clearness, had laid before me. Though most 
of the facts were familiar to me, I had not sufficiently appreciated their 
relative importance, nor their connection to each other. 

"Is it not possible," I suggested, "that the incised wound upon 
Straker may have been caused by his own knife in the convulsive 
struggles which follow any brain injury?" 

"It is more than possible; it is probable," said Holmes. "In that case 
one of the main points in favour of the accused disappears." 

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

"I am afraid that whatever theory we state has very grave objections 
to it," returned my companion. "The police imagine, I take it, that this 
Fitzroy Simpson, having drugged the lad, and having in some way 
obtained a duplicate key, opened the stable door and took out the horse, 
with the intention, apparently, of kidnapping him altogether. His bridle 
is missing, so that Simpson must have put this on. Then, having left the 
door open behind him, he was leading the horse away over the moor, 
when he was either met or overtaken by the trainer. A row naturally 
ensued. Simpson beat out the trainer's brains with his heavy stick 
without receiving any injury from the small knife which Straker used in 
self-defence, and then the thief either led the horse on to some secret 
hiding-place, or else it may have bolted during the struggle, and be now 
wandering out on the moors. That is the case as it appears to the police, 
and improbable as it is, all other explanations are more improbable still. 
However, I shall very quickly test the matter when I am once upon the 
spot, and until then I cannot really see how we can get much further 
than our present position." 

It was evening before we reached the little town of Tavistock, which 
lies, like the boss of a shield, in the middle of the huge circle of 
Dartmoor. Two gentlemen were awaiting us in the station--the one a 
tall, fair man with lion-like hair and beard and curiously penetrating 
light blue eyes; the other a small, alert person, very neat and dapper, in a 
frock-coat and gaiters, with trim little side-whiskers and an eye-glass. 
The latter was Colonel Ross, the well-known sportsman; the other, 
Inspector Gregory, a man who was rapidly making his name in the 
English detective service. 

"I am delighted that you have come down, Mr. Holmes," said the 
Colonel. "The Inspector here has done all that could possibly be 
suggested, but I wish to leave no stone unturned in trying to avenge poor 
Straker and in recovering my horse." 

"Have there been any fresh developments?" asked Holmes. 
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"I am sorry to say that we have made very little progress," said the 
Inspector. "We have an open carriage outside, and as you would no 
doubt like to see the place before the light fails, we might talk it over as 
we drive." 

A minute later we were all seated in a comfortable landau, and were 
rattling through the quaint old Devonshire city. Inspector Gregory was 
full of his case, and poured out a stream of remarks, while Holmes threw 
in an occasional question or interjection. Colonel Ross leaned back with 
his arms folded and his hat tilted over his eyes, while I listened with 
interest to the dialogue of the two detectives. Gregory was formulating 
his theory, which was almost exactly what Holmes had foretold in the 
train. 

"The net is drawn pretty close round Fitzroy Simpson," he 
remarked, "and I believe myself that he is our man. At the same time I 
recognise that the evidence is purely circumstantial, and that some new 
development may upset it." 

"How about Straker's knife?" 
"We have quite come to the conclusion that he wounded himself in 

his fall." 
"My friend Dr. Watson made that suggestion to me as we came 

down. If so, it would tell against this man Simpson." 
"Undoubtedly. He has neither a knife nor any sign of a wound. The 

evidence against him is certainly very strong. He had a great interest in 
the disappearance of the favourite. He lies under suspicion of having 
poisoned the stable-boy, he was undoubtedly out in the storm, he was 
armed with a heavy stick, and his cravat was found in the dead man's 
hand. I really think we have enough to go before a jury." 

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

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

"What does he say about the cravat?" 
"He acknowledges that it is his, and declares that he had lost it. But 

a new element has been introduced into the case which may account for 
his leading the horse from the stable." 
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Holmes pricked up his ears. 
"We have found traces which show that a party of gypsies 

encamped on Monday night within a mile of the spot where the murder 
took place. On Tuesday they were gone. Now, presuming that there was 
some understanding between Simpson and these gypsies, might he not 
have been leading the horse to them when he was overtaken, and may 
they not have him now?" 

"It is certainly possible." 
"The moor is being scoured for these gypsies. I have also examined 

every stable and out-house in Tavistock, and for a radius of ten miles." 
"There is another training-stable quite close, I understand?" 
"Yes, and that is a factor which we must certainly not neglect. As 

Desborough, their horse, was second in the betting, they had an interest 
in the disappearance of the favourite. Silas Brown, the trainer, is known 
to have had large bets upon the event, and he was no friend to poor 
Straker. We have, however, examined the stables, and there is nothing to 
connect him with the affair." 

"And nothing to connect this man Simpson with the interests of the 
Mapleton stables?" 

"Nothing at all." 
Holmes leaned back in the carriage, and the conversation ceased. A 

few minutes later our driver pulled up at a neat little red-brick villa with 
overhanging eaves which stood by the road. Some distance off, across a 
paddock, lay a long grey-tiled out-building. In every other direction the 
low curves of the moor, bronze-coloured from the fading ferns, stretched 
away to the sky-line, broken only by the steeples of Tavistock, and by a 
cluster of houses away to the westward which marked the Mapleton 
stables. We all sprang out with the exception of Holmes, who continued 
to lean back with his eyes fixed upon the sky in front of him, entirely 
absorbed in his own thoughts. It was only when I touched his arm that 
he roused himself with a violent start and stepped out of the carriage. 

"Excuse me," said he, turning to Colonel Ross, who had looked at 
him in some surprise. "I was day-dreaming." There was a gleam in his 
eyes and a suppressed excitement in his manner which convinced me, 
used as I was to his ways, that his hand was upon a clue, though I could 
not imagine where he had found it. 

"Perhaps you would prefer at once to go on to the scene of the 
crime, Mr. Holmes?" said Gregory. 

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

"Yes; he lies upstairs. The inquest is to-morrow." 
"He has been in your service some years, Colonel Ross?" 
"I have always found him an excellent servant." 
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"I presume that you made an inventory of what he had in his 
pockets at the time of his death, Inspector?" 

"I have the things themselves in the sitting-room, if you would care 
to see them." 

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

while the Inspector unlocked a square tin box and laid a small heap of 
things before us. There was a box of vestas, two inches of tallow candle, 
an A.D.P. brier-root pipe, a pouch of seal-skin with half an ounce of 
long-cut Cavendish, a silver watch with a gold chain, five sovereigns in 
gold, an aluminium pencil-case, a few papers, and an ivory-handled knife 
with a very delicate, inflexible blade marked Weiss & Co., London. 

"This is a very singular knife," said Holmes, lifting it up and 
examining it minutely. "I presume, as I see blood-stains upon it, that it is 
the one which was found in the dead man's grasp. Watson, this knife is 
surely in your line?" 

"It is what we call a cataract knife," said I. 
"I thought so. A very delicate blade devised for very delicate work. A 

strange thing for a man to carry with him upon a rough expedition, 
especially as it would not shut in his pocket." 

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

"Very possible. How about these papers?" 
"Three of them are receipted hay-dealers' accounts. One of them is 

a letter of instructions from Colonel Ross. This other is a milliner's 
account for thirty-seven pounds fifteen made out by Madame Lesurier, 
of Bond Street, to William Derbyshire. Mrs. Straker tells us that 
Derbyshire was a friend of her husband's and that occasionally his letters 
were addressed here." 

"Madam Derbyshire had somewhat expensive tastes," remarked 
Holmes, glancing down the account. "Twenty-two guineas is rather 
heavy for a single costume. However there appears to be nothing more 
to learn, and we may now go down to the scene of the crime." 

As we emerged from the sitting-room a woman, who had been 
waiting in the passage, took a step forward and laid her hand upon the 
Inspector's sleeve. Her face was haggard and thin and eager, stamped 
with the print of a recent horror. 

"Have you got them? Have you found them?" she panted. 
"No, Mrs. Straker. But Mr. Holmes here has come from London to 

help us, and we shall do all that is possible." 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/John_Weiss_%26_Son
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"Surely I met you in Plymouth at a garden-party some little time 
ago, Mrs. Straker?" said Holmes. 

"No, sir; you are mistaken." 
"Dear me! Why, I could have sworn to it. You wore a costume of 

dove-coloured silk with ostrich-feather trimming." 
"I never had such a dress, sir," answered the lady. 
"Ah, that quite settles it," said Holmes. And with an apology he 

followed the Inspector outside. A short walk across the moor took us to 
the hollow in which the body had been found. At the brink of it was the 
furze-bush upon which the coat had been hung. 

"There was no wind that night, I understand," said Holmes. 
"None; but very heavy rain." 
"In that case the overcoat was not blown against the furze-bush, but 

placed there." 
"Yes, it was laid across the bush." 
"You fill me with interest, I perceive that the ground has been 

trampled up a good deal. No doubt many feet have been here since 
Monday night." 

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

"Excellent." 
"In this bag I have one of the boots which Straker wore, one of 

Fitzroy Simpson's shoes, and a cast horseshoe of Silver Blaze." 
"My dear Inspector, you surpass yourself!" Holmes took the bag, 

and, descending into the hollow, he pushed the matting into a more 
central position. Then stretching himself upon his face and leaning his 
chin upon his hands, he made a careful study of the trampled mud in 
front of him. "Hullo!" said he, suddenly. "What's this?" It was a wax vesta 
half burned, which was so coated with mud that it looked at first like a 
little chip of wood. 

"I cannot think how I came to overlook it," said the Inspector, with 
an expression of annoyance. 

"It was invisible, buried in the mud. I only saw it because I was 
looking for it." 

"What! You expected to find it?" 
"I thought it not unlikely." 
He took the boots from the bag, and compared the impressions of 

each of them with marks upon the ground. Then he clambered up to the 
rim of the hollow, and crawled about among the ferns and bushes. 

"I am afraid that there are no more tracks," said the Inspector. "I 
have examined the ground very carefully for a hundred yards in each 
direction." 

"Indeed!" said Holmes, rising. "I should not have the impertinence 
to do it again after what you say. But I should like to take a little walk 
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over the moor before it grows dark, that I may know my ground to-
morrow, and I think that I shall put this horseshoe into my pocket for 
luck." 

Colonel Ross, who had shown some signs of impatience at my 
companion's quiet and systematic method of work, glanced at his watch. 
"I wish you would come back with me, Inspector," said he. "There are 
several points on which I should like your advice, and especially as to 
whether we do not owe it to the public to remove our horse's name from 
the entries for the Cup." 

"Certainly not," cried Holmes, with decision. "I should let the name 
stand." 

The Colonel bowed. "I am very glad to have had your opinion, sir," 
said he. "You will find us at poor Straker's house when you have finished 
your walk, and we can drive together into Tavistock." 

He turned back with the Inspector, while Holmes and I walked 
slowly across the moor. The sun was beginning to sink behind the 
stables of Mapleton, and the long, sloping plain in front of us was tinged 
with gold, deepening into rich, ruddy browns where the faded ferns and 
brambles caught the evening light. But the glories of the landscape were 
all wasted upon my companion, who was sunk in the deepest thought. 

"It's this way, Watson," said he at last. "We may leave the question 
of who killed John Straker for the instant, and confine ourselves to 
finding out what has become of the horse. Now, supposing that he broke 
away during or after the tragedy, where could he have gone to? The 
horse is a very gregarious creature. If left to himself his instincts would 
have been either to return to King's Pyland or go over to Mapleton. Why 
should he run wild upon the moor? He would surely have been seen by 
now. And why should gypsies kidnap him? These people always clear out 
when they hear of trouble, for they do not wish to be pestered by the 
police. They could not hope to sell such a horse. They would run a great 
risk and gain nothing by taking him. Surely that is clear." 

"Where is he, then?" 
"I have already said that he must have gone to King's Pyland or to 

Mapleton. He is not at King's Pyland. Therefore he is at Mapleton. Let us 
take that as a working hypothesis and see what it leads us to. This part of 
the moor, as the Inspector remarked, is very hard and dry. But it falls 
away towards Mapleton, and you can see from here that there is a long 
hollow over yonder, which must have been very wet on Monday night. If 
our supposition is correct, then the horse must have crossed that, and 
there is the point where we should look for his tracks." 

We had been walking briskly during this conversation, and a few 
more minutes brought us to the hollow in question. At Holmes' request I 
walked down the bank to the right, and he to the left, but I had not 
taken fifty paces before I heard him give a shout, and saw him waving his  
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hand to me. The track of a horse was plainly outlined in the soft earth in 
front of him, and the shoe which he took from his pocket exactly fitted 
the impression. 

"See the value of imagination," said Holmes. "It is the one quality 
which Gregory lacks. We imagined what might have happened, acted 
upon the supposition, and find ourselves justified. Let us proceed." 

We crossed the marshy bottom and passed over a quarter of a mile 
of dry, hard turf. Again the ground sloped, and again we came on the 
tracks. Then we lost them for half a mile, but only to pick them up once 
more quite close to Mapleton. It was Holmes who saw them first, and he 
stood pointing with a look of triumph upon his face. A man's track was 
visible beside the horse's. 

"The horse was alone before," I cried. 
"Quite so. It was alone before. Hullo, what is this?" 
The double track turned sharp off and took the direction of King's 

Pyland. Holmes whistled, and we both followed along after it. His eyes 
were on the trail, but I happened to look a little to one side, and saw to 
my surprise the same tracks coming back again in the opposite direction. 

"One for you, Watson," said Holmes, when I pointed it out. "You 
have saved us a long walk, which would have brought us back on our 
own traces. Let us follow the return track." 

We had not to go far. It ended at the paving of asphalt which led up 
to the gates of the Mapleton stables. As we approached, a groom ran out 
from them. 

"We don't want any loiterers about here," said he. 
"I only wished to ask a question," said Holmes, with his finger and 

thumb in his waistcoat pocket. "Should I be too early to see your master, 
Mr. Silas Brown, if I were to call at five o'clock to-morrow morning?" 

"Bless you, sir, if any one is about he will be, for he is always the 
first stirring. But here he is, sir, to answer your questions for himself. No, 
sir, no; it is as much as my place is worth to let him see me touch your 
money. Afterwards, if you like." 

As Sherlock Holmes replaced the half-crown which he had drawn 
from his pocket, a fierce-looking elderly man strode out from the gate 
with a hunting-crop swinging in his hand. 

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

"Ten minutes' talk with you, my good sir," said Holmes in the 
sweetest of voices. 

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

Holmes leaned forward and whispered something in the trainer's 
ear. He started violently and flushed to the temples. 

"It's a lie!" he shouted, "an infernal lie!" 
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"Very good. Shall we argue about it here in public or talk it over in 
your parlour?" 

"Oh, come in if you wish to." 
Holmes smiled. "I shall not keep you more than a few minutes, 

Watson," said he. "Now, Mr. Brown, I am quite at your disposal." 
It was twenty minutes, and the reds had all faded into greys before 

Holmes and the trainer reappeared. Never have I seen such a change as 
had been brought about in Silas Brown in that short time. His face was 
ashy pale, beads of perspiration shone upon his brow, and his hands 
shook until the hunting-crop wagged like a branch in the wind. His 
bullying, overbearing manner was all gone too, and he cringed along at 
my companion's side like a dog with its master. 

"Your instructions will be done. It shall all be done," said he. 
"There must be no mistake," said Holmes, looking round at him. 

The other winced as he read the menace in his eyes. 
"Oh no, there shall be no mistake. It shall be there. Should I change 

it first or not?" 
Holmes thought a little and then burst out laughing. "No, don't," 

said he; "I shall write to you about it. No tricks, now, or--" 
"Oh, you can trust me, you can trust me!" 
"Yes, I think I can. Well, you shall hear from me to-morrow." He 

turned upon his heel, disregarding the trembling hand which the other 
held out to him, and we set off for King's Pyland. 

"A more perfect compound of the bully, coward, and sneak than 
Master Silas Brown I have seldom met with," remarked Holmes as we 
trudged along together. 

"He has the horse, then?" 
"He tried to bluster out of it, but I described to him so exactly what 

his actions had been upon that morning that he is convinced that I was 
watching him. Of course you observed the peculiarly square toes in the 
impressions, and that his own boots exactly corresponded to them. 
Again, of course no subordinate would have dared to do such a thing. I 
described to him how, when according to his custom he was the first 
down, he perceived a strange horse wandering over the moor. How he 
went out to it, and his astonishment at recognising, from the white 
forehead which has given the favourite its name, that chance had put in 
his power the only horse which could beat the one upon which he had 
put his money. Then I described how his first impulse had been to lead 
him back to King's Pyland, and how the devil had shown him how he 
could hide the horse until the race was over, and how he had led it back 
and concealed it at Mapleton. When I told him every detail he gave it up 
and thought only of saving his own skin." 

"But his stables had been searched?" 
"Oh, an old horse-fakir like him has many a dodge." 
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"But are you not afraid to leave the horse in his power now, since he 
has every interest in injuring it?" 

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

"Colonel Ross did not impress me as a man who would be likely to 
show much mercy in any case." 

"The matter does not rest with Colonel Ross. I follow my own 
methods, and tell as much or as little as I choose. That is the advantage 
of being unofficial. I don't know whether you observed it, Watson, but 
the Colonel's manner has been just a trifle cavalier to me. I am inclined 
now to have a little amusement at his expense. Say nothing to him about 
the horse." 

"Certainly not without your permission." 
"And of course this is all quite a minor point compared to the 

question of who killed John Straker." 
"And you will devote yourself to that?" 
"On the contrary, we both go back to London by the night train." 
I was thunderstruck by my friend's words. We had only been a few 

hours in Devonshire, and that he should give up an investigation which 
he had begun so brilliantly was quite incomprehensible to me. Not a 
word more could I draw from him until we were back at the trainer's 
house. The Colonel and the Inspector were awaiting us in the parlour. 

"My friend and I return to town by the night-express," said Holmes. 
"We have had a charming little breath of your beautiful Dartmoor air." 

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

"So you despair of arresting the murderer of poor Straker," said he. 
Holmes shrugged his shoulders. "There are certainly grave 

difficulties in the way," said he. "I have every hope, however, that your 
horse will start upon Tuesday, and I beg that you will have your jockey in 
readiness. Might I ask for a photograph of Mr. John Straker?" 

The Inspector took one from an envelope and handed it to him. 
"My dear Gregory, you anticipate all my wants. If I might ask you to 

wait here for an instant, I have a question which I should like to put to 
the maid." 

"I must say that I am rather disappointed in our London 
consultant," said Colonel Ross, bluntly, as my friend left the room. "I do 
not see that we are any further than when he came." 

"At least you have his assurance that your horse will run," said I. 
"Yes, I have his assurance," said the Colonel, with a shrug of his 

shoulders. "I should prefer to have the horse." 
I was about to make some reply in defence of my friend when he 

entered the room again. 
"Now, gentlemen," said he, "I am quite ready for Tavistock." 
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As we stepped into the carriage one of the stable-lads held the door 
open for us. A sudden idea seemed to occur to Holmes, for he leaned 
forward and touched the lad upon the sleeve. 

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

"I do, sir." 
"Have you noticed anything amiss with them of late?" 
"Well, sir, not of much account; but three of them have gone lame, 

sir." 
I could see that Holmes was extremely pleased, for he chuckled and 

rubbed his hands together. 
"A long shot, Watson; a very long shot," said he, pinching my arm. 

"Gregory, let me recommend to your attention this singular epidemic 
among the sheep. Drive on, coachman!" 

Colonel Ross still wore an expression which showed the poor 
opinion which he had formed of my companion's ability, but I saw by the 
Inspector's face that his attention had been keenly aroused. 

"You consider that to be important?" he asked. 
"Exceedingly so." 
"Is there any point to which you would wish to draw my attention?" 
"To the curious incident of the dog in the night-time." 
"The dog did nothing in the night-time." 
"That was the curious incident," remarked Sherlock Holmes. 
Four days later Holmes and I were again in the train, bound for 

Winchester to see the race for the Wessex Cup. Colonel Ross met us by 
appointment outside the station, and we drove in his drag to the course 
beyond the town. His face was grave, and his manner was cold in the 
extreme. "I have seen nothing of my horse," said he. 

"I suppose that you would know him when you saw him?" asked 
Holmes. 

The Colonel was very angry. "I have been on the turf for twenty 
years, and never was asked such a question as that before," said he. "A 
child would know Silver Blaze, with his white forehead and his mottled 
off-foreleg." 

"How is the betting?" 
"Well, that is the curious part of it. You could have got fifteen to 

one yesterday, but the price has become shorter and shorter, until you 
can hardly get three to one now." 

"Hum!" said Holmes. "Somebody knows something, that is clear." 
As the drag drew up in the enclosure near the grand stand I glanced 

at the card to see the entries. 
Wessex Plate [it ran] 50 sovs each h ft with 1000 sovs added for four 

and five year olds. Second, œ300. Third, œ200. New course (one mile 
and five furlongs). Mr. Heath Newton's The Negro. Red cap. Cinnamon 
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jacket. Colonel Wardlaw's Pugilist. Pink cap. Blue and black jacket. Lord 
Backwater's Desborough. Yellow cap and sleeves. Colonel Ross's Silver 
Blaze. Black cap. Red jacket. Duke of Balmoral's Iris. Yellow and black 
stripes. Lord Singleford's Rasper. Purple cap. Black sleeves. 

"We scratched our other one, and put all hopes on your word," said 
the Colonel. "Why, what is that? Silver Blaze favourite?" 

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

"There are the numbers up," I cried. "They are all six there." 
"All six there? Then my horse is running," cried the Colonel in great 

agitation. "But I don't see him. My colours have not passed." 
"Only five have passed. This must be he." 
As I spoke a powerful bay horse swept out from the weighting 

enclosure and cantered past us, bearing on its back the well-known 
black and red of the Colonel. 

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

"Well, well, let us see how he gets on," said my friend, 
imperturbably. For a few minutes he gazed through my field-glass. 
"Capital! An excellent start!" he cried suddenly. "There they are, coming 
round the curve!" 

From our drag we had a superb view as they came up the straight. 
The six horses were so close together that a carpet could have covered 
them, but half way up the yellow of the Mapleton stable showed to the 
front. Before they reached us, however, Desborough's bolt was shot, and 
the Colonel's horse, coming away with a rush, passed the post a good six 
lengths before its rival, the Duke of Balmoral's Iris making a bad third. 

"It's my race, anyhow," gasped the Colonel, passing his hand over 
his eyes. "I confess that I can make neither head nor tail of it. Don't you 
think that you have kept up your mystery long enough, Mr. Holmes?" 

"Certainly, Colonel, you shall know everything. Let us all go round 
and have a look at the horse together. Here he is," he continued, as we 
made our way into the weighing enclosure, where only owners and their 
friends find admittance. "You have only to wash his face and his leg in 
spirits of wine, and you will find that he is the same old Silver Blaze as 
ever." 

"You take my breath away!" 
"I found him in the hands of a fakir, and took the liberty of running 

him just as he was sent over." 
"My dear sir, you have done wonders. The horse looks very fit and 

well. It never went better in its life. I owe you a thousand apologies for 
having doubted your ability. You have done me a great service by 
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recovering my horse. You would do me a greater still if you could lay 
your hands on the murderer of John Straker." 

"I have done so," said Holmes quietly. 
The Colonel and I stared at him in amazement. "You have got him! 

Where is he, then?" 
"He is here." 
"Here! Where?" 
"In my company at the present moment." 
The Colonel flushed angrily. "I quite recognise that I am under 

obligations to you, Mr. Holmes," said he, "but I must regard what you 
have just said as either a very bad joke or an insult." 

Sherlock Holmes laughed. "I assure you that I have not associated 
you with the crime, Colonel," said he. "The real murderer is standing 
immediately behind you." He stepped past and laid his hand upon the 
glossy neck of the thoroughbred. 

"The horse!" cried both the Colonel and myself. 
"Yes, the horse. And it may lessen his guilt if I say that it was done 

in self-defence, and that John Straker was a man who was entirely 
unworthy of your confidence. But there goes the bell, and as I stand to 
win a little on this next race, I shall defer a lengthy explanation until a 
more fitting time." 

We had the corner of a Pullman car to ourselves that evening as we 
whirled back to London, and I fancy that the journey was a short one to 
Colonel Ross as well as to myself, as we listened to our companion's 
narrative of the events which had occurred at the Dartmoor training-
stables upon the Monday night, and the means by which he had 
unravelled them. 

"I confess," said he, "that any theories which I had formed from the 
newspaper reports were entirely erroneous. And yet there were 
indications there, had they not been overlaid by other details which 
concealed their true import. I went to Devonshire with the conviction 
that Fitzroy Simpson was the true culprit, although, of course, I saw that 
the evidence against him was by no means complete. It was while I was 
in the carriage, just as we reached the trainer's house, that the immense 
significance of the curried mutton occurred to me. You may remember 
that I was distrait, and remained sitting after you had all alighted. I was 
marvelling in my own mind how I could possibly have overlooked so 
obvious a clue." 

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

"It was the first link in my chain of reasoning. Powdered opium is 
by no means tasteless. The flavour is not disagreeable, but it is 
perceptible. Were it mixed with any ordinary dish the eater would 
undoubtedly detect it, and would probably eat no more. A curry was 
exactly the medium which would disguise this taste. By no possible 
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supposition could this stranger, Fitzroy Simpson, have caused curry to be 
served in the trainer's family that night, and it is surely too monstrous a 
coincidence to suppose that he happened to come along with powdered 
opium upon the very night when a dish happened to be served which would 
disguise the flavour. That is unthinkable. Therefore Simpson becomes 
eliminated from the case, and our attention centres upon Straker and his 
wife, the only two people who could have chosen curried mutton for supper 
that night. The opium was added after the dish was set aside for the stable-
boy, for the others had the same for supper with no ill effects. Which of 
them, then, had access to that dish without the maid seeing them? 

"Before deciding that question I had grasped the significance of the 
silence of the dog, for one true inference invariably suggests others. The 
Simpson incident had shown me that a dog was kept in the stables, and yet, 
though some one had been in and had fetched out a horse, he had not 
barked enough to arouse the two lads in the loft. Obviously the midnight 
visitor was some one whom the dog knew well. 

"I was already convinced, or almost convinced, that John Straker went 
down to the stables in the dead of the night and took out Silver Blaze. For 
what purpose? For a dishonest one, obviously, or why should he drug his 
own stable-boy? And yet I was at a loss to know why. There have been cases 
before now where trainers have made sure of great sums of money by laying 
against their own horses, through agents, and then preventing them from 
winning by fraud. Sometimes it is a pulling jockey. Sometimes it is some 
surer and subtler means. What was it here? I hoped that the contents of his 
pockets might help me to form a conclusion. 

"And they did so. You cannot have forgotten the singular knife which 
was found in the dead man's hand, a knife which certainly no sane man 
would choose for a weapon. It was, as Dr. Watson told us, a form of knife 
which is used for the most delicate operations known in surgery. And it was 
to be used for a delicate operation that night. You must know, with your 
wide experience of turf matters, Colonel Ross, that it is possible to make a 
slight nick upon the tendons of a horse's ham, and to do it subcutaneously, 
so as to leave absolutely no trace. A horse so treated would develop a slight 
lameness, which would be put down to a strain in exercise or a touch of 
rheumatism, but never to foul play." 

"Villain! Scoundrel!" cried the Colonel. 
"We have here the explanation of why John Straker wished to take the 

horse out on to the moor. So spirited a creature would have certainly roused 
the soundest of sleepers when it felt the prick of the knife. It was absolutely 
necessary to do it in the open air." 

"I have been blind!" cried the Colonel. "Of course that was why he 
needed the candle, and struck the match." 

"Undoubtedly. But in examining his belongings I was fortunate enough 
to discover not only the method of the crime, but even its motives. As a man 
of the world, Colonel, you know that men do not carry other people's bills 
about in their pockets. We have most of us quite enough to do to settle our 
own. I at once concluded that Straker was leading a double life, and keeping 
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a second establishment. The nature of the bill showed that there was a lady 
in the case, and one who had expensive tastes. Liberal as you are with your 
servants, one can hardly expect that they can buy twenty-guinea walking 
dresses for their ladies. I questioned Mrs. Straker as to the dress without her 
knowing it, and having satisfied myself that it had never reached her, I made 
a note of the milliner's address, and felt that by calling there with Straker's 
photograph I could easily dispose of the mythical Derbyshire. 

"From that time on all was plain. Straker had led out the horse to a 
hollow where his light would be invisible. Simpson in his flight had dropped 
his cravat, and Straker had picked it up--with some idea, perhaps, that he 
might use it in securing the horse's leg. Once in the hollow, he had got 
behind the horse and had struck a light; but the creature frightened at the 
sudden glare, and with the strange instinct of animals feeling that some 
mischief was intended, had lashed out, and the steel shoe had struck Straker 
full on the forehead. He had already, in spite of the rain, taken off his 
overcoat in order to do his delicate task, and so, as he fell, his knife gashed 
his thigh. Do I make it clear?" 

"Wonderful!" cried the Colonel. "Wonderful! You might have been 
there!" 

"My final shot was, I confess, a very long one. It struck me that so 
astute a man as Straker would not undertake this delicate tendon-nicking 
without a little practice. What could he practice on? My eyes fell upon the 
sheep, and I asked a question which, rather to my surprise, showed that my 
surmise was correct. 

"When I returned to London I called upon the milliner, who had 
recognised Straker as an excellent customer of the name of Derbyshire, who 
had a very dashing wife, with a strong partiality for expensive dresses. I have 
no doubt that this woman had plunged him over head and ears in debt, and 
so led him into this miserable plot." 

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

"Ah, it bolted, and was cared for by one of your neighbours. We must 
have an amnesty in that direction, I think. This is Clapham Junction, if I am 
not mistaken, and we shall be in Victoria in less than ten minutes. If you 
care to smoke a cigar in our rooms, Colonel, I shall be happy to give you any 
other details which might interest you." 

        
 

THE curious incident of the dog in the night-time, is of course, that he 
did nothing. One of the great attractions of Sherlock Holmes is that he 
seems to see things as they truly are: invested with untapped or 
unrecognized significance. For all of his deceptive misanthropy and (as 
emphasized in the Benedict Cumberbatch adaptations) almost autistic 
disconnect from regular people, Holmes is able to recognize the essential 
spirit of things due to his tremendously sensitive instincts. Hardly a 
bean-counting Rain Man, Sherlock Holmes sees through the veneer of 
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people’s insecurities, confidence, high breeding, lack of breeding, fine 
clothes, rags, or what have you, and can identify their Platonic essence. 
In the case of the dog’s curious incident, he recognizes a negative clue – 
something which was NOT done, as opposed to something which was. 
While it doesn’t take a genius to point out “hey, isn’t it strange that the 
dog didn’t bark,” Holmes’ wording, by way of Doyle, is what has struck 
readers as being so insightfully poignant. And herein we catch a glimpse 
of Doyle’s own personal philosophy – one influenced by Nietzsche, 
Swedenbourg, Plato, and Locke – which saw life as a poor imitation of a 
deeper reality. Throughout his fiction corpus, Doyle follows a regular 
pattern of raising up enterprising outsiders who are able to see past the 
superficial exterior which is so distracting to the masses, and identify the 
hidden essence below. In stories such as “Lot No. 249,” “The Striped 
Chest,” “The Silver Hatchet,” “A Pastoral Horror,” the “Lost World” 
series, and “The Horror of the Heights,” it takes a person with 
imagination to unsee what is obvious-but-deceptive, and to recognize 
what is hidden-but-true: the Deeper Truth. And Doyle had no greater 
advocate for uncovering the hidden essences of things – often in 
defiance of convention – than Sherlock Holmes.  

II. 
Holmes has no problem committing dozens of felonies because it isn’t 
what the law SAYS which matters, rather what it REPRESENTS – the 
Deeper Truth. He is unimpressed with the King of Bohemia, but 
practically worships his actress lover, responding to the King’s dismay 
that Adler “was not on [his] level” with a bitter affirmation – pointing to 
the Deeper Truth of the remark. Holmes isn’t struck that “the dog didn’t 
bark,” but rather that it was the object of a “curious incident” – namely, 
that behind a negative lack of barking is a positive implication which 
must be explored. “Silver Blaze,” as a whole, is redolent with this kind of 
symbolism: the horse which had been “stolen” has actually run off; the 
employee who was mourned as a murdered innocent was actually killed 
in self-defense during an act of betrayal; the horse which had been 
believed to have been spirited out of the country has actually been just a 
short gallop away at the neighbor’s; the strange, black-faced animal 
brought to the Colonel is – in actuality – his missing horse hiding under 
a blot of dye. Holmes’ theatrical sponging away of the dye from the 
missing horse’s face serves as a metaphor for his entire career (and for 
Doyle’s own worldview): wiping away the superficial dross of the 
bourgeois, waking life to reveal the Deeper Truth hiding beneath, 
lurking in plain sight for those who would look closely enough to divine 
its significance… 
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ALTHOUGH Moriarty’s influence on the Holmesian mythos has indeed 
been extraordinary compared to his actual face time in the canon (a total 
of one short story and one novel, with a handful of references scattered 
across four stories and two extra-canonical stage plays), Irene Adler’s 
influence has had the best mileage of any of Doyle’s tertiary characters: 
after storming the canon in “A Scandal in Bohemia,” she is referenced by 
name in only three other adventures, and alluded to as one of the “three 
men and one woman” who have bested Holmes in “The Five Orange 
Pips.” Of these, all appearances and references to her are recorded in the 
same collection (Doyle’s first anthology of Holmes stories, 1892’s “The 
Adventures of Sherlock Holmes”), except one: “His Last Bow,” the very 
last Sherlock Holmes story. It is unsurprising that Irene Adler’s 
gargantuan impact on the canon stands in spite of her rarity: she does, 
after all bring the strongest female presence to the canon outside of the 
redoubtable Mrs. Hudson and titillates Holmes’ laddish intellect with 
her feminine mystique. Feminist critics, naturally, have seen her as an 
icon of their ideologies, representing female intellect, adaptability, and 
subversive craft. In spite of her criminality, she is actually portrayed as 
noble and ethical, using blackmail only as a means of personal 
protection (not as a weapon against the King or as a means of extortion). 
When assured that he will not try to punish her, she happily assures 
Holmes that the King need not fear her any longer (so long as she need 
not fear him), causing Holmes to lose all respect for his client and to lay 
the greatest offering at Adler’s feet that his cold heart can muster – by 
giving her the unshaken sobriquet “The Woman.”  

II. 
Naturally many readers and adapters have read a romantic connection 
between the two (there is, unquestionably, a staggering chemistry 
between them that causes Holmes to sound a bit more like Watson – 
praising her beauty, poise, and grace in breathless tones – than we are 
used to), and adaptations from BBC’s “Sherlock” to Guy Ritchie’s 
“Sherlock Holmes,” from 1976’s “Sherlock Holmes in New York” to the 
series “Elementary,” have depicted them as something between admirers 
and lovers. Before James Bond was enticed by Pussy Galore or Batman 
was intrigued by Catwoman, Irene Adler was the original femme-fatale-
with-a-heart-of-gold. Whereas most literature up until then had divided 
single, eligible women into three basic camps – vapid tease, virtuous 
virgin, or evil temptress – Adler proved herself to be clever and 
audacious without being evil. Unlike Dumas’ Milady, Le Fanu’s Carmilla, 
or Keats’ La Belle Dame Sans Merci, Adler can be both conniving and 
ethical. In many ways she resembles Holmes in this respect: both break 
the law when it suits their needs but live by a code of only going just as 
far as justice requires – no more. Adler could easily have demanded a 
blackmail payment from the King but requires only that he restrain 
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himself from harming her or her husband. Recognizing a kindred spirit, 
who lives by the same Nietzschean “Master Morality,” Holmes 
acknowledges her as his female equivalent and the world would 
evermore ponder what his true feelings were about The Woman. 

        

 
A Scandal in Bohemia 

{1891} 
 

Chapter I. 
TO SHERLOCK HOLMES she is always the woman. I have seldom heard him 
mention her under any other name. In his eyes she eclipses and 
predominates the whole of her sex. It was not that he felt any emotion 
akin to love for Irene Adler1. All emotions, and that one particularly, 
were abhorrent to his cold, precise but admirably balanced mind. He 
was, I take it, the most perfect reasoning and observing machine that the 
world has seen, but as a lover he would have placed himself in a false 
position. He never spoke of the softer passions, save with a gibe and a 
sneer. They were admirable things for the observer—excellent for 
drawing the veil from men's motives and actions. But for the trained 
reasoner to admit such intrusions into his own delicate and finely 
adjusted temperament was to introduce a distracting factor which might 
throw a doubt upon all his mental results. Grit in a sensitive instrument, 
or a crack in one of his own high-power lenses, would not be more 
disturbing than a strong emotion in a nature such as his. And yet there 
was but one woman to him, and that woman was the late2 Irene Adler, of 
dubious and questionable memory. 

I had seen little of Holmes lately. My marriage had drifted us away 
from each other3. My own complete happiness, and the home-centred 
interests which rise up around the man who first finds himself master of 
his own establishment, were sufficient to absorb all my attention, while 

 
1 Irene is pronounced eye-REE-nee or eye-RAY-nuh in British English 
2 This has often been interpreted to mean that Adler has died since the story 
took place, but several commentators have noted that it may be likelier that 
this is a reference to her name having “lately” changed from Adler to Norton 
3 Indeed, Watson’s hasty marriage has been interpreted by many 
commentators as being a passive-aggressive response to Holmes’ disregard of 
Watson’s concern about his cocaine habit. After knowing Mary Morstan for a 
matter of days, he impulsively leaves Baker Street and marries her. Although 
she makes a brief appearance in “The Man with the Twisted Lip” and is 
referenced in a handful of stories in the first two anthologies, she dies from 
unspecified causes at some point during the Great Hiatus – her usefulness as 
a plot device having ended 
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Holmes, who loathed every form of society with his whole Bohemian1 
soul, remained in our lodgings in Baker Street, buried among his old 
books, and alternating from week to week between cocaine2 and 
ambition, the drowsiness of the drug, and the fierce energy of his own 
keen nature. He was still, as ever, deeply attracted by the study of crime, 
and occupied his immense faculties and extraordinary powers of 
observation in following out those clues, and clearing up those mysteries 
which had been abandoned as hopeless by the official police. From time 
to time I heard some vague account of his doings: of his summons to 
Odessa3 in the case of the Trepoff murder, of his clearing up of the 
singular tragedy of the Atkinson brothers at Trincomalee4, and finally of 
the mission which he had accomplished so delicately and successfully for 
the reigning family of Holland. Beyond these signs of his activity, 
however, which I merely shared with all the readers of the daily press, I 
knew little of my former friend and companion. 

One night—it was on the twentieth of March, 18885—I was returning 
from a journey to a patient (for I had now returned to civil practice), 
when my way led me through Baker Street. As I passed the well-
remembered door, which must always be associated in my mind with my 
wooing, and with the dark incidents of the Study in Scarlet6, I was seized 
with a keen desire to see Holmes again, and to know how he was 
employing his extraordinary powers. His rooms were brilliantly lit, and, 
even as I looked up, I saw his tall, spare figure pass twice in a dark 
silhouette against the blind. He was pacing the room swiftly, eagerly, 
with his head sunk upon his chest and his hands clasped behind him. To 
me, who knew his every mood and habit, his attitude and manner told 
their own story. He was at work again. He had risen out of his drug-
created dreams and was hot upon the scent of some new problem. I rang 
the bell and was shown up to the chamber which had formerly been in 
part my own. 

His manner was not effusive. It seldom was; but he was glad, I think, 
to see me. With hardly a word spoken, but with a kindly eye, he waved 
me to an armchair, threw across his case of cigars, and indicated a spirit 

 
1 Unconventional, unorthodox, individualistic 
2 Again, the cause of Watson and Holmes’ falling out after “The Sign of Four” 
was a disagreement over Holmes abuse of cocaine between his cases 
3 A large Ukrainian city on the Black Sea 
4 A Sri Lankan port town 
5 Just after “The Adventure of the Reigate Squire” and just before “The Man 
with the Twisted Lip” 
6 Events which took place in early March, 1881 
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case and a gasogene1 in the corner. Then he stood before the fire and 
looked me over in his singular introspective fashion. 

“Wedlock suits you,” he remarked. “I think, Watson, that you have 
put on seven and a half pounds since I saw you.” 

“Seven!” I answered. 
“Indeed, I should have thought a little more. Just a trifle more, I fancy, 

Watson. And in practice again, I observe. You did not tell me that you 
intended to go into harness.” 

“Then, how do you know?” 
“I see it, I deduce it. How do I know that you have been getting 

yourself very wet lately, and that you have a most clumsy and careless 
servant girl?” 

“My dear Holmes,” said I, “this is too much. You would certainly have 
been burned, had you lived a few centuries ago. It is true that I had a 
country walk on Thursday and came home in a dreadful mess, but as I 
have changed my clothes I can't imagine how you deduce it. As to Mary 
Jane, she is incorrigible, and my wife has given her notice, but there, 
again, I fail to see how you work it out.” 

He chuckled to himself and rubbed his long, nervous hands together. 
“It is simplicity itself,” said he; “my eyes tell me that on the inside of 

your left shoe, just where the firelight strikes it, the leather is scored by 
six almost parallel cuts. Obviously they have been caused by someone 
who has very carelessly scraped round the edges of the sole in order to 
remove crusted mud from it. Hence, you see, my double deduction that 
you had been out in vile weather, and that you had a particularly 
malignant boot-slitting specimen of the London slavey2. As to your 
practice, if a gentleman walks into my rooms smelling of iodoform3, with 
a black mark of nitrate of silver4 upon his right forefinger, and a bulge on 
the right side of his top-hat to show where he has secreted his 
stethoscope, I must be dull, indeed, if I do not pronounce him to be an 
active member of the medical profession.” 

I could not help laughing at the ease with which he explained his 
process of deduction. “When I hear you give your reasons,” I remarked, 
“the thing always appears to me to be so ridiculously simple that I could 
easily do it myself, though at each successive instance of your reasoning I 
am baffled until you explain your process. And yet I believe that my eyes 
are as good as yours.” 

 
1 A glass device used to create carbonated water 
2 A housemaid 
3 A sweet-smelling antiseptic known for causing the distinctive “hospital 
smell” 
4 An inorganic compound used for antiseptic  
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“Quite so,” he answered, lighting a cigarette, and throwing himself 
down into an armchair. “You see, but you do not observe. The 
distinction is clear. For example, you have frequently seen the steps 
which lead up from the hall to this room.” 

“Frequently.” 
“How often?” 
“Well, some hundreds of times.” 
“Then how many are there?” 
“How many? I don't know.” 
“Quite so! You have not observed. And yet you have seen. That is just 

my point. Now, I know that there are seventeen steps, because I have 
both seen and observed. By-the-way, since you are interested in these 
little problems, and since you are good enough to chronicle one or two 
of my trifling experiences, you may be interested in this.” He threw over 
a sheet of thick, pink-tinted note-paper which had been lying open upon 
the table. “It came by the last post,” said he. “Read it aloud.” 

The note was undated, and without either signature or address. 
“There will call upon you to-night, at a quarter to eight o'clock,” it said, 

“a gentleman who desires to consult you upon a matter of the very deepest 
moment1. Your recent services to one of the royal houses of Europe have 
shown that you are one who may safely be trusted with matters which are 
of an importance which can hardly be exaggerated. This account of you we 
have from all quarters received. Be in your chamber then at that hour, and 
do not take it amiss if your visitor wear a mask.” 

“This is indeed a mystery,” I remarked. “What do you imagine that it 
means?” 

“I have no data yet. It is a capital mistake to theorize before one has 
data. Insensibly one begins to twist facts to suit theories, instead of 
theories to suit facts. But the note itself. What do you deduce from it?” 

I carefully examined the writing, and the paper upon which it was 
written. 

“The man who wrote it was presumably well to do,” I remarked, 
endeavouring to imitate my companion's processes. “Such paper could 
not be bought under half a crown2 a packet. It is peculiarly strong and 
stiff.” 

“Peculiar—that is the very word,” said Holmes. “It is not an English 
paper at all. Hold it up to the light.” 

I did so, and saw a large “E” with a small “g,” a “P,” and a large “G” 
with a small “t” woven into the texture of the paper. 

“What do you make of that?” asked Holmes. 
“The name of the maker, no doubt; or his monogram, rather.” 

 
1 “Greatest importance” 
2 Thirty pence, or approximately $40 in modern currency 
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“Not at all. The ‘G’ with the small ‘t’ stands for ‘Gesellschaft,’ which is 
the German for ‘Company.’ It is a customary contraction like our ‘Co.’ ‘P,’ 
of course, stands for ‘Papier.’ Now for the ‘Eg.’ Let us glance at our 
Continental Gazetteer1.” He took down a heavy brown volume from his 
shelves. “Eglow, Eglonitz—here we are, Egria. It is in a German-speaking 
country—in Bohemia2, not far from Carlsbad3. ‘Remarkable as being the 
scene of the death of Wallenstein, and for its numerous glass-factories 
and paper-mills.’ Ha, ha, my boy, what do you make of that?” His eyes 
sparkled, and he sent up a great blue triumphant cloud from his 
cigarette. 

“The paper was made in Bohemia,” I said. 
“Precisely. And the man who wrote the note is a German. Do you note 

the peculiar construction of the sentence—‘This account of you we have 
from all quarters received.’ A Frenchman or Russian could not have 
written that. It is the German who is so uncourteous to his verbs. It only 
remains, therefore, to discover what is wanted by this German who 
writes upon Bohemian paper and prefers wearing a mask to showing his 
face. And here he comes, if I am not mistaken, to resolve all our doubts.” 

As he spoke there was the sharp sound of horses' hoofs and grating 
wheels against the curb, followed by a sharp pull at the bell. Holmes 
whistled. 

“A pair, by the sound,” said he. “Yes,” he continued, glancing out of 
the window. “A nice little brougham4 and a pair of beauties. A hundred 
and fifty guineas apiece5. There's money in this case, Watson, if there is 
nothing else.” 

“I think that I had better go, Holmes.” 
“Not a bit, Doctor. Stay where you are. I am lost without my Boswell6. 

And this promises to be interesting. It would be a pity to miss it.” 
“But your client—” 
“Never mind him. I may want your help, and so may he. Here he 

comes. Sit down in that armchair, Doctor, and give us your best 
attention.” 

 
1 A geographical dictionary of European placenames 
2 A historical region of the Austro-Hungarian Empire that corresponds with 
the modern Czech Republic  
3 Or Karlovy Vary, a spa resort 80 west of Prague 
4 Pronounced “broom,” it is a four-wheeled, enclosed carriage, drawn by two 
horses 
5 Worth about $22,700 today 
6 A byword for “biographer,” and a reference to James Boswell, the Scottish 
lawyer whose biography of his great friend – the English lexicographer, man 
of letters, and wit, Samuel Johnson – is widely considered the standard of the 
genre and the greatest biography of the era 
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A slow and heavy step, which had been heard upon the stairs and in 
the passage, paused immediately outside the door. Then there was a 
loud and authoritative tap. 

“Come in!” said Holmes. 
A man entered who could hardly have been less than six feet six 

inches in height, with the chest and limbs of a Hercules. His dress was 
rich with a richness which would, in England, be looked upon as akin to 
bad taste. Heavy bands of astrakhan1 were slashed across the sleeves and 
fronts of his double-breasted coat, while the deep blue cloak which was 
thrown over his shoulders was lined with flame-coloured silk and 
secured at the neck with a brooch which consisted of a single flaming 
beryl. Boots which extended halfway up his calves, and which were 
trimmed at the tops with rich brown fur, completed the impression of 
barbaric opulence which was suggested by his whole appearance. He 
carried a broad-brimmed hat in his hand, while he wore across the upper 
part of his face, extending down past the cheekbones, a black vizard2 
mask, which he had apparently adjusted that very moment, for his hand 
was still raised to it as he entered. From the lower part of the face he 
appeared to be a man of strong character, with a thick, hanging lip, and 
a long, straight chin suggestive of resolution pushed to the length of 
obstinacy. 

“You had my note?” he asked with a deep harsh voice and a strongly 
marked German accent. “I told you that I would call.” He looked from 
one to the other of us, as if uncertain which to address. 

“Pray take a seat,” said Holmes. “This is my friend and colleague, Dr. 
Watson, who is occasionally good enough to help me in my cases. 
Whom have I the honour to address?” 

“You may address me as the Count Von Kramm, a Bohemian 
nobleman. I understand that this gentleman, your friend, is a man of 
honour and discretion, whom I may trust with a matter of the most 
extreme importance. If not, I should much prefer to communicate with 
you alone.” 

I rose to go, but Holmes caught me by the wrist and pushed me back 
into my chair. “It is both, or none,” said he. “You may say before this 
gentleman anything which you may say to me.” 

The Count shrugged his broad shoulders. “Then I must begin,” said 
he, “by binding you both to absolute secrecy for two years; at the end of 
that time the matter will be of no importance. At present it is not too 
much to say that it is of such weight it may have an influence upon 
European history.” 

“I promise,” said Holmes. 

 
1 Decorative lamb’s wool 
2 A mask used to protect the face from sunburn 
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“And I.” 
“You will excuse this mask,” continued our strange visitor. “The 

august person who employs me wishes his agent to be unknown to you, 
and I may confess at once that the title by which I have just called myself 
is not exactly my own.” 

“I was aware of it,” said Holmes dryly. 
“The circumstances are of great delicacy, and every precaution has to 

be taken to quench what might grow to be an immense scandal and 
seriously compromise one of the reigning families of Europe. To speak 
plainly, the matter implicates the great House of Ormstein1, hereditary 
kings of Bohemia.” 

“I was also aware of that,” murmured Holmes, settling himself down 
in his armchair and closing his eyes. 

Our visitor glanced with some apparent surprise at the languid, 
lounging figure of the man who had been no doubt depicted to him as 
the most incisive reasoner and most energetic agent in Europe. Holmes 
slowly reopened his eyes and looked impatiently at his gigantic client. 

“If your Majesty would condescend to state your case,” he remarked, 
“I should be better able to advise you.” 

The man sprang from his chair and paced up and down the room in 
uncontrollable agitation. Then, with a gesture of desperation, he tore the 
mask from his face and hurled it upon the ground. “You are right,” he 
cried; “I am the King. Why should I attempt to conceal it?” 

“Why, indeed?” murmured Holmes. “Your Majesty had not spoken 
before I was aware that I was addressing Wilhelm Gottsreich Sigismond 
von Ormstein, Grand Duke of Cassel-Felstein, and hereditary King of 
Bohemia.” 

“But you can understand,” said our strange visitor, sitting down once 
more and passing his hand over his high white forehead, “you can 
understand that I am not accustomed to doing such business in my own 
person. Yet the matter was so delicate that I could not confide it to an 
agent without putting myself in his power. I have come incognito from 
Prague for the purpose of consulting you.” 

“Then, pray consult,” said Holmes, shutting his eyes once more. 
“The facts are briefly these: Some five years ago, during a lengthy visit 

to Warsaw, I made the acquaintance of the well-known adventuress2, 
Irene Adler. The name is no doubt familiar to you.” 

“Kindly look her up in my index, Doctor,” murmured Holmes without 
opening his eyes. For many years he had adopted a system of docketing 
all paragraphs concerning men and things, so that it was difficult to 

 
1 A fictitious family 
2 A euphemism for a courtesan – a professional lover specializing in making 
use of her beauty, intelligence, and spirit with rich and powerful men 
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name a subject or a person on which he could not at once furnish 
information. In this case I found her biography sandwiched in between 
that of a Hebrew rabbi1 and that of a staff-commander who had written a 
monograph upon the deep-sea fishes. 

“Let me see!” said Holmes. “Hum! Born in New Jersey in the year 1858. 
Contralto2—hum! La Scala3, hum! Prima donna Imperial Opera of 
Warsaw—yes! Retired from operatic stage—ha! Living in London—quite 
so! Your Majesty, as I understand, became entangled with this young 
person, wrote her some compromising letters, and is now desirous of 
getting those letters back.” 

“Precisely so. But how—” 
“Was there a secret marriage?” 
“None.” 
“No legal papers or certificates?” 
“None.” 
“Then I fail to follow your Majesty. If this young person should 

produce her letters for blackmailing or other purposes, how is she to 
prove their authenticity?” 

“There is the writing.” 
“Pooh, pooh! Forgery.” 
“My private note-paper.” 
“Stolen.” 
“My own seal.” 
“Imitated.” 
“My photograph.” 
“Bought.” 
“We were both in the photograph.” 
“Oh, dear! That is very bad! Your Majesty has indeed committed an 

indiscretion.” 
“I was mad—insane.” 
“You have compromised yourself seriously.” 
“I was only Crown Prince then. I was young. I am but thirty now.” 
“It must be recovered.” 
“We have tried and failed.” 
“Your Majesty must pay. It must be bought.” 
“She will not sell.” 
“Stolen, then.” 

 
1 The name Adler – German for “Eagle” – can often be of Jewish extraction, 
and several commentators have suggested that Irene Adler may have been an 
Jewish-American 
2 The lowest female vocal range, illustrated by modern singers such as Judy 
Garland, Billie Holliday, Joni Mitchell, Stevie Nicks, and Lana Del Rey 
3 The opera house of Milan – considered the hub of the opera world 
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“Five attempts have been made. Twice burglars in my pay ransacked 
her house. Once we diverted her luggage when she travelled. Twice she 
has been waylaid. There has been no result.” 

“No sign of it?” 
“Absolutely none.” 
Holmes laughed. “It is quite a pretty little problem,” said he. 
“But a very serious one to me,” returned the King reproachfully. 
“Very, indeed. And what does she propose to do with the 

photograph?” 
“To ruin me.” 
“But how?” 
“I am about to be married.” 
“So I have heard.” 
“To Clotilde Lothman von Saxe-Meningen, second daughter of the 

King of Scandinavia1. You may know the strict principles of her family. 
She is herself the very soul of delicacy. A shadow of a doubt as to my 
conduct would bring the matter to an end.” 

“And Irene Adler?” 
“Threatens to send them the photograph. And she will do it. I know 

that she will do it. You do not know her, but she has a soul of steel. She 
has the face of the most beautiful of women, and the mind of the most 
resolute of men. Rather than I should marry another woman, there are 
no lengths to which she would not go—none.” 

“You are sure that she has not sent it yet?” 
“I am sure.” 
“And why?” 
“Because she has said that she would send it on the day when the 

betrothal was publicly proclaimed. That will be next Monday.” 
“Oh, then we have three days yet,” said Holmes with a yawn. “That is 

very fortunate, as I have one or two matters of importance to look into 
just at present. Your Majesty will, of course, stay in London for the 
present?” 

“Certainly. You will find me at the Langham under the name of the 
Count Von Kramm.” 

“Then I shall drop you a line to let you know how we progress.” 
“Pray do so. I shall be all anxiety.” 
“Then, as to money?” 

 
1 Like Bohemia, Scandinavia is a region, not a country, and did not at the time 
have a king. Doyle is not making an embarrassing mistake here; his readers 
would understand that he is broadening the geographic terms to give the 
story a sense of realism: by not specifying which countries these nobles really 
hail from, he makes it seem as though it would be a scandal to name them 
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“You have carte blanche1.” 
“Absolutely?” 
“I tell you that I would give one of the provinces of my kingdom to 

have that photograph.” 
“And for present expenses?” 
The King took a heavy chamois leather2 bag from under his cloak and 

laid it on the table. 
“There are three hundred pounds in gold and seven hundred in 

notes3,” he said. 
Holmes scribbled a receipt upon a sheet of his note-book and handed 

it to him. 
“And Mademoiselle's address?” he asked. 
“Is Briony Lodge, Serpentine Avenue, St. John's Wood4.” 
Holmes took a note of it. “One other question,” said he. “Was the 

photograph a cabinet?” 
“It was.” 
“Then, good-night, your Majesty, and I trust that we shall soon have 

some good news for you. And good-night, Watson,” he added, as the 
wheels of the royal brougham rolled down the street. “If you will be good 
enough to call to-morrow afternoon at three o'clock I should like to chat 
this little matter over with you.” 

 
Chapter II. 

At three o'clock precisely I was at Baker Street, but Holmes had not yet 
returned. The landlady informed me that he had left the house shortly 
after eight o'clock in the morning. I sat down beside the fire, however, 
with the intention of awaiting him, however long he might be. I was 
already deeply interested in his inquiry, for, though it was surrounded by 
none of the grim and strange features which were associated with the 
two crimes which I have already recorded, still, the nature of the case 
and the exalted station of his client gave it a character of its own. Indeed, 
apart from the nature of the investigation which my friend had on hand, 
there was something in his masterly grasp of a situation, and his keen, 
incisive reasoning, which made it a pleasure to me to study his system of 
work, and to follow the quick, subtle methods by which he disentangled 
the most inextricable mysteries. So accustomed was I to his invariable 
success that the very possibility of his failing had ceased to enter into my 
head. 

 
1 “A blank check” 
2 Supple leather made from the alpine goat of the same name 
3 A total of $144,000 in modern currency 
4 A highly fashionable district in Westminster – a 20 minute walk from 221B 
Baker Street 
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It was close upon four before the door opened, and a drunken-looking 
groom, ill-kempt and side-whiskered, with an inflamed face and 
disreputable clothes, walked into the room. Accustomed as I was to my 
friend's amazing powers in the use of disguises, I had to look three times 
before I was certain that it was indeed he. With a nod he vanished into 
the bedroom, whence he emerged in five minutes tweed-suited and 
respectable, as of old. Putting his hands into his pockets, he stretched 
out his legs in front of the fire and laughed heartily for some minutes. 

“Well, really!” he cried, and then he choked and laughed again until 
he was obliged to lie back, limp and helpless, in the chair. 

“What is it?” 
“It's quite too funny. I am sure you could never guess how I employed 

my morning, or what I ended by doing.” 
“I can't imagine. I suppose that you have been watching the habits, 

and perhaps the house, of Miss Irene Adler.” 
“Quite so; but the sequel was rather unusual. I will tell you, however. I 

left the house a little after eight o'clock this morning in the character of 
a groom out of work. There is a wonderful sympathy and freemasonry1 
among horsey men. Be one of them, and you will know all that there is 
to know. I soon found Briony Lodge. It is a bijou2 villa, with a garden at 
the back, but built out in front right up to the road, two stories. Chubb 
lock3 to the door. Large sitting-room on the right side, well furnished, 
with long windows almost to the floor, and those preposterous English 
window fasteners which a child could open. Behind there was nothing 
remarkable, save that the passage window could be reached from the top 
of the coach-house. I walked round it and examined it closely from every 
point of view, but without noting anything else of interest. 

“I then lounged down the street and found, as I expected, that there 
was a mews4 in a lane which runs down by one wall of the garden. I lent 
the ostlers a hand in rubbing down their horses, and received in 
exchange twopence, a glass of half and half, two fills of shag tobacco, and 
as much information as I could desire about Miss Adler, to say nothing 
of half a dozen other people in the neighbourhood in whom I was not in 
the least interested, but whose biographies I was compelled to listen to.” 

“And what of Irene Adler?” I asked. 
“Oh, she has turned all the men's heads down in that part. She is the 

daintiest thing under a bonnet on this planet. So say the Serpentine-
mews, to a man. She lives quietly, sings at concerts, drives out at five 
every day, and returns at seven sharp for dinner. Seldom goes out at 

 
1 That is, a culture of privileged information only to be disclosed to insiders 
2 Cozy, small, elegant 
3 A special device engineered to jam if someone attempts to pick the lock 
4 A row of stables 
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other times, except when she sings. Has only one male visitor, but a 
good deal of him. He is dark, handsome, and dashing, never calls less 
than once a day, and often twice. He is a Mr. Godfrey Norton, of the 
Inner Temple1. See the advantages of a cabman as a confidant. They had 
driven him home a dozen times from Serpentine-mews, and knew all 
about him. When I had listened to all they had to tell, I began to walk up 
and down near Briony Lodge once more, and to think over my plan of 
campaign. 

“This Godfrey Norton was evidently an important factor in the matter. 
He was a lawyer. That sounded ominous. What was the relation between 
them, and what the object of his repeated visits? Was she his client, his 
friend, or his mistress? If the former, she had probably transferred the 
photograph to his keeping. If the latter, it was less likely. On the issue of 
this question depended whether I should continue my work at Briony 
Lodge, or turn my attention to the gentleman's chambers in the Temple. 
It was a delicate point, and it widened the field of my inquiry. I fear that 
I bore you with these details, but I have to let you see my little 
difficulties, if you are to understand the situation.” 

“I am following you closely,” I answered. 
“I was still balancing the matter in my mind when a hansom cab 

drove up to Briony Lodge, and a gentleman sprang out. He was a 
remarkably handsome man, dark, aquiline2, and moustached—evidently 
the man of whom I had heard. He appeared to be in a great hurry, 
shouted to the cabman to wait, and brushed past the maid who opened 
the door with the air of a man who was thoroughly at home. 

“He was in the house about half an hour, and I could catch glimpses 
of him in the windows of the sitting-room, pacing up and down, talking 
excitedly, and waving his arms. Of her I could see nothing. Presently he 
emerged, looking even more flurried than before. As he stepped up to 
the cab, he pulled a gold watch from his pocket and looked at it 
earnestly, ‘Drive like the devil,’ he shouted, ‘first to Gross & Hankey's in 
Regent Street, and then to the Church of St. Monica in the Edgeware 
Road3. Half a guinea4 if you do it in twenty minutes!’ 

“Away they went, and I was just wondering whether I should not do 
well to follow them when up the lane came a neat little landau5, the 
coachman with his coat only half-buttoned, and his tie under his ear, 

 
1 One of London’s bar associations for practicing lawyers 
2 Having a curved nose 
3 A fictional jeweler and a fictional church (named after the patron saint of 
disappointing relationships – not unlike that between Adler and the king) 
4 $80 
5 A luxurious, convertible, four-wheeled carriage 
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while all the tags of his harness were sticking out of the buckles1. It 
hadn't pulled up before she shot out of the hall door and into it. I only 
caught a glimpse of her at the moment, but she was a lovely woman, 
with a face that a man might die for2. 

“‘The Church of St. Monica, John,’ she cried, ‘and half a sovereign3 if 
you reach it in twenty minutes.’ 

“This was quite too good to lose, Watson. I was just balancing 
whether I should run for it, or whether I should perch behind her landau 
when a cab came through the street. The driver looked twice at such a 
shabby fare, but I jumped in before he could object. ‘The Church of St. 
Monica,’ said I, ‘and half a sovereign if you reach it in twenty minutes.’ It 
was twenty-five minutes to twelve, and of course it was clear enough 
what was in the wind4. 

“My cabby drove fast. I don't think I ever drove faster, but the others 
were there before us. The cab and the landau with their steaming horses 
were in front of the door when I arrived. I paid the man and hurried into 
the church. There was not a soul there save the two whom I had 
followed and a surpliced5 clergyman, who seemed to be expostulating 
with them. They were all three standing in a knot in front of the altar. I 
lounged up the side aisle like any other idler who has dropped into a 
church. Suddenly, to my surprise, the three at the altar faced round to 
me, and Godfrey Norton came running as hard as he could towards me. 

“‘Thank God,’ he cried. ‘You'll do. Come! Come!’ 
“‘What then?’ I asked. 
“‘Come, man, come, only three minutes, or it won't be legal.’ 
“I was half-dragged up to the altar, and before I knew where I was I 

found myself mumbling responses which were whispered in my ear, and 
vouching for things of which I knew nothing, and generally assisting in 
the secure tying up of Irene Adler, spinster, to Godfrey Norton, bachelor. 
It was all done in an instant, and there was the gentleman thanking me 
on the one side and the lady on the other, while the clergyman beamed 
on me in front. It was the most preposterous position in which I ever 
found myself in my life, and it was the thought of it that started me 
laughing just now. It seems that there had been some informality about 
their license, that the clergyman absolutely refused to marry them 
without a witness of some sort, and that my lucky appearance saved the 

 
1 Indicating that he was rushed 
2 An unusually poetic sentiment from Holmes 
3 $71 – a sovereign is a gold coin worth one pound, whereas a guinea is a gold 
coin with a built in tip: one pound-and-one shilling 
4 Marriages had to be performed before noon to be legal; this was in part 
done to avoid shady, clandestine, night-time elopements or forced marriages 
5 Dressed in liturgical vestments 
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bridegroom from having to sally out into the streets in search of a best 
man. The bride gave me a sovereign1, and I mean to wear it on my 
watch-chain in memory of the occasion2.” 

“This is a very unexpected turn of affairs,” said I; “and what then?” 
“Well, I found my plans very seriously menaced. It looked as if the 

pair might take an immediate departure, and so necessitate very prompt 
and energetic measures on my part. At the church door, however, they 
separated, he driving back to the Temple, and she to her own house. ‘I 
shall drive out in the park at five as usual,’ she said as she left him. I 
heard no more. They drove away in different directions, and I went off to 
make my own arrangements.” 

“Which are?” 
“Some cold beef and a glass of beer,” he answered, ringing the bell. “I 

have been too busy to think of food, and I am likely to be busier still this 
evening. By the way, Doctor, I shall want your co-operation.” 

“I shall be delighted.” 
“You don't mind breaking the law3?” 
“Not in the least.” 
“Nor running a chance of arrest?” 
“Not in a good cause.” 
“Oh, the cause is excellent!” 
“Then I am your man.” 
“I was sure that I might rely on you.” 
“But what is it you wish?” 
“When Mrs. Turner4 has brought in the tray I will make it clear to 

you. Now,” he said as he turned hungrily on the simple fare that our 

 
1 Again, this is a gold coin worth one pound 
2 Holmes sentimentality over what seems an odd enough, albeit otherwise 
unremarkable story has certainly raised eyebrows. Watch chains were often 
ornamented with weights that had some personal significance (in “The Red-
Headed League,” Mr. Wilson carries around a Chinese coin as a memory of his 
travels), and for Holmes to decide that a coin handed to him by a woman who 
is the antagonist of his current case and with whom he has had no other 
personal dealings is certainly suggestive that perhaps even he is slightly 
smitten with Adler. Several depictions of Holmes have included him wearing a 
sovereign on his watch chain in a nod to the incident  
3 Holmes breaks the law (or at least common, social ethics) at some point in 
the majority of his stories – in some way or another – whether he is burgling 
a house, shrugging off a villain’s constitutional rights, abetting the escape of a 
confessed criminal, trespassing, stealing, or ignoring due process; this is an 
example of his Nietzschean Master Morality, discussed in the introduction 
4 Mrs. Hudson does not factor largely in the canon other than a few notable 
cases in “The Naval Treaty,” “The Dying Detective,” and “The Empty House.” 
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landlady had provided, “I must discuss it while I eat, for I have not much 
time. It is nearly five now. In two hours we must be on the scene of 
action. Miss Irene, or Madame, rather, returns from her drive at seven. 
We must be at Briony Lodge to meet her.” 

“And what then?” 
“You must leave that to me. I have already arranged what is to occur. 

There is only one point on which I must insist. You must not interfere, 
come what may. You understand?” 

“I am to be neutral?” 
“To do nothing whatever. There will probably be some small 

unpleasantness. Do not join in it. It will end in my being conveyed into 
the house. Four or five minutes afterwards the sitting-room window will 
open. You are to station yourself close to that open window.” 

“Yes.” 
“You are to watch me, for I will be visible to you.” 
“Yes.” 
“And when I raise my hand—so—you will throw into the room what I 

give you to throw, and will, at the same time, raise the cry of fire. You 
quite follow me?” 

“Entirely.” 
“It is nothing very formidable,” he said, taking a long cigar-shaped roll 

from his pocket. “It is an ordinary plumber's smoke-rocket1, fitted with a 
cap at either end to make it self-lighting. Your task is confined to that. 
When you raise your cry of fire, it will be taken up by quite a number of 
people. You may then walk to the end of the street, and I will rejoin you 
in ten minutes. I hope that I have made myself clear?” 

“I am to remain neutral, to get near the window, to watch you, and at 
the signal to throw in this object, then to raise the cry of fire, and to wait 
you at the corner of the street.” 

“Precisely.” 
“Then you may entirely rely on me.” 
“That is excellent. I think, perhaps, it is almost time that I prepare for 

the new role I have to play.” 

 
This character is probably intended to be the name of the housekeeper which 
Doyle would later change to “Hudson,” but players of “The Game” (treating 
the canon like historical fact) have all manner of theories about Mrs. Turner – 
ranging from Mrs. Hudson being a widow who marries, then divorces, and 
man named Turner – to her being briefly replaced during an illness 
1 A smoke bomb inserted into pipes in order to reveal any cracks or 
looseness. The “cap” is an ignition source which causes it to light when struck 
without need for matches 
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He disappeared into his bedroom and returned in a few minutes in 
the character of an amiable and simple-minded Nonconformist1 
clergyman. His broad black hat, his baggy trousers, his white tie, his 
sympathetic smile, and general look of peering and benevolent curiosity 
were such as Mr. John Hare2 alone could have equalled. It was not 
merely that Holmes changed his costume. His expression, his manner, 
his very soul seemed to vary with every fresh part that he assumed. The 
stage lost a fine actor, even as science lost an acute reasoner, when he 
became a specialist in crime. 

It was a quarter past six when we left Baker Street, and it still wanted 
ten minutes to the hour when we found ourselves in Serpentine Avenue. 
It was already dusk, and the lamps were just being lighted as we paced 
up and down in front of Briony Lodge, waiting for the coming of its 
occupant. The house was just such as I had pictured it from Sherlock 
Holmes' succinct description, but the locality appeared to be less private 
than I expected. On the contrary, for a small street in a quiet 
neighbourhood, it was remarkably animated. There was a group of 
shabbily dressed men smoking and laughing in a corner, a scissors-
grinder with his wheel, two guardsmen who were flirting with a nurse-
girl, and several well-dressed young men who were lounging up and 
down with cigars in their mouths. 

“You see,” remarked Holmes, as we paced to and fro in front of the 
house, “this marriage rather simplifies matters. The photograph becomes 
a double-edged weapon now. The chances are that she would be as 
averse to its being seen by Mr. Godfrey Norton, as our client is to its 
coming to the eyes of his princess. Now the question is—Where are we 
to find the photograph?” 

“Where, indeed?” 
“It is most unlikely that she carries it about with her. It is cabinet 

size3. Too large for easy concealment about a woman's dress. She knows 
that the King is capable of having her waylaid and searched. Two 
attempts of the sort have already been made. We may take it, then, that 
she does not carry it about with her.” 

“Where, then?” 
“Her banker or her lawyer. There is that double possibility. But I am 

inclined to think neither. Women are naturally secretive, and they like to 
do their own secreting. Why should she hand it over to anyone else? She 
could trust her own guardianship, but she could not tell what indirect or 
political influence might be brought to bear upon a business man. 

 
1 A Protestant who was not a member of the Anglican Church (most likely a 
Methodist) 
2 A Victorian actor famous for his ability to transform into roles 
3 Large enough to be framed and placed for viewing like a family photo 
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Besides, remember that she had resolved to use it within a few days. It 
must be where she can lay her hands upon it. It must be in her own 
house.” 

“But it has twice been burgled.” 
“Pshaw! They did not know how to look.” 
“But how will you look?” 
“I will not look.” 
“What then?” 
“I will get her to show me.” 
“But she will refuse.” 
“She will not be able to. But I hear the rumble of wheels. It is her 

carriage. Now carry out my orders to the letter.” 
As he spoke the gleam of the side-lights of a carriage came round the 

curve of the avenue. It was a smart little landau which rattled up to the 
door of Briony Lodge. As it pulled up, one of the loafing men at the 
corner dashed forward to open the door in the hope of earning a copper, 
but was elbowed away by another loafer, who had rushed up with the 
same intention. A fierce quarrel broke out, which was increased by the 
two guardsmen, who took sides with one of the loungers, and by the 
scissors-grinder, who was equally hot upon the other side. A blow was 
struck, and in an instant the lady, who had stepped from her carriage, 
was the centre of a little knot of flushed and struggling men, who struck 
savagely at each other with their fists and sticks. Holmes dashed into the 
crowd to protect the lady; but just as he reached her he gave a cry and 
dropped to the ground, with the blood running freely down his face. At 
his fall the guardsmen took to their heels in one direction and the 
loungers in the other, while a number of better-dressed people, who had 
watched the scuffle without taking part in it, crowded in to help the lady 
and to attend to the injured man. Irene Adler, as I will still call her, had 
hurried up the steps; but she stood at the top with her superb figure 
outlined against the lights of the hall, looking back into the street. 

“Is the poor gentleman much hurt?” she asked. 
“He is dead,” cried several voices. 
“No, no, there's life in him!” shouted another. “But he'll be gone 

before you can get him to hospital.” 
“He's a brave fellow,” said a woman. “They would have had the lady's 

purse and watch if it hadn't been for him. They were a gang, and a rough 
one, too. Ah, he's breathing now.” 

“He can't lie in the street. May we bring him in, marm?” 
“Surely. Bring him into the sitting-room. There is a comfortable sofa. 

This way, please!” 
Slowly and solemnly he was borne into Briony Lodge and laid out in 

the principal room, while I still observed the proceedings from my post 
by the window. The lamps had been lit, but the blinds had not been 
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drawn, so that I could see Holmes as he lay upon the couch. I do not 
know whether he was seized with compunction at that moment for the 
part he was playing, but I know that I never felt more heartily ashamed 
of myself in my life than when I saw the beautiful creature against whom 
I was conspiring, or the grace and kindliness with which she waited 
upon the injured man. And yet it would be the blackest treachery to 
Holmes to draw back now from the part which he had intrusted to me. I 
hardened my heart, and took the smoke-rocket from under my ulster1. 
After all, I thought, we are not injuring her. We are but preventing her 
from injuring another. 

Holmes had sat up upon the couch, and I saw him motion like a man 
who is in need of air. A maid rushed across and threw open the window. 
At the same instant I saw him raise his hand and at the signal I tossed 
my rocket into the room with a cry of “Fire!” The word was no sooner 
out of my mouth than the whole crowd of spectators, well dressed and 
ill—gentlemen, ostlers, and servant-maids—joined in a general shriek of 
“Fire!” Thick clouds of smoke curled through the room and out at the 
open window. I caught a glimpse of rushing figures, and a moment later 
the voice of Holmes from within assuring them that it was a false alarm. 
Slipping through the shouting crowd I made my way to the corner of the 
street, and in ten minutes was rejoiced to find my friend's arm in mine, 
and to get away from the scene of uproar. He walked swiftly and in 
silence for some few minutes until we had turned down one of the quiet 
streets which lead towards the Edgeware Road. 

“You did it very nicely, Doctor,” he remarked. “Nothing could have 
been better. It is all right.” 

“You have the photograph?” 
“I know where it is.” 
“And how did you find out?” 
“She showed me, as I told you she would.” 
“I am still in the dark.” 
“I do not wish to make a mystery,” said he, laughing. “The matter was 

perfectly simple. You, of course, saw that everyone in the street was an 
accomplice. They were all engaged for the evening.” 

“I guessed as much.” 
“Then, when the row broke out, I had a little moist red paint in the 

palm of my hand. I rushed forward, fell down, clapped my hand to my 
face, and became a piteous spectacle. It is an old trick.” 

“That also I could fathom.” 
“Then they carried me in. She was bound to have me in. What else 

could she do? And into her sitting-room, which was the very room which 
I suspected. It lay between that and her bedroom, and I was determined  

 
1 Caped coat 
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to see which. They laid me on a couch, I motioned for air, they were 
compelled to open the window, and you had your chance.” 

“How did that help you?” 
“It was all-important. When a woman thinks that her house is on fire, 

her instinct is at once to rush to the thing which she values most. It is a 
perfectly overpowering impulse, and I have more than once taken 
advantage of it. In the case of the Darlington substitution scandal it was 
of use to me, and also in the Arnsworth Castle business. A married 
woman grabs at her baby; an unmarried one reaches for her jewel-box. 
Now it was clear to me that our lady of to-day had nothing in the house 
more precious to her than what we are in quest of. She would rush to 
secure it. The alarm of fire was admirably done. The smoke and shouting 
were enough to shake nerves of steel. She responded beautifully. The 
photograph is in a recess behind a sliding panel just above the right bell-
pull. She was there in an instant, and I caught a glimpse of it as she half-
drew it out. When I cried out that it was a false alarm, she replaced it, 
glanced at the rocket, rushed from the room, and I have not seen her 
since. I rose, and, making my excuses, escaped from the house. I 
hesitated whether to attempt to secure the photograph at once; but the 
coachman had come in, and as he was watching me narrowly it seemed 
safer to wait. A little over-precipitance may ruin all.” 

“And now?” I asked. 
“Our quest is practically finished. I shall call with the King to-morrow, 

and with you, if you care to come with us. We will be shown into the 
sitting-room to wait for the lady, but it is probable that when she comes 
she may find neither us nor the photograph. It might be a satisfaction to 
his Majesty to regain it with his own hands.” 

“And when will you call?” 
“At eight in the morning. She will not be up, so that we shall have a 

clear field. Besides, we must be prompt, for this marriage may mean a 
complete change in her life and habits. I must wire to the King without 
delay.” 

We had reached Baker Street and had stopped at the door. He was 
searching his pockets for the key when someone passing said: 

“Good-night, Mister Sherlock Holmes.” 
There were several people on the pavement at the time, but the 

greeting appeared to come from a slim youth in an ulster who had 
hurried by. 

“I've heard that voice before,” said Holmes, staring down the dimly lit 
street. “Now, I wonder who the deuce that could have been.” 
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Chapter III. 
I slept at Baker Street that night, and we were engaged upon our toast 
and coffee in the morning when the King of Bohemia rushed into the 
room. 

“You have really got it!” he cried, grasping Sherlock Holmes by either 
shoulder and looking eagerly into his face. 

“Not yet.” 
“But you have hopes?” 
“I have hopes.” 
“Then, come. I am all impatience to be gone.” 
“We must have a cab.” 
“No, my brougham is waiting.” 
“Then that will simplify matters.” We descended and started off once 

more for Briony Lodge. 
“Irene Adler is married,” remarked Holmes. 
“Married! When?” 
“Yesterday.” 
“But to whom?” 
“To an English lawyer named Norton.” 
“But she could not love him1.” 
“I am in hopes that she does.” 
“And why in hopes?” 
“Because it would spare your Majesty all fear of future annoyance. If 

the lady loves her husband, she does not love your Majesty. If she does 
not love your Majesty, there is no reason why she should interfere with 
your Majesty's plan.” 

“It is true. And yet—Well! I wish she had been of my own station! 
What a queen she would have made!” He relapsed into a moody silence, 
which was not broken until we drew up in Serpentine Avenue. 

The door of Briony Lodge was open, and an elderly woman stood 
upon the steps. She watched us with a sardonic eye as we stepped from 
the brougham. 

“Mr. Sherlock Holmes, I believe?” said she. 
“I am Mr. Holmes,” answered my companion, looking at her with a 

questioning and rather startled gaze. 
“Indeed! My mistress told me that you were likely to call. She left this 

morning with her husband by the 5.15 train from Charing Cross for the 
Continent.” 

“What!” Sherlock Holmes staggered back, white with chagrin and 
surprise. “Do you mean that she has left England?” 

“Never to return.” 

 
1 In spite of his anxieties, this news seems to provoke the king’s jealousy – 
Adler still has him in her thrawls 
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“And the papers?” asked the King hoarsely. “All is lost.” 
“We shall see.” He pushed past the servant and rushed into the 

drawing-room, followed by the King and myself. The furniture was 
scattered about in every direction, with dismantled shelves and open 
drawers, as if the lady had hurriedly ransacked them before her flight. 
Holmes rushed at the bell-pull, tore back a small sliding shutter, and, 
plunging in his hand, pulled out a photograph and a letter. The 
photograph was of Irene Adler herself in evening dress, the letter was 
superscribed to “Sherlock Holmes, Esq. To be left till called for.” My 
friend tore it open and we all three read it together. It was dated at 
midnight of the preceding night and ran in this way: 

 
“MY DEAR MR. SHERLOCK HOLMES: 
“You really did it very well. You took me in completely. Until after the 
alarm of fire, I had not a suspicion. But then, when I found how I had 
betrayed myself, I began to think. I had been warned against you months 
ago. I had been told that if the King employed an agent it would certainly 
be you. And your address had been given me. Yet, with all this, you made 
me reveal what you wanted to know. Even after I became suspicious, I 
found it hard to think evil of such a dear, kind old clergyman. But, you 
know, I have been trained as an actress myself. Male costume is nothing 
new to me1. I often take advantage of the freedom which it gives2. I sent 
John, the coachman, to watch you, ran up stairs, got into my walking-
clothes, as I call them, and came down just as you departed. 

“Well, I followed you to your door, and so made sure that I was really an 
object of interest to the celebrated Mr. Sherlock Holmes. Then I, rather 
imprudently, wished you good-night, and started for the Temple to see my 
husband. 

“We both thought the best resource was flight, when pursued by so 
formidable an antagonist; so you will find the nest empty when you call to-
morrow. As to the photograph, your client may rest in peace. I love and am 

 
1 A staple of the trained actress’s skillset, especially when performing 
Shakespeare’s comedies or any number of farces. While perfectly acceptable 
when onstage, this practice would be scandalous if performed in public 
2 This suggests that, as a true “adventuress,” Adler often cross-dresses in 
public in order to go places where women would not be either safe or 
accepted. In the Jeremy Brett version of this story, where she is played by 
Gayle Hunnicut, Adler is shown accompanying the king to a burlesque show, 
disguised in white tie and tails, and leering suggestively at the dancing can-
can girls as she sips champagne. This, naturally, increases her role as a 
feminist icon – a gender-bending, border-crosser who delights in trying on 
new and different roles in society just as Holmes himself delights in disguising 
himself when on a case 
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loved by a better man than he. The King may do what he will without 
hindrance from one whom he has cruelly wronged. I keep it only to 
safeguard myself, and to preserve a weapon which will always secure me 
from any steps which he might take in the future. I leave a photograph 
which he might care to possess; and I remain, dear Mr. Sherlock Holmes, 

“Very truly yours,  
“IRENE NORTON, née ADLER.” 

 
“What a woman—oh, what a woman!” cried the King of Bohemia, 

when we had all three read this epistle. “Did I not tell you how quick and 
resolute she was? Would she not have made an admirable queen? Is it 
not a pity that she was not on my level?” 

“From what I have seen of the lady she seems indeed to be on a very 
different level to your Majesty,” said Holmes coldly. “I am sorry that I 
have not been able to bring your Majesty's business to a more successful 
conclusion.” 

“On the contrary, my dear sir,” cried the King; “nothing could be more 
successful. I know that her word is inviolate. The photograph is now as 
safe as if it were in the fire.” 

“I am glad to hear your Majesty say so.” 
“I am immensely indebted to you. Pray tell me in what way I can 

reward you. This ring—” He slipped an emerald snake ring1 from his 
finger and held it out upon the palm of his hand. 

“Your Majesty has something which I should value even more highly,” 
said Holmes. 

“You have but to name it.” 
“This photograph!” 
The King stared at him in amazement. 
“Irene's photograph!” he cried. “Certainly, if you wish it.” 
“I thank your Majesty. Then there is no more to be done in the 

matter. I have the honour to wish you a very good-morning.” He bowed, 
and, turning away without observing the hand which the King had 
stretched out to him2, he set off in my company for his chambers. 

And that was how a great scandal threatened to affect the kingdom of 
Bohemia, and how the best plans of Mr. Sherlock Holmes were beaten by 
a woman's wit. He used to make merry3 over the cleverness of women, 
but I have not heard him do it of late. And when he speaks of Irene 

 
1 A coiling ring fashioned after Greco-Roman designs, often with the gem-
stone forming the “head” 
2 Holmes appears to be expressively disgusted by his relationship with the 
king, assured that it is Adler who is the wronged party, and eager to remove 
himself from the aristocrat’s noxious presence  
3 To joke about 
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Adler, or when he refers to her photograph, it is always under the 
honourable title of the woman. 

        
 

“A Scandal in Bohemia” is truly a fascinating case for a variety of reasons, 
and most fans and readers of Holmes’ stories would rank it higher than 
Doyle for these same reasons. The most obvious and immediate reason 
that it stands out is that it shows Holmes failing (although only after he 
has successfully flushed out the picture’s hiding place). While this is not 
the only time that his clients are failed (“The Dancing Men,” “The 
Resident Patient,” “The Five Orange Pips”), it is the only time that the 
criminal succeeds in evading both Holmes’ grasp and the influence of 
some external justice (usually, if the villains escape his clutches, they die 
in a shipwreck – e.g. “The Resident Patient,” “The Five Orange Pips” – or 
some such disaster). In fact, Holmes welcomes her success and 
celebrates it by claiming her portrait as the crowning gem of his 
“museum.” “Bohemia” is also compelling for its use of psychology (both 
Holmes and Adler rely on armchair psychology to circle one another) in 
the solution. Admittedly, Doyle owes a debt of gratitude for Poe’s “The 
Purloined Letter” (a story whose plot devices he would also utilize in 
“The Second Stain” and “The Naval Treaty”) for his premise. In that tale, 
the detective Dupin is tasked with recovering a stolen letter (a 
scandalous billet-doux from (a woman implied to be) the Queen of 
France to her lover) from a nefarious diplomat’s apartment. The man – 
like Adler – has had his rooms and person searched without any success. 
Like Holmes, Dupin uses a distraction in the street – a hired “madman” 
who shoots off a rifle – to help draw the diplomat’s attention while he 
swaps the letter (which has been disguised as scrap paper and been left 
brazenly out in the open). Doyle twists things around by having the 
genders reversed (it is a clever actress upending a churlish king rather 
than a scheming diplomat blackmailing a defenseless queen), and by 
having her succeed in her mission in spite of the Great Detective’s best 
machinations.  

II. 
Adler herself – like Moriarty – is said to have several historical models – 
mostly ambitious actresses who entranced the nobles of Europe to their 
subjects’ horror. Most popular among the suggestions is Lola Montez, an 
Irish actress and dancer who stole the heart of King Ludwig I of Bavaria. 
Montez had had three husbands, was known for her radical politics, and 
started a scandal when the king made her a countess. She used her 
influence on him to spread liberal reforms throughout Bavaria, but was 
forced to flee Germany during the 1848 Revolutions. Another model was 
the singer Lillie Langtry, who was the Prince of Wales’ (the future King 
Edward VII) lover, as well as the Earl of Shrewsbury and Prince Louis of 
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Battenberg. Other courtesans – including Ludmilla Stubel, who 
successfully married her lover, the Archduke of Austria – have been 
mentioned, all of whom have reputations as ambitious, intelligent 
femme fatales who were known to shape European politics through their 
sexual influence. Although nearly all serious Holmesian scholars believe 
that his feelings towards Adler were entirely platonic, there is something 
undeniably archetypal about their pairing that transcends Doyle’s words: 
the brilliant fusion of brains and beauty, intellect and intuition, logos 
and eros, masculine detachment and feminine immersion. Just as 
Moriarty expresses Holmes genius through the medium of evil, Adler 
expresses it through her femininity and womanhood: what he is able to 
do via cold calculation, she accomplishes and exceeds with warm allure. 
Whether Holmes felt anything beyond deep admiration for her is 
irrelevant: in his mind she would always hold the unconquerable 
designation of being the ultimate adversary, the light to his darkness, the 
warmth to his coldness – The Woman. 
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NOT unlike Adler and Moriarty – whose fleeting appearances in the 
canon have failed to impede their prominence in the public imagination 
– Mycroft Holmes leaves his imprint on a surprisingly small number of 
adventures. He is first mentioned in “The Greek Interpreter” – to 
Watson’s surprise and delight, not having imagined that Holmes had any 
family whatsoever – and makes a shockingly venturesome foray from the 
solitudes of the Diogenes Club to the chaos of Baker Street in “The 
Bruce-Partington Plans.” Other than this, he is only mentioned in the 
two stories which bookend the Great Hiatus (“The Final Problem” and 
“The Empty House”) more as a plot device used to explain how Holmes 
can evade Moriarty and Moran (and keep tabs on Watson). Mycroft is in 
some ways his brother’s antithesis and in others another facet of the 
family genius expressed through a different channel. Mycroft is primarily 
remembered for his sloth and sluggishness, for his eccentric fraternity of 
misanthropic introverts, and for his vague relationship to imperial 
power. Before readers were aware that – as Holmes quips in “Bruce-
Partington” – “occasionally he IS the British government,” Mycroft was 
introduced to readers as a lethargic, unambitious recluse who serves as 
the conduit to one of Sherlock Holmes’ strangest adventures. In typical 
fashion, however, the mystery is not Mycroft’s: he merely serves as the 
slow river down which the story floats its way to his brother.  

        
 

The Adventure of the Greek Interpreter 
{1893} 

 
İ 

DURING MY long and intimate acquaintance with Mr. Sherlock Holmes I 
had never heard him refer to his relations, and hardly ever to his own 
early life. This reticence upon his part had increased the somewhat 
inhuman effect which he produced upon me, until sometimes I found 
myself regarding him as an isolated phenomenon, a brain without a 
heart, as deficient in human sympathy as he was pre-eminent in 
intelligence. His aversion to women and his disinclination to form new 
friendships were both typical of his unemotional character, but not more 
so than his complete suppression of every reference to his own people. I 
had come to believe that he was an orphan with no relatives living, but 
one day, to my very great surprise, he began to talk to me about his 
brother. 

It was after tea on a summer evening, and the conversation, which 
had roamed in a desultory, spasmodic fashion from golf clubs to the 
causes of the change in the obliquity of the ecliptic, came round at last 
to the question of atavism and hereditary aptitudes. The point under 
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discussion was, how far any singular gift in an individual was due to his 
ancestry and how far to his own early training. 

"In your own case," said I, "from all that you have told me, it seems 
obvious that your faculty of observation and your peculiar facility for 
deduction are due to your own systematic training." 

"To some extent," he answered, thoughtfully. "My ancestors were 
country squires, who appear to have led much the same life as is natural 
to their class. But, none the less, my turn that way is in my veins, and 
may have come with my grandmother, who was the sister of Vernet, the 
French artist. Art in the blood is liable to take the strangest forms." 

"But how do you know that it is hereditary?" 
"Because my brother Mycroft possesses it in a larger degree than I 

do." 
This was news to me indeed. If there were another man with such 

singular powers in England, how was it that neither police nor public 
had heard of him? I put the question, with a hint that it was my 
companion's modesty which made him acknowledge his brother as his 
superior. Holmes laughed at my suggestion. 

"My dear Watson," said he, "I cannot agree with those who rank 
modesty among the virtues. To the logician all things should be seen 
exactly as they are, and to underestimate one's self is as much a 
departure from truth as to exaggerate one's own powers. When I say, 
therefore, that Mycroft has better powers of observation than I, you may 
take it that I am speaking the exact and literal truth." 

"Is he your junior?" 
"Seven years my senior." 
"How comes it that he is unknown?" 
"Oh, he is very well known in his own circle." 
"Where, then?" 
"Well, in the Diogenes Club, for example." 
I had never heard of the institution, and my face must have 

proclaimed as much, for Sherlock Holmes pulled out his watch. 
"The Diogenes Club is the queerest club in London, and Mycroft 

one of the queerest men. He's always there from quarter to five to twenty 
to eight. It's six now, so if you care for a stroll this beautiful evening I 
shall be very happy to introduce you to two curiosities." 

Five minutes later we were in the street, walking towards Regent's 
Circus. 

"You wonder," said my companion, "why it is that Mycroft does not 
use his powers for detective work. He is incapable of it." 

"But I thought you said--" 
"I said that he was my superior in observation and deduction. If the 

art of the detective began and ended in reasoning from an arm-chair, my 
brother would be the greatest criminal agent that ever lived. But he has 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Horace_Vernet
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no ambition and no energy. He will not even go out of his way to verify 
his own solution, and would rather be considered wrong than take the 
trouble to prove himself right. Again and again I have taken a problem to 
him, and have received an explanation which has afterwards proved to 
be the correct one. And yet he was absolutely incapable of working out 
the practical points which must be gone into before a case could be laid 
before a judge or jury." 

"It is not his profession, then?" 
"By no means. What is to me a means of livelihood is to him the 

merest hobby of a dilettante. He has an extraordinary faculty for figures, 
and audits the books in some of the government departments. Mycroft 
lodges in Pall Mall, and he walks round the corner into Whitehall every 
morning and back every evening. From year's end to year's end he takes 
no other exercise, and is seen nowhere else, except only in the Diogenes 
Club, which is just opposite his rooms." 

"I cannot recall the name." 
"Very likely not. There are many men in London, you know, who, 

some from shyness, some from misanthropy, have no wish for the 
company of their fellows. Yet they are not averse to comfortable chairs 
and the latest periodicals. It is for the convenience of these that the 
Diogenes Club was started, and it now contains the most unsociable and 
unclubable men in town. No member is permitted to take the least 
notice of any other one. Save in the Stranger's Room, no talking is, under 
any circumstances, allowed, and three offences, if brought to the notice 
of the committee, render the talker liable to expulsion. My brother was 
one of the founders, and I have myself found it a very soothing 
atmosphere." 

We had reached Pall Mall as we talked, and were walking down it 
from the St. James's end. Sherlock Holmes stopped at a door some little 
distance from the Carlton, and, cautioning me not to speak, he led the 
way into the hall. Through the glass panelling I caught a glimpse of a 
large and luxurious room, in which a considerable number of men were 
sitting about and reading papers, each in his own little nook. Holmes 
showed me into a small chamber which looked out into Pall Mall, and 
then, leaving me for a minute, he came back with a companion whom I 
knew could only be his brother. 

Mycroft Holmes was a much larger and stouter man than Sherlock. 
His body was absolutely corpulent, but his face, though massive, had 
preserved something of the sharpness of expression which was so 
remarkable in that of his brother. His eyes, which were of a peculiarly 
light, watery grey, seemed to always retain that far-away, introspective 
look which I had only observed in Sherlock's when he was exerting his 
full powers. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pall_Mall,_London
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"I am glad to meet you, sir," said he, putting out a broad, fat hand 
like the flipper of a seal. "I hear of Sherlock everywhere since you became 
his chronicler. By the way, Sherlock, I expected to see you round last 
week, to consult me over that Manor House case. I thought you might be 
a little out of your depth." 

"No, I solved it," said my friend, smiling. 
"It was Adams, of course." 
"Yes, it was Adams." 
"I was sure of it from the first." The two sat down together in the 

bow-window of the club. "To any one who wishes to study mankind this 
is the spot," said Mycroft. "Look at the magnificent types! Look at these 
two men who are coming towards us, for example." 

"The billiard-marker and the other?" 
"Precisely. What do you make of the other?" 
The two men had stopped opposite the window. Some chalk marks 

over the waistcoat pocket were the only signs of billiards which I could 
see in one of them. The other was a very small, dark fellow, with his hat 
pushed back and several packages under his arm. 

"An old soldier, I perceive," said Sherlock. 
"And very recently discharged," remarked the brother. 
"Served in India, I see." 
"And a non-commissioned officer." 
"Royal Artillery, I fancy," said Sherlock. 
"And a widower." 
"But with a child." 
"Children, my dear boy, children." 
"Come," said I, laughing, "this is a little too much." 
"Surely," answered Holmes, "it is not hard to say that a man with 

that bearing, expression of authority, and sunbaked skin, is a soldier, is 
more than a private, and is not long from India." 

"That he has not left the service long is shown by his still wearing 
his ammunition boots, as they are called," observed Mycroft. 

"He had not the cavalry stride, yet he wore his hat on one side, as is 
shown by the lighter skin of that side of his brow. His weight is against 
his being a sapper. He is in the artillery." 

"Then, of course, his complete mourning shows that he has lost 
some one very dear. The fact that he is doing his own shopping looks as 
though it were his wife. He has been buying things for children, you 
perceive. There is a rattle, which shows that one of them is very young. 
The wife probably died in childbed. The fact that he has a picture-book 
under his arm shows that there is another child to be thought of." 

I began to understand what my friend meant when he said that his 
brother possessed even keener faculties that he did himself. He glanced 
across at me and smiled. Mycroft took snuff from a tortoise-shell box, 
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and brushed away the wandering grains from his coat front with a large, 
red silk handkerchief. 

"By the way, Sherlock," said he, "I have had something quite after 
your own heart--a most singular problem--submitted to my judgement. I 
really had not the energy to follow it up save in a very incomplete 
fashion, but it gave me a basis for some pleasing speculation. If you 
would care to hear the facts--" 

"My dear Mycroft, I should be delighted." 
The brother scribbled a note upon a leaf of his pocket-book, and, 

ringing the bell, he handed it to the waiter. 
"I have asked Mr. Melas to step across," said he. "He lodges on the 

floor above me, and I have some slight acquaintance with him, which led 
him to come to me in his perplexity. Mr. Melas is a Greek by extraction, 
as I understand, and he is a remarkable linguist. He earns his living 
partly as interpreter in the law courts and partly by acting as guide to 
any wealthy Orientals who may visit the Northumberland Avenue hotels. 
I think I will leave him to tell his very remarkable experience in his own 
fashion." 

A few minutes later we were joined by a short, stout man whose 
olive face and coal-black hair proclaimed his Southern origin, though his 
speech was that of an educated Englishman. He shook hands eagerly 
with Sherlock Holmes, and his dark eyes sparkled with pleasure when he 
understood that the specialist was anxious to hear his story. 

"I do not believe that the police credit me--on my word, I do not," 
said he in a wailing voice. "Just because they have never heard of it 
before, they think that such a thing cannot be. But I know that I shall 
never be easy in my mind until I know what has become of my poor man 
with the sticking-plaster upon his face." 

"I am all attention," said Sherlock Holmes. 
"This is Wednesday evening," said Mr. Melas. "Well then, it was 

Monday night--only two days ago, you understand--that all this 
happened. I am an interpreter, as perhaps my neighbour there has told 
you. I interpret all languages--or nearly all--but as I am a Greek by birth 
and with a Grecian name, it is with that particular tongue that I am 
principally associated. For many years I have been the chief Greek 
interpreter in London, and my name is very well known in the hotels. It 
happens not infrequently that I am sent for at strange hours by 
foreigners who get into difficulties, or by travellers who arrive late and 
wish my services. I was not surprised, therefore, on Monday night when 
a Mr. Latimer, a very fashionably dressed young man, came up to my 
rooms and asked me to accompany him in a cab which was waiting at 
the door. A Greek friend had come to see him upon business, he said, 
and as he could speak nothing but his own tongue, the services of an 
interpreter were indispensable. He gave me to understand that his house 
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was some little distance off, in Kensington, and he seemed to be in a 
great hurry, bustling me rapidly into the cab when we had descended to 
the street. 

"I say into the cab, but I soon became doubtful as to whether it was 
not a carriage in which I found myself. It was certainly more roomy than 
the ordinary four-wheeled disgrace to London, and the fittings, though 
frayed, were of rich quality. Mr. Latimer seated himself opposite to me 
and we started off through Charing Cross and up the Shaftesbury 
Avenue. We had come out upon Oxford Street and I had ventured some 
remark as to this being a roundabout way to Kensington, when my 
words were arrested by the extraordinary conduct of my companion. 

"He began by drawing a most formidable-looking bludgeon loaded 
with lead from his pocket, and switching it backward and forward 
several times, as if to test its weight and strength. Then he placed it 
without a word upon the seat beside him. Having done this, he drew up 
the windows on each side, and I found to my astonishment that they 
were covered with paper so as to prevent my seeing through them. 

"'I am sorry to cut off your view, Mr. Melas,' said he. 'The fact is that 
I have no intention that you should see what the place is to which we are 
driving. It might possibly be inconvenient to me if you could find your 
way there again.' 

"As you can imagine, I was utterly taken aback by such an address. 
My companion was a powerful, broad-shouldered young fellow, and, 
apart from the weapon, I should not have had the slightest chance in a 
struggle with him. 

"'This is very extraordinary conduct, Mr. Latimer,' I stammered. 
'You must be aware that what you are doing is quite illegal.' 

"'It is somewhat of a liberty, no doubt,' said he, 'but we'll make it up 
to you. I must warn you, however, Mr. Melas, that if at any time to-night 
you attempt to raise an alarm or do anything which is against my 
interests, you will find it a very serious thing. I beg you to remember that 
no one knows where you are, and that, whether you are in this carriage 
or in my house, you are equally in my power.' 

"His words were quiet, but he had a rasping way of saying them 
which was very menacing. I sat in silence wondering what on earth could 
be his reason for kidnapping me in this extraordinary fashion. Whatever 
it might be, it was perfectly clear that there was no possible use in my 
resisting, and that I could only wait to see what might befall. 

"For nearly two hours we drove without my having the least clue as 
to where we were going. Sometimes the rattle of the stones told of a 
paved causeway, and at others our smooth, silent course suggested 
asphalt; but, save by this variation in sound, there was nothing at all 
which could in the remotest way help me to form a guess as to where we 
were. The paper over each window was impenetrable to light, and a blue 
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curtain was drawn across the glass work in front. It was a quarter-past 
seven when we left Pall Mall, and my watch showed me that it was ten 
minutes to nine when we at last came to a standstill. My companion let 
down the window, and I caught a glimpse of a low, arched doorway with 
a lamp burning above it. As I was hurried from the carriage it swung 
open, and I found myself inside the house, with a vague impression of a 
lawn and trees on each side of me as I entered. Whether these were 
private grounds, however, or bona-fide country was more than I could 
possibly venture to say. 

"There was a coloured gas-lamp inside which was turned so low 
that I could see little save that the hall was of some size and hung with 
pictures. In the dim light I could make out that the person who had 
opened the door was a small, mean-looking, middle-aged man with 
rounded shoulders. As he turned towards us the glint of the light showed 
me that he was wearing glasses. 

"'Is this Mr. Melas, Harold?' said he. 
"'Yes.' 
"'Well done, well done! No ill-will, Mr. Melas, I hope, but we could 

not get on without you. If you deal fair with us you'll not regret it, but if 
you try any tricks, God help you!' He spoke in a nervous, jerky fashion, 
and with little giggling laughs in between, but somehow he impressed 
me with fear more than the other. 

"'What do you want with me?' I asked. 
"'Only to ask a few questions of a Greek gentleman who is visiting 

us, and to let us have the answers. But say no more than you are told to 
say, or--' here came the nervous giggle again--'you had better never have 
been born.' 

"As he spoke he opened a door and showed the way into a room 
which appeared to be very richly furnished, but again the only light was 
afforded by a single lamp half-turned down. The chamber was certainly 
large, and the way in which my feet sank into the carpet as I stepped 
across it told me of its richness. I caught glimpses of velvet chairs, a high 
white marble mantel-piece, and what seemed to be a suit of Japanese 
armour at one side of it. There was a chair just under the lamp, and the 
elderly man motioned that I should sit in it. The younger had left us, but 
he suddenly returned through another door, leading with him a 
gentleman clad in some sort of loose dressing-gown who moved slowly 
towards us. As he came into the circle of dim light which enables me to 
see him more clearly I was thrilled with horror at his appearance. He was 
deadly pale and terribly emaciated, with the protruding, brilliant eyes of 
a man whose spirit was greater than his strength. But what shocked me 
more than any signs of physical weakness was that his face was 
grotesquely criss-crossed with sticking-plaster, and that one large pad of 
it was fastened over his mouth. 
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"'Have you the slate, Harold?' cried the older man, as this strange 
being fell rather than sat down into a chair. 'Are his hands loose? Now, 
then, give him the pencil. You are to ask the questions, Mr. Melas, and 
he will write the answers. Ask him first of all whether he is prepared to 
sign the papers?' 

"The man's eyes flashed fire. 
"'Never!' he wrote in Greek upon the slate. 
"'On no condition?' I asked, at the bidding of our tyrant. 
"'Only if I see her married in my presence by a Greek priest whom I 

know.' 
"The man giggled in his venomous way. 
"'You know what awaits you, then?' 
"'I care nothing for myself.' 
"These are samples of the questions and answers which made up 

our strange half-spoken, half-written conversation. Again and again I 
had to ask him whether he would give in and sign the documents. Again 
and again I had the same indignant reply. But soon a happy thought 
came to me. I took to adding on little sentences of my own to each 
question, innocent ones at first, to test whether either of our 
companions knew anything of the matter, and then, as I found that they 
showed no signs I played a more dangerous game. Our conversation ran 
something like this: 

"'You can do no good by this obstinacy. Who are you?' 
"'I care not. I am a stranger in London.' 
"'Your fate will be upon your own head. How long have you been 

here?' 
"'Let it be so. Three weeks.' 
"'The property can never be yours. What ails you?' 
"'It shall not go to villains. They are starving me.' 
"'You shall go free if you sign. What house is this?' 
"'I will never sign. I do not know.' 
"'You are not doing her any service. What is your name?' 
"'Let me hear her say so. Kratides.' 
"'You shall see her if you sign. Where are you from?' 
"'Then I shall never see her. Athens.' 
"Another five minutes, Mr. Holmes, and I should have wormed out 

the whole story under their very noses. My very next question might 
have cleared the matter up, but at that instant the door opened and a 
woman stepped into the room. I could not see her clearly enough to 
know more than that she was tall and graceful, with black hair, and clad 
in some sort of loose white gown. 

"'Harold,' said she, speaking English with a broken accent. 'I could 
not stay away longer. It is so lonely up there with only--Oh, my God, it is 
Paul!' 
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"These last words were in Greek, and at the same instant the man 
with a convulsive effort tore the plaster from his lips, and screaming out 
'Sophy! Sophy!' rushed into the woman's arms. Their embrace was but 
for an instant, however, for the younger man seized the woman and 
pushed her out of the room, while the elder easily overpowered his 
emaciated victim, and dragged him away through the other door. For a 
moment I was left alone in the room, and I sprang to my feet with some 
vague idea that I might in some way get a clue to what this house was in 
which I found myself. Fortunately, however, I took no steps, for looking 
up I saw that the older man was standing in the door-way with his eyes 
fixed upon me. 

"'That will do, Mr. Melas,' said he. 'You perceive that we have taken 
you into our confidence over some very private business. We should not 
have troubled you, only that our friend who speaks Greek and who 
began these negotiations has been forced to return to the East. It was 
quite necessary for us to find some one to take his place, and we were 
fortunate in hearing of your powers.' 

"I bowed. 
"'There are five sovereigns here,' said he, walking up to me, 'which 

will, I hope, be a sufficient fee. But remember,' he added, tapping me 
lightly on the chest and giggling, 'if you speak to a human soul about 
this--one human soul, mind--well, may God have mercy upon your soul!" 

"I cannot tell you the loathing and horror with which this 
insignificant-looking man inspired me. I could see him better now as the 
lamp-light shone upon him. His features were peaky and sallow, and his 
little pointed beard was thready and ill-nourished. He pushed his face 
forward as he spoke and his lips and eyelids were continually twitching 
like a man with St. Vitus's dance. I could not help thinking that his 
strange, catchy little laugh was also a symptom of some nervous malady. 
The terror of his face lay in his eyes, however, steel grey, and glistening 
coldly with a malignant, inexorable cruelty in their depths. 

"'We shall know if you speak of this,' said he. 'We have our own 
means of information. Now you will find the carriage waiting, and my 
friend will see you on your way.' 

"I was hurried through the hall and into the vehicle, again obtaining 
that momentary glimpse of trees and a garden. Mr. Latimer followed 
closely at my heels, and took his place opposite to me without a word. In 
silence we again drove for an interminable distance with the windows 
raised, until at last, just after midnight, the carriage pulled up. 

"'You will get down here, Mr. Melas,' said my companion. 'I am 
sorry to leave you so far from your house, but there is no alternative. Any 
attempt upon your part to follow the carriage can only end in injury to 
yourself.' 
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"He opened the door as he spoke, and I had hardly time to spring 
out when the coachman lashed the horse and the carriage rattled away. I 
looked around me in astonishment. I was on some sort of a heathy 
common mottled over with dark clumps of furze-bushes. Far away 
stretched a line of houses, with a light here and there in the upper 
windows. On the other side I saw the red signal-lamps of a railway. 

"The carriage which had brought me was already out of sight. I 
stood gazing round and wondering where on earth I might be, when I 
saw some one coming towards me in the darkness. As he came up to me 
I made out that he was a railway porter. 

"'Can you tell me what place this is?' I asked. 
"'Wandsworth Common,' said he. 
"'Can I get a train into town?' 
"'If you walk on a mile or so to Clapham Junction,' said he, 'you'll 

just be in time for the last to Victoria.' 
"So that was the end of my adventure, Mr. Holmes. I do not know 

where I was, nor whom I spoke with, nor anything save what I have told 
you. But I know that there is foul play going on, and I want to help that 
unhappy man if I can. I told the whole story to Mr. Mycroft Holmes next 
morning, and subsequently to the police." 

We all sat in silence for some little time after listening to this 
extraordinary narrative. Then Sherlock looked across at his brother. 

"Any steps?" he asked. 
Mycroft picked up the Daily News, which was lying on the side-

table. 
"'Anybody supplying any information to the whereabouts of a Greek 

gentleman named Paul Kratides, from Athens, who is unable to speak 
English, will be rewarded. A similar reward paid to any one giving 
information about a Greek lady whose first name is Sophy. X 2473.' That 
was in all the dailies. No answer." 

"How about the Greek Legation?" 
"I have inquired. They know nothing." 
"A wire to the head of the Athens police, then?" 
"Sherlock has all the energy of the family," said Mycroft, turning to 

me. "Well, you take the case up by all means, and let me know if you do 
any good." 

"Certainly," answered my friend, rising from his chair. "I'll let you 
know, and Mr. Melas also. In the meantime, Mr. Melas, I should 
certainly be on my guard, if I were you, for of course they must know 
through these advertisements that you have betrayed them." 

As we walked home together, Holmes stopped at a telegraph office 
and sent off several wires. 

"You see, Watson," he remarked, "our evening has been by no 
means wasted. Some of my most interesting cases have come to me in 
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this way through Mycroft. The problem which we have just listened to, 
although it can admit of but one explanation, has still some 
distinguishing features." 

"You have hopes of solving it?" 
"Well, knowing as much as we do, it will be singular indeed if we 

fail to discover the rest. You must yourself have formed some theory 
which will explain the facts to which we have listened." 

"In a vague way, yes." 
"What was your idea, then?" 
"It seemed to me to be obvious that this Greek girl had been carried 

off by the young Englishman named Harold Latimer." 
"Carried off from where?" 
"Athens, perhaps." 
Sherlock Holmes shook his head. "This young man could not talk a 

word of Greek. The lady could talk English fairly well. Inference--that 
she had been in England some little time, but he had not been in 
Greece." 

"Well, then, we will presume that she had come on a visit to 
England, and that this Harold had persuaded her to fly with him." 

"That is more probable." 
"Then the brother--for that, I fancy, must be the relationship--

comes over from Greece to interfere. He imprudently puts himself into 
the power of the young man and his older associate. They seize him and 
use violence towards him in order to make him sign some papers to 
make over the girl's fortune--of which he may be trustee--to them. This 
he refuses to do. In order to negotiate with him they have to get an 
interpreter, and they pitch upon this Mr. Melas, having used some other 
one before. The girl is not told of the arrival of her brother, and finds it 
out by the merest accident." 

"Excellent, Watson!" cried Holmes. "I really fancy that you are not 
far from the truth. You see that we hold all the cards, and we have only 
to fear some sudden act of violence on their part. If they give us time we 
must have them." 

"But how can we find where this house lies?" 
"Well, if our conjecture is correct and the girl's name is or was 

Sophy Kratides, we should have no difficulty in tracing her. That must be 
our main hope, for the brother is, of course, a complete stranger. It is 
clear that some time has elapsed since this Harold established these 
relations with the girl--some weeks, at any rate--since the brother in 
Greece has had time to hear of it and come across. If they have been 
living in the same place during this time, it is probable that we shall have 
some answer to Mycroft's advertisement." 

We had reached our house in Baker Street while we had been 
talking. Holmes ascended the stair first, and as he opened the door of 
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our room he gave a start of surprise. Looking over his shoulder, I was 
equally astonished. His brother Mycroft was sitting smoking in the arm-
chair. 

"Come in, Sherlock! Come in, sir," said he blandly, smiling at our 
surprised faces. "You don't expect such energy from me, do you, 
Sherlock? But somehow this case attracts me." 

"How did you get here?" 
"I passed you in a hansom." 
"There has been some new development?" 
"I had an answer to my advertisement." 
"Ah!" 
"Yes, it came within a few minutes of your leaving." 
"And to what effect?" 
Mycroft Holmes took out a sheet of paper. 
"Here it is," said he, "written with a J pen on royal cream paper by a 

middle-aged man with a weak constitution. 'Sir,' he says, 'in answer to 
your advertisement of to-day's date, I beg to inform you that I know the 
young lady in question very well. If you should care to call upon me I 
could give you some particulars as to her painful history. She is living at 
present at The Myrtles, Beckenham. Yours faithfully, J. Davenport.' 

"He writes from Lower Brixton," said Mycroft Holmes. "Do you not 
think that we might drive to him now, Sherlock, and learn these 
particulars?" 

"My dear Mycroft, the brother's life is more valuable than the 
sister's story. I think we should call at Scotland Yard for Inspector 
Gregson, and go straight out to Beckenham. We know that a man is 
being done to death, and every hour may be vital." 

"Better pick up Mr. Melas on our way," I suggested. "We may need 
an interpreter." 

"Excellent," said Sherlock Holmes. "Send the boy for a four-wheeler, 
and we shall be off at once." He opened the table-drawer as he spoke, 
and I noticed that he slipped his revolver into his pocket. "Yes," said he, 
in answer to my glance; "I should say from what we have heard, that we 
are dealing with a particularly dangerous gang." 

It was almost dark before we found ourselves in Pall Mall, at the 
rooms of Mr. Melas. A gentleman had just called for him, and he was 
gone. 

"Can you tell me where?" asked Mycroft Holmes. 
"I don't know, sir," answered the woman who had opened the door; 

"I only know that he drove away with the gentleman in a carriage." 
"Did the gentleman give a name?" 
"No, sir." 
"He wasn't a tall, handsome, dark young man?" 
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"Oh, nor, sir. He was a little gentleman, with glasses, thin in the 
face, but very pleasant in his ways, for he was laughing al the time that 
he was talking." 

"Come along!" cried Sherlock Holmes, abruptly. "This grows 
serious," he observed, as we drove to Scotland Yard. "These men have got 
hold of Melas again. He is a man of no physical courage, as they are well 
aware from their experience the other night. This villain was able to 
terrorise him the instant that he got into his presence. No doubt they 
want his professional services, but, having used him, they may be 
inclined to punish him for what they will regard as his treachery." 

Our hope was that, by taking train, we might get to Beckenham as 
soon or sooner than the carriage. On reaching Scotland Yard, however, it 
was more than an hour before we could get Inspector Gregson and 
comply with the legal formalities which would enable us to enter the 
house. It was a quarter to ten before we reached London Bridge, and half 
past before the four of us alighted on the Beckenham platform. A drive 
of half a mile brought us to The Myrtles--a large, dark house standing 
back from the road in its own grounds. Here we dismissed our cab, and 
made our way up the drive together. 

"The windows are all dark," remarked the inspector. "The house 
seems deserted." 

"Our birds are flown and the nest empty," said Holmes. 
"Why do you say so?" 
"A carriage heavily loaded with luggage has passed out during the 

last hour." 
The inspector laughed. "I saw the wheel-tracks in the light of the 

gate-lamp, but where does the luggage come in?" 
"You may have observed the same wheel-tracks going the other 

way. But the outward-bound ones were very much deeper--so much so 
that we can say for a certainty that there was a very considerable weight 
on the carriage." 

"You get a trifle beyond me there," said the inspector, shrugging his 
shoulder. "It will not be an easy door to force, but we will try if we 
cannot make some one hear us." 

He hammered loudly at the knocker and pulled at the bell, but 
without any success. Holmes had slipped away, but he came back in a 
few minutes. 

"I have a window open," said he. 
"It is a mercy that you are on the side of the force, and not against 

it, Mr. Holmes," remarked the inspector, as he noted the clever way in 
which my friend had forced back the catch. "Well, I think that under the 
circumstances we may enter without an invitation." 

One after the other we made our way into a large apartment, which 
was evidently that in which Mr. Melas had found himself. The inspector 
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had lit his lantern, and by its light we could see the two doors, the 
curtain, the lamp, and the suit of Japanese mail as he had described 
them. On the table lay two glasses, and empty brandy-bottle, and the 
remains of a meal. 

"What is that?" asked Holmes, suddenly. 
We all stood still and listened. A low moaning sound was coming 

from somewhere over our heads. Holmes rushed to the door and out 
into the hall. The dismal noise came from upstairs. He dashed up, the 
inspector and I at his heels, while his brother Mycroft followed as 
quickly as his great bulk would permit. 

Three doors faced up upon the second floor, and it was from the 
central of these that the sinister sounds were issuing, sinking sometimes 
into a dull mumble and rising again into a shrill whine. It was locked, 
but the key had been left on the outside. Holmes flung open the door 
and rushed in, but he was out again in an instant, with his hand to his 
throat." 

"It's charcoal," he cried. "Give it time. It will clear." 
Peering in, we could see that the only light in the room came from a 

dull blue flame which flickered from a small brass tripod in the centre. It 
threw a livid, unnatural circle upon the floor, while in the shadows 
beyond we saw the vague loom of two figures which crouched against 
the wall. From the open door there reeked a horrible poisonous 
exhalation which set us gasping and coughing. Holmes rushed to the top 
of the stairs to draw in the fresh air, and then, dashing into the room, he 
threw up the window and hurled the brazen tripod out into the garden. 

"We can enter in a minute," he gasped, darting out again. "Where is 
a candle? I doubt if we could strike a match in that atmosphere. Hold 
the light at the door and we shall get them out, Mycroft, now!" 

With a rush we got to the poisoned men and dragged them out into 
the well-lit hall. Both of them were blue-lipped and insensible, with 
swollen, congested faces and protruding eyes. Indeed, so distorted were 
their features that, save for his black beard and stout figure, we might 
have failed to recognise in one of them the Greek interpreter who had 
parted from us only a few hours before at the Diogenes Club. His hands 
and feet were securely strapped together, and he bore over one eye the 
marks of a violent blow. The other, who was secured in a similar fashion, 
was a tall man in the last stage of emaciation, with several strips of 
sticking-plaster arranged in a grotesque pattern over his face. He had 
ceased to moan as we laid him down, and a glance showed me that for 
him at least our aid had come too late. Mr. Melas, however, still lived, 
and in less than an hour, with the aid of ammonia and brandy I had the 
satisfaction of seeing him open his eyes, and of knowing that my hand 
had drawn him back from that dark valley in which all paths meet. 
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It was a simple story which he had to tell, and one which did but 
confirm our own deductions. His visitor, on entering his rooms, had 
drawn a life-preserver from his sleeve, and had so impressed him with 
the fear of instant and inevitable death that he had kidnapped him for 
the second time. Indeed, it was almost mesmeric, the effect which this 
giggling ruffian had produced upon the unfortunate linguist, for he 
could not speak of him save with trembling hands and a blanched cheek. 
He had been taken swiftly to Beckenham, and had acted as interpreter in 
a second interview, even more dramatic than the first, in which the two 
Englishmen had menaced their prisoner with instant death if he did not 
comply with their demands. Finally, finding him proof against every 
threat, they had hurled him back into his prison, and after reproaching 
Melas with his treachery, which appeared from the newspaper 
advertisement, they had stunned him with a blow from a stick, and he 
remembered nothing more until he found us bending over him. 

And this was the singular case of the Grecian Interpreter, the 
explanation of which is still involved in some mystery. We were able to 
find out, by communicating with the gentleman who had answered the 
advertisement, that the unfortunate young lady came of a wealthy 
Grecian family, and that she had been on a visit to some friends in 
England. While there she had met a young man named Harold Latimer, 
who had acquired an ascendancy over her and had eventually persuaded 
her to fly with him. Her friends, shocked at the event, had contented 
themselves with informing her brother at Athens, and had then washed 
their hands of the matter. The brother, on his arrival in England, had 
imprudently placed himself in the power of Latimer and of his associate, 
whose name was Wilson Kemp--that through his ignorance of the 
language he was helpless in their hands, had kept him a prisoner, and 
had endeavoured by cruelty and starvation to make him sign away his 
own and his sister's property. They had kept him in the house without 
the girl's knowledge, and the plaster over the face had been for the 
purpose of making recognition difficult in case she should ever catch a 
glimpse of him. Her feminine perception, however, had instantly seen 
through the disguise when, on the occasion of the interpreter's visit, she 
had seen him for the first time. The poor girl, however, was herself a 
prisoner, for there was no one about the house except the man who 
acted as coachman, and his wife, both of whom were tools of the 
conspirators. Finding that their secret was out, and that their prisoner 
was not to be coerced, the two villains with the girl had fled away at a 
few hours' notice from the furnished house which they had hired, having 
first, as they thought, taken vengeance both upon the man who had 
defied and the one who had betrayed them. 

Months afterwards a curious newspaper cutting reached us from 
Buda-Pesth. It told how two Englishmen who had been travelling with a 
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woman had met with a tragic end. They had each been stabbed, it seems, 
and the Hungarian police were of opinion that they had quarrelled and 
had inflicted mortal injuries upon each other. Holmes, however, is, I 
fancy, of a different way of thinking, and holds to this day that, if one 
could find the Grecian girl, one might learn how the wrongs of herself 
and her brother came to be avenged. 
 

        
 

MR. Melas comes dangerously close to joining the lightly populated club 
of Holmes’ dead clients – Kratides, however, is not so lucky. The story 
suffers slightly from one of Doyle’s greatest weaknesses: overly complex, 
baroque stories set up to solve a problem with a simple solution. Kemp 
and Company go to wildly complicated lengths to interrogate Kratides 
(instead of hiring a well-regarded diplomatic interpreter for their dirty 
work, perhaps an inscrupulous Greek dockworker would have caused 
less trouble). Their death trap is also overly lavish – calling to mind the 
third act of a James Bond movie – when Kemp’s hallmark bludgeon 
could have done quicker work. That being said, Doyle creates an 
impressively tense atmosphere, introduces a truly bizarre mystery, and – 
most notably – adds an unexpected dimension to his automaton hero. 
Mycroft’s appearance unlocks a floodgate of speculation into Holmes’ 
backstory: we learn that he is seven years older, that he is also a brilliant 
logician, and that although he recognizes and utilizes his brother’s 
genius, he is possibly even more intellectually gifted. Most importantly, 
Mycroft proves that – for all of Sherlock’s social faux pas – he could be 
much worse. Mycroft’s sluggishness and lack of ambition make him 
comical, but hopelessly lazy. Although he manages to use his genius to 
help the British government (leading many fans to speculate that he 
either has ties to or even runs Britain’s intelligence spy ring), he lacks 
Sherlock’s vitality and passion for justice. While Sherlock may have been 
too late to save Kratides (thanks, as he bitterly notes, to the 
constitutional prerequisite of a search warrant), Melas can thank his 
lucky stars that Mycroft wasn’t in charge of his case… 
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EVERY great franchise needs a Christmas special, and Sherlock Holmes’ 
only Yuletide adventure is one of the most beloved Holiday-themed 
short stories in the English language. While it isn’t quite as 
heartwarming as “The Gift of the Magi” or “A Child’s Christmas in 
Wales,” it remains a classic snapshot of Christmas-obsessed Victorian 
culture. Like “A Christmas Carol” or “The Nutcracker,” it uses the 
colorful backdrop of the season to highlight its core theme – like a 
painting mounted in a gilded frame… or a brilliant, blue gem gleaming in 
a sparkling setting. “The Blue Carbuncle” is famous, not only for its 
holiday setting, but for its eccentric plot and complex, multi-layered 
solution. Like so many of the best Sherlock Holmes stories, it begins 
with a bizarre and inexplicable problem (cf. a dying allusion to a 
speckled band, five orange seeds in an envelope, a terror-inducing 
graffito of dancing men, or a corpse in an empty house with the word 
RACHE scrawled above it), that leads – after ever-tightening spirals – 
down a whirlpool of deception and intrigue. Unlike each of the stories I 
alluded to, however, “The Adventure of the Blue Carbuncle” isn’t a tale of 
murder. In keeping with the Christmas season, Doyle keeps things family 
friendly and bloodless: it is the story of one of the most complicated (and 
disastrously bungled) jewel heists in British literature.  

        
 

The Adventure of the Blue Carbuncle 
{1892} 

 
I HAD CALLED upon my friend Sherlock Holmes upon the second morning 
after Christmas, with the intention of wishing him the compliments of 
the season. He was lounging upon the sofa in a purple dressing-gown, a 
pipe-rack within his reach upon the right, and a pile of crumpled 
morning papers, evidently newly studied, near at hand. Beside the couch 
was a wooden chair, and on the angle of the back hung a very seedy and 
disreputable hard-felt hat, much the worse for wear, and cracked in 
several places. A lens and a forceps lying upon the seat of the chair 
suggested that the hat had been suspended in this manner for the 
purpose of examination. 

"You are engaged," said I; "perhaps I interrupt you." 
"Not at all. I am glad to have a friend with whom I can discuss my 

results. The matter is a perfectly trivial one" -- he jerked his thumb in the 
direction of the old hat -- "but there are points in connection with it 
which are not entirely devoid of interest and even of instruction." 

I seated myself in his armchair and warmed my hands before his 
crackling fire, for a sharp frost had set in, and the windows were thick 
with the ice crystals. "I suppose," I remarked, "that, homely as it looks, 
this thing has some deadly story linked on to it -- that it is the clue 
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which will guide you in the solution of some mystery and the 
punishment of some crime." 

"No, no. No crime," said Sherlock Holmes, laughing. "Only one of 
those whimsical little incidents which will happen when you have four 
million human beings all jostling each other within the space of a few 
square miles. Amid the action and reaction of so dense a swarm of 
humanity, every possible combination of events may be expected to take 
place, and many a little problem will be presented which may be striking 
and bizarre without being criminal. We have already had experience of 
such." 

"So much so," I remarked, "that of the last six cases which I have 
added to my notes, three have been entirely free of any legal crime." 

"Precisely. You allude to my attempt to recover the Irene Adler 
papers, to the singular case of Miss Mary Sutherland, and to the 
adventure of the man with the twisted lip. Well, I have no doubt that 
this small matter will fall into the same innocent category. You know 
Peterson, the commissionaire?" 

"Yes." 
"It is to him that this trophy belongs." 
"It is his hat." 
"No, no, he found it. Its owner is unknown. I beg that you will look 

upon it not as a battered billycock but as an intellectual problem. And, 
first, as to how it came here. It arrived upon Christmas morning, in 
company with a good fat goose, which is, I have no doubt, roasting at 
this moment in front of Peterson's fire. The facts are these: about four 
o'clock on Christmas morning, Peterson, who, as you know, is a very 
honest fellow, was returning from some small jollification and was 
making his way homeward down Tottenham Court Road. In front of him 
he saw, in the gaslight, a tallish man, walking with a slight stagger, and 
carrying a white goose slung over his shoulder. As he reached the corner 
of Goodge Street, a row broke out between this stranger and a little knot 
of roughs. One of the latter knocked off the man's hat, on which he 
raised his stick to defend himself and, swinging it over his head, 
smashed the shop window behind him. Peterson had rushed forward to 
protect the stranger from his assailants; but the man, shocked at having 
broken the window, and seeing an official-looking person in uniform 
rushing towards him, dropped his goose, took to his heels, and vanished 
amid the labyrinth of small streets which lie at the back of Tottenham 
Court Road. The roughs had also fled at the appearance of Peterson, so 
that he was left in possession of the field of battle, and also of the spoils 
of victory in the shape of this battered hat and a most unimpeachable 
Christmas goose." 

"Which surely he restored to their owner?" 
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"My dear fellow, there lies the problem. It is true that 'For Mrs. 
Henry Baker' was printed upon a small card which was tied to the bird's 
left leg, and it is also true that the initials 'H. B.' are legible upon the 
lining of this hat, but as there are some thousands of Bakers, and some 
hundreds of Henry Bakers in this city of ours, it is not easy to restore lost 
property to any one of them." 

"What, then, did Peterson do?" 
"He brought round both hat and goose to me on Christmas 

morning, knowing that even the smallest problems are of interest to me. 
The goose we retained until this morning, when there were signs that, in 
spite of the slight frost, it would be well that it should be eaten without 
unnecessary delay. Its finder has carried it off, therefore, to fulfil the 
ultimate destiny of a goose, while I continue to retain the hat of the 
unknown gentleman who lost his Christmas dinner." 

"Did he not advertise?" 
"No." 
"Then, what clue could you have as to his identity?" 
"Only as much as we can deduce." 
"From his hat?" 
"Precisely." 
"But you are joking. What can you gather from this old battered 

felt?" 
"Here is my lens. You know my methods. What can you gather 

yourself as to the individuality of the man who has worn this article?" 
I took the tattered object in my hands and turned it over rather 

ruefully. It was a very ordinary black hat of the usual round shape, hard 
and much the worse for wear. The lining had been of red silk, but was a 
good deal discoloured. There was no maker's name; but, as Holmes had 
remarked, the initials "H. B." were scrawled upon one side. It was pierced 
in the brim for a hat-securer, but the elastic was missing. For the rest, it 
was cracked, exceedingly dusty, and spotted in several places, although 
there seemed to have been some attempt to hide the discoloured patches 
by smearing them with ink. 

"I can see nothing," said I, handing it back to my friend. 
"On the contrary, Watson, you can see everything. You fail, 

however, to reason from what you see. You are too timid in drawing your 
inferences." 

"Then, pray tell me what it is that you can infer from this hat?" 
He picked it up and gazed at it in the peculiar introspective fashion 

which was characteristic of him. "It is perhaps less suggestive than it 
might have been," he remarked, "and yet there are a few inferences 
which are very distinct, and a few others which represent at least a 
strong balance of probability. That the man was highly intellectual is of 
course obvious upon the face of it, and also that he was fairly well-to-do 
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within the last three years, although he has now fallen upon evil days. 
He had foresight, but has less now than formerly, pointing to a moral 
retrogression, which, when taken with the decline of his fortunes, seems 
to indicate some evil influence, probably drink, at work upon him. This 
may account also for the obvious fact that his wife has ceased to love 
him." 

"My dear Holmes!" 
"He has, however, retained some degree of self-respect," he 

continued, disregarding my remonstrance. "He is a man who leads a 
sedentary life, goes out little, is out of training entirely, is middle-aged, 
has grizzled hair which he has had cut within the last few days, and 
which he anoints with lime-cream. These are the more patent facts 
which are to be deduced from his hat. Also, by the way, that it is 
extremely improbable that he has gas laid on in his house." 

"You are certainly joking, Holmes." 
"Not in the least. Is it possible that even now, when I give you these 

results, you are unable to see how they are attained?" 
"I have no doubt that I am very stupid, but I must confess that I am 

unable to follow you. For example, how did you deduce that this man 
was intellectual?" 

For answer Holmes clapped the hat upon his head. It came right 
over the forehead and settled upon the bridge of his nose. "It is a 
question of cubic capacity," said he; "a man with so large a brain must 
have something in it." 

"The decline of his fortunes, then?" 
"This hat is three years old. These flat brims curled at the edge 

came in then. It is a hat of the very best quality. Look at the band of 
ribbed silk and the excellent lining. If this man could afford to buy so 
expensive a hat three years ago, and has had no hat since, then he has 
assuredly gone down in the world." 

"Well, that is clear enough, certainly. But how about the foresight 
and the moral retrogression?" 

Sherlock Holmes laughed. "Here is the foresight," said he putting 
his finger upon the little disc and loop of the hat-securer. "They are 
never sold upon hats. If this man ordered one, it is a sign of a certain 
amount of foresight, since he went out of his way to take this precaution 
against the wind. But since we see that he has broken the elastic and has 
not troubled to replace it, it is obvious that he has less foresight now 
than formerly, which is a distinct proof of a weakening nature. On the 
other hand, he has endeavoured to conceal some of these stains upon 
the felt by daubing them with ink, which is a sign that he has not 
entirely lost his self-respect." 

"Your reasoning is certainly plausible." 
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"The further points, that he is middle-aged, that his hair is grizzled, 
that it has been recently cut, and that he uses lime-cream, are all to be 
gathered from a close examination of the lower part of the lining. The 
lens discloses a large number of hair ends, clean cut by the scissors of the 
barber. They all appear to be adhesive, and there is a distinct odour of 
lime-cream. This dust, you will observe, is not the gritty, gray dust of the 
street but the fluffy brown dust of the house, showing that it has been 
hung up indoors most of the time, while the marks of moisture upon the 
inside are proof positive that the wearer perspired very freely, and could 
therefore, hardly be in the best of training." 

"But his wife -- you said that she had ceased to love him." 
"This hat has not been brushed for weeks. When I see you, my dear 

Watson, with a week's accumulation of dust upon your hat, and when 
your wife allows you to go out in such a state, I shall fear that you also 
have been unfortunate enough to lose your wife's affection." 

"But he might be a bachelor." 
"Nay, he was bringing home the goose as a peace-offering to his 

wife. Remember the card upon the bird's leg." 
"You have an answer to everything. But how on earth do you 

deduce that the gas is not laid on in his house?" 
"One tallow stain, or even two, might come by chance; but when I 

see no less than five, I think that there can be little doubt that the 
individual must be brought into frequent contact with burning tallow -- 
walks upstairs at night probably with his hat in one hand and a guttering 
candle in the other. Anyhow, he never got tallow-stains from a gasjet. 
Are you satisfied?" 

"Well, it is very ingenious," said I, laughing; "but since, as you said 
just now, there has been no crime committed, and no harm done save 
the loss of a goose, all this seems to be rather a waste of energy." 

Sherlock Holmes had opened his mouth to reply, when the door 
flew open, and Peterson, the commissionaire, rushed into the apartment 
with flushed cheeks and the face of a man who is dazed with 
astonishment. 

"The goose, Mr. Holmes! The goose, sir!" he gasped. 
"Eh? What of it, then? Has it returned to life and flapped off 

through the kitchen window?" Holmes twisted himself round upon the 
sofa to get a fairer view of the man's excited face. 

"See here, sir! See what my wife found in its crop!" He held out his 
hand and displayed upon the centre of the palm a brilliantly scintillating 
blue stone, rather smaller than a bean in size, but of such purity and 
radiance that it twinkled like an electric point in the dark hollow of his 
hand. 

Sherlock Holmes sat up with a whistle. "By Jove, Peterson!" said he, 
"this is treasure trove indeed. I suppose you know what you have got?" 
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"A diamond, sir? A precious stone. It cuts into glass as though it 
were putty." 

"It's more than a precious stone. It is the precious stone." 
"Not the Countess of Morcar's blue carbuncle!" I ejaculated. 
"Precisely so. I ought to know its size and shape, seeing that I have 

read the advertisement about it in The Times every day lately. It is 
absolutely unique, and its value can only be conjectured, but the reward 
offered of 1000 pounds is certainly not within a twentieth part of the 
market price." 

"A thousand pounds! Great Lord of mercy!" The commissionaire 
plumped down into a chair and stared from one to the other of us. 

"That is the reward, and I have reason to know that there are 
sentimental considerations in the background which would induce the 
Countess to part with half her fortune if she could but recover the gem." 

"It was lost, if I remember right, at the Hotel Cosmopolitan," I 
remarked. 

"Precisely so, on December 22d, just five days ago. John Horner, a 
plumber, was accused of having abstracted it from the lady's jewel-case. 
The evidence against him was so strong that the case has been referred 
to the Assizes. I have some account of the matter here, I believe." He 
rummaged amid his newspapers, glancing over the dates, until at last he 
smoothed one out, doubled it over, and read the following paragraph: 

"Hotel Cosmopolitan Jewel Robbery. John Horner, 26, plumber, was 
brought up upon the charge of having upon the 22d inst., abstracted 
from the jewel-case of the Countess of Morcar the valuable gem known 
as the blue carbuncle. James Ryder, upper-attendant at the hotel, gave 
his evidence to the effect that he had shown Horner up to the dressing-
room of the Countess of Morcar upon the day of the robbery in order 
that he might solder the second bar of the grate, which was loose. He 
had remained with Horner some little time, but had finally been called 
away. On returning, he found that Horner had disappeared, that the 
bureau had been forced open, and that the small morocco casket in 
which, as it afterwards transpired, the Countess was accustomed to keep 
her jewel, was lying empty upon the dressing-table. Ryder instantly gave 
the alarm, and Horner was arrested the same evening; but the stone 
could not be found either upon his person or in his rooms. Catherine 
Cusack, maid to the Countess, deposed to having heard Ryder's cry of 
dismay on discovering the robbery, and to having rushed into the room, 
where she found matters as described by the last witness. Inspector 
Bradstreet, B division, gave evidence as to the arrest of Horner, who 
struggled frantically, and protested his innocence in the strongest terms. 
Evidence of a previous conviction for robbery having been given against 
the prisoner, the magistrate refused to deal summarily with the offence, 
but referred it to the Assizes. Horner, who had shown signs of intense 
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emotion during the proceedings, fainted away at the conclusion and was 
carried out of court." 

"Hum! So much for the police-court," said Holmes thoughtfully, 
tossing aside the paper. "The question for us now to solve is the 
sequence of events leading from a rifled jewel-case at one end to the 
crop of a goose in Tottenham Court Road at the other. You see, Watson, 
our little deductions have suddenly assumed a much more important 
and less innocent aspect. Here is the stone; the stone came from the 
goose, and the goose came from Mr. Henry Baker, the gentleman with 
the bad hat and all the other characteristics with which I have bored 
you. So now we must set ourselves very seriously to finding this 
gentleman and ascertaining what part he has played in this little 
mystery. To do this, we must try the simplest means first, and these lie 
undoubtedly in an advertisement in all the evening papers. If this fail, I 
shall have recourse to other methods." 

"What will you say?" 
"Give me a pencil and that slip of paper. Now, then: 
'Found at the corner of Goodge Street, a goose and a black felt hat. 

Mr. Henry Baker can have the same by applying at 6:30 this evening at 
221B, Baker Street.' 

That is clear and concise." 
"Very. But will he see it?" 
"Well, he is sure to keep an eye on the papers, since, to a poor man, 

the loss was a heavy one. He was clearly so scared by his mischance in 
breaking the window and by the approach of Peterson that he thought of 
nothing but flight, but since then he must have bitterly regretted the 
impulse which caused him to drop his bird. Then, again, the 
introduction of his name will cause him to see it, for everyone who 
knows him will direct his attention to it. Here you are, Peterson, run 
down to the advertising agency and have this put in the evening papers." 

"In which, sir?" 
"Oh, in the Globe, Star, Pall Mall, St. James's, Evening News 

Standard, Echo, and any others that occur to you." 
"Very well, sir. And this stone?" 
"Ah, yes, I shall keep the stone. Thank you. And, I say, Peterson, 

just buy a goose on your way back and leave it here with me, for we must 
have one to give to this gentleman in place of the one which your family 
is now devouring." 

When the commissionaire had gone, Holmes took up the stone and 
held it against the light. "It's a bonny thing," said he. "Just see how it 
glints and sparkles. Of course it is a nucleus and focus of crime. Every 
good stone is. They are the devil's pet baits. In the larger and older jewels 
every facet may stand for a bloody deed. This stone is not yet twenty  
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years old. It was found in the banks of the Amoy River in southern China 
and is remarkable in having every characteristic of the carbuncle, save 
that it is blue in shade instead of ruby red. In spite of its youth, it has 
already a sinister history. There have been two murders, a vitriol-
throwing, a suicide, and several robberies brought about for the sake of 
this forty-grain weight of crystallized charcoal. Who would think that so 
pretty a toy would be a purveyor to the gallows and the prison? I'll lock it 
up in my strong box now and drop a line to the Countess to say that we 
have it." 

"Do you think that this man Horner is innocent?" 
"I cannot tell." 
"Well, then, do you imagine that this other one, Henry Baker, had 

anything to do with the matter?" 
"It is, I think, much more likely that Henry Baker is an absolutely 

innocent man, who had no idea that the bird which he was carrying was 
of considerably more value than if it were made of solid gold. That, 
however, I shall determine by a very simple test if we have an answer to 
our advertisement." 

"And you can do nothing until then?" 
"Nothing. " 
"In that case I shall continue my professional round. But I shall 

come back in the evening at the hour you have mentioned, for I should 
like to see the solution of so tangled a business." 

"Very glad to see you. I dine at seven. There is a woodcock, I 
believe. By the way, in view of recent occurrences, perhaps I ought to ask 
Mrs. Hudson to examine its crop." 

I had been delayed at a case, and it was a little after half-past six 
when I found myself in Baker Street once more. As I approached the 
house I saw a tall man in a Scotch bonnet with a coat which was 
buttoned up to his chin waiting outside in the bright semicircle which 
was thrown from the fanlight. Just as I arrived the door was opened, and 
we were shown up together to Holmes's room. 

"Mr. Henry Baker, I believe," said he, rising from his armchair and 
greeting his visitor with the easy air of geniality which he could so 
readily assume. "Pray take this chair by the fire, Mr. Baker. It is a cold 
night, and I observe that your circulation is more adapted for summer 
than for winter. Ah, Watson, you have just come at the right time. Is that 
your hat, Mr. Baker?" 

"Yes, sir, that is undoubtedly my hat." 
He was a large man with rounded shoulders, a massive head, and a 

broad, intelligent face, sloping down to a pointed beard of grizzled 
brown. A touch of red in nose and cheeks, with a slight tremor of his 
extended hand, recalled Holmes's surmise as to his habits. His rusty 
black frock-coat was buttoned right up in front, with the collar turned 
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up, and his lank wrists protruded from his sleeves without a sign of cuff 
or shirt. He spoke in a slow staccato fashion, choosing his words with 
care, and gave the impression generally of a man of learning and letters 
who had had ill-usage at the hands of fortune. 

"We have retained these things for some days," said Holmes, 
"because we expected to see an advertisement from you giving your 
address. I am at a loss to know now why you did not advertise." 

Our visitor gave a rather shamefaced laugh. "Shillings have not 
been so plentiful with me as they once were," he remarked. "I had no 
doubt that the gang of roughs who assaulted me had carried off both my 
hat and the bird. I did not care to spend more money in a hopeless 
attempt at recovering them." 

"Very naturally. By the way, about the bird, we were compelled to 
eat it." 

"To eat it!" Our visitor half rose from his chair in his excitement. 
"Yes, it would have been of no use to anyone had we not done so. 

But I presume that this other goose upon the sideboard, which is about 
the same weight and perfectly fresh, will answer your purpose equally 
well?" 

"Oh, certainly, certainly," answered Mr. Baker with a sigh of relief. 
"Of course, we still have the feathers, legs, crop, and so on of your 

own bird, so if you wish --" 
The man burst into a hearty laugh. "They might be useful to me as 

relics of my adventure," said he, "but beyond that I can hardly see what 
use the disjecta membra of my late acquaintance are going to be to me. 
No, sir, I think that, with your permission, I will confine my attentions to 
the excellent bird which I perceive upon the sideboard." 

Sherlock Holmes glanced sharply across at me with a slight shrug of 
his shoulders. 

"There is your hat, then, and there your bird," said he. "By the way, 
would it bore you to tell me where you got the other one from? I am 
somewhat of a fowl fancier, and I have seldom seen a better grown 
goose." 

"Certainly, sir," said Baker, who had risen and tucked his newly 
gained property under his arm. "There are a few of us who frequent the 
Alpha Inn, near the Museum -- we are to be found in the Museum itself 
during the day, you understand. This year our good host, Windigate by 
name, instituted a goose club, by which, on consideration of some few 
pence every week, we were each to receive a bird at Christmas. My pence 
were duly paid, and the rest is familiar to you. I am much indebted to 
you, sir, for a Scotch bonnet is fitted neither to my years nor my gravity." 
With a comical pomposity of manner he bowed solemnly to both of us 
and strode off upon his way. 
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"So much for Mr. Henry Baker," said Holmes when he had closed 
the door behind him. "It is quite certain that he knows nothing whatever 
about the matter. Are you hungry, Watson?" 

"Not particularly." 
"Then I suggest that we turn our dinner into a supper and follow up 

this clue while it is still hot." 
"By all means." 
It was a bitter night, so we drew on our ulsters and wrapped cravats 

about our throats. Outside, the stars were shining coldly in a cloudless 
sky, and the breath of the passers-by blew out into smoke like so many 
pistol shots. Our footfalls rang out crisply and loudly as we swung 
through the doctors' quarter, Wimpole Street, Harley Street, and so 
through Wigmore Street into Oxford Street. In a quarter of an hour we 
were in Bloomsbury at the Alpha Inn, which is a small public-house at 
the corner of one of the streets which runs down into Holborn. Holmes 
pushed open the door of the private bar and ordered two glasses of beer 
from the ruddy-faced, white-aproned landlord. 

"Your beer should be excellent if it is as good as your geese," said 
he. 

"My geese!" The man seemed surprised. 
"Yes. I was speaking only half an hour ago to Mr. Henry Baker, who 

was a member of your goose club." 
"Ah! yes, I see. But you see, sir, them's not our geese." 
"Indeed! Whose, then?" 
"Well, I got the two dozen from a salesman in Covent Garden." 
"Indeed? I know some of them. Which was it?" 
"Breckinridge is his name." 
"Ah! I don't know him. Well, here's your good health landlord, and 

prosperity to your house. Good-night. 
"Now for Mr. Breckinridge," he continued, buttoning up his coat as 

we came out into the frosty air. "Remember, Watson that though we 
have so homely a thing as a goose at one end of this chain, we have at 
the other a man who will certainly get seven years' penal servitude unless 
we can establish his innocence. It is possible that our inquiry may but 
confirm his guilt but, in any case, we have a line of investigation which 
has been missed by the police, and which a singular chance has placed in 
our hands. Let us follow it out to the bitter end. Faces to the south, then, 
and quick march!" 

We passed across Holborn, down Endell Street, and so through a 
zigzag of slums to Covent Garden Market. One of the largest stalls bore 
the name of Breckinridge upon it, and the proprietor a horsy-looking 
man, with a sharp face and trim side-whiskers was helping a boy to put 
up the shutters. 

"Good-evening. It's a cold night," said Holmes. 
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The salesman nodded and shot a questioning glance at my 
companion. 

"Sold out of geese, I see," continued Holmes, pointing at the bare 
slabs of marble. 

"Let you have five hundred to-morrow morning." 
"That's no good." 
"Well, there are some on the stall with the gas-flare." 
"Ah, but I was recommended to you." 
"Who by?" 
"The landlord of the 'Alpha.' " 
"Oh, yes; I sent him a couple of dozen." 
"Fine birds they were, too. Now where did you get them from?" 
To my surprise the question provoked a burst of anger from the 

salesman. 
"Now, then, mister," said he, with his head cocked and his arms 

akimbo, "what are you driving at? Let's have it straight, now." 
"It is straight enough. I should like to know who sold you the geese 

which you supplied to the Alpha." 
"Well then, I shan't tell you. So now!" 
"Oh, it is a matter of no importance; but I don't know why you 

should be so warm over such a trifle." 
"Warm! You'd be as warm, maybe, if you were as pestered as I am. 

When I pay good money for a good article there should be an end of the 
business; but it's 'Where are the geese?' and 'Who did you sell the geese 
to?' and 'What will you take for the geese?' One would think they were 
the only geese in the world, to hear the fuss that is made over them." 

"Well, I have no connection with any other people who have been 
making inquiries," said Holmes carelessly. "If you won't tell us the bet is 
off, that is all. But I'm always ready to back my opinion on a matter of 
fowls, and I have a fiver on it that the bird I ate is country bred." 

"Well, then, you've lost your fiver, for it's town bred," snapped the 
salesman. 

"It's nothing of the kind." 
"I say it is." 
"I don't believe it." 
"D'you think you know more about fowls than I, who have handled 

them ever since I was a nipper? I tell you, all those birds that went to the 
Alpha were town bred." 

"You'll never persuade me to believe that." 
"Will you bet, then?" 
"It's merely taking your money, for I know that I am right. But I'll 

have a sovereign on with you, just to teach you not to be obstinate." 
The salesman chuckled grimly. "Bring me the books, Bill," said he. 
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The small boy brought round a small thin volume and a great 
greasy-backed one, laying them out together beneath the hanging lamp. 

"Now then, Mr. Cocksure," said the salesman, "I thought that I was 
out of geese, but before I finish you'll find that there is still one left in my 
shop. You see this little book?" 

"Well?" 
"That's the list of the folk from whom I buy. D'you see? Well, then, 

here on this page are the country folk, and the numbers after their 
names are where their accounts are in the big ledger. Now, then! You see 
this other page in red ink? Well, that is a list of my town suppliers. Now, 
look at that third name. Just read it out to me." 

"Mrs. Oakshott, 117, Brixton Road -- 249," read Holmes. 
"Quite so. Now turn that up in the ledger." 
Holmes turned to the page indicated. "Here you are, 'Mrs. 

Oakshott, 117, Brixton Road, egg and poultry supplier." 
"Now, then, what's the last entry?" 
" 'December 22d. Twenty-four geese at 7s. 6d.' " 
"Quite so. There you are. And underneath?" 
" 'Sold to Mr. Windigate of the Alpha, at 12s.' " 
"What have you to say now?" 
Sherlock Holmes looked deeply chagrined. He drew a sovereign 

from his pocket and threw it down upon the slab, turning away with the 
air of a man whose disgust is too deep for words. A few yards off he 
stopped under a lamppost and laughed in the hearty, noiseless fashion 
which was peculiar to him. 

"When you see a man with whiskers of that cut and the 'Pink 'un' 
protruding out of his pocket, you can always draw him by a bet," said he. 
"I daresay that if I had put 100 pounds down in front of him, that man 
would not have given me such complete information as was drawn from 
him by the idea that he was doing me on a wager. Well, Watson, we are, 
I fancy, nearing the end of our quest, and the only point which remains 
to be determined is whether we should go on to this Mrs. Oakshott to-
night, or whether we should reserve it for to-morrow. It is clear from 
what that surly fellow said that there are others besides ourselves who 
are anxious about the matter, and I should --" 

His remarks were suddenly cut short by a loud hubbub which broke 
out from the stall which we had just left. Turning round we saw a little 
rat-faced fellow standing in the centre of the circle of yellow light which 
was thrown by the swinging lamp, while Breckinridge, the salesman, 
framed in the door of his stall, was shaking his fists fiercely at the 
cringing figure. 

"I've had enough of you and your geese," he shouted. "I wish you 
were all at the devil together. If you come pestering me any more with 
your silly talk I'll set the dog at you. You bring Mrs. Oakshott here and 
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I'll answer her, but what have you to do with it? Did I buy the geese off 
you?" 

"No; but one of them was mine all the same," whined the little man. 
"Well, then, ask Mrs. Oakshott for it." 
"She told me to ask you." 
"Well, you can ask the King of Proosia, for all I care. I've had 

enough of it. Get out of this!" He rushed fiercely forward, and the 
inquirer flitted away into the darkness. 

"Ha! this may save us a visit to Brixton Road," whispered Holmes. 
"Come with me, and we will see what is to be made of this fellow." 
Striding through the scattered knots of people who lounged round the 
flaring stalls, my companion speedily overtook the little man and 
touched him upon the shoulder. He sprang round, and I could see in the 
gaslight that every vestige of colour had been driven from his face. 

"Who are you, then? What do you want?" he asked in a quavering 
voice. 

"You will excuse me," said Holmes blandly, "but I could not help 
overhearing the questions which you put to the salesman just now. I 
think that I could be of assistance to you." 

"You? Who are you? How could you know anything of the matter?" 
"My name is Sherlock Holmes. It is my business to know what other 

people don't know." 
"But you can know nothing of this?" 
"Excuse me, I know everything of it. You are endeavouring to trace 

some geese which were sold by Mrs. Oakshott, of Brixton Road, to a 
salesman named Breckinridge, by him in turn to Mr. Windigate, of the 
Alpha, and by him to his club, of which Mr. Henry Baker is a member." 

"Oh, sir, you are the very man whom I have longed to meet," cried 
the little fellow with outstretched hands and quivering fingers. "I can 
hardly explain to you how interested I am in this matter." 

Sherlock Holmes hailed a four-wheeler which was passing. "In that 
case we had better discuss it in a cosy room rather than in this wind-
swept marketplace," said he. "But pray tell me, before we go farther, who 
it is that I have the pleasure of assisting." 

The man hesitated for an instant. "My name is John Robinson," he 
answered with a sidelong glance. 

"No, no; the real name," said Holmes sweetly. "It is always awkward 
doing business with an alias." 

A flush sprang to the white cheeks of the stranger. "Well then," said 
he, "my real name is James Ryder." 

"Precisely so. Head attendant at the Hotel Cosmopolitan. Pray step 
into the cab, and I shall soon be able to tell you everything which you 
would wish to know." 
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The little man stood glancing from one to the other of us with half-
frightened, half-hopeful eyes, as one who is not sure whether he is on the 
verge of a windfall or of a catastrophe. Then he stepped into the cab, and 
in half an hour we were back in the sitting-room at Baker Street. Nothing 
had been said during our drive, but the high, thin breathing of our new 
companion, and the claspings and unclaspings of his hands, spoke of the 
nervous tension within him. 

"Here we are!" said Holmes cheerily as we filed into the room. "The 
fire looks very seasonable in this weather. You look cold, Mr. Ryder. Pray 
take the basket-chair. I will just put on my slippers before we settle this 
little matter of yours. Now, then! You want to know what became of 
those geese?" 

"Yes, sir." 
"Or rather, I fancy, of that goose. It was one bird, I imagine in which 

you were interested -- white, with a black bar across the tail." 
Ryder quivered with emotion. "Oh, sir," he cried, "can you tell me 

where it went to?" 
"It came here." 
"Here?" 
"Yes, and a most remarkable bird it proved. I don't wonder that you 

should take an interest in it. It laid an egg after it was dead -- the 
bonniest, brightest little blue egg that ever was seen. I have it here in my 
museum." 

Our visitor staggered to his feet and clutched the mantelpiece with 
his right hand. Holmes unlocked his strongbox and held up the blue 
carbuncle, which shone out like a star, with a cold brilliant, many-
pointed radiance. Ryder stood glaring with a drawn face, uncertain 
whether to claim or to disown it. 

"The game's up, Ryder," said Holmes quietly. "Hold up, man, or 
you'll be into the fire! Give him an arm back into his chair, Watson. He's 
not got blood enough to go in for felony with impunity. Give him a dash 
of brandy. So! Now he looks a little more human. What a shrimp it is, to 
be sure!" 

For a moment he had staggered and nearly fallen, but the brandy 
brought a tinge of colour into his cheeks, and he sat staring with 
frightened eyes at his accuser. 

"I have almost every link in my hands, and all the proofs which I 
could possibly need, so there is little which you need tell me. Still, that 
little may as well be cleared up to make the case complete. You had 
heard, Ryder, of this blue stone of the Countess of Morcar's?" 

"It was Catherine Cusack who told me of it," said he in a crackling 
voice. 

"I see -- her ladyship's waiting-maid. Well, the temptation of 
sudden wealth so easily acquired was too much for you, as it has been for 
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better men before you; but you were not very scrupulous in the means 
you used. It seems to me, Ryder, that there is the making of a very pretty 
villain in you. You knew that this man Horner, the plumber, had been 
concerned in some such matter before, and that suspicion would rest the 
more readily upon him. What did you do, then? You made some small 
job in my lady's room -- you and your confederate Cusack -- and you 
managed that he should be the man sent for. Then, when he had left, 
you rifled the jewel case, raised the alarm, and had this unfortunate man 
arrested. You then --" 

Ryder threw himself down suddenly upon the rug and clutched at 
my companion's knees. "For God's sake, have mercy!" he shrieked. 
"Think of my father! of my mother! It would break their hearts. I never 
went wrong before! I never will again. I swear it. I'll swear it on a Bible. 
Oh, don't bring it into court! For Christ's sake, don't!" 

"Get back into your chair!" said Holmes sternly. "It is very well to 
cringe and crawl now, but you thought little enough of this poor Horner 
in the dock for a crime of which he knew nothing." 

"I will fly, Mr. Holmes. I will leave the country, sir. Then the charge 
against him will break down." 

"Hum! We will talk about that. And now let us hear a true account 
of the next act. How came the stone into the goose, and how came the 
goose into the open market? Tell us the truth, for there lies your only 
hope of safety." 

Ryder passed his tongue over his parched lips. "I will tell you it just 
as it happened, sir," said he. "When Horner had been arrested, it seemed 
to me that it would be best for me to get away with the stone at once, for 
I did not know at what moment the police might not take it into their 
heads to search me and my room. There was no place about the hotel 
where it would be safe. I went out, as if on some commission, and I made 
for my sister's house. She had married a man named Oakshott, and lived 
in Brixton Road, where she fattened fowls for the market. All the way 
there every man I met seemed to me to be a policeman or a detective; 
and, for all that it was a cold night, the sweat was pouring down my face 
before I came to the Brixton Road. My sister asked me what was the 
matter, and why I was so pale; but I told her that I had been upset by the 
jewel robbery at the hotel. Then I went into the back yard and smoked a 
pipe and wondered what it would be best to do. 

"I had a friend once called Maudsley, who went to the bad, and has 
just been serving his time in Pentonville. One day he had met me, and 
fell into talk about the ways of thieves, and how they could get rid of 
what they stole. I knew that he would be true to me, for I knew one or 
two things about him; so I made up my mind to go right on to Kilburn, 
where he lived, and take him into my confidence. He would show me 
how to turn the stone into money. But how to get to him in safety? I 
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thought of the agonies I had gone through in coming from the hotel. I 
might at any moment be seized and searched, and there would be the 
stone in my waistcoat pocket. I was leaning against the wall at the time 
and looking at the geese which were waddling about round my feet, and 
suddenly an idea came into my head which showed me how I could beat 
the best detective that ever lived. 

"My sister had told me some weeks before that I might have the 
pick of her geese for a Christmas present, and I knew that she was always 
as good as her word. I would take my goose now, and in it I would carry 
my stone to Kilburn. There was a little shed in the yard, and behind this 
I drove one of the birds -- a fine big one, white, with a barred tail. I 
caught it, and prying its bill open, I thrust the stone down its throat as 
far as my finger could reach. The bird gave a gulp, and I felt the stone 
pass along its gullet and down into its crop. But the creature flapped and 
struggled, and out came my sister to know what was the matter. As I 
turned to speak to her the brute broke loose and fluttered off among the 
others. 

" 'Whatever were you doing with that bird, Jem?' says she. 
" 'Well,' said I, 'you said you'd give me one for Christmas, and I was 

feeling which was the fattest.' 
" 'Oh,' says she, 'we've set yours aside for you -- Jem's bird, we call it. 

It's the big white one over yonder. There's twenty-six of them, which 
makes one for you, and one for us, and two dozen for the market.' 

" 'Thank you, Maggie,' says l; 'but if it is all the same to you, I'd 
rather have that one I was handling just now.' 

" 'The other is a good three pound heavier,' said she, 'and we 
fattened it expressly for you.' 

" 'Never mind. I'll have the other, and I'll take it now,' said I. 
" 'Oh, just as you like,' said she, a little huffed. 'Which is it you 

want, then?' 
" 'That white one with the barred tail, right in the middle of the 

flock.' 
" 'Oh, very well. Kill it and take it with you.' 
"Well, I did what she said, Mr. Holmes, and I carried the bird all the 

way to Kilburn. I told my pal what I had done, for he was a man that it 
was easy to tell a thing like that to. He laughed until he choked, and we 
got a knife and opened the goose. My heart turned to water, for there 
was no sign of the stone, and I knew that some terrible mistake had 
occurred. I left the bird, rushed back to my sister's, and hurried into the 
back yard. There was not a bird to be seen there. 

" 'Where are they all, Maggie?' I cried. 
" 'Gone to the dealer's, Jem.' 
" 'Which dealer's?' 
" 'Breckinridge, of Covent Garden.' 
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" 'But was there another with a barred tail?' I asked, 'the same as the 
one I chose?' 

" 'Yes, Jem; there were two barred-tailed ones, and I could never tell 
them apart.' 

"Well, then, of course I saw it all, and I ran off as hard as my feet 
would carry me to this man Breckinridge; but he had sold the lot at once, 
and not one word would he tell me as to where they had gone. You 
heard him yourselves to-night. Well, he has always answered me like 
that. My sister thinks that I am going mad. Sometimes I think that I am 
myself. And now -- and now I am myself a branded thief, without ever 
having touched the wealth for which I sold my character. God help me! 
God help me!" He burst into convulsive sobbing, with his face buried in 
his hands. 

There was a long silence, broken only by his heavy breathing and by 
the measured tapping of Sherlock Holmes's finger-tips upon the edge of 
the table. Then my friend rose and threw open the door. 

"Get out!" said he. 
"What, sir! Oh, Heaven bless you!" 
"No more words. Get out!" 
And no more words were needed. There was a rush, a clatter upon 

the stairs, the bang of a door, and the crisp rattle of running footfalls 
from the street. 

"After all, Watson," said Holmes, reaching up his hand for his clay 
pipe, "I am not retained by the police to supply their deficiencies. If 
Horner were in danger it would be another thing; but this fellow will not 
appear against him, and the case must collapse. I suppose that I am 
commuting a felony, but it is just possible that I am saving a soul. This 
fellow will not go wrong again; he is too terribly frightened. Send him to 
jail now, and you make him a jail-bird for life. Besides, it is the season of 
forgiveness. Chance has put in our way a most singular and whimsical 
problem, and its solution is its own reward. If you will have the goodness 
to touch the bell, Doctor, we will begin another investigation, in which, 
also a bird will be the chief feature." 

        

WITH Poe-esque complexity, Doyle takes the pedestrian mystery of a 
misplaced hat and goose and peels back the layers to reveal a baroque 
tale of greed, panic, and desperation. “The Blue Carbuncle” continues to 
be popular due to its evolving problems, blossoming solutions, and sheer 
fun. While many of Holmes’ adventures are darkened by murder, 
kidnapping, and foul play, there is something delectably pleasant about a 
story like this where Holmes is emotionally untethered: no lives are at 
stake, no actual criminals are to be found – it is merely a race to uncover 
the pathetic schemer who has so obviously bungled his ill-starred plot. 
And then – in the true spirit of Christmas – Holmes extends redemption 
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to the mewling bandit, releasing him with a hope that he will learn from 
his mistake and avoid a life of crime. Indeed, Holmes final meditation on 
forgiveness and the saving of a soul couch it firmly within the subgenre 
of Christmas literature by tying it to the seasonal sentiment and 
exploring Holmes’ much underappreciated appetite for humanity. The 
1984 Jeremy Brett adaptation of this story underscores the point all the 
further by creating a sub-plot wherein the falsely arrested Horner is a 
reformed ex-convict desperately trying to convince his wife and children 
of his innocence. After releasing Ryder into the snowy night, Holmes and 
Watson are about to sit down to Christmas dinner but are suddenly 
reminded of the lonely Horner, wrongly separated from his family, and 
rush to the prison to clear his name and reunite them. Once again – even 
in the less sentimental, original story – Holmes ignores the procedure of 
law without batting an eye – “commuting a felony” in the name of 
“saving a soul.” This also dabbles in the Christmas theme of the story by 
making Holmes something of a Father Christmas – tasked with weighing 
good and evil and making judgments on rewards and punishments. He 
rewards the commissionaire for his honesty, Baker for his poverty and 
humility, the barman for his forthrightness, and Ryder – who is more 
forgiven than rewarded – is set free in hopes of redeeming his future. As 
in “The Abbey Grange” (wherein Holmes and Watson decide to play 
judge and jury, finding a confessed murderer “not guilty”) or “Charles 
Augustus Milverton” (wherein the pair not only burgle a blackmailer’s 
house but witness his murder and let the killer walk off undetained), 
Holmes delights in taking the law into his own hands and meting out 
justice in (as he sees it) a more efficient way. Like Santa Claus he makes 
his list, checks it twice, and decides how to act based on his own moral 
calculus.  
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“THE Adventure of the Musgrave Ritual” is celebrated for three primary 
reasons: it’s opening sequence which paints a notorious picture of 
Holmes’ indulgent bohemianism (complete with the bullet-pocked walls, 
the Persian slipper tobacco pouch, and the pile of correspondence jack-
knifed to the mantle), its uncommon glimpse into Holmes’ early life and 
one of his earliest cases (a phenomenon which will only be repeated one 
other time, in “The Gloria Scott”), and the fact that it is a Sherlock 
Holmes treasure hunt. Patterned largely – like “The Dancing Men” – 
after Edgar Allan Poe’s own treasure search, “The Gold Bug,” “The 
Musgrave Ritual” is primarily interested in using deduction to unlock the 
ciphered steps of the ritual, whereas “The Dancing Men” was specifically 
oriented around breaking a hieroglyphic code. Poe’s story features both 
riddles (first, a hieroglyphic code must be deciphered, with the resulting 
message detailing the cryptic steps required to locate the treasure). 
Doyle wisely chose to split the difference, creating two compelling 
stories about coded messages. In “The Dancing Men,” the graffiti 
symbols were used to communicate between members of an urban gang, 
whereas the nursery rhyme in “The Musgrave Ritual” derives from the 
political intrigue of one of England’s most frantic historical episodes. 
Whereas Poe’s encoded message lead to the recovery of Captain Kidd’s 
buried pirate treasure, Holmes finds himself returning to one of Britain’s 
most turbulent time periods, plunging into an adventure which could 
help bring some national closure to one of its most polarizing events. 

        
 

The Adventure of the Musgrave Ritual 
{1893} 

 
AN ANOMALY which often struck me in the character of my friend 
Sherlock Holmes was that, although in his methods of thought he was 
the neatest and most methodical of mankind, and although also he 
affected a certain quiet primness of dress, he was none the less in his 
personal habits one of the most untidy men that ever drove a fellow-
lodger to distraction. Not that I am in the least conventional in that 
respect myself. The rough-and-tumble work in Afghanistan, coming on 
the top of a natural Bohemianism of disposition, has made me rather 
more lax than befits a medical man. But with me there is a limit, and 
when I find a man who keeps his cigars in the coal-scuttle, his tobacco in 
the toe end of a Persian slipper, and his unanswered correspondence 
transfixed by a jack-knife into the very centre of his wooden 
mantelpiece, then I begin to give myself virtuous airs. I have always held, 
too, that pistol practice should be distinctly an open-air pastime; and 
when Holmes, in one of his queer humours, would sit in an arm-chair 
with his hair-trigger and a hundred Boxer cartridges, and proceed to 
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adorn the opposite wall with a patriotic V. R. done in bullet-pocks, I felt 
strongly that neither the atmosphere nor the appearance of our room 
was improved by it. 

Our chambers were always full of chemicals and of criminal relics 
which had a way of wandering into unlikely positions, and of turning up 
in the butter-dish or in even less desirable places. But his papers were 
my great crux. He had a horror of destroying documents, especially 
those which were connected with his past cases, and yet it was only once 
in every year or two that he would muster energy to docket and arrange 
them; for, as I have mentioned somewhere in these incoherent memoirs, 
the outbursts of passionate energy when he performed the remarkable 
feats with which his name is associated were followed by reactions of 
lethargy during which he would lie about with his violin and his books, 
hardly moving save from the sofa to the table. Thus month after month 
his papers accumulated, until every corner of the room was stacked with 
bundles of manuscript which were on no account to be burned, and 
which could not be put away save by their owner. One winter's night, as 
we sat together by the fire, I ventured to suggest to him that, as he had 
finished pasting extracts into his common-place book, he might employ 
the next two hours in making our room a little more habitable. He could 
not deny the justice of my request, so with a rather rueful face he went 
off to his bedroom, from which he returned presently pulling a large tin 
box behind him. This he placed in the middle of the floor and, squatting 
down upon a stool in front of it, he threw back the lid. I could see that it 
was already a third full of bundles of paper tied up with red tape into 
separate packages. 

"There are cases enough here, Watson," said he, looking at me with 
mischievous eyes. "I think that if you knew all that I had in this box you 
would ask me to pull some out instead of putting others in." 

"These are the records of your early work, then?" I asked. "I have 
often wished that I had notes of those cases." 

"Yes, my boy, these were all done prematurely before my 
biographer had come to glorify me." He lifted bundle after bundle in a 
tender, caressing sort of way. "They are not all successes, Watson," said 
he. "But there are some pretty little problems among them. Here's the 
record of the Tarleton murders, and the case of Vamberry, the wine 
merchant, and the adventure of the old Russian woman, and the singular 
affair of the aluminium crutch, as well as a full account of Ricoletti of the 
club-foot, and his abominable wife. And here—ah, now, this really is 
something a little recherché." 

He dived his arm down to the bottom of the chest, and brought up 
a small wooden box with a sliding lid, such as children's toys are kept in. 
From within he produced a crumpled piece of paper, and old-fashioned 
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brass key, a peg of wood with a ball of string attached to it, and three 
rusty old disks of metal. 

"Well, my boy, what do you make of this lot?" he asked, smiling at 
my expression. 

"It is a curious collection." 
"Very curious, and the story that hangs round it will strike you as 

being more curious still." 
"These relics have a history then?" 
"So much so that they are history." 
"What do you mean by that?" 
Sherlock Holmes picked them up one by one, and laid them along 

the edge of the table. Then he reseated himself in his chair and looked 
them over with a gleam of satisfaction in his eyes. 

"These," said he, "are all that I have left to remind me of the 
adventure of the Musgrave Ritual." 

I had heard him mention the case more than once, though I had 
never been able to gather the details. "I should be so glad," said I, "if you 
would give me an account of it." 

"And leave the litter as it is?" he cried, mischievously. "Your tidiness 
won't bear much strain after all, Watson. But I should be glad that you 
should add this case to your annals, for there are points in it which make 
it quite unique in the criminal records of this or, I believe, of any other 
country. A collection of my trifling achievements would certainly be 
incomplete which contained no account of this very singular business. 

"You may remember how the affair of the Gloria Scott, and my 
conversation with the unhappy man whose fate I told you of, first turned 
my attention in the direction of the profession which has become my 
life's work. You see me now when my name has become known far and 
wide, and when I am generally recognised both by the public and by the 
official force as being a final court of appeal in doubtful cases. Even 
when you knew me first, at the time of the affair which you have 
commemorated in 'A Study in Scarlet,' I had already established a 
considerable, though not a very lucrative, connection. You can hardly 
realise, then, how difficult I found it at first, and how long I had to wait 
before I succeeded in making any headway. 

"When I first came up to London I had rooms in Montague Street, 
just round the corner from the British Museum, and there I waited, 
filling in my too abundant leisure time by studying all those branches of 
science which might make me more efficient. Now and again cases came 
in my way, principally through the introduction of old fellow-students, 
for during my last years at the University there was a good deal of talk 
there about myself and my methods. The third of these cases was that of 
the Musgrave Ritual, and it is to the interest which was aroused by that 
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singular chain of events, and the large issues which proved to be at stake, 
that I trace my first stride towards the position which I now hold. 

"Reginald Musgrave had been in the same college as myself, and I 
had some slight acquaintance with him. He was not generally popular 
among the undergraduates, though it always seemed to me that what 
was set down as pride was really an attempt to cover extreme natural 
diffidence. In appearance he was a man of exceedingly aristocratic type, 
thin, high-nosed, and large-eyed, with languid and yet courtly manners. 
He was indeed a scion of one of the very oldest families in the kingdom, 
though his branch was a cadet one which had separated from the 
northern Musgraves some time in the sixteenth century, and had 
established itself in western Sussex, where the Manor House of 
Hurlstone is perhaps the oldest inhabited building in the county. 
Something of his birth place seemed to cling to the man, and I never 
looked at his pale, keen face or the poise of his head without associating 
him with grey archways and mullioned windows and all the venerable 
wreckage of a feudal keep. Once or twice we drifted into talk, and I can 
remember that more than once he expressed a keen interest in my 
methods of observation and inference. 

"For four years I had seen nothing of him until one morning he 
walked into my room in Montague Street. He had changed little, was 
dressed like a young man of fashion—he was always a bit of a dandy—
and preserved the same quiet, suave manner which had formerly 
distinguished him. 

"'How has all gone with you, Musgrave?' I asked, after we had 
cordially shaken hands. 

"'You probably heard of my poor father's death,' said he; 'he was 
carried off about two years ago. Since then I have of course had the 
Hurlstone estates to manage, and as I am member for my district as well, 
my life has been a busy one. But I understand, Holmes, that you are 
turning to practical ends those powers with which you used to amaze 
us?' 

"'Yes,' said I, 'I have taken to living by my wits.' 
"'I am delighted to hear it, for your advice at present would be 

exceedingly valuable to me. We have had some very strange doings at 
Hurlstone, and the police have been able to throw no light upon the 
matter. It is really the most extraordinary and inexplicable business.' 

"You can imagine with what eagerness I listened to him, Watson, 
for the very chance for which I had been panting during all those months 
of inaction seemed to have come within my reach. In my inmost heart I 
believed that I could succeed where others failed, and now I had the 
opportunity to test myself. 

"'Pray, let me have the details,' I cried. 
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"Reginald Musgrave sat down opposite to me, and lit the cigarette 
which I had pushed towards him. 

"'You must know,' said he, 'that though I am a bachelor, I have to 
keep up a considerable staff of servants at Hurlstone, for it is a rambling 
old place, and takes a good deal of looking after. I preserve, too, and in 
the pheasant months I usually have a house-party, so that it would not 
do to be short-handed. Altogether there are eight maids, the cook, the 
butler, two footmen, and a boy. The garden and the stables of course 
have a separate staff. 

"'Of these servants the one who had been longest in our service was 
Brunton the butler. He was a young school-master out of place when he 
was first taken up by my father, but he was a man of great energy and 
character, and he soon became quite invaluable in the household. He 
was a well-grown, handsome man, with a splendid forehead, and though 
he has been with us for twenty years he cannot be more than forty now. 
With his personal advantages and his extraordinary gifts—for he can 
speak several languages and play nearly every musical instrument—it is 
wonderful that he should have been satisfied so long in such a position, 
but I suppose that he was comfortable, and lacked energy to make any 
change. The butler of Hurlstone is always a thing that is remembered by 
all who visit us. 

"'But this paragon has one fault. He is a bit of a Don Juan, and you 
can imagine that for a man like him it is not a very difficult part to play 
in a quiet country district. When he was married it was all right, but 
since he has been a widower we have had no end of trouble with him. A 
few months ago we were in hopes that he was about to settle down again 
for he became engaged to Rachel Howells, our second house-maid; but 
he has thrown her over since then and taken up with Janet Tregellis, the 
daughter of the head game-keeper. Rachel—who is a very good girl, but 
of an excitable Welsh temperament—had a sharp touch of brain-fever, 
and goes about the house now—or did until yesterday—like a black-eyed 
shadow of her former self. That was our first drama at Hurlstone; but a 
second one came to drive it from our minds, and it was prefaced by the 
disgrace and dismissal of butler Brunton. 

"'This was how it came about. I have said that the man was 
intelligent, and this very intelligence has caused his ruin, for it seems to 
have led to an insatiable curiosity about things which did not in the least 
concern him. I had no idea of the lengths to which this would carry him, 
until the merest accident opened my eyes to it. 

"'I have said that the house is a rambling one. One day last week—
on Thursday night, to be more exact—I found that I could not sleep, 
having foolishly taken a cup of strong café noir after my dinner. After 
struggling against it until two in the morning, I felt that it was quite 
hopeless, so I rose and lit the candle with the intention of continuing a 
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novel which I was reading. The book, however, had been left in the 
billiard-room, so I pulled on my dressing-gown and started off to get it. 

"'In order to reach the billiard-room I had to descend a flight of 
stairs and then to cross the head of a passage which led to the library 
and the gun-room. You can imagine my surprise when, as I looked down 
this corridor, I saw a glimmer of light coming from the open door of the 
library. I had myself extinguished the lamp and closed the door before 
coming to bed. Naturally my first thought was of burglars. The corridors 
at Hurlstone have their walls largely decorated with trophies of old 
weapons. From one of these I picked a battle-axe, and then, leaving my 
candle behind me, I crept on tiptoe down the passage and peeped in at 
the open door. 

"'Brunton, the butler, was in the library. He was sitting, fully 
dressed, in an easy-chair, with a slip of paper which looked like a map 
upon his knee, and his forehead sunk forward upon his hand in deep 
thought. I stood dumb with astonishment, watching him from the 
darkness. A small taper on the edge of the table shed a feeble light which 
sufficed to show me that he was fully dressed. Suddenly, as I looked, he 
rose from his chair, and walking over to a bureau at the side, he 
unlocked it and drew out one of the drawers. From this he took a paper, 
and returning to his seat he flattened it out beside the taper on the edge 
of the table, and began to study it with minute attention. My indignation 
at this calm examination of our family documents overcame me so far 
that I took a step forward, and Brunton, looking up, saw me standing in 
the doorway. He sprang to his feet, his face turned livid with fear, and he 
thrust into his breast the chart-like paper which he had been originally 
studying. 

"'"So!" said I. "This is how you repay the trust which we have 
reposed in you. You will leave my service to-morrow." 

"'He bowed with the look of a man who is utterly crushed, and 
slunk past me without a word. The taper was still on the table, and by its 
light I glanced to see what the paper was which Brunton had taken from 
the bureau. To my surprise it was nothing of any importance at all, but 
simply a copy of the questions and answers in the singular old 
observance called the Musgrave Ritual. It is a sort of ceremony peculiar 
to our family, which each Musgrave for centuries past has gone through 
on his coming of age—a thing of private interest, and perhaps of some 
little importance to the archaeologist, like our own blazonings and 
charges, but of no practical use whatever.' 

"'We had better come back to the paper afterwards,' said I. 
"'If you think it really necessary,' he answered, with some 

hesitation. 'To continue my statement, however: I relocked the bureau, 
using the key which Brunton had left, and I had turned to go when I was 
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surprised to find that the butler had returned, and was standing before 
me. 

"'"Mr. Musgrave, sir," he cried, in a voice which was hoarse with 
emotion, "I can't bear disgrace, sir. I've always been proud above my 
station in life, and disgrace would kill me. My blood will be on your 
head, sir—it will, indeed—if you drive me to despair. If you cannot keep 
me after what has passed, then for God's sake let me give you notice and 
leave in a month, as if of my own free will. I could stand that, Mr. 
Musgrave, but not to be cast out before all the folk that I know so well." 

"'"You don't deserve much consideration, Brunton," I answered. 
"Your conduct has been most infamous. However, as you have been a 
long time in the family, I have no wish to bring public disgrace upon 
you. A month, however is too long. Take yourself away in a week, and 
give what reason you like for going." 

"'"Only a week, sir?" he cried, in a despairing voice. "A fortnight—
say at least a fortnight!" 

"'"A week," I repeated, "and you may consider yourself to have been 
very leniently dealt with." 

"'He crept away, his face sunk upon his breast, like a broken man, 
while I put out the light and returned to my room. 

"'For two days after this Brunton was most assiduous in his 
attention to his duties. I made no allusion to what had passed, and 
waited with some curiosity to see how he would cover his disgrace. On 
the third morning, however he did not appear, as was his custom, after 
breakfast to receive my instructions for the day. As I left the dining-room 
I happened to meet Rachel Howells, the maid. I have told you that she 
had only recently recovered from an illness, and was looking so 
wretchedly pale and wan that I remonstrated with her for being at work. 

"'"You should be in bed," I said. "Come back to your duties when 
you are stronger." 

"'She looked at me with so strange an expression that I began to 
suspect that her brain was affected. 

"'"I am strong enough, Mr. Musgrave," said she. 
"'"We will see what the doctor says," I answered. "You must stop 

work now, and when you go downstairs just say that I wish to see 
Brunton." 

"'"The butler is gone," said she. 
"'"Gone! Gone where?" 
"'"He is gone. No one has seen him. He is not in his room. Oh, yes, 

he is gone, he is gone!" She fell back against the wall with shriek after 
shriek of laughter, while I, horrified at this sudden hysterical attack, 
rushed to the bell to summon help. The girl was taken to her room, still 
screaming and sobbing, while I made inquiries about Brunton. There 
was no doubt about it that he had disappeared. His bed had not been 
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slept in, he had been seen by no one since he had retired to his room the 
night before, and yet it was difficult to see how he could have left the 
house, as both windows and doors were found to be fastened in the 
morning. His clothes, his watch, and even his money were in his room, 
but the black suit which he usually wore was missing. His slippers, too, 
were gone, but his boots were left behind. Where then could butler 
Brunton have gone in the night, and what could have become of him 
now? 

"'Of course we searched the house from cellar to garret, but there 
was no trace of him. It is, as I have said, a labyrinth of an old house, 
especially the original wing, which is now practically uninhabited; but 
we ransacked every room and cellar without discovering the least sign of 
the missing man. It was incredible to me that he could have gone away 
leaving all his property behind him, and yet where could he be? I called 
in the local police, but without success. Rain had fallen on the night 
before and we examined the lawn and the paths all round the house, but 
in vain. Matters were in this state, when a new development quite drew 
our attention away from the original mystery. 

"'For two days Rachel Howells had been so ill, sometimes delirious, 
sometimes hysterical, that a nurse had been employed to sit up with her 
at night. On the third night after Brunton's disappearance, the nurse, 
finding her patient sleeping nicely, had dropped into a nap in the arm-
chair, when she woke in the early morning to find the bed empty, the 
window open, and no signs of the invalid. I was instantly aroused, and, 
with the two footmen, started off at once in search of the missing girl. It 
was not difficult to tell the direction which she had taken, for, starting 
from under her window, we could follow her footmarks easily across the 
lawn to the edge of the mere, where they vanished close to the gravel 
path which leads out of the grounds. The lake there is eight feet deep, 
and you can imagine our feelings when we saw that the trail of the poor 
demented girl came to an end at the edge of it. 

"'Of course, we had the drags at once, and set to work to recover the 
remains, but no trace of the body could we find. On the other hand, we 
brought to the surface an object of a most unexpected kind. It was a 
linen bag which contained within it a mass of old rusted and discoloured 
metal and several dull-coloured pieces of pebble or glass. This strange 
find was all that we could get from the mere, and, although we made 
every possible search and inquiry yesterday, we know nothing of the fate 
either of Rachel Howells or of Richard Brunton. The county police are at 
their wits' end, and I have come up to you as a last resource.' 

"You can imagine, Watson, with what eagerness I listened to this 
extraordinary sequence of events, and endeavoured to piece them 
together, and to devise some common thread upon which they might all 
hang. The butler was gone. The maid was gone. The maid had loved the 
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butler, but had afterwards had cause to hate him. She was of Welsh 
blood, fiery and passionate. She had been terribly excited immediately 
after his disappearance. She had flung into the lake a bag containing 
some curious contents. These were all factors which had to be taken into 
consideration, and yet none of them got quite to the heart of the matter. 
What was the starting-point of this chain of events? There lay the end of 
this tangled line. 

"'I must see that paper, Musgrave,' said I, 'which this butler of yours 
thought it worth his while to consult, even at the risk of the loss of his 
place.' 

"'It is rather an absurd business, this ritual of ours,' he answered. 
'But it has at least the saving grace of antiquity to excuse it. I have a copy 
of the questions and answers here if you care to run your eye over them.' 

"He handed me the very paper which I have here, Watson, and this 
is the strange catechism to which each Musgrave had to submit when he 
came to man's estate. I will read you the questions and answers as they 
stand. 

"'Whose was it?' 
"'His who is gone.' 
"'Who shall have it?' 
"'He who will come.' 
"'Where was the sun?' 
"'Over the oak.' 
"'Where was the shadow?' 
"'Under the elm.' 
"'How was it stepped?' 
"'North by ten and by ten, east by five and by five, south by two and 

by two, west by one and by one, and so under.' 
"'What shall we give for it?' 
"'All that is ours.' 
"'Why should we give it?' 
"'For the sake of the trust.' 
"'The original has no date, but is in the spelling of the middle of the 

seventeenth century,' remarked Musgrave. 'I am afraid, however, that it 
can be of little help to you in solving this mystery.' 

"'At least,' said I, 'it gives us another mystery, and one which is even 
more interesting than the first. It may be that the solution of the one 
may prove to be the solution of the other. You will excuse me, Musgrave, 
if I say that your butler appears to me to have been a very clever man, 
and to have had a clearer insight than ten generations of his masters.' 

"'I hardly follow you,' said Musgrave. 'The paper seems to me to be 
of no practical importance.' 
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"'But to me it seems immensely practical, and I fancy that Brunton 
took the same view. He had probably seen it before that night on which 
you caught him.' 

"'It is very possible. We took no pains to hide it.' 
"'He simply wished, I should imagine, to refresh his memory upon 

that last occasion. He had, as I understand, some sort of map or chart 
which he was comparing with the manuscript, and which he thrust into 
his pocket when you appeared.' 

"'That is true. But what could he have to do with this old family 
custom of ours, and what does this rigmarole mean?' 

"'I don't think that we should have much difficulty in determining 
that,' said I; 'with your permission we will take the first train down to 
Sussex, and go a little more deeply into the matter upon the spot.' 

"The same afternoon saw us both at Hurlstone. Possibly you have 
seen pictures and read descriptions of the famous old building, so I will 
confine my account of it to saying that it is built in the shape of an L, the 
long arm being the more modern portion, and the shorter the ancient 
nucleus, from which the other had developed. Over the low, heavily-
lintelled door, in the centre of this old part, is chiselled the date, 1607, 
but experts are agreed that the beams and stone-work are really much 
older than this. The enormously thick walls and tiny windows of this 
part had in the last century driven the family into building the new wing, 
and the old one was used now as a store-house and a cellar, when it was 
used at all. A splendid park with fine old timber surrounds the house, 
and the lake, to which my client had referred, lay close to the avenue, 
about two hundred yards from the building. 

"I was already firmly convinced, Watson, that there were not three 
separate mysteries here, but one only, and that if I could read the 
Musgrave Ritual aright I should hold in my hand the clue which would 
lead me to the truth concerning both the butler Brunton and the maid 
Howells. To that then I turned all my energies. Why should this servant 
be so anxious to master this old formula? Evidently because he saw 
something in it which had escaped all those generations of country 
squires, and from which he expected some personal advantage. What 
was it then, and how had it affected his fate? 

"It was perfectly obvious to me, on reading the ritual, that the 
measurements must refer to some spot to which the rest of the 
document alluded, and that if we could find that spot, we should be in a 
fair way towards finding what the secret was which the old Musgraves 
had thought it necessary to embalm in so curious a fashion. There were 
two guides given us to start with, an oak and an elm. As to the oak there 
could be no question at all. Right in front of the house, upon the left-
hand side of the drive, there stood a patriarch among oaks, one of the 
most magnificent trees that I have ever seen. 
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"'That was there when your ritual was drawn up,' said I, as we drove 
past it. 

"'It was there at the Norman Conquest in all probability,' he 
answered. 'It has a girth of twenty-three feet.' 

"'Have you any old elms?' I asked. 
"'There used to be a very old one over yonder but it was struck by 

lightning ten years ago, and we cut down the stump.' 
"'You can see where it used to be?' 
"'Oh, yes.' 
"'There are no other elms?' 
"'No old ones, but plenty of beeches.' 
"'I should like to see where it grew.' 
"We had driven up in a dogcart, and my client led me away at once, 

without our entering the house, to the scar on the lawn where the elm 
had stood. It was nearly midway between the oak and the house. My 
investigation seemed to be progressing. 

"'I suppose it is impossible to find out how high the elm was?' I 
asked. 

"'I can give you it at once. It was sixty-four feet.' 
"'How do you come to know it?' I asked, in surprise. 
"'When my old tutor used to give me an exercise in trigonometry, it 

always took the shape of measuring heights. When I was a lad I worked 
out every tree and building in the estate.' 

"This was an unexpected piece of luck. My data were coming more 
quickly than I could have reasonably hoped. 

"'Tell me,' I asked, 'did your butler ever ask you such a question?' 
"Reginald Musgrave looked at me in astonishment. 'Now that you 

call it to my mind,' he answered, 'Brunton did ask me about the height of 
the tree some months ago, in connection with some little argument with 
the groom.' 

"This was excellent news, Watson, for it showed me that I was on 
the right road. I looked up at the sun. It was low in the heavens, and I 
calculated that in less than an hour it would lie just above the topmost 
branches of the old oak. One condition mentioned in the Ritual would 
then be fulfilled. And the shadow of the elm must mean the farther end 
of the shadow, otherwise the trunk would have been chosen as the 
guide. I had, then, to find where the far end of the shadow would fall 
when the sun was just clear of the oak." 

"That must have been difficult, Holmes, when the elm was no 
longer there." 

"Well, at least I knew that if Brunton could do it, I could also. 
Besides, there was no real difficulty. I went with Musgrave to his study 
and whittled myself this peg, to which I tied this long string with a knot 
at each yard. Then I took two lengths of a fishing-rod, which came to 
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just six feet, and I went back with my client to where the elm had been. 
The sun was just grazing the top of the oak. I fastened the rod on end, 
marked out the direction of the shadow, and measured it. It was nine 
feet in length. 

"Of course the calculation now was a simple one. If a rod of six feet 
threw a shadow of nine, a tree of sixty-four feet would throw one of 
ninety-six, and the line of the one would of course the line of the other. I 
measured out the distance, which brought me almost to the wall of the 
house, and I thrust a peg into the spot. You can imagine my exultation, 
Watson, when within two inches of my peg I saw a conical depression in 
the ground. I knew that it was the mark made by Brunton in his 
measurements, and that I was still upon his trail. 

"From this starting-point I proceeded to step, having first taken the 
cardinal points by my pocket-compass. Ten steps with each foot took me 
along parallel with the wall of the house, and again I marked my spot 
with a peg. Then I carefully paced off five to the east and two to the 
south. It brought me to the very threshold of the old door. Two steps to 
the west meant now that I was to go two paces down the stone-flagged 
passage, and this was the place indicated by the Ritual. 

"Never have I felt such a cold chill of disappointment, Watson. For 
a moment it seemed to me that there must be some radical mistake in 
my calculations. The setting sun shone full upon the passage floor, and I 
could see that the old, foot-worn grey stones with which it was paved 
were firmly cemented together, and had certainly not been moved for 
many a long year. Brunton had not been at work here. I tapped upon the 
floor, but it sounded the same all over, and there was no sign of any 
crack or crevice. But, fortunately, Musgrave, who had begun to 
appreciate the meaning of my proceedings, and who was now as excited 
as myself, took out his manuscript to check my calculation. 

"'And under,' he cried. 'You have omitted the "and under."' 
"I had thought that it meant that we were to dig, but now, of 

course, I saw at once that I was wrong. 'There is a cellar under this then?' 
I cried. 

"'Yes, and as old as the house. Down here, through this door.' 
"We went down a winding stone stair, and my companion, striking 

a match, lit a large lantern which stood on a barrel in the corner. In an 
instant it was obvious that we had at last come upon the true place, and 
that we had not been the only people to visit the spot recently. 

"It had been used for the storage of wood, but the billets, which had 
evidently been littered over the floor, were now piled at the sides, so as 
to leave a clear space in the middle. In this space lay a large and heavy 
flagstone with a rusted iron ring in the centre to which a thick 
shepherd's-check muffler was attached. 
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"'By Jove!' cried my client. 'That's Brunton's muffler. I have seen it 
on him, and could swear to it. What has the villain been doing here?' 

"At my suggestion a couple of the county police were summoned to 
be present, and I then endeavoured to raise the stone by pulling on the 
cravat. I could only move it slightly, and it was with the aid of one of the 
constables that I succeeded at last in carrying it to one side. A black hole 
yawned beneath into which we all peered, while Musgrave, kneeling at 
the side, pushed down the lantern. 

"A small chamber about seven feet deep and four feet square lay 
open to us. At one side of this was a squat, brass-bound wooden box, the 
lid of which was hinged upwards, with this curious old-fashioned key 
projecting from the lock. It was furred outside by a thick layer of dust, 
and damp and worms had eaten through the wood, so that a crop of livid 
fungi was growing on the inside of it. Several discs of metal, old coins 
apparently, such as I hold here, were scattered over the bottom of the 
box, but it contained nothing else. 

"At the moment, however, we had no thought for the old chest, for 
our eyes were riveted upon that which crouched beside it. It was the 
figure of a man, clad in a suit of black, who squatted down upon his 
hams with his forehead sunk upon the edge of the box and his two arms 
thrown out on each side of it. The attitude had drawn all the stagnant 
blood to the face, and no man could have recognised that distorted liver-
coloured countenance; but his height, his dress, and his hair were all 
sufficient to show my client, when we had drawn the body up, that it was 
indeed his missing butler. He had been dead some days, but there was 
no wound or bruise upon his person to show how he had met his 
dreadful end. When his body had been carried from the cellar we found 
ourselves still confronted with a problem which was almost as 
formidable as that with which we had started. 

"I confess that so far, Watson, I had been disappointed in my 
investigation. I had reckoned upon solving the matter when once I had 
found the place referred to in the Ritual; but now I was there, and was 
apparently as far as ever from knowing what it was which the family had 
concealed with such elaborate precautions. It is true that I had thrown a 
light upon the fate of Brunton, but now I had to ascertain how that fate 
had come upon him, and what part had been played in the matter by the 
woman who had disappeared. I sat down upon a keg in the corner and 
thought the whole matter carefully over. 

"You know my methods in such cases, Watson. I put myself in the 
man's place and, having first gauged his intelligence, I try to imagine 
how I should myself have proceeded under the same circumstances. In 
this case the matter was simplified by Brunton's intelligence being quite 
first-rate, so that it was unnecessary to make any allowance for the 
personal equation, as the astronomers have dubbed it. He knew that 
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something valuable was concealed. He had spotted the place. He found 
that the stone which covered it was just too heavy for a man to move 
unaided. What would he do next? He could not get help from outside, 
even if he had some one whom he could trust, without the unbarring of 
doors and considerable risk of detection. It was better, if he could, to 
have his helpmate inside the house. But whom could he ask? This girl 
had been devoted to him. A man always finds it hard to realise that he 
may have finally lost a woman's love, however badly he may have treated 
her. He would try by a few attentions to make his peace with the girl 
Howells, and then would engage her as his accomplice. Together they 
would come at night to the cellar, and their united force would suffice to 
raise the stone. So far I could follow their actions as if I had actually seen 
them. 

"But for two of them, and one a woman, it must have been heavy 
work the raising of that stone. A burly Sussex policeman and I had found 
it no light job. What would they do to assist them? Probably what I 
should have done myself. I rose and examined carefully the different 
billets of wood which were scattered round the floor. Almost at once I 
came upon what I expected. One piece, about three feet in length, had a 
very marked indentation at one end, while several were flattened at the 
sides as if they had been compressed by some considerable weight. 
Evidently, as they had dragged the stone up they had thrust the chunks 
of wood into the chink, until at last, when the opening was large enough 
to crawl through, they would hold it open by a billet placed lengthways, 
which might very well become indented at the lower end, since the 
whole weight of the stone would press it down on to the edge of this 
other slab. So far I was still on safe ground. 

"And now how was I to proceed to reconstruct this midnight 
drama? Clearly, only one could fit into the hole, and that one was 
Brunton. The girl must have waited above. Brunton then unlocked the 
box, handed up the contents presumably—since they were not to be 
found—and then—and then what happened? 

"What smouldering fire of vengeance had suddenly sprung into 
flame in this passionate Celtic woman's soul when she saw the man who 
had wronged her—wronged her, perhaps, far more than we suspected—
in her power? Was it a chance that the wood had slipped, and that the 
stone had shut Brunton into what had become his sepulchre? Had she 
only been guilty of silence as to his fate? Or had some sudden blow from 
her hand dashed the support away and sent the slab crashing down into 
its place? Be that as it might, I seemed to see that woman's figure still 
clutching at her treasure trove and flying wildly up the winding stair, 
with her ears ringing perhaps with the muffled screams from behind her 
and with the drumming of frenzied hands against the slab of stone 
which was choking her faithless lover's life out. 
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"Here was the secret of her blanched face, her shaken nerves, her 
peals of hysterical laughter on the next morning. But what had been in 
the box? What had she done with that? Of course, it must have been the 
old metal and pebbles which my client had dragged from the mere. She 
had thrown them in there at the first opportunity to remove the last 
trace of her crime. 

"For twenty minutes I had sat motionless, thinking the matter out. 
Musgrave still stood with a very pale face, swinging his lantern and 
peering down into the hole. 

"'These are coins of Charles the First,' said he, holding out the few 
which had been in the box; 'you see we were right in fixing our date for 
the Ritual.' 

"'We may find something else of Charles the First,' I cried, as the 
probable meaning of the first two questions of the Ritual broke suddenly 
upon me. 'Let me see the contents of the bag which you fished from the 
mere.' 

"We ascended to his study, and he laid the debris before me. I could 
understand his regarding it as of small importance when I looked at it, 
for the metal was almost black and the stones lustreless and dull. I 
rubbed one of them on my sleeve, however, and it glowed afterwards like 
a spark in the dark hollow of my hand. The metal work was in the form 
of a double ring, but it had been bent and twisted out of its original 
shape. 

"'You must bear in mind,' said I, 'that the royal party made head in 
England even after the death of the king, and that when they at last fled 
they probably left many of their most precious possessions buried 
behind them, with the intention of returning for them in more peaceful 
times.' 

"'My ancestor, Sir Ralph Musgrave, was a prominent Cavalier and 
the right-hand man of Charles the Second in his wanderings,' said my 
friend. 

"'Ah, indeed!' I answered. 'Well now, I think that really should give 
us the last link that we wanted. I must congratulate you on coming into 
the possession, though in rather a tragic manner of a relic which is of 
great intrinsic value, but of even greater importance as an historical 
curiosity.' 

"'What is it, then?' he gasped in astonishment. 
"'It is nothing less than the ancient crown of the kings of England.' 
"'The crown!' 
"'Precisely. Consider what the Ritual says: How does it run? "Whose 

was it?" "His who is gone." That was after the execution of Charles. Then, 
"Who shall have it?" "He who will come." That was Charles the Second, 
whose advent was already foreseen. There can, I think, be no doubt that 
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this battered and shapeless diadem once encircled the brows of the royal 
Stuarts.' 

"'And how came it in the pond?' 
"'Ah, that is a question that will take some time to answer.' And 

with that I sketched out to him the whole long chain of surmise and of 
proof which I had constructed. The twilight had closed in and the moon 
was shining brightly in the sky before my narrative was finished. 

"'And how was it then that Charles did not get his crown when he 
returned?' asked Musgrave, pushing back the relic into its linen bag. 

"'Ah, there you lay your finger upon the one point which we shall 
probably never be able to clear up. It is likely that the Musgrave who 
held the secret died in the interval, and by some oversight left this guide 
to his descendant without explaining the meaning of it. From that day to 
this it has been handed down from father to son, until at last it came 
within reach of a man who tore its secret out of it and lost his life in the 
venture.' 

"And that's the story of the Musgrave Ritual, Watson. They have the 
crown down at Hurlstone—though they had some legal bother and a 
considerable sum to pay before they were allowed to retain it. I am sure 
that if you mentioned my name they would be happy to show it to you. 
Of the woman nothing was ever heard, and the probability is that she 
got away out of England and carried herself and the memory of her 
crime to some land beyond the seas." 
 

        
 
WHEN Charles I was deposed and executed at the end of the second 
English Civil War, Britain cascaded into political chaos – a chaos which 
would continue to rage and subside (and rage and subside…) for almost a 
hundred years until the conclusive defeat of his descendants at the Battle 
of Culloden in 1745. The fact that England dethroned and beheaded its 
own king over 140 years before the French would do the same thing is 
often lost on people who have never explored the dramatic history of the 
Stuart kings. Even after Charles II returned to the throne, marking the 
end of Cromwell’s republican English Commonwealth, it would be just a 
few short decades before the English Revolution would see his son, 
James II (who, like his grandfather, was accused of despotism and 
Catholic sympathies), also deposed and banished to France, while his 
daughter and her Dutch husband became co-monarchs of England. 
When their daughter, Anne, died childless, the British people had the 
option to either invite James II back to the throne or to have a family of 
German princes take her place – and of course they chose George I, 
elector of Hanover. For many Englishmen it had the same emotion of a 
brutal divorce, and long after the Battle of Culloden nipped the Stuart 
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bid in the bud, a sort of melancholy wistfulness remained attached to the 
story of Charles I and his banished descendants. To many, especially 
during the Romanticism of the 19th century (a trend which started with 
“Waverly,” Walter Scott’s novel of a Hanoverian soldier falling in love 
with a Jacobite girl), the Cavaliers who backed Charles were tragic 
figures whose defeat at the hands of the Puritan Roundheads 
represented misunderstood exceptionalism, the jealous brutality of mob 
rule, and the loss of England’s chivalrous past. In many ways Holmes 
himself – flamboyant, dramatic, antisocial, misunderstood, resented by 
plebeian policemen, despised by his inferiors, and confusing (if not 
frightening) to the English bourgeoisie – has much in common with the 
public’s image of the self-indulgent aristocrats who supported Charles 
during the Civil Wars. Doyle himself often seemed to sympathize with 
these types of figures: misunderstood men of eccentric genius whose 
imaginations, lifestyles, and nonconformity lead to their expulsion from 
the very societies who need their outside-of-the-box mindsets. Once 
again we see the importance of Nietzsche’s archetype of the despised 
Übermensch to Doyle’s worldview. Holmes’ recovery of the crown of the 
kings of England allows him to bring some closure to this national 
trauma, and while – as the opening passage tactfully demonstrates – his 
loyalty is still to the Hanoverian-descended Victoria Regina, there is no 
mistaken the juxtaposition between the unrelatable, eccentric, self-
indulgent king whom the Musgraves served and the unrelatable, 
eccentric, self-indulgent youth who recovered his missing diadem. In 
many ways Doyle is literally suggesting that here, in the young Sherlock 
Holmes, England has found a successor to the Cavalier legacy of chivalry, 
adventure, theatrics, and swagger.          
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“THE Six Napoleons” features that most Sherlockian of problems – what 
Mr. John Scott Eccles in “Wisteria Lodge” might call “grotesque” – the 
inexplicably bizarre puzzle bordering on the surreal. In this case Holmes 
is consulted by Lestrade on the incomprehensible case of an unknown 
maniac who breaks into peoples’ homes and vandalizes their busts of 
Napoleon. One of the defining features of Sherlock Holmes is his ability 
to see significance where others can only see randomness. What other 
investigators write off as the bizarre obsession of a Napoleon-hating 
lunatic excites Holmes’ interest. This same insightfulness can be seen in 
“The Dancing Men,” where he finds meaning in a childish graffito, in 
“The Copper Beeches” where he takes an employer’s eccentric demand 
for his son’s governess to bob her hair seriously, in “The Resident 
Patient,” where he refuses to accept a wildly paranoid man’s apparent 
suicide at face value, and in “The Abbey Grange,” where he is equally 
skeptical of a seemingly cut-and-dry murder at the hand of a burglar. 
Holmes’ ability to sense and hunt-down significance when less 
imaginative policemen are willing to accept strange events at their face 
value is what makes him such a fascinating literary character, and few of 
his cases are quite so bizarre or so worthy of his imagination than “The 
Adventure of the Six Napoleons.” 

        
 

The Adventure of the Six Napoleons 
{1904} 

 
IT WAS no very unusual thing for Mr. Lestrade, of Scotland Yard, to look 
in upon us of an evening, and his visits were welcome to Sherlock 
Holmes, for they enabled him to keep in touch with all that was going on 
at the police head-quarters. In return for the news which Lestrade would 
bring, Holmes was always ready to listen with attention to the details of 
any case upon which the detective was engaged, and was able 
occasionally, without any active interference, to give some hint or 
suggestion drawn from his own vast knowledge and experience. 

On this particular evening Lestrade had spoken of the weather and 
the newspapers. Then he had fallen silent, puffing thoughtfully at his 
cigar. Holmes looked keenly at him. 

"Anything remarkable on hand?" he asked. 
"Oh, no, Mr. Holmes, nothing very particular." 
"Then tell me about it." 
Lestrade laughed. 
"Well, Mr. Holmes, there is no use denying that there IS something 

on my mind. And yet it is such an absurd business that I hesitated to 
bother you about it. On the other hand, although it is trivial, it is 
undoubtedly queer, and I know that you have a taste for all that is out of 
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the common. But in my opinion it comes more in Dr. Watson's line than 
ours." 

"Disease?" said I. 
"Madness, anyhow. And a queer madness too! You wouldn't think 

there was anyone living at this time of day who had such a hatred of 
Napoleon the First that he would break any image of him that he could 
see." 

Holmes sank back in his chair. 
"That's no business of mine," said he. 
"Exactly. That's what I said. But then, when the man commits 

burglary in order to break images which are not his own, that brings it 
away from the doctor and on to the policeman." 

Holmes sat up again. 
"Burglary! This is more interesting. Let me hear the details." 
Lestrade took out his official note-book and refreshed his memory 

from its pages. 
"The first case reported was four days ago," said he. "It was at the 

shop of Morse Hudson, who has a place for the sale of pictures and 
statues in the Kennington Road. The assistant had left the front shop for 
an instant when he heard a crash, and hurrying in he found a plaster 
bust of Napoleon, which stood with several other works of art upon the 
counter, lying shivered into fragments. He rushed out into the road, but, 
although several passers-by declared that they had noticed a man run 
out of the shop, he could neither see anyone nor could he find any 
means of identifying the rascal. It seemed to be one of those senseless 
acts of Hooliganism which occur from time to time, and it was reported 
to the constable on the beat as such. The plaster cast was not worth 
more than a few shillings, and the whole affair appeared to be too 
childish for any particular investigation. 

"The second case, however, was more serious and also more 
singular. It occurred only last night. 

"In Kennington Road, and within a few hundred yards of Morse 
Hudson's shop, there lives a well-known medical practitioner, named Dr. 
Barnicot, who has one of the largest practices upon the south side of the 
Thames. His residence and principal consulting-room is at Kennington 
Road, but he has a branch surgery and dispensary at Lower Brixton 
Road, two miles away. This Dr. Barnicot is an enthusiastic admirer of 
Napoleon, and his house is full of books, pictures, and relics of the 
French Emperor. Some little time ago he purchased from Morse Hudson 
two duplicate plaster casts of the famous head of Napoleon by the 
French sculptor, Devine. One of these he placed in his hall in the house 
at Kennington Road, and the other on the mantelpiece of the surgery at 
Lower Brixton. Well, when Dr. Barnicot came down this morning he was 
astonished to find that his house had been burgled during the night, but 
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that nothing had been taken save the plaster head from the hall. It had 
been carried out and had been dashed savagely against the garden wall, 
under which its splintered fragments were discovered." 

Holmes rubbed his hands. 
"This is certainly very novel," said he. 
"I thought it would please you. But I have not got to the end yet. Dr. 

Barnicot was due at his surgery at twelve o'clock, and you can imagine 
his amazement when, on arriving there, he found that the window had 
been opened in the night, and that the broken pieces of his second bust 
were strewn all over the room. It had been smashed to atoms where it 
stood. In neither case were there any signs which could give us a clue as 
to the criminal or lunatic who had done the mischief. Now, Mr. Holmes, 
you have got the facts." 

"They are singular, not to say grotesque," said Holmes. "May I ask 
whether the two busts smashed in Dr. Barnicot's rooms were the exact 
duplicates of the one which was destroyed in Morse Hudson's shop?" 

"They were taken from the same mould." 
"Such a fact must tell against the theory that the man who breaks 

them is influenced by any general hatred of Napoleon. Considering how 
many hundreds of statues of the great Emperor must exist in London, it 
is too much to suppose such a coincidence as that a promiscuous 
iconoclast should chance to begin upon three specimens of the same 
bust." 

"Well, I thought as you do," said Lestrade. "On the other hand, this 
Morse Hudson is the purveyor of busts in that part of London, and these 
three were the only ones which had been in his shop for years. So, 
although, as you say, there are many hundreds of statues in London, it is 
very probable that these three were the only ones in that district. 
Therefore, a local fanatic would begin with them. What do you think, Dr. 
Watson?" 

"There are no limits to the possibilities of monomania," I answered. 
"There is the condition which the modern French psychologists have 
called the 'idée fixe,' which may be trifling in character, and 
accompanied by complete sanity in every other way. A man who had 
read deeply about Napoleon, or who had possibly received some 
hereditary family injury through the great war, might conceivably form 
such an 'idée fixe' and under its influence be capable of any fantastic 
outrage." 

"That won't do, my dear Watson," said Holmes, shaking his head; 
"for no amount of 'idée fixe' would enable your interesting monomaniac 
to find out where these busts were situated." 

"Well, how do YOU explain it?" 
"I don't attempt to do so. I would only observe that there is a 

certain method in the gentleman's eccentric proceedings. For example, 
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in Dr. Barnicot's hall, where a sound might arouse the family, the bust 
was taken outside before being broken, whereas in the surgery, where 
there was less danger of an alarm, it was smashed where it stood. The 
affair seems absurdly trifling, and yet I dare call nothing trivial when I 
reflect that some of my most classic cases have had the least promising 
commencement. You will remember, Watson, how the dreadful business 
of the Abernetty family was first brought to my notice by the depth 
which the parsley had sunk into the butter upon a hot day. I can't afford, 
therefore, to smile at your three broken busts, Lestrade, and I shall be 
very much obliged to you if you will let me hear of any fresh 
developments of so singular a chain of events." 

The development for which my friend had asked came in a quicker 
and an infinitely more tragic form than he could have imagined. I was 
still dressing in my bedroom next morning when there was a tap at the 
door and Holmes entered, a telegram in his hand. He read it aloud:— 

"Come instantly, 131, Pitt Street, Kensington. — Lestrade." 
"What is it, then?" I asked. 
"Don't know — may be anything. But I suspect it is the sequel of the 

story of the statues. In that case our friend, the image-breaker, has 
begun operations in another quarter of London. There's coffee on the 
table, Watson, and I have a cab at the door." 

In half an hour we had reached Pitt Street, a quiet little backwater 
just beside one of the briskest currents of London life. No. 131 was one of 
a row, all flat-chested, respectable, and most unromantic dwellings. As 
we drove up we found the railings in front of the house lined by a 
curious crowd. Holmes whistled. 

"By George! it's attempted murder at the least. Nothing less will 
hold the London message-boy. There's a deed of violence indicated in 
that fellow's round shoulders and outstretched neck. What's this, 
Watson? The top steps swilled down and the other ones dry. Footsteps 
enough, anyhow! Well, well, there's Lestrade at the front window, and 
we shall soon know all about it." 

The official received us with a very grave face and showed us into a 
sitting-room, where an exceedingly unkempt and agitated elderly man, 
clad in a flannel dressing-gown, was pacing up and down. He was 
introduced to us as the owner of the house — Mr. Horace Harker, of the 
Central Press Syndicate. 

"It's the Napoleon bust business again," said Lestrade. "You seemed 
interested last night, Mr. Holmes, so I thought perhaps you would be 
glad to be present now that the affair has taken a very much graver 
turn." 

"What has it turned to, then?" 
"To murder. Mr. Harker, will you tell these gentlemen exactly what 

has occurred?" 
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The man in the dressing-gown turned upon us with a most 
melancholy face. 

"It's an extraordinary thing," said he, "that all my life I have been 
collecting other people's news, and now that a real piece of news has 
come my own way I am so confused and bothered that I can't put two 
words together. If I had come in here as a journalist I should have 
interviewed myself and had two columns in every evening paper. As it is 
I am giving away valuable copy by telling my story over and over to a 
string of different people, and I can make no use of it myself. However, 
I've heard your name, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and if you'll only explain 
this queer business I shall be paid for my trouble in telling you the 
story." 

Holmes sat down and listened. 
"It all seems to centre round that bust of Napoleon which I bought 

for this very room about four months ago. I picked it up cheap from 
Harding Brothers, two doors from the High Street Station. A great deal 
of my journalistic work is done at night, and I often write until the early 
morning. So it was to-day. I was sitting in my den, which is at the back of 
the top of the house, about three o'clock, when I was convinced that I 
heard some sounds downstairs. I listened, but they were not repeated, 
and I concluded that they came from outside. Then suddenly, about five 
minutes later, there came a most horrible yell — the most dreadful 
sound, Mr. Holmes, that ever I heard. It will ring in my ears as long as I 
live. I sat frozen with horror for a minute or two. Then I seized the poker 
and went downstairs. When I entered this room I found the window 
wide open, and I at once observed that the bust was gone from the 
mantelpiece. Why any burglar should take such a thing passes my 
understanding, for it was only a plaster cast and of no real value 
whatever. 

"You can see for yourself that anyone going out through that open 
window could reach the front doorstep by taking a long stride. This was 
clearly what the burglar had done, so I went round and opened the door. 
Stepping out into the dark I nearly fell over a dead man who was lying 
there. I ran back for a light, and there was the poor fellow, a great gash 
in his throat and the whole place swimming in blood. He lay on his back, 
his knees drawn up, and his mouth horribly open. I shall see him in my 
dreams. I had just time to blow on my police-whistle, and then I must 
have fainted, for I knew nothing more until I found the policeman 
standing over me in the hall." 

"Well, who was the murdered man?" asked Holmes. 
"There's nothing to show who he was," said Lestrade. "You shall see 

the body at the mortuary, but we have made nothing of it up to now. He 
is a tall man, sunburned, very powerful, not more than thirty. He is 
poorly dressed, and yet does not appear to be a labourer. A horn-
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handled clasp knife was lying in a pool of blood beside him. Whether it 
was the weapon which did the deed, or whether it belonged to the dead 
man, I do not know. There was no name on his clothing, and nothing in 
his pockets save an apple, some string, a shilling map of London, and a 
photograph. Here it is." 

It was evidently taken by a snap-shot from a small camera. It 
represented an alert, sharp-featured simian man with thick eyebrows, 
and a very peculiar projection of the lower part of the face like the 
muzzle of a baboon. 

"And what became of the bust?" asked Holmes, after a careful study 
of this picture. 

"We had news of it just before you came. It has been found in the 
front garden of an empty house in Campden House Road. It was broken 
into fragments. I am going round now to see it. Will you come?" 

"Certainly. I must just take one look round." He examined the 
carpet and the window. "The fellow had either very long legs or was a 
most active man," said he. "With an area beneath, it was no mean feat to 
reach that window-ledge and open that window. Getting back was 
comparatively simple. Are you coming with us to see the remains of your 
bust, Mr. Harker?" 

The disconsolate journalist had seated himself at a writing-table. 
"I must try and make something of it," said he, "though I have no 

doubt that the first editions of the evening papers are out already with 
full details. It's like my luck! You remember when the stand fell at 
Doncaster? Well, I was the only journalist in the stand, and my journal 
the only one that had no account of it, for I was too shaken to write it. 
And now I'll be too late with a murder done on my own doorstep." 

As we left the room we heard his pen travelling shrilly over the 
foolscap. 

The spot where the fragments of the bust had been found was only 
a few hundred yards away. For the first time our eyes rested upon this 
presentment of the great Emperor, which seemed to raise such frantic 
and destructive hatred in the mind of the unknown. It lay scattered in 
splintered shards upon the grass. Holmes picked up several of them and 
examined them carefully. I was convinced from his intent face and his 
purposeful manner that at last he was upon a clue. 

"Well?" asked Lestrade. 
Holmes shrugged his shoulders. 
"We have a long way to go yet," said he. "And yet — and yet — well, 

we have some suggestive facts to act upon. The possession of this trifling 
bust was worth more in the eyes of this strange criminal than a human 
life. That is one point. Then there is the singular fact that he did not 
break it in the house, or immediately outside the house, if to break it was 
his sole object." 
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"He was rattled and bustled by meeting this other fellow. He hardly 
knew what he was doing." 

"Well, that's likely enough. But I wish to call your attention very 
particularly to the position of this house in the garden of which the bust 
was destroyed." 

Lestrade looked about him. 
"It was an empty house, and so he knew that he would not be 

disturbed in the garden." 
"Yes, but there is another empty house farther up the street which 

he must have passed before he came to this one. Why did he not break it 
there, since it is evident that every yard that he carried it increased the 
risk of someone meeting him?" 

"I give it up," said Lestrade. 
Holmes pointed to the street lamp above our heads. 
"He could see what he was doing here and he could not there. That 

was his reason." 
"By Jove! that's true," said the detective. "Now that I come to think 

of it, Dr. Barnicot's bust was broken not far from his red lamp. Well, Mr. 
Holmes, what are we to do with that fact?" 

"To remember it — to docket it. We may come on something later 
which will bear upon it. What steps do you propose to take now, 
Lestrade?" 

"The most practical way of getting at it, in my opinion, is to identify 
the dead man. There should be no difficulty about that. When we have 
found who he is and who his associates are, we should have a good start 
in learning what he was doing in Pitt Street last night, and who it was 
who met him and killed him on the doorstep of Mr. Horace Harker. 
Don't you think so?" 

"No doubt; and yet it is not quite the way in which I should 
approach the case." 

"What would you do, then?" 
"Oh, you must not let me influence you in any way! I suggest that 

you go on your line and I on mine. We can compare notes afterwards, 
and each will supplement the other." 

"Very good," said Lestrade. 
"If you are going back to Pitt Street you might see Mr. Horace 

Harker. Tell him from me that I have quite made up my mind, and that 
it is certain that a dangerous homicidal lunatic with Napoleonic 
delusions was in his house last night. It will be useful for his article." 

Lestrade stared. 
"You don't seriously believe that?" 
Holmes smiled. 
"Don't I? Well, perhaps I don't. But I am sure that it will interest 

Mr. Horace Harker and the subscribers of the Central Press Syndicate. 
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Now, Watson, I think that we shall find that we have a long and rather 
complex day's work before us. I should be glad, Lestrade, if you could 
make it convenient to meet us at Baker Street at six o'clock this evening. 
Until then I should like to keep this photograph found in the dead man's 
pocket. It is possible that I may have to ask your company and assistance 
upon a small expedition which will have be undertaken to-night, if my 
chain of reasoning should prove to be correct. Until then, good-bye and 
good luck!" 

Sherlock Holmes and I walked together to the High Street, where 
he stopped at the shop of Harding Brothers, whence the bust had been 
purchased. A young assistant informed us that Mr. Harding would be 
absent until after noon, and that he was himself a newcomer who could 
give us no information. Holmes's face showed his disappointment and 
annoyance. 

"Well, well, we can't expect to have it all our own way, Watson," he 
said, at last. "We must come back in the afternoon if Mr. Harding will 
not be here until then. I am, as you have no doubt surmised, 
endeavouring to trace these busts to their source, in order to find if there 
is not something peculiar which may account for their remarkable fate. 
Let us make for Mr. Morse Hudson, of the Kennington Road, and see if 
he can throw any light upon the problem." 

A drive of an hour brought us to the picture-dealer's establishment. 
He was a small, stout man with a red face and a peppery manner. 

"Yes, sir. On my very counter, sir," said he. "What we pay rates and 
taxes for I don't know, when any ruffian can come in and break one's 
goods. Yes, sir, it was I who sold Dr. Barnicot his two statues. 
Disgraceful, sir! A Nihilist plot, that's what I make it. No one but an 
Anarchist would go about breaking statues. Red republicans, that's what 
I call 'em. Who did I get the statues from? I don't see what that has to do 
with it. Well, if you really want to know, I got them from Gelder and Co., 
in Church Street, Stepney. They are a well-known house in the trade, 
and have been this twenty years. How many had I? Three — two and one 
are three — two of Dr. Barnicot's and one smashed in broad daylight on 
my own counter. Do I know that photograph? No, I don't. Yes, I do, 
though. Why, it's Beppo. He was a kind of Italian piece-work man, who 
made himself useful in the shop. He could carve a bit and gild and frame, 
and do odd jobs. The fellow left me last week, and I've heard nothing of 
him since. No, I don't know where he came from nor where he went to. I 
have nothing against him while he was here. He was gone two days 
before the bust was smashed." 

"Well, that's all we could reasonably expect to get from Morse 
Hudson," said Holmes, as we emerged from the shop. "We have this 
Beppo as a common factor, both in Kennington and in Kensington, so 
that is worth a ten-mile drive. Now, Watson, let us make for Gelder and 
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Co., of Stepney, the source and origin of busts. I shall be surprised if we 
don't get some help down there." 

In rapid succession we passed through the fringe of fashionable 
London, hotel London, theatrical London, literary London, commercial 
London, and, finally, maritime London, till we came to a riverside city of 
a hundred thousand souls, where the tenement houses swelter and reek 
with the outcasts of Europe. Here, in a broad thoroughfare, once the 
abode of wealthy City merchants, we found the sculpture works for 
which we searched. Outside was a considerable yard full of monumental 
masonry. Inside was a large room in which fifty workers were carving or 
moulding. The manager, a big blond German, received us civilly, and 
gave a clear answer to all Holmes's questions. A reference to his books 
showed that hundreds of casts had been taken from a marble copy of 
Devine's head of Napoleon, but that the three which had been sent to 
Morse Hudson a year or so before had been half of a batch of six, the 
other three being sent to Harding Brothers, of Kensington. There was no 
reason why those six should be different to any of the other casts. He 
could suggest no possible cause why anyone should wish to destroy 
them — in fact, he laughed at the idea. Their wholesale price was six 
shillings, but the retailer would get twelve or more. The cast was taken 
in two moulds from each side of the face, and then these two profiles of 
plaster of Paris were joined together to make the complete bust. The 
work was usually done by Italians in the room we were in. When 
finished the busts were put on a table in the passage to dry, and 
afterwards stored. That was all he could tell us. 

But the production of the photograph had a remarkable effect upon 
the manager. His face flushed with anger, and his brows knotted over his 
blue Teutonic eyes. 

"Ah, the rascal!" he cried. "Yes, indeed, I know him very well. This 
has always been a respectable establishment, and the only time that we 
have ever had the police in it was over this very fellow. It was more than 
a year ago now. He knifed another Italian in the street, and then he came 
to the works with the police on his heels, and he was taken here. Beppo 
was his name — his second name I never knew. Serve me right for 
engaging a man with such a face. But he was a good workman, one of the 
best." 

"What did he get?" 
"The man lived and he got off with a year. I have no doubt he is out 

now; but he has not dared to show his nose here. We have a cousin of his 
here, and I dare say he could tell you where he is." 

"No, no," cried Holmes, "not a word to the cousin — not a word, I 
beg you. The matter is very important, and the farther I go with it the 
more important it seems to grow. When you referred in your ledger to 
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the sale of those casts I observed that the date was June 3rd of last year. 
Could you give me the date when Beppo was arrested?" 

"I could tell you roughly by the pay-list," the manager answered. 
"Yes," he continued, after some turning over of pages, "he was paid last 
on May 20th." 

"Thank you," said Holmes. "I don't think that I need intrude upon 
your time and patience any more." With a last word of caution that he 
should say nothing as to our researches we turned our faces westward 
once more. 

The afternoon was far advanced before we were able to snatch a 
hasty luncheon at a restaurant. A news-bill at the entrance announced 
"Kensington Outrage. Murder by a Madman," and the contents of the 
paper showed that Mr. Horace Harker had got his account into print 
after all. Two columns were occupied with a highly sensational and 
flowery rendering of the whole incident. Holmes propped it against the 
cruet-stand and read it while he ate. Once or twice he chuckled. 

"This is all right, Watson," said he. "Listen to this: 'It is satisfactory 
to know that there can be no difference of opinion upon this case, since 
Mr. Lestrade, one of the most experienced members of the official force, 
and Mr. Sherlock Holmes, the well-known consulting expert, have each 
come to the conclusion that the grotesque series of incidents, which 
have ended in so tragic a fashion, arise from lunacy rather than from 
deliberate crime. No explanation save mental aberration can cover the 
facts.' The Press, Watson, is a most valuable institution if you only know 
how to use it. And now, if you have quite finished, we will hark back to 
Kensington and see what the manager of Harding Brothers has to say to 
the matter." 

The founder of that great emporium proved to be a brisk, crisp little 
person, very dapper and quick, with a clear head and a ready tongue. 

"Yes, sir, I have already read the account in the evening papers. Mr. 
Horace Harker is a customer of ours. We supplied him with the bust 
some months ago. We ordered three busts of that sort from Gelder and 
Co., of Stepney. They are all sold now. To whom? Oh, I dare say by 
consulting our sales book we could very easily tell you. Yes, we have the 
entries here. One to Mr. Harker, you see, and one to Mr. Josiah Brown, 
of Laburnum Lodge, Laburnum Vale, Chiswick, and one to Mr. 
Sandeford, of Lower Grove Road, Reading. No, I have never seen this 
face which you show me in the photograph. You would hardly forget it, 
would you, sir, for I've seldom seen an uglier. Have we any Italians on 
the staff? Yes, sir, we have several among our workpeople and cleaners. I 
dare say they might get a peep at that sales book if they wanted to. There 
is no particular reason for keeping a watch upon that book. Well, well, 
it's a very strange business, and I hope that you'll let me know if 
anything comes of your inquiries." 
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Holmes had taken several notes during Mr. Harding's evidence, and 
I could see that he was thoroughly satisfied by the turn which affairs 
were taking. He made no remark, however, save that, unless we hurried, 
we should be late for our appointment with Lestrade. Sure enough, when 
we reached Baker Street the detective was already there, and we found 
him pacing up and down in a fever of impatience. His look of importance 
showed that his day's work had not been in vain. 

"Well?" he asked. "What luck, Mr. Holmes?" 
"We have had a very busy day, and not entirely a wasted one," my 

friend explained. "We have seen both the retailers and also the wholesale 
manufacturers. I can trace each of the busts now from the beginning." 

"The busts!" cried Lestrade. "Well, well, you have your own 
methods, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and it is not for me to say a word against 
them, but I think I have done a better day's work than you. I have 
identified the dead man." 

"You don't say so?" 
"And found a cause for the crime." 
"Splendid!" 
"We have an inspector who makes a specialty of Saffron Hill and 

the Italian quarter. Well, this dead man had some Catholic emblem 
round his neck, and that, along with his colour, made me think he was 
from the South. Inspector Hill knew him the moment he caught sight of 
him. His name is Pietro Venucci, from Naples, and he is one of the 
greatest cut-throats in London. He is connected with the Mafia, which, 
as you know, is a secret political society, enforcing its decrees by murder. 
Now you see how the affair begins to clear up. The other fellow is 
probably an Italian also, and a member of the Mafia. He has broken the 
rules in some fashion. Pietro is set upon his track. Probably the 
photograph we found in his pocket is the man himself, so that he may 
not knife the wrong person. He dogs the fellow, he sees him enter a 
house, he waits outside for him, and in the scuffle he receives his own 
death-wound. How is that, Mr. Sherlock Holmes?" 

Holmes clapped his hands approvingly. 
"Excellent, Lestrade, excellent!" he cried. "But I didn't quite follow 

your explanation of the destruction of the busts." 
"The busts! You never can get those busts out of your head. After 

all, that is nothing; petty larceny, six months at the most. It is the 
murder that we are really investigating, and I tell you that I am gathering 
all the threads into my hands." 

"And the next stage?" 
"Is a very simple one. I shall go down with Hill to the Italian 

quarter, find the man whose photograph we have got, and arrest him on 
the charge of murder. Will you come with us?" 
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"I think not. I fancy we can attain our end in a simpler way. I can't 
say for certain, because it all depends — well, it all depends upon a 
factor which is completely outside our control. But I have great hopes — 
in fact, the betting is exactly two to one — that if you will come with us 
to-night I shall be able to help you to lay him by the heels." 

"In the Italian quarter?" 
"No; I fancy Chiswick is an address which is more likely to find him. 

If you will come with me to Chiswick to-night, Lestrade, I'll promise to 
go to the Italian quarter with you to-morrow, and no harm will be done 
by the delay. And now I think that a few hours' sleep would do us all 
good, for I do not propose to leave before eleven o'clock, and it is 
unlikely that we shall be back before morning. You'll dine with us, 
Lestrade, and then you are welcome to the sofa until it is time for us to 
start. In the meantime, Watson, I should be glad if you would ring for an 
express messenger, for I have a letter to send, and it is important that it 
should go at once." 

Holmes spent the evening in rummaging among the files of the old 
daily papers with which one of our lumber-rooms was packed. When at 
last he descended it was with triumph in his eyes, but he said nothing to 
either of us as to the result of his researches. For my own part, I had 
followed step by step the methods by which he had traced the various 
windings of this complex case, and, though I could not yet perceive the 
goal which we would reach, I understood clearly that Holmes expected 
this grotesque criminal to make an attempt upon the two remaining 
busts, one of which, I remembered, was at Chiswick. No doubt the object 
of our journey was to catch him in the very act, and I could not but 
admire the cunning with which my friend had inserted a wrong clue in 
the evening paper, so as to give the fellow the idea that he could 
continue his scheme with impunity. I was not surprised when Holmes 
suggested that I should take my revolver with me. He had himself picked 
up the loaded hunting-crop which was his favourite weapon. 

A four-wheeler was at the door at eleven, and in it we drove to a 
spot at the other side of Hammersmith Bridge. Here the cabman was 
directed to wait. A short walk brought us to a secluded road fringed with 
pleasant houses, each standing in its own grounds. In the light of a street 
lamp we read "Laburnum Villa" upon the gate-post of one of them. The 
occupants had evidently retired to rest, for all was dark save for a 
fanlight over the hall door, which shed a single blurred circle on to the 
garden path. The wooden fence which separated the grounds from the 
road threw a dense black shadow upon the inner side, and here it was 
that we crouched. 

"I fear that you'll have a long wait," Holmes whispered. "We may 
thank our stars that it is not raining. I don't think we can even venture to 
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smoke to pass the time. However, it's a two to one chance that we get 
something to pay us for our trouble." 

It proved, however, that our vigil was not to be so long as Holmes 
had led us to fear, and it ended in a very sudden and singular fashion. In 
an instant, without the least sound to warn us of his coming, the garden 
gate swung open, and a lithe, dark figure, as swift and active as an ape, 
rushed up the garden path. We saw it whisk past the light thrown from 
over the door and disappear against the black shadow of the house. 
There was a long pause, during which we held our breath, and then a 
very gentle creaking sound came to our ears. The window was being 
opened. The noise ceased, and again there was a long silence. The fellow 
was making his way into the house. We saw the sudden flash of a dark 
lantern inside the room. What he sought was evidently not there, for 
again we saw the flash through another blind, and then through another. 

"Let us get to the open window. We will nab him as he climbs out," 
Lestrade whispered. 

But before we could move the man had emerged again. As he came 
out into the glimmering patch of light we saw that he carried something 
white under his arm. He looked stealthily all round him. The silence of 
the deserted street reassured him. Turning his back upon us he laid 
down his burden, and the next instant there was the sound of a sharp 
tap, followed by a clatter and rattle. The man was so intent upon what he 
was doing that he never heard our steps as we stole across the grass plot. 
With the bound of a tiger Holmes was on his back, and an instant later 
Lestrade and I had him by either wrist and the handcuffs had been 
fastened. As we turned him over I saw a hideous, sallow face, with 
writhing, furious features, glaring up at us, and I knew that it was indeed 
the man of the photograph whom we had secured. 

But it was not our prisoner to whom Holmes was giving his 
attention. Squatted on the doorstep, he was engaged in most carefully 
examining that which the man had brought from the house. It was a bust 
of Napoleon like the one which we had seen that morning, and it had 
been broken into similar fragments. Carefully Holmes held each separate 
shard to the light, but in no way did it differ from any other shattered 
piece of plaster. He had just completed his examination when the hall 
lights flew up, the door opened, and the owner of the house, a jovial, 
rotund figure in shirt and trousers, presented himself. 

"Mr. Josiah Brown, I suppose?" said Holmes. 
"Yes, sir; and you, no doubt, are Mr. Sherlock Holmes? I had the 

note which you sent by the express messenger, and I did exactly what 
you told me. We locked every door on the inside and awaited 
developments. Well, I'm very glad to see that you have got the rascal. I 
hope, gentlemen, that you will come in and have some refreshment." 

 



518 
 

 



519 
 

However, Lestrade was anxious to get his man into safe quarters, so 
within a few minutes our cab had been summoned and we were all four 
upon our way to London. Not a word would our captive say; but he 
glared at us from the shadow of his matted hair, and once, when my 
hand seemed within his reach, he snapped at it like a hungry wolf. We 
stayed long enough at the police-station to learn that a search of his 
clothing revealed nothing save a few shillings and a long sheath knife, 
the handle of which bore copious traces of recent blood. 

"That's all right," said Lestrade, as we parted. "Hill knows all these 
gentry, and he will give a name to him. You'll find that my theory of the 
Mafia will work out all right. But I'm sure I am exceedingly obliged to 
you, Mr. Holmes, for the workmanlike way in which you laid hands upon 
him. I don't quite understand it all yet." 

"I fear it is rather too late an hour for explanations," said Holmes. 
"Besides, there are one or two details which are not finished off, and it is 
one of those cases which are worth working out to the very end. If you 
will come round once more to my rooms at six o'clock to-morrow I think 
I shall be able to show you that even now you have not grasped the 
entire meaning of this business, which presents some features which 
make it absolutely original in the history of crime. If ever I permit you to 
chronicle any more of my little problems, Watson, I foresee that you will 
enliven your pages by an account of the singular adventure of the 
Napoleonic busts." 

When we met again next evening Lestrade was furnished with 
much information concerning our prisoner. His name, it appeared, was 
Beppo, second name unknown. He was a well-known ne'er-do-well 
among the Italian colony. He had once been a skilful sculptor and had 
earned an honest living, but he had taken to evil courses and had twice 
already been in gaol — once for a petty theft and once, as we had already 
heard, for stabbing a fellow-countryman. He could talk English perfectly 
well. His reasons for destroying the busts were still unknown, and he 
refused to answer any questions upon the subject; but the police had 
discovered that these same busts might very well have been made by his 
own hands, since he was engaged in this class of work at the 
establishment of Gelder and Co. To all this information, much of which 
we already knew, Holmes listened with polite attention; but I, who knew 
him so well, could clearly see that his thoughts were elsewhere, and I 
detected a mixture of mingled uneasiness and expectation beneath that 
mask which he was wont to assume. At last he started in his chair and 
his eyes brightened. There had been a ring at the bell. A minute later we 
heard steps upon the stairs, and an elderly, red-faced man with grizzled 
side-whiskers was ushered in. In his right hand he carried an old-
fashioned carpet-bag, which he placed upon the table. 

"Is Mr. Sherlock Holmes here?" 
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My friend bowed and smiled. "Mr. Sandeford, of Reading, I 
suppose?" said he. 

"Yes, sir, I fear that I am a little late; but the trains were awkward. 
You wrote to me about a bust that is in my possession." 

"Exactly." 
"I have your letter here. You said, 'I desire to possess a copy of 

Devine's Napoleon, and am prepared to pay you ten pounds for the one 
which is in your possession.' Is that right?" 

"Certainly." 
"I was very much surprised at your letter, for I could not imagine 

how you knew that I owned such a thing." 
"Of course you must have been surprised, but the explanation is 

very simple. Mr. Harding, of Harding Brothers, said that they had sold 
you their last copy, and he gave me your address." 

"Oh, that was it, was it? Did he tell you what I paid for it?" 
"No, he did not." 
"Well, I am an honest man, though not a very rich one. I only gave 

fifteen shillings for the bust, and I think you ought to know that before I 
take ten pounds from you." 

"I am sure the scruple does you honour, Mr. Sandeford. But I have 
named that price, so I intend to stick to it." 

"Well, it is very handsome of you, Mr. Holmes. I brought the bust 
up with me, as you asked me to do. Here it is!" He opened his bag, and at 
last we saw placed upon our table a complete specimen of that bust 
which we had already seen more than once in fragments. 

Holmes took a paper from his pocket and laid a ten-pound note 
upon the table. 

"You will kindly sign that paper, Mr. Sandeford, in the presence of 
these witnesses. It is simply to say that you transfer every possible right 
that you ever had in the bust to me. I am a methodical man, you see, and 
you never know what turn events might take afterwards. Thank you, Mr. 
Sandeford; here is your money, and I wish you a very good evening." 

When our visitor had disappeared Sherlock Holmes's movements 
were such as to rivet our attention. He began by taking a clean white 
cloth from a drawer and laying it over the table. Then he placed his 
newly-acquired bust in the centre of the cloth. Finally, he picked up his 
hunting-crop and struck Napoleon a sharp blow on the top of the head. 
The figure broke into fragments, and Holmes bent eagerly over the 
shattered remains. Next instant, with a loud shout of triumph, he held 
up one splinter, in which a round, dark object was fixed like a plum in a 
pudding. 

"Gentlemen," he cried, "let me introduce you to the famous black 
pearl of the Borgias." 
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Lestrade and I sat silent for a moment, and then, with a 
spontaneous impulse, we both broke out clapping as at the well-wrought 
crisis of a play. A flush of colour sprang to Holmes's pale cheeks, and he 
bowed to us like the master dramatist who receives the homage of his 
audience. It was at such moments that for an instant he ceased to be a 
reasoning machine, and betrayed his human love for admiration and 
applause. The same singularly proud and reserved nature which turned 
away with disdain from popular notoriety was capable of being moved to 
its depths by spontaneous wonder and praise from a friend. 

"Yes, gentlemen," said he, "it is the most famous pearl now existing 
in the world, and it has been my good fortune, by a connected chain of 
inductive reasoning, to trace it from the Prince of Colonna's bedroom at 
the Dacre Hotel, where it was lost, to the interior of this, the last of the 
six busts of Napoleon which were manufactured by Gelder and Co., of 
Stepney. You will remember, Lestrade, the sensation caused by the 
disappearance of this valuable jewel, and the vain efforts of the London 
police to recover it. I was myself consulted upon the case; but I was 
unable to throw any light upon it. Suspicion fell upon the maid of the 
Princess, who was an Italian, and it was proved that she had a brother in 
London, but we failed to trace any connection between them. The maid's 
name was Lucretia Venucci, and there is no doubt in my mind that this 
Pietro who was murdered two nights ago was the brother. I have been 
looking up the dates in the old files of the paper, and I find that the 
disappearance of the pearl was exactly two days before the arrest of 
Beppo for some crime of violence, an event which took place in the 
factory of Gelder and Co., at the very moment when these busts were 
being made. Now you clearly see the sequence of events, though you see 
them, of course, in the inverse order to the way in which they presented 
themselves to me. Beppo had the pearl in his possession. He may have 
stolen it from Pietro, he may have been Pietro's confederate, he may 
have been the go-between of Pietro and his sister. It is of no 
consequence to us which is the correct solution. 

"The main fact is that he HAD the pearl, and at that moment, when 
it was on his person, he was pursued by the police. He made for the 
factory in which he worked, and he knew that he had only a few minutes 
in which to conceal this enormously valuable prize, which would 
otherwise be found on him when he was searched. Six plaster casts of 
Napoleon were drying in the passage. One of them was still soft. In an 
instant Beppo, a skilful workman, made a small hole in the wet plaster, 
dropped in the pearl, and with a few touches covered over the aperture 
once more. It was an admirable hiding-place. No one could possibly find 
it. But Beppo was condemned to a year's imprisonment, and in the 
meanwhile his six busts were scattered over London. He could not tell 
which contained his treasure. Only by breaking them could he see. Even 
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shaking would tell him nothing, for as the plaster was wet it was 
probable that the pearl would adhere to it — as, in fact, it has done. 
Beppo did not despair, and he conducted his search with considerable 
ingenuity and perseverance. Through a cousin who works with Gelder he 
found out the retail firms who had bought the busts. He managed to find 
employment with Morse Hudson, and in that way tracked down three of 
them. The pearl was not there. Then, with the help of some Italian 
EMPLOYE, he succeeded in finding out where the other three busts had 
gone. The first was at Harker's. There he was dogged by his confederate, 
who held Beppo responsible for the loss of the pearl, and he stabbed him 
in the scuffle which followed." 

"If he was his confederate why should he carry his photograph?" I 
asked. 

"As a means of tracing him if he wished to inquire about him from 
any third person. That was the obvious reason. Well, after the murder I 
calculated that Beppo would probably hurry rather than delay his 
movements. He would fear that the police would read his secret, and so 
he hastened on before they should get ahead of him. Of course, I could 
not say that he had not found the pearl in Harker's bust. I had not even 
concluded for certain that it was the pearl; but it was evident to me that 
he was looking for something, since he carried the bust past the other 
houses in order to break it in the garden which had a lamp overlooking 
it. Since Harker's bust was one in three the chances were exactly as I told 
you, two to one against the pearl being inside it. There remained two 
busts, and it was obvious that he would go for the London one first. I 
warned the inmates of the house, so as to avoid a second tragedy, and we 
went down with the happiest results. By that time, of course, I knew for 
certain that it was the Borgia pearl that we were after. The name of the 
murdered man linked the one event with the other. There only remained 
a single bust — the Reading one — and the pearl must be there. I bought 
it in your presence from the owner — and there it lies." 

We sat in silence for a moment. 
"Well," said Lestrade, "I've seen you handle a good many cases, Mr. 

Holmes, but I don't know that I ever knew a more workmanlike one than 
that. We're not jealous of you at Scotland Yard. No, sir, we are very 
proud of you, and if you come down to-morrow there's not a man, from 
the oldest inspector to the youngest constable, who wouldn't be glad to 
shake you by the hand." 

"Thank you!" said Holmes. "Thank you!" and as he turned away it 
seemed to me that he was more nearly moved by the softer human 
emotions than I had ever seen him. A moment later he was the cold and 
practical thinker once more. "Put the pearl in the safe, Watson," said he, 
"and get out the papers of the Conk-Singleton forgery case. Good-bye, 
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Lestrade. If any little problem comes your way I shall be happy, if I can, 
to give you a hint or two as to its solution." 

        
 
“THE Six Napoleons” marks one of the most complex and interesting 
interactions between Holmes and his sometimes-rival, Inspector G. 
Lestrade – culminating in the latter’s surprisingly heartfelt 
acknowledgment of Scotland Yard’s respect and admiration for the 
former – a sentiment that shocks Holmes into a uniquely emotional 
state. Lestrade (whose name is probably best pronounced luh-STRAYED) 
is introduced alongside Holmes and Watson in “A Study in Scarlet,” 
going on to appear in a total of ten stories and two novels. He notably 
assists Baker Street in “The Empty House” (where he – along with the 
readers – is happily reunited with the detective after the Great Hiatus), 
“The Second Stain” (where he is a bureaucratic encumbrance to be 
avoided), “The Norwood Builder” (where he is a formidable antagonist to 
Holmes – competitively gunning against his framed client), and “The 
Noble Bachelor” (where he openly questions Holmes’ sanity). In “The Six 
Napoleons,” Lestrade demonstrates a great deal of development from his 
first appearance in “Study in Scarlet” – openly seeking out Holmes’ 
opinion in what he considers a case too deep for his abilities and 
validating Holmes’ genius at the end of the case. From the beginning, 
Doyle characterized Lestrade as a shrewd, competitive, highly competent 
policeman (despite his portrayal as a Cockney Keystone Cop in many 
film portrayals) who suffered primarily from a lack of imagination and 
an excess of vanity. Like Watson, Lestrade is a man of action rather than 
intellect, and proves to be a capable ally – so long as he works with 
rather than against Holmes. In “The Norwood Builder,” his lack of faith 
in Holmes’ instincts leads to his humiliation in front of his men, and in 
“The Second Stain,” his vanity not only prevents him from becoming an 
asset to a case of national importance, but nearly makes him a dangerous 
roadblock to Holmes’ successful recovery of a stolen state document. 
Much of this derives – as Lestrade himself seems to acknowledge at the 
end of “The Six Napoleons” – from jealousy (at least at first). Lestrade’s 
greatest weakness is his possessiveness of cases and the egotistical pride 
that prevents him from sharing glory (whether it be with Holmes, or – as 
in “A Study in Scarlet” – his colleagues, like Tobias Gregson). With his 
working class diction, tactless attitude, and bull-in-a-china-shop 
belligerence, he is the perfect foil to the erudite, methodical, cat-like 
Holmes. But as “The Six Napoleons” proves, when they collaborate 
without being territorial – between Holmes’ convention-defying 
imagination and Lestrade’s blood-hound determination – they are a 
force to be reckoned with.     
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THE third, and most powerful of Doyle’s diplomatic theft trilogy is one of 
Holmes’ most haunting cases. It – like its forbearers, “The Naval Treaty” 
and “The Second Stain” – features a young diplomat whose honor is in 
jeopardy of utter ruin following the disappearance of state papers which 
were under his care. All three stories feature an unflinchingly supportive 
love interest who protectively defends her beau’s reputation, all three 
feature international intrigue on a trans-European scale, and all three 
involve a degree of familial betrayal motivated by the fear of scandal 
(two thieves are in shamefully deep debt and the third is being 
blackmailed). While the two earlier stories are tidily concluded and end 
quite happily for the maligned clients, this one does not. Indeed, Holmes 
will manage to locate the missing documents – in this case, plans for a 
cutting-edge submarine intended to dominate North Sea shipping 
against the looming threat of German U-boats – but it will be too late for 
his ill-starred client. It is no spoiler to announce that the young man 
whose honor Holmes is attempting to salvage is quite dead at the 
beginning of the story. What follows is a harrowing adventure into the 
sooty bowels of the London Underground, in pursuit of a murderous spy 
ring, with the reputation of a murdered scapegoat in the balance. Add to 
this the shocking reappearance of Mycroft, and the inexplicable presence 
of a corpse in the Underground, and we have the start of one of Holmes’ 
darkest and most engaging cases. 

        
 

The Adventure of the Bruce-Partington Plans 
{1908} 

 
IN THE third week of November, in the year 1895, a dense yellow fog 
settled down upon London. From the Monday to the Thursday I doubt 
whether it was ever possible from our windows in Baker Street to see the 
loom of the opposite houses. The first day Holmes had spent in cross-
indexing his huge book of references. The second and third had been 
patiently occupied upon a subject which he had recently made his hobby 
— the music of the Middle Ages. But when, for the fourth time, after 
pushing back our chairs from breakfast we saw the greasy, heavy brown 
swirl still drifting past us and condensing in oily drops upon the 
window-panes, my comrade's impatient and active nature could endure 
this drab existence no longer. He paced restlessly about our sitting-room 
in a fever of suppressed energy, biting his nails, tapping the furniture, 
and chafing against inaction. 

"Nothing of interest in the paper, Watson?" he said. 
I was aware that by anything of interest, Holmes meant anything of 

criminal interest. There was the news of a revolution, of a possible war, 
and of an impending change of Government; but these did not come 
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within the horizon of my companion. I could see nothing recorded in the 
shape of crime which was not commonplace and futile. Holmes groaned 
and resumed his restless meanderings. 

"The London criminal is certainly a dull fellow," said he in the 
querulous voice of the sportsman whose game has failed him. "Look out 
of this window, Watson. See how the figures loom up, are dimly seen, 
and then blend once more into the cloudbank. The thief or the murderer 
could roam London on such a day as the tiger does the jungle, unseen 
until he pounces, and then evident only to his victim." 

"There have," said I, "been numerous petty thefts." 
Holmes snorted his contempt. 
"This great and sombre stage is set for something more worthy than 

that," said he. "It is fortunate for this community that I am not a 
criminal." 

"It is, indeed!" said I heartily. 
"Suppose that I were Brooks or Woodhouse, or any of the fifty men 

who have good reason for taking my life, how long could I survive 
against my own pursuit? A summons, a bogus appointment, and all 
would be over. It is well they don't have days of fog in the Latin countries 
— the countries of assassination. By Jove! here comes something at last 
to break our dead monotony." 

It was the maid with a telegram. Holmes tore it open and burst out 
laughing. 

"Well, well! What next?" said he. "Brother Mycroft is coming 
round." 

"Why not?" I asked. 
"Why not? It is as if you met a tram-car coming down a country 

lane. Mycroft has his rails and he runs on them. His Pall Mall lodgings, 
the Diogenes Club, Whitehall — that is his cycle. Once, and only once, 
he has been here. What upheaval can possibly have derailed him?" 

"Does he not explain?" 
Holmes handed me his brother's telegram. 
Must see you over Cadogan West. Coming at once. 

MYCROFT. 
"Cadogan West? I have heard the name." 
"It recalls nothing to my mind. But that Mycroft should break out in 

this erratic fashion! A planet might as well leave its orbit. By the way, do 
you know what Mycroft is?" 

I had some vague recollection of an explanation at the time of the 
Adventure of the Greek Interpreter. 

"You told me that he had some small office under the British 
Government." 

Holmes chuckled. 
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"I did not know you quite so well in those days. One has to be 
discreet when one talks of high matters of state. You are right in 
thinking that he is under the British Government. You would also be 
right in a sense if you said that occasionally he is the British 
Government." 

"My dear Holmes!" 
"I thought I might surprise you. Mycroft draws four hundred and 

fifty pounds a year, remains a subordinate, has no ambitions of any kind, 
will receive neither honour nor title, but remains the most indispensable 
man in the country." 

"But how?" 
"Well, his position is unique. He has made it for himself. There has 

never been anything like it before, nor will be again. He has the tidiest 
and most orderly brain, with the greatest capacity for storing facts, of 
any man living. The same great powers which I have turned to the 
detection of crime he has used for this particular business. The 
conclusions of every department are passed to him, and he is the central 
exchange, the clearing-house, which makes out the balance. All other 
men are specialists, but his specialism is omniscience. We will suppose 
that a minister needs information as to a point which involves the Navy, 
India, Canada and the bimetallic question; he could get his separate 
advices from various departments upon each, but only Mycroft can focus 
them all, and say offhand how each factor would affect the other. They 
began by using him as a short-cut, a convenience; now he has made 
himself an essential. In that great brain of his everything is pigeon-holed 
and can be handed out in an instant. Again and again his word has 
decided the national policy. He lives in it. He thinks of nothing else save 
when, as an intellectual exercise, he unbends if I call upon him and ask 
him to advise me on one of my little problems. But Jupiter is descending 
to-day. What on earth can it mean? Who is Cadogan West, and what is 
he to Mycroft?" 

"I have it," I cried, and plunged among the litter of papers upon the 
sofa. "Yes, yes, here he is, sure enough! Cadogan West was the young 
man who was found dead on the Underground on Tuesday morning." 

Holmes sat up at attention, his pipe halfway to his lips. 
"This must be serious, Watson. A death which has caused my 

brother to alter his habits can be no ordinary one. What in the world can 
he have to do with it? The case was featureless as I remember it. The 
young man had apparently fallen out of the train and killed himself. He 
had not been robbed, and there was no particular reason to suspect 
violence. Is that not so?" 

"There has been an inquest," said I, "and a good many fresh facts 
have come out. Looked at more closely, I should certainly say that it was 
a curious case." 
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"Judging by its effect upon my brother, I should think it must be a 
most extraordinary one." He snuggled down in his armchair. "Now, 
Watson, let us have the facts." 

"The man's name was Arthur Cadogan West. He was twenty-seven 
years of age, unmarried, and a clerk at Woolwich Arsenal." 

"Government employ. Behold the link with Brother Mycroft!" 
"He left Woolwich suddenly on Monday night. Was last seen by his 

fiancee, Miss Violet Westbury, whom he left abruptly in the fog about 
7:30 that evening. There was no quarrel between them and she can give 
no motive for his action. The next thing heard of him was when his dead 
body was discovered by a plate-layer named Mason, just outside Aldgate 
Station on the Underground system in London." 

"When?" 
"The body was found at six on the Tuesday morning. It was lying 

wide of the metals upon the left hand of the track as one goes eastward, 
at a point close to the station, where the line emerges from the tunnel in 
which it runs. The head was badly crushed — an injury which might well 
have been caused by a fall from the train. The body could only have 
come on the line in that way. Had it been carried down from any 
neighbouring street, it must have passed the station barriers, where a 
collector is always standing. This point seems absolutely certain." 

"Very good. The case is definite enough. The man, dead or alive, 
either fell or was precipitated from a train. So much is clear to me. 
Continue." 

"The trains which traverse the lines of rail beside which the body 
was found are those which run from west to east, some being purely 
Metropolitan, and some from Willesden and outlying junctions. It can be 
stated for certain that this young man when he met his death, was 
travelling in this direction at some late hour of the night, but at what 
point he entered the train it is impossible to state." 

"His ticket, of course, would show that." 
"There was no ticket in his pockets." 
"No ticket! Dear me, Watson, this is really very singular. According 

to my experience it is not possible to reach the platform of a 
Metropolitan train without exhibiting one's ticket. Presumably, then, the 
young man had one. Was it taken from him in order to conceal the 
station from which he came? It is possible. Or did he drop it in the 
carriage? That also is possible. But the point is of curious interest. I 
understand that there was no sign of robbery?" 

"Apparently not. There is a list here of his possessions. His purse 
contained two pounds fifteen. He had also a check-book on the 
Woolwich branch of the Capital and Counties Bank. Through this his 
identity was established. There were also two dress-circle tickets for the 
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Woolwich Theatre, dated for that very evening. Also a small packet of 
technical papers." 

Holmes gave an exclamation of satisfaction. 
"There we have it at last, Watson! British Government -- Woolwich. 

Arsenal -- Technical papers -- Brother Mycroft, the chain is complete. 
But here he comes, if I am not mistaken, to speak for himself." 

A moment later the tall and portly form of Mycroft Holmes was 
ushered into the room. Heavily built and massive, there was a suggestion 
of uncouth physical inertia in the figure, but above this unwieldy frame 
there was perched a head so masterful in its brow, so alert in its steel-
gray, deep-set eyes, so firm in its lips, and so subtle in its play of 
expression, that after the first glance one forgot the gross body and 
remembered only the dominant mind. 

At his heels came our old friend Lestrade, of Scotland Yard -- thin 
and austere. The gravity of both their faces foretold some weighty quest. 
The detective shook hands without a word. Mycroft Holmes struggled 
out of his overcoat and subsided into an armchair. 

"A most annoying business, Sherlock," said he. "I extremely dislike 
altering my habits, but the powers that be would take no denial. In the 
present state of Siam it is most awkward that I should be away from the 
office. But it is a real crisis. I have never seen the Prime Minister so 
upset. As to the Admiralty -- it is buzzing like an overturned bee-hive. 
Have you read up the case?" 

"We have just done so. What were the technical papers?" 
"Ah, there's the point! Fortunately, it has not come out. The press 

would be furious if it did. The papers which this wretched youth had in 
his pocket were the plans of the Bruce-Partington submarine." 

Mycroft Holmes spoke with a solemnity which showed his sense of 
the importance of the subject. His brother and I sat expectant. 

"Surely you have heard of it? I thought everyone had heard of it." 
"Only as a name." 
"Its importance can hardly be exaggerated. It has been the most 

jealously guarded of all Government secrets. You may take it from me 
that naval warfare becomes impossible within the radius of a Bruce-
Partington's operation. Two years ago a very large sum was smuggled 
through the Estimates and was expended in acquiring a monopoly of the 
invention. Every effort has been made to keep the secret. The plans, 
which are exceedingly intricate, comprising some thirty separate patents, 
each essential to the working of the whole, are kept in an elaborate safe 
in a confidential office adjoining the arsenal, with burglar-proof doors 
and windows. Under no conceivable circumstances were the plans to be 
taken from the office. If the chief constructor of the Navy desired to 
consult them, even he was forced to go to the Woolwich office for the 
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purpose. And yet here we find them in the pocket of a dead junior clerk 
in the heart of London. From an official point of view it's simply awful." 

"But you have recovered them?" 
"No, Sherlock, no! That's the pinch. We have not. Ten papers were 

taken from Woolwich. There were seven in the pocket of Cadogan West. 
The three most essential are gone -- stolen, vanished. You must drop 
everything, Sherlock. Never mind your usual petty puzzles of the police-
court. It's a vital international problem that you have to solve. Why did 
Cadogan West take the papers, where are the missing ones, how did he 
die, how came his body where it was found, how can the evil be set 
right? Find an answer to all these questions, and you will have done 
good service for your country." 

"Why do you not solve it yourself, Mycroft? You can see as far as I." 
"Possibly, Sherlock. But it is a question of getting details. Give me 

your details, and from an armchair I will return you an excellent expert 
opinion. But to run here and run there, to cross-question railway guards, 
and lie on my face with a lens to my eye -- it is not my metier. No, you 
are the one man who can clear the matter up. If you have a fancy to see 
your name in the next honours list --" 

My friend smiled and shook his head. 
"I play the game for the game's own sake," said he. "But the problem 

certainly presents some points of interest, and I shall be very pleased to 
look into it. Some more facts, please." 

"I have jotted down the more essential ones upon this sheet of 
paper, together with a few addresses which you will find of service. The 
actual official guardian of the papers is the famous Government expert, 
Sir James Walter, whose decorations and sub-titles fill two lines of a 
book of reference. He has grown gray in the service, is a gentleman, a 
favoured guest in the most exalted houses, and, above all, a man whose 
patriotism is beyond suspicion. He is one of two who have a key of the 
safe. I may add that the papers were undoubtedly in the office during 
working hours on Monday, and that Sir James left for London about 
three o'clock taking his key with him. He was at the house of Admiral 
Sinclair at Barclay Square during the whole of the evening when this 
incident occurred." 

"Has the fact been verified?" 
"Yes; his brother, Colonel Valentine Walter, has testified to his 

departure from Woolwich, and Admiral Sinclair to his arrival in London; 
so Sir James is no longer a direct factor in the problem." 

"Who was the other man with a key?" 
"The senior clerk and draughtsman, Mr. Sidney Johnson. He is a 

man of forty, married, with five children. He is a silent, morose man, but 
he has, on the whole, an excellent record in the public service. He is 
unpopular with his colleagues, but a hard worker. According to his own 
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account, corroborated only by the word of his wife, he was at home the 
whole of Monday evening after office hours, and his key has never left 
the watch-chain upon which it hangs." 

"Tell us about Cadogan West." 
"He has been ten years in the service and has done good work. He 

has the reputation of being hot-headed and impetuous, but a straight, 
honest man. We have nothing against him. He was next to Sidney 
Johnson in the office. His duties brought him into daily, personal contact 
with the plans. No one else had the handling of them." 

"Who locked the plans up that night?" 
"Mr. Sidney Johnson, the senior clerk." 
"Well, it is surely perfectly clear who took them away. They are 

actually found upon the person of this junior clerk, Cadogan West. That 
seems final, does it not?" 

"It does, Sherlock, and yet it leaves so much unexplained. In the 
first place, why did he take them?" 

"I presume they were of value?" 
"He could have got several thousands for them very easily." 
"Can you suggest any possible motive for taking the papers to 

London except to sell them?" 
"No, I cannot." 
"Then we must take that as our working hypothesis. Young West 

took the papers. Now this could only be done by having a false key --" 
"Several false keys. He had to open the building and the room." 
"He had, then, several false keys. He took the papers to London to 

sell the secret, intending, no doubt, to have the plans themselves back in 
the safe next morning before they were missed. While in London on this 
treasonable mission he met his end." 

"How?" 
"We will suppose that he was travelling back to Woolwich when he 

was killed and thrown out of the compartment." 
"Aldgate, where the body was found, is considerably past the station 

for London Bridge, which would be his route to Woolwich." 
"Many circumstances could be imagined under which he would 

pass London Bridge. There was someone in the carriage, for example, 
with whom he was having an absorbing interview. This interview led to a 
violent scene in which he lost his life. Possibly he tried to leave the 
carriage, fell out on the line, and so met his end. The other closed the 
door. There was a thick fog, and nothing could be seen." 

"No better explanation can be given with our present knowledge; 
and yet consider, Sherlock, how much you leave untouched. We will 
suppose, for argument's sake, that young Cadogan West had determined 
to convey these papers to London. He would naturally have made an 
appointment with the foreign agent and kept his evening clear. Instead 
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of that he took two tickets for the theatre, escorted his fiancee halfway 
there, and then suddenly disappeared." 

"A blind," said Lestrade, who had sat listening with some 
impatience to the conversation. 

"A very singular one. That is objection No. 1. Objection No. 2: We 
will suppose that he reaches London and sees the foreign agent. He must 
bring back the papers before morning or the loss will be discovered. He 
took away ten. Only seven were in his pocket. What had become of the 
other three? He certainly would not leave them of his own free will. 
Then, again, where is the price of his treason? One would have expected 
to find a large sum of money in his pocket." 

"It seems to me perfectly clear," said Lestrade. "I have no doubt at 
all as to what occurred. He took the papers to sell them. He saw the 
agent. They could not agree as to price. He started home again, but the 
agent went with him. In the train the agent murdered him, took the 
more essential papers, and threw his body from the carriage. That would 
account for everything, would it not?" 

"Why had he no ticket?" 
"The ticket would have shown which station was nearest the agent's 

house. Therefore he took it from the murdered man's pocket." 
"Good, Lestrade, very good," said Holmes. "Your theory holds 

together. But if this is true, then the case is at an end. On the one hand, 
the traitor is dead. On the other, the plans of the Bruce-Partington 
submarine are presumably already on the Continent. What is there for 
us to do?" 

"To act, Sherlock -- to act!" cried Mycroft, springing to his feet. "All 
my instincts are against this explanation. Use your powers! Go to the 
scene of the crime! See the people concerned! Leave no stone unturned! 
In all your career you have never had so great a chance of serving your 
country." 

"Well, well!" said Holmes, shrugging his shoulders. "Come, Watson! 
And you, Lestrade, could you favour us with your company for an hour 
or two? We will begin our investigation by a visit to Aldgate Station. 
Good-bye, Mycroft. I shall let you have a report before evening, but I 
warn you in advance that you have little to expect." 

An hour later Holmes, Lestrade and I stood upon the Underground 
railroad at the point where it emerges from the tunnel immediately 
before Aldgate Station. A courteous red-faced old gentleman represented 
the railway company. 

"This is where the young man's body lay," said he, indicating a spot 
about three feet from the metals. "It could not have fallen from above, 
for these, as you see, are all blank walls. Therefore, it could only have 
come from a train, and that train, so far as we can trace it, must have 
passed about midnight on Monday." 
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"Have the carriages been examined for any sign of violence?" 
"There are no such signs, and no ticket has been found." 
"No record of a door being found open?" 
"None." 
"We have had some fresh evidence this morning," said Lestrade. "A 

passenger who passed Aldgate in an ordinary Metropolitan train about 
11:40 on Monday night declares that he heard a heavy thud, as of a body 
striking the line, just before the train reached the station. There was 
dense fog, however, and nothing could be seen. He made no report of it 
at the time. Why whatever is the matter with Mr. Holmes?" 

My friend was standing with an expression of strained intensity 
upon his face, staring at the railway metals where they curved out of the 
tunnel. Aldgate is a junction, and there was a network of points. On 
these his eager, questioning eyes were fixed, and I saw on his keen, alert 
face that tightening of the lips, that quiver of the nostrils, and 
concentration of the heavy tufted brows which I knew so well. 

"Points," he muttered, "the points." 
"What of it? What do you mean?" 
"I suppose there are no great number of points on a system such as 

this?" 
"No; there are very few." 
"And a curve, too. Points, and a curve. By Jove! if it were only so." 
"What is it, Mr. Holmes? Have you a clue?" 
"An idea -- an indication, no more. But the case certainly grows in 

interest. Unique, perfectly unique, and yet why not? I do not see any 
indications of bleeding on the line." 

"There were hardly any." 
"But I understand that there was a considerable wound." 
"The bone was crushed, but there was no great external injury." 
"And yet one would have expected some bleeding. Would it be 

possible for me to inspect the train which contained the passenger who 
heard the thud of a fall in the fog?" 

"I fear not, Mr. Holmes. The train has been broken up before now, 
and the carriages redistributed." 

"I can assure you, Mr. Holmes," said Lestrade, "that every carriage 
has been carefully examined. I saw to it myself." 

It was one of my friend's most obvious weaknesses that he was 
impatient with less alert intelligences than his own. 

"Very likely," said he, turning away. "As it happens, it was not the 
carriages which I desired to examine. Watson, we have done all we can 
here. We need not trouble you any further, Mr. Lestrade. I think our 
investigations must now carry us to Woolwich." 

At London Bridge, Holmes wrote a telegram to his brother, which 
he handed to me before dispatching it. It ran thus: 
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See some light in the darkness, but it may possibly flicker 
out. Meanwhile, please send by messenger, to await return 
at Baker Street, a complete list of all foreign spies or 
international agents known to be in England, with full 
address. 
SHERLOCK. 

"That should be helpful, Watson," he remarked as we took our seats 
in the Woolwich train. "We certainly owe Brother Mycroft a debt for 
having introduced us to what promises to be a really very remarkable 
case." 

His eager face still wore that expression of intense and high-strung 
energy, which showed me that some novel and suggestive circumstance 
had opened up a stimulating line of thought. See the foxhound with 
hanging ears and drooping tail as it lolls about the kennels, and compare 
it with the same hound as, with gleaming eyes and straining muscles, it 
runs upon a breast-high scent -- such was the change in Holmes since 
the morning. He was a different man from the limp and lounging figure 
in the mouse-coloured dressing-gown who had prowled so restlessly 
only a few hours before round the fog-girt room. 

"There is material here. There is scope," said he. "I am dull indeed 
not to have understood its possibilities." 

"Even now they are dark to me." 
"The end is dark to me also, but I have hold of one idea which may 

lead us far. The man met his death elsewhere, and his body was on 
the roof of a carriage." 

"On the roof!" 
"Remarkable, is it not? But consider the facts. Is it a coincidence 

that it is found at the very point where the train pitches and sways as it 
comes round on the points? Is not that the place where an object upon 
the roof might be expected to fall off? The points would affect no object 
inside the train. Either the body fell from the roof, or a very curious 
coincidence has occurred. But now consider the question of the blood. 
Of course, there was no bleeding on the line if the body had bled 
elsewhere. Each fact is suggestive in itself. Together they have a 
cumulative force." 

"And the ticket, too!" I cried. 
"Exactly. We could not explain the absence of a ticket. This would 

explain it. Everything fits together." 
"But suppose it were so, we are still as far as ever from unravelling 

the mystery of his death. Indeed, it becomes not simpler but stranger." 
"Perhaps," said Holmes thoughtfully, "perhaps." He relapsed into a 

silent reverie, which lasted until the slow train drew up at last in 
Woolwich Station. There he called a cab and drew Mycroft's paper from 
his pocket. 
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"We have quite a little round of afternoon calls to make," said he. "I 
think that Sir James Walter claims our first attention. " 

The house of the famous official was a fine villa with green lawns, 
stretching down to the Thames. As we reached it the fog was lifting, and 
a thin, watery sunshine was breaking through. A butler answered our 
ring. 

"Sir James, sir!" said he with solemn face. "Sir James died this 
morning." 

"Good heavens!" cried Holmes in amazement. "How did he die?" 
"Perhaps you would care to step in, sir, and see his brother, Colonel 

Valentine?" 
"Yes, we had best do so." 
We were ushered into a dim-lit drawing-room, where an instant 

later we were joined by a very tall, handsome, light-bearded man of fifty, 
the younger brother of the dead scientist. His wild eyes, stained cheeks, 
and unkempt hair all spoke of the sudden blow which had fallen upon 
the household. He was hardly articulate as he spoke of it. 

"It was this horrible scandal," said he. "My brother, Sir James, was a 
man of very sensitive honour, and he could not survive such an affair. It 
broke his heart. He was always so proud of the efficiency of his 
department, and this was a crushing blow." 

"We had hoped that he might have given us some indications which 
would have helped us to clear the matter up." 

"I assure you that it was all a mystery to him as it is to you and to all 
of us. He had already put all his knowledge at the disposal of the police. 
Naturally he had no doubt that Cadogan West was guilty. But all the rest 
was inconceivable." 

"You cannot throw any new light upon the affair?" 
"I know nothing myself save what I have read or heard. I have no 

desire to be discourteous, but you can understand, Mr. Holmes, that we 
are much disturbed at present, and I must ask you to hasten this 
interview to an end." 

"This is indeed an unexpected development," said my friend when 
we had regained the cab. "I wonder if the death was natural, or whether 
the poor old fellow killed himself! If the latter, may it be taken as some 
sign of self-reproach for duty neglected? We must leave that question to 
the future. Now we shall turn to the Cadogan Wests." 

A small but well-kept house in the outskirts of the town sheltered 
the bereaved mother. The old lady was too dazed with grief to be of any 
use to us, but at her side was a white-faced young lady, who introduced 
herself as Miss Violet Westbury, the fiancee of the dead man, and the 
last to see him upon that fatal night. 

"I cannot explain it, Mr. Holmes," she said. "I have not shut an eye 
since the tragedy, thinking, thinking, thinking, night and day, what the 
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true meaning of it can be. Arthur was the most single-minded, 
chivalrous, patriotic man upon earth. He would have cut his right hand 
off before he would sell a State secret confided to his keeping. It is 
absurd, impossible, preposterous to anyone who knew him." 

"But the facts, Miss Westbury?" 
"Yes, yes I admit I cannot explain them." 
"Was he in any want of money?" 
"No; his needs were very simple and his salary ample. He had saved 

a few hundreds, and we were to marry at the New Year." 
"No signs of any mental excitement? Come, Miss Westbury, be 

absolutely frank with us." 
The quick eye of my companion had noted some change in her 

manner. She coloured and hesitated. 
"Yes," she said at last, "I had a feeling that there was something on 

his mind." 
"For long?" 
"Only for the last week or so. He was thoughtful and worried. Once 

I pressed him about it. He admitted that there was something, and that 
it was concerned with his official life. 'It is too serious for me to speak 
about, even to you,' said he. I could get nothing more." 

Holmes looked grave. 
"Go on, Miss Westbury. Even if it seems to tell against him, go on. 

We cannot say what it may lead to." 
"Indeed, I have nothing more to tell. Once or twice it seemed to me 

that he was on the point of telling me something. He spoke one evening 
of the importance of the secret, and I have some recollection that he said 
that no doubt foreign spies would pay a great deal to have it." 

My friend's face grew graver still. 
"Anything else?" 
"He said that we were slack about such matters -- that it would be 

easy for a traitor to get the plans." 
"Was it only recently that he made such remarks?" 
"Yes, quite recently." 
"Now tell us of that last evening." 
"We were to go to the theatre. The fog was so thick that a cab was 

useless. We walked, and our way took us close to the office. Suddenly he 
darted away into the fog." 

"Without a word?" 
"He gave an exclamation; that was all. I waited but he never 

returned. Then I walked home. Next morning, after the office opened, 
they came to inquire. About twelve o'clock we heard the terrible news. 
Oh, Mr. Holmes, if you could only, only save his honour! It was so much 
to him." 

Holmes shook his head sadly. 
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"Come, Watson," said he, "our ways lie elsewhere. Our next station 
must be the office from which the papers were taken. 

"It was black enough before against this young man, but our 
inquiries make it blacker," he remarked as the cab lumbered off. "His 
coming marriage gives a motive for the crime. He naturally wanted 
money. The idea was in his head, since he spoke about it. He nearly 
made the girl an accomplice in the treason by telling her his plans. It is 
all very bad." 

"But surely, Holmes, character goes for something? Then, again, 
why should he leave the girl in the street and dart away to commit a 
felony?" 

"Exactly! There are certainly objections. But it is a formidable case 
which they have to meet." 

Mr. Sidney Johnson, the senior clerk, met us at the office and 
received us with that respect which my companion's card always 
commanded. He was a thin, gruff, bespectacled man of middle age, his 
cheeks haggard, and his hands twitching from the nervous strain to 
which he had been subjected. 

"It is bad, Mr. Holmes, very bad! Have you heard of the death of the 
chief?" 

"We have just come from his house." 
"The place is disorganized. The chief dead, Cadogan West dead, our 

papers stolen. And yet, when we closed our door on Monday evening, we 
were as efficient an office as any in the Government service. Good God, 
it's dreadful to think of! That West, of all men, should have done such a 
thing!" 

"You are sure of his guilt, then?" 
"I can see no other way out of it. And yet I would have trusted him 

as I trust myself." 
"At what hour was the office closed on Monday?" 
"At five." 
"Did you close it?" 
"I am always the last man out." 
"Where were the plans?" 
"In that safe. I put them there myself." 
"Is there no watchman to the building?" 
"There is, but he has other departments to look after as well. He is 

an old soldier and a most trustworthy man. He saw nothing that 
evening. Of course the fog was very thick." 

"Suppose that Cadogan West wished to make his way into the 
building after hours; he would need three keys, would he not, before he 
could reach the papers?" 

"Yes, he would. The key of the outer door, the key of the office, and 
the key of the safe." 
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"Only Sir James Walter and you had those keys?" 
"I had no keys of the doors -- only of the safe." 
"Was Sir James a man who was orderly in his habits?" 
"Yes, I think he was. I know that so far as those three keys are 

concerned he kept them on the same ring. I have often seen them there." 
"And that ring went with him to London?" 
"He said so." 
"And your key never left your possession?" 
"Never." 
"Then West, if he is the culprit, must have had a duplicate. And yet 

none was found upon his body. One other point: if a clerk in this office 
desired to sell the plans, would it not be simpler to copy the plans for 
himself than to take the originals, as was actually done?" 

"It would take considerable technical knowledge to copy the plans 
in an effective way." 

"But I suppose either Sir James, or you, or West had that technical 
knowledge?" 

"No doubt we had, but I beg you won't try to drag me into the 
matter, Mr. Holmes. What is the use of our speculating in this way when 
the original plans were actually found on West?" 

"Well, it is certainly singular that he should run the risk of taking 
originals if he could safely have taken copies, which would have equally 
served his turn." 

"Singular, no doubt -- and yet he did so." 
"Every inquiry in this case reveals something inexplicable. Now 

there are three papers still missing. They are, as I understand, the vital 
ones." 

"Yes, that is so." 
"Do you mean to say that anyone holding these three papers and 

without the seven others, could construct a Bruce-Partington 
submarine?" 

"I reported to that effect to the Admiralty. But to-day I have been 
over the drawings again, and I am not so sure of it. The double valves 
with the automatic self-adjusting slots are drawn in one of the papers 
which have been returned. Until the foreigners had invented that for 
themselves they could not make the boat. Of course they might soon get 
over the difficulty." 

"But the three missing drawings are the most important?" 
"Undoubtedly." 
"I think, with your permission, I will now take a stroll round the 

premises. I do not recall any other question which I desired to ask." 
He examined the lock of the safe, the door of the room, and finally 

the iron shutters of the window. It was only when we were on the lawn 
outside that his interest was strongly excited. There was a laurel bush 
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outside the window, and several of the branches bore signs of having 
been twisted or snapped. He examined them carefully with his lens, and 
then some dim and vague marks upon the earth beneath. Finally he 
asked the chief clerk to close the iron shutters, and he pointed out to me 
that they hardly met in the centre, and that it would be possible for 
anyone outside to see what was going on within the room. 

"The indications are ruined by the three days' delay. They may 
mean something or nothing. Well, Watson, I do not think that 
Woolwich can help us further. It is a small crop which we have gathered. 
Let us see if we can do better in London." 

Yet we added one more sheaf to our harvest before we left 
Woolwich Station. The clerk in the ticket office was able to say with 
confidence that he saw Cadogan West -- whom he knew well by sight -- 
upon the Monday night, and that he went to London by the 8:15 to 
London Bridge. He was alone and took a single third-class ticket. The 
clerk was struck at the time by his excited and nervous manner. So shaky 
was he that he could hardly pick up his change, and the clerk had helped 
him with it. A reference to the timetable showed that the 8:15 was the 
first train which it was possible for West to take after he had left the lady 
about 7:30. 

"Let us reconstruct, Watson," said Holmes after half an hour of 
silence. "I am not aware that in all our joint researches we have ever had 
a case which was more difficult to get at. Every fresh advance which we 
make only reveals a fresh ridge beyond. And yet we have surely made 
some appreciable progress. 

"The effect of our inquiries at Woolwich has in the main been 
against young Cadogan West; but the indications at the window would 
lend themselves to a more favourable hypothesis. Let us suppose, for 
example, that he had been approached by some foreign agent. It might 
have been done under such pledges as would have prevented him from 
speaking of it, and yet would have affected his thoughts in the direction 
indicated by his remarks to his fiancee. Very good. We will now suppose 
that as he went to the theatre with the young lady he suddenly, in the 
fog, caught a glimpse of this same agent going in the direction of the 
office. He was an impetuous man, quick in his decisions. Everything gave 
way to his duty. He followed the man, reached the window, saw the 
abstraction of the documents, and pursued the thief. In this way we get 
over the objection that no one would take originals when he could make 
copies. This outsider had to take originals. So far it holds together." 

"What is the next step?" 
"Then we come into difficulties. One would imagine that under 

such circumstances the first act of young Cadogan West would be to 
seize the villain and raise the alarm. Why did he not do so? Could it have 
been an official superior who took the papers? That would explain 
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West's conduct. Or could the thief have given West the slip in the fog, 
and West started at once to London to head him off from his own rooms, 
presuming that he knew where the rooms were? The call must have been 
very pressing, since he left his girl standing in the fog and made no effort 
to communicate with her. Our scent runs cold here, and there is a vast 
gap between either hypothesis and the laying of West's body, with seven 
papers in his pocket, on the roof of a Metropolitan train. My instinct 
now is to work from the other end. If Mycroft has given us the list of 
addresses we may be able to pick our man and follow two tracks instead 
of one." 

Surely enough, a note awaited us at Baker Street. A Government 
messenger had brought it post-haste. Holmes glanced at it and threw it 
over to me. 

There are numerous small fry, but few who would handle 
so big an affair. The only men worth considering are Adolph 
Meyer, of 13 Great George Street, Westminster; Louis La 
Rothiere, of Campden Mansions, Notting Hill; and Hugo 
Oberstein, 13 Caulfield Gardens, Kensington. The latter 
was known to be in town on Monday and is now reported as 
having left. Glad to hear you have seen some light. The 
Cabinet awaits your final report with the utmost anxiety. 
Urgent representations have arrived from the very highest 
quarter. The whole force of the State is at your back if you 
should need it. 
MYCROFT. 

"I'm afraid," said Holmes, smiling, "that all the queen's horses and 
all the queen's men cannot avail in this matter." He had spread out his 
big map of London and leaned eagerly over it. "Well, well," said he 
presently with an exclamation of satisfaction, "things are turning a little 
in our direction at last. Why Watson, I do honestly believe that we are 
going to pull it off, after all." He slapped me on the shoulder with a 
sudden burst of hilarity. "I am going out now. It is only a reconnaissance. 
I will do nothing serious without my trusted comrade and biographer at 
my elbow. Do you stay here, and the odds are that you will see me again 
in an hour or two. If time hangs heavy get foolscap and a pen, and begin 
your narrative of how we saved the State." 

I felt some reflection of his elation in my own mind, for I knew well 
that he would not depart so far from his usual austerity of demeanour 
unless there was good cause for exultation. All the long November 
evening I waited, filled with impatience for his return. At last, shortly 
after nine o'clock, there arrived a messenger with a note: 

Am dining at Goldini's Restaurant, Gloucester Road, 
Kensington. Please come at once and join me there. Bring 
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with you a jemmy, a dark lantern, a chisel, and a revolver. 
S. H. 

It was a nice equipment for a respectable citizen to carry through 
the dim, fog-draped streets. I stowed them all discreetly away in my 
overcoat and drove straight to the address given. There sat my friend at a 
little round table near the door of the garish Italian restaurant. 

"Have you had something to eat? Then join me in a coffee and 
curacao. Try one of the proprietor's cigars. They are less poisonous than 
one would expect. Have you the tools?" 

"They are here, in my overcoat." 
"Excellent. Let me give you a short sketch of what I have done, with 

some indication of what we are about to do. Now it must be evident to 
you, Watson, that this young man's body was placed on the roof of the 
train. That was clear from the instant that I determined the fact that it 
was from the roof, and not from a carriage, that he had fallen." 

"Could it not have been dropped from a bridge?" 
"I should say it was impossible. If you examine the roofs you will 

find that they are slightly rounded, and there is no railing round them. 
Therefore, we can say for certain that young Cadogan West was placed 
on it." 

"How could he be placed there?" 
"That was the question which we had to answer. There is only one 

possible way. You are aware that the Underground runs clear of tunnels 
at some points in the West End. I had a vague memory that as I have 
travelled by it I have occasionally seen windows just above my head. 
Now, suppose that a train halted under such a window, would there be 
any difficulty in laying a body upon the roof?" 

"It seems most improbable." 
"We must fall back upon the old axiom that when all other 

contingencies fail, whatever remains, however improbable, must be the 
truth. Here all other contingencies have failed. When I found that the 
leading international agent, who had just left London, lived in a row of 
houses which abutted upon the Underground, I was so pleased that you 
were a little astonished at my sudden frivolity." 

"Oh, that was it, was it?" 
"Yes, that was it. Mr. Hugo Oberstein, of 13 Caulfield Gardens, had 

become my objective. I began my operations at Gloucester Road Station, 
where a very helpful official walked with me along the track and allowed 
me to satisfy myself not only that the back-stair windows of Caulfield 
Gardens open on the line but the even more essential fact that, owing to 
the intersection of one of the larger railways, the Underground trains are 
frequently held motionless for some minutes at that very spot." 

"Splendid, Holmes! You have got it!" 
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"So far -- so far, Watson. We advance, but the goal is afar. Well, 
having seen the back of Caulfield Gardens, I visited the front and 
satisfied myself that the bird was indeed flown. It is a considerable 
house, unfurnished, so far as I could judge, in the upper rooms. 
Oberstein lived there with a single valet, who was probably a confederate 
entirely in his confidence. We must bear in mind that Oberstein has 
gone to the Continent to dispose of his booty, but not with any idea of 
flight; for he had no reason to fear a warrant, and the idea of an amateur 
domiciliary visit would certainly never occur to him. Yet that is precisely 
what we are about to make." 

"Could we not get a warrant and legalize it?" 
"Hardly on the evidence." 
"What can we hope to do?" 
"We cannot tell what correspondence may be there." 
"I don't like it, Holmes." 
"My dear fellow, you shall keep watch in the street. I'll do the 

criminal part. It's not a time to stick at trifles. Think of Mycroft's note, of 
the Admiralty, the Cabinet, the exalted person who waits for news. We 
are bound to go." 

My answer was to rise from the table. 
"You are right, Holmes. We are bound to go." 
He sprang up and shook me by the hand. 
"I knew you would not shrink at the last," said he, and for a 

moment I saw something in his eyes which was nearer to tenderness 
than I had ever seen. The next instant he was his masterful, practical self 
once more. 

"It is nearly half a mile, but there is no hurry. Let us walk," said he. 
"Don't drop the instruments, I beg. Your arrest as a suspicious character 
would be a most unfortunate complication." 

Caulfield Gardens was one of those lines of flat-faced, pillared, and 
porticoed houses which are so prominent a product of the middle 
Victorian epoch in the West End of London. Next door there appeared to 
be a children's party, for the merry buzz of young voices and the clatter 
of a piano resounded through the night. The fog still hung about and 
screened us with its friendly shade. Holmes had lit his lantern and 
flashed it upon the massive door. 

"This is a serious proposition," said he. "It is certainly bolted as well 
as locked. We would do better in the area. There is an excellent archway 
down yonder in case a too zealous policeman should intrude. Give me a 
hand, Watson, and I'll do the same for you." 

A minute later we were both in the area. Hardly had we reached the 
dark shadows before the step of the policeman was heard in the fog 
above. As its soft rhythm died away, Holmes set to work upon the lower 
door. I saw him stoop and strain until with a sharp crash it flew open. 
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We sprang through into the dark passage, closing the area door behind 
us. Holmes led the way up the curving, uncarpeted stair. His little fan of 
yellow light shone upon a low window. 

"Here we are, Watson -- this must be the one." He threw it open, 
and as he did so there was a low, harsh murmur, growing steadily into a 
loud roar as a train dashed past us in the darkness. Holmes swept his 
light along the window-sill. It was thickly coated with soot from the 
passing engines, but the black surface was blurred and rubbed in places. 

"You can see where they rested the body. Halloa, Watson! what is 
this? There can be no doubt that it is a blood mark." He was pointing to 
faint discolourations along the woodwork of the window. "Here it is on 
the stone of the stair also. The demonstration is complete. Let us stay 
here until a train stops. " 

We had not long to wait. The very next train roared from the tunnel 
as before, but slowed in the open, and then, with a creaking of brakes, 
pulled up immediately beneath us. It was not four feet from the window-
ledge to the roof of the carriages. Holmes softly closed the window. 

"So far we are justified," said he. "What do you think of it, Watson?" 
"A masterpiece. You have never risen to a greater height." 
"I cannot agree with you there. From the moment that I conceived 

the idea of the body being upon the roof, which surely was not a very 
abstruse one, all the rest was inevitable. If it were not for the grave 
interests involved the affair up to this point would be insignificant. Our 
difficulties are still before us. But perhaps we may find something here 
which may help us." 

We had ascended the kitchen stair and entered the suite of rooms 
upon the first floor. One was a dining-room, severely furnished and 
containing nothing of interest. A second was a bedroom, which also 
drew blank. The remaining room appeared more promising, and my 
companion settled down to a systematic examination. It was littered 
with books and papers, and was evidently used as a study. Swiftly and 
methodically Holmes turned over the contents of drawer after drawer 
and cupboard after cupboard, but no gleam of success came to brighten 
his austere face. At the end of an hour he was no further than when he 
started. 

"The cunning dog has covered his tracks," said he. "He has left 
nothing to incriminate him. His dangerous correspondence has been 
destroyed or removed. This is our last chance." 

It was a small tin cash-box which stood upon the writing-desk. 
Holmes pried it open with his chisel. Several rolls of paper were within, 
covered with figures and calculations, without any note to show to what 
they referred. The recurring words "water pressure" and "pressure to the 
square inch" suggested some possible relation to a submarine. Holmes 
tossed them all impatiently aside. There only remained an envelope with 
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some small newspaper slips inside it. He shook them out on the table, 
and at once I saw by his eager face that his hopes had been raised. 

"What's this, Watson? Eh? What's this? Record of a series of 
messages in the advertisements of a paper. Daily Telegraph agony 
column by the print and paper. Right-hand top corner of a page. No 
dates -- but messages arrange themselves. This must be the first: 

"Hoped to hear sooner. Terms agreed to. Write fully to 
address given on card. 
PIERROT. 

"Next comes: 
"Too complex for description. Must have full report. 

Stuff awaits you when goods delivered. 
PIERROT. 

"Then comes: 
"Matter presses. Must withdraw offer unless contract 

completed. Make appointment by letter. Will confirm by 
advertisement. 
PIERROT. 

"Finally: 
"Monday night after nine. Two taps. Only ourselves. Do 

not be so suspicious. Payment in hard cash when goods 
delivered. 
PIERROT. 

"A fairly complete record, Watson! If we could only get at the man 
at the other end!" He sat lost in thought, tapping his fingers on the table. 
Finally he sprang to his feet. 

"Well, perhaps it won't be so difficult, after all. There is nothing 
more to be done here, Watson. I think we might drive round to the 
offices of the Daily Telegraph, and so bring a good day's work to a 
conclusion." 

Mycroft Holmes and Lestrade had come round by appointment 
after breakfast next day and Sherlock Holmes had recounted to them our 
proceedings of the day before. The professional shook his head over our 
confessed burglary. 

"We can't do these things in the force, Mr. Holmes," said he. "No 
wonder you get results that are beyond us. But some of these days you'll 
go too far, and you'll find yourself and your friend in trouble." 

"For England, home and beauty -- eh, Watson? Martyrs on the altar 
of our country. But what do you think of it, Mycroft?" 

"Excellent, Sherlock! Admirable! But what use will you make of it?" 
Holmes picked up the Daily Telegraph which lay upon the table. 
"Have you seen Pierrot's advertisement to-day?" 
"What? Another one?" 
"Yes, here it is: 



546 
 

"To-night. Same hour. Same place. Two taps. Most 
vitally important. Your own safety at stake. 
PIERROT. 

"By George!" cried Lestrade. "If he answers that we've got him!" 
"That was my idea when I put it in. I think if you could both make it 

convenient to come with us about eight o'clock to Caulfield Gardens we 
might possibly get a little nearer to a solution." 

One of the most remarkable characteristics of Sherlock Holmes was 
his power of throwing his brain out of action and switching all his 
thoughts on to lighter things whenever he had convinced himself that he 
could no longer work to advantage. I remember that during the whole of 
that memorable day he lost himself in a monograph which he had 
undertaken upon the Polyphonic Motets of Lassus. For my own part I 
had none of this power of detachment, and the day, in consequence, 
appeared to be interminable. The great national importance of the issue, 
the suspense in high quarters, the direct nature of the experiment which 
we were trying -- all combined to work upon my nerve. It was a relief to 
me when at last, after a light dinner, we set out upon our expedition. 
Lestrade and Mycroft met us by appointment at the outside of 
Gloucester Road Station. The area door of Oberstein's house had been 
left open the night before, and it was necessary for me, as Mycroft 
Holmes absolutely and indignantly declined to climb the railings, to pass 
in and open the hall door. By nine o'clock we were all seated in the 
study, waiting patiently for our man. 

An hour passed and yet another. When eleven struck, the measured 
beat of the great church clock seemed to sound the dirge of our hopes. 
Lestrade and Mycroft were fidgeting in their seats and looking twice a 
minute at their watches. Holmes sat silent and composed, his eyelids 
half shut, but every sense on the alert. He raised his head with a sudden 
jerk. 

"He is coming," said he. 
There had been a furtive step past the door. Now it returned. We 

heard a shuffling sound outside, and then two sharp taps with the 
knocker. Holmes rose, motioning to us to remain seated. The gas in the 
hall was a mere point of light. He opened the outer door, and then as a 
dark figure slipped past him he closed and fastened it. "This way!" we 
heard him say, and a moment later our man stood before us. Holmes had 
followed him closely, and as the man turned with a cry of surprise and 
alarm he caught him by the collar and threw him back into the room. 
Before our prisoner had recovered his balance the door was shut and 
Holmes standing with his back against it. The man glared round him, 
staggered, and fell senseless upon the floor. With the shock, his broad-
brimmed hat flew from his head, his cravat slipped down from his lips, 
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and there were the long light beard and the soft, handsome delicate 
features of Colonel Valentine Walter. 

Holmes gave a whistle of surprise. 
"You can write me down an ass this time, Watson," said he. "This 

was not the bird that I was looking for." 
"Who is he?" asked Mycroft eagerly. 
"The younger brother of the late Sir James Walter, the head of the 

Submarine Department. Yes, yes; I see the fall of the cards. He is coming 
to. I think that you had best leave his examination to me." 

We had carried the prostrate body to the sofa. Now our prisoner sat 
up, looked round him with a horror-stricken face, and passed his hand 
over his forehead, like one who cannot believe his own senses. 

"What is this?" he asked. "I came here to visit Mr. Oberstein." 
"Everything is known, Colonel Walter," said Holmes. "How an 

English gentleman could behave in such a manner is beyond my 
comprehension. But your whole correspondence and relations with 
Oberstein are within our knowledge. So also are the circumstances 
connected with the death of young Cadogan West. Let me advise you to 
gain at least the small credit for repentance and confession, since there 
are still some details which we can only learn from your lips." 

The man groaned and sank his face in his hands. We waited, but he 
was silent. 

"I can assure you," said Holmes, "that every essential is already 
known. We know that you were pressed for money; that you took an 
impress of the keys which your brother held; and that you entered into a 
correspondence with Oberstein, who answered your letters through the 
advertisement columns of the Daily Telegraph. We are aware that you 
went down to the office in the fog on Monday night, but that you were 
seen and followed by young Cadogan West, who had probably some 
previous reason to suspect you. He saw your theft, but could not give the 
alarm, as it was just possible that you were taking the papers to your 
brother in London. Leaving all his private concerns, like the good citizen 
that he was, he followed you closely in the fog and kept at your heels 
until you reached this very house. There he intervened, and then it was, 
Colonel Walter, that to treason you added the more terrible crime of 
murder." 

"I did not! I did not! Before God I swear that I did not!" cried our 
wretched prisoner. 

"Tell us, then, how Cadogan West met his end before you laid him 
upon the roof of a railway carriage." 

"I will. I swear to you that I will. I did the rest. I confess it. It was 
just as you say. A Stock Exchange debt had to be paid. I needed the 
money badly. Oberstein offered me five thousand. It was to save myself 
from ruin. But as to murder, I am as innocent as you." 
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"What happened, then?" 
"He had his suspicions before, and he followed me as you describe. I 

never knew it until I was at the very door. It was thick fog, and one could 
not see three yards. I had given two taps and Oberstein had come to the 
door. The young man rushed up and demanded to know what we were 
about to do with the papers. Oberstein had a short life-preserver. He 
always carried it with him. As West forced his way after us into the 
house Oberstein struck him on the head. The blow was a fatal one. He 
was dead within five minutes. There he lay in the hall, and we were at 
our wit's end what to do. Then Oberstein had this idea about the trains 
which halted under his back window. But first he examined the papers 
which I had brought. He said that three of them were essential, and that 
he must keep them. 'You cannot keep them,' said I. 'There will be a 
dreadful row at Woolwich if they are not returned.' 'I must keep them,' 
said he, 'for they are so technical that it is impossible in the time to make 
copies.' 'Then they must all go back together tonight,' said I. He thought 
for a little, and then he cried out that he had it. 'Three I will keep,' said 
he. 'The others we will stuff into the pocket of this young man. When he 
is found the whole business will assuredly be put to his account. I could 
see no other way out of it, so we did as he suggested. We waited half an 
hour at the window before a train stopped. It was so thick that nothing 
could be seen, and we had no difficulty in lowering West's body on to 
the train. That was the end of the matter so far as I was concerned." 

"And your brother?" 
"He said nothing, but he had caught me once with his keys, and I 

think that he suspected. I read in his eyes that he suspected. As you 
know, he never held up his head again." 

There was silence in the room. It was broken by Mycroft Holmes. 
"Can you not make reparation? It would ease your conscience, and 

possibly your punishment." 
"What reparation can I make?" 
"Where is Oberstein with the papers?" 
"I do not know." 
"Did he give you no address?" 
"He said that letters to the Hôtel du Louvre, Paris, would eventually 

reach him." 
"Then reparation is still within your power," said Sherlock Holmes. 
"I will do anything I can. I owe this fellow no particular good-will. 

He has been my ruin and my downfall." 
"Here are paper and pen. Sit at this desk and write to my dictation. 

Direct the envelope to the address given. That is right. Now the letter: 
"DEAR SIR: 

"With regard to our transaction, you will no doubt have 
observed by now that one essential detail is missing. I have 
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a tracing which will make it complete. This has involved 
me in extra trouble, however, and I must ask you for a 
further advance of five hundred pounds. I will not trust it to 
the post, nor will I take anything but gold or notes. I would 
come to you abroad, but it would excite remark if I left the 
country at present. Therefore I shall expect to meet you in 
the smoking-room of the Charing Cross Hotel at noon on 
Saturday. Remember that only English notes, or gold, will 
be taken. 

That will do very well. I shall be very much surprised if it does not 
fetch our man." 

And it did! It is a matter of history -- that secret history of a nation 
which is often so much more intimate and interesting than its public 
chronicles -- that Oberstein, eager to complete the coup of his lifetime, 
came to the lure and was safely engulfed for fifteen years in a British 
prison. In his trunk were found the invaluable Bruce-Partington plans, 
which he had put up for auction in all the naval centres of Europe. 

Colonel Walter died in prison towards the end of the second year of 
his sentence. As to Holmes, he returned refreshed to his monograph 
upon the Polyphonic Motets of Lassus, which has since been printed for 
private circulation, and is said by experts to be the last word upon the 
subject. Some weeks afterwards I learned incidentally that my friend 
spent a day at Windsor, whence he returned with a remarkably fine 
emerald tie-pin. When I asked him if he had bought it, he answered that 
it was a present from a certain gracious lady in whose interests he had 
once been fortunate enough to carry out a small commission. He said no 
more, but I fancy that I could guess at that lady's august name, and I 
have little doubt that the emerald pin will forever recall to my friend's 
memory the adventure of the Bruce-Partington plans. 
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“THE Bruce-Partington Plans” would prove grimly prophetic, as – in the 
decade the followed – its tender treatment of a young man cut down in 
his prime by a German agent hell-bent on robbing Britain of its naval 
supremacy would be undeniably apropos. Written in 1908, just as 
Europe’s web of alliances were beginning to sense the strain of an 
impending crisis, the story continues the themes of “The Second Stain” 
(which also features Oberstein, who is named as a suspect in the theft of 
Trelawney’s papers), wherein the prime minister famously shudders that: 
“the whole of Europe is an armed camp. There is a double league which 
makes a fair balance of military power. Great Britain holds the scales. If 
Britain were driven into war with one confederacy, it would assure the 
supremacy of the other…” The confederacies in question (Russia, France, 
and eventually England in the Triple Entente and Germany, Austro-
Hungary, and Italy in the Triple Alliance) would indeed eventually 
metastasize into a global war which would feature astonishingly brutal 
new technologies the likes of the Bruce-Partington submarine. Due in 
part to Britain’s naval superiority, it would be German U-boats that 
plagued British shipping rather than the other way around: German 
ships had no chance of making it past the Royal Navy, but their 
submarines could. In spite of Britain having the largest submarine corps 
in the world, it would be the Germans whose submariners became the 
terror of the seas. Although Doyle could hardly have predicted it, this 
information makes West’s death all the more tragic: British submarines 
would have virtually no influence in the coming catastrophe, making his 
patriotic sacrifice noble but unimportant. Ten years later his son, 
Captain Arthur “Kingsley” Doyle, would die from Spanish flu 
complicated by wounds received during the battle of the Somme, at the 
age of 25 – another bright light unceremoniously snuffed out by war and 
waste. “The Bruce-Partington Plans” enlists Holmes as an agent of the 
English ethos of justice: deputized by the increasingly fascinating 
Mycroft (whom we learn very often “IS” himself the British government), 
he sets out to make the slayers of this honest patriot pay for their 
disregard for life. Tracing the villains back to a perfidious Englishman – 
whose betrayal likely drove his noble-hearted brother to suicide – 
proving that greed and evil have no nationality. In the wake of his 
shattered career and marriage – both of which seemed so promising – 
West’s only legacy is that of a man who did his duty and left the world a 
little sadder for his loss. Within a decade this would become one of 
Holmes most poignant and personal episodes for a nation mourning the 
loss of a thriving generation (900,000 dead and 1.6 million wounded) of 
young men like Kingsley.  
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