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THE SIGN OF THE FOUR.

CHAPTER J.
THE SCIENCE OF DEDUCTION.

SH E R L O C K  H O L M E S took his bottle from the corner o f  the 
mantel-piece 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 shirt-cuff. 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

C ‘; home, pressed down the tiny piston, and sank back into the velvet- 
arm-chair with a long sigh o f  satisfaction.

Three times a dav for many months I  had witnessed this perform
ance, but custom had not reconciled my mind to it. On the contrary, 
from day to day I  had become more irritable at the sight, and my con
science swelled nightly within me at the thought that I  had lacked the 
courage to protest. Again and again I  had registered a vow that I  
should deliver my soul upon the subject, but there was that in the cool, 
nonchalant air o f  my companion which made him the last man with 
whom one would care to take anything approaching to a liberty. His 
great powers, his masterly manner, and the experience which I  had had 
o f  his many extraordinary qualities, all made me diffident and backward 
in crossing him.

Y et upon that afternoon, whether it was the Beaune which I  had 
taken with my lunch, or the additional exasperation produced by the 
extreme deliberation o f  his manner, I  suddenly felt that I  could hold 
out no longer.

“  Which is it to-day ?”  I  asked,—“  morphine or cocaine?”
He raised his eyes languidly from the old black-letter volume which 

he had opened. “  It is cocaine,”  he said,— “  a seven-per-cent, solution. 
Would you care to try it ?”

“  Ko, indeed,”  I  answered, brusquely. “  M y constitution has not
147



148 THE SION OF THE FOUR.

got over the Afghan campaign yet. I  cannot afford to throw any extra 
Btrain upon it.”

He smiled at my vehemence. “  Perhaps you are right, Watson,”  
he said. “  I  suppose that its influence is physically a baa one. I  find 
it, however, so transcendently stimulating and clarifying to the mind 
that its secondary action is a matter o f  small moment.”

“  But consider!”  I  said, earnestly. “  Count the cost! Your brain 
may, as you say, be roused and excited, but it is a pathological and 
morbid process, which involves increased tissue-change and may at last 
leave a permanent weakness. Y ou know, too, what a black reaction 
comes upon you. Surely the game is hardly worth the candle. W hy 
should you, for a mere passing pleasure, risk the loss o f  those great 
powers with which you have been endowed ? Remember that I  speak 
not only as one comrade to another, but as a medical man to one for 
whose constitution he is to some extent answerable.”

H e did not seem offended. On the contrary, he put his finger-tips 
together and leaned his elbows on the arms o f  his chair, like one who 
has a relish for conversation.

“  M y mind,”  he said, “  rebels at stagnation. Give me problems, 
give me work, give me the most abstruse cryptogram or the most intri
cate analysis, and I  am in my own proper atmosphere. T can dispense 
then with artificial stimulants. But I  abhor the dull routine o f  exist
ence. I  crave for mental exaltation. That is why I  have chosen my 
own particular profession,— or rather created it, for I  am the only one 
in the world.”

“  The only unofficial detective ?”  I  said, raising my eyebrows.
“  The only unofficial consulting detective,”  he answered. “  I  am 

the last and highest court o f  appeal in detection. When Greeson or 
Lestrade or Athelney Jones are out o f  their depths— which, Dy the 
way, is their normal state— the matter is laid before me. I  examine 
the data, as an expert, and pronounce a specialist’s opinion. I  claim no 
credit in such cases. M y name figures in no newspaper. The work 
itself, the pleasure o f  finding a field for my peculiar powers, is my 
highest reward. But you have yourself had some experience o f  my 
methods o f  work in the Jefferson Hope case.”

“  Yes, indeed,”  said I , cordially. “  I  was never so struck by any
thing in my life. I  even embodied it in a small brochure with the 
somewhat fantastic title o f * A  Study in Scarlet.’ ”

He shook his head sadly. “  I  glanced over it,”  said he. “  Hon
estly, I  cannot congratulate you upon it. Detection is, or ought to be, 
an exact science, and should be treated in the same cold and unemotional 
manner. You have attempted to tinge it with romanticism, which pro
duces much the same effect as if  you worked a love-story or an elope
ment into the fifth proposition o f  Euclid.”

“  But the romance was there,”  I  remonstrated. “  I  could not tamper 
with the facts.”

“  Some facts should be suppressed, or at least a just sense o f  pro
portion should be observed in treating them. The only point in the 
case which deserved mention was the curious analytical reasoning from 
effects to causes by which I  succeeded in unravelling it.”
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I  was annoyed at this criticism o f  a work which had been specially 
designed to please him. I  confess, too, that I  was irritated by the ego
tism which seemed to demand that every line o f  my pamphlet should be 
devoted to his own special doings. More than once during the years 
that I  had lived with him in Baker Street I  had observed that a small 
vanity underlay my companion’s quiet and didactic manner. I  made 
no remark, however, but sat nursing my wounded leg. I  had hail a 
Jezail bullet through it some time before, and, though it did not prevent 
me from walking, it ached wearily at every change o f  the weather.

“  My practice has extended recently to the Continent,”  said Holmes, 
after a while, filling up his old brier-root pipe. “  I  was consulted last 
week by Francois Le V i Hard, who, as you probably know, has come 
rather to the front lately in the French detective service. H e has all 
the Celtic power o f  quick intuition, but he is deficient in the wide range 
o f  exact knowledge which is essential to the higher developments o f 
his art. The case was concerned with a will, and possessed some features 
o f  interest. I  was able to refer him to two parallel cases, the one at 
Riga in 1857, and the other at St. Louis in 1871, which have suggested 
to him the true solution. Here is the letter which I  had this morning 
acknowledging my assistance.”  H e tossed over, as he spoke, a crumpled 
sheet o f  foreign note-paper. I  glanced my eyes down it, catching a 
profusion o f  notes o f  admiration, with stray “  magnifiques,”  ooup-de- 
maitres,”  and “  tours-de-force,”  all testifying to the ardent admiration 
o f  the Frenchman.

“  H e speaks as a pupil to his master,”  said I.
“  Oh, he rates my assistance too highly,”  said Sherlock Holmes, 

lightly. “  H e has considerable gifts himself. H e possesses two out o f  
the three qualities necessary for the ideal detective. He has the power 
o f  observation and that o f  deduction. H e is only wanting in knowl
edge ; and that may come in time. He is now translating my small 
works into French.”

u Y our works ?”
“  Oh, didn’t you know ?”  he cried, laughing. “  Yes, I  have been

guilty o f  several monographs. They are all upon technical subjects.
ere, for example, is one * Upon the Distinction between the Ashes o f  

the Various Tobaccoes.’  In it I  enumerate a hundred and forty forms 
o f  cigar-, cigarette-, and pipe-tobacco, with colored plates illustrating the 
difference in the ash. It  is a point which is continually turning up in 
criminal trials, and which is sometimes o f  supreme importance as a clue. 
I f  you can say definitely, for example, that some murder has been done 
by a man who was smoking an Indian lunkah, it obviously narrows 
your field o f  search. T o the trained eye there is as much difference 
between the black ash o f a Trichinopoly and the white fluff o f  bird’s-eye 
as there is between a cabbage and a potato.”

“  Y ou  have an extraordinary genius for miuuti®,” I  remarked.
“  I  appreciate their importance. Here is my monograph upon the 

tracing o f  footsteps, with some remarks upon the uses o f  plaster o f  Paris 
as a preserver o f  impresses. Here, too, is a curious little work upon 
the influence o f  a trade upon the form o f  the hand, with lithotypes 
o f  the hands o f  slaters, sailors, cork-cutters, compositors, weavers, and
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diamond-polishers. That is a matter o f  great practical interest to the 
scientific detective,— especially in cases o f  unclaimed bodies, or in 
discovering the antecedents o f  criminals. But I  weary you with my 
hobby.”

“  Not at all,”  I  answered, earnestly. “  It is o f  the greatest interest 
to me, especially since I  have had the opportunity o f observing your

Sractical application o f  it. But you spoke just now o f  observation and 
eduction. Surely the one to some extent implies the other.”

“  W hy, hardly,”  he answered, leauing back luxuriously in his arm
chair, and sending up thick blue wreaths from his pipe. “  For example, 
observation shows me that you have been to the Wigmore Street Post- 
Office this morning, but deduction lets me know that when there you 
despatched a telegram.”

“  B ig h t!”  said I. “  Bight on both points 1 But I  confess that I  
don’t see how you arrived at it. It was a sudden impulse upon my part, 
and I  have mentioned it to no one.”

“  It is simplicity itself,”  he remarked, chuckling at my surprise,—  
“  so absurdly simple that an explanation is superfluous ; and yet it may 
serve to define the limits o f  observation and or deduction. Observation 
tells me that you have a little reddish mould adhering to your instep. 
Just opposite the Seymour Street Office they have taken up the pave
ment and thrown up some earth which lies in such a way that it is 
difficult to avoid treading in it in entering. The earth is o f  this peculiar 
reddish tint which is found, as far as I  know, nowhere else in the neigh
borhood. So much is observation. The rest is deduction.”

“  How, then, did you deduce the telegram ?”
“  W hy, o f  course I  knew that you had not written a letter, since I  

sat opposite to you all morning. I see also in your open desk there 
that you have a sheet o f  stamps and a thick bundle o f  post-cards. 
What could you go into the post-office for, then, but to send a wire? 
Eliminate all other factors, and the one which remains must be the 
truth.”

u In  this case it certainly is so,”  I  replied, after a little thought. 
“  The thing, however, is, as you say, o f  the simplest. Would you think 
me impertinent i f  I  were to put your theories to a more severe test ?”

“  On the contrary,”  he answered, “  it would preveut me from taking 
a second dose o f  cocaine. I  should be delighted to look into any prob
lem which you might submit to me.”

“  I  have heard you say that it is difficult for a man to have any 
object in daily use without leaving the impress o f  his individuality upon 
it in such a way that a trained observer might read it. Now, I  have 
here a watch which has recently come into my possession. Would you 
have the kindness to let me have an opinion upon the character or 
habits o f the late owner ?”

I  handed him over the watch with some slight feeling o f  amusement 
in my heart, for the test was, as I  thought, an impossible one, and I  
intended it as a lesson against the somewhat dogmatic tone which he 
occasionally assumed. H e balanced the watch in his hand, gazed hard 
at the dial, opened the back, and examined the works, first with his 
naked eyes and then with a powerful convex lens. I  could hardly keep
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from smiling at his crestfallen face when he finally snapped the case to 
and handed it back.

“  There are hardly any data,”  he remarked. “  The watch has been 
recently cleaned, which robs me o f  my most suggestive facts.”

“  Y ou  are right,”  I  answered. “  I t  was cleaned before being sent 
to me.”  In  my heart I  accused my companion o f  putting forward a 
most lame and impotent excuse to cover his failure. What data could 
he expect from an uncleaned watch ?

“  Though unsatisfactory, my research has not been entirely barren,”  
he observed, staring np at the ceiling with dreamy, lack-lustre eyes. 
“  Subject to your correction, I  should judge that the watch belonged to 
your elder brother, who inherited it from your father.”

“  That you gather, no doubt, from the H . W . upon the back ?”
“  Quite so. The W. suggests your own name. The date o f  the 

watch is nearly fifty years back, and the initials are as old as the watch: 
so it was made for the last generation. Jewelry usually descends to the 
eldest son, and he is most likely to have the same name as the father. 
Your father has, i f  I  remember right, been dead many years. I t  has, 
therefore, been in the hands o f  your eldest brother.”

“  Right, so far,”  said I. “  Anything else ?”
“  H e was a man o f  untidy habits,— very untidy and careless. He 

was left with good prospects, but he threw away his chances, lived for 
some time in poverty with occasional short intervals o f  prosperity, and 
finally, taking to drink, he died. That is all I  can gather.”

I  sprang from my chair and limped impatiently about the room with 
considerable bitterness in my heart

“  This is unworthy o f  you, Holmes,”  I  said. “  I  could not have 
believed that you would have descended to this. You have made in
quiries into the history o f  my unhappy brother, and you now pretend 
to deduce this knowledge in some fanciful way. You cannot expect me 
to believe that you have read all this from his old watch! It is unkind, 
and, to speak plainly, has a touch o f  charlatanism in i t ”

“  M y dear doctor,”  said he, kindly, “  pray accept my apologies. 
Viewing the matter as an abstract problem, I  had forgotten now per
sonal and painful a thing it might be to you. I  assure you, however, 
that I  never even knew that you had a brother until you handed me 
the watch.”

“  Then how in the name o f  all that is wonderful did you get these 
facts? They are absolutely correct in every particular.”

“  Ah, that is good luck. I  could only say what was the balance o f 
probability. I  did not at all expect to be so accurate.”

“  But it was not mere guess-work ?”
“  No, no : I  never guess. It  is a shocking habit,— destructive to 

the logical faculty. What seems strange to you is only so because 
you do not follow my train o f  thought or observe the small facts upon 
which large inferences may depend. For example, I began by stating 
that your brother was careless. When you observe the lower part o f  
that watch-case you notice that it is not only dinted in two places, but 
it is cut and marked all over from the habit o f  keeping other hard 
objects, such as coins or keys, in the same pocket. Surely it is no great
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152 THE SIGN OF THE FOUR.

feat to assume that a man who treats a fifty-guinea watch so cavalierly 
must be a careless man. Neither is it a very far-fetched inference that 
a man who inherits one article o f  such value is pretty well provided for 
in other respects.”

I  nodded, to show that I  followed his reasoning.
“  It  is very customary for pawnbrokers in England, when they take 

a watch, to scratch the number o f the ticket with a pin-point upon the 
inside o f  the case. It  is more handy than a label, as there is no risk o f 
the number being lost or transposed. There are no less than four such 
numbers visible to ray lens on the inside o f  this case. Inference,— that 
your brother was often at low water. Secondary inference,— that he 
had occasional bursts o f  prosperity, or he could not have redeemed the 
pledge. Finally, I  ask you to look at the inner plate, which contains 
the key-hole. Look at the thousands o f scratches all round the hole,—  
marks where the key has slipped. What sober man’s key could have 
scored those grooves ? But you will never see a drunkard’s watch 
without them. H e winds it at night, and he leaves these traces o f  his 
unsteady hand. Where is the mystery in all this?”

“  It is as clear as daylight,”  I  answered. “  I  regret the injustice 
which I  did you. I  should have had more faith in your marvellous 
faculty. May I  ask whether you have any professional inquiry on foot 
at present ?”

“ None. Hence the cocaine. I  cannot live without brain-work. 
What else is there to live for ? Stand at the window here. Was ever 
such a dreary, dismal, unprofitable world ? See how the yellow fog 
swirls down the street and drifts across the dun-colored houses. What 
could be more hopelessly prosaic and material ? What is the use o f 
having powers, doctor, when one has no field upon which to exert 
them? Crime is commonplace, existence is commonplace, and no 
qualities save those which are commonplace have any function upon 
earth.”

I  had opened my mouth to reply to this tirade, when with a crisp 
knock our landlady entered, bearing a card upon the brass salver.

“  A  young lady for you, sir,”  she said, addressing my companion.
“  Miss Mary Morstan,”  he read. “  Hum ! I  have no recollection o f 

the name. Ask the young lady to step up, Mrs. Hudson. Don’t go, 
doctor. I  should prefer that you remain.”

CHAPTER II.
THE STATEMENT OF THE CASE.

M iss Mobstan entered the room with a firm step and an outward 
composure o f  manner. She was a blonde young lady, small, dainty, 
well gloved, and dressed in the most perfect taste. There was, how
ever, a plainness and simplicity about her costume which bore with it 
a suggestion o f  limited means. The dress was a sombre grayish beige, 
untrimmed and unbraided, and she wore a small turban o f  the same 
dull hue, relieved only by a suspicion o f  white feather in the side. Her 
face had neither regularity o f  feature nor beauty o f  complexion, but
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her expression was sweet and amiable, and her large blue eyes were sin
gularly spiritual and sympathetic. In an experience o f  women which 
extends over many nations and three separate continents, I  have never 
looked upon a face which gave a clearer promise o f  a refined and sen
sitive nature. I  could not but observe that as she took the seat which 
Sherlock Holmes placed for her, her lip trembled, her hand quivered, 
and she showed every sign o f  intense inward agitation.

“  I  have come to you, Mr. H olm es/’ she said, “  because you once 
enabled my employer, Mrs. Cecil Forrester, to unravel a little domestic 
complication. She was much impressed by your kindness and skill.”

“  Mrs. Cecil Forrester,”  he repeated, thoughtfully. “  I  believe that 
I  was o f  some slight service to her. The case, however, as I  remember 
it, was a very simple one.”

“ She did not think so. But at least you cannot say the same o f  
mine. I  can hardly imagine anything more strange, more utterly inex
plicable, than the situation in which I find myself.”

Holmes rubbed his hands, and his eyes glistened. He leaned for
ward in his chair with an expression o f  extraordinary concentration 
upon his clear-cut, hawk-like features. “  State your case,”  said he, in 
brisk, business tones.

I  felt that my position was an embarrassing one. “  You will, I  am 
sure, excuse me,”  I  said, rising from my chair.

T o my surprise, the young lady held up her gloved hand to detain 
me. “  I f  your friend,”  she said, “  would be good enough to stop, he 
might be o f  inestimable service to me.”

I  relapsed into my chair.
“  Briefly,”  she continued, “  the facts are these. M y father was an 

officer in an Indian regiment who sent me home when I  was quite a 
child. M y mother was dead, and I  had no relative in England. I  was 
placed, however, in a comfortable boarding establishment at Edinburgh, 
and there I  remained until I  was seventeen years o f  age. In the year 
1878 my father, who was senior captain o f  his regiment, obtained twelve 
months’ leave and came home. H e telegraphed to me from London 
that he had arrived all safe, and directed me to come down at once, 
giving the Langham Hotel as his address. His message, as I  remember, 
was full o f  kindness and love. On reaching London I  drove to the 
Langham, and was informed that Captain Morstan was staying there, 
but that he had gone out the night before and had not returned. I  
waited all day without news o f  him. That night, on the advice o f  the 
manager o f  the hotel, I  communicated with the police, and next morning 
we advertised in all the papers. Our inquiries led to no result; ana 
from that day to this no word has ever been heard o f  my unfortunate 
father. H e came home with his heart full o f  hope, to find some peace,
some comfort, and instead------- ”  She put her hand to her throat, and
a choking sob cut short the sentence.

“  The date ?”  asked Holmes, opening his note-book.
“  H e disappeared upon the 3d o f  December, 1878,— nearly ten years 

ago.”
“  H is luggage ?”
“  Remained at the hotel. There was nothing in it to suggest a due,
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— some clothes, some books, and a considerable number o f  curiosities 
from the Andaman Islands. He had been one o f  the officers in charge 
o f  the convict-guard there.”

“  Had he any friends in town ?”
“  Only one that we know of,— Major Sholto, o f  his own regiment, 

the 34th Bombay Infantry. The major had retired some little time 
before, and lived at Upper Norwood. W e communicated with him, o f 
course, but he did not even know that his brother officer was in England.”

“  A  singular case,”  remarked Holmes.
“  I  have not yet described to you the most singular part. About six 

years ago— to be exact, upon the 4th o f  May, 1882— an advertisement 
appeared in the Times asking for the address o f  Miss Mary Morstan 
and stating that it would be to her advantage to come forward. There 
was no name or address appended. I  had at that time just entered the 
family o f  Mrs. Cecil Forrester in the capacity o f  governess. By her 
advice I  published my address in the advertisement column. The same 
day there arrived through the post a small card-board box addressed to 
me, which I  found to contain a very large and lustrous pearl. No word 
o f  writing was enclosed. Since then every year upon the same date 
there has always appeared a similar box, containing a similar pearl, 
without any clue as to the sender. They have been pronounced by an 
expert to lie o f  a rare variety and o f  considerable value. You can see 
for yourselves that they are very handsome.”  She opened a flat box as 
she spoke, and showed me six o f  the finest pearls that I had ever seen.

“  Your statement is most interesting,”  said Sherlock Holmes. “  Has 
anything else occurred to you ?”

“  Yes, and no later than to-day. That is why I  have come to you. 
This morning I  received this letter, which you will perhaps read for 
yourself.”

“ Thank you,”  said Holmes. “ The envelope too, please. Post
mark, London, S. W . Date, July 7. Hum ! Man’s thumb-mark on 
corner,— probably postman. Best quality paper. Envelopes at sixpence 
a packet. Particular man in his stationery. No address. ‘ Be at the 
third pillar from the left outside the Lyceum Theatre to-night at seven 
o’clock. I f  you are distrustful, bring two friends. You are a wronged 
woman, and shall have justice. D o not bring police. I f  you do, all 
will be in vain. Your unknown friend.’ W ell, really, this is a very 
pretty little mystery. W hat do you intend to do, Miss Morstan?”

“  That is exactly what I  want to ask you.”
“  Then we shall most certainly go. You and I  and— yes, why, Dr. 

Watson is the very man. Your correspondent says two friends. He 
and I  have worked together before.”

“  But would he come ?”  she asked, with something appealing in her 
voice and expression.

“  I  should be proud and happy,”  said I , fervently, “  i f  I  can be o f  
any service.”

“ You are both very kind,”  she answered. “ I  have led a retired 
life, and have no friends whom I  could appeal to. I f  I  am here at six 
it will do, I  suppose ?”

“  Y ou must not be later,”  said Holmes. “  There is one other point,
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however. Is this handwriting the same as that upon the pearl-box 
addresses ?”

“  I  have them here/’ she answered, producing half a dozen pieces o f  
paper.

“  Y ou are certainly a model client. Y ou have the correct intuition. 
Let us see, now.”  H e spread out the papers upon the table, and gave 
little darting glances from one to the other. “  They are disguised hands, 
except the letter,”  he said, presently, “  but there can be no question as to 
the authorship. See how the irrepressible Greek e will break out, and 
see the twirl o f  the final «. They are undoubtedly by the same person. 
I  should not like to suggest false hopes, Miss Morstan, but is there any 
resemblance between this hand and that o f  your father ?”

“  Nothing could be more unlike.”
“  I  expected to hear you say so. W e shall look out for you, then, 

at six. Fray allow me to keep the papers. I  may look into the matter 
before then. I t  is only half-past three. Au revoir, then.”

“  Au revoir,”  said our visitor, and, with a bright, kindly glance from 
one to the other o f  us, she replaced her pearl-box in her bosom and hur
ried away. Standing at the window, I  watched her walking briskly 
down the street, until the gray turban and white feather were but a 
speck in the sombre crowd.

“  What a very attractive woman !”  I  exclaimed, turning to my com
panion.

He had lit his pipe again, and was leaning back with drooping eye
lids. “  Is she?”  he said, languidly. “  I  did not observe.”

“ Y ou really are an automaton,— a calculating-machine!”  I  cried. 
“  There is something positively inhuman in you at times.”

He smiled gently. “  It is o f the first importance,”  he said, “  not to 
allow your judgment to be biassed by personal qualities. A  client is to 
me a mere unit,— a factor in a problem. The emotional qualities are 
antagonistic to clear reasoning. I  assure you that the most winning 
Woman I  ever knew was hanged for poisoning three little children for 
their insurance-money, and the most repellent man o f  my acquaintance 
is a philanthropist who has spent nearly a quarter o f  a million upon the 
London poor.”

“  In this case, however------- ”
“  I  never make exceptions. An exception disproves the rule. Have 

you ever had occasion to study character in handwriting? What do 
you make o f  this fellow’s scribble?”

“  It  is legible and regular,”  I  answered. “  A  man o f  business habits 
and some force o f  character.”

Holmes shook his head. “  Look at his long letters,”  he said. “  They 
hardly rise above the common herd. That d might be an a, and that 
l an e. Men o f  character always differentiate their long letters, how
ever illegibly they may write. There is vacillation in his Fa and self
esteem in his capitals. I  am going out now. I  have some few references 
to make. Let me recommend this book,— one o f  the most remarkable 
ever penned. It is Winwood Reade’s ‘  Martyrdom o f Man.’ I  shall 
be back in an hour.”

I  sat in the window with the volume in my hand, but my thoughts
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were far from the daring speculations o f  the writer. M y mind ran upon 
our late visitor,— her smiles, the deep rich tones o f  her voice, the 
strange mystery which overhung her life. I f  she were seventeen at the 
time o f  her father’s disappearance she must be seven-and-twenty now, 
— a sweet age, when youth has lost its self-consciousness and become a 
little sobered by experience. So I sat and mused, until such dangerous 
thoughts came into my head that I  hurried away to my desk and plunged 
furiously into the latest treatise upon pathology. What was I, an army 
surgeon with a weak leg and a weaker bankiug-account, that I  should 
dare to think o f  such things? She was a unit, a factor,— nothing more. 
I f  my future were black, it was better surely to face it like a man than 
to attempt to brighten it by mere will-o’-the-wisps o f  the imagination.

CHAPTER III.
IN QUEST OF A SOLUTION.

I t  was half-past five before Holmes returned. He was bright, 
eager, and in excellent spirits,— a mood which in his case alternated 
with fits o f  the blackest depression.

“  There is no great mystery in this matter,”  he said, taking the cup 
o f  tea which I  had poured out for him. “  The facts appear to admit 
o f  only one explanation.”

“  W h a t! you have solved it already ?”
“  Well, that would be too much to say. I  have discovered a sug

gestive fact, that is all. It is, however, very suggestive. The details 
are still to be added. I  have just found, on consulting the back files 
o f  the Times, that Major Sholto, o f  Upper Norwood, late o f  the 34th 
Bombay Infantry, died upon the 28th o f  April, 1882.”

“  I  may be very obtuse, Holmes, but I  fail to see what this 
suggests.”

“  No ? You surprise me. Look at it in this way, then. Captain 
Morstan disappears. The only person in London whom he could have 
visited is Major Sholto. Major Sholto denies having heard that he 
was in London. Four years later Sholto dies. Within a week of his 
death Captain Morstan’s daughter receives a valuable present, which 
is repeated from year to year, and now culminates in a letter which 
delbribes her as a wronged woman. What wrong can it refer to except 
this deprivation o f  her father ? And why should the presents begin 
immediately after Sholto’s death, unless it is that Sholto’s heir knows 
something o f  the mystery and desires to make compensation ? Have 
you any alternative theory which will meet the facts ?”

“  But what a strange compensation ! And bow strangely made ! 
Why, too, should he write a letter now, rather than six years ago ? 
Again, the letter speaks o f  giving her justice. What justice can she 
have? It is too much to suppose that her father is still alive. There 
is no other injustice in her case that you know of.”

“  There are difficulties; there are certainly difficulties,”  said Sher
lock Holmes, pensively. “  But our expedition o f  to-night will solve
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them all. Ah, here is a four-wheeler, and Miss Morstan is inside. 
Are 70a all ready ? Then we had better go down, for it is a little past 
the hour.”

I  picked up my hat and my heaviest stick, but I  observed that 
Holmes took his revolver from his drawer and slipped it into his 
pocket. I t  was clear that he thought that our night’s work might be a 
serious one.

Miss Morstan was muffled in a dark cloak, and her sensitive face 
was composed, but pale. She must have been more than woman if  
she did not feel some uneasiness at the strange enterprise upon which 
we were embarking, yet her self-control was perfect, and she readily 
answered the few additional questions which Sherlock Holmes put to 
her.

“  Major Sholto was a very particular friend o f  papa’s,”  she said. 
“  His letters were full o f  allusions to the major. H e and papa were in 
command o f  the troops at the Andaman Islands, so they were thrown a 
great deal together. By the way, a curious paper was found in papa’s 
desk which no one could understand. I  don’ t suppose that it is o f  the 
slightest importance, but I  thought you might care to see it, so I  
brought it with me. It is here.”

Holmes unfolded the paper carefully and smoothed it out upon his 
knee. He then very methodically examined it all over with his double 
lens.

“  I t  is paper o f  native Indian manufacture,”  he remarked. “  It has 
at some time Deen pinned to a board. The diagram upon it appears to 
be a plan o f  part o f  a large building with numerous halls, corridors, 
and passages. A t one point is a small cross done in red ink, and above 
it is ‘ 3.37 from left,’ in faded pencil-writing. In the left-hand corner 
is a curious hieroglyphic like four crosses in a line with their arms 
touching. Beside it is written, in veiy rough and coarse characters, 
* The sign o f  the four,— Jonathan Small, Mahomet Singh, Abdullah 
Khan, Dost Akbar.’ No, I  confess that I  do not see how this bears 
upon the matter. Yet it is evidently a document o f  importance. It 
has been kept carefully in a pocket-book ; for the one side is as clean 
as the other.”

“  It was in his pocket-book that we found it.”
“  Preserve it carefully, then, Miss Morstan, for it may prove to be 

o f  use to us. I  begin to suspect that this matter may tarn out to be 
much deeper and more subtle than I  at first supposed. I  must recon
sider my ideas.”  He leaned back in the cab, and I  could see by his 
drawn brow and his vacant eye that he was thinking intently. Miss 
Morstan and I  chatted in an undertone about our present expedition and 
its possible outcome, but our companion maintained his impenetrable 
reserve until the end o f  our journey.

It  was a September evening, and not yet seven o’clock, but the day 
had been a dreary one, and a dense drizzly fog lay low upon the great 
city. Mud-colored cionds drooped sadly over the muddy streets. 
Down the Strand the lamps were but misty splotches o f  diffused light 
which threw a feeble circular glimmer upon the slimy pavement. The 
yellow glare from the shop-windows streamed out into the steamy,

THE SION OF THE FOUR. Jg7

Digitized by L j O O Q l e



158 THE SIGN OF THE FOUR.

vaporous air, and threw a murky, shifting radiance across the crowded 
thoroughfare. There was, to my mind, something eerie and ghost-like 
in the endless procession o f  faces which flitted across these narrow bars 
o f  light,— sad faces and glad, haggard and merry. Like all human 
kind, they flitted from the gloom into the light, and so back into the 
gloom once more. I  am not subject to impressions, but the dull, heavy 
evening, with the strange business upon which we were engaged, com
bined to make me nervous and depressed. I  could see from Miss 
Morstan’s manner that she was suffering from the same feeling. Holmes 
alone could rise superior to petty influences. H e held his open note
book upon his knee, and from time to time he jotted down figures and 
memoranda in the light o f  his pocket-lautern.

A t the Lyceum Theatre the crowds were already thick; at the side- 
entrances. In front a continuous stream o f hansoms and four-wheelers 
were rattling up, discharging their cargoes o f  shirt-fronted men and 
beshawled, bediamonded women. W e had hardly reached the third 
pillar, which was our rendezvous, before a small, dark, brisk man in 
the dress o f  a coachman accosted us.

“  Are you the parties who come with Miss Morstan ?”  he asked.
“  I  am Miss Morstan, and these two gentlemen are my friends,”  

said she.
H e bent a pair o f  wonderfully penetrating and questioning eyes 

upon us. “  You will excuse me, miss,”  he said, with a certain dogged 
manner, “  but I  was to ask you to give me your word that neither of 
your companions is a police-officer.”

“  I  give you my word on that,”  she answered.
He gave a shrill whistle, on which a street Arab led across a four- 

wheeler and opened the door. The man who had addressed us mounted 
to the box, while we took our places inside. W e had hardly done so 
before the driver whipped up his horse, and we plunged away at a 
furious pace through the foggy streets.

The situation was a curious one. W e were driving to an unknown 
place, on an unknown errand. Y et our invitation was either a com
plete hoax,— which was an inconceivable hypothesis,— or else we had 
good reason to think that important issues might hang upon our 
journey. Miss Morstan’s demeanor was as resolute and collected as 
ever. I  endeavored to cheer and amuse her by reminiscences o f  my 
adventures in Afghanistan; but, to tell the truth, I  was myself so 
excited at our situation and so curious as to our destination that my 
stories were slightly involved. T o this day she declares that I  told her 
one moving anecdote as to how a musket looked into my tent at the 
dead o f  night, and how I  fired a double-barrelled tiger cub at it. 
A t first I  had some idea as to the direction in which we were 
driving; but soon, what with our pace, the fog, and my own limited 
knowledge o f  London, I  lost my bearings, and knew nothing, save that 
we seemed to be going a very long way. Sherlock Holmes was never 
at fault, however, and he muttered the names as the cab rattled through 
squares and in and out by tortuous by-streets.

“  Rochester Row,”  said he. “  Now Vincent Square. Now we 
oome out on the Vauxhall Bridge Road. W e are making for the
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Surrey aide, apparently. Yea, I  thought so. Now we are on the 
bridge. You ran catch glimpses o f  the river/’

W e did indeed get a fleeting view o f  a stretch o f  the Thames with 
the lamps shining upon the broad, silent water; but our cab dashed on, 
and was soon involved in a labyrinth o f  streets upon the other side.

“  Wordsworth Road,”  said my companion. “  Priory Road. Lark 
Hall Lane. Stockwell Place. Robert Street. Cold Harbor Lane. 
Our quest does not appear to take us to very fashionable regions.”

W e had, indeed, reached a questionable and forbidding neighbor
hood. Long lines o f  dull brick houses were only relieved by the 
coarse glare and tawdry brilliancy o f  public houses at the corner. 
Then came rows o f  two-storied villas each with a fronting o f  minia
ture garden, and then again interminable lines o f  new staring brick 
buildings,— the monster tentacles which the giant city was throwing 
out into the country. A t last the cab drew up at the third house in a 
new terrace. None o f  the other houses were inhabited, and that at 
which we stopped was as dark as its neighbors, save for a single 
glimmer in the kitchen window. On our knocking, however, the door 
was instantly thrown open by a Hindoo servant clad in a yellow turban, 
white loose-fitting clothes, and a yellow sash. There was something 
strangely incongruous in this Oriental figure framed in the common
place door-way o f  a third-rate suburban dwelling-house.

“  The Sahib awaits you,”  said he, and even as he spoke there came 
a high piping voice from some inner room. “  Show them in to me, 
khitmutgar,”  it cried. “  Show them straight in to me.”
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CHAPTER IV.
THE STORY OP THE BALD-HEADED MAN.

W e  followed the Indian down a sordid and common passage, ill 
lit and worse furnished, until he came to a door upon the right, which 
he threw open. A  blaze o f  yellow light streamed out upon us, and in 
the centre o f  the glare there stood a small man with a very high head, 
a bristle o f  red hair all round the fringe o f  it, and a bald, shining 
scalp which shot out from among it like a mountain-peak from fir- 
trees. ' H e writhed his hands together as he stood, and his features 
were in a perpetual jerk, now smiling, now scowling, but never for an 
instant in repose. Nature had given him a pendulous lip, and a too 
visible line o f  yellow and irregular teeth, which he strove feebly to 
conceal by constantly passing his hand over the lower part o f  his face. 
In  spite o f  his obtrusive baldness, he gave the impression o f  youth. 
In  point o f  fact he had just turned his thirtieth year.

“  Your servant, Miss Morstan,”  he kept repeating, in a thin, high 
voice. “  Y our servant, gentlemen. Pray step into my little sanctum. 
A  small place, miss, but furnished to my own liking. A n  oasis o f  art 
in the howling desert o f  South London.”

W e were all astonished by the appearance o f  the apartment into 
which he invited us. In that soriy house it looked as out o f  place as 
a diamond o f  the first water in a setting o f  brass. The richest and
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glossiest o f  curtains and tapestries draped the walls, looped back here 
and there to expose some richly-mounted painting or Oriental vase. 
The carpet was o f  amber-and-black, so soft and so thick that the foot 
sank pleasantly into it, as into a bed o f  moss. Two great tiger-skins 
thrown athwart it increased the suggestion o f  Eastern luxury, as did a

a' h hookah which stood upon a mat in the corner. A  lamp in the 
ion o f  a silver dove was hung from an almost invisible golden 

wire in the centre o f  the room. As it burned it filled the air with a 
subtle and aromatic odor.

“ Mr. Thaddeus Sholto,”  said the little man, still jerking and 
smiling. “ That is my name. You are Miss Morstan, o f  course. 
And these gentlemen-------•”

“  This is Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and this Dr. Watson.”
“  A  doctor, eh ?”  cried he, much excited. “  Have you your steth

oscope? Might I  ask you— would you have the kindness? I  have

5rave doubts as to my mitral valve, i f  you would be so very good.
'he aortic I  may rely upon, but I  should value your opinion upon the 

mitral.”
I  listened to his heart, as requested, but was unable to find any

thing amiss, save indeed that he was in an ecstasy o f  fear, for ne 
shivered from head to foot. “  I t  appears to be normal,”  I  said. “  You 
have no cause for uneasiness.”

“  Y ou will excuse my anxiety, Miss Morstan,”  he remarked, airily. 
“  I  am a great sufferer, and I  have long had suspicions as to that 
valve. I  am delighted to hear that they are unwarranted. Had your 
father, Miss Morstan, refrained from throwing a strain upon his heart, 
be might have been alive now.”

I  could have struck the man across the face, 60 hot was I  at this 
callous and off-hand reference to so delicate a matter. Miss Morstan 
sat down, and her face grew white to the lips. “  I  knew in my heart 
that he was dead,”  said she.

“  I  can give you every information,”  said he, “  and, what is more, 
I  can do you justice; and I  will, too, whatever Brother Bartholomew 
may say. I  am so glad to have your friends here, not only as an 
escort to you, but also as witnesses to what I  am about to do and say. 
The three o f  us can show a bold front to Brother Bartholomew. But 
let us have no outsiders,— no police or officials. W e cau settle every
thing satisfactorily among ourselves, without any interference. Nothing 
would annoy Brother Bartholomew more than any publicity.”  H e sat 
down upon a low settee and blinked at us inquiringly with his weak, 
watery blue eyes.

“  For my part,”  said Holmes, “  whatever you may choose to say 
will go no further.”

I  nodded to show my agreement.
“  That is well I That is w ell!”  said he. “  May I  offer you a glass 

o f  Chianti, Miss Morstan? Or o f  Tokay? I  keep no other wines. 
Shall I  open a flask? N o? Well, then, I  trust that you have no 
objection to tobacco-smoke, to the mild balsamic odor o f  the Eastern 
tobacco. I  am a little nervous, and I  find my hookah an invaluable 
sedative.”  He applied a taper to the great bowl, and the smoke bub
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bled merrily through the rose-water. W e sat all three in a semicircle, 
with our heads advanced, and oar chins upon our hands, while the 
strange, jerky little fellow, with his high, shining head, puffed uneasily 
in the centre.

“ When I  first determined to make this communication to you,”  
said he, “  1 might have given you my address, but I  feared that you 
might disregard my request and bring unpleasant people with you. I  
took the liberty, therefore, o f  making an appointment in such a way 
that my man Williams might be able to see you first. I  have complete 
confidence in his discretion, and he had orders, i f  he were dissatisfied, 
to proceed no farther in the matter. You will excuse these precautions, 
but I  am a man o f  somewhat retiring, and I  might even say refined, 
tastes, and there is nothing more anaesthetic than a policeman. 1 have 
a natural shrinking from all forms o f  rough materialism. 1 seldom 
come in contact witn the rough crowd. 1 live, as you see, with some 
little atmosphere o f  elegance around me. I  may call myself a patron 
o f  the arts. It  is my weakness. The landscape is a genuine Corot, 
and, though a connoisseur might perhaps throw a doubt upon that 
Salvator Rosa, there cannot be the least question about the Bouguereau. 
I  am partial to the modern French school.”

“  You will excuse me, Mr. Sholto,”  said Miss Morstan, “  but I  am 
here at your request to learn something which you desire to tell me. 
It  is very late, and I  should desire the interview to be as short as 
possible.”

“  A t the best it must take some time,”  he answered; “  for we shall 
certainly have to go to Norwood and see Brother Bartholomew. W e 
shall all go and try i f  we can get the better o f  Brother Bartholomew. 
He is very angry with me for taking the course which has seemed right 
to me. I  had quite high words with him last night. Y ou  cannot 
imagine what a terrible fellow he is when he is angry.”

“  I f  we are to go to Norwood it would perhaps be as well to start 
at once,”  I  ventured to remark.

He laughed until his ears were quite red. “  That would hardly do,”  
he cried. “  I don’ t know what he would say i f  I  brought you in that 
sadden way. No, I must prepare you by showing you how we all stand 
to each other. In the first place, I  must tell you that there are several 
points in the story o f  which I  am myself ignorant I  can only lay the 
facts.before you as far as I  know them myself.

“  My father was, as you may have guessed, Major John Sholto, once 
o f  the Indian army. H e retired some eleven years ago, and came to 
live at Pondicherry Lodge in Upper Norwood. H e had prospered in 
India, and brought back with him a considerable sum o f  money, a large 
collection o f  valuable curiosities, and a staff o f  native servants. With 
these advantages he bought himself a house, and lived in great luxury. 
My twin-brother Bartholomew and I  were the only children.

“  I  very well remember the sensation which was caused by the dis
appearance o f  Captain Morstan. W e read the details in the papers, 
and, knowing that he had been a friend o f  our father’s, we discussed the 
case freely in his presence. H e used to join in our speculations as to 
what could have nappened. Never for an instant did we suspect that 
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he had the whole secret hidden in his own breast,— that o f  all men he 
alone knew the fate o f  Arthur Morstan.

“ W e did know, however, that some mystery— some positive danger 
— overhung our father. H e was very fearful o f  going out alone, aud 
he always employed two prize-fighters to act as porters at Pondicherry 
Lodge. Williams, who drove you to-night, was one o f  them. H e was 
once light-weight champion o f  England. Our father would never tell 
os what it was he feared, but he had a most marked aversion to men 
with wooden legs. On one occasion he actually fired his revolver at a 
wooden-legged man, who proved to be a harmless tradesman canvassing 
for orders. W e had to pay a large sum to hush the matter up. M y 
brother and I  used to think this a mere whim o f  my father’s, but events 
have since led us to change our opinion.

“  Early in 1882 my father received a letter from India which was a 
great shock to him. H e nearly fainted at the breakfast-table when he 
opened it, and from that day he sickened to his death. What was in 
the letter we could never disoover, but I  could see as he held it that it 
was short and written in a scrawling hand. H e had suffered for years 
from an enlarged spleen, but he now became rapidly worse, and towards 
the end o f  April we were informed that he was beyond all hope, and 
that he wished to make a last communication to us.

“  When we entered his room he was propped up with pillows and 
breathing heavily. H e besought us to lock the door and to come 
upon either side o f  the bed. *Then, grasping our hands, he made a 
remarkable statement to us, in a voice which was broken as much 
by emotion as by pain. I  shall try and give it to you in his own very 

/  words.
“  ‘ I  have only one thing/ he said, ‘ which weighs upon mv mind at 

this supreme moment. It  is my treatment o f  poor Morstan’s orphan. 
The cursed greed which has been my besetting sin through life has with
held from her the treasure, half at least o f  which should have been hers. 
And yet I  have made no use o f  it myself,— so blind and foolish a thing 
is avarice. The mere feeling o f possession has been so dear to me that 
I  could not bear to share it with another. See that chaplet tipped with 
pearls beside the quinine-bottle. Even that I  could not bear to part 
with, although I  had got it out with the design o f  sending it to ner. 
You, my sons, will give her a fair share o f  the Agra treasure. But 
send her nothing— not even the chaplet— until I  am gone. After all, 
men have been as bad as this and have recovered.

“  * I  will tell you how Morstan died/ he continued. * H e had suf
fered for years from a weak heart, but he concealed it from every one. 
I  alone knew it. When in India, he and I, through a remarkable chain 
o f  circumstances, came into possession o f a considerable treasure. I  
brought it over to England, and on the night o f  Morstan’s arrival he 
came straight over here to claim his share. He walked over from the 
station, and was admitted by my faithful old Lai Chowdar, who is now 
dead. Morstan and I had a difference o f  opinion as to the division o f  
the treasure, and we came to heated words. Morstan had sprung out 
o f  his chair in a paroxysm o f  anger, when he suddenly pressed his hand 
to his side, his face turned a dusky hue, and he fell backwards, cutting
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his head against the corner o f  the treasure-chest. When I  stooped over 
him I  found, to my horror, that he was dead.

“  ‘ For a long time I  sat half distracted, wondering what I  should do. 
M y first impulse was, o f  course, to call for assistance; but I  could not 
but recognize that there was every chance that I  would be accused o f  
his murder. His death at the moment o f  a quarrel, and the gash in 
his head, would be black against me. Again, an official inquiry could 
not be made without bringing out some facts about the treasure, which 
I  was particularly anxious to keep secret. He had told me that no soul 
upon earth knew where he had gone. There seemed to be no necessity 
why any soul ever should know.

“  * I  was still pondering over the matter, when, looking up, I  saw 
my servant, Lai Chowdar, in the door-way. H e stole in and bolted the 
door behind him. “  D o not fear, Sahib,”  he said. “  No one need know 
that you have killed him. Let us hide him away, and who is the 
wiser ?”  “  I  did not kill him,”  said I . Lai Chowdar shook his head
and smiled. “  I  heard it all, Sahib,”  said he. “  I  heard you quarrel, 
and I  heard the blow. But my lips are sealed. A ll are asleep in the 
house. Let us put him away together.”  That was enough to decide 
me. I f  my own servant could not believe my innocence, how could I  
hope to make it good before twelve foolish tradesmen in a jury-box? 
Lai Chowdar and I  disposed o f  the body that night, and within a few 
days the Loudon papers were full o f  the mysterious disappearance o f  

'‘Captain Morstan, You will see from what I  say that I  can hardly be 
blamed in the matter. M y fault lies in the fact that we ooncealed not 
only the body, but also the treasure, and that I  have clung to Morstan’s 
share as well as to my own. I  wish you, therefore, to make restitution.
Put your ears down to my mouth. Th.e treasure is hidden in------- ’
A t this instant a horrible change came over his expression ; his eyes 
stared wildly, his jaw dropped, and he yelled, in a voice which I  can 
never forget, ‘ Keep him ou t! For Christ’s sake keep him o u t !’ W e 
both stared round at the window behind us upon which his gaze was 
fixed. A  face was looking in at us out o f  the darkness. W e could see 
the whitening o f  the nose where it was pressed against the glass. I t  
was a bearded, hairy face, with wild cruel eyes and an expression o f  
concentrated malevolence. M y brother and I  rushed towards the win
dow, but the man was gone. When we returned to my father his head 
had dropped and his pulse had ceased to beat.

“ W e searched the garden that night, but found no sign o f  the 
intruder, save that just under the window a single footmark was vis
ible in the flower-bed. But for that one trace, we might have thought 
that our imaginations had conjured up that wild, fierce face. W e 
soon, however, had another and a more striking proof that there were 
secret agencies at work all round us. The window o f  my father’s room 
was found open in the morning, his cupboards and boxes had been 
rifled, and upon his chest was fixed a torn piece o f  paper, with the 
words ‘ The sign o f  the four’ scrawled across it. What the phrase 
meant, or who our secret visitor may have been, we never knew. As 
far as we can judge, none o f  my father’s property had been actually 
stolen, though everything had been turned out. M y ̂  brother and
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I  naturally associated this peculiar incident with the fear which 
haunted my father during his life; but it is still a complete mystery 
to us.”

The little man stopped to relight his hookah and puffed thought
fully for a few moments. W e had all sat absorbed, listening to his ex
traordinary narrative. A t the short account o f  her father’s death Miss 
Morstan had turned deadly white, and for a moment I  feared that she 
was about to faint. She rallied, however, on drinking a glass o f  water 
which I  quietly poured out for her from a Venetian carafe upon the 
side-table. Sherlock Holmes leaned back in his chair with an ab
stracted expression and the lids drawn low over his glittering eyes. 
As I  glanced at him I  could not but think how on that very day he 
had complained bitterly o f  the commonplaceness o f  life. Here at least 
was a problem which would tax his sagacity to the utmost. Mr. Thad- 
deus Sholto looked from one to the other o f  us with an obvious pride 
at the effect which his story had produced, and then continued between 
the puffs o f  his overgrown pipe.

“  M y brother and I ,”  said he, “  were, as you may imagine, much 
excited as to the treasure which my father had spoken of. For weeks and 
for months we dug and delved in every part o f  the garden, without dis
covering its whereabouts. It was maddening to think that the hiding- 
place was on his very lips at the moment that he died. W e could 
judge the splendor o f  the missing riches by the chaplet which he had 
taken out. Over this chaplet my brother Bartholomew and I  had 
some little discussion. The pearls were evidently o f  great value, and 
he was averse to part with them, for, between friends, my brother was 
himself a little inclined to my father’s fault. He thought, too, that i f  
we parted with the chaplet itjnight give rise to gossip and finally bring 
us into trouble. It was all that I  could do to persuade him to let me 
find out Miss Morstan’s address and send her a detached pearl at fixed 
intervals, so that at least she might never feel destitute.”

“  It was a kindly thought,”  said our companion, earnestly. “  It  
was extremely good o f  you.”

The little man waved his hand deprecatingly. “  W e were your 
trustees,”  he said. “  That was the view which I  took o f  it, though 
Brother Bartholomew could not altogether see it in that light. W e had 
plenty o f  money ourselves. I  desired no more. Besides, it would 
have been such bad taste to have treated a young lady in so scurvy a 
fashion. * Le mauvais goto, mine au crime.’ The French have a very 
neat way o f  putting these things. Our difference o f  opinion on this 
subject went so far that I  thought it best to set up rooms for m yself: 
so I left Pondicherry Lodge, taking the old khitmutgar and Williams 
with me. Yesterday, however, I  learn that an event o f  extreme im
portance has occurred. The treasure has been discovered. I  instantly 
communicated with Miss Morstan, and it only remains for us to drive 
out to Norwood and demand our share. I  explained my views last 
night to Brother Bartholomew: so we shall be expected, i f  not welcome, 
visitors.”

Mr. Thaddeus Sholto ceased, and sat twitching on his luxurious 
settee. W e all remained silent, with our thoughts upon the new
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development which the mysterious business had taken. Holmes was 
the first to spring to his feet.

“ Y ou have done well, sir, from first to last,”  said he. “ It  is 
possible that we may be able to make you some small return by throw
ing some light upon that which is still dark to you. But, as Miss 
Morstan remarked just now, it is late, and we had best put the matter 
through without delay.”

Our new acquaintance very deliberately coiled up the tube o f  his 
hookah, and produced from behind a curtain a very long befrogged top
coat with Astrakhan collar and cuffs. This he buttoned tightly up, in 
spite o f  the extreme closeness o f  the night, and fiuished his attire by 
putting on a rabbit-skin cap with hanging lappets which covered the 
ears, so that no part o f  him was visible save his mobile and peaky face. 
“  M y health is somewhat fragile,”  he remarked, as he led the way down 
the passage. “  I  am compelled to be a valetudinarian.”

Our cab was awaiting us outside, and our programme was evidently 
prearranged, for the driver started off at once at a rapid pace. Thad- 
deus Sholto talked incessantly, in a voice which rose high above the 
rattle o f  the wheels.

“  Bartholomew is a clever fellow,”  said he. “  How do you think 
he found out where the treasure was? He had come to the conclusion 
that it was somewhere in-doors: so he worked out all the cubic space o f 
the house, and made measurements everywhere, so that not one inch 
should be unaccounted for. Among other things, he found that the 
height o f  the building was seventy-four feet, but on adding together the 
heights o f  all the separate rooms, and making every allowance for the 
space between, which he ascertained by borings, he could not bring the 
total to more than seventy feet There were fonr feet unaccounted for. 
These could only be at the top o f  the building. He knocked a hole, 
therefore, in the lath-and-plaster ceiling o f  the highest room, and there, 
sure enough, he came upon another little garret above it, which had 
been sealed up and was known to no one. In the centre stood the 
treasure-chest, resting upon two rafters. H e lowered it through the 
hole, and there it lies. He computes the value o f  the jewels at not less 
than half a million sterling.”

A t the mention o f  this gigantic sum we all stared at one another 
open-eyed. Miss Morstan, could we secure her rights, would change 
from a needy governess to the richest heiress in England. Surely it 
was the place o f  a loyal friend to rejoice at such news; yet I  am 
ashamed to say that selfishness took me by the soul, and that my heart 
turned as heavy as lead within me. I  stammered out some few halting 
words o f  congratulation, and then sat downcast, with my head drooped, 
deaf to the babble o f  our new acquaintance. H e was clearly a con
firmed hypochondriac, and I was dreamily conscious that he was pour
ing forth interminable trains o f  symptoms, and imploring information 
as to the composition and action o f  innumerable quack nostrums, some 
o f  which he bore about in a leather case in his pocket. I  trust that he 
may not remember any o f  the answers which I  gave him that night. 
Holmes declares that he overheard me caution him against the great 
danger o f  taking more than two drops o f  castor oil, while I  recom
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mended strychnine in large doses as a sedative. However that may be, 
I  was certainly relieved when our cab pulled up with a jerk and the 
coachman sprang down to open the door.

“ This, Miss Morstan, is Pondicherry Lodge,”  said Mr. Thaddeus 
Sholto, as he handed her out.

CHAPTER V.
THE TRAGEDY OF PONDICHERRY DODGE.

It was nearly eleven o’clock when we reached this final stage o f our 
night’s adventures. W e had left the damp fog o f  the great city behind 
us, and the night was fairly fine. A  warm wind blew from the west
ward, and heavy clouds moved slowly across the sky, with half a moon 
peeping occasionally through the rifts. It was clear enough to see for 
some distance, but Thaddeus Sholto took down one o f  the side-lamps 
from the carriage to give us a better light upon our way.

Pondicherry Lodge stood in its own grounds, and was girt round 
with a very high stone wall topped with broken glass. A  single narrow 
iron-clamped door formed the only means o f  entrance. On this our' 
guide knocked with a peculiar postman-like rat-tat 

“  W ho is there ?”  cried a gruff voice from within.
“  It is I , McMurdo. Y ou surely know my knock by this time.”  
There was a grumbling sound and a clanking and jarring o f  keys. 

The door swung heavily back, and a short, deep-chested man stood in 
the opening, with the yellow light o f  the lantern shining upon his pro
truded face and twinkling distrustful eyes.

“  That you, Mr. Thaddeus ? But who are the others ? I  had no 
orders about them from the master.”

“ No, M cM urdo? You surprise m e! I  told my brother last 
night that I  should bring some friends.”

“  He hain’ t been out o’ his room to-day, Mr. Thaddeus, and I  have 
no orders. You know very well that I  must stick to regulations. I  
can let you in, but your friends they must just stop where they are.”  

This was an unexpected obstacle. Thaddeus Sholto looked about 
him in a perplexed and helpless manner. “  This is too bad o f  you, 
McMurdo 1”  ne said. “  I f  I  guarantee them, that is enough for you. 
There is the young lady, too. She cannot wait on the public road at 
this hour.”

“  V ery sorry, Mr. Thaddeus,”  said the porter, inexorably. “  Folk 
may be friends o’ yours, and yet no friends o’ the master’s. H e pays 
me well to do my duty, and my duty I ’ll do. I  don’t know none o’ 
your friends.”

“  Oh, yes, you do, McMurdo,”  cried Sherlock Holmes, genially. 
“  I  don’t think you can have forgotten me. Don’t you remember the 
amateur who fought three rounds with you at Alison’s rooms on the 
night o f  your benefit four years back ?”

“  Not Mr. Sherlock Holmes !”  roared the prize-fighter. “  God’s 
truth ! how could I  have mistook you ? I f  instead o’ standin’ there
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so quiet you had just stepped up aud given me that cross-hit o f  yours 
under the jaw, I ’d ha’ known you without a question. Ah, you’ re one 
that has wasted your gifts, you have ! Y ou might have aimed high, 
i f  you had joined the fancy.”

“ Y ou  see, Watson, i f  all else fails me I  have still one o f  the 
scientific professions open to me,”  said Holmes, laughing. “  Our friend 
won’t keep us out in the cold now, I  am sure.”

“  In  you come, sir, in you come,— you and your friends,”  he 
answered. “ Very sorry, Mr. Thaddeus, but orders are very strict. 
Had to be certain o f  your friends before I  let them in.”

Inside, a gravel path wound through desolate grounds to a huge 
clump o f  a house, square and prosaic, all blunged in shadow save 
where a moonbeam struck one corner aud glimmered in a garret win
dow. The vast size o f  the building, with its gloom and its deathly 
silence, struck a chill to the heart. Even Thaddeus Sholto seemed ill 
at ease, and the lantern quivered and rattled in his hand.

“  I  cannot understand it,”  he said. “  There must be some mistake. 
I  distinctly told Bartholomew that we should be here, and yet there is 
no light in his window. I  do not know what to make o f  it.”

“  Does he always guard the premises in this way ?”  asked Holmes.
“  Y e s ; he has followed my father’s custom. He was the favorite 

son, you know, and I  sometimes think that my father may have told 
him more than he ever told me. That is Bartholomew’s window up 
there where the moonshine strikes. It  is quite bright, but there is no 
light from within, I  think.”

“  None,”  said Holmes. “  But I  see the glint o f  a light in that 
little window beside the door.”

“ Ah, that is the housekeeper’s room. That is where old Mrs. 
Bernstone sits. She can tell us all about it. But perhaps you would 
not mind waiting here for a minute or two, for if  we all go in together 
and she has had no word o f  our coming she may be alarmed. But 
hush ! what is that ?”

He held up the lantern, and his hand shook until the circles o f  
light flickered and wavered all round us. Miss Morstan seized my 
wrist, and we all stood with thumping hearts, straiuing our ears. From 
the great black house there sounded through the silent night the saddest 
and most pitiful o f  sounds,— the shrill, broken whimpering o f  a fright
ened woman.

“  I t  is Mrs. Bernstone,”  said Sholto. “  She is the only woman in 
the house. Wait here. I  shall be back in a moment.”  H e hurried 
for the door, and knocked in his peculiar way. W e could see a tall old 
woman admit him, and sway with pleasure at the very sight o f  him.

“  Oh, Mr. Thaddeus, sir, I  am so glad you have com e! I  am so 
glad you have come, Mr. Thaddeus, sir I”  We heard her reiterated 
rejoicings until the door was closed and her voice died away into a 

i  muffled monotone.
Our guide had left us the lantern. Holmes swung it slowly round, 

and peered keenly at the house, and at the great rubbish-heaps which 
cumbered the grounds. Miss Morstan and I  stood together, and her 
hand was in mine. A  wondrous subtle thing is love, for here were we
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two who had never seen each other before that day, between whom no 
word or even look o f  affection had ever passed, and yet now in an hour 
o f  trouble our hands instinctively sought for each other. I  have mar
velled at it since, but at the time it seemed the most natural thing that 
I should go out to her so, and, as she has often told me, there was in 
her also tne instinct to turn to me for comfort and protection. So we 
stood hand in hand, like two children, and there was peace in our 
hearts for all the dark things that surrounded us.

“  What a strange place !”  she said, looking round.
“  It looks as though all the moles in England had been let loose 

in it. I  have seen something o f  the sort on the side o f  a hill near 
Ballarat, where the prospectors had been at work.”

“  And from the same cause,”  said Holmes. “  These are the traces 
o f  the treasure-seekers. You must remember that they were six yearn 
looking for it. No wonder that the grounds look like a gravel-pit.”

A t that moment the door o f  the house burst open, and Thaddeus 
Sholto came running out, with his hands thrown forward and terror in 
his eyes.

“  There is something amiss with Bartholomew!”  he cried. “  I  am 
frightened ! M y nerves cannot stand it.”  He was, indeed, half blub
bering with fear, and his twitching feeble face peeping out from the 
great Astrakhan collar had the helpless appealing expression o f  a ter
rified child.

“  Come into the house,”  said Holmes, in his crisp, firm way.
“  Yes, d o !”  pleaded Thaddeus Sholto. “ *I really do not feel equal 

to giving directions.”
We all followed him into the housekeeper’s room, which stood upon 

the left-hand side o f  the passage. The old woman was pacing up and 
down with a scared look and restless picking fingers, but the sight o f  
Miss Morstan appeared to have a soothing effect upon her.

“  God bless your sweet calm face I”  she cried, with an hysterical sob.
“  It  does me good to see you. Oh, but I  have been sorely tried this 
day!”

Our companion patted her thin, work-worn hand, and murmured 
some few words o f  kindly womanly comfort which brought the color 
back into the other’s bloodless cheeks.

“  Master has locked himself in and will not answer me,”  she ex
plained. “  All day I  have waited to hear from him, for he often likes 
to be alone; but an hour ago I  feared that something was amiss, so I  
went up and peeped through the key-hole. You must go up, Mr. Thad
deus,— you must go up and look for yourself. I  have seen Mr. Bar
tholomew Sholto in joy  and in sorrow for ten long years, but I  never 
saw him with such a face on him as that.”

Sherlock Holmes took the lamp and led the way, for Thaddeus 
Sholto’s teeth were chattering in his head. So shaken was he that I  
had to pass my hand under his arm as we went up the stairs, for his 
knees were trembling under him. Twice as we ascended Holmes 
whippet! his lens out o f  his pocket and carefully examined marks which 
appeared to me to be mere shapeless smudges o f  dust upon the cocoa-nut ~ 
matting which served as a stair-carpet. He walked slowly from step to
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step, holding the lamp low, and shooting keen glances to right and left. 
Miss Mors tan had remained behind with the frightened housekeeper.

The third flight o f  stairs ended in a straight-passage o f  some length, 
with a great picture in Indian tapestry upon the right o f  it and three 
doors upon the left. Holmes advanced along it in the same slow and 
methodical way, while we kept close at his heels, with our long black 
shadows streaming backwards down the corridor. The third door was 
that which we were seeking. Holmes knocked without receiving any 
answer, and then tried to turn the handle and force it open. It was 
locked on the inside, however, and by a broad and powerful bolt, as we 
could see when we set our lamp up against it. The key being turned, 
however, the hole was not entirely closed. Sherlock Holmes bent down 
to it, and instantly rose again with a sharp intaking o f  the breath.

“  There is something devilish in this, Watson,”  said he, more moved 
than I  had ever before seen him. “  What do you make o f  it V'

I  stooped to the hole, and recoiled in horror. Moonlight was stream
ing into the room, and it was bright with a vague and shifty radiance. 
Looking straight at me, and suspended, as it were, in the air, for all 
beneath was in shadow, there hung a face,— the very face o f  our com
panion Thaddeus. There was the same high, shining head, the same 
circular bristle o f  red hair, the same bloodless countenance. The feat
ures were set, however, in a horrible smile, a fixed and unnatural grin, 
which in that still and moonlit room was more jarring to the nerves 
than any scowl or contortion. So like was the face to that o f  our little 
friend that I  looked round at him to make sure that he was indeed with 
us. Then I  recalled to mind that- he had mentioned to ns that his 
brother and he were twins.

“  This is terrible !°T  said to Holmes. “  What is to be done?”
“ The door must come down,”  he answered, and, springing against 

it, he put all his weight upon the lock. It  creaked and groaned, but 
did not yield. Together we flung ourselves upon it once more, and this 
time it gave way with a sudden snap, and we found ourselves within 
Bartholomew Sholto’s chamber.

It  appeared to have been fitted up as a chemical laboratory. A 
double line o f  glass-stoppered bottles was drawn up upon the wall 
opposite the door, and the table was littered over with Bunsen burners, 
test-tubes, and retorts. In the corners stood carboys o f  acid in wicker 
baskets. One o f  these appeared to leak or to have been broken, for 
a stream o f  dark-colored liquid had trickled out from it, and the air 
was heavy with a peculiarly pungent, tar-like odor. A  set o f  steps 
stood at one side o f  the room, in the midst o f  a litter o f  lath and plaster, 
and above them there was an opening in the ceiling large enough for a 
man to pass through. At the foot o f  the steps a long coil o f  rope was 
thrown carelessly together.

B y the table, in a wooden arm-chair, the master o f  the house was 
seated all in a heap, with his head sunk upon his left shoulder, and that

ghastly, inscrutable smile upon his face. He was stiff and cold, and 
ad clearly been dead many hours. It seemed to me that not only his 

features but all his limbs were twisted and turned in the most fantastic 
fashion. B y  his hand upon the table there lay a peculiar instrument,—
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a brown, close-grained stick, with a stone head like a hammer, rudely 
lashed on with coarse twine. Beside it was a torn sheet o f  note-papter 
with some words scrawled upon it. Holmes glanced at it, and then 
handed it to me.

“  You see,”  he said, with a significant raising o f  the eyebrows.
In the light o f  the lantern I  read, with a thrill o f  horror, “  The 

sign o f  the four.”
“  In God’s name, what does it all mean ?”  I  asked.
“  It  means murder,”  said he, stooping over the dead man. “  Ah, I  

expected it. Look here !”  H e pointed to what looked like a long, 
dark thorn stuck in the skin just above the ear.

“  I t  looks like a thorn,”  said I.
“  It is a thorn. You may pick it out. But be careful, for it is 

poisoned.”
I  took it up between my finger and thumb. It  came away from the 

skiu so readily that hardly any mark was left behind. One tiny speck 
o f  blood showed where the puncture had been.

“  This is all an insoluble mystery to me,”  said I. “  It  grows darker 
instead o f  clearer.”

“  On the contrary,”  he answered, “  it clears every instant. I  only 
require a few missing links to have an entirely connected*case.”

W e had almost forgotten our companion’s presence since we entered 
the chamber. He was still standing in the door-way, the very picture 
o f  terror, wringing his hands and moaning to himself. Suddenly, how
ever, he broke out into a sharp, querulous cry.

“  The treasure is gone!”  he said. “  They have robbed him o f  the 
treasure! There is the hole through which we lowered it. I  helped 
him to do i t ! I  was the last person who saw him ! I  left him here 
last night, and I  heard him lock the door as I  came down-stairs.”

“  What time was that?”
“  It was ten o’clock. And now he is dead, and the police will be 

called in, and I  shall be suspected o f  having had a hand in i t  Oh, yes, 
I  am sure I  shall. But you don’t think so, gentlemen ? Surely you 
don’t think that it was I ? Is it likely that I  would have brought you 
here i f  it were I  ? Oh, dear 1 oh, dear! I  know that I  shall go mad 1”  
H e jerked his arms and stamped his feet in a kind o f  convulsive frenzy.

“  You have no reason for fear, Mr. Sholto,”  said Holmes, kindly, 
putting his hand upon his shoulder. “ Take my advice, and drive 
down to the station to report the matter to the police. Offer to assist 
them in every way. W e shall wait here until your return.”

The little man obeyed in a half-stupefied fashion, and we heard him 
stumbling down the stairs in the dark.

CHAPTER VI.
SHERLOCK HOLMES GIVES A DEMONSTRATION.

“  N ow , Watson,”  said Holmes, rubbing his hands, “  we have half 
an hour to ourselves. Let us make good use o f  it. M y case is, as I  
have told you, almost complete; but we must not err on the side o f
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over-confidence. Simple as the case seems now, there may be something 
deeper underlying i t ”

“  Simple 1”  I  ejaculated.
“  Surely,”  said he, with something o f  the air o f  a clinical professor 

expounding to his class. “  Just sit in the corner there, that your foot-

Ennts may not complicate matters. Now to work ! In the first place, 
ow did these folk come, and how did they go ? The door has not been 

opened since la&t night How o f  the window?”  H e carried the lamp 
across to it, muttering his observations aloud the while, but addressing 
them to himself rather than to me. “  Window is snibbed on the inner 
side. Framework is solid. No hinges at the side. Let us open it  
No water-pipe near. R oof quite outoi reach. Y et a man has mounted 
by the window. It  rained a little last night Here is the print o f  a 
foot in mould upon the sill. And here is a circular muddy mark, and 
here again upon the floor, and here again by the table. See here, Wat
son ! This is really a very pretty demonstration.”

I  looked at the round, well-defined muddy discs. “  This is not a 
footmark,”  said I.

“  It  is something much more valuable to us. It is the impression o f  
a wooden stump. You see here on the sill is the boot-mark, a neavy boot 
with a broad metal heel, and beside it is the mark o f  the timber-toe.”

“  I t  is the wooden-legged man.”
“  Quite so. But there has been some one else,— a very able and 

efficient ally. Could you scale that wall, doctor ?”
I  looked out o f  the open window. The moon still shone brightly 

on that angle o f  the house. W e were a good sixty feet from the ground, 
and, look where I  would, I  could see no foothold, nor as much as a 
crevice in the brick-work.

“  It is absolutely impossible,”  I  answered.
“  Without aid it is so. But suppose you had a friend up here who 

lowered you this good stout rope which I  see in the corner, securing 
one end o f  it to this great hook in the wall. Then, I  think, i f  you 
were an active man, you might swarm up, wooden leg and all. You 
would depart, o f  course, in the same fashion, and your ally would draw 
up the rope, untie it from the hook, shut the window, snib it on the 
inside, and get away in the way that he originally came. As a minor 
point it may be noted,”  he continued, fingering the rope, “  that our 
wooden-legged friend, though a fair climber, was not a professional 
sailor. His hands were far from horny. M y lens discloses more than 
one blood-mark, especially towards the end o f  the rope, from which I  
gather that he slipped down with such velocity that he took the skin 
off his hand.”

“  This is all very well,”  said I , “  but the thing becomes more un
intelligible than ever. How about this mysterious ally ? How came 
be into the room ?”

“  Yes, the a lly !”  repeated Holmes, pensively. “  There are features 
o f interest about this ally. He lifts toe case from the regions o f  the 
commonplace. I  fancy that this ally breaks fresh ground in the annals 
o f  crime in this country,— though parallel cases suggest themselves 
from India, and, i f  my memory serves me, from Senegambia.”
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“  How came he, then ?”  I  reiterated. “  The door fe locked, the 
window is inaccessible. Was it through the chimney ?”

“  The grate is much too small/’ he answered. “  I  had already con
sidered that possibility.”

“  How then ?”  I persisted.
“  Y ou will not apply my precept,”  he said, shaking his head. “  How 

often have I  said to you that when you. have eliminated the impossible 
whatever remains, however improbable, must be the truth ? We know 
that he did not come through the door, the window, or the chimney. 
W e also know that he cqpld not have been concealed in the room, as 
there is no concealment possible. Whence, then, did he come?”

“  H e came through the hole in the roof,”  I  cried.
“  O f course he did. He must have done so. I f  you will have the 

kindness to hold the lamp for me, we shall now extend our researches 
to the room above,— the secret room in which the treasure was found.”  

He mounted the steps, and, seizing a rafter with either hand, he 
swung himself up into ifte garret. Then, lying on his face, he reached 
down for the lamp and held it while I  followed him.

The chamber in which we found ourselves was about ten feet one 
way and six the other. The floor was formed by the rafters, with thin 
lath-and-plaster between, so that in walking one had to step from beam 
to beam. The roof ran up to an apex, and was evidently the inner 
shell o f  the true roof o f the house. There was no furniture o f  any sort, 
and the accumulated dust o f  years lay thick upon the floor.

“  Here you are, you see,”  said Sherlock Holmes, putting his hand 
against the sloping wall. “ This is a trap-door which leads out on to 
the roof. I  can press it back, and here is the roof itself, sloping at a

Kntle angle. This, then, is the way by which Number Oue entered, 
it us see if  we can find some other traces o f  his individuality.”

He held down the lamp to the floor, and as he did so I  saw for the 
second time that night a startled, surprised look come over his face. 
For myself, as I followed his gaze my skin was cold under ray clothes. 
The floor was covered thickly with the prints o f  a naked foot,— clear, 
well defined, perfectly formed, but scarce half the size o f  those o f  an 
ordinary man.

“ Holmes,”  I  said, in a whisper, “ a child has done this horrid 
thing.”

H e had recovered his self-possession in an instant. “ I  was stag
gered for the moment,”  he said, “  but the thing is quite natural. My 
memory failed me, or I  should have been able to foretell it. There is 
nothing more to be learned here. Let us go down.”

“ What is your theory, then, as to those footmarks?”  I  asked, 
eagerly, when we had regained the lower room once more.

“  M y dear Watson, try a little analysis yourself,”  said he, with a 
touch o f  impatience. “ You know my methods. Apply them, and it 
will be instructive to compare results.”

“ I  cannot conceive anything which will cover the facts,”  I 
answered.

“  It  will be dear enough to you soon,”  he said, in an off-hand way. 
“  I  think that there is nothing else o f importance here, but I  will look.”
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H e whipped out his lens and a tape measure, and hurried about the 
room on his knees, measuring, comparing, examining, with his long 
thin nose only a few inches from the planks, and his beady eyes gleam
ing and deep-set like those o f  a bird. So swift, silent, and furtive were 
his movements, like those o f  a trained blood-hound picking out a scent, 
that I  could not but think what a terrible criminal he would have 
made had he turned his energy and sagacity against the law, instead 
o f  exerting them in its defence.. As he hunted about, he kept muttering 
to himself, and finally he broke out into a loud crow o f delight.

“  We are certainly in luck,”  said he. “  We ought to have very 
little trouble now. Number One has had the misfortune to tread in the 
creasote. You can see the outline o f  the edge o f  his small foot here at 
the side o f  this evil-smelling mess. The carboy has been cracked, you 
SCCj and the stuff has leaked out.”

“  What then ?”  I  asked.
“  W hy, we have got him, that’s all,”  said he. “  I  know a dog that 

would follow that scent to the world’s end. * I f  a pack can track a 
trailed herring across a shire, how far can a specially-trained hound 
follow so pungent a smell as this ? I t  sounds like a sum in the rule
o f  three. The answer should give us the-------  But halloo! here are the
accredited representatives o f  the law.”

Heavy steps and the clamor o f  loud voices were audible from below, 
and the hall door shut with a loud crash.

“  Before they come,”  said Holmes, “ just put your hand here on 
this poor fellow’s arm, and here on his leg. What do you feel ?”

“  The muscles are as hard as a board,”  I  answered.
“  Quite so. They are in a state o f  extreme contraction, far exceed

ing the usual rigor mortis. Coupled with this distortion o f the face, 
this Hippocratic smile, or ‘ risua mirUmicus,* as the old writers called 
it, what conclusion would it suggest to your mind ?”

“  Death from some powerful vegetable alkaloid,”  I  answered,—  
“  some strychnine-like suDstanoe which would produce tetanus.”

“ That was the idea which occurred to me the instant I  saw the 
drawn muscles o f  the face. On getting into the room I  at once looked 
for the means by which the poison had entered the system. As yob 
saw, I  discovered a thorn which had been driven or shot with no great 
force into the scalp. Y ou observe that the part struck was that which 
would be turned towards the hole in the ceiling if  the man were erect 
in his chair. Now examine this thorn.”

I  took it up gingerly and held it in the light o f  the lantern. It 
was long, sharp, and black, with a glazed look near the point as though 
some gummy substance had dried upon it. The blunt, end had been 
trimmed and rounded off with a knife.

“  Is that an English thorn ?”  he asked.
“  No, it certainly is n o t”
“ With all these data you should be able to draw some just infer

ence. But here are the regulars: so the auxiliary forces may beat a 
retreat”

A s he spoke, the steps which had been ooming nearer sounded 
loudly on the passage, and a very stout, portly man in a gray suit
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strode heavily into the room. He was red-faced, burly and plethoric, 
with a pair o f  very small twinkling eyes which looked keenly out from 
between swollen and puffy pouches. He was closely followed by an 
inspector in uniform, and By the still palpitating Thaddeus Sholto.

“  Here's a business I”  he cried, in a muffled, husky voioe. “  Here's 
a pretty business! But who are all these ? W hy, the house seems to 
be as full as a rabbit-warren 1”  .

“  I  think you must recollect me, M r. Athelney Jones,”  said Holmes, 
quietly.

“  Why, o f  course I  d o !”  he wheezed. “  It's Mr. Sherlock Holmes, 
the theorist. Remember you ! I ’ ll never forget how you lectured us 
all on causes and inferences and effects in the Bishopgate jewel case. 
It’s true you set us on the right track; but you’ll own now that it was 
more by good luck than good guidance.”

“  I t  was a piece o f  very simple reasoning.”
“  Oh, come, now, come I Never be ashamed to own up. But what 

is all this? Bad business! Bad business! Stern facts here,— no 
room for theories. How lucky that I  happened to be out at Norwood 
over another case! I  was at the station when the message arrived. 
What d’you think the man died o f? ”

“  Oh, this is hardly a case for me to theorize over,”  said Holmes, 
dryly.

“  No, no. Still, we can’t deny that you hit the nail on the head 
sometimes. Dear me! Door locked, I  understand. Jewels worth 
half a million missing. How was the window?”

“  Fastened ; but there are steps on the sill.”
“  W ell, well, i f  it was fastened the steps could have nothing to do 

with the matter. That's common sense. Man might have died in a 
fit ; but then the jewels are missing. H a ! I  have a theory. These 
flashes come upon me at times.— Just step outside, sergeant, and you, 
Mr. Sholto. Your friend can remain.— What do you think o f  this, 
Holmes? Sholto was, on his own confession, with his brother last 
night. The brother died in a fit, on which Sholto walked off with the 
treasure. How’s that?”
■ “  On which the dead man very considerately got up and locked the 

door on the inside.”
“  H um ! There’s a flaw there. Let us apply common sense to the 

matter. This Thaddeus Sholto toas with his brother; there toat a 
quarrel: so much we know. The brother is dead and the jewels are 
gone. So much also we know. No one saw the brother from the time 
Thaddeus left him. His bed had not been slept in. Thaddeus is 
evidently in a most disturbed state o f  mind. His appearance is— well, 
not attractive. You see that I  am weaving my web round Thaddeus. 
The net begins to close upon him.”

“  You are not quite in possession o f  the facts yet,”  said Holmes. 
“  This splinter o f  wood, which I  have every reason to believe to be 
poisoned, was in the man’s scalp where you still see the m ark; this 
card, inscril>ed as you see it, was on the table; and beside it lay this 
rather curious stone-headed instrument. How does all that fit into 
your theory ?”  ,
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“  Confirms it in every respect,”  said the fat detective, pompously. 
“  House is full o f  Indian curiosities. Thaddeus brought this up, and 
i f  this splinter be poisonous Thaddeus may as well have made mur
derous use o f  it as any other man. The card is some hocus-pocus,— a 
blind, as like as not. The only question is, how did he depart? Ah, 
o f  course, here is a hole in the roof.”  With great activity, considering 
his bulk, he sprang up the steps and squeezed through into the garret, 
and immediately afterwards we heard his exulting voice proclaiming 
that he had found the trap-door.

“ H e can find something,”  remarked Holmes, shrugging his shoul
ders. “  H e has occasional glimmerings o f  reason. II n y  a pas des 
acts si tnoommodes que ceux qui ont de Fesprit / ”

“  Y ou see!”  said Athelney Jones, reappearing down the steps 
again. “  Facts are better than mere theories, after all. M y view o f  
the case is confirmed. There is a trap-door communicating with the 
roof, and it is partly oj)en.”

“ It  was I  who opened it.”
“  Oh, indeed ! You did notice it, then ?”  H e seemed a little crest

fallen at the discovery. “  Well, whoever noticed it, it shows how our 
gentleman got away. Inspector!”

“ Yes, s ir/’ from the passage.
“  Ask Mr. Sholto to step this way.— Mr. Sholto, it is my duty to 

inform you that anything which you may say will be used against you. 
I  arrest you in the queen’s name as being concerned in the death o f 
your brother.”

“  There, n ow ! Didn’t I  tell y ou !”  cried the poor little man, 
throwing out his hands, and looking from one to the other o f  us.

“ Don’t trouble yourself about it, Mr. Sholto,”  said Holmes. “ I  
think that I  can engage to clear you o f  the charge.”

“ Don’t promise too much, Mr. Theorist,— don’t promise too 
much!”  snapped the detective. “  You may find it a harder matter 
than you think.”

“  Not only will I  clear him, Mr. Jones, but I  will make you a free 
present o f  the name and description o f  one o f  the two people who 
were in this room last night. His name, I  have every reason to believe, 
is Jonathan Small. He is a poorly-educated man, small, active, with 
his right leg off*, and wearing a wooden stump which is worn away 
upon the inner side. His left boot has a coarse, square-toed sole, 
with an iron band round the heel. He is a middle-aged man, 
much sunburned, and has been a convict. These few indications 
may be o f  some assistance to you, coupled with the fact that there is 
a good deal o f  skin missing from the palm o f  his hand. The other 
man------- ”

“ A h ! the other man— ?”  asked Athelney Jones, in a sneering 
voice, but impressed none the less, as I  could easily see, by the pre
cision o f  the other’s manner.

“  Is a rather curious person,”  said Sherlock Holmes, turning upon 
his heel. “  I  hope before very long to be able to introduce you to the 
pair o f  them.— A  word with you, Watson.”

H e led me out to the head o f  the stair. “  This unexpected oocur-
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renoe,”  he said, “ has caused us rather to lose sight o f  the original 
purpose o f  our journey.”

“  I  have just been thinking so,”  I  answered. “  It is not right that 
Miss Moretan should remain in this stricken house.”

“ No. You must escort her home. She lives with Mrs. Cecil 
Forrester, in Lower Camberwell: so it is not very far. I  will wait 
for you here if  you will drive out again. Or perhaps you are too 
tired ?”

“  By no means. I  don’t think I  could rest until I  know more o f  
this fantastic business. I  have seen something o f  the rough side o f  
life, but I  give you my word that this quick succession o f  strange sur
prises to-night has shaken my nerve completely. I  should like, how
ever, to see the matter through with you, now that I  have got so far.”

“  Your presence will be o f  great service to me,”  he answered. “  We 
shall work the case out independently, and leave this fellow Jones to 
exult over any mare’s-nest which he may choose to construct. When 
you have dropped Miss Moretan I  wish you to go on to No. 3 Pinchin 
Lane, down near the water’s edge at Lambeth. The third bouse on the 
right-hand side is a bird-stuffer’s : Sherman is the name. You will see 
a weasel holding a young rabbit in the window. Knock old Sherman 
up, and tell him, with my compliments, that I  want Toby at once. 
You will bring Toby back in the cab with you.”

“  A  dog, I  suppose.”
“  Yes,— a queer mongrel, with a most amazing power o f  scent. I  

would rather have Toby’s help than that o f  the whole detective force 
o f  London.”

“  I  shall bring him, then,”  said I. “  It is one now. I  ought to be 
back before three, i f  I  can get a fresh horse.”

“  And I ,”  said Holmes, “  shall see what I  can learn from Mrs. 
Bernstone, and from the Indian servant, who, Mr. Thaddeus tells me, 
sleeps in the next garret. Then I shall study the great Jones’s methods 
and listen to his not too delicate sarcasms. ‘ Wir rind gewohnt dass die 
Menschen verhohnen was sie nicht verstehen.’ Goethe is always pithy.”

CHAPTER VII.
THE EPISODE OP THE BARBED.

T h e  police had brought a cab with them, and in this I  escorted 
Miss Mors tan back to her home. After the angelic fashion o f  women, 
she had borne trouble with a calm face as long as there was some one 
weaker than herself to support, and I  had found her bright and placid 
by the side o f  the frightened housekeeper. In the cab, however, she 
first turned faint, and then burst into a passion o f  weeping,— so sorely 
had she been tried by the adventures o f  the night. She has told me 
since that she thought me cold and distant upon that journey. She 
little guessed the struggle within my breast, or the effort o f  self-restraint 
which held me back. M y sympathies and my love went out to her, 
even as my hand had in the garden. I  felt that years o f  the conven-
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-tionalities o f  life could not teach me to know her sweet, brave nature 
as had this one day o f  strange experiences. Yet there were two 
thoughts which sealed the words o f  affection upon my lips. She was 
weak and helpless, shaken in mind and nerve. It was to take her at a 
disadvantage to obtrude love upon her at such a time. Worse still, she 
was rich. I f  Holmes’s researches were successful, she would be an 
heiress. Was it fair, was it honorable, that a half-pay surgeon should 
take such advantage o f  an intimacy which chance hail brought about ? 
Might she not look upon me as a mere vulgar fortune-seeker ? I  could 
not bear to risk that such a thought should cross her mind. This Agra 
treasure intervened like an impassable barrier between us.

It was nearly two o ’clock when we reached Mrs. Cecil Forrester’s. 
The servants had retired hours ago, but Mrs. Forrester had been so 
interested by the strange message which Miss Morstan had received 
that she had sat up in the hope o f  her return. She opened the door 
herself, a middle-aged, graceful woman, and it gave me joy  to see how 
tenderly her arm stole round the other’s waist and how motherly was 
the voice in which she greeted her. She was clearly no mere paid 
dependant, but an honored friend. I was introduced, and Mrs.
Forrester earnestly begged me to step in and to tell her our adventures. 
I  explained, however, the importance o f  my errand, and promised 
faithfully to call and report any progress which we might make with 
the case. As we drove away I  stole a glance back, and I  still seem 
to see that little group on the step, the two graceful, clinging figures, 
the half-opened door, the hall light shining through stained glass, the 
barometer, and the bright stair-rods. I t  was soothing to catch even 
that passing glimpse o f  a tranquil English home in the midst o f  the 
wild, dark business which had absorbed us.

And the more I  thought o f what had happened, the wilder and 
darker it grew. I  reviewed the whole extraordinary sequence o f  events 
as I  rattled ou through the silent gas-lit streets. There was the original 
problem: that at least was pretty clear now. The death o f Captain 
Morstan, the sending o f  the pearls, the advertisement, the letter,— we 
had had light upon all those events. They had only led us, however, 
to a deeper and far more tragic mystery. The Indian treasure, the 
curious plan found among Morstan’s baggage, the strange scene at 
Major Sholto’s death, the rediscovery o f  the treasure immediately 
followed by the murder o f  the discoverer, the very singular aceompani- 
.ments to the crime, the footsteps, the remarkable weapons, the words 
upon the card, corresponding with those upon Captain Morstan’s chart, 
— here was indeed a labyrinth in which a man less singularly endowed 
than my fellow-lodger might well despair o f  ever finding the clue.

Pinch in Lane was a row o f shabby two-storied brick houses in the 
lower quarter o f Lambeth. I  had to knock for some time at No. 3 
before I could make any impression. At last, however, there was the 
glint o f  a candle behind the blind, and a face looked out at the upper 
window.

“  Go on, you drunken vagabone,”  said the face. “  I f  you kick up 
any more row I ’ll open the kennels and let out forty-three dogs upon 
yon.”

Vol. XLV.—12

Digitized by L j O O Q l e



178 THE SIGN OF THE FOUR.

“  I f  you’ ll let one out it’s just what I  have come for,”  said I.
“  Go on 1”  yelled the voice. “  So help me gracious, I  have a wiper 

in this bag, an’ I ’ll drop it on your ’ead if  ydu don’t hook it?’
“  But I  want a dog,”  I  cried.
“  I  won’t be argued with !”  shouted Mr. Sherman. “  Now stand 

clear; for when I  say ‘ three,’ down goes the wiper.”
“  Mr. Sherlock Holmes— ”  I  began, but the words had a most 

magical effect, for the window instantly slammed down, and within a 
minute the door was unbarred and open. Mr. Sherman was a lanky, 
lean old man, with stooping shoulders, a stringy neck, and blue-tinted 
.glasses.

“  A  friend o f  Mr. Sherlock is always welcome,”  said he. “  Step 
in, sir. Keep clear o f  the badger; for he bites. Ah, naughty, naughty, 
would you take a nip at the gentleman ?”  This to a stoat which thrust 
its wicked head and red eyes between the bars o f  its cage. “  Don’t 
mind that, s ir : it’s only a slow-worm. It  liain’t got no fangs, so I 
gives it the run o’ the room, for it keeps the beetles down. You must 
not mind my bein’ just a little short wi’ you at first, for I ’m guyed at 
by the children, and there’s many a one just comes down this lane to 
knock me up. What was it that Mr. Sherlock Holmes wanted, sir ?”

“  H e wanted a dog o f  yours.”
“  A h ! that would be Toby.”
“  Yes, Toby was the name.”
"  Toby lives at No. 7 on the left here.”  H e moved slowly forward 

with his candle among the queer animal family which he had gathered 
round him. In the uncertain, shadowy light I  could see dimly that 
there were glancing, glimmering eyes peeping down at us from every 
cranny and corner. Even the rafters above our heads were lined by 
solemn fowls, who lazily shifted their weight from one leg to the other 
as our voices disturbed their slumbers.

Toby proved to be an ugly, long-haired, lop-eared creature, half 
spaniel and half lurcher, brown-and-white in color, with a very clumsy 
waddling gait. It accepted after some hesitation a lump o f sugar which 
the old naturalist handed to me, and, having thus sealed an alliance, it 
followed me to the cab, and made no difficulties about accompanying 
me. It  had just struck three on the Palace clock when I  found myself 
back once more at Pondicherry Lodge. The ex-prize-fighter McMurdo 
had, I  found, been arrested as an accessory, and both he and Mr. Sholto 
had been marched off to the station. Two constables guarded the nar
row gate, but they allowed me to pass with the dog on my mentioning 
the detective’s name.

Holmes was standing on the door-step, with his hands in his pockets, 
smoking his pipe.

“  Ah, you have him there !”  said he. “  Good dog, then ! Athelney 
Jones has gone. W e have had an immense display o f  energy since you 
left. H e has arrested not only friend Thaddeus, but the gatekeeper, 
the housekeeper, and the Indian servant. W e have the place to our
selves, but for a sergeant up-stairs. Leave the dog here, and come up.”  

W e tied Toby to the hall table, and reascended the stairs. The 
room was as we had left it, save that a sheet had been draped over
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the central figure. A  weary-looking police-sergeant reclined in the 
corner.

“  Lend me your bull’s-eye, sergeant,”  said ray companion. “  Now 
tie this bit o f  card round my neck, so as to hang it in front o f  me. 
Thank you. Now I  must kick off my boots and stockings.— Just you 
carry them down with you, Watson. I  am going to do a little climbing. 
And dip my handkerchief into the creasote. That will do. Now come 
up into the garret with me for a moment.”

W e clambered up through the hole. Holmes turned his light once 
more upon the footsteps in the dust.

“  I  wish you particularly to notice these footmarks,”  he said. “  Do 
you observe anything noteworthy about them?”

“  They belong,”  I  said, “  to a child or a small woman.”
“ Apart from their size, though. Is there nothing else?”
“  They appear to be much as other footmarks.”
“ Not at all. Look here ! This is the print o f  a right foot in the 

dust. Now I  make one with my naked foot beside it. What is the 
chief difference?”

“  Your toes are all cramped together. The other print has each toe 
distinctly divided.”

“  Quite so. That is the point. Bear that in mind. Now, would 
you kindly step over to that flap-window and smell the ed^e o f  the 
wood-work ? I  shall stay over here, as I  have this handkerchief in my 
hand.”

I  did as he directed, and was instantly conscious o f  a strong tarry 
smell.

“  That is where he put his foot in getting out. I f  you can traoe 
him, I  should think that Toby will have no difficulty. Now run down
stairs, loose the dog, and look out for Blondin.”

By the time that I  got out into the grounds Sherlock Holmes was 
on the roof, and I  could see him like an enormous glow-worm crawling 
very slowly along the ridge. I  lost sight o f  him behind a stack o f  
chimneys, but he presently reappeared, and then vanished once more 
upon the opposite side. When I  made my way round there I  found 
him seated at one o f  the corner eaves.

“ That you, Watson?”  he cried.
“ Yes.”
“  This is the place. What is that black thing down there ?”
“  A  water-barrel.”
“ Top on it?”
“  Yes.”
“  No sign o f  a ladder ?”
“ No.”
“  Confound the fellow ! It’s a most break-neck place. I  ought to 

be able to come down where he could climb up. The water-pipe feels 
pretty firm. Here goes, anyhow.”

There was a scu lling o f  feet, and the lantern began to come steadily 
down the side o f  the wall. Then with a light spring he came on to 
the barrel, and from there to the earth.

“  I t  was easy to follow him,”  he said, drawing on his stockings and
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boots. “  Tiles were loosened the whole way along, and in his hurry he 
had dropped this. It confirms my diagnosis, as you doctors express i t ”

The object which he held up to me was a small pocket or pouch 
woven out o f  colored grasses and with a few tawdry beads strung round 
it. In shape and size it was not unlike a cigarette-case. Inside were 
half a dozen spines o f  dark wood, sharp at one end and rounded at the 
other, like that which had struck Bartholomew Sholto.

“  They are hellish things,”  said he. “  Look out that you don’t 
prick yourself. I ’m delighted to have them, for the chances are that 
they are all he has. There is the less fear o f  you or me finding one in 
our skin before long. I  would sooner face a Martini bullet, myself. 
Are you game for a six-mile trudge, Watson ?”

“  Certainly,”  I  answered.
“  Your leg will stand it ?”
“  Oh, yes.”
“  Here you are, doggy! Good old Toby 1 Smell it, Toby, smell 

i t !”  He pushed the creasote handkerchief under the dog’s nose, while 
the creature stood with its flulfy legs separated, and with a most comical 
cock to its head, like a connoisseur sniffing the bouquet o f  a famous 
vintage. Holmes then threw the handkerchief to a distance, fastened 
a stout cord to the mongrel’s collar, and led him to the foot o f  the 
water-barrel. The creature instantly broke into a succession o f  high, 
tremulous yelps, and, with his nose on the ground, and his tail in the 
air, pattered off upon the trail at a pace which strained his leash and 
kept us at the top o f  our speed.

The east had been gradually whitening, and we could now see some 
distance in the cold gray light. The square; massive house, with its 
black, empty windows and high, bare walls, towered up, sad and forlorn, 
behind us. Our course led right across the grounds, in and out among 
the trenches and pits with which they were scarred and intersected. The 
whole place, with its scattered dirt-heaps and ill-grown shrubs, had a 
blighted, ill-omened look which harmonized with the black tragedy 
which hung over it.

On reaching the boundary wall Toby ran along, whining eagerly, 
underneath its shadow, and stopped finally in a corner screened by a 
young beech. Where the two walls joined, several bricks had been 
loosened, and the crevices left were worn down and rounded upon the 
lower side, as though they had frequently been used as a ladder. 
Holmes clambered up, and, taking the dog from me, he dropped it over 
upon the other side.

“ There’s the print o f  wooden-leg’s hand,”  he remarked, as I 
mounted up beside him. “  You see the slight smudge o f  blood upon 
the white plaster. What a lucky thiug it is that we have had no very 
heavy rain since yesterday 1 The scent will lie upon the road in spite o f 
their eight-and-twenty hours’ start.”

I  confess that I  had my doubts myself when I  reflected upon the 
great traffic which had passed along the London road in the interval. 
M y fears were soon appeased, however. Toby never hesitated or 
swerved, but waddled on in his peculiar rolling fashion. Clearly, the 
pungent smell o f  the creasote rose high above all other contending scents.

180 THE s ig n  o f  t h e  f o u r .
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u Do not imagine,”  said Holmes, “  that I  depend for my success in 
this case upon the mere chance o f  one o f  these fellows having put his 
foot in the chemical. I  have knowledge now which would enable me 
to trace them in many different ways. This, however, is the readiest, 
and, since fortune has put it into our hands, I  should be culpable i f  I  
neglected it. It  has, however, prevented the case from becoming the 
pretty little intellectual problem which it at one time promised to be. 
There might have been some credit to be gained out o f  it, but for this 
too palpable clue.”

“ There is credit, and to spare,”  said I. “ I  assure you, Holmes, 
that I  marvel at the means by which you obtain your results in this 
case, even more than I  did in the Jefferson Hope murder. The thing 
seems to me to be deeper and more inexplicable. How, for example, 
could you describe with such confidence the wooden-legged man ?”

“  Pshaw, my dear boy ! it was simplicity itself. I  don’t wish to be 
theatrical. It is all patent and above-board. Two officers who are in 
command o f  a convict-guard learn an important secret as to buried 
treasure. A  map is drawn for them by an Englishman named Jonathan 
Small. You remember that we saw the name upon the chart in Captain 
Moretan’s possession. He had signed it in behalf o f  himself and his 
associates,— the sign o f  the four, as he somewhat dramatically called it. 
Aided by this chart, the officers— or one o f  them— gets the treasure and 
brings it to England, leaving, we will suppose, some condition under 
which he receival it unfulfilled. Now, then, why did not Jonathan 
Small get the treasure himself? The answer is obvious. The chart 
is dated at a time when Morstan was brought into close association with 
convicts. Jonathan Small did not get the treasure because he and his 
associates were themselves convicts and could not get away.”

“  But this is mere speculation,”  said I.
“  It is more than that. It is the only hypothesis which covers the 

facts. Let us see how it fits in with the sequel. Major Sholto remains 
at peace for some years, happy in the possession o f his treasure. Then 
he receives a letter from India which gives him a great fright. What 
was that ?”

“  A  letter to say that the men whom he had wronged had been set 
free.

“  Or had escaped. That is much more likely, for he would have 
known what their term o f imprisonment was. It would not have been 
a surprise to him. What does he do then ? He guards himself against 
a wooden-legged man,— a white man, mark you, for he mistakes a 
white tradesman for him, and actually fires a pistol at him. Now, 
only one white man’s name is on the chart. The others are Hindoos 
or Mohammedans. There is no other white man. Therefore we may 
say with confidence that the wooden-legged man is identical with Jona
than Small. Does the reasoning strike you as being faulty?”

“  N o : it is clear and concise.”
“  W ell, now, let us put ourselves in the place o f Jonathan Small. 

Let us look at it from his point o f  view. He comes to England with 
the double idea o f regaining what he would consider to be his rights and 
o f having his revenge upon the man who had wronged him. H e found
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out where Sholto lived, and very possibly he established communica
tions with some one inside the house. There is this butler, Lai Rao, 
whom we have not seen. Mrs. Bernstone gives him far from a good 
character. Small could not find out, however, where the treasure was 
hid, for no one ever knew, save the major and one faithful servant who 
had died. Suddenly Small learns that the major is on his death-bed. 
In a frenzy lest the secret o f  the treasure die with him, he runs the 
gauntlet or the guards, makes his way to the dying man’s window, and 
is only deterred from entering by the presence o f  his two sons. Mad 
with hate, however, against the dead man, he enters the room that 
night, searches his private papers in the hope o f  discovering some 
memorandum relating to the treasure, and finally leaves a memento 
o f  his visit in the short inscription upon the card. H e had doubtless 
planned beforehand that should he slay the major he would leave some 
such record upon the body as a sign that it was not a common murder, 
but, from the point o f  view o f the four associates, something in the 
nature o f  an act o f  justice. Whimsical and bizarre conceits o f  this kind 
are common enough in the annals o f  crime, and usually afford valuable 
indications as to the criminal. D o you follow all this ?”

“ V ery clearly.”
“ Now, what could Jonathan Small d o?  He could only continue 

to keep a secret watch upon the efforts made to find the treasure. 
Possibly he leaves England and only comes back at intervals. Then 
comes the discovery o f  the garret, and he is instantly informed o f  it. 
W e again trace the presence o f  some confederate in the household. 
Jonathan, with his wooden leg, is utterly unable to reach the lofty room 
o f  Bartholomew Sholto. He takes with him, however, a rather curious 
associate, who gets over this difficulty, but dips his naked foot into 
creasote, whence come Toby, and a six-mile limp for a half-pay officer 
with a damaged tendo Aehillis.”

“  But it was the associate, and not Jonathan, who committed the 
crime.”

“  Quite so. And rather to Jonathan’s disgust, to judge by the way 
he stamped about when he got into the room. H e bore no grudge 
against Bartholomew Sholto, and would have preferred i f  he could 
have been simply bound and gagged. He did not wish to put his 
head in a halter. There was no help for it, however: the savage 
instincts o f  his companion had broken out, and the poison had done its 
work : so Jonathan Small left his record, lowered the treasure-box to 
the ground, and followed it himself. That was the train o f  events as 
far as I  can decipher them. O f course as to his personal appearance 
he must be middle-aged, and must be sunburned after serving his time 
in such an oven as the Andamans. His height is readily calculated 
from the length o f  his stride, and we know that he was bearded. His 
hairiness was the one point which impressed itself upon Thaddeus 
Sholto when he saw him at the window. I  don’ t know that there'is 
anything else.”

“  The associate?”
“ Ah, well, there is no great mystery in that. But you will know 

all about it soon enough. How sweet the morning air i s ! See how
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that one little clond floats like a pink feather from some gigantic fla
mingo. Now the red rim o f  the sun pushes itself over the London cloud
bank. It  shines on a good many folk, but on none, I  dare bet, who 
are on a stranger errand than you and I. How small we feel with our 
petty ambitions and strivings in the presence o f  the great elemental 
forces o f  nature! Are you well up in your Jean Paul ?”

“  Fairly so. I  worked back to him through Carlyle.”
“ That was like following the brook to the parent lake. He makes 

one curious but profound remark. It is that the chief proof o f  man’s 
real greatness lies in his perception o f  his own smallness. It  argues, 
you see, a power o f  comparison and o f  appreciation which is in itself a

Eroof o f  nobility. There is much food tor thought in Richter. You 
ave not a pistol, have you ?”

“  I  have my stick.”
“ It is just possible that we may need something o f  the sort i f  we 

get to their lair. Jonathan I  shall leave to you, but i f  the other turns 
nasty I shall shoot him dead.”  He took out his revolver as he spoke, 
and, having loaded two o f  the chambers, he put it back into the right- 
hand pocket o f  his jacket.

W e had during this time been following the guidance o f  Toby down 
the half-rural villa-lined roads which lead to the metropolis. Now, how
ever, we were beginning to come among continuous streets, where 
laborers and” dockmen were already astir, and slatternly women were 
taking down shutters and brushing door-steps. A t the square-topped 
corner public houses business was just beginning, and rough-looking 
men were emerging, rubbing their sleeves across their beards after their 
morning wet. Strange dogs sauntered up and stared wonderingly at 
us as we passed, but our inimitable Toby looked neither to the right 
nor to the left, but trotted onwards with his nose to the ground and 
an occasional eager whine which spoke o f  a hot scent.

W e had traversed Streatham, Brixton, Camberwell, and now found 
ourselves in Kennington Lane, having borne away through the side- 
streets to the east o f  the Oval. The men whom we pursue seemed to 
have taken a curiously zigzag road, with the idea probably o f escaping 
observation. They had never kept to the main road if a parallel side- 
street would serve their turn. A t the foot o f  Kennington Lane they 
had edged away to the left through Bond Street and Miles Street. 
Where the latter street turns into Knight’s Place, Toby ceased to 
advance, but began to run backwards and forwards with one ear cocked 
and the other drooping, the very picture o f  canine indecision. Then 
he waddled round in circles, looking up to us from time to time, as i f  
to ask for sympathy in his embarrassment.

“  What the deuce is the matter with the dog f*  growled Holmes. 
“ They surely would not take a cab, or go off in a balloon.”

“  Perhaps they stood here for some time,”  I  suggested.
“ A h ! it’s all right. H e’s off again,”  said my companion, in a tone 

o f  relief.
He was indeed off, for after sniffing round again he suddenly made 

up his mind, and darted away with an energy and determination such 
as he had not yet shown. The scent appeared to be much hotter than
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before, for he had not even to put his nose on the ground, but tugged 
at his leash and tried to break into a run. I  could see by the gleam in 
Holmes’s eyes that he thought we were nearing the end o f  our journey.

Our course now ran down Niue Elms until we came to Broderick 
and Nelson’s large timber-yard, just past the White Eagle tavern. 
Here the dog, frantic with excitement, turned doWh through the side, 
gate into the enclosure, where the sawyers were already at work. On 
the dog raced through sawdust aud shavings, down an alley, round a 
passage, between two wood-piles, and finally, with a triumphant yelp, 
sprang upou a large barrel which still stood upon the hand-trolley on 
which it had been brought. With lolling tongue and blinking eyes, 
Toby stood upon the cask, looking from one to the other o f  us for some 
sign o f  appreciation. The staves o f  the barrel and the wheels o f  the 
trolley were smeared with a dark liquid, and the whole air was heavy 
with the smell o f  creasote.

Sherlock Holmes and I  looked blankly at each other, and then burst 
simultaneously into an uncontrollable fit o f  laughter.

CHAPTER VIII.
THE BAKER STREET IRREGULARS.

“ W h a t  now?”  I  asked. “ Toby has lost his character for in
fallibility.”

“  He acted according to his lights,”  said Holmes, lifting him down 
from the barrel and walking him out o f  the timber-yard. “ I f  you 
consider how much creasote is carted about London in one day, it is no 
great wonder that our trail should have been crossed. It is much used 
now, especially for the seasoning o f  wood. Poor Toby is not to 
blame.”

“  We must get on the main scent again, I  suppose.”
“  Yes. And, fortunately, we have no distance to go. Evidently 

what puzzled the dog at the corner o f Knight’s Place was that there 
were two different trails running in opposite directions. W e took the 
wrong one. It only remains to follow the other.”

There was no difficulty about this. On leading Toby to the place 
where he had committed his fault, he cast about in a wide circle and 
finally dashed off in a fresh direction.

“  We must take care that he does not now bring us to the place 
where the creasote-barrel came from,”  I  observed.

“  I  had thought o f  that. But you notice that he keeps on the pave
ment, whereas the barrel passed down the roadway. No, we are on the 
true scent now.”

It tended down towards the river-side, running through Belmont 
Place and Prince’s Street. A t the end o f  Broad Street it ran right 
down to the water’s edge, where there was a small wooden wharf. Toby 
led us to the very edge o f  this, and there stood whining, looking out 
on the dark current beyond.

“ W e are out of luck,”  said Holmes. “ They have taken to a boat
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here.”  Several small punts and skiffs were lying about in the water 
and on the edge o f  the wharf. W e took Toby round to each in turn, 
but, though he sniffed earnestly, he made no sign.

Close to the rude landing-stage was a small brick house, with a 
wooden placard slung out through the second window. “  Mordecai 
Smith”  was printed across it in large letters, and, underneath, “  Boats to 
hire by the hour or day.”  A  second inscription above the door informed 
us that a steam launch was kept,— a statement which was confirmed by a 
great pile o f  coke upon the jetty. Sherlock Holmes looked slowly 
round, and his face assumed an ominous expression.

“ This looks bad,”  said he. “ These fellows are sharper than I  
expected. They seem to have covered their tracks. There has, I  fear, 
been preconcerted management here.”

He was approaching the door o f  the house, when it opened, and a 
little, curly-headed lad o f  six came running out, followed by a stout: h, 
red-faced woman with a large sponge in her hand.

“  You come back and be washed, Jack,”  she shouted. “  Come back, 
you young im p; for if  your father comes home and finds you like that, 
he’ll let us hear o f  it.”

“  Dear little chap!”  said Holmes, strategically. “  What a rosy- 
cheeked young rascal! Now, Jack, is there anything you would like ?”  

The youth pondered for a moment. “  I ’d like a shillin’,”  said he.
“  Nothing you would like better?”
“  I ’d like two shillin’ better,”  the prodigy answered, after some 

thought.
“  Here you are, then ! Catch !— A  fine child, Mrs. Smith 1”
“  Lor’ bless you, sir, he is that, and forward. He gets a’most too 

much for me to manage, ’specially when my man is away days at a 
time.”

“  Away, is he ?”  said Holmes, in a disappointed voice. “  I  am sorry 
for that, for I wanted to speak to Mr. Smith.”

“  He’s been away since yesterday mornin’ , sir, and, truth to tell, I  
am beginnin’ to feel frightened about him. But if  it was about a boat, 
sir,, maybe I  could serve as well.”

“  I  wanted to hire his steam launch.”
“  Why, bless you, sir, it is in the steam launch that he has gone. 

That’s what puzzles m e; for I know there ain’t more coals in her than 
would take her to about Woolwich and back. I f  he’d been away in 
the barge I ’d ha’ thought nothin’ ; for many a time a job has taken 
him as far as Gravesend, and then if  there was much doin’ there he 
might ha’ stayed over. But what good is a steam launch without 
coals ?”

“  He might have bought some at a wharf down the river.”
“  He might, sir, but it weren’t his way. Many a time I ’ ve heard him 

call out at the prices they charge for a few odd bags. Besides, I  don’t 
like that wooden-legged man, wi’ his ugly face and outlandish talk. 
What did he want always knockin’ about here for?”

“  A  wooden-legged man ?”  said Holmes, with bland surprise.
“  Yes, sir, a brown, monkey-faced chap that’s called more’n once for 

my old man. It was him that roused him up yesternight, and, what’s
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more, my man knew he was cornin’, for he had steam up in the launch. 
I  tell you straight, sir, I  don’t feel easy in my mind about it.”

“  But, my dear Mrs. Smith,”  said Holmes, shrugging his shoulders, 
“  you are frightening yourself about nothing. How could you possibly 
tell that it was the wooden-legged man who came in the night ? I  don’t 
quite understand how you can be so sure.”

“  His voice, sir. I  knew his voice, which is kind o’ thick and foggy. 
He tapped at the winder,— about three it would be. ‘ Show a leg, 
matey, says h e : ‘ time to turn out guard.’ M y old man woke up Jim,—  
that’s my eldest,— and away they went, without so much as a word to 
me. I  could hear the wooden leg clackin’  on the stones.”

“ And was this wooden-legged man alone?”
“  Couldn’t say, I  am sure, sir. I  didn’t hear no one else.”
“  I  am sorry, Mrs. Smith, for I  wanted a steam launch, and I  have

heard good reports o f  the-------  Let me see, what is her name ?”
“ The Aurora, sir.”
“  A h ! She’s not that old green launch with a yellow line, very broad 

in the beam ?”
“  No, indeed. She’s as trim a little thing as any on the river. She’s 

been fresh painted, black with two red streaks.”
“  Thanks. I  hope that you will hear soon from Mr. Smith. I  am 

going down the river; and i f  I  should see anything o f  the Aurora I  
shall let him know that you are uneasy. A  black funnel, you say ?”

“  No, sir. Black with a white band.”
“  Ah, o f  course. It was the sides which were black. Good-morn

ing, Mrs. Smith.— There is a boatman here with a wherry, Watson. 
W e shall take it and cross the river.

“  The main thing with people o f  that sort,”  said Holmes, as we sat 
in the sheets o f  the wherry, “  is never to let them think that their 
information can be o f  the slightest importance to you. I f  you do, they 
will instantly shut up like an oyster. I f  you listen to them nnder 
protest, as it were, you are very likely to get what you want.”

“  Our course now seems pretty clear,”  said I.
“  What would you do, then ?”
“  I  would engage a launch and go down the river on the track o f  

the Aurora.”
“  M y dear fellow, it would be a colossal task. She may have 

touched at any wharf on either side o f  the stream between here and 
Greenwich. Below the bridge there is a perfect labyrinth o f  landing- 
places for miles. It would take you days and days to exhaust them, i f  
you set about it alone.”

“  Employ the police, then.”
“ No. I  shall probably call Atheluey Jones in at the last moment. 

H e is not a bad fellow, and I  should not like to do anything which 
would iniure him professionally. But I  have a fancy for working it 
out myself, now that we have gone so far.”

“ Could we advertise, then, asking for information from wharf
ingers ?”

“  Worse and worse! Our men would know that the chase was hot 
at their heels, and they would be off out o f the country. As it is, they
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1 ' * ’  1 ' long as they think they are per

ils there, for his view o f  the case is sure to push itself iuto the daily 
press, and the runaways will think that every one is off on the wrong 
scent”

“  What are we to do, then ?”  I  asked, as we landed near Millbank 
Penitentiary.

“  Take this hansom, drive home, have some breakfast, and get an 
hour’s sleep. It is quite on the cards that we may be afoot to-night 
again. Stop at a telegraph-office, cabby I W e will keep Toby, for he 
may be o f  use to us yet.”

W e pulled up at the Great Peter Street post-office, and Holmes 
despatched his wire. “  Whom do you think that is to ?”  he asked, as 
we resumed our journey.

“  I  am sure I  don’t know.
“  You remember the Baker Street division o f  the detective police 

force whom I employed in the Jefferson Hope case?”
“  Well,”  said I, laughing.
“  This is just the case where they might be invaluable. I f  they fail, 

I  have other resources; but I shall try them first. That wire was to 
my dirty little lieutenant, Wiggins, and I  expect that he and his gang 
will be with us before we have finished our breakfast.”

It  was between eight and nine o’clock now, and I  was conscious o f  
a strong reaction after the successive excitements o f  the night. I  was 
limp and weary, befogged in mind and fatigued in body. I  had not 
the professional enthusiasm which carried my companion on, nor could 
I  look at the matter as a mere abstract intellectual problem. As far as 
the death o f  Bartholomew Sholto went, I  had heard little good o f  him, 
and could feel no intense antipathy to his murderers. The treasure, 
however, was a different matter. That, or part o f  it, belonged right
fully to Miss Morstan. While there was a chance o f recovering it I  
was ready to devote my life to the one object. True, i f  I  found it 
it would probably put her forever beyond ray reach. Yet it would be 
a petty and selfish love which would be influenced by such a thought 
as that. I f  Holmes could work to find the criminals, I  had a tenfold 
stronger reason to urge me on to find the treasure.

A  bath at Baker Street and a complete change freshened me up 
wonderfully. When I  came down to our room I  found the breakfast 
laid and Holmes pouring out the coffee.

"  Here it is,”  said he, laughing, and pointing to an open newspaper. 
“ The energetic Jones and the ubiquitous reporter have fixed it up 
between them. But you have had enough o f  the case. Better have 
your ham and eggs first.”

1 took the paper from him and read the short notice, which was 
headed “  Mysterious Business at Upper Norwood.”

“  About twelve o’clock last night,”  said the Standard, “  Mr. Bar
tholomew Sholto, o f  Pondicherry Lodge, Upper Norwood, was found 
dead in his room under circumstances which point to foul play. As 
far as we can learn, no actual traces o f  violence were found upon Mr. 
Sholto’s person, but a valuable collection o f  Indian gems which the

Jones’s energy will be o f  use to
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deceased gentleman had inherited from his father has been carried off. 
The discovery was first made by Mr. Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson, 
who had called at the house with Mr. Thaddeus Sholto, brother o f  the 
deceased. B y a  singular piece o f  good fortune, Mr. Athelney Jones, 
the well-known member o f the detective police force, happened to be at 
the Norwood Police Station, and was on the ground within half an 
hour of the first alarm. His trained and experienced faculties were at 
once directed towards the detection o f  the criminals, with the gratifying 
result that the brother, Thaddeus Sholto, has already been arrested, 
together with the housekeeper, Mrs. Bernstone, an Indian butler named 
Lai Rao, and a porter, or gatekeeper, named McMurdo. It is quite 
certain that the thief or thieves were well acquainted with the house, 
for Mr. Jones’s well-known technical knowledge and his powers o f 
minute observation have enabled him to prove conclusively that the 
miscreants could not have entered by the door or by the window, but 
must have made their way across the roof o f  the building, and so through 
a trap-door into a room which communicated with that in which the 
body was found. This fact, which has been very clearly made out, 
proves conclusively that it was no mere hap-hazard burglary. The 
prompt and energetic action o f  the officers o f  the law shows the great 
advantage o f  the presence on such occasions o f  a single vigorous and 
masterful mind. We cannot but think that it supplies an argument to 
those who would wish to see our detectives more decentralized, and so 
brought into closer and more effective touch with the cases which it is 
their duty to investigate.”

“ Isn’t it gorgeous!”  said Holmes, grinning over his coffee-cup. 
“  What do you think o f  it?”

“ I think that w« have had a close shave ourselves o f  being arrested 
for the crime.”

“  So do I. I  wouldn’t answer for our safety now, i f  he should 
hapj>en to have another o f  his attacks o f energy.”

A t this moment there was a loud ring at the bell, and I  could hear 
Mrs. Hudson, our landlady, raising her voice in a wail o f  expostula
tion and dismay.

“ By heaven, Holmes,”  I  said, half rising, “ I  believe that they are 
really after us.”

“  No, it’s not quite so bad as that. It is the unofficial force,— the 
Baker Street irregulars.”

As he spoke, there came a swift pattering o f  naked feet upon the 
stairs, a clatter o f  high voices, and in rushed a dozen dirty and ragged 
little street-Arabs. There was some show o f discipline among them, 
despite their tumultuous entry, for they instantly drew up in line and 
stood facing us with expectant faces. One o f  their number, taller and 
older than the others, stood forward with an air o f lounging superiority 
which was very funny in such a disreputable little scarecrow.

“ Got your message, sir,”  said he, “ and brought ’em on sharp. 
Three bob and a tanner for tickets.”

“  Here you are,”  said Holmes, producing some silver. “  In future 
they can report to you, Wiggins, and you to me. I  cannot have the 
house invaded in this way. However, it is just as well that you should
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all hear the instructions. I  want to find the whereabouts o f  a steam 
launch called the Aurora, owner Mordecai Smith, black with two red 
streaks, funnel black with a white band. She is down the river some
where. I  want one boy to be at Mordecai Smith’s landing-stage oppo
site Millbank to say if  the boat comes back. Y ou must divide it out 
among yourselves, and do both banks thoroughly. Let me know the 
moment you have news. Is that all clear?”

“ Yes, guv’nor,”  said Wiggins.
“  The old scale o f  pay, and a guinea to the boy who finds the boat. 

Here’s a day in advance. Now off you g o !”  He handed them a 
shilling each, and away they buzzed down the stairs, and I  saw them a 
moment later streaming down the street.

“  I f  the launch is above water they will find her,”  said Holmes, as 
he rose from the table and lit his pipe. “ They can go everywhere, 
see everything, overhear every one. I  expect to hear before evening 
that they have spotted her. In the mean while, we can do nothing but 
await results. W e cannot pick up the broken trail until we find either 
the Aurora or Mr. Mordecai Smith.”

“ Toby could eat these scraps, I  dare say. Are you going to bed, 
Holmes?”

“ N o : I  am not tired. I  have a curious constitution. I  never 
remember feeling tired by work, though idleness exhausts me com
pletely. I  am going to smoke and to think over this queer business to 
which my fair client has introduced us. I f  ever man had an easy task, 
this o f  ours ought to be. Wooden-legged men are not so common, but 
the other man must, I  should think, be absolutely unique.”

“ That other man again!”
“ I  have no wish to make a mystery o f  him,— to you, anyway. 

But you must have formed your own opinion. Now, do consider 
the data. Diminutive footmarks, toes never fettered by boots, naked 
feet, stone-headed wooden mace, great agility, small poisoned darts. 
What do you make o f  all this?”

“  A  savage !”  I  exclaimed. “  Perhaps one o f  those Indians who 
were the associates o f  Jonathan Small.”

“  Hardly that,”  said he. “  When first I  saw signs o f  strange 
weapons I  was inclined to think s o ; but the remarkable character o f 
the footmarks caused me to reconsider my views. Some o f  the inhabi
tants o f  the Indian Peninsula are small men, but none could have left 
such marks as that. The Hindoo proper has long and thin feet. The 
sandal-wearing Mohammedan has the great toe well separated from the 
others, because the thong is commonly passed between. These little 
darts, too, could only be shot in one way. They are from a blow-pipe. 
Now, then, where are we to find our savage ?”

“ South American,”  I  hazarded.
H e stretched his hand up, and took down a bulky volume from 

the shelf. “  This is the first volume o f  a gazetteer which is now being 
published. It may be looked upon as the very latest authority. What 
have we here ? * Andaman Islands, situated 340 miles to the north o f 
Sumatra, in the Bay o f  Bengal.’ H um ! hum ! What’s all this? 
Moist climate, coral reefs, sharks, Port Blair, convict-barracks, Rutland
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Island, cottonwoods—  Ah, here we are. ‘ The aborigines o f  the
Andaman Islands may perhaps claim the distinction o f  being the 
smallest race upon this earth, though some anthropologists prefer the 
Bushmen o f  Africa, the Digger Indians o f  America, and the Terra del 
Fuegians. The average height is rather below four feet, although 
many full-grown adults may be found who are very much smaller than 
this. They are a fierce, morose, and intractable people, though capable 
o f  forming most devoted friendships when their confidence has once 
been gained.’ Mark that, Watson. Now, then, listen to this. ‘  They 
are naturally hideous, having large, misshapen heads, small, fierce eyes, 
and distorted features. Their feet and hands, however, are remarkably 
small. So intractable and fierce are they that all the efforts o f  the 
British officials have failed to win them over in any degree. They 
have always been a terror to shipwrecked crews, braining the survivors 
with their stone-headed clubs, or shooting them with their poisoned 
arrows. These massacres are invariably concluded by a cannibal feast.’ 
Nice, amiable people, Watson ! I f  this fellow had been left to his own 
unaided devices this affair might have taken an even more ghastly 
turn. I  fancy that, even as it is, Jonathan Small would give a good 
deal not to have employed him.”

“  But how came he to have so singular a companion ?”
“  Ah, that is more than I  can tell. Since, however, we had already 

determined that Small had come from the Andamans, it is not so very 
wonderful that this islander should be with him. No doubt we shall 
know all about it in time. Look here, Watson; you look regularly 
done. Lie down there on the sofa, and see i f  I  can put you to sleep.”  

H e took up his violin from the corner, and as I  stretched myself 
out he began to play some low, dreamy, melodious air,— his own, no 
doubt, for he had a remarkable gift for improvisation. I  have a vague 
remembrance o f  his gaunt limbs, his earnest face, and the rise and fall 
o f  his bow. Then I  seemed to be floated peacefully away upon a soft 
sea o f  sound, until I  found myself in dream-land, with the sweet face 
o f  Mary Morstan looking down upon me.

CHAPTER IX.
A  BREAK n r  THE CHAIN.

It  was late in the afternoon before I  woke, strengthened and re
freshed. Sherlock Holmes still sat exactly as I  had left him, save that 
he had laid aside his violin and was deep in a book. H e looked across 
at me, as I  stirred, and I  noticed that his face was dark and troubled.

“  You have slept soundly,”  he said. “  I  feared that our talk would 
wake you.”

“ I  heard nothing,”  I  answered. “ Have you had fresh news, 
then ?”

“ Unfortunately, no. I  confess that I  am surprised and disap
pointed. I  expected something definite by this time. Wiggins has 
just been up to report. He says that no trace can be found o f  the 
launch. It is a provoking check, for every hour is o f  importance.”
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“  Can I  do anything? I  am perfectly fresh now, and quite ready 
for another night’s outing.”

“  N o; we can do nothing. W e can only wait. I f  we go ourselves, 
the message might come in our absence, and delay be caused. Y ou can 
do what you will, but I  must remain on guard.”

“  Then I  shall run over to Camberwell and call upon Mrs. Cecil 
Forrester. She asked me to, yesterday.”

“  On Mrs. Cecil Forrester ?”  asked Holmes, with the twinkle o f  a 
smile in his eyes.

“  W ell, o f  course on Miss Morstan too. They were anxious to 
hear what happened.”

“  I  would not tell them too much,”  6aid Holmes. “  Women are 
never to be entirely trusted,— not the best o f  them.”

I  did not pause to argue over this atrocious sentiment “  I  shall 
be back in an hour or two,”  I  remarked.

“  A ll right 1 Good lu ck ! But, I  say, i f  you are crossing the 
river you may as well return Toby, for I  don’t think it is at all likely 
that we shall have any use for him now.”

I  took our mongrel accordingly, and left him, together with a half- 
sovereign, at the old naturalist’s in Pinchin Lane. At Camberwell I  
found Miss Morstan a little weary after her night’s adventures, but 
very eager to hear the news. Mrs. Forrester, too, was full o f  curiosity. 
I  told them all that we had done, suppressing, however, the more 
dreadful parts o f  the tragedy. Thus, although I  spoke o f  Mr. Sholto’s 
death, I  said nothing o f  the exact manner and method o f  it. With 
all my omissions, however, there was enough to startle and amaze 
them.

“ It  is a romance !”  cried Mrs. Forrester. “  An injured lady, half 
a million in treasure, a black cannibal, and a wooden-legged ruffian. 
They take the place o f  the conventional dragon or wicked earl.”

“  And two knight-errants to the rescue,”  added Miss Morstan, with 
a bright glance at me.

“  Why, Mary, your fortune depends upon the issue o f  this search. 
I  don’t think that you are nearly excited enough. Just imagine what 
it must be to be so rich, and to have the world at your feet!”

I t  sent a little thrill o f joy  to my heart to notice that she showed 
no sign o f  elation at the prospect. On the contrary, she gave a toss 
of her proud head, as though the matter were one in which she took 
small interest.

“ It  is for Mr. Thaddeus Sholto that I  am anxious,”  she said. 
“  Nothing else is o f  any consequence; but I  think that he has behaved 
most kindly and honorably throughout. It  is our duty to clear him 
of this dreadful and unfounded charge.”

It  was evening before I  left Camberwell, and quite dark by the 
time I  reached home. M y companion’s book and pipe lay by his chair, 
but he had disappeared. I  looked about in the hope o f  seeing a note, 
but there was none.

“  I  .suppose that Mr. Sherlock Holmes has gone out,”  I  said to 
Mrs. Hudson as she came up to lower the blinds.

“ No, sir. H e has gone to his room, sir. Do you know, sir,”
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sinking her voice into an impressive whisper, “ I am afraid for his 
health ?”

“  W hy so, Mrs. Hudson ?”
“  Well, he’s that strange, sir. After you was gone he walked and 

he walked, up and down, and up and down, until I  was weary o f  the 
sound o f  his footstep. Then I heard him talking to himself and 
muttering, and every time the bell rang out he came on the stair-head, 
with ‘ What is that, Mrs. Hudson?’ And now he has slammed off to 
his room, but I  can hear him walking away the same as ever. I  hope 
he’s not going to be ill, sir. I  ventured to say something to him about 
cooling medicine, but he turned on me, sir, with such a look that I  
don’t know how ever I  got out o f the room.”

“  I  don’t think that you have any cause to be uneasy, Mrs. Hudson,”  
I  answered. “ I  have seen him like this before. He has some small 
matter upon his mind which makes him restless.”  I  tried to speak 
lightly to our worthy landlady, but I  was myself somewhat uneasy 
when through the long night I still from time to time heard the dull 
sound o f  his tread, and knew how his keen spirit was chafing against 
this involuntary inaction.

A t break fast-time he looked worn and haggard, with a little fleck 
o f  feverish color upon either cheek.

“ Y ou are knocking yourself up, old man,”  I  remarked. “  I  heard 
you marching about in the night.”

“  No, I  could not sleep,”  he answered. “  This infernal problem is 
consuming me. It is too much to be balked by so petty an obstacle, 
when all else had been overcome. I know the men, the launch, every
thing ; and yet I can get no news. I  have set other agencies at work, 
and used every means at my disposal. The whole river has been 
searched on either side, but there is no news, nor has Mrs. Smith heard 
o f  her husband. I  shall come to the conclusion soon that they have 
scuttled the craft. But there are objections to that.”

“  Or that Mrs. Smith has put us on a wrong scent.”
“  No, I  think that may be dismissed. I  had inquiries made, and 

there is a launch o f  that description.”
“  Could it have gone up the river?”
“ I  have considered that possibility too, and there is a search-party 

who will work up as far as Bichmond. I f  no news comes to-day, I  
shall start off myself to-morrow, and go for the men rather than the 
boat. But surely, surely, we shall hear something.”

W e did not, however. Not a word came to us either from Wiggins 
or from the other agencies. There were articles in most o f  the papers 
upon the Norwood tragedy. They all appeared to be rather hostile to 
the unfortunate Thaddeus Sholto. No fresh details were to be found, 
however, in any o f  them, save that an inquest was to be held upon 
the following day. I  walked over to Camberwell in the evening to 
report our ill success to the ladies, and on my return I  found Holmes 
dejected and somewhat morose. He would hardly reply to my ques
tions, and busied himself all evening in an abstruse chemical analysis 
which involved much heating o f  retorts and distilling o f  vapors, ending 
at last in a smell which fairly drove me out o f  the apartment. U p to
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the small hours o f  the morning I  could hear the clinking o f  his test- 
tubes which told me that he was still engaged in his malodorous ex
periment.

In the early dawn I  woke with a start, and was surprised to find 
him standing by my bedside, clad in a rude sailor dress with a pea- 
jacket, and a coarse red scarf round his neck.

“  I  am off down the river, Watson,”  said he. “  I  have been turning 
it over in my mind, and I  can see only one way out o f  it. It  is 
worth trying, at all events.”

“  Surely I  can come with you, then ?”  said I.
“ N o ; you can be much more useful i f  you will remain here as my 

representative. I  am loath to go, for it is quite on the cards that some 
message may come during the day, though Wiggins was despondent 
about it last night. I  want you to open all notes and telegrams, and 
to act on your own judgment i f  any news should come. Can I  rely 
upon you?”

“  Most certainly.”
“  I  am afraid that you will not be able to wire to me, for I  can 

hardly tell yet where I  may find myself. I f  I  am in luck, however, I  
may not be gone so very long. I  shall have news o f  some sort or 
other before I  get back.”

I  had heara nothing o f  him by breakfast-time. On opening the 
Standard, however, I  found that there was a fresh allusion to the busi
ness. “  With reference to the Upper Norwood tragedy,”  it remarked, 
“  we have reason to believe that the matter promises to be even more 
complex and mysterious than was originally supposed. Fresh evi
dence has shown that it is quite impossible that Mr. Thaddeus Sholto 
could have been in any way concerned in the matter. H e and the 
housekeeper, Mrs. Bernstone, were both released yesterday evening. 
It  is believed, however, that the police have a clue as to the real cul-

Erits, and that it is being prosecuted by Mr. Athelney Jones, o f  Scot- 
tnd Yard, with all his well-known energy and sagacity. Further 

arrests may be expected at any moment.”
“  That is satisfactory so far as it goes,”  thought I . “  Friend Sholto 

is safe, at any rate. I  wonder what the fresh elue may b e ; though it 
seems to be a stereotyped form whenever the police have made a 
blunder.”

I  tossed the paper down upon the table, but at that moment my 
eye caught an advertisement in the agony column. It  ran in this w ay: 

“  I xwt.— W hereas Mordecai Smith, boatman, and his son Jim, left 
Smith’s W harf at or about three o’clock last Tuesday morning in the 
steam launch Aurora, black with two red stripes, funnel black with a 
white band, the sum o f five pounds will be paid to any one who can 
give information to Mrs. Smith, at Smith’s wharf, or at 2216 Baker 
Street, as to the whereabouts o f  the said Mordecai Smith and the launch 
Aurora.”

This was clearly Holmes’s doing. The Baker Street address was 
enough to prove that. It struck me as rather ingenious, because it 
might be read by the fugitives without their seeing in it more than the 
natural anxiety o f  a wife for her missing husband.

Voi. XLV.—IS
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It was a long day. Every time that a knock came to the door, or 
a sharp step passed in the street, I  imagined that it was either Holmes 
returning or an answer to his advertisement. I  tried to read, but my 
thoughts would wander off to our strange quest and to the ill-assorted 
and villanous pair whom we were pursuing. Could there be, I  won
dered, some radical flaw in my companion's reasoning ? Might he be 
suffering from some huge self-deception ? Was it not possible that his 
nimble and speculative mind had built up this wild theory upon faulty 
premises ? 1 had never known him to be wrong ; and yet the keenest
reasoner may occasionally be deceived. He was likely, I  thought, to 
fall into error through the over-refinement o f  his logic,— his preference 
for a subtle and bizarre explanation when a plainer and more common
place one lay ready to his hand. Yet, on the other hand, I  had myself 
seen the evidence, and I  had heard the reasons for his deductions. 
When I looked back on the long chain o f  curious circumstances, many 
o f  them trivial in themselves, but all tending in the same direction, I  
could not disguise from myself that even i f  Holmes's explanation were 
incorrect the true theory must be equally oviri and startling.

A t three o'clock in the afternoon there was a loud peal at the bell, 
an authoritative voice in the hall, and, to my surprise, no less a person 
than Mr. Athelney Jones was shown up to me. Very different was "he, 
however, from the brusque and masterful professor o f  common sense 
who had taken over the case so confidently at Upper Norwood. His 
expression was downcast, and his bearing meek and even apologetic.

“ Good-day, sir; good-day," said he. “ Mr. Sherlock Holmes is 
out, I  understand."

“  Yes, and I cannot be sure when he will be back. But perhaps 
you would care to wait. Take that chair and try one o f  these cigars.”

“ Thank you ; I  don’ t mind i f  I  do," said he, mopping his face 
with a red bandanna handkerchief.

“  And a whiskey-and-soda ?”
“  Well, half a glass. It is very hot for the time o f  year ; and I  

have had a good deal to worry and try me. You know my theory 
about this Norwood case?"

“  I  remember that you expressed one.”
“  Well, I  have been obliged to reconsider it. I  had my net drawn 

tightly round Mr. Sholto, sir, when pop he went through a hole in the 
middle o f  it. He was able to prove an alibi which oould not be shaken. 
From the time that he left his brother's room he was never out o f  sight 
o f  some one or other. So it could not be he who climbed over roofs 
and through trap-doors. It’s a very dark case, and my professional 
credit is at stake. I  should be very glad o f  a little assistance.”

“  W e all need help sometimes,”  said I.
“ Your friend Mr. Sherlock Holmes is a wonderful man, sir,”  said 

he, in a husky and confidential voice. “  H e’s a man who is not to be 
beat. I  have known that young man go into a good many cases, but I  
never saw the case yet that he could not throw a light upon. He is 
irregular in his methods, and a little quick perhaps in jumping at 
theories, but, on the whole, I  think he would have made a most prom
ising officer, and I don’t care who knows it. I  have had a wire from
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him this morning, by which I  understand that he has got some clue to 
this Sholto business. Here is his message.”

He took the telegram out o f  his pocket, and handed it to me. It 
was dated from Poplar at twelve o’clock. “  Go to Baker Street at 
once,”  it said. “  I f  I  have not returned, wait for me. I  am close on 
the track o f  the Sholto gang. You can come with us to-night i f  you 
want to be in at the finish.”

“  This sounds well. H e has evidently picked up the scent again,”  
said I.

u Ah, then he has been at fault too,”  exclaimed Jones, with evident 
satisfaction. “  Even the best o f  us are thrown off sometimes. O f 
course this may prove to be a false alarm; but it is my duty as an 
officer o f  the law to allow uo chance to slip. But there is some one at 
the door. Perhaps this is he.”

A  heavy step was heard ascending the stair, with a great wheezing 
and rattling as from a man who was sorely put to it for breath. Once 
or twice he stopped, as though the climb were too much for him, but at 
last he made his way to our door and entered. His appearance corre
sponded to the sounds which we had heard. He was an aged man, clad 
in seafaring garb, with an old pea-jacket buttoned up to bis throat. 
His back was bowed, his knees were shaky, and his breathing was pain
fully asthmatic. A s he leaned upon a thick oaken cudgel his shoulders 
heaved in the effort to draw the air into his lungs. He had a colored 
scarf round his chin, and I  could see little o f  his face save a pair o f  
keen dark eyes, overhung by bushy white brows, and long gray side- 
whiskers. Altogether he gave me the impression o f  a respectable 
master mariner who had fallen into years and poverty.

“  What is it, my man ?”  I  asked.
He looked about him in the slow methodical fashion o f  old age.
“  Is Mr. Sherlock Holmes here?”  said he.
“  N o ; but I  am acting for him. You can tell me any message you 

have for him.”
“  It was to him himself I  was to tell it,”  said he.
“  But I  tell you that I  am acting for him. Was it about Mordecai 

Smith’s boat ?”
“  Yes. I  knows well where it is. An’ I  knows where the men 

he is after are. An’ I  knows where the treasure is. I  knows all 
about it.”

“  Then tell me, and I  shall let him know.”
“  It was to him I  was to tell it,”  he repeated, with the petulant 

obstinacy o f  a very old man.
“  W ell, you must wait for him.”
“  No, n o ; I  ain’t goin’ to lose a whole day to please no one. I f  

Mr. Holmes ain’t here, then Mr. Holmes must find it all out for him- 
self. I  don’t care about the look o f  either o f  you, and I  won’t tell a 
word.”

He shuffled towards the door, but Athelney Jones got in front o f  him.
“  Wait a bit, my friend,”  said he. “  You have important informa

tion, and you must not walk off. W e shall keep you, whether you like 
or not, until our friend returns.”
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The old man made a little run towards the door, but, as Athelney 
Jones put his broad back up against it, he recognized the uselessness o f  
resistance.

“  Pretty sort o' treatment this !”  he cried, stamping his stick. “  I  
come here to see a gentleman, and you two, who I  never saw in my 
life, seize me and treat me in this fashion!”

“ Y o u  will be none the worse,”  I  said. “  W e shall recompense you 
for the loss o f your time. Sit over here on the sofa, and you will not 
have long to wait.”

H e came across sullenly enough, and seated himself with his face 
resting on his hands. Jones and I  resumed our cigars and our talk. 
Suddenly, however, Holmes’s voice broke in upon us.

“  I  think that you might offer me a cigar too,”  he said.
W e both started in our chairs. There was Holmes sitting close to 

us with an air o f  quiet amusement.
“  Holmes !”  I  exclaimed. “  You here! But where is the old 

man?”
“  Here is the old man,”  said he, holding out a heap o f  white hair. 

“  Here he is,— wig, whiskers, eyebrows, ana all. I  thought my dis
guise was pretty good, but I  hardly expected that it would stand that 
test.”

“ Ah, you rogue!”  cried Jones, highly delighted. “ Y ou would 
have made an actor, and a rare one. Y ou had the proper workhouse 
cough, and those weak legs o f  yours are worth ten pound a week. I  
thought I  knew the glint o f  your eye, though. Y ou didn’t get away 
from us so easily, you see.”

“  I  have been working in that get-up all day,”  said he, lighting his 
cigar. “  Y ou see, a good many o f  the criminal classes begin to know 
me,— especially since our friend here took to publishing some o f  my 
cases: so I  can only go on the war-path under some simple disguise like 
this. You got my wire?”

“  Yes ; that was what brought me here.”
“  How has your case prospered ?”
“  It  has all come to nothing. I  have had to release two o f  my 

prisoners, and there is no evidence against the other two.”
“  Never mind. W e shall give you two others in the place o f  them. 

But you must put yourself under my orders. Y ou  are welcome to all 
the official credit, but you must act on the lines that I  point ou t Is 
that agreed ?”

“  Entirely, i f  you will help me to the men.”
“  Well, then, in the first place I  shall want a fast police-boat— a 

steam launch— to be at the Westminster Stairs at seven o’clock.”
“  That is easily managed. There is always one about there; but I  can 

step across the road and telephone to make sure.”
“  Then I  shall want two stanch men, in case o f  resistance.”
“  There will be two or three in the boat. What else ?”
“  When we secure the men we shall get the treasure. I  think that 

it would be a pleasure to my friend here to take the box round to the 
young lady to whom half o f  it rightfully belongs. Let her be the first 
to open it.— Eh, Watson ?”
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“  It  would be a great pleasure to me.”
“  Rather an irregular proceeding,”  said Jones, shaking his head. 

"  However, the whole thing is irregular, and I  suppose we must wink 
at it. The treasure must afterwards be handed over to the authorities 
until after the official investigation.”

“ Certainly. That is easily managed. One other point. I  should much 
like to have a few details about this matter from the lips o f  Jonathan 
Small himself. You know I  like to work the detail o f  my cases out. 
There is no objection to my having an unofficial interview with him, 
either here in my rooms or elsewhere, as long as he is efficiently 
guarded ?”

“  W ell, you are master o f  the situation. I  have had no proof yet 
o f  the existence o f  this Jonathan Small. However, i f  you can catch 
him I  don’t see how I  can refuse you an interview with him.”

“  That is understood, then ?”
“  Perfectly. Is there anything else ?”
“  Only that I  insist upon your dining with us. It  will be ready in 

half an hour. I  have oysters and a brace o f  grouse, with something 
a little choice in white wines.— Watson, you have never yet recognized 
my merits as a housekeeper.”

CHAPTER X.
THE END OF THE ISLANDER.

O ur  meal was a merry one. Holmes could talk exceedingly well 
when he chose, and that night he did choose. He appeared to be in a 
state o f  nervous exaltation. I  have never known him so brilliant. H e 
spoke on a quick succession o f  subjects,— on miracle-plays, on mediaeval 
pottery, on Stradivarius violins, on the Buddhism o f  Ceylon, and on 
the war-ships o f  the future,— handling each as though he had made a 
special study o f  it. His bright humor marked the reaction from his 
black depression o f  the preceding days. Athelney Jones proved to be 
a sociable soul in his hours o f  relaxation, and faced his dinner with the 
air o f  a bon vivant. For myself, I  felt elated at the thought that we 
were nearing the end o f  our task, and I  caught something o f  Holmes’s 
gayety. None o f  us alluded during dinner to the cause which had 
brought us together.

When the cloth was cleared, Holmes glanced at his watch, and filled 
up three glasses with port. “  One bumper,”  said he, “  to the success o f  
our little expedition. And now it is high time we were off. Have you 
a pistol, Watson?”

“  I  have my old service-revolver in my desk.”
“  Y ou had best take it, then. It is well to be prepared. I  see that 

the cab is at the door. I  ordered it for half-past six.”
I t  was a little past seven before we reached the Westminster wharf, 

and found our launch awaiting us. Holmes eyed it critically.
“  Is there anything to mark it as a police-boat ?”
“  Yes,— that green lamp at the side.”
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“  Then take it off.”
The small change was made, we stepped on board, and the ropes were 

cast off. Jones, Holmes, and I  sat in the stern. There was one man 
at the rudder, one to tend the engines, and two burly police-inspectors 
forward.

“  Where to ?”  asked Jones.
“  To the Tower. Tell them to stop opposite to Jacobson’s Yard.”
Our craft was evidently a very fast one. W e shot past the long 

lines o f loaded barges as though they were stationary. Holmes smiled 
with satisfaction as we overhauled a river steamer and left her behind us.

“ W e ought to be able to catch anything on the river,”  he said.
“  Well, hardly that. But there are not many launches to beat us.”
“ W e shall have to catch the Aurora, and she has a name for being a 

clipper. I  will tell you how the land lies, Watson. You recbllect how 
annoyed I  was at being balked by so small a thing?”

“ Yes.”
“  Well, I  gave my mind a thorough rest by plunging into a chemical 

analysis. One o f  our greatest statesmen has said that a change o f  work 
is the best rest. So it is. When I  had succeeded in dissolving the 
hydrocarbon which I  was at work at, I  came back to our problem o f 
the Sholtos, and thought the whole matter out again. M y boys had 
been up the river and down the river without result. The launch was 
not at any landing-stage or wharf, nor had it returned. Y et it could 
hardly have been scuttled to hide their traces,— though that always 
remained as a possible hypothesis i f  all else failed. I  knew that this 
man Small had a certain degree o f  low cunning, but I did not think him 
capable o f  anything in the nature o f  delicate finesse. That is usually 
a product o f  higher education. I  then reflected that since he had cer
tainly been in London some time— as we had evidence that he main
tained a continual watch over Pondicherry Lodge— he could hardly 
leave at a moment’s notice, but would need some little time, i f  it we.*e 
only a day, to arrange his affairs. That was the balance o f  probability, 
at any rate.”

“  It seems to me to be a little weak,”  said I. “  It is more probable 
that he had arranged his affairs before ever he set out upon his expe
dition.”

“  No, I  hardly think so. This lair o f  his would be too valuable a 
retreat in case o f  need for him to give it up until he was sure that he 
could do without it. But a second consideration struck me. Jonathan 
Small must have felt that the peculiar appearance o f  his companion, 
however much he may have top-coated him, would give rise to gossip, 
and possibly be associated with this Norwood tragedy. He was quite 
sharp enough to see that. They had started from their head-quarters 
under cover o f darkness, and he would wish to get back before it was 
broad light. Now, it was past three o’clock, according to Mrs. Smith, 
when they got the boat. It would be quite bright, and people would 
be about in an hour or so. Therefore, I  argued, they did not go very 
far. They paid Smith well to hold his tongue, reserved his launch for 
the final escape, and hurried to their lodgings with the treasure-box. 
In  a couple o f  nights, when they had time to see what view the papers
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took, and whether there was any suspicion, they would make their way 
under cover o f darkness to some ship at Gravesend or in the Downs, 
where no doubt they had already arranged for passages to America or 
the Colonies.”

“  But the launch ? They could not have taken that to their 
lodgings.”

“  Quite so. I  argued that the launch must be no great way off, in 
spite o f  its invisibility. I  then put myself in the place o f  Small, and 
looked at it as a man o f  his capacity would. He would probably con
sider that to send back the launch or to keep it at a wharf would make 
pursuit easy i f  the police did happen to get on his track. How, then, 
could he conceal the launch and yet have her at hand when wanted ? I  
wondered what I  should do myself i f  1 were in his shoes. I  could only 
think o f  one way o f  doing it. I  might hand the launch over to some 
boat-builder or repairer, with directions to make a trifling change in her. 
She would then be removed to his shed or yard, and so be effectually 
concealed, while at the same time*I could have her at a few hours’ 
notice.”

“  That seems simple enough.”
u It is just these very simple things which are extremely liable to be 

overlooked. However, I  determined to act on the idea. I  started at 
once in this harmless seaman’s rig and inquired at all the yards down 
the river. I  drew blank at fifteen, but at the sixteenth— Jacobson’s—  
I  learned that the Aurora had been handed over to them two days ago 
by a wooden-legged man, with some trivial directions as to her rudder. 
‘ There ain’t naught amiss with her rudder,’ said the foreman. ‘ There 
she lies, with the red streaks.’ At that moment who should come down 
but Mordecai Smith, the missing owner? He was rather the worse for 
liquor. I  should not, o f  course, have known him, but he bellowed out 
his name and the name o f  his launch. ‘ I  want her to-night at eight 
o ’clock,’  said he,— ‘ eight o’clock sharp, mind, for I  have two gentlemen 
who won’t be kept waiting.’  They had evidently paid him well, for he 
was very flush o f  money, chucking shillings about to the men. I  fol
lowed him some distance, but he subsided into an ale-house : so I  went 
back to the yard, and, happening to pick up one o f  my boys on the 
way, I  stationed him as a sentry over the launch. He is to stand at the 
water’s edge and wave his handkerchief to us when they start We 
shall be lying off in the stream, and it will be a strange thing if  we do 
not take men, treasure, and all.”

“  Y ou  have planned it all very neatly, whether they are the right 
men or not,”  saia Jones ; “  but i f  the affair were in my hands I should 
have had a body o f  police in Jacobson’s Yard, and arrested them when 
they came down.”

“  Which would have been never. This man Small is a pretty 
shrewd fellow. H e would send a scout on ahead, and i f  anything made 
him suspicious he would lie snug for another week.”

“  But you might have stuck to Mordecai Smith, and so been led to 
their hiding-place,”  said I.

“  In  that case I  should have wasted my day. I  think that it is a 
hundred to one against Smith knowing where they live. As long as he
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has liquor and good pay, why should he ask questions ? They send him 
messages what to do. No, I  thought over every possible course, and 
this is the best.”

While this conversation had been proceeding, we had been shooting 
the long series o f  bridges which span the Thames. As we passed the 
City the last rays o f  the sun were gilding the cross upon the summit o f  
St. Paul’s. It  was twilight before we reached the Tower.

“ That is Jacobson’s Yard,”  said Holmes, pointing to a bristle o f  
masts and rigging on the Surrey side. “  Cruise gently up and down 
here under cover o f  this string o f  lighters.”  H e took a pair o f night- 
glasses from his pocket and gazed some time at the shore. “  I  see my 
sentry at his post,”  he remarked, “  but no sign o f  a handkerchief.”

“  Suppose we go down-stream a short way and lie in wait for 
them,”  said Jones, eagerly. W e were all eager by this time, even the 
policemen and stokers, who had a very vague idea o f  what was going 
forward.

“ W e have no right to take anything for granted,”  Holmes answered. 
“  It  is certainly ten to one that they go down-stream, but we cannot be 
certain. From this point we can see the entrance o f  the yard, and they 
can hardly see us. It  will be a clear night and plenty o f  light. W e 
must stay where we are. See how the folk swarm over yonder in the 
gaslight.”

“  They are coming from work in the yard.”
“  Dirty-looking rascals, but I  suppose every one has some little 

immortal spark concealed about him. You would not think it, to look 
at them. There is no a  priori probability about it. A  strange enigma 
is man!”

“  Some one calls him a soul concealed in an animal,”  I  suggested.
“  Winwood Reade is good upon the subject,”  said Holmes. “  He 

remarks that, while the individual man is an insoluble puzzle, in the 
aggregate he becomes a mathematical certainty. Y ou can, for example, 
never foretell what any one man will do, but you can say with precision 
what an average number will be up to. Individuals vary, but per
centages remain constant. So says the statistician. But do I  see a 
handkerchief? Surely there is a white flutter over yonder.”

“  Yes, it is your boy,”  I  cried. “  I  can see him plainly.”
“  And there is the Aurora,”  exclaimed Holmes, “  and going like 

the devil I Full speed ahead, engineer. Make after that launch with 
the yellow light. By heaven, I  shall never forgive myself i f  she 
proves to have the heels o f u s !”

She had slipped unseen through the yard-entrance and passed behind 
two or three small craft, so that she had fairly got her speed up before we 
saw her. Now she was flying down the stream, near in to the shore, 
going at a tremendous rate. Jones looked gravely at her and shook 
his head.

“  She is very fast,”  he said. “  I  doubt i f  we shall catch her.”
“  W e must catch her!”  cried Holmes, between his teeth. “  Heap 

it on, stokers! Make her do all she can ! I f  we burn the boat we 
must have them!”

W e were fairly after her now. The furnaces roared, and the power-
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fdl engines whizzed and clanked, like a great metallic heart. Her 
sharp, steep prow cut through the still river-water and sent two rolling 
waves to right and to left o f us. With every throb o f  the engines we 
sprang and quivered like a living thing. One great yellow lantern in 
our bows threw a long, flickering funnel o f  light in front o f  us. Right 
ahead a dark blur upon the water showed where the Aurora lay, and the 
swirl o f  white foam behind her spoke o f  the pace a t  which she was 
going. W e flashed past barges, steamers, merchant-vessels, in and out, 
behind this one and round the other. Voices hailed us out o f  the dark
ness, but still the Aurora thundered on, and still we followed close upon 
her track.

“  Pile it on, men, pile it on !”  cried Holmes, looking down into the 
engine-room, while the fierce glow from below beat upon his eager, 
aquiline face. “  Get every pound o f  steam you can.”

“ I  think we gatn a little,”  said Jones, with his eyes on the Aurora.
“  I  am sure o f  it,”  said I . . “  W e shall be up with her in a very 

few minutes.”
A t that moment, however, as our evil fate would have it, a tug with 

three barges in tow blundered in between us. It  was only by putting 
our helm hard down that we avoided a collision, and before we could 
round them and recover our way the Aurora had gained a good two 
hundred yards. She was still, however, well in view, and the murky 
uncertain twilight was settling into a clear starlit night. Our boilers 
were strained to their utmost, and the frail shell vibrated and creaked 
with the fierce energy which was driving us along. W e had shot 
through the Pool, past the West India Docks, down the long Deptford 
Reach, and up again after rounding the Isle o f  Dogs. The dull blur 
in front o f  us resolved itself now clearly enough into the dainty Aurora, 
Jones turned our search-light upon her, so that we could plainly see the 
figures upon her deck. One man sat by the stern, with something 
black between his knees over which he stooped. Beside him lay a dark 
mass which looked like a Newfoundland dog. The boy held the tiller, 
while against the red glare o f  the furnace I  could see old Smith, stripped 
to the waist, and shovelling coals for dear life. They may have had 
some doubt at first as to whether we were really pursuing them, but 
now as we followed every winding and turning which they took there 
could no longer be any question about it. A t Greenwich we were 
about three hundred paces behind them. A t Blackwall we could not 
have been more than two hundred and fifty. I  have coursed many 
creatures in many countries during my checkered career, but never did 
sport give me such a wild thrill as this mad, flying man-hunt down the 
Thames. Steadily we drew in upon them, yard by yard. In the silence 
o f the night we could hear the panting and clanking o f  their machinery. 
The man in the stern still crouched upon the deck, and his arms were 
moving as though he were busy, while every now and then he would 
look up and measure with a glance the distance which still separated us. 
Nearer we came and nearer. Jones yelled to them to stop. W e were 
not more than four boat’s-lengths behind them, both boats flying at a 
tremendous pace. It was a clear reach o f  the river, with Barking 
Level upon one side and the melancholy Plumstead Marshes upon the
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other. At oar bail the man in the stem sprang up from the deck and 
shook his two clinched fists at us, cursing the while in a high, cracked 
voice. He was a good-sized, powerful man, and as he stood poising 
himself with legs astride I  could see that from the thigh downwards 
there was but a wooden stump upon the right side. A t the sound o f  
his strident, angry cries there was movement in the huddled bundle 
upon the deck. It  straightened itself into a little black man— the 
smallest I  have ever seen— with a great, misshapen head and a shock 
o f  tangled, dishevelled hair. Holmes had already drawn his revolver, 
and I  whipped out mine at the sight o f  this savage, distorted creature. 
H e was wrapped in some sort o f  dark ulster or blanket, which left only 
his. face exposed; but that face was enough to give a man a sleepless 
night Never have I  seen features so deeply marked with all bestiality 
and cruelty. His small eyes glowed and burned with a sombre light, 
and his thick lips were writhed back from his teeth, which grinned and 
chattered at us with a half animal fury.

“ Fire i f  he raises his hand,”  said Holmes, quietly. W e were 
within a boat’s-length by this time, and almost within touch o f  our 
quarry. I  can see the two o f  them now as they stood, the white man 
with his legs far apart, shrieking out curses, and the unhallowed dwarf 
with his hideous face, and his strong yellow teeth gnashiug at us in the 
light o f  our lantern.

It  was well that we had so clear a view o f  him. Even as we looked 
he plucked out from under his covering a short, round piece o f  wood, 
like a school-ruler, and clapped it to his lips. Our pistols rang out 
together. H e whirled round, threw up his arms, and with a kind o f  
choking cough fell sideways into the stream. I  caught one glimpse o f  
his venomous, menacing eyes amid the white swirl o f  the waters. At 
the same moment the wooden-legged man threw himself upon the rud
der and put it hard down, so that his boat made straight in for the 
southern bank, while we shot past her stern, only clearing her by a few 
feet. W e were round after her in an instant, but she was already nearly 
at the bank. It was a wild and desolate place, where the moon glim
mered upon a wide expanse o f  marsh-land, with pools o f  stagnant water 
and beds o f  decaying vegetation. The launch with a dull thud ran up 
upon the mud-bank, with her bow in the air and her stern flush with the 
water. The fugitive sprang out, but his stump instantly sank its whole 
length into the sodden soil. In vain he struggled and writhed. Not 
one step could he possibly take either forwards or backwards. He 
yelled in impotent rage, and kicked frantically into the mud with his 
other foot, but his struggles only bored his wooden pin the deeper into 
the sticky bank. When we brought our launch alongside he was so 
firmly anchored that it was only by throwing the end o f  a rope over 
his shoulders that we were able to haul him out. and to drag him, like 
some evil fish, over our side. The two Smiths, father and son, sat 
sullenly in their launch, but came aboard meekly enough when com
manded. The Aurora herself we hauled off and made fast to our stem. 
A  solid iron chest o f  Indian workmanship stood upon the deck. This, 
there could be no question, was the same that had contained the ill- 
omened treasure o f  the Sholtos. There was no key, but it was o f  oon-
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siderablo weight, so we transferred it carefully to our own little cabin. 
As we steamed slowly up-stream again, we flashed our search-light in 
every direction, but there was no sign o f  the Islander. Somewhere in 
the dark ooze at the bottom o f the Thames lie the bones o f  that strange 
visitor to our shores.

“ See here,”  said Holmes, pointing to the wooden hatchway. “  W e 
were hardly quick enough with our pistols.”  There, sure enough, just 
behind where we had been standing, stuck one o f  those murderous 
darts which we knew so well. It must have whizzed between us at 
the instant that we fired. Holmes smiled at it and shrugged his 
shoulders in his easy fashion, but I  confess that it turned me sick to 
think o f  the horrible death which had passed so close to us that night.

CHAPTER XI.
THE GREAT AGRA TREASURE.

Our captive sat in the cabin opposite to the iron box which he had 
done so much and waited so long to gain. H e was a sunburned, reck
less-eyed fellow, with a net-work o f  lines and wrinkles all over his 
mahogany features, which told o f  a hard, open-air life. There was a 
singular prominence about his bearded chin which marked a man who 
was not to be easily turned from his purpose. His age may have been 
fifty or thereabouts, for his black, curly hair was thickly shot with gray. 
His face in repose was not an unpleasing one, though his heavy brows 
and aggressive chin gave him, as I  had lately seen, a terrible expression 
when moved to anger. H e sat now with his handcuffed hands upon 
his lap, and his head sunk upon his breast, while he looked with his 
keen, twinkling eyes at the box which had been the cause o f  his ill- 
doings. It seemed to me that there was more sorrow than anger in his 
rigid and contained countenance. Once he looked up at me with a 
gleam o f  something like humor in his eyes.

“  Well, Jonathan Small,”  said Holmes, lighting a cigar, “  I  am sorry 
that it has come to this.”

“  And so am 1, sir,”  he answered, frankly. “  I  don’t believe that 
I can swing over the job. I  give you my word on the book that I  
never raised hand against Mr. Sholto. It was that little hell-hound 
Tonga who shot one o f  his cursed darts into him. I  had no part in it, 
sir. I  was as grieved as i f  it had been my blood-relation. I  welted 
the little devil with the slack end o f  the rope for it, but it was done, 
and I  could not undo it again.”

“  Have a cigar,”  said H olm es; “  and you had best take a pull out 
o f  my flask, for you are very wet. How could you expect so small 
and weak a man as this black fellow to overpower Mr. Sholto and hold 
him while you were climbing the rope ?”

“  You seem to know as much about it as i f  you were there, sir. 
The truth is that I  hoped to find the room clear. I knew the habits 
o f  the house pretty well, and it was the time when Mr. Sholto usually 
went down to his supper. I  shall make no secret o f  the business. The 
best defence that I  can make is just the sifnple truth. Now, i f  it had
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been the old major I  would have swung for him with a light heart. I  
would have thought no more o f  knifing him than o f  smoking this cigar. 
But it’s cursed hard that I  should be lagged over this young Sholto, 
with whom I  had no quarrel whatever.”

“  Y ou are under the charge o f  Mr. Athelney Jones, o f  Scotland 
Yard. He is going to bring you up to my rooms, and I  shall ask you 
for a true account o f  the matter. Y ou must make a clean breast o f  it, 
for i f  you do I  hope that I  may be o f  use to you. I  think I  can prove 
that the poison acts so quickly that the man was dead before ever you 
reached the room.”

“  That he was, sir. I  never got such a turn in my life as when I  
saw him grinning at me with his head on his shoulder as I  climbed 
through the window. It  fairly shook me, sir. I ’d have half killed 
Tonga for it i f  he had not scrambled off. That was how he came to 
leave his club, and some o f  his darts too, as he tells me, which I  dare 
say helped to put you on our track ; though how you kept on it is more 
than 1 can tell. I  don’t feel no malice against you for it. But it 
does seem a queer thing,”  he added, with a bitter smile, “  that I  who 
have a fair claim to nigh upon half a million o f  money should spend 
the first half o f  my life building a breakwater in the Andamans, and 
am like to spend the other half digging drains at Dartmoor. It was 
an evil day for me when first I  clapped eyes upon the merchant Achmet 
and had to do with the Agra treasure, which never brought anything 
but a curse yet upon the man who owned it. To him it brought 
murder, to Major Sholto it brought fear and guilt, to me it has meant 
slavery for life.”

A t this moment Athelney Jones thrust his broad face and heavy 
shoulders into the tiny cabin. “  Quite a family party,”  he remarked. 
“  I  think I  shall have a pull at that flask, Holmes. Well, I  think we 
may all congratulate each other. Pity we didn’t take the other alive ; 
but there was no choice. I  say, Holmes, you must confess that you cut 
it rather fine. It was all we could do to overhaul her.”

“  A ll is well that ends well,”  said Holmes. “  But I  certainly did 
not know that the Aurora was such a clipper.”

“  Smith says she is one o f  the fastest launches on the river, and 
that if  he had had another man to help him with the engines we should 
never have caught her. He swears he knew nothing o f  this Norwood 
business.”

“  Neither he did,”  cried our prisoner,— “  not a word. I  chose his 
launch because I  heard that she was a flier. W e told him nothing, 
but we paid him well, and he was to get something handsome if  we 
reached our vessel, the Esmeralda, at Gravesend, outward bound for the 
Brazils.”

“  Well, i f  he has done no wrong we shall see that no wrong comes 
to him. I f  we are pretty quick in catching our men, we are not so 
quick in condemning them.”  It was amusing to notice how the conse
quential Jones was already beginning to give himself airs on the 
strength o f  the capture. From the slight smile which played over 
Sherlock Holmes’s face, I  could see that the speech had not been lost 
upon him. *
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"  W e will be at Vauxhall Bridge presently,”  said Jones, “  and shall 
land you, Dr. Watson, with the treasure-box. I  need hardly tell you 
that I  am taking a very grave responsibility upon myself iD doing this. 
It  is most irregular; but o f  course an agreement is an agreement. I  
must, however, as a matter o f  duty, send an inspector with you, since 
you have so valuable a charge. You will drive, no doubt?”

“ Yes, I  shall drive.”
“  It is a pity there is no key, that we may make an inventory first. 

Y ou  will have to break it open. Where is the key, my man ?”
“  A t the bottom o f  the river,”  said Small, shortly.
“  Hum ! There was no use your giving this unnecessary trouble. 

W e have had work enough already through you. However, doctor, 
I  need not warn you to be careful. Bring the box back with you to 
the Baker Street rooms. You will find us there, on our way to the 
station.”

They landed me at Vauxhall, with my heavy iron box, and with a 
bluff, genial inspector as my companion. A  quarter o f  an hour’s drive 
brought us to Mrs. Cecil Forrester’s. The servant seemed surprised at 
so late a visitor. Mrs. Cecil Forrester was out for the evening, she ex
plained, and likely to be very late. Miss Morstan, however, was in the 
drawing-room : so to the drawing-room I  went, box in hand, leaving 
the obliging inspector in the cab.

She was seated by the open window, dressed in some sort o f white 
diaphanous material, with a little touch o f  scarlet at the neck and waist. 
The soft light o f  a shaded lamp fell upon her as she leaned back in the 
basket chair, playing over her sweet, grave face, and tinting with a dull, 
metallic sparkle the rich coils o f  her luxuriant hair. One white arm and 
hand drooped over the side o f  the chair, and her whole pose and figure 
spoke o f  an absorbing melancholy. A t  the sound o f  my foot-fall she 
sprang to her feet, however, and a bright flush o f  surprise and o f 
pleasure colored her pale cheeks.

“  I  heard a cab drive up,”  she said. “  I  thought that Mrs. 
Forrester had come back very early, but I  never dreamed that it might 
be you. What news have you brought me?”

“  I  have brought something better than news,”  said I , putting down 
the box upon the table and speaking jovially and boisterously, though 
my heart was heavy within me. “ I  have brought you something 
which is worth all the news in the world. I  have brought you a 
fortune.”

She glanced at the iron box. “  Is that the treasure, then ?”  she 
asked, coolly enough.

“  Yes, this is the great Agra treasure. H alf o f  it is yours and 
half is Thaddeus Sholto’s. Y ou will have a couple o f  hundred thou
sand each. Think o f  that! An annuity o f  ten thousand pounds. 
There will be few richer young ladies in England. Is it not glorious?”

I  think that I  must have been rather overacting my delight, and 
that she detected a hollow ring in my congratulations, for I  saw her 
eyebrows rise a little, and she glanced at me curiously.

“  I f  I  have it,”  said she, “  I  owe it to you.”
“  No, no,”  I  answered, “  not to me, but to my friend Sherlock
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Holmes. With all the will in the world, I  could never have followed 
up a clue which has taxed even his analytical genius. As it was, we 
very nearly lost it at the last moment.”

“  Pray sit down and tell me all about it, Dr. Watson,”  said she.
I  narrated briefly what had occurred since I  had seen her last,—  

Holmes’s new method o f  search, the discovery o f  the Aurora, the ap
pearance o f  Athelney Jones, our expedition in the evening, and the wild 
chase down the Thames. She listened with parted lips and shining eyes 
to my recital o f  our adventures. When I  spoke o f  the dart which had 
so narrowly missed us, she turned so white that I  feared that she was 
about to faint.

“  It is nothing,”  she said, as I  hastened to pour her out some water. 
“  I  am all right again. It was a shock to me to hear that I  had placed 
my friends in such horrible peril.”

“  That is all over,”  I  answered. “  It  was nothing. I  will tell you 
no more gloomy details. Let us turn to something brighter. There is 
the treasure. What could be brighter than that ? I  got leave to bring 
it with me, thinking that it would interest you to be the first to see it.”  

“  It  would be o f  the greatest interest to me,”  she said. There was 
no eagerness in her voice, however. It had struck her, doubtless, that 
it might seem ungracious upon her part to be indifferent to a prize which 
had cost so much to win.

“  What a pretty box !”  she said, stooping over it. “  This is Indian 
work, I  suppose?”

“  Y e s ; it is Benares metal-work.”
“  And so heavy 1”  she exclaimed, trying to raise it. “  The box 

alone must be o f  some value. Where is the key ?”
“  Small threw it into the Thames,”  I  answered. “  I  must borrow 

Mrs. Forrester’s poker.”  There was iu the front a thick and broad 
hasp, wrought in the image o f  a sitting Buddha. Under this I  thrust 
the end o f  the poker and twisted it outward as a lever. The hasp 
sprang open with a loud snap. With trembling fingers I  flung back 
the lia. W e both stood gazing in astonishment. The box was empty I 

No wonder that it was heavy. The iron-work was two-thirds o f  
an inch thick all round. It was massive, well made, and solid, like a 
chest constructed to carry things o f  great price, but not one shred or 
crumb o f  metal or jewelry lay within it. It was absolutely and com
pletely empty.

‘ ‘ The treasure is lost,”  said Miss Morstan, calmly.
As I  listened to the words and realized what they meant, a great 

shadow seemed to pass from my soul. I  did not know how this Agra 
treasure had weighed me down, until now that it was finally removed. 
I t  was selfish, no doubt, disloyal, wrong, but I  could realize nothing 
save that the golden barrier was gone from between us. “ Thank 
God !”  I  ejaculated from my very heart.

She looked at me with a quick, questioning smile. “  W hy do you 
say that ?”  she asked.

“  Because you are within my reach again,”  I  said, taking her hand. 
She did not withdraw it. “  Because I  love you, Mary, as truly as ever 
a man loved a woman. Because this treasure, these riches, sealed my
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lips. Now that they are gone I  can tell you how I  love you. That is 
why I  said, ‘ Thank God.

“  Then I  say, ‘ Thank G od / too /' she whispered, as I  drew her to 
my side. Whoever had lost a treasure, I  knew that night that I  had 
gained one.
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CHAPTER XII.
THE STRANGE STORY OF JONATHAN SMALL.

A  v e r y  patient man was that inspector in the cab, for it was a 
weary time before I rejoined him. His face clouded over when I  
showed him the empty box.

“  There goes the reward!”  said he, gloomily. “  Where there is no 
money there is no pay. This night’s work would have been worth a 
tenner each to Sam Brown and me i f  the treasure had been there.”

“  Mr. Thaddeus Sholto is a rich man,”  I  said. “  He will see that 
you are rewarded, treasure or no.”

The inspector shook his head despondently, however. “  It’s a bad 
job,”  he repeated j “  and so Mr. Athelney Jones will think.”

His forecast proved to be correct, for the detective looked blank 
enough when I  got to Baker Street and showed him the empty box. 
They had only just arrived, Holmes, the prisoner, and he, for they had 
changed their plans so far as to report themselves at a station upon the 
way. M y companion lounged in his arm-chair with his usual listless 
expression, while Small saf stolidly opposite to him with his wooden 
leg cocked over his sound one. As I  exhibited the empty box he 
leaned back in his chair and laughed aloud.

“  This is your doing, Small, said Athelney Jones, angrily.
“  Yes, I  have put it away where you shall never lay hand upon 

it,”  he cried, exultantly. “  It  is my treasure; and i f  I  can’t have the 
loot I ’ ll take darned good care that no one else does. I  tell you that 
no living man has any right to it, unless it is three men who are in the 
Andaman convict-barracks and myself. I  know now that I  cannot 
have the use o f  it, and I know that they cannot. I  have acted all 
through for them as much as for myself. It ’s been the sign o f  four 
with ns always. Well I  know that they would have had me do just 
what I have done, and throw the treasure into the Thames rather than 
let it go to kith or kin o f  Sholto or o f  Morstan. It  was not to make 
them rich that we did for Achmet. Y ou ’ll find the treasure where the 
key is, and where little Tonga is. When I  saw that your launch must 
catch us, I  put the loot away in a safe place. There are no rupees for 
you this journey.”

“  Y ou are deceiving us, Small,”  said Athelney Jones, sternly. “  I f  
you had wished to throw the treasure into the Thames it would have 
been easier for you to have thrown box and all.”

“  Easier for me to throw, and easier for you to recover,”  he an
swered, with a shrewd, sidelong look. “ The man that was clever 
enough to hunt me down is clever enough to pick an iron box from the 
bottom o f  a river. Now that they are scattered over five miles or so,
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it may be a harder job. I t  went to my heart to do it, though. I  
was half mad when you came up with us. However, there’s no good

?rieving over it. I ’ve had ups in my life, and I ’ve had downs, but 
’ ve learned not to cry over spilled milk.”

“  This is a very serious matter, Small,”  said the detective. “  I f  you 
had helped justice, instead o f  thwarting it in this way, you would have 
had a better chance at your trial.”

“ Justice!”  snarled the ex-convict. “ A  pretty justice 1 Whose 
loot is this, i f  it is not ours ? Where is the justice that I  should give 
it up to those who have never earned it ? Look how I  have earned it 1 
Twenty long years in that fever-ridden swamp, all day at work under 
the mangrove-tree, all night chained up in the filthy convict-huts, 
bitten by mosquitoes, racked with ague, bullied by every cursed black
faced policeman who loved to take it out o f  a white man. That was 
how I earned the Agra treasure; and you talk to me o f  justice because 
I  cannot bear to feel that I  have paid this price only that another may 
enjoy i t ! I  would rather swing a score o f  times, or have one o f  
Tonga’s darts in my hide, than live in a convict’s cell and feel that 
another man is at his ease in a palace with the money that should be 
mine.”  Small had dropped his mask o f  stoicism, and all this came out 
in a wild whirl o f  words, while his eyes blazed, and the handcuffs 
clanked together with the impassioned movement o f  his hands. I  
could understand, as I  saw the fury and the passion o f  the than, that 
it was no groundless or unnatural terror which had possessed Major 
Sholto when he first learned that the injured convict was upon his 
track.

“  Y ou forget that we know nothing o f  all this,”  said Holmes, 
quietly. “  W e have not heard your story, and we cannot tell how far 
justice may originally have been on your side.”

“  Well, sir, you have been very fair-spoken to me, though I  can see 
that I  have you to thank that I  have these bracelets upon my wrists. 
Still, I  bear no grudge for that. It is all fair and above-board. I f  you 
want to hear my story I  have no wish to hold it back. What I  say to 
you is God’s truth, every word o f  it. Thank y o u ; you can put the 
glass beside me here, and I ’ ll put my lips to it if  I  am dry.

“  I  am a Worcestershire man myself,— born near Pershore. I  dare 
say you would find a heap o f  Smalls living there now if  you were to 
look. I  have often thought o f  taking a look round there, but the truth 
is that I  was never much o f  a credit to the family, and I  doubt i f  they 
would be so very glad to see me. They were all steady, chapel-going 
folk, small farmers, well known and respected over the country-side, 
while I  was always a bit o f  a rover. A t last, however, when I  was 
about eighteen, I gave them no more trouble, for I  got into a mess over 
a girl, and could only get out o f  it again by taking the queen’s shilling 
and joining the 3d Buffs, which was just starting for India.

“  I  wasn’t destined to do much soldiering, however. I  had just got 
past the goose-step, and learned to handle my musket, when I  was fool 
enough to go swimming in the Ganges. Luckily for me, my company 
sergeant, John Holder, was in the water at the same time, and he was 
one o f  the finest swimmers in the service. A  crocodile took me, just as
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I  was half-way across, and nipped off my right leg as clean as a surgeon 
could have done it, just above the knee. What with the shock ana the 
loss o f  blood, I  fainted, and should have been drowned if  Holder had 
not caught hold o f  me and paddled for the bank. I  was five months in 
hospital over it, and when at last I  was able to limp out o f  it with this 
timber toe strapped to ray stump I  found myself invalided out o f  the 
army and unfitted for any active occupation.

“  I  was, as you can imagine, pretty down on my luck at this time, 
for I  was a useless cripple though not yet in my twentieth year. H ow
ever, my misfortune soon proved to be a blessing in disguise. A  man 
named Abel white, who had come out there as an indigo-planter, wanted 
an overseer to look after his coolies and keep them up to their work. 
He happened to be a friend o f  our colonel’s, who had taken an interest 
in me since the accident. To make a long story short, the colonel 
recommended me strongly for the post, and, as the work was mostly to 
be done on horseback, my leg was no great obstacle, for I  had enough 
knee left to keep a good grip on the saddle. What I  had to do was to 
ride over the plantation, to keep an eye on the men as they worked, and 
to report the idlers. The pay was fair, I  had comfortable uarters, and 
altogether I  was content to spend the remainder o f  my life in indigo
planting. Mr. Abelwhite was a kind man, and he would often drop 
into my little shanty and smoke a pipe with me, for white folk out there 
feel their hearts warm to each other as they never do here at home.

“  Well, I  was never in luck’s way long. Suddenly, without a note o f  
warning, the great mutiny broke upon us. One mouth India lay as still 
and peaceful, to all appearance, as Surrey or K ent; the next there were 
two hundred thousand black devils let loose, and the country was a perfect 
hell. O f  course you know all about it, gentlemen,— a deal more than I do, 
very like, since reading is not in my line. I  only know what I  saw with 
my own eyes. Our plantation was at a place called Muttra, near the border 
o f the Northwest Provinces. Night after night the whole sky was alight 
with the burning bungalows, and day after day we had small companies 
o f  Europeans passing through our estate with their wives and children, 
on their way to Agra, where were the nearest troops. Mr. Abelwhite 
was an obstinate man. He had it in his head that the affair had been 
exaggerated, and that it would blow over as suddenly as it had sprung 
up. There he sat on his veranda, drinking whiskey-pegs and smoking 
cheroots, while the country was in a blaze about him. O f course we 
stuck by him, I  and Dawson, who, with his wife, used to do the book- 
work and the managing. W ell, one fine day the crash came. I  had 
been away on a distant plantation, and was riding slowly home in the 
evening, when ray eye fell upon something all huddled together at the 
bottom o f  a steep nullah. I  rode down to see what it was, and the cold 
struck through my heart when I  found it was Dawson’s wife, all cut 
into ribbons, and half eaten by jackals and native dogs. A  little farther 
up the road Dawson himself was lying on his face, quite dead, with an 
empty revolver in his band and four Sepoys lying across each other in 
front o f  him. I  reined up my horse, wondering which way I  should 
turn, but at that moment I  saw thick smoke curling up from Abel- 
white’s bungalow and the flames beginning to burst through the roof.

V ol. X LV .—14
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I  knew then that I  could do mv employer no good, bat would only 
throw my own life away if  I  meddled in the matter. From where I  
stood I  could see hundreds o f  the black fiends, with their red ooats still 
on their backs, dancing and howling round the burning house. Some 
o f  them pointed at me, and a couple o f  bullets sang past my head: so 
I broke away across the paddy-fields, and found myself late at night safe 
within the walls at Agra.

“  As it proved, however, there was no great safety there, either. 
The whole country was up like a swarm o f  bees. Wherever the Eng
lish could collect in little bands they held just the ground that their guns 
commanded. Everywhere else they were helpless fugitives. It was a 
fight o f  the millions against the hundreds; and the cruellest part o f  it 
was that these men that we fought against, foot, horse, and gunners, 
were our own picked troops, whom we had taught and trained, handling 
our own weapons, and blowing our own bugle-calls. A t Agra there were 
the 3d Bengal Fusiliers, some Sikhs, two troops o f  horse, and a battery 
o f  artillery. A  volunteer corps o f  clerks and merchants had been 
formed, and this I  joined, wooden leg and all. W e went out to meet 
the rebels at Shahgunge early in July, and we beat them back for a 
time, but our powder gave out, and we had to fall back upon the city. 
Nothing but the worst news came to us from every side,— which is not 
to be wondered at, for if  you look at the map you will see that we were 
right in the heart o f  it. Lucknow is rather better than a hundred miles 
to the east, and Cawnpore about as far to the south. From every point 
on the compass there was nothing but torture and murder and outrage.

“  The city o f  Agra is a great place, swarming with fanatics and fierce 
devil-worshippers o f  all sorts. Our handful o f  men were lost among the 
narrow, winding streets. Our leader moved across the river, therefore, 
and took up his position in the old fort o f  Agra. I  don’t know i f  any 
o f  you gentlemen have ever read or heard anything o f  that old fort. 
It  is a very queer place,— the queerest that ever I  was in, and I  have 
been in some rum corners, too. First o f  all, it is enormous in Bize. I  
should think that the enclosure must be acres and acres. There is a 
modern part, which took all our garrison, women, children, stores, and 
everything else, with plenty o f  room over. But the modern part is 
nothing like the size o f  the old quarter, where nobody goes, and which 
is given over to the scorpions and the centipedes. It is all full o f  great 
deserted halls, and winding passages, and long corridors twisting in and 
out, so that it is easy enough for folk to get lost in it. For this reason 
it was seldom that any one went into it, though now and again a party 
with torches might go exploring.

“  The river washes along the front o f  the old fort, and so protects 
it, but on the sides and behind there are many doors, and these had to 
be guarded, o f  course, in the old quarter as well as in that which was 
actually held by our troops. W e were short-handed, with hardly men 
enough to man the angles o f  the building and to serve the guns. It 
was impossible for us, therefore, to station a strong guard at every one 
o f  the innumerable gates. What we did was to organize a central 
guard-house in the middle o f  the fort, and to leave each gate under the 
charge o f  one white man and two or three natives. I  was selected to
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take charge during certain hours o f  the night o f  a small isolated door 
upon the southwest side o f  the building. Two Sikh troopers were 
placed under my command, and I  was instructed if  anything went 
wrong to fire ray musket, when I  might rely upon help coming at once 
from the central guard. As the guard was a good two hundred paces 
away, however, and as the space between was cut up into a labyrinth 
o f  passages and corridors, I  had great doubts as to whether they could 
arrive in time to be o f  any use in case o f  an actual attack.

“  Well, I  was pretty proud at having this small command given 
me, since I  was a raw recruit, and a game-legged one at that. For 
two nights I  kept the watch with my Punjaubees. They were tall, 
fierce-looking chaps, Mahomet Singh and Abdullah Khan by name, 
both old fighting-men who had borne arms against us at Chilian-wallah. 
They could talk English pretty well, but I could get little out o f  them. 
They preferred to stand together and jabber all night in their ueer 
Sikh lingo. For myself, 1 used to stand outside the gate-way, looking 
down on the broad, winding river and on the twinkling lights o f  the 
great city. The beating o f  drums, the rattle o f  tomtoms, and the 
yells and howls o f  the rebels, drunk with opium and with bang, were 
enough to remind us all night o f  our dangerous neighbors across the 
stream. Every two hours the officer o f  the night used to come round 
to all the posts, to make sure that all was well.

“  The third night o f  my watch was dark and dirty, with a small, 
driving rain. It  was dreary work standing in the gate-way hour after 
hour in such weather. I  tried again and again to make my Sikhs 
talk, but without much success. At two in the morning the rounds 
passed, and broke for a moment the weariness o f  the night. Finding 
that my companions would not be led into conversation, I  took out my 
pipe, and laid down my musket to strike the match. In an instant the 
two Sikhs were upon me. One o f  them snatched my firelock up and 
levelled it at my head, while the other held a great knife to my throat 
and swore between his teeth that he would plunge it into me i f  I  
moved a step.

“  M y first thought was that these fellows were in league with the 
rebels, and that this was the beginning o f  an assault I f  our door 
were in the hands o f  the Sepoys the place must fall, and the women 
and children be treated as they were in Cawnpore. Maybe you gentle
men think that I  am just making out a case for myself, but I give you 
my word that when I  thought o f  that, though I  felt the point o f  the 
knife at my throat, I  opened my mouth with the intention o f  giving a 
scream, if  it was my last one, which might alarm the main guard. 
The man who held me seemed to know my thoughts; for, even as I  
braced myself to it, he whispered, ‘ Don’t make a noise. The fort is 
safe enough. There are no rebel dogs on this side o f  the river.’ 
There was the ring o f  truth in what he said, and I  knew that i f  I  
raised my voice I  was a dead man. I  could read it in the fellow’s 
brown eyes. I  waited, therefore, in silence, to see what it was that 
they wanted from me.

“  ‘ Listen to me, Sahib,’ said the taller and fiercer o f  the pair, the 
one whom they called Abdullah Khan. ‘ Y ou must either be with us
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now or you must be silenced forever. The thing is too great a one for 
us to hesitate. Either you are heart and soul with us on your oath on 
the cross o f  the Christians, or your body this night shall be thrown 
into the ditch and we shall pass over to our brothers in the rebel army. 
There is no middle way. Which is it to be, death or life? W e can 
only give you three minutes to decide, for the time is passing, and all 
must lie done before the rounds come again/

“  ‘ H ow  can I  decide ?’ said I. ‘  You have not told me what you 
want o f  me. But I  tell you now that i f  it is anything against the 
safety o f  the fort I  will have no truck with it, so you can drive home 
your knife and welcome/

“  ‘ It is nothing against the fort/ said he. ‘  W e only ask you to do 
that which your countrymen come to this land for. W e ask you to be 
rich. I f  you will be one o f  us this night, we will swear to you upon 
the naked knife, and by the threefold oath which no Sikh was ever 
known to break, that you shall have your fair share o f  the loot. A  
quarter o f  the treasure shall be yours. W e can say no fairer/

“ 1 But what is the treasure, then ?’ I  asked. ‘ I  am as ready to be 
rich as you can be, i f  you will but show me how it can be done.’

“ ‘ Y ou will swear, then/ said he, ‘ by the bones o f  your father, by 
the honor o f  your mother, by the cross o f  your faith, to raise no hand 
and speak no word against us, either now or afterwards ?’

“  ‘  I  will swear it /  I  answered, ‘ provided that the fort is not en
dangered/

“  ‘ Then my comrade and I  will swear that you shall have a quarter 
o f  the treasure which shall be equally divided among the four o f  us/

“  ‘ There are but three/ said I.
“  ‘ N o ; Dost Akbar must have his share. W e can tell the tale to 

you while we await them. Do you stand at the gate, Mahomet Singh, 
and give notice o f  their coming. The thing stands thus, Sahib, and I 
tell it to you because I  know that an oath is binding upon a Feringhee, 
and that we may trust you. Had you been a lying Hindoo, though 
you had sworn by all the gods in their false temples, your blood would 
have been upon the knife, and your body in the water. But the 
Sikh knows the Englishman, and the Englishman knows the Sikh. 
Hearken, then, to what I  have to say.

“  ‘ There is a rajah in the northern provinces who has much wealth, 
though his lands are small. Much has come to him from his father, 
and more still he has set by himself, for he is o f  a low nature and 
hoards his gold rather than spend i t  When the troubles broke out he 
would be friends both with the lion and the tiger,— with the Sepoy 
and with the Company’s Raj. Soon, however, it seemed to him that 
the white men’s day was come, for through all the land he could hear 
o f  nothing but o f  their death and their overthrow. Yet, being a care
ful man, he made such plans that, come what might, half at least o f 
his treasure should be left to him. That which was in gold and silver 
he kept by him in the vaults o f  his palace, but the most precious stones 
and tne choicest pearls that he had he put in an iron box, and sent it 
by a trusty servant who, under the guise o f a merchant, should take it to 
the fort at Agra, there to lie until the land is at peace. Thus, i f  the
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rebels won he would have his money, but i f  the Company conquered 
his jewels wonld be saved to him. Having thus divided his hoard, he 
threw himself into the cause o f  the Sepoys, since they were strong 
upon his borders. By his doing this, mark you, Sahib, his property 
becomes the due o f  those who have been true to their salt

“ ‘ This pretended merchant, who travels under the name o f  
Achmet, is now in the city o f  Agra, and desires to gain his way into 
the fort He has with him as travelling-companion my foster-brother 
Dost Akbar, who knows his secret. Dost Akbar has promised this 
night to lead him to a side-postern o f  the fort, and has chosen this one 
for his purpose. Here he will come presently, and here he will find 
Mahomet Singh and myself awaiting him. The place is lonely, and 
none shall know o f  his coming. The world shall know o f  the mer
chant Achmet no more, but the great treasure o f  the rajah shall be 
divided among ns. What say you to it, Sahib V

“ In Worcestershire the life o f  a man seems a great and a sacred 
thing; but it is very different when there is fire and blood all round 
you and you have been used to meeting death at every turn. Whether 
Achmet the merchant lived or died was a thing as light as air to me, 
but at the talk about the treasure my heart turned to it, and I  thought 
o f  what I  might do in the old country with it, and how my folk 
would stare when they saw their ne’er-do-weel coming back with his 
pockets full o f  gold moidores. I  had, therefore, already made up my 
mind. Abdullah Khan, however, thinking that I  hesitated, pressed 
the matter more closely.

“  ‘ Consider, Sahib,’ said he, ‘  that i f  this man is taken by the com
mandant he will be hung or shot, and his jewels taken by tne govern
ment, so that no man will be a rupee the better for them. Now, since 
we do the taking o f  him, why should we not do the rest as well ? The 
jewels will be as well with us as in the Company’s coffers. There will 
be enough to make every one o f  us rich men ana great chiefs. N o one 
can know about the matter, for here we are cut off from all men. 
What could be better for the purpose? Say again, then, Sahib, 
whether you are with us, or i f  we must look upon you as an enemy.’

“  ‘  I  am with you heart and soul,’  said I.
“  ‘  It is well,’ he answered, handing me back my firelock. ‘  You see 

that we trust you, for your word, like ours, is not to be broken. W e 
have now only to wait for my brother and the merchant.’

“  ‘ Does your brother know, then, o f  what you will do ?’ I  asked. 
“ ‘ The plan is his. He has devised it. W e will go to the gate 

and share the watch with Mahomet Singh.’
“ The rain was still falling steadily, for it was just the beginning o f  

the wet season. Brown, heavy clouds were drifting across tne sky, and 
it was hard to see more than a stone-cast. A  deep moat lay in front 
o f  our door, but the water was in places nearly dried up, and it could 
easily be crossed. It was strange to me to be standing there with those 
two wild Punjaubees waiting for the man who was coming to his death.

“  Suddenly my eye caught the glint o f  a shaded lantern at the other 
side o f  the moat. It  vanished among the mound-heaps, and then 
appeared again coming slowly in our direction.
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“  ‘  Here they are!’ I  exclaimed.
“  ‘  You will challenge him, Sahib, as usual,’  whispered Abdullah. 

* Give him no cause for fear. Send us in with him, and we shall do the 
rest while you stay here on guard. Have the lantern ready to uncover, 
that we may be sure that it is indeed the man.’

“  The light had flickered onwards, now stopping and now advancing, 
until I  could see two dark figures upon the other side o f  the moat, 1 
let them scramble down the sloping bank, splash through the mire, and 
climb half-way up to the gate, before I  challenged them.

“  ‘  W ho goes there ?’ said I , in a subdued voice.
“  * Friends,’ came the answer. I  uncovered my lantern and threw 

a flood o f  light upon them. The first was an enormous Sikh, with a 
black beard which swept nearly down to his cummerbund. Outside o f  
a show I  have never seen so tall a man. The other was a little, fat, 
round fellow, with a great yellow turbau, and a bundle in his hand, 
done up in a shawl. He seemed to be all in a quiver with fear, for his 
hands twitched as i f  he had the ague, and his head kept turning to left 
and right with two bright little twinkling eyes, like a mouse when he 
ventures out from his hole. It  gave me the chills to think o f  killing 
him, but I  thought o f  the treasure, and my heart set as hard as a flint 
within me. When he saw my white face he gave a little chirrup o f  
joy  and came running up towards me.

“ ‘ Your protection, Sahib,’ he panted,— ‘ your protection for the 
unhappy merchant Achmet. I  have travelled across Rajpootana that 
I  might seek the shelter o f  the fort at Agra. I  have been robbed and 
beaten and abused because I  have been the friend o f  the Company. 
It  is a blessed night this when I  am once more in safety,— I  and my 
poor possessions.’

“  ‘ What have you in the bundle?’ I  asked.
“ ‘ An iron box,’ he answered, ‘ which contains one or two little 

family matters which are o f no value to others, but which I  should be 
sorry to lose. Yet I  am not a beggar; and I  shall reward you, young 
Sahib, and your governor also, i f  he will give me the shelter I  ask.’

“  I  could not trust myself to speak longer with the man. The 
more I  looked at his fat, frightened face, the harder did it seem that 
we should slay him in cold blood. It was best to get it over.

“  ‘ Take him to the main guard,’ said I . The two Sikhs closed in 
upon him on each side, and the giant walked behind, while they 
marched in through the dark gate-way. Never was a man so com
passed round with death. I  remained at the gate-way with the lantern.

“  I  could hear the measured tramp o f  their footsteps sounding 
through the lonely corridors. Suddenly it ceased, and I  heard voices, 
and a scuffle, with the sound o f  blows. A  moment later there came, to 
my horror, a rush o f  footsteps coming in my direction, with the loud 
breathing o f  a running man. I  turned my lantern down the long, 
straight passage, and there was the fat man, running like the wind, 
with a smear o f  blood across his face, and close at his heels, bounding 
like a tiger, the great black-bearded Sikh, with a knife flashing in his 
hand. I  have never seen a man run so fast as that little merchant. 
He was gaining on the Sikh, and I  could see that if  he once passed
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me and got to the open air he would save himself yet. M y heart soft
ened to him, but again the thought o f  his treasure turned me hard and 
bitter. I  cast my firelock between his legs as he raced past, and he 
rolled twice over like a shot rabbit. Ere he could stagger to his feet 
the Sikh was upon him, and buried his knife twice in his side. The 
man never uttered moan nor moved muscle, but lay where he had fallen. 
I  think myself that he may have broken his neck with the fall. You 
see, gentlemen, that I am keeping my promise. I  am telling you every 
word o f  the business just exactly as it happened, whether it is in my 
favor or not.”

H e stopped, and held out his manacled hands for the whiskey-and- 
water which Holmes had brewed for him. For myself, I  confess that 
I  had now conceived the utmost horror o f  the man, not only for this 
cold-blooded business in which he had been concerned, but even more 
for the somewhat flippant and careless way in which he narrated it. 
Whatever punishment was in store for him, I  felt that he might expect 
no sympathy from me. Sherlock Holmes and Jones sat with their 
hands upon their knees, deeply interested in the story, but with the 
same disgust written upon their feces. H e may have observed it, for 
there was a touch o f  defiance in his voice and manner as he proceeded.

“  I t  was all very bad, no doubt,”  said he. “  I  should like to know 
how many fellows in my shoes would have refused a share o f  this loot 
when they knew that they would have their throats cut for their pains. 
Besides, it was my life or his when once he was in the fort I f  he 
had got out, the whole business would come to light, and I  should have 
been court-martialled and shot as likely as not; for people were not 
very lenient atha time like that.”

“  Go on with your story,”  said Holmes, shortly.
“  Well, we carried him in, Abdullah, Akbar, and I. A  fine weight 

he was, too, for all that he was so short. Mahomet Singh was left to 
guard the door. W e took him to a place which the Sikhs had already 
prepared. It was some distance off, where a winding passage leads to 
a great empty ball, the brick walls o f  which were all crumbling to 
pieces. The earth floor had sunk in at one place, making a natural 
grave, so we left Achmet the merchant there, having first covered him 
over with loose bricks. This done, we all went back to the treasure.

“  I t  lay where he had dropped it when he was first attacked. The 
box was the same which now lies open upon your table. A  key was 
hung by a silken cord to that carved handle upon the top. W e opened 
it, and the light o f  the lantern gleamed upon a collection o f  gems such 
as I  have read o f  and thought about when I was a little lad at Pershore. 
It was blinding to look upon them. When we had feasted our eyes we 
took them all out and made a list o f  them. There were 'one hundred 
and forty-three diamonds o f  the first water, including one which has 
been called, I  believe, ‘ the Great Mogul’ and is said to be the second 
largest stone in existence. Then there were ninety-seven very fine 
emeralds, and one hundred and seventy rubies, some o f  which, however, 
were small. There were forty carbuncles, two hundred and ten sap
phires, sixty-one agates, and a great quantity o f  beryls, onyxes, cats’ - 
eyes, turquoises, and other stones, the very names o f  which I  did not
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know at the time, though I  have become more familiar with them since. 
Besides this, there were nearly three hundred very fine pearls, twelve 
o f  which were set in a gold coronet. By the way, these last had been 
taken out o f  the chest and were not there when I  recovered it.

“  After we had counted our treasures we put them back into the 
chest and carried them to the gate-way to show them to Mahomet Singh. 
Then we solemnly renewed our oath to stand by each other and be 
true to our secret. We agreed to conceal our loot in a safe place until 
the country should be at peace again, and then to divide it equally 
among ourselves. There w’as no use dividing it at present, for i f  gems 
o f  such value were found upon us it would cause suspicion, and there 
was no privacy in the fort nor any place where we could keep them. 
W e carried the box, therefore, into the same hall where we had buried 
the body, and there, under certain bricks in the best-preserved wall, 
we made a hollow and put our treasure. W e made careful note o f  the 
place, and next day I  drew four plans, one for each o f  us, and put the 
sign o f  the four o f  us at the bottom, for we had sworn that we should 
each always act for all, so that none might take advantage. That 
is an oath that I  can put my hand to my heart and swear that I  have 
never broken.

u Well, there’s no use my telling you gentlemen what came o f  the 
Indian mutiny. After Wilson took Delhi and Sir Colin relieved 
Lucknow the back o f  the business was broken. Fresh troops came 
pouring in, and Nana Sahib made himself scarce over the frontier. A  
flying column under Colonel Greathed came round to Agra and cleared 
tne Pandies away from it. Peace seemed to be settling upon the 
country, and we four were beginning to hope that the time was at hand 
when we might safely go off with our shares o f  the plunder. In a 
moment, however, our hopes were shattered by our being arrested as 
the murderers o f  Achmet.

“  It came about in this way. When the rajah put his jewels into 
the hands o f  Achmet he did it because he knew that he was a trusty 
man. They are suspicious folk in the East, however: so what does 
this rajah do but take a second even more trusty servant and set him 
to play the spy upon the first ? This second man was ordered never to 
let Achmet out o f  his sight, and he followed him like his shadow. He 
went after him that night, and saw him pass through the door-way. 
O f course he thought he had taken refuge in the fort, and applied for 
admission there himself next day, but could find no trace o f  Achmet. 
This seemed to him so strange that he spoke about it to a sergeant o f  
guides, who brought it to the ears o f the commandant. A  thorough ‘ 
search was quickly made, and the body was discovered. Thus at the 
very moment that we thought that all was safe we were all four seized 
and brought to trial on a charge o f  murder,— three o f  us because we 
had held the gate that night, and the fourth because he was known to 
have been in the company o f  the murdered man. Not a word about 
the jewels came out at the trial, for the rajah had been deposed and 
driven out o f  India: so no one had any particular interest in them. 
The murder, however, was clearly made out, and it was certain that we 
must all have been concerned in it. The three Sikhs got penal servitude
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for life, and I  was condemned to death, though my sentence was after
wards commuted into the same as the others.

“  It was rather a queer position that we found ourselves in then. 
There we were all four tied by the leg and with precious little chance 
of ever getting out again, while we each held a secret which might have 
put each o f  us in a palace i f  we could only have made use o f  it. It 
was enough to make a man eat his heart out to have to stand the kick 
and the cuff o f  every petty jack-in-office, to have rice to eat and water 
to drink, when that gorgeous fortune was ready for him outside, just 
waiting to be picked up. I t  might have driven me m ad; but I  was 
always a pretty stubborn one, so I  just held on and bided my time.

“  A t last it seemed to me to have come. I  was changed from Agra 
to Madras, and from there to Blair Island in the Andamans. There 
are very few white convicts at this settlement, and, as I  had behaved 
well from the first, I  soon found myself a sort o f  privileged person. I  
was given a hut in Hope Town, which is a small place on the slopes o f  
Mount Harriet, and I was left pretty much to myself. I t  is a areary, 
fever-stricken place, and all beyond our little clearings was infested 
with wild cannibal natives, who were ready enough to blow a poisoned 
dart at us i f  they saw a chance. There was digging, and ditching, and 
yam-planting, and a dozen other things to be done, so we were busy 
enough all day; though in the evening we had a little time to ourselves. 
Among other things, I  learned to dispense drugs for the surgeon, and

{licked up a smattering o f his knowledge. A ll the time I  was on the 
ookout for a chance o f  escape; but it is hundreds o f  miles from any 

other land, and there is little or no wind in those seas: so it was a 
terribly difficult job to get away.

“  The surgeon, Dr. Somerton, was a fast, sporting young chap, and 
the other young officers would meet in his rooms o f  an evening and 
play cards. The surgery, where I  used to make up my drugs, was next 
to his sitting-room, with a small window between us. Often, i f  I  
felt lonesome, I  used to turn out the lamp in the surgery, and then, 
standing there, I  could hear their talk and watch their play. I  am fond 
o f  a hand at cards myself, and it was almost as good as having one to 
watch the others. There was Major Sholto, Captain Morstan, and 
Lieutenant Bromley Brown, who were in command o f the native troops, 
and there was the surgeon himself, and two or three prison-officials, 
crafty old hands who played a nice sly safe game. A  very snug little 
party they used to make.

“  Well, there was one thing which very soon struck me, and that 
was that the soldiers used always to lose and the civilians to win. Mind, 
I  don’t say that there was anything unfair, but so it was. These prison- 
chaps had done little else than play cards ever since they had been at 
the Andamans, and they knew each other’s game to a point, while 
the others just played to pass the time and threw their cards down 
anyhow. Night after night the soldiers got up poorer men, and the 
poorer they got the more keen they were to play. Major Sholto was 
the hardest hit. He used to pay in notes and gold at first, but soon it 
came to notes o f  hand and for big sums. He sometimes would win for 
a few deals, just to give him heart, and then the luck would set in
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against him worse than ever. A ll day he would wander about as black 
as thunder, and he took to drinking a deal more than was good for him.

“  One night he lost even more heavily than usual. I  was sitting in 
my hut when he and Captain Morstan came stumbling along on the 
way to their quarters. They were bosom friends, those two, and never 
far apart. The major was raving about his losses.

“  ‘ It’s all up, Morstan/ he was saying, as they passed my hut. ‘ I  
shall have to send in my papers. I  am a ruined man.’

“  ‘ Nonsense, old chap!’ said the other, slapping him upon the
shoulder. ‘ I ’ve had a nasty facer myself, but------- ’  That was all I
could hear, but it was enough to set me thinking.

“  A  couple o f  days later Major Sholto was strolling on the beach : 
so I  took the chance o f  speaking to him.

“  ‘ I  wish to have your advice, major/ said I.
Well, Small, what is it?’ he asked, taking his cheroot from his

lips.
“  ‘ I  wanted to ask you, s ir / said I , ‘ who is the proper person to 

whom hidden treasure should be handed over. I  know where half a 
million worth lies, and, as I  cannot use it myself, I  thought perhaps 
the best thing that I  could do would be to hand it over to the proper 
authorities, and then perhaps they would get my sentence shortened for 
me.’

“  ‘  H alf a million, Small ?’ he gasped, looking hard at me to see if 
I  was in earnest.

“  ‘ Quite that, sir,— in jewels and pearls. It  lies there ready for 
any one. And the queer thing about it is that the real owner is out
lawed and cannot hold property, so that it belongs to the first comer.’

“  ‘ To government, Small/ he stammered,— ‘ to government.’ But 
he said it in a halting fashion, and I  knew in my heart that I  had got 
him.

“  * You think, then, sir, that I  should give the information to the 
Governor-General ?’ said I , quietly.

“  ‘  Well, well, you must not do anything rash, or that you might 
repent. Let me hear all about it, Small. Give me the facts.’

“  I  told him the whole story, with small changes so that he could not 
identify the places. When I  had finished he stood stock still and full 
o f  thought. I  could see by the twitch o f  his lip that there was a 
struggle going on within him.

“  ‘ This is a very important matter, Sm all/ he said, at last. ‘ You 
must not say a word to any one about it, and I  shall see you again 
soon.’

“  Two nights later he and his friend Captain Morstan came to my 
hut in the dead o f  the night with a lantern.

“ 11 want you just to let Captain Morstan hear that story from your 
own lips, Small/ said he.

“  I  repeated it as I  had told it before.
“  ‘ It rings true, eh ?’ said he. ‘ It ’s good enough to act upon f
“ Captain Morstan nodded.
“  ‘ Look here, Small/ said the major. * W e have been talking it 

over, my friend here and I, and we have come to the conclusion mat

Digitized by L j O O Q l e



THE SIGN OF THE FOUR. 219

this secret o f  yours is hardly a govern men t matter, after all, but is a 
private concern o f  your own, which o f  course you have the power o f  
disposing o f  as you think best. Now, the question is, what price would 
you ask for it? W e rajght be inclined to take it up, and at least look 
into it, i f  we could agree as to terms.’  H e tried to speak in a cool, 
careless way, but his eyes were shining with excitement and greed.

“  ‘ Why, as to that, gentlemen,’ I  answered, trying also to be cool, 
but feeling as excited as he did, ‘ there is only one bargain which a man 
in my position can make. I  shall want you to help me to my freedom, 
and to help my three companions to theirs. W e shall then take you 
into partnership, and give you a fifth share to divide between you.’

“  ‘  Hum !’  said he. * A  fifth share ! That is not very tempting.’
“ ‘  It would come to fifty thousand apiece,’  said I.
“  * But how can we gain your freedom ? You know very well that 

you ask an impossibility.’
“  ‘  Nothing o f  the sort,’ I  answered. ‘ I  have thought it all out to 

the last detail. The only bar to our escape is that we can get no boat 
fit for the voyage, and no provisions to last us for so long a time. There 
are plenty o f  little yachts and yawls at Calcutta or Madras which would 
serve onr turn well. D o you bring one over. W e shall engage to get 
aboard her by night, and i f  you will drop us on any part o f  the Indian 
coast you will have done your part o f the bargain.’

“  ‘  I f  there were only one,’  he said.
“  ‘  None or all,’  I  answered. ‘ W e have sworn it. The four o f  us 

must always act together.’
“ ‘ Y ou see, Morstan,’ said he, ‘ Small is a man o f  his word. He 

does not flinch from his friends. I  think we may very well trust him.’
“  ‘ It’s a dirty business,’ the other answered. ‘  Yet, as you say, the 

money would save our commissions handsomely.’
“  ‘ W ell, Small,’ said the major, ‘  we must, I suppose, try and meet 

you. W e must firat, o f  course, test the truth o f  your story. Tell me 
where the box is hid, and I  shall get leave o f  absence and go back to 
India in the monthly relief-boat to inquire into the affair.’

“  ‘  Not so fast,’ said I , growing colder as he got hot. ‘  I  must have 
the consent o f  my three comrades. I  tell you that it is four or none 
with us.’

“  ‘  Nonsense I’ he broke in. ‘ What have three black fellows to do 
with our agreement ?’

“ ‘ Black or blue,’ said I , ‘ they are in with me, and we all go 
together.

“  W ell, the matter ended by a second meeting, at which Mahomet 
Singh, Abdullah Khan, and Dost Akbar were all present. We talked 
the matter over again, and at last we came to an arrangement. We 
were to provide both the officers with charts o f  the part o f  the Agra 
fort and mark the place in the wall where the treasure was hid. Major 
Sholto was to go to India to test our story. I f  he found the box he 
was to leave it there, to send out a small yacht provisioned for a voyage, 
which was to lie off Rutland Island, and to which we were to make 
our way, and finally to return to his duties. Captain Morstan was 
then to apply for leave o f  absence, to meet us at Agra, and there we
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were to have a final division o f  the treasure, he taking the major’s share 
as well as his own. A ll this we sealed by the most solemn oaths that 
the mind could think or the lips utter. I  sat up all night with paper 
and ink, and by the morning I  had the two .charts all ready, signed 
with the sign o f  four,— that is, o f  Abdullah, Akbar, Mahomet, and 
myself.

“  W ell, gentlemen, I  weary you with my long story, and I  know 
that my friend Mr. Jones is impatient to get me safely stowed in chokey. 
I ’ ll make it as short as I  can. The villain Sholto went off to India, 
but he never came back again. Captain Morstan showed me his name 
among a list o f  passengers in one o f  the mail-boats very shortly after
wards. His uncle had died, leaving him a fortune, and he had left the 
army, yet he could stoop to treat five men as he had treated us. 
Morstan went over to Agra shortly afterwards, and found, as we ex
pected, that the treasure was indeed gone. The scoundrel had stolen it 
all, without carrying out one o f  the conditions on which we had sold 
him the secret. From that day I  lived only for vengeance. I  thought 
o f it by day and I nursed it by night. It became an overpowering, 
absorbing passion with me. I  cared nothing for the law,— nothing for 
the gallows. To escape, to track down Sholto, to have my hand upon 
his throat,— that was my one thought. Even the Agra treasure had 
come to be a smaller thing in my mind than the slaying o f  Sholto.

“  Well, I  have set my mind on many things in this life, and never 
one which I  did not carry out. But it was weary years before my time 
came. I  have told you that I  had picked up something o f  medicine. 
One day when Dr. Somerton was down with a fever a little Andaman 
Islander was picked up by a convict-gang in the woods. He was 6ick 
to death, and had gone to a lonely place to die. I  took him in hand, 
though he was as venomous as a young snake, and after a couple o f  
months I  got him all right and able to walk. He took a kind o f  fancy 
to me then, and would hardly go back to his woods, but was always 
hanging about my hut, I  learned a little o f  his lingo from him, and 
this made him all the fonder o f  me.

“  Tonga— for that was his name— was a fine boatman, and owned a 
big, roomy canoe o f his own. When I  found that he was devoted to 
me and would do anything to serve me, I saw my chance o f escape. I  
talked it over with him. He was to bring his boat round on a certain 
night to an old wharf which was never guarded, and there he was to 
pick me up. I  gave him directions to have several gourds o f  water 
and a lot o f  yams, cocoa-nuts, and sweet potatoes.

“  He was stanch and true, was little Tonga. No man ever had a 
more faithful mate. A t  the night named he had his boat at the wharf. 
As it chanced, however, there was one o f  the convict-guard down there, 
— a vile Pathan who had never missed a chance o f  insulting and in
juring me. I  had always vowed vengeance, and now I  had my chance. 
It was as if  fate had placed him in my way that I  might pay my debt 
before I  left the island. H e stood on the bank with his back to me, 
and his carbine on his shoulder. I  looked about for a stone to beat out 
his brains with, but none could I  see. Then a queer thought came into 
my head and showed me where I  could lay my hand on a weapon. I
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sat down in the darkness and unstrapped ray wooden leg. With three 
long hops I  was on him. H e pnt his carbine to his shoulder, but I  
struck him full, and knocked the whole front o f  his skull in. You 
can see the split in the wood now where I  hit him. We both went 
down together, for I  could not keep my balance, but when I  got up I  
found him still lying quiet enough. I  made for the boat, and in 
an hour we were well out at sea. Tonga had brought all his earthly 
possessions with him, his arms and his gods. Among other things, he 
had a long bamboo spear, and some Andaman cocoa-nut matting, with 
which I  made a sort o f  a sail. For ten days we were beating about, 
trusting to luck, and on the eleventh we were picked up by a trader 
which was going from Singapore to Jiddah with a cargo o f  Malay 
pilgrims. They were a rum crowd, and Tonga and I  soon managed to 
settle down among them. They had one very good quality: they let 
you alone and asked no questions.

“  W ell, i f  I  were to tell you all the adventures that my little chum 
and I  went through, you would not thank me, for I  would have you 
here until the sun was shining. Here and there we drifted about the 
world, something always turning up to keep us from London. A ll the 
time, however, I  never lost sight o f  my purpose. I  would dream o f  
Sholto at night. A  hundred times I  have killed him in my sleep. A t 
last, however, some three or four years ago, we found ourselves in 
England. I  had no great difficulty in finding where Sholto lived, and 
I  set to work to discover whether he had realized the treasure, or i f  he 
still had i t  I  made friends with some one who could help me,— I 
name no names, for I  don’t want to get any one else in a hole,— and I  
soon found that he still had the jewels. Then I  tried to get at him in 
many ways; but he was pretty sly, and had always two prize-fighters, 
besides his sons and his khitmutgar, on guard over him.

“  One day, however, I  got word that he was dying. I  hurried at 
once to the garden, mad that be should slip out o f  my clutches like 
that, and, looking through the window, I  saw him lying in his bed, 
with bis sons on each side o f  him. I ’d have come through and taken 
my chance with the three o f them, only even as I  looked at him his 
jaw dropped, and I  knew that he was gone. I  got into his room that 
same nignt, though, and I  searched his papers to see i f  there was any 
record o f  where he had hidden our jewels. There was not a line, how
ever : so I  came away, bitter and savage as a man could be. Before I  
left I  bethought me that i f  I  ever met my Sikh friends again it would 
be a satisfaction to know that I  had left some mark o f  our hatred : so 
I  scrawled down the sign o f  the four o f  us, as it had been on the chart, 
and I  pinned it on his bosom. It was too much that he should be 
taken to the grave without some token from the men whom he had 
robbed and befooled.

“  W e earned a living at this time by my exhibiting poor Tonga at 
fairs and other such places as the black cannibal. He would eat raw 
meat and dance his war-dance: so we always had a hatful o f  pennies 
after a day’s work. I  still heard all the news from Pondicherry 
Lodge, and for some years there was no news to hear, except that they 
were hunting for the treasure. A t last, however, came what we had
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waited for so long. The treasure had been found. I t  was up at the 
top o f  the house, in Mr. Bartholomew Sholto’s chemical laboratory. I  
came at once and had a look at the place, but I  could not see how with 
my wooden leg I  was to make my way up to i t  I  learned, however, 
about a trap-door in the roof, and also about Mr. Sholto’s supper-hour. 
It seemed to me that I  could manage the thing easily through Tonga. 
I  brought him out with roe with a long rope wound round his waist 
H e could climb like a cat, and he soon made his way through the 
roof, but, as ill luck would have it, Bartholomew Sholto was still in 
the room, to his cost. Tonga thought he had done something veiy 
clever in killing him, for when I  came up by the rope I  found him 
strutting about as proud as a peacock. Very much surprised was he 
when I  made at him with the rope’s end and cursed him for a little 
blood-thirsty imp. I  took the treasure-box and let it down, and then 
slid down myself, having first left the sign o f the four upon the table, 
to show that the jewels had come back at last to those who had most 
right to them. Tonga then pulled up the rope, closed the window, and 
made off the way that he had come.

“  I  don’t know that I  have anything else to tell you. I  had heard 
a waterman speak o f  the speed o f  Smith’s launch the Aurora, so I  
thought she would be a handy craft for our escape. I  engaged with 
old Smith, and was to give him a big sum i f  he got us safe to our ship. 
He knew, no doubt, that there was some screw loose, but he was not in 
our secrets. A ll this is the truth, and i f  I  tell it to you, gentlemen, it 
is not to amuse you,— for you have not done me a very good turn,—  
but it is because I  believe the best defence I  can make is just to hold 
back nothing, but let all the world know how badly I  have myself 
been served by Major Sholto, and how innocent I  am o f  the death o f 
his son.”

“  A  very remarkable account,”  said Sherlock Holmes. “  A  fitting 
wind-up to an extremely interesting case. There is nothing at all new 
to me in the latter part o f  your narrative, except that you brought your 
own rope. That I  did not know. By the way, I had hoped that 
Tonga had lost all his darts; yet he managed to shoot one at us in the 
boat.”

“  H e had lost them all, sir, except the one which was in his blow
pipe at the time.”

“  Ah, o f  course,”  said Holmes. “ 1 had not thought o f  that.”
“  Is there any other point which you would like to ask about ?”  

asked the convict, affably.
“  I  think not, thank you,”  my companion answered.
‘ ‘ W ell, Holmes,”  said Athelney Jones, “ you are a man to be 

humored, and we all know that you are a connoisseur o f  crime, but 
duty is duty, and I  have gone rather far in doing wbatyou and your 
friend asked me. I  shall feel more at ease when we have our story
teller here safe under lock and key. The cab still waits, and there are 
two inspectors down-stairs. I  am much obliged to you both for your 
assistance. O f  course you will be wanted at the trial. Good-night 
to you.’’

“  Good-night, gentlemen both,”  said Jonathan Small.
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“  Y ou first, Small,”  remarked the wary Jones as they left the room. 
“  I ’ ll take particular care that you don’t club me with your wooden 
lee:, whatever you may have done to the gentleman at the Andaman

es.
“  W ell, and there is the end o f  our little drama,”  I  remarked, after 

we had sat some time smoking in silence. “  I  fear that it may be the 
last investigation in which I  shall have the chance o f  studying your 
methods. Miss Morstan has done me the honor to accept me as a hus
band in prospective.”

He gave a most dismal groan. “  I  feared as much,”  said he. “  I  
really cannot congratulate you.”

I  was a little hurt. “  Have you any reason to be dissatisfied with 
my choice ?”  I  asked.

“  Not at all. I  think she is one o f  the most charming young 
ladies I ever met, and might have been most useful in such work as we 
have been doing. She had a decided genius that w ay: witness the 
way in which she preserved that Agra plan from all the other papers 
o f  her father. But love is an emotional thing, and whatever is 
emotional is opposed to that true cold reason which I  place above all 
things. I  should never marry myself, lest I  bias my judgment.”

“  I  trust,”  said I , laughing, “  that my judgment may survive the 
ordeal. But you look weary.”

“  Yes, the reaction is already upon me. I  shall be as limp as a rag 
for a week.”

“  Strange,”  said I , “  how terms o f  what in another man I  should 
call laziness alternate with your fits o f  splendid energy and vigor.”

“  Yes,”  he answered, “  there are in me the makings o f  a very fine 
loafer and also o f  a pretty spry sort o f  fellow. I  often think o f  those 
lines o f  old Goethe,—

Schade dass die Natnr nnr einen Mensch aus dir schuf,
Denn ram wurdigen Mann war und ram Schelmen der Stoff.

By the way, h propos o f  this Norwood business, you see that they had, 
as I  surmised, a confederate in the house, who could be none other than 
Lai Bao, the butler: so Jones actually has the undivided honor o f  
having caught one fish in his great haul.”

“ The division seems rather unfair,”  I  remarked. “ Y ou have 
done all the work in this business. I  get a wife out o f  it, Jones gets 
the credit, pray what remains for you ?”

“ For me,”  said Sherlock Holmes, “ there still remains the cocaine- 
bottle.”  And he stretched his long white hand up for it.

THE END.
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TH E JULY NUM BER
W IL L  CONTAIN

THE PICTURE Op DORIAR GRAY
B Y

OSCAR WILDE.
A s  an apostle o f aestheticism, as a  poet, essayist, and editor, Oscar Wilde 

has won world-wide fame. This, his tirst novel, w ill be watched for w ith  uni
versal interest. I t  is a dram atic and powerful story, and w ill undoubtedly ! 
become the literary sensation of the day.

“  T he Nicaragua C a n a l " .......................................................by R ear-Adm iral D aniel Am m en.
“  A  B rief Correspondence with Paul H am ilton H a y n e " by John E liot Bow en.
“  Senator John J. In g a lls ".......................................................b y  Jam es M . Scovel.
“  T he Chiromancy o f T o - D a y " ......................................... b y  Edward H eron -A lien .

ROUND-ROBIN TALKS.
Col. T homas P. Ochiltree, Mosks P. Handt, T homas N elson Page,
R ichabb Malcolm Johnston, General Merrill, J ulian H awthorne, and others.

A nd other A rticles, P oem s, Stories, etc.

The Complete Novels which have already appeared in 
LIPPINCOTT’S MAGAZINE are:

No. 370.—“  Circumstantial E vidence.”  By 
Mary E. Stickney.

No. 869.—“  A  Sappho o f  Green Springs." By 
Bret Harte.

No. 80S.—“ A  Cast for Fortune." By Christian 
Reid.

No. 807.—“ Tw o Soldiers." By Captain Charles 
King. UB.A.

No. 806.—“  The Sign o f  the F our." By A.
Conan Doyle.

No. 80S.—“ MUUcent and R osalind.”  By Ju
lian Hawthorne.

No. 864.—“ A ll Ho K new .’* By John Habberton. 
No. S63.—“ A  Belated R even ge." By Dr. Robert 

Montgomery Bird.
No. 808,—“  Creole and Puritan.”  By T. C.De IiOOD*
No. 261.—“  Solarlon.”  By Edgar Fawcett.
No. 2SO.—“ An Invention o f  the Enem y.”  By

W. H. Babcock.
No. 259.—“ Ten Minutes to T w elv e ." By M.

G. McClelland.
No. 858.—“ A  Bream  o f  C onquest." By Gen. 

Lloyd Bryce.
No. 257.—“ A  Chain o f  E rrors.”  By Mrs. K. 

W. Latimer.
No.856.—“ into Witness o f  t h e  S a n .”  By 

Amglie Elves.
No. 855.—“ B ella-U em onla.”  By Selina Dolaro. 
No. 854.—“ A  Transaction In H earts.”  By Ed- 

gar Sal tux.
No. 258.—“  H ale-W eston.”  By M. ElliotSeawell. 
No. 852.—“ Dnnraven Eanoh.”  By Captain 

Charles King, U.8.A.
No. 851.—“  Earthlings.”  By Grace King.
No. 250.—“ Queen o f  Spades,’ * and Autobiogra

phy. By E. P. Roe.
No. 849.—“ Herod and M arlam ne.”  A tragedy. 

By Amdlie Elves.

No. 248.—“  M am m on.”  By Maud Howe.
No. 847.—“  The Y ellow  Snake.”  By Wm. Henry

Bishop.
No. 240.—“  Beautiful Mrs. Thorn d y k e .”  By 

Mrs. Poultney Bigelow.
No. 245.—“  The Old A dam .'r  By H. H. Boyeeea. 
No. 844.—“ The (Jnlck o r  the B e a d ?”  By 

Amilie Elves.
No. 843.—''‘ H onored in the Brea oh .”  By Julia

Magruder.
No. 248.—“ The Spell o f  H om e.”  After the Ger

man of E. Werner. By Mrs. A . L  
Winter.

No. 241.—“ Cheek and Counter-Cheek.”  By 
Blander Matthews and George H. 
Jessop.

No. 240.—“ From  the B anks.”  By Captain
Charles King, U.8.A.

No. 239.—“ The Terra-Cotta Bust.”  By Vir
ginia W. Johnson.

No. 838.—“  A pple Seed and B rier T h orn .”  By
Louise Stockton.

No.237.—“ The Red Mountain M ines.”  By
Lew Vanderpoole.

No. 286.—“  A  Land o f  L ove.”  By Sidney Loaka. 
No. 835.—“  At A nchor.’ * By Julia Magruder.
No.284.—“ The W histling B uoy.”  By Chan. 

Barnard.
No. 888.—'“ The DAserter.”  By Captain Charles 

King, U.S.A.
No. 832.—«  Douglas Duane. ”  By Edgar F) veett 
No. 831.—“ K enyan ’s W ife .”  By Lucy C. Ullie. 
No 280.—“ A  S e l f - M a d e  M an.”  By 14. G. 

McClelland.
No. *89.—“  Slnflre. ”  By Julian Hawthorne.
No. 2 8 8 . - “  Miss D efargs.”  By Franc* Hodgson 

Burnett.
No. 287.—11 Brno ton's R ayon.”  By Join* Hab

berton.
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• M ot it,”  she rep ied, without raising her head 
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M  AN Y new and elegant designs ate now 
J * ' being displayed in one asleSroosni that 
base jaat come out o f  b o o ty , any o f  which 
wonid naVt a n o n  appropriate Wedding Gift.

SIM0NS BR0. & G0.,
6 1 8  C hestnut Street,

PH ILAD K .PH M , PA.

THE ADDER ssS**
It will add two ctfe in t  o f  llgww at a time with

abtotu te amtrtuy.
It give* tnetantancow* mult*, and note* no mitktke*.
It earn an tmmenee amount o f time.
It prevent* brain exhamthm.
The following i* one qf many high endortenmU :
•' V  n t t e p  8 t a  m  Btc x h  l  O r r ir r . W a s h in g t o h .

" Several • Webb Adder*’ hare been In constant n*e In 
thia office, and havfe recommended them selves by their 
acoaiacy mad rabidity. -Oan. A.. W. Q t r n r , Chkf >igna'. Officer.”

Any man or woman who ha* nxcA to do with figure* canwA aft ml to be 
without one. •' The Adder" *att* both time and money. 1-3

Price. 97.00. Bent by mall (at customer’* risk) on receipt of price and 15 cent* postage: or >>y c ip o ? ,  
(at customer’!  charged Send tor a stTcoiar, with fall size cut, description, and tmUmoelals from
in all part, o f the country. WEBB’S AOOEB CO., M C*4~ Str^t, Ntw York

The American Law Register
T H E  O L D E S T  H O X T H L Y  L E G  A I , J O V R K A L  I # >  p e r  a n n u m .

J.V T H E  C O l ’X T B T .  .50 etn . p e r  c o p y .

T he  C U R R E N T  C07VF7VIEN T
An Ii.LfSTBaTED Monthly, with a national circulation larger than any other legal Journal,' C on

tains each month a sketch and tine portrait o f an eminent American jurist or lawyer; discussions, com 
munications. and book reviews o f interest to lawyers, real-estate brokers, and business-men; also .s e r ie s  
o f law studies, based upon K f.nt's Coxxentariis.

$ 1 .0 0  p e r  OHHiiHi. JO ren te p e r  eop y.

“ T he Am erican Law R egister”  and “ T he Current C om m en t" to  o n e  
address fo r  $ 5 .0 0  per annum . Sam ple co p ie s  free .

The D. B. CANFIELD CO., Limited, Drexel Building, Philadelphia, P a . ;

Solid S old S pectacles^ .
Fyo-0 terse* same price. JBw-wkl oar cebbfafrd "  Dumaxta* 

bant, usual Mloe—%% (lri. 1-r—* t  ̂ xlr* J** ***, wa willseed * fipmour SolMboUl fepebeScics orHge-aiani t.
Bend us/huroM g lssse so a U . wjfll tafct your c im td u  from 
them ej5 return item w1411t>* armour*. (poo rrquat we will 
•rad mu • mallloj.boi so ri>u non Ufely mail us your olag lsssre. 
If your old glasses doa'I salt, or If you here ucrer worn I  lasses, 
we will furnish free * measure tor teiiing your eyeeigki ekuctly. 
Ourl method of flltlor J ym  aura fella. Bel Isfactio* gusfscieed 
or mopey refuodtd. rThli offer for a Smiled line onlrAs Tt it 
ImenSed solely to introduce the roods fjr-oor whotasdr irwde.
kbdirMLIUfl A BRO«. Opticians. KWyUoath-Bth 
BuvJrhlladtlphia, Pa. Sole Manufocturcra.

ESTABLISHED 1846. j

F R A N K L IN  '

PRINTING INK W ORKS,
JOHN WOODROTF’S SONS,

1 2 1 7  a n t i  1 2 1 0  C h e r r y  S t r e e t ,

I » m r C  tend 5 cents for copy of Dorcas Magazine PHILADELPHIA, FA.
LHUIbU of Woman's Handiwork. It Is invaluable ----------
Address Dorcas Pub’no Co., 87 College Place, N.Y. Titi*M»gezliieisprinted,with Ji.tinWioimifs s !v ‘
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Typewriter Headquarters
^^k Unprejudiced authorityon WritingMnchin 
■u ^k WnoUrsale and Retail Dealers, and larges 
O  handlers of all makes, at lo ^ s t  prices, in 

^k the -world. Two entire floors devoted . 
tjl ^k to selling, renting and exchanging A 

*  * £ \  T Y P E W R IT E R S  M
. Q ^ k  o f all descript ions Instruments M  .  

X. ^L,^k shipped with privilege of ex- M  
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A  ^k illustrated catalogues M  . /
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IDEAL KEYBOARD.

STERN BROTHERS
Have now In stock complete lines 

of thetr

NEW PARIS CORSET

HAJWPND

U N IV E R S A L  K EYB O A R D
W ith  Interchangeable Finger-Pieces.

THE HAMMOND TYPEWRITER CO.

(?/ a m q n w

The result of their many years’ experience 
in selling the highest grades of French 

corsets. It will be found the most

PERFECT FITTING
In the world. To he had In

FIFTEEN FORMS
and of the following raaterla's ! 

Coutille, - • from $5.60 to $9.00
Wool . . .  from 7.25 to 12.00 
Satin and Granite Silk, from 15.00 to 25.00

Orders by mull and all Inquiries will 
receive Immediate attention.

STERN BROTHERS,
SOLE IMPORTERS, 

3 2 - 3 4 - 3 6  W e s t  2 3 d  S t r e e t ,
N E W  Y O R K .

Ideal Felt Tooth Polisher.
END02SED BY LEADING DENTISTS.

NON-IRRITATING TO GUMS OR ENAMEL

FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS

THE NEW MODE
O U R

M O W E R

F o r  
S i m p l i 

c i t y  a n d  
d u r a b i l i t y ,  

and q u a lity  o f 
w ork , it is un

equalled , while for
o f  draft

by a large 
percentage any other 
Lawn Mower made, 

for circular and
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CO t D W E L l
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C  A P T .  C H A R L E S  K I N G ’ S

pOPULHR TV^ILITHRY NOVELS.

STARLIGHT RANCH,
And Other Stories of Army Life on the Frontier.
---------------------------------------------------------------- --- ---■--■-•»!*■--------r ------

By Ca p t a in  Ch a r m s  K ino , U.S.A., author o f “ Ths Colonel'* Daughter,”  “  Marian’s F a ith /’
“  The Deserter,”  etc. 12mo, Cloth. I I 00.

“ There la no soldier that t i  know o f who la ao clever with both m b  and sword aB Oeptatn 
Charles King, whose stories of army life are as animated as those that Lever first wrote."—Phila
delphia Event t Bulletin.

Lovers o f tales of army life will rind the hook exactly to their taele. . . . Captain K ing's 
books are as acoarate as the manual o f tactics, while they have all the stir and excitement o f  
romance.”—Boston Cburler.

“  Captain King is to America what John Strange Winter la to England—the military novelist,
par excellence. This lively volume Is In his best atylA”—Baltimore Neva*.

Laramie; or, The Queen of Bedlam.
Elmo. Extra Clstk. 91 .00.

** As dsscrtptloas o f  life s t an army post and o f the vicissitudes, trials, and heroisms o f arm y  
life on the plains, In what are called • times o f peaoe,’ the novels o f  Captain King are worthy o f  a  
high and permanent place In American literature. They will hereafter take rank with Cooper** 
novels as distinctively American works o f fiction.1*—Army and iVaey Kegieier, Waehtngtcm, jf.C .

The Colonel’a Daughter.
ISmo. Extra Cloth. 91 .M .

“ Captain King Is to be thanked for an entertaining contribution to the slender stock  o f  
American military novela,—a contribution ao | >d that ws hope be Will give na another.” —JVe*c> 
York TiHbune.

“  It is a charming work, worthy o f achieving a permanent place In literature. We cord ia lly  
congratulate Captain King on his accomplished success, for such undoubtedly It Is.”—A'. Y. A rm v  
a n d  I f  a n  Jbemal. ________ _ _  

Marion’s Faith. ♦
ISmo. Extra Cloth. 91.25.

"  The author o f  this novel It a gallant soldier, now on the retired list by reason o f  e o a n d i  
received In the line o f duty. The favor with which his books have been received proves th a t be 
CRH write as well ss fight. * Marion’ s Faith’ Is a very pleasing story, with a strong flavor o f  lo v e  
and shoulder-straps and military life, and cannot but charm the reador.’ ’—National lh l t u u ;  
Washington, D.C. ____________________________

Kitty’s Conquest;
1 6 m o . Extra Cloth.

" A charming little story o f love and adventure, by 
Is written In e  neat, attractive style, and abounds In bri 
In a very pleasing manner, and the plot Is handled very 
library or modern fiction.”—Boston Beet.

91.00.

•o m S S S ^ T  lin k  good add!
The book 

am drawn0 good additlesx to <

The Deserter, and From the Ranks.
Square lt a a . Extra Cloth. 91.00. Paper. 50 cents.

" I t  is a relief. Indeed, to tarn from the dismal Introspectloa o f  much o f our i 
the fresh naturalness o f such stories as these.” —New York OrMtc. >

“  Mo military novels o f ths day rival those o f  Captain King In precision and popularity.**__
Boston Cburler.

V  For sale by all Booksellers.) * 
or will be sent by the Publishers, v v  • 
gtot g si a, ou receipt of the price)
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FLOWERS— OF SONG
FOR SCHOOLS:

Children's School Songs.
nations, and 138 new®and selected songs for gen
eral singing. This little book is being received with 
much favor.
Kindergarten Chimes. ($1.25.) Kate Douglas 

Wlggtn. Good manual, and fine collection. 
Kindergarten and Primary School Songs.

(30 cts.; $3.00 dozen.) Menard.
Songs and Games lor Little Ones. ($ 2.00.1 

walker and Jenks.
Gems for Little Singers. (30 cts.; $3.00 dozen.) 

Emerson and Swayne.
Rhymes and Tunes. ($1.00.) Mrs. Osgood. 
Motion Songs. (20 cts.; $1.80 doz.) Mrs. Board- 

man.
Get them all 1 They are most delightful books! 
Also try the sweet little Cantatas:

Kingdom of Mother Goose. (25 cts.; $2.28 doz.) 
Mrs. Boardman.

Rainbow Festival. (20 cts.; $1 80 dozen ) Lewis. 
Who killed Cock Robin t  (40 cts.; $3.60 doz.) 

Ford.
1 Book 1, Primary. 30 cts.; $3.00 doz.
> Book 2, Medium. 40 cts.; $4.20 doz.
) Book 3, High. 50 cts.; $4.80 doz. 

By Emerson. These are the newest and best 
books for teaching note-reading in schools.

SJSXn F O B  ZjI 8 T 8  A X It  D E S C B IF T IO X 8 .

Any book mailed for retail price.

OLIVER DITSOH COMPANY, Boston.
C. H. Ditson & Co., 867 Broadway, New York. 
________J. E. Ditson & Co., 1228 Chestnut St, Phlla.

Photographic
Materials,

And ever^dcscription of first-class

P botographicApparatus
Cameras, L e n s e s ,  Stands, 

Printing Fremes, Dry Plates, 
Sensitized and Albuminized 
Papers, Chemicals, etc.

A m ateur Outfits m great variety 
from $8.oo upwards.
L . M . P R I N C E  &  B R O .
148 W. Fourth St., Cincinnati, Ohio.

Catalogue of 200 pages, with com
plete instructions of H ow to make 
Picture*, sent on receipt of 20 cents
to pay for postage.

S U R V E Y O R S ' A N D  E N G I N E E R S '
Transits, Levels, Com passes, 
Chains, Tapes, Drawing Instru
ments, Drawing Paper in sheet 
or roll, Profile and Cross Sec

tion Paper Field Books, 
Squares, Triangles,

India Ink,
Brushes, 

etc.
Catalogue sent on application.

L. M. PRINCE,
Optical and Mathematical

Instrument Maker,
148 W E S T  F O U R T H  ST.

CINCINNATI, O.

Tf yon a n  thinking o f  building* fcoaM you ought to tray Iks MW 
book, P a ll is e r ’s  A m e r ic a n  A r c h it e c tu r e ,  or *v*ry man a 
compl«t« builder, prepared by Palliier, Pailiscr A  Co., the wail 
known architect*.

There I • not a Builder or any one Intending to Bnild or otherwise 
Interested that can afford to be without it. It lea practical work and 
eveiybody buy* U. The beet, cheapest and most popular work ertf 
Issued on Build ng. Neat ly tour hundred drawing*. A $1 book la 
*i*e and style, but we have determined to make it meet toe popular 
demand, to suit the times, *0 that it can be easily reached by all.

This book contain* 104 page* 11 x 14 Inches In *ixe, and conalsU of 
large 9 x 19 plate pages giving plan*, elevations,perspective views, 
descriptions, own«rr usmts, actual cost of construct^ a, n o  WORM 
w o r k ,  and I nit ruction* H o w  t o  B u ild  10 Cotta***, "  rills*, 
Double Houses, Brick Block Hours, suitable lor city •utmrbl.lowt 
and country, bouse* for the farm and workingmen’* home* for all 
section* ot the country, and co.tlng from $800 to $6,500; also Barns, 

| Stable*, School House, Town Hall, Chnrchea, and other pablla 
■ building*, together with specification*, form o fcon tract,aadala ifi 
1 amount oflnformation on the erection of building*, seleottoa of iltL  

employment o f  Architect*. It I* worth $5.00 to any one, bat I will 
■end It In paper cover by mall postpaid on receipt o‘f  $ 1.00; bound ht 
clofh, $9.u0. AddreuaUerdetsto J ,  S. OGTLVIE, Pu im in s b , 

r .  O. Boa >761. 61Ko*e Jbt^New Y « f c

A NEW EDITION DE LUXE O F

CHARLES DICKENS’S
C O M P L E T E  W O R K S .

Unquestionably tins most superb edition ever at
tempted ill this country.

The type is large and clear, especially cast for this 
work, tne paper is made of the nnes-t materials, sad 
the margins are ample. All the illustrations con
tained in the original editions (copies of which are 
now worth $1,(XX)j are here represented. The etch
ings by Cruikshank, “  Phiz." and others, numbering 
over 400, have been carefully re-ctched. Electro
types from the original wood blocks, which were 
never printed from, have been obtained from Dick
ens’s original publishers in England. Twelve dif
ferent portraits of the author, especially engraved, 
appear on the different title pages of the volumes. 
All the illustrations are proofs printed on
Imperial Japanese Government Paper.
The set is limited to 1000 numbered coples,and 

will be complete in 45 volumes, bound In smooth 
vellum cloth, gilt tope, uncut, at *8-50 per volume, 
and will be Issued at about 2 volumes per month.

MB' Issued by subscription only, and no orders 
taken except for complete sets. Prospectus, with 
specimen showing type, page, paper, etc., with 
specimen illustration, mailed free upon applica
tion. ______________

LOCAL AGENTS WANTED.

Address,

ESTES & LAURIAT, P u b lish e rs ,
B O S T O N .
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T HE BEST FICTION.

MRS. A/L. WISTER’S
Popular Translations from the German.

E rla c h  C ourt. By Ossip Schubin . . #1.25 *
T he A lp in e  F ay . B y E. W erner . . 1.25 
T he O w I’b M eet. By E. Marlitt . . . 1.25 
Picked U p in the Streets. By H.

- S c h o b e rt................................................ 1 .25
Saint M ichael. By E . Werner . . . 1.25 
V ioletta. By Ursula Zdge von Man-

t e u f f e l .........................................................1.25
T he L ady with the R ubies. B y E .

M a rlitt .........................................................1.25
V ain  Foreboding*. B y E . Oswald . . 1.25 
A  Penniless Girl. B y W . Heimburg . 1.25 
Quicksands. B y Adolph Streckfuss . . 1.50 
Banned and B lessed . By E . W erner 1.50 
A  N oble N a m e ; or, Dbnninghausen.

By Claire von G l i lm e r ...................... 1 .50
F ro m  H an d  to  H a n d . By Golo Rai-

mund . . ............................................... I .5 0

S e v e re . B y  E . B a n n e r ..........................  1.50

T h e  E ic b h o fs . B y Moritz von Reichen-
b a c h .........................................................$ 1 .50

A  N e w  R a c e . B y Golo Raimund . . 1.25 
C a stle  H o h e n w sld . By Adolph Streck

fuss ..............................................................1.50
M arg aret h e. By E. Ju n ck e r.......................1.50
T o o  R ic h . By Adolph Streckftua . . 1 50
A  F a m ily  F e u d . By Ludw ig H arder . 1.25 
T h e  G re e n  G a te . By Ernst W ichert . 1.50 
O n ly  a G irl. By W ilhelm ine von H il-

l e m ................................................ ....  . 1.50
A t  th e  C o u n c illo r s ; or, A  Nameless

History. By E . Marl i t t . . . . . .  1.50
T h e  S e co n d  W ife . By E. Marlitt . . 1.50 
T h e  O ld  M a m ’s e lle 's  S e cre t. By E .

M a rlitt ......................................................... 1.50
G o ld  E ls ie . By E. M a r l i t t .......................1.50
T h e  L it t le  M o o rla n d  P rin ce ss . B y

E. Marlitt .......................................   1.50

“  The novel-reading public of the United States owe a debt of gratitude to Mrs. A. L. Wister for her translations 
from the German, partly for the judgment she has always shewn in her selection of anchors to be translated, and
£artly far the skill and taste that has always characterised her versions, or adaptations, if indeed it would not be 

ttter to call them her improvements of the originals."—AVw York Mail and E x frn t.

G e o r g e s  O h n e t ’s N o v e l s .
A  L A S T  L O V E . Paper, 50 cents; cloth, 75 cents.

"  M. Ohnet is a lover of the good, the healthful, the aspiring elements of humanity; his plots are clever, and hold 
the attention of the reader; his personages, if rather conventional, are sympathetic, and be understands contrasts 
and situations. ‘ A Last Love' is a new exposition of the axiom that1 three hearts cannot beat as oat.' A Parisian 
husband, his wife, and his piquant young cousin from Canada ate the three factors of the problem; all three merit 
sympathy and esteem. Nowhere does M. Ohnet confuse or mislead by false sentiment; from first to last the [mssinti 
ately faithful Mina holds her place."—Literary World, Boston.

D R . RAB& BAU . i 2mo. Cloth, $1.00; paper, 50 cents.
* "  This fascinating story is passionate, yet thoughtful, and foil of that sympathy for human weakness which wins
the heart of the reader at once and puts him tn ra ftert with the author. We sincerely recommend this ennobling 
book to all of our readers, but especially to those who are interested in the theological novels which are so amazingly 
popular at present.1' —Dot roil Commercial Advertiser.

A N T O I N E T T E ; or, the Marl Pit Mystery. 12010. Cloth, $1.00; paper, 
50 cents.

"There are few novels in any tongue which more emphasise strength and nobility of character and a purity o f 
life, and few recent aoreiansorethosougbly and artistically elaborated, more tenacious of the highest kind of interest, 
or more likely to inspire a reader with generous andTlofty ideas of life aftd actitu."—Chicago Timet.

*»* Tot sale by ail Booksellers, or will be mat by the Publishers, post paid, on rsosipt of the plica.

J. B. LEPFDJCOTT COMPANY, 715 and 717 M arke t S treet, P h ilade lph ia , Ma.
■ ® Digitized by Google



PENNSYLVANIA MILITARY ACADEMY, C H E S T E R , PA
A M ILITARY COLLEGE. Degrees in Civil Engineering, Chemistry, Architecture, and Arts.
Thorough work in Laboratory, Drafting-Room, and Field, Military system second only to ihut of tin

Circulars of 
M b . F. G. P a I 'lson , 

441 W o o d  Siront,
PITTSBURG, - PA.

M r . P . C. B a r c l a y ,
CAIRO, ILL.

M r . IU 'k a r d  H u r d , 
6 A 7 Johnston B’ld’g, 

CINCINNATI, OHIO.

Circulars oi 
Mr. W. J. Wilcox, 
126 Washington 8t., 
CHICAGO, -  ILL.

Mr. G. B. 8 tkrli.no,
62 Dey St.,

NEW YORK CITT.

Mr. N eal F arnbam , 
1st Nat. Bank B’ld’g, 
Minneapolis, Minn .

E q u ip m e n t. 28th S ession  o p e n s  Wedneaday, Sept. 18,1889. Circulars of Co l . C h a r l e s  E. H y a t t , President.

F o rt  E d w a rd  Collegiate Institute.
A L adies ' B oarding Sem inary o f  highest grade. T h irty - 

third year, Sept I.V F ire course*! o f  study nnd preparatory. 
Tw elve t*acheis. Superb modern buildings and appointments. 
Board, furnished room, steam heated, lights, nnd all tuitions, 
except .Art, M usic, and Stenography. $220.00 per academ ic 
year, in sem i-annual prepaym ents Num bers lim ited to 100. 
Soud for illustrated catalogue to

J 0 9 .  E. K IN O , D  D .. P res., F ort Edw ard, N  Y .

O g o n t z , Montgomery Co., Pa.
C h e lte n h a m  A c a d e m y .

Location unexcelled for beauty and healthfulness. 
Fine buildings, grounds, and surroundings, and su
perior school equipment. Prepares for leading col
leges, scientific schools, or for business. Number 
limited to sixty. 8300 per year.

JOHN CALVIN RICE, A.M., Principal.ARE YOU A GOOD PENMAN 7 Write us for copy
ing at home. Enclose stamp, Publishers, Gallon, O '

The Peekskll! Military A c a d e m y .
Fifty-seventh year begins September 17, 1890. 

Send for catalogue,
JOHN N. TILDEN, A.M., M.D., Principal.

n  1 B U M  D ia lo g u e s ,  T a b l e a u x .  S p e a k e r s ,  f o r  
1 n r \  S c h o o l ,  C lu b  A  Parlor. Best o u t .  C a ta -  

1 L H  1 O  l o g u e  f r e e  T . S . D e n is o n , C h ic a g o . I l l .

8 ifiintinnx procured for pupil, whan competent 'end fur circular. W . « .  fill A HKK K, Oewego, N.Y
innil or personally, when competent O HORTHAND

^^Wrfte PERNIN SHI

Celebrated Peruln System ; no Shading; no
__ ■ Poaliton. Trial Lea son and circulars free.
SHORTHAND INSTITUTE. Detroit, Mich.

U /O R C E ST E R ’ S • DICTIONARY.
“ The highest authority known n  to tha-uaa Of the Eeglieh leegeage.”

The STANDARD of 
the Leading Publish - 
•re. Magazinee, and 
Newspapers.

W ith or without Denison's l» tent Index.

Tha Diotioaary of the 
Scholar fbr Spelling, 
PronShclafRoa, and 
Aoeuraoy in Defini
tion.

i J T t S r W K  J- B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY, Philadelphia, p*.

H K A V E N  A N D  H E L L , b y  E M A N 
U E L  S W E D E N B O R G , 420  page*, paper 
cover. M ailed , prepaid, for 14 Gonta, b y  
the American Sw*de»bo*g P rin tin g  and

P u b lish in g  S o ciety , 20 Cooper U n ion , Ne"  I LADIES o f Woman's Handiwork. It is invaluable. 
Y o r k  C ity . Addreas D o r c a s  Pub 'ng C o ., 37 College Place, N.Y.

Digitized by Google

y  a « N 0  s t a m p  a o a  c a t a l o g

i x M m
CATALOGUE TO 

▼ . B . « V f M B Y ,  S O T r w r  S t., West* Y o rk .
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Philadelphia, June, 1 8 9 0 .

0 T A I N I N G  a L is t  o f  N e w  P u b lic a tio n s , w ith  b rie f n o tice s  o f  th eir  co n te n ts , 
e tc ., tog eth er w ith  a n  a n n o u n cem en t o f  w o rk s n o w  in p re ss  to be issu e d  
sh o rtly . +  4° O u r P u b lic a tio n s  a re  for sa le  b y  B o o k s e lle rs  g e n e ra lly ,

or, i f  n o t o b ta in a b le  o f  th em , w ill be se n t b y  m a il, p o st-p a id , u p on  receip t o f  p rice.

NEW PUBLICATIONS.

Chambers’s Encyclopaedia. Vol. V .
Entirely N ew Edition, Revised and Rewritten. A  Dictionary o f  Universal 

Knowledge. Edited and Published under the Auspices o f  W . &  R. 
C h a m b e r s , Edinburgh, and J. B. L i p p i n c o t t  C o m p a n y , Philadelphia. 
T o  be completed in ten volumes. Issued at intervals o f a few months. 
Price, per vol. : Cloth, $ 3 .0 0 ; cloth, uncut, $ 3 .0 0 ; sheep, $ 4 .0 0 ; half 
Morocco, $4.50.

T h e  n ew  v o lu m e exten d s from  F rid a y  to  H u m an itarian s, an d  co n ta in s m a n y  n ew  
and in te re stin g  articles. A m o n g  th e  m ost im p ortan t to  A m erican s a re  H e n ry  G eo rge, 
G eo rgia , U lysses S. G ran t, B en jam in  H arrison , F ra n cis  B ret H arte, H arvard  U n iv er
s ity , N a th a n ie l H aw th o rn e, O liv e r  W e n d e ll H olm es, etc . T h e  M aps in  th e  vo lu m e 
in clu d e  G eo rgia , G erm an y, G rea t B ritain , G e o lo g ic a l a n d  P h y s ic a l ; G reece , A n c ie n t ; 
and  H o lla n d .

T h e  A r tic le s  b y  A m erican  C on trib utors w h ich  h a v e  heretofore appeared are th e  fo l
lo w in g  :
V ol . I.— A dam s, John ; A dam s, John Q u in cy  ; A g assiz  ; A lab am a  ; A la s k a ; A lb a n y ; 

A m azon  ; A m e r ic a ; A m erican  In dian s ; A n d es ; A n d re, Joh n  ; A rizo n a  ; A r k a n s a s ; 
A rn o ld , B e n e d ic t ; A th en s ; A t la n t a ; A u du bon , J. J. ; B altim ore ; B a n c r o ft ; Base-B all. 

VOL. I I .— B e e c h e r ; B oston ; B ro o k ly n  ; B row n, John ; B row ne, C. F . ; B ryan t, W . C . ; 
B u ch an an , J a m e s ; B u ffa lo ; B u tler, B en jam in  F . ; C a lh o u n , John C. ; C a lifo r n ia ; 
C a m b r id g e ; C ascade R a n g e.

Vol . I I I .— C h arleston  ; C h au tau qu a ; C h eese and C h eese-M a k in g  (A m e r ic a n ) ; C h ic a g o ; 
C in c in n a t i ; C la y , H en ry  ; C lev e la n d  ( O h io ) ; C leve la n d , G r o v e r ; C olorad o  ( R iv e r ) ; 
C olorad o  ( S t a t e ) ; C o lu m b u s ; C on gress, U. S. ; C o n n e c t ic u t ; D a iry  F a c to r ie s ; 
D a k o ta  ; D elaw are  ; D etroit.

V ol. IV .— D istrict o f  C o lu m b ia ; D o lla r  ; D u lu th  ; E m erso n , R a lp h  W a ld o ; F lo r id a ; 
F ra n k lin , B en jam in.
T h e  fo llo w in g  Maps , w h ich  are in c lu d e d  in  th e  w o rk , em b race th e  resu lts o f  th e  

la test e x p lo ra tio n s an d  su rveys :
Vol . I. Po litical .— A lab am a , A rizon a, A u stro-H u n garian  M on arch y, A la sk a , A r 

kansas.
Po litical  an d  Ph ysical— A m erica, N orth  and  So u th  ; A frica , A sia , A u stralia. 
Ph y sic a l .— A tla n tic  O cean.

Vol . II. Po lit ic a l .— B elg iu m , B urm ah an d  S ia m , C anada (E astern  P ro v in ces  and  
D o m in io n  o f) ,  C a lifo rn ia , C ap e C o lo n y, and  So u th  A frica.

V ol. III .  Po lit ic a l .— C h in a, C olorado, C o n n ecticu t, D ako ta , D elaw are, D en m ark . 
V ol. I V .— D istrict o f  C olu m bia, E n g la n d , E urope (P o litic a l, P h y s ic a l, a n d  H isto rica l)  ; 

C o lo red  P la te  o f  th e  F la g s  o f  a l l  N ation s, F lo rid a , F ra n ce  (P ro vin ces a n d  D ep art
m ents).
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Gleanings for the Curious from the Harvest-
F ields of ' L iter a tu re , A  M e la n g e  o f  E x e e rp ta , co lla ted  by C. C. 

Bombaugh , A .M .,  M .D . i2 m o . H a lf  M orocco, $ 3 .5 0 ; h a lf  R u s s ia ,  
$5.00.

T h e  present vo lu m e is an  ex p e d ie n t fo r g ro u p in g  to g eth er a  v a r ie ty  w h ic h  w i l l  b e  
found in  n o  o th er co m p ilatio n . F ro m  th e  nonsense o f  lite ra ry  tr if lin g  to  th e  h ig h e s t  
exp ression  o f  in te lle ctu a l fo r c e ; from  th e  an ach ron ism s o f  a rt to  th e  g ra n d est r e v e la 
tio n s o f  s c ie n c e ; from  se lectio n s fo r th e  c h ild  to  e x tra cts  fo r th e  p h ilosop h er, it  w i l l  
acco m m o d ate th e  w id est d iv ersity  o f  taste, and  furn ish  en terta in m e n t for a ll  a ges, s e x e s , 
and  con dition s. A s a  pastim e for th e  le isu re  half-hour, a t h o m e o r abroad ; as a c o m 
p an io n  b y  th e  fireside, o r th e seaside, a m id  th e  hum  o f  th e  c ity , or in  th e  so litu d e o f  r u r a l 
l i f e ; as a m eans o f  re la x a tio n  for th e  m in d  ja d e d  b y  busin ess a ctiv ities , it  m a y  b e  s a fe ly  
com m en ded  to accep tan ce.

A  Text-Book of Clinical Diagnosis.
T h e  C h em ica l, M icroscop ical, an d  B acterio lo gica l E v id e n c e  o f  D is e a s e .  

B y  Dr . Rudolph von Jaksch , o f th e  U n iv e r s ity  o f  P ra g u e . T r a n s la t e d  
from  the Second Edition b y  James Cagney , M .A .,  M .D . W ith  A d d i 

t i o n s  b y  W m . St ir l in g , M .D ., S c .D ., Professor o f  P h y s io lo g y , O w e n s  
C o lle g e , M an chester. W ith  num erous Illu stra tio n s in  color. M e d iu m  
8vo. C lo th , $6.50.

Messalina.
A  T r a g e d y , in F iv e  A cts . Ity  A lgernon Sydney Logan , a u t h o r  o f  

‘ 'S a u l , ”  “ A  F e a th e r from  th e  W o r ld ’s W i n g ,”  “ Jesu s in  M o d e m  
L ife ,”  etc. i2m o. C lo th , $1.00.

T h e stirrin g  tim es in  R o m e u n d er C lau d ius, and th e ch a ra cter  o f  h is  n o to r io u s  e m -

!>ress, M essalina, afford a m p le  scop e for th e  ex e rc ise  o f  M r. L o g a n ’s su p erio r d r a m a t ic  
acuities. H e w rites w ith  h is  u su al ease and  c la ssica l e leg a n ce  o f  d ictio n , a n d , t h o u g h  

lo v e  w ith  the o th er passion s p la y s  a p ro m in e n t part, h e  is far ab o ve c a te rin g  to  t h e  lo w  
and  im pure taste w h ich  m ig h t be e x p e c te d  in  a  tra g e d y  b e a rin g  th is  title .

How to Remember History.
A  M eth od  o f  M em o rizin g D ates, w ith  a S u m m a ry  o f  th e  M o st I m p o r t a n t  

E v e n ts  o f  th e S ix te e n th , S e ven teen th , E ig h te e n th , and N i n e t e e n t h  
C en tu ries. F o r  th e U se  o f  S ch o o ls an d  P r iv a te  S tu d en ts. B y  V i r g i n i a  
Conser Sh a ffe r . Sq u are 8vo. C lo th , $1.00.

T h is  l it t le  b o o k  is th e resu lt o f  yea rs o f  e x p erien c e  in th e class-room . I t  p r e s e n t s  
th e  m eth od  o f  te a c h in g  h isto ry  th a t has lo n g  been co n tin u ed  w ith  em in en t s u c c e s s  in  t h e  
M aryla n d  S ta te  N orm al S ch o o l, w here it  has been ta u g h t, y e a r  a fter yea r, fro m  m a n u 
scrip t. T h e  author w as induced  to  prepare th is  o u tlin e  for p u b lica tio n  a t th e  u r g e n t  
request o f  H on. M. A . N ew ell, P rin cip a l o f  th e  sch oo l, as a perm an en t c o n tr ib u t io n  t o  
th e  profession  o f  w h ich  sh e  has lo n g  b een  a d istin gu ish ed  m em ber. T h e  b o o k  i s  c o m 
m ended to  teachers as e m in e n tly  d eserv in g  o f  th e ir  ca refu l con sideration .

The Economic Basis of Protection.
B y  Simon N . Pa tte n , P h .D . (H a lle ), Professor o f  P o litic a l E c o n o m y  in  

th e  U n iv e r s ity  o f  P e n n sy lv a n ia . A u th o r  o f  “ T h e  P rem ises o f  P o l i t 
ical E c o n o m y .”  i2m o. C lo th , $1.00. ,

T h e  a u th o r’s  aim  in  th is  w o rk  is to  sh o w  th e  g ro w th  o f  eco n o m ic th o u g h t in  i t s  r e l a 
tio n  to  th e  d octrin e  o f  protection. T h e  m a n y  argu m en ts and  th eories fo r  a n d  a g a i n s t  
free-trade are c a re fu lly  considered, w h ile  to  those interested  in  th e  la b o r  m o v e m e n t  t h e  
w o rk  w ill  afford abundan t food fo r th o u g h t. Som e o f  th e  to p ics  d iscussed  in  t h is  a b l e  
w ork  are,— the cost o f  labor, w h a t fixes th e  rate o f  w ages, n atu ra l m o n o p o lie s  f o s t e r e d  
b y  free-trade, w h ere foreign  com m erce is  a  n ation al loss, th e  co n su m p tio n  o f  w e a l t h ,  
fu tu re o f  raw  m aterial, etc.



MONTHLY BULLETIN OF NEW PUBLICATIONS. II

For a Mess of Pottage.
A  N o v e l. B y  Sidney  L yon . i2m o. C lo th , $ 1.2 5 .

A n o th e r c le v e r  novel from  th e  pen o f  a S o u th ern  la d y  o f  prom in en ce. T h e  heroin e, 
it m ust be confessed, does n o t possess au  a lto g e th e r  a n g e lic  d isp o sitio n , nor is she a 
paragon  o f  a ll  fem in in e  virtues. S h e  has a fa ir  prop ortion  o f  th e various elem ents, 
goo d  and bad, w h ic h  m a k e  u p  th e  k in d  o f  h u m an  n ature w e see in real life . N o w  she 
is lo v ab le , n e x t  je a lo u s, th en  fick le , and o c c a sio n a lly  so m ew h at o f  sr spit-fire. So  she 
m an ages to  m a k e  it  in terestin g  for h erself, h er  lovers, h er  riv a ls , h e r  friends, to  say 
n o th in g  o f  the readers o f  th e  story.

The Rajah’s Heir.
N o . 109 o f  Lippincott ’s Series o f Select Novels. i2m o. Paper, 50 cen ts ; 

cloth , 75 cents.
W h ile  th e  sam e o ld  sto ry  o f  lo v e  form s th e  p rin c ip a l feature o f  th is  th r illin g  n o ve l, 

th ere are s tr ik in g  situ atio n s and s tirr in g  scen es e n tire ly  new  to the gen era l reader o f  
fiction. A n  a ir  o f  m ystery  surrounds th e sto ry  from  th e  o p e n in g  ch ap ter, w h ich  is 
in ten sified  as th e reader proceeds. T h e  n o ve l m a y  be con sidered  on e o f  th e  v e ry  best in  
th is p o p u lar series.

Syrlin.
By “ Ouida , ”  au th o r o f " G u i l d e r o y ,”  “ C h a n d o s,”  “ In  M arem m a,”  

“ M o th s ,’ ’ etc. N o . 108 o f  Lippincott's Series o f Select Novels. i2 m o  

vo lu m e  o f  400 p ages. Paper, 50 c e n t s ; c lo th , uniform  w ith  L ip p in 

c o tt ’s ed ition  o f  “  O u id a ’ s ”  novels, $1.00.
“ 1 Ouida’s’ stories are abundant in world-knowledge and world-wisdom, strong and interesting in plot. 

Her characters are conceived and elaborated with a skill little short of masterly, and the reflective por
tions of her stories are marked by fine thought and a deep insight into the workings of human nature. ” — 
Boston Gazette

“  Ouida is one of the most powerful female authors now before the public. She has written nothing 
brighter than ‘ Syrlin.’ The story is fresh, the style sparkling, the incidents surprising, and the char
acters true to life.” —Boston Home Journal.

‘ ‘ Ouida’s American readers are steadily increasing in numbers. They will miss none of her peculiar 
and great attractions in this volume. She possesses a breadth of information, a keenness of insight, a 
brilliancy and incisiveness of style that ought to have made her one of the most useful women of her
age."—Public Opinion.

Love in the Tropics.
A R om an ce o f  th e  S o u th  Seas. By Caroline Earle W hite. i2m o. 

C lo th , $1.00.

T h is  sto ry  w ill doubtless be a w elco m e surprise to  th e  m an y  friends o f  th e  author, w h o  
is so w id e ly  k n o w n  th ro u g h  h er a c tiv ity  in  ch a rita b le  and  h u m an itarian  efforts. M rs. 
W h ite  is g ifte d  w ith  fine im a g in a tiv e  pow ers, a n d  possesses lite ra ry  taste and a b ility  o f  a 
su p erio r order, as . is  a b u n d an tly  sh ow n  in  th is  life - lik e  rom an ce o f  th e South  Seas. 
T h e  lu x u ria n ce  o f  tro p ic a l life  and th e  stran ge  h a b its  and  m anners o f  th e  p eop le  d e
scrib ed  add m u ch  freshness, o r ig in a lity , and  in terest to  th e story.

‘ ‘ This Is a beautiful love-story and tale of the South Seas. It is very pretty, and is worthy o f being 
called a romance. The descriptive scenes are good."—New Orleans Picayune.

The Bible—
W hence and W h at  ? Third. Edition. B y  R ichard  B. W estbrook, 

D.D., L L .B .,  au th o r o f “  M a n — W h e n ce  an d W h ith e r ,”  etc. O n e v o l

um e. C lo th , price, $1.00.
It would be well If not only the laity, but also clergymen, should read and carefully study this book. 

Much o f bigotry that now obtains would then be dissipated, 'and a broader, truer view of Christianity 
would be the result.”—National Republican, Washington, D. C.



1 2 J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY'S

Starlight Ranch, and Other Stories of Army
Life on the Frontier. By Capt. Charles K ing, U .S .A .,  au th o r o f  

“ T h e  C o lo n e l’s D a u g h te r ,”  “ M a rio n ’s F a it h ,”  “ T h e  D eserter,”  etc. 

i2m o. C lo th , $1.00.
“  There is no soldier that we know of who is so clever with both pen and sword as Captain King. His 

new volume o f stories is capital.” —Philadelphia Bulletin.
“  Lovers of tales of army life will find the book exactly to their taste. Captain King’s works are as 

accurate as the manual of tactics, while they have all the stir and excitement o f romance.” —Boston 
Courier.

“ Captain Charles King is to America what John Strange Winter is to England,- the military novelist 
par excellence. This lively volume is in his best style.” —Baltimore Mercs.

“  Captain King's stories have a breeziness and go about them which have made them very popular. 
They are the stories of love and adventure which all persons read with pleasure, while it is only a portion 
o f the novel readers who rejoice in the delineation o f character and analysis of human nature. Here, 
too, are the gallant soldiers and the uniforms which all women are said to love.” —Philadelphia Inquirer.

Absaraka;
Or, W yoming Opened. By Henry B. Carrington, U .S .A . ,  LL.D., 

au th o r o f  “ C a rr in g to n ’s P a trio tic  R e a d e r,”  etc. Sixth Edition. 380  

p ages, w ith  M a p s an d Illu stra tio n s. 121UO. C lo th , $1.50 .
T h e  n ew  ed itio n  o f  th is  v o lu m e em braces n o t o n ly  th e  h isto ry  o f  th e  o p en in g  o f  

W y o m in g  and  th e  P ow d er R iv e r  rou te to  M on tan a  in  1866, w ith  a ccu ra te  m aps, b u t d e 
ta ils  o f  th e  C u ster m assacre, an d  th e  p rin cip a l operation s o f  G en erals  H ow ard, C ro o k , 
M iles, G ib b o n , and  R ey n o ld s, in ex p la n a tio n  o f  th e lo n g  w a r th a t fo llo w ed  th e a b a n d o n 
m e n t o f  th e  forts and  territory  w h ic h  w ere th e  scen es o f  b itte r  w arfare d u r in g  1866-67.

T h e  O fficial R e p o rt o f  th e  F etterm a n  m assacre, so  lo n g  suppressed, is g iv e n  in  
A p p e n d ix  II. O ld -tim e ran ch in g , in cid en ts o f  o ld  F o rt K e a rn e y  life  before th e  s e tt le 
m en t o f  m id d le  and w estern N eb raska, and  M rs. C a rr in g to n ’s  th r illin g  narrative o f  
fro n tier m arch in g , exp o su re, and  w arfare are in clu d ed  in th is  ed ition.

”  No reader who wishes to be really informed concerning Indian life, manners, and customs should 
foil to procure this most interesting volume.” —5/. Louis Post.

“ The individual who wishes to get down very near to the kernel of the Indian problem, will find that 
Mrs. Carrington can help him while she gives him very pleasant entertainment.” —Philadelphia livening 
Bulletin.

“  It is interesting to the young, and instructive to all.” —Indianapolis Journal.

A  Sappho of Green Springs.
By Bret Harte, au th o r o f  “ T h e  L u c k  o f  R o a rin g  C a m p ,”  “ G a b r ie l  

C o n r o y ,”  etc. C o m p lete in  Lippincott's M agazine for M a y , 1890. 2 5

cen ts ; h a lf  clo th , 50 cents. •
“  It has all the charm o f style, strength o f characterization, and unforced humor which distinguished 

the author’s earlier stories o f California life, and its conclusion is unusually felicitous.” —Boston Gasette.
“  The tale is both humorous and pathetic, for the heroine is not the pretty girl whom Jack and his 

friend the editor go up the country to look for, but a mature woman, a poor widow, with grown children 
and a heart full of trouble, who sometimes refreshes her soul by roaming in the forest and writing poetry 
while subject to woodland influences. The young men return disappointed ; hut an old and rich lumber
man. who also was greatly affected by the woman’s verses, married her and made her happy.” —M ew  
York Herald.

A  Cast for Fortune.
B y  Christian. Reid, au th o r o f  “ A  Q u estio n  o f  H o n o r,”  “ M o r to n  

H o u s e ,”  “  A fte r  M a n y  D a y s ,”  etc. C o m p lete  in Lippincott's M agazine 
for A p ril, 1890. 25 cents. H a lf  cloth , 50 cents.

“ Christian Reid's novels are always good and pleasant reading.” —Baltimore Sun.
“ The story is entertaining, and contains some charming glimpses of Mexican life and character.” — 

Pennsyh'anian.
“  It is quite an interesting story. ’ ’—Mew York Churchman.



MONTHLY BULLETIN OF NEW PUBLICATIONS. 13

Works of William H. Prescott.
New Library Edition. E d ite d  b y  J. Foster K irk. Illu stra te d  w ith  

P ortraits an d  M aps. C o m p lete in  tw e lv e  volu m es. O cta vo . N e a tly  

bou n d  in cloth , g i lt  top, $2.50 per volu m e.
“ T h e  R eign  op  Ch a rle s  V .,”  tw o  v o lu m e s : Just Issued. “ T he  R eign  op 

Ph il ip  I I . , ”  th ree vo lum es, in  M ay. “  Bio g raph ical  a n d  Cr itic a l  M iscellan ies , ”  
one vo lu m e, in June.

“ Conquest of M exico . ”  T wo volum es. “ Conquest of Peru . ”  T w o  volum es. 
“ Fe r d in a n d  an d  Isabella . ”  T w o  volum es. N o w  ready.

T h is  ed ition , from  a n ew  set o f  p lates, co n ta in s a ll th e  la test correction s, is printed  
in la rg e  ty p e  on  fine paper, and is in  ev ery  respect th e best ed itio n  ever offered.

“ In point of style Prescott ranks with the ablest English historians, and paragraphs may be found in 
his volumes in which the grace and elegance of Addison arc combined with Robertson's majestic cadence 
and Gibbon's brilliancy.” —London Alhenaum.

A s You Like It.
V o lu m e  V I I I .  o f  th e Variorum Edition o f  S h ak esp eare. E d ite d  b y  

Horace Howard Furness, P h .D ., L L .D .,  E .H .D .  R o y a l 8vo. E x t r a  

cloth , g i lt  top, $4.00.
T h e  p u b licatio n  o f  a  n ew  v o lu m e o f  th e  Variorum Edition  o f  .Shakespeare, w h ich  

is n ow  reco gn ized  a m o n g  sch olars as a ve rita b le  m in e o f  inform ation , w ill  be a  w elco m e 
ev en t to  those w h o  h a v e  studied  th e  form er p lay s . E a c h  v o lu m e is a  S h akesp earian  
lib ra ry  in itself, a n d  co n ta in s th e  best cr itic ism s th at h ave ever been w ritten . T h o se  
a lrea d y  issued are “ R om eo an d  J u lie t ,"  “ H a m le t”  (tw o v o ls .) , “ M a cb e th ,”  “ K in g  
L e a r ,”  “ O th e llo ,”  and  “ T h e  M erch an t o f  V e n ic e .”

" It would be hard indeed to find a book whose survey would yield a Shakespeare student a deeper, 
more abiding pleasure than the last volume of the variorum edition. How any Shakespeare lover who 
bears a purse can refrain from owning this book we know not.” —Shakespeariana.

“ Of all the editions o f Shakespeare, there is none more scholarly, more exhaustive, or in every way 
more satisfactory than the variorum edition edited by Horace Howard Furness."—Boston Courier.

“ To enjoy Shakespeare thoroughly, there is but one edition will suffice, and that is Dr. Furness’s own. 
It is the result o f a lifetime of study by the most eminent Shakespearian scholar in America.” —Philadel
phia Public Ledger.

“ One of the most notable contributions to Shakespeare literature in the present century.” —Manchester 
(Eng.) Guardian.

Recollections.
B y  George W. Childs. C o n ta in in g  rem in iscen ces of noted persons  

w ith  w h om  M r. C h ild s  h as been in tim a te ly  acqu ain ted , to g e th e r w ith  

in terestin g  in cid en ts in  h is  ow n life. W ith  P ortrait o f  author. i2m o. 

C lo th , g i l t  top, $1.00.
"  A true friend; an honest man, not because honesty is the best policy, but because it is right; a lover 

o f God and o f his fellow-men, with a keen appreciation o f that which is best and truest in others, and a 
large-hearted charity for their failures and shortcomings; no wonder that his name is spoken everywhere 
with such affectionate interest. The book will be gladly welcomed, and will furnish most wholesome 
reading."-Journal o f  Commerce, New York.

"  No book of the year has received a more cordial welcome. It is a pleasant volume to look at and a 
still pleasanter one to read. The excellent taste, the clear type, the handsome cover, and the general 
quality o f the whole work make a perfect specimen of book-making. We,fear, however, that the readers 
will forget all this when they begin to enjoy the contents, for the Recollections are of such interest and 
value that they enlist all o f one's attention." —American. Baltimore.

“ Nothing that has been written about General Grant so clearly brings out the greatest traits in his 
character as the chapters devoted to his memory in this volume. His ethical purity, his simplicity, his 
heroic patience, the manly loyalty that led him into disastrous situations sometimes, his utter lack o f 
vanity, his real tenderness and kindness of heart.—all are brought out by example after example, with 
delicacy and sympathy. They have been recognized as one of the most valuable contributions to our 
knowledge and understanding o f Grant.” — Tribune. New York.
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Lippincott’s New Series of Readers.
B y  Eben H . Davis, Su p erin ten d en t o f  S chools, C h elsea, M a s s a c h u s e tts .  

C o m p lete  in F o u r B ooks. C o n sistin g  o f—

T H E  B E G I N N E R ’S  R E A D I N G - B O O K . C lo th . Illu strated . Teacher's 
Edition. 148 p ages. 42 cents. Scholar’ s Edition. 128 p ages. 26 c e n ts .

T h is  b o ok  is th e resu lt o f  carefu l th o u g h t, stu d y, and  exp erim e n t, and  n o th in g  h a s  
been in troduced  th at has n o t been tried  and  found a success in  th e  class-room . T h e  
lesson s are adapted to a n y  o f  th e variou s processes o f  te a c h in g  read in g, and th e  a u th o r  
has in view , in p rese n tin g  them  to th e  p u b lic , th e illu stratio n  o f  a sp ecial process w h ic h  
has g iv e n  h is sch oo ls a w ide rep u tation  for th e ir  p ro fic ie n cy  in  reading.

“  Teachers are loud iu praise of The Beginner’s Reading-Book, by Ebeu H. Davis, A.M., superintend
ent of schools in Chelsea. Massachusetts. Few teachers have made for themselves a more enviable repu
tation than Frof. Davis, both as philosopher and practical writer, and his scries is what might be expected 
from such a source." —New York School Journal.

T H E  S E C O N D  R E A D I N G - B O O K .  Illu stra ted . 208 p ages. i2 m o .  
C lo th , 40 cents.

T h is  a ttractive  lit t le  b o o k  is th e  secon d  num ber o f  th e  series, and  is th e c o n tin u a tio n  
o f  a sy stem a tic  p lan  for cu ltiv a tio n  o f  a taste for goo d  read in g. P art I. rep resen ts t h e  
n atu ral co n versatio n  o f  ch ild ren , and is interspersed w ith  stories th a t h a v e  a  c la s s ic  
o rig in . T h ro u g h o u t th e  b o o k  sh o rt sen ten ces are used and th e  paragrap h s broken .

F u ll-p a g e  illu stratio n s for L a n g u a g e  E x ercises , sp e c ia lly  d esig n ed  for th e  c u lt iv a t io n  
o f  fluen t oral exp ression , are a m o n g  th e n ew  features o f  th is  series, w h ic h  w ill  be  fo u n d  
o f  g re a t use and co n v en ien ce  to  th e teacher.

T H E  T H I R D  R E A D I N G - B O O K . Illu strated . 336 p ages. 121110. 
C lo th , 56 cents.

T h is  w o rk  in troduces the p u p il to th e  w ritin g s  o f  som e o f  th e m ost p opular a u t h o r s  
o f  ju v e n ile  literatu re, w h ose nam es a r e  h o u seh o ld  words. T h e  se lectio n s are pure a n d  
e le v a tin g  in  tou e and in fluen ce. P oetry, m em ory  se lectio n s, and  re lig io u s te a c h in g  a r e  
interspersed th ro u gh  th e  book , and  th e  fu ll-p age  illu stratio n s for L a n g u a g e  L esson s a r e  
con tin u ed .

T H E  F O U R T H  R E A D I N G - B O O K . Illu strated . 448 p ages. i2 m o .  
C lo th , 80 cents.

Som e o f  th e sp ecia l m erits o f  th is  b o o k  are its se lectio n s from  rep resen tative a u th o r s  
o f  th e  purest E n g l i s h ; th e g reat v a rie ty  and in terestin g  n ature o f  th e  lessons ; t h e  
m em o ry  se lectio n s on patriotism , th e ir  in flu en ce, and th e ir  co n v en ien ce  for recitatio n  o r  
d e c la m a tio n s ; th e  b io g ra p h ic a l tab le  o f  authors, in d ic a tin g  b o o k s su itab le  to  r e c o m 
m en d to  p u p ils to  read ; th e p ra c tica l ex e rc ise s  for tra in in g  th e  vo ice  ; th e  d ire c tio n s  a s  
to  th e  best m eth od  o f  te a c h in g  a read in g  le s s o n ; th e  vo ca b u lary , w ith  p r o n u n c ia tio n  
and d efin ition  o f  w ords ; and th e num ber and  e x c e lle n c e  o f  th e  illu stration s.

“ Eben Davis has made for himself a reputation in the theory, art, and practice o f teaching reading 
in the primary schools which places him easily in the front rank o f educational specialists. No one man 
in any subject has accomplished more or revealed greater pedagogical insight or teaching ingenuity, 
whether judged by the results or the detail o f the methods.” —Journal o f  Education, Boston.

Elements of Plane and Spherical Trigonom-
E T R Y . B y  E d w i n  S. C r a w l e y , A ssista n t Professor o f  M a th e m a tics  in  

th e  U n iv e r s ity  o f P e n n sy lv a n ia . Price, $1.00.
“ The author has presented his subject in the first part in much detail, giving numerous illustrative 

examples to emphasize each definition : these examples are well chosen, and to the thoughtful student 
will make the subject of Plane Trigonometry clear and plain. In the section devoted to Special T rigo
nometry. the mode of obtaining some of the formulas independently from figures, instead o f forming 
them by a suitable combination of equations, adds to the clearness of conception. The manner o f obtain
ing Gauze’s Equations from Napier’s Analogies is perhaps more easily comprehended than the reverse 
method usually followed. The book is very complete.” —Swarthmore (Pa.) Phamix.

Digitized by G o o g l e
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Stanley’s Emin Pasha Expedition.
B y  A .  J. W auters, C h ie f  E d ito r  o f  th e  M o u ve m e n t G e o g ra p h iq u e ,  

B russels. W ith  M aps, th irty -th re e  P ortraits, an d Illu stration s. i2m o. 

C lo th , $2.00.
“  M r. W au ters ’s b o o k  has m a n y  ex ce llen t illustrations, is  furn ished w ith  a serviceab le  m ap , and  has 

an in d ex . W e  com m en d  it to  all readers w h o  desire to  h ave a fair u n derstan d in g  o f  th e  h istory  o f  the 
last decad e  in N orthern  an d  Central A fr ica .” —Boston Beacon.

“  T h e  pre lim in ary  ch apters exp la in  the m ovem en t w h ich  m ad e E m in ’s re lie f necessary, and  th e  b ook  
in  con seq u en ce  serves a useful purpose in  re fresh in g  th e  m em ories o f  p eop le  w h o  hnve forgotten  th e  h ap 
p en in gs  in  A frica  d u rin g  th e  last ten  years. T h e  illustrations are  o ften  novel, and  have n ot appeared in 
previous pu blications relaU ng to  th e sam e subject. T h e  w o rk  a lso con ta in s an exce llen t m ap  o f  C entral 
A fr ica .” —Philadelphia Inquirer.

The Principles and Practice of Surgery.
A  T re a tise  on S u r g ic a l D iseases an d In ju ries. B y  D . H ayes A gn ew , 

M .D ., L L -D .,  Professor o f  S u r g e r y  in th e  M ed ica l D epartm en t o f  the  

U n iv e r s ity  o f  P en n sylva n ia . P ro fu sely  Illu strated . Second Edition. 
Thoroughly Revised’, with Additions. T h r e e  V o lu m es. 8vo. Price, 

per vo lu m e : E x tr a  cloth , $ 7.50  ; sheep, $8.50 ; h a lf  "Russia, $9.00.
“  T h is  grea t w ork  bears a  favorab le  com parison  w ith  th e  m ost fam ous system s o f  surgery that have 

been  issued b y  a w on d erfu lly  p ro lific  press that has b een  litera lly  an d  con stantly  fed  b y  th e  best w riters 
o f  a n y  a g e  on  an y  sub ject perta in in g  to ou r  art. A s w e  turn  th e  leaves o f  th e  th ree great volu m es w e  feel 
a personal g low  o f  pride in  that th ey  are fittin g  representatives o f  th e  labors o f  an A m erican  surgeon. 
T h e  cuts an d  th e  p r in tin g  deserve specia l m en tion  for th e ir  ex ce lle n ce .” —Cincinnati Lancet-Clinic.

“  T h e  secon d  edition  o f  th is exce llen t tex t-b ook  on  surg ery  h as ju st m ad e its app earance. It em bod ies  
th e lo n g  valuable ex p erien ce  o f  o n e  o f  th e  m ost d istingu ish ed  surgeons an d  teachers o f  surgery in  A m erica . 
U n lik e  m a n y  o f  ou r tex t-book s, it is  n ot a m ere  com p ila tion  o f  th e  v iew s an d  observation s o f  others, but 
every p age  bears th e im prin t o f  o n e  w h o  is not o n ly  a carefu l and  w ise  observer h im self, but a com peten t 
and im partial critic  o f  th e  w ork  o f  oth ers .” —N ew  York International Journal o f  Surgery.

“  T h e  style o f  th is treatise is adm irab ly  s im ple , clear, and  con cise ,—qualities w h ich  are o ften , in tech 
n ical books, con sp icu ous b y  th e ir  absence. N on e  n eed  ever read a  sen ten ce  a secon d  tim e  in  ord er to 
u nderstand its m ea n in g  o r  to  p erce iv e  its con n ection  w ith  w hat precedes o r  follow s. . . . T h e  w h o le  field 
o f  surgery is surveyed b y  a m aster m in d . E ach  ch a p ter is  pregn an t w ith  w isdom , and  th e  ph ysician  w h o 
da ily  turns th e  pages o f  1 A g n e w 's  Su rgery ’ n eed  h ave n o  fear o f  ever w an d erin g  far astray from  th e  safe 
path  o f  treatm ent. " —Philadelphia Medical Bulletin.

BOOKS IN PRESS.

A  System of Oral Surgery.
B e in g  a  T re a tise  on th e  D iseases an d S u r g e r y  o f  th e  M o u th , Jaw s, F ace,  

T e e th , and A sso c ia te  Parts. B y  James E . G arretson , M .D ., S u rgeo n  

in C h a rg e  o f  th e  P h ila d e lp h ia  H o sp ita l o f  O ral. S u r g e ry , D ean  o f  th e  

P h ila d e lp h ia  D en ta l C o lle g e , etc. Fifth Edition, Thoroughly Revised, 

with Im portant Additions.

Historic Note-Book.
B y  th e  R ev . E . Cobham  Br e w e r , L L - D .,  T r in ity  C o lle g e , C a m b rid g e , 

au th o r o f  “ T h e  R e a d e r’s  H a n d -B o o k ,”  “ D ictio n a ry  o f  P h rase an d  

F a b le ,”  etc. O n e volu m e. i2 m o . H a l f  M orocco.

Sewage Disposal Works.
A  G u id e  to th e  C on stru ction  o f  W o r k s  for th e  P reven tio n  o f  R iv e r  P o llu 

tion. B y  W . Santo Crim p , C .E .,  A ssista n t E n g in e e r  to  th e  L on d on  

C o u n ty  C o u n cil. W ith  N u m e ro u s L ith o g r a p h ic  P la te s  and Illu stration s.

Digitized by L j O O Q l e
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O Thou, My Austria!
F rom  th e  G erm a n  o f  Ossip Schubin , au th o r o f  “  E r la c h  C o u r t.”  T r a n s 

lated  b y  Mrs. A , L . W ister .

The Promised King.
T h e  S to ry  o f  th e C h ild re n ’ s Sa vio u r. B y  A nnie  R. Bu tler , a u th o r o f  

‘ ‘ Stories from G e n e sis ,”  etc., Stepping Stones to Bible H istory.

Classical Picture Gallery.
O n e H u n dred  and F o rty -fo u r P la te s  o f  th e C h o ice st E x a m p le s  from  th e  

P ictu re  G a lle rie s  an d P r iv a te  C o lle ctio n s o f  E u ro p e. E d ite d  b y  Pr o f , 
von R eber an d D r . Bayersdorfer .

Medical Diagnosis.
A  G uide to  th e  K nowledge and D iscrimination  of D isease . B y  

J. M. D a Costa, M.D. Seventh Edition.

A  New Novel.
B y  Mrs. H . Lovett  Cam eron . B y  S p e cia l A rr a n g e m e n t w ith  t h e  

A u th o r .

A  New Novel.
B y  Mrs. E . K ennard . B y  S p e cia l A rra n g e m e n t w ith  th e  A u th o r .

A  New Novel.
By H aw ley  Sm a rt . By S p e cia l A rra n g e m e n t w ith  th e A u th o r .

European Days and W ays.
B y  A lfred  E . Le e , L a te  C o n su l-G e n e ra l U .S .A .

Travels in Africa.
B y  Dr . W m . Ju n ker . W ith  38 F u ll-p a g e  P la te s  an d 125 I llu s t r a t io n s  

in th e  T e x t ,  and M aps. T r a n sla te d  from  th e G erm a n  b y  P ro fesso r  
K e an e . O n e V o lu m e . 8vo.

Two Summers in Greenland.
A n  A r t is t ’s A d v e n tu r e s  am o n g Ice  an d Isla n d s in F jo rd s  an d M o u n ta in s .  

B y  A .  R iis Carstensen . W ith  N u m e ro u s Illu stra tio n s b y  th e  A u 

thor. O n e V o lu m e . 8vo.

Annals of Bird Life.
A  Y e a r -B o o k  o f  B ritish  O rn ith o lo g y . B y  Charles D ixo n . W it h  I l l u s 

trations. O n e V o lu m e. i2m o.

W e Two at Monte Carlo.
By A lbert  D. V andam .

'Digitized by L j O O Q l e
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<r PH O TO . T K T K T  E R I K  L S  3*
r ’ HH ,J >-l .-■ ,-J r-.J ,J r -,-1 .-i .-I .J .-I ̂  .3 i-l 7JP r^r-'l

]^EWMAN’S J^RT §TORE.
C h oice E n gravin gs, E tch in gs, Pastels, W ater-Colors, 

P aintings, etc. F ren ch  P la te  M irrors, E xq u isite  
B rid al an d B irth d ay Gifts, O n y x -T o p  T a b le s,  

E asels, Pedestals, etc. F ram es in  grea t  
variety on  h an d  an d  m ad e to  order.

O E D  F R A M E S  REGIL.D ED.

GEO. 0 . NEWMftN, 8 0 6  Market St., Rjilada., Pa.

H ave you 
ever taken 

Photographs?

S e n d

fo r  o u r  c a ta lo g u e  

a n d  c o p y  o f  

“ M o d e r n  

P h o to g ra p h y .”

HAVE YOU SEEN THE NEW 1890 MODEL

DETECTIVE I VIEW I AUTOMATIC I MAGAZINE I A T r  TUT /1H TX»
CAMERA. | CAMERA. | CAMERA. I CAMERA. I A L L  I N  U A L .

I f  not, send at once for the lla w k -B y e  B ooklet, containing full description and sam ple picture. T h e perfection 
o f  Instantaneous Photographic Apparatus. 100 pictures without reloading* JVic«*«, 9 to to 9&0. See Thoa. 
Stevens's experience with the H aw k-E ye lti A frica, on  fournages before fron ispiecein  leading magazines for M ay. 
When so denirttl, ire will do the dtomlopiua and finishing. T H E  Is L A I R  C A M E R A  C O ., M anufacturers, also m akers 
o f  the Celebrated Blair Reversible Back. English Com pact, and other Cameras, Lenses, and Accessories.

Factories 471,473,474.477,and 4*5 Trem ont « t ., BOSTON, Mass. Branches: 208StateBt.. Chicago, 111.; 918 Arch 
St., Philadelphia. Pa. Alto sold by dealers in Photo. Goods eterywhrre

CARBDTTS W  DfiY PLATES
a n d  FLE XIB LE  “ CELLULOID” FILMS

iEQUIRE PRECISELY SAME TREATMENT IN EX
POSING AND d e v e l o p in g  a s  d r y  p l a t e s .

Weight almost displaced, breakage impossible, Filins anil 
.etfH tives mailable. For sale by  all dealers. M anufactured 
>y j o b i i  C arbutt, K eystone Dry Plate W orks, W ayne Ju n c- 
jo n , P h lla ., Pa. Send for  c ircu lars. M ention L ippin c o tt ’h.

( 5
k Harvard
^  D R Y  P L A T E

E ti r-oi t-"I-*. .
StPut rufif.uss ruM t ami-i.hu i

What’s the News ?
T h o u sa n d s o f  p eo p le  w a n t to  

k n o w  w h a t is g o in g  o n  in th e  
am a teu r p h o to g ra p h ic  w orld. I t  
sh all b e o u r b u sin ess to  tell th em  
from  tim e to  tim e in th e  colu m n s  
o f  th is m agazin e. W h e n c e  sh o u ld  
su ch  new s issue if  n ot from  p h o 
to g ra p h ic  head -qu arters, S c o v ill &  
A d a m s  C o ., 423 B ro o m e S t., N e w  
Y o r k ?

P. S .— W h e n  in th is c ity  d o  n o t  
fail to  ca ll there.

117



Lippincott s Series of Select Novels.
1 0 rra o . P a p e r  C o v e r .  2 5  C e n t s .

ROSA M. CAREY.
B AR B A R A  H f A T I O D m  T R IA L . 

{JUEENIE'S W H IM .
N ELLIE 'S M EM ORIES.

FO B  L IL IA S.
MOT L IK E  O TH ER  GIRLS.

T H E  SEARCH FO B B A SIL LYN D H U B»T.

ROBERT O BCD'S ATONEM ENT.
W O O ED  AM D M AR R IED .

UNCLE M A X .
W E B  W ITTE.

ONLY TH E GOVERNESS,

MRS. FORRESTER.
JU N E .

I  H AVE LIVED  AMD LOVED.
M Y LORD AMD M Y LA D Y . 

B O Y AMD V IO L A . 
DOLORES.

D IA N A  C AB K W .
V IV A .

R H O N A.
HTGNON.

OMCE A G A IN .

THE “ DUCHESS.”
A  LIFE’S REMORSE.
FA ITH  AMD U N FAITH .

DORIS.
ROS8MOYNK.

B EA U TY’S DAUGHTERS.
A IR Y  F A IR Y  L IL IA N .

PO R TIA.
MOLLY BAWN.

LOYS, LORD BERRE9FORD.
MRS. GEOFFREY’ .

MARVEL.

“  O TEN D ER  DOLORES.”
A  M AID EN  ALL FORLORN.

PHYLLIS.
IN  DURANCE V IL E .

LA D Y RRANKSM ERE.
LADY V A LW O R T H ’S D IAM O N D S.

A MENTAL STRUGGLE.
A MODERN CIRCE.

THE DUCHESS. 
UNDER-CURRENTS.

THE HONOURABLE MRS. Y’EREKER. 
JERRY AND OTHER STORIES.

MRS. H. L O V E T T  CAM ERON .
IN A GRASS COUNTRY.

VERA NEVILL.
PURE GOLD.

WORTH WINNING,.

COURT R O YAL.

S. BARIN G -G O U LD .
TH E GAVEROCKS.

A LIFE’S MISTAKE.
A DEVOUT LOVER.

THIS WICKED W O R L D .
TH E COST O F  A  U K . 

= = = = =  A  LOST W IF E .

R ICH AR D  O A H U

D A P H N E . FRAGOLETTA. “ R ita .”  
TOO CURIOUS. Edward J . Goodm an.
A  FALLEN  ID O L. F . Anstey.
TRUE LO V E . Lady Di Beauclerk. 
S U N S H IN E  I N  T H E  S H A D Y  P L A C E . 

Edith M ilner.
DOCTOR CUPID. Bhoda Broughton. 
TH AT OTH ER PERSON. M rs. A lfred Haunt. 
GEOFFREY STIRLING. M rs. Leith Adam s. 
MOLOCH. M rs. Cam pbell Fraed*
AD R IAN  L Y L E . «  R ita .”
TH E P A R IA H . F . Anstey.
AU RO RA. M . A . Tlnoker.

O N E O F TH E DUANES. Alloa K in g  H aasU -
ton.

TH E  OLD M AM ’SELLK’S SECRET. M ira. A  
L . W itter.

V E N D E T T A  M arie C orelli.
BENEDICT A . M rs. A lfred  P h illip *.
A  L IF E ’S H OR N IN G . George 
TH E ENGLISHM AN OF TH E BUM  C a I h . 

H . F . W ood .
GU1LDKBOY. “ O etda.”  Yn»| nliilli. g t A A  
JULIAN* K A H SL A K E ’g S E C R E T . MCrs. 

John Hodder N eodell.
TH E F A IR  PURITAN. Henry W . H o r b « r V

A u to  jsorrjrn  r r  m a l e  c l o t h , v i f t t  c e n t s .

A  LAST LOVE. Georges Ohnefc. | A  STUDY IN  SCARLET. A . O ensn D e y l *
f t « « .  m a r ,  SO Cent*. CM t, W cento.

••• For sale by all Booksellers, or will be sent by mall, postage prepaid, on receiptor OK price, b y
J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY, Publishers, 715 and 717 Market St., PhiledetpfcftaL.
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BUFFALO LITHIH WHTER,
N A T U R E ’ S S P E C IF IC  FO R  A C ID  D Y S P E P S IA .

A pm flo M  Hr lean mi lea art (Mas, Eats Baeoi, CaUaie, ail Tinlps.
Case of Capt. James Coviugtou, of Virginia. Statement from him, endorsed by Or. J. C. Coleman, 

a Ketlred Surgeon of the U.8. Mary, of ScoUatburg, Virginia.

Capt. J a m e s  C ovington, o f  M l. L a u rel, H a lifa x  C ou n ty, I'a.
H IS ST A TE M E N T .

“  F or a  n u m ber o f  years I  was th e v ict im  o f  a m ost distressing form  o f  D yspepsia ,  unable to eat meat or 
vegetables, and lived entirely upon T ea  a n d  C r a c k e r s , B r e a d  a n d  M il k , and other similar article!. I  was 
sub ject to nausea a n d  vom itin g  after eatin g , a n d  o cca s ion a lly  d isch arged  from  an em pty stom ach a ye llow  
a c iu  flu id . I  had becom e em aciated  and m y  general health  prostrated to a  degree w h ich  requ ired  m e to 
a ban d on  all a ttention  to business affairs. I  h ad  the assistance o f  the best m ed ica l sk ill, b u t it proved  u n 
a va ilin g , and, alm ost w ith ou t h op e  o f  re lie f  from  any source, com m en ced  the use o f  B U F FA LO  L IT H IA  
W A T E R , Spring No. 2, the use o f  w h ich  for  a  few  m on th s re liev ed  m y  p a in fu l a n d  lon g-stand ing  stom ach  
disorder, restoring perfect digestion . I  n ow  eat w ith  im pu n ity  B aco n , Ca b b a g e , an d  T u rn ips , and w h at
ever else I fancy. I am  in  v igorou s general health  a n d  a ctive ly  engaged  in  business pursuits. B U F FA LO  
■WATER I  believe to be all that is claimed fo r  it."
D r . John C. Coleman, Surgeon (R etired ) U. S. N avy, Scottsburg, V a . :

“  I am  n ot a  practisin g ph ysician , a n d  was n ot the attending ph ysician  o f  Mr. C ovington , but, as a 
n e igh bor, kn ew  o f  ids con d it ion , a n d  suggested the use o f  B U FFA LO  L IT H IA  W A T E R  lu  h is case, with 
the remarkable results above slated by him."
W a ter  in  ca ses o f  on e d ozen  H alf-gallon  bottles, $ 5 .0 0  p e r  ea se f .  o. 6 . h ere .

THOS; F. GOODE, Proprietor, Buffalo Lithia Springs, Va.
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LEADING REFERENCE E O ( m
--------- a. ;-----------  4 &

Lippincott’s Gazetteer of the W orld.
A  Complete Pronouncing Gazetteer or Geographical Dictionary of the World. Containing 

notices of over 125,000 places. One volume. Imperial octavo. Embracing 2680 pages. P rice : 
Library sheep, $12.00; half Turkey, $15.00; half Russia, $15.00.

"  It It the standard of standards. " — Boston E ven in g  
T ra velier.

"  It b  the best work o f its kind extant^ and Is a necessary 
supplement to any encyclopaedia."— C arets T ribune.

Lippincott’s Pronouncing Biographical Dictionary.
■ - ■ q ........ ■ ■ ■ —  —  1 ■ i. - ■ ■ -

Containing Complete and Concise Biographical Sketches of the Eminent Persons of all A ges 
and Countries. By J. Thomas, M.D., LL.D. One volume. Imperial 8vo. 2550 pages. Sheep, 
$ i2 .co; half morocco, $15.00; half Russia, $15.00.

"  It is a treasure-house of information ; a text-book of 
necessity, embracing many subjects besides biopaphy. 
Members of the C. L. S. C. should include it in the for
mation or building up of a standard library."—J. U. 
V incsm t , C hancellor Chautauqua Ifpboersitj.

"  We most declare it the best ss well as the most 
comprehensive book o f its description, emanating from 
the pen o f one writer,—in any language,—which has 
come under our notice.’*— The N . Y . N otion .

U T I B U r  WW W  X B I1 W X

CHAMBERS’S ENCYCLOPEDIA.
Vola. I., II., III., IV., and V. now ready. Revised and Rewritten. New Type, New 

Illustrations, New Subjects, New Maps.

Edited and Published under the Auspices of W. & R. C h a m b e r s , Edinburgh, and J. B. L ip 
p i  n co  i t  C o m p a h v , Philadelphia. Complete in ten volumes. Price per volume: Cloth, $ 3 .0 0 ; 
cloth, uqcut, $3.00; sheep, $4.00; half morocco, $4.50.

Speefmew p e tg m a  mailed ass m p p H e m tia n .
“  Indispensable in almost sny library while its won

derful cheapness is a large point in its uvor . " —B oston  
Congregatroaetlist.

"  In learning, accuracy, aad scholarly character the 
work stands on the highest plane and In the first rank." 
-N e w  Y ork Independent.

HALF-HOUR series .
Selected and arranged by C h a r l e s  M o r r is . Uniform in style, size, and binding.

HALF-HOURS W IT H  THE BEST HUMOROUS AUTHORS. (Just published.) 
Embrace* some of the choicest writings of the best American, English, and foreign humorisis. 
In four volumes. !2mo. Cloth, gilt top, $6.00; half morocco, $10.00; three-quarters calf, 
$13.00.

HALF-HOURS W ITH  AMERICAN HISTORY. Two volumes. Crown 8vo. Cloih, 
$3.00; half morocco, $5.00; three-quarters calf, $6.50.

HALF-HOURS W ITH  THE BEST AMERICAN AUTHORS. Complete in four 
crown 8vo volumes. Cloth, $6.00; half morocco, $10.00; three-quarters calf, $13.00. 8vo. 
size, four volumes, half cloth, $16.00.

HALF-HOURS W IT H  THE BEST FOREIGN AUTHORS. Four volumes. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, gill top, $6 00; half morocco, $10.00; three-quarters calf, $13.00.

"  Thi» collection ii in truth an extremely interesting 
one, and the books o f the time offer no better method for

a ready acquaintance with the ‘ choice and master
spirits’ o f  literature. " — N ew  Y ork  Ttm oe.

F o r  sale by all Booksellers, or w ill be eeot by the Publishers, carriage free, on receipt o f  the price.

J . 9 . U P P I N C O T T  CO M PA N Y,
710 and 717 Market Street, Philadelphia,
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NORTHERN PACIFIC RAILROAD
•^ S C IE N C E *

Prof. John Muir, California’s distinguished geologist, 
speaking of the Yellowstone National Park, says,—

“ Situated in the heart of the Rocky Moun- 
tains, on the broad, rugged summit of the Con- 
tinent, amid snow and ice, and dark, shaggy 
forests, where the great rivers take their rise, 
it surpasses in wakeful, exciting interest any 
other region yet discovered on the face of the 
globe.”

*  R E L IG IO N *
Rev. T . De W itt Talmage, the eminent divine, in 

speaking of the Yellowstone National Park, says,—
“ After all poetry has exhausted itself, and alt 

the Morans and Bierstadts, and other enchant
ing artists have completed their canvas, there 
will be other revelations to make and other 
stories of its beauty and wrath, splendor and 

^  agony, to be recited. The Yellowstone Park is 
the geologist’s paradise.”

T he Only Rail Line to the Yellowstone Park.
FOR COPY OF “ W ONDERLAND,” "YE L LO W ST O N E  PARK** 
FOLDER. AND OTHER ILLUSTRATED PUBLICATIONS, AD
DRESS ANY TRAVELLING PASSENGER AGENT OF THE  
COMPANY. OR

CHA9. 9. FU , 9.P. m*4 TJ. H.P.9.R.,
S T. PAUL, MINN.
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Sand for Application B lank*, and secure 
Aocldent Insnranee at Actual Cost.

Provident Fund Society,
2 8 0  B r o a d w a y ,  N e w  Y o r k ,

In pronounced by Insurance Agents nnd experts to 
be the simplest, cheapest, and best plan of Accident 
Insurance yet presented.
$ 5 0 0 0 —Life Indemnity.
$ 5 0 0 0 —Loss o f  Hand or Foot. 
$ 2 5 0 0 —Permanent Disability. 
$ 2 5 0 0 -L o s s  o f Hand or F oot 
$1250—Loss o f  Eye.
$26 per vteek w hile disabled by 

reason o f  an a cc id e n ta l 
injury not exceed ing  52  
W eeks.

Total cost to member, $14 per yegr, ybfcb a u  am
p a id  in on e  paym ent, o r  in  paym ents o f  ea ch , at
the option  o f  th e  insured.

A. N. LOCKWOOD, PRESIDENT.

V

Winer Investment Cmijbqj
OF KANSAS CITY, MO.

C ap ita l, SSOO.OOO.OO. S u rp lu s, S 7 1 S .0 3 S .4 5 .

This Oortipany does strictly an Investment busi- 
new and shares with investors the results of con
servative and profitable Investments. They offer a  
fixed income, large profits, and absolute security. 
Nearly $2,000,000 net jjroflts paid to investors since 
1883, boo* Katins CMy (Mo,) real estate Invest
ments. At the present time opportnnity is offered 
to invest in bonds, secured by first mortgage on one 
ol the best office bulhisg in the West, yielding fi 
percent, guaranteed interest. A bonus of stock in 
the building company accompanies each bond. 
Write for fiill Information.

BICOIX-PB1UOSNT.
GUARANTEED FIRST MORTGAGES
on Kansas City real estate always on hand, based 
on an actual selling price- principal and semi-au- 
niinl interest absolutely guaranteed, payable at ma
turity, and 25 per cent, deposited with the American 
Loan and Trust Company, of Deaton, ns additional 
security. No safer Investment possible. Amount* 
$250.00 upward.

WILLIAM H. PARMENTER,
G b n e b a l  A o x n t ,

KassaMuisett* TflapHhl Life Insuranoe Oo. Building,
60 STATE STREET, BOSTON, MASS.

t t l O $ C E S T E f * ’ S
THE CHEAT DtCTIOMRY OF THE ENGLISH IM C U A 6E.

It is the standard authority 
in use a m o n g  A m e r i c a n  
schools and colleges, A m eri
can orators, writers, p o e ts , 
and statesmen, people o f  e d 
ucation, and th e  l e a d i n g  
American neWspapcfft a  n  <f 
magazines.

FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS.
i f . . ‘ ■•*. _ ,

Specimen pages and testimonials sent free to any p d d re s s .

J. B. LtF^INCOTT COMPANY, Publishers,
715  and 717  MARKET ST., PHILADELPHIA.
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NKLIN
Q)MPA«r

* 3 9  B r M i t m q r ,  f e w  Y o r k ,
8 W  y y i m iiW e  W., K a i u u  O ty ,118 IfW iiN t St.,

Capital, Pull Paid, $1,500,000.
G u a r a n t e e d  M o r tp a ffe m ,

D e b e n t u r e  H o n d a , a n d
I n v e s t m e n t  S e c u r i t i e s .

PHILADELPHIA DIRECTORS.
W m. H a c k e r ,
S. ltoHiKtK>N Co a l s ,
Kichaicd W. Clay. 
Craig e Lippimcott,

SAMUF.L M. JARVIS, 
President.

John  M. Sh k ig lb y , 
James Schleicher , 
R ichard  L. A ustin, 
W ii. P. B kmknt,

ROLAND R. CONKLIN,
Secretary.

G u a ra n tee E 'nnd tm sme n , a l n mmoto r s , 
SS/tOO.OOO.

Cons e r vat i on M a n a g em en t in su res! Hr ttmmUe
lia b tlU g  o f  S tock h old ers,

8 S  |roars* co n tin u ou s b u sin ess triik ou t th e lo ss  
o f  a  d o lla r  to  a  s in g le  in v esto r .

PHILADELPHIApt&EOTOM i
WM. B. BEMENT, Industrial Don Worki.
GEO. BURNHAM. Baldwin Locomotive Works.
GEO. PHILLER, Pre*. First National Bank.
GEO. M. TROUTM AN, Pre*. Onrral National Bank.
WM. M cG E O R G E , J k., Counsellor at Law.

The celebrated 6 per cent. First Mortgages of this 
Company, in amounts from fxoo to jtjo.ooo, the principal 
and interest of which are guaranteed by the above fund, 
for sale at par and accrued interest. Also a limited amount 
of 6 per cent. Debentures, for banks. Send for pamphlets.

W M . M cG E O R G E , J r .,
B u llit t  B u ild in g , 1 S 1 -1 4 S  S o u th  4 th  S t.

f i o  S e c u r i t i e s  

J3 ta n d  H ig h e r
am ong trustees or ow ners o f  idle 
m o n e y  than our Guaranteed 
Mortgages and Debenture Bonds, 
w ith  im p roved  productive Kansas 
C ity  real estate at ^  to  its 

value behind them . O u r  b o o k 

let tells h o w , w h y ,— all about it.
Commercial Paper running 3 to 

6 m onths in sum s from  $500 to  
$ 10,000 can generally  be furnish
ed, and w e handle none upon 

which w e  do not f e d  perfectly  
safe  iD g iv in g  our C o m p a n y ’s 

guarantee. A sk  about an y  o f  
these in w h ich  y o u  are interested.

t h e  h u s t e d  IN V E S T M E N T  CO .,
JAMES D. HUSTED, President,

K A N S A S  C I T Y , K A N S A S . 
Capital $500,000. Paid Up $550,000.

New York Manager, Philadelphia Managers,
F. E. M ainb. Auburn, N. Y . B. F. G l e n n  & Son.

HAVE YOU

F o r  som e o f  th e ch oicest land s in  W E S T E R N  
K A N S A S ,  both  c lea r a n d  Incum bered , im proved  
a n d  u n im p rov ed . S W S en d  fo r  ou r  list  ok pr o p 
e r t y  THAT WB WILL EXCHANGE FOR LAND, RESI
DENCES, MERCHANDISE, AND LIVE 8TOCK. A ddress 
A - K . P A R K E R , B azine, Ness C ounty, Kansas.

TRUST ARP SAFE DEPOSIT COMPAHY.

THE PENNSYLVANIA COMPANY
FOR INSURANCES ON LIVES AND 

ORANTINO ANNUITIES.
N o .  4 3 1  C h e s t n u t  S t r e e t .

INOORPOWATEO MARCH 10, 1818.
CHARTER PERPETUAL.

CAPITAL -  92 ,000 ,000
SURPLUS -  -  -  2 ,000 ,000

Chartered to act as EXECUTORS, ADMINISTRATORS, 
TRUST KES.O U A RDIA N9, ASSIGN E KS, COM MITTE ES, 
RECEIVERS, AGENTS, etc.; and for the faithful perform
ance of all eucli ilutieeall its Capital and Surplusaro liable.

ALL TRUST INVESTMENTS ARE KEPT SEPA
RATE AND APART FROM THE A 88ETS OF THE
COMPANY. ---------

INCOME COLLECTED AND REMITTED.

INTEREST ALLOWED ON MONEY DEPOSITS.

SAFES IN ITS BURGLAR-PROOF VAULTS 
FOR RENT.

The protection of He Vaults for the preservation of 
W ILLS offered gratuitously.

Gold and Silver-Plate, Deeds, Mortgages, etc., received 
for safe-keeping under guarantee.

LINDLEV 8 M Y T H , President. 
HENRY N. PAU L, Vice-President. 
JA R V I8  M A SO N , TRUST OFFICER. 

WM. P. H EN RY, SEO’Y AND T reas.
WM. L. BROW N, JR., A s3 ’T 8eC'V AND TREAS.

D I R E C T O R S .
Lindley 8 mytw, Edward H. Coates.
Henry N. Paul, Peter O. Hollis,
Alexander Biddle, John R. Fell,
Anthony J. Antelo, William W. J ustioe,
Oharles 8 . Lewis. Oraiqe Liopinoott,
Oharles W. Wharton, George W. Childs,

Edward 8 . Buckley.

OPOKANE FALLS
centre, and m etropolis oi 

U s q u a r e  m iles unparalleled i

Is  the m ost rapid ly  grow ing
________  you n g  city in A inencu. r:nlw}iv

centre, and m etropolis o f  a territory  contain in g 200.0UU 
square m iles an paralleled m ineral, agricu ltural, and tim ber 

resource?. FineBt water power in the world. Send for fu ll 
particu lars, inolu din g handsome book. “ Spokane Falls Illus
tra ted ,"  to CLOUGH A GRAVES. Financial Agenta, 
Spokane Falli, Waahington. Bank references g iven .
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, For more than twenty years 
many kinds o f nostrums contain
ing phosphates have been thrust; 
before the public in imitation o f 
CROSBY'S VITALIZED PHOSPHITES,  

but they all fail and do no good. 
Phosphates o f all descriptions, 
whether acid phosphates or alka
line, are useless because a phos
phate is but a debased, used-up 
phosphite.

C R O s a r s  v i t a l i z e d  p h o s p h i t e s

have been used and recommended 
by the world’s best brain-workers. 
It invariably gives strength, re
lieves all nervous troubles, men
tal and bodily weaknesses, and 
loss o f vitality.

Hlffhfw t A \ r*rd , Pnrf*. 1 R 8 9 ,
O v e r  »tll C o m p e t i t o r s .

W I L B U R ’ S

C H O C O L A T E
PREPARATIONS.
For Brain Fatigue or Weak 

Digestion no beverage ao good as

COCOA-THETA.
For Baking: 

W IL B U R '8
PREI1UI CHOCOLATE.

For Drinking: 
W IL B U R '8

MEXICAN CHOCOLATE. 
For Eating: 

W IL B U R ’8
VANILLA CHOCOLATE.

H. 0. WILBUR A SONS, Philadelphia

5 6  W ,  2 5 t h  S t r e e t ,  N e w  Y o r k .

For sale by druggists, or sent 
by mail, $1.00._________________
T H E  H IG H E S T  A W A R D

OF A

G O L D  M E D A L
AT THE

P A R I S  E X P O S I T I O N
WAS SECURED B Y THE

R EM IN G T O N

STANDARD TYPEWRITER
WHICH IIAJ BEKX FOX

FIFTECN TEAKS THE STAMMS,
AND EMBRACES THE LATEST AND 

HIGHEST ACHIEVEMENTS OF 
INVENTIVE SKILL.

WYCKOFF, S U N N I S  ft KREIHCT,
997  Brmmdtemy ,  S ew  Yertt.
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The greatest improvement in Corsets 
during the past twenty years is the  
use of Coraline in the place of horn  
or whalebone. It is used in all of D r . 
Warner’s Corsets and in no others.

It is also used for Dress Stays, a n d  
is preferred to whalebone by the b e s t  
dressmakers. Sold everywhere.

WARNER BROS., M a n u f a c t u r e * ^

N e w  Y o r k  a n d  C h ic a o o .
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MISCELLANEOUS
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The Fidelity add Casualty Company.
1 4 0  T O  1 4 6  B R O A D W A Y ,  N . Y .  C I T Y .

S''2-------—*"3

ASSETS, O V E R ........................$1,000,000.00

a ^ I N S U R A N C E . 1 »  j
FIDELITY.—Bonds o f Suretyship for Persons in i 

Positions o f Trust. |
CASUALTY.—Personal Accident, Plate Glass, 

Boiler, Employer's and Landlord’s 
Liability.

O F F I C E R S .
WM. M. RICHARDS,

President
GEO. F. SEWARD, ROB’T J. HILLAS, EOW'D L SHAW,

Vice-President. Secretary. Ass’t Secretary.

D I R E C T O R S .
Geo. 8. C o i. Pree’t Amerieea Exeh. Netlonel Benk. , Joan L. B in s  .
J. 8. T. Stkakahah . Pr«»'l AU.ntio Dock Co. X  W «. II Male 
Al u . E. Orb . . . Of Dev Id. Dow* A Co. I J G. McCuLLOcaa
G. Q. W illiams . . Pne't Chemical NeS'l Seek. 'Wn. O. Low
A. B. Hu l l ................................Betired Merchant. J. Booms H u e i u
H. A. IIubuct . Comm’r of Emigration. X  W ». M. Bicnasos
J. n  V u m L T a . Prop's MerohaoU* Kat’l Bank. ’  Gao. F. Reward .

L E T T E R  FROM

M RS. HENRY WARD BEECHER

. Pr«.'t Atlantic Trnet Co. 
N. Y „  h. £ . A W. By. Co.

Coaneollor at Lav. 
. Preat 0. B. B. of N. J. 

. . . Preoldoat.
. Vlaa-PraaSdant.

RECOM M ENDING

A L L C O C K S

P o r o u s  P l a s t e r s .
-----i-------------------------------------

40 Orange Street, Brooklyn, N. Y., Feb, 11, 1890.
“  I have used Allcock’s Porous Plasters for some years 

for myself and family, and, as far as able, for the many 
sufferers who come to us for assistance, and have found 
them a genuine relief for most of the aches and pains that 
flesh is heir to. I have used Allcock’s Porous Plasters 
for all kinds of lameness and acute pain, and, by frequent 
experiments, find that they can control many cases not 
noticed in your circulars.

“  The above is the only testimonial I have ever given 
in favor of any plaster, ana if my name has been used to 
recommend any other it is without my authority or sane-
tion- Mrs. HENRY W ARD  BEECHER.
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Not True
rto th e  honest thing— send it  back.

V  “ T h e  t r u t h ,  t h e  w h o l e  t r u t h ,
*  a n d  n o t h i n g  b u t  t h e  t r u t h . ”

That’s what you ought to know about the 
thing you wash with. What good soap doesn ’t 
hurt, Pear line cannot. That’s only part o f the 
truth. Pearline washes and cleans without 
the rubbing and scrubbing that wear things 

out— without the work that makes wo
men old. Half your labor is spared by 
it; twice the work is done with it; 

time and money are saved by  it 
“  Nothing but the truth ” is the best 
policy for us; “ nothing but Pearline" 
is the best policy for you ; but perhaps 
you use Pearline. Millions do.

Peddlers and some unscrupulous grocers will tell you, “ this is as good 
a s”  or “ the same as Pearline.”  I T ’S F A L S E — Pearline is never 
peddled, and if your grocer sends you something in place of Pearline,

i j 3 JA M E S P Y L E , N o w  Y ork .

C A U TIO N
y o u r  dealer* c a n n o t  
fa c to r y , en clos in g  at

$3  SHOE FOR
CEN TLEM EN.

F in e  C a l f  la n ce d  G r n ln  n n d F re e d m o re  W m tc r-
Sr o o  f  O u r  c l  ill in . f o r  t i l l .  MSuu o v e r  u l ■ o t h e r  

II S h o c . i
It contains better materlaL It Is moro B tyllsh, better 

fitting and durable. It gives hotter general satloiaction. 
Its great success Is duo to merit. It cannot bo duplicated 
b y  a n y  other manufacturer. It Is the best In the world, 
and has alargerdomaud than any other $3 .Shoe ad vortised. IV,
0 C  0 0 0  w ill be paid to any person who w ill prove the VdiUUU above statements to bo untrue.

A ls o  OS. S I ,  * 3 .AO. S I .S O , 8 8  Sh oes O r
M e a t S S a n d  S l. Id h l in e s  fo r  l l o y s .  S H  a ad 8 3  
Shoes f o r  I - n d le *  n n d  8 1 . 1 5  .S h oe  f o r  M isse s .—  ■  — l i j f  - - -  —I V , L .  1M 1V G LA S, B r o c k t o n , l i a s . .

B a r r y 's
J ilT r ic o p h e r o u sI C U l S W M U V l  W h l

FOR T ‘l t

, f c ' t e . ' H A I R » S K I H
An elegant dressing ex

quisitely perfum ed, re 
m oves all Impurities from  
the scalp, prevents bald 
ness and gray hair, and 

I causes the hair to grow 
Thick, 8oi‘‘  and Benntlful. In fallible for curing eru p 
tions, d isr” -s o f  the skin, glands and muscles, and 
quickly hi ng cuts, burns, ornlses, sprains, Ac. 

Fries, 60 Cents.—All Druggists.
BARCLAY & CO.. New York*
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OUR PIAJTOS A R E  STR ICTLY FIR ST CLASS, the highest grade 
of material and workmanship being employed in their construction, and, in 
addition to the foregoing guaranty, W E  O FFER  TO SEND, whether you 
live one mile or 2000 miles distant, a piano which shall prove perfectly 
satisfactory to you on examination and trial in your house or be sent back 
to us A T  OUR E XP E N SE  both ways for railway freights.

P A Y M E N T  TO SU IT your reasonable convenience. YO U R  OLD  
IN STRU M ENT taken in exchange.

BESIDES QUALITY of work to recommend our pianos, we have exclusive PATENT IMPROVE
MENTS of real merit: Pat Soft Stop, making practice inaudible outside the room; Pat Pin Block for 
tune staying; Pat Key Bottom, and Pat support for Stability of action; Pat Automatic Fall and Desk, 
giving the whole front for a music desk, etc.

100-PAGE CATALO GU E A N D  IM PORTANT IN FO R M ATIO N  
M A ILE D  FR EE i f  you mention L ippincott ’s.

I  V e r s  &  P o n d  P ia n o  Co.,
Masonic Temple, 183-186 Tremont St., Boston, Mass.

O U R  L A T E S T  S T Y L E S  C A N  B E  S E E N  A T

J. S . SA XSD XLL'S, 1111 Ohestaat Street, Philadel
phia.

T. K . OHAXDLXR’B, XM Patton Street Sreeklya. 
« .  W . HERS SE T’ S, IS Bast 17th S t f ^ H e w  Yerh.

PH ILIP W IE L X n r S , 1M Canal S t , Hew Orleans. 
BARBEES ft ST A T X  AH'S, Bel timers, Washlagten, 

Xiehmend.
W . 1. B Y X E  ft lB O .’S, St Paul and Hlantapells.

Por Paettle Coast, KOHLER ft CHASE, 8an Prsmolftoo California.
27
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L o v e l l  D ia m o n d  S a f e t y .
Diamond frame, steel drop forgings, s tee l 

tubing, adjustable ball bearings to all running- 
parts, including peda ls; suspension saddle ; 
finest material m oney can buy, finished in  
enamel and nickel.

STBXOTLT SXSB BUM M X7SSY PASTKULAX.
NO BETTCR M ACHINE MADE A T  ANY PRICE.

B IC Y C L E  C A T A L O G U E  FREE.

JOHIP.LOYELL IR IS CO .,1ft.,Btstoi,lass.

FISHING
THCKLE

O B 1 B V E B T  D E S O B I P T I O N .

F o r  particu lars con su lt o u r  180 fo lio -p a ge  Illustrated C ata
logue, w h ich  w ill  be  sent on  receipt o f  ten cents in s ta m p s  
to c o v e r  postage. M ention  this m agazine.

ABBEY & IMBRIE, 18 Vesey St., New York.

aW LFT SAFETY, M ODEL " B ."

Six different kinds o f Safeties, for 
Ladies or Gentlemen.

P I U C E S  F R O M  9 1 0 0  T O  9 1 4 9

HIGHEST GRADE ONLY.
Parts interchangeable, and always on hand. Every 

Wheel fblly guaranteed. We are always looking for live 
agents. Sena for catalogue to

COVENTRY MACHINISTS CO.,
339 Columbus Avcuuc, Boston, Mass.

The Quadrant Suspension Spring Saddle
overcom es v ibration  on  rough  roads w h ere all o th er sprin g  d ev ices  h a v e  
failed . W e are d a ily  b o o k in g  orders to  fit th is u n eq u a lled  spring s a d d le  
to V ictor, R am bler, and  C olu m bia  spring-fork  safeties, as w ell as a ll r ig id  
fram e b icycles. But to get the fu ll en joy m en t from  this sa d d le  y o u  
sh ou ld  try it on  ou r w orld -ren ow n ed  Q u a d r a n t  S a fe t y  B i c y c l e * ,  
w h ich  h ave m an y points o f  superiority ov e r  a ll others. Send fo r  ca ta 
logu e , g iv in g  full particulars.
S H a m i & GREEN CTCH CO., Sol, Imjorteri, K / J ' S S I s  P b i liM p b A

O W D R E Y ’S
DEVILED HA,
28
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M R . S M Y T H E —I tlo en joy  m y new  C olu m bia  Safety ; It is perfection .
M R S. S M Y T H E .— No m ore than I appreciate my C olu m bia  Safety, m ade esp ecia lly  fo r  the ladles.
M R . SM Y T H E .— H ow  fortunate that w e  h ave com p a n ion  m a ch in es!
M RS. SM Y T H E .—Yes, in d e e d ; an d  for a ch ange w e ca n  ride  togeth er on  ou r  C olu m bia  T an d em  

S a fety . L et 's  take a spin  n ow .
Why not call on the agent in your city and examine these machines, or if not easily found send for a 

la rg e  illustrated catalogue.
POPE M FG. CO., 77 F ran k lin  Street, Boston.

_______________ B ranch  H ouses: 12 W arren Street, New Y ork , an  Wabash Avenue, Chicago.____________

Bilk Nolle Cloths, best thing yet for  
cleaning Bicycles. 18c. by m ail.

T h e  C e le b r a t e d

C O V E N T R Y  R I V A L
B A F B T I B B

A re nil 1 ml I l l y  til* beet v a lu e  that has ever been offered 
to t)u> Am* i h um iinblic. They are built of the best material 
and in the t»-id nmiiner. When we say that they are built of the 
t'redenda Steel Tubing, the same that is used in the Victor** and 
Columbine sold at $138, hare Warwick rim* and Bown’s Balt 
Bearings, and are sold for —-  ^  _  with a full guarantee 
direct from the maker* I f l  I J  T  and endorsed by our
selves, we know that yon wa are surprised. Wo want
live agents, rebus- d l l  g l  g l  tiers, all over the c iitn -
try where we are uot yet w  W  U  represented.

SOLE UNITED STATES IMPORTERS,

T H E  S W E E T IN G  C Y C L E  CO., 639 A rc h  S t., P h ila d e lp h ia .'

I !i s  “ I R W E L L ”

Is beyond question the finest Bicycle in the world at 
f 100. E very  machine is fitted with Solid Steel 
H u b 8 , and the hall-race is outside the flange. 5-16 
inch rim in the driving-wheel safety hubs, and inch 
in the steering-wheels.

H A T T  B E A R I N G S  A L L  O V E R , in c lu d in g  P e d a ls .
B I O  B E S T  G R A V E .  1 S T  E S C  H A  K G  S A B L E .  A G E N T S  W A N T S  9 .

S o le  TT. S .  A g e n t ,

Price $1 0 0 .

CEN TU R Y  C Y C L E  COMPANY, 1404 Oxford St., Philadelphia.
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T H E  “ E C O N O M Y ”  M I L L  D E S K .
, Just the thing for your Store, your Office, or your Homet and an ornament to eith er.

I t  occupies no floor space; it w ill accommodate a fa ll w riting outfit, day-book, led g er, 
e tc .; is easily adjusted to the w all a t any height.

Read what the Rev. Lyman Abbotl.D.D., pastor qf Plymouth Church, Brooklyn, and editor 
Of the Christian Inion, says :
It seems to me the biggest multum in the smallest parvo I hare ever seen- For  

convenience of packing away much store in small space It competes with the famous 
bee cells; and for convenience of getting at the store, the bee cells are nowhere in 
comparison. It makes easy observance of the motto, "A  place for everything; and 
everything in Its place." If any words of mine can put this desk Into a desklees 
home, 1 shall have pnt that home under obligations to me.

(Signed) Ly m a M ABBOTT.

W e  also manufacture the “  Favorite”  Combination desk. The beat 
standing desk on the market.

Send for catalogue to

O O R T L H N D  D E S K  C O . ,  L i m i t e d .
COR TLAN D , N. T .

Digitized by Google
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Established 1850.

.A Jiigh-Grade piano
O V E R  1 4 , 0 0 0  IN  U S E .

R ecom m en d ed  by  o u r le a d in g  artists, t ’ sed In 
fam ilies o f  refinem ent and  cu ltu re. Preferred by  
vocalists to a ll others on  a ccou n t o f  its pecu liar 
s ing ing  quality  o f  tone. jE olian  E ch o, "  Bric-a- 
Brac Cabinet,’’ and autom atic top-raiser ou r  new  
and latest features.

E V ER Y PIANO W AR RA N TED  FIV E YEARS.

Catalogue, prices, terms, etc., to an y  address 
b y  m ail. Olu Pianos exch an ged .

PEEK & SOU, New York.
BRANCHES IN ALL PRINCIPAL CITIES.

-----------U N E XC ELLED  IN
P o w e r  a n d  S in g in g  Q u a lity  o f  T on e , 

P re c is io n  a n d  D e lic a c y  o f  T o u c h ,
A n d E v e ry  Q u a lity  R e q u is it e  in  a

FIRST CLASS PIANO.
S o l d  o n  I n s t a l l m e n t s .

I f  n o t  fo r  sale b y  y ou r lo ca l dea ler, address

VIOLIN OUTFITS.

Sent to a n y  part o f  th e U nited States on  on e  to 
three days’ trial b e fore  buying.

5 0  r  U T C  brings y ou  ou r  beau tifu lly  illustrated 
U L  H I J  100-page cata logue o f  M usical Instru- 

m oots. M ail orders a specialty.

C.W STOUT, 26 and 23 Central St., Boston, Mass,
THE JOHN CHURCH CO.. Cincinnati, 0

SUPERIOR
QUALITY,

MODA?ate

L 'L a n ° $
P '^  FU LLY 

WARRANTED

Ca t a l o g u e s !

FOR 2 6  CENTS
w e w ill bend th is

Plated Ring
to  a n y  address. N ot lik e  the 
ch ea p  ring** a dvertised . Th is

___ r in g  is warranted to wi»nr for
years. T h is  wonderful offer is m od e  to  in trod u ce  o u r  
w a tch e s  and  w ill n e v e r  a p p ea r  aga in . Order Immediately. 
Address TIIK Wa KKKN 0 ) 1  PA ITT, llnn eapolls, lln aesota .

A  WHOLEJual ns shown la OilL 
Twwtere, In ne*4 ci
PKINTER, Mlinen. Worth 51 
« for f l .  AfOs

«0e..
11V

GOOD F O R  50 CEN TS!
T his card  and 0 0  cents, postal n ote  or  stam ps, w ill 

pay for l o  ch o ic e  pieces o f  V oca l o r  Instrum ental 
Sheet M usic, sam e as usually  sold  for 86 to 810, o f  
y ou r  ow n selection  from  ou r cata logue o f  2500 pieces. 
Catalogue fre e ; order it.
S. R. HUYETT, ST. JOSEPH. MO. 

Memorial Windows, Mosaic Work.

W I L L I A M  R E I T H ,

ARTIST IN STAINED GLASS,
For Churches and Dwellings.

1 3 4  N O R T H  S E V E N T H  S T R E E T ,  

P H I L A D E L P H I A .

MATRIMONIAL^^
Contain* nearly 300  advcrtlacmvu w o flad lea A genta 
.wanting to correspond for fun or mairimonv. Sample 
'oopy, sealed, 10c. HKART AND HAND, Chicago,IIL

'  LOVELY WOMAN I '
B e a u t i f u l  f o r m , brilliant eyee, akin pearly white,

Krfoct health. Life w orth the liv in g  to  a ll w ho use 
\ A mraott’ a French A rsen ic Com plex Ion W afers. $1.00 

per bo x  by  m ail to  any  address.

• ^FULTON M’ F’O CO.,18Cortl»ndt St „  New Tork^

I A f l lF Q  send  6 cen ts  fo r  co p y  o f  D orcas M agazine 
L H U i L U  o f  W om an ’s H an diw ork . It is  in va luable . 
A ddress Dorcas P ub ’ no Co ., 37 C ollege P lace, N .Y .
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DEER PARK AND OAKLAND
ON THE CREST OF THE ALLEGHANIES,

8 0 0 0  feet itove lWe-IFater.

SEHSON OPENS JUNE 21, 1590.
jn jT r u in n n n n n jm r m jin jir iJ x r u x n x L r ij

CM

These fam ous mountain resorts, situated at 
the summit o f the Alleghanies and directly upon 
the main line o f the Baltimore and Ohio Rail
road, have the advantage o f its splendid vestibuled 
express-train service both east and west, and are 
therefore readily accessible from  all parts o f  the 
country. A ll Baltimore and Ohio trains stop 
at D eer Park and Oakland during the season.

Electric lights have been introduced through
out the houses and grounds; Turkish and 
Russian baths and large swimming pools pro
videdfor ladies and gentlem en; suitable grounds 
fo r  lawn tennis; bowling alleys and billiard 
rooms are here ;  fin e riding and driving horses, 
carriages, mountain wagons, tally-ho coaches, 
etc., are kept fo r  h ire; in short, all the necessary 
adjuncts fo r  the comfort, health, or pleasure o f 
patrons..

R ates, $ 6o, $75, a n d  $90 a  m onth, 
a cco rd in g to  location .

1r u \ r t/ ir u x r in r in n j iJ in jT r m ju v r i j in jm r i jm r u i j ir u in n j ir in j in n j in jm r ir u u u u v in n .;

HLL COMMUNICATIONS should be addressed to 
GEORGE D. DeSHIELDS, Manager Baltimore and 

Ohio Hotels, Cumberland, Md., up to June lO; after that 
date, either Deer Park or Oakland, Garrett County, Md.
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“  It is probably true that Americans are more familiar with the Alps than with the R ocky
Mountains.. . .  I would not fail to impress on the mind of the tourist that the scenes are 

too grand for words to carry a true idea of their magnificence.”
F. H. C hapin , in “ M ountaineering in  Colorado

ind yet every year the ‘ ‘ annual hegira” (as Henry James dubs it) to Europe 
grows in numbers. Europeans have visited our Rocky Mountains and mar

velled at their scenic grandeur. Bowles, Joaquin Miller, and other Ameri
cans have tried to convey an idea of their beauty and sublimity. Select 

any portion of the great range — say Estes Park. Here came Albert 
Bierstadt to make studies for one of his great pictures. Here one can 

meet with new objects of beauty and wonder every day. The au
thor above quoted,writes: “  All along the Front Range to the west

ward of Estes Park snow clings as beautiful cornices, as broad, 
shining expanses it lies in hollows at the head of the deep 

cartons; in the form of icebergs it floats in semi-frozen lakes.” 
And again: “  Far below in the green valley were dashing 

' \  brooks, roaring cascades, miles of green meadows and
' \ % great forest, such as the dwellers in the plains little

\  dream, grow in Colorado.” Here is diversity of
^vpSJk v attraction enough for the hunter, the angler, the

mountaineer, the lover of Nature. “  Seem
ingly inexhaustible” says this author, “  are 

the scenes of pleasure to be found along 
this beautiful river of Estes Park;”  and 

we sum up, also in his words, “  Let the 
\ tourist, then, not fail to visit them.”

E S T E S  P A R K  is situated on the line o f the Burlington R oute, tickets via which can be 
obtained of any ticket agent of its own or connecting lines.

P. S. EU8TIS, fieieral Paseeeger and Ticket Ageat, C., B.. H R . R . .  ChiCaao. III.
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A little aucldeat 
which h u  oocnrred 
milUona of time*, and 
which happens now 
and then In every 
honae.

A N T I - K U M - O F F
Wads* Shad* M orn premt in noh istltab.

Order them os ell sew ihades. They only ooat e trifle.
W A ir n tt  and H on e Oenm i w i Wanted In

every city and town where the shade makers are net 
supplied. Thousands of families buy them for shades 
already up. For outfit and terms address
T h e  P aterson  N o v k m t  M an u fa c tu r in g  Co m pa n t ,

Sola I fu n lu ta n n , Pataraoo. N. J .

TIN PLATE, 
STEEL PLATE, GALVANIZED, 
and COPPER SHINGLES

Mannhetsrsd by

The N atal Sheet Metal Roofing Co, 
sio it see j.sim#„KW rou cm,

are, w ith o u t  a n y  e x c a p t io n , th e  beat in  
th e  w o r ld .

DESCRIPTIVE CIRCULAR FREE.______

H ARTMAN'S PATENT INSIDE 
SLIDING WINDOW BLIND
U tbs moat popular Blind In AmcrloR. Archi
tects nnd builders prefer it to may other, for 
merit, styles eeavealeaee end econo- 
■ny. Not eompiiested. The only Blind that 
ia furnlflhed with nn toiomtiio Birglnr* 
Proof Locks fiMof ebnrge- This la nn item 
iflnM CRN R ic n lt id e , and may ears you 
many times the oom of bllndi and perhaps 
Life also, and the eoly blind that fires entire 
latiefhetlon. Tkeeanedt are ta ace. 
Agents wanted everywhere. Bend for Ulna- 
traced catalogue and prices. Manufaetored by

HARTMAN JL DURSTINE.
Ns. 20 Boovor ««., WOOSTER, O.

INSURED BY USING
T H E

SHERMAN "KING" VAPORIZER
Self-Aetlny,

C o n  t in  n o o n , I n e x p e n s l r e ,  R e l i a b l e .

Complete Roof, 92.00 per 100 Square Feet.

DO YOU 
W A N T

ROOFING
half the price of tin or shingles? Guaranteed 
water-tight on flat or steep surface, and you can put 
It on. Sample ftee If you mention this magazine and
S T A T E  S I Z E  O F  R O O F .

I n d ia n a  P a in t  a n d  R o o fin g  Co., New York.

PRICES REDUCED
Heavy Netting. Beet made.
Cfltaloaee FREE. Write
IO N .. R IC H M O N D . IN D .

E D W A R D  SU T TO N , E astern  A g en t,
*00 M a k k k t  St r u c t , P H IL A D E L P H IA . PA.

All Impure and Offensive Odor* Absolutely Removed.

This apparatus consists o f an iron vessel 
with a tightly-fitting lid, held down with a 
screw, and enclosing a porous cup, which is 
saturated with a volatile disinfecting fluid. 
A  small screw-valve is arranged on the side 
o f the case. Opening both fid and valve, a 
current o f antiseptic vapor issuea, carrying 
with it the volatile disinfectants.

S E L F -A C T IN G . Each Vaporizer sold 
charged for use. N o care except to replenish 
once in two months at expense o f 4 to 8 cents, 
according to size. Three tiles, $3.60, $5, $8.

IUtutraled Pamphlet free to all. Address

Sherman “King” Vaporizer Co.,
Ohiospee Falls, Haas.; Bootaa, New York, 

Philadelphia, or Chioac*.

FENCE
(S T E E L  WIRE.)

S E D G W IC K  HI
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D is p e n s e s  entirely w ith  the u se  o f  b o d y  or  
w a ist  and  garter.

Sam ples sent, post-paid, u pon  receip t o f  80 cents. In  or
dering, gcve age o f  ch ild ,

P ER FECTIO N  UNDERW EAR SU PPO R TER  CO.,
__ Send for circular,______ 4 18  Wnlnnt Street, Philadelphia.

E N D O R S E D  B Y  A N N I E  J E N N E S S  M I L L E R .

THE Perfection underwear

SUPPORTER
Saves tim e and m oney. G ives health and com fort.

E A S IL Y  AND Q U ICKLY ADJUSTED.

WILL NOT SLIDE OFF THE SHOULDER.

ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE MAILED FREE TO ANY ADDRESS.
C E O R C E  F R O S T  A  C O . .  3 7  B E D F O R D  S t . .  B O S T O N .

DR. HARDirS coebITeg CATARRH CURE
and method of application in the only practical and tucoeasful treatment 
of Catarrh offered to the public. The medicine Is applied to the oeat of 
the disease (where a snuff or ointment never reaches) as successfully by 
the use of our Insufflator, as if the disease was located upon the surface 
of the body. Our remedy subdues inflammation, destroys microbes, and 
restores the mucous coating of the nasal passages to its normal healthy 
condition. For Its radical cures it is without an equal.

For sale by all druggists. Price, per bottle, 91.00, including Insuffla
tor. Sent by mall to any address, postage prepaid.

The J. M . H A R D IN G  M FG. CO.,
7 West 14th Street, New York.

A TREATISE ON CATARRH SENT GRATIS UPON APPLICATION.

ASTHMA CURE
A fr ica n  E x p lo rers  on  th e  C on go  r iver h av e  dls-, _  ------- - p os it|ve  cu r ecov ered  a T rue S p ecific  and P os itive  Cure for 

A sth m a In th e W on d erfu l K O L A  Plant. I m
d ia ls  B e U e f  and a ja r s  C a re  S o a r  _____

— —  N O  P A Y  U N T IL . C U B E D . ■
O ffice (or E x p ort and W h olesa leI t  N e v e r  F a lla .

trade, 1184 B roadw ay, N ew  Y ork . F or B ook  and
F R E E  T r i a l  Co m  of T h e  K O L A  C . a p e . . d
(H I M  A l t  Y  A ), address Central O ffice. K O L A  
I m s o r t lo c C e . ,  I M T l a e  S t ,  C in c in n a t i ,  O .

USED AND RECOMMENDED by M eissonisr, K aul-  
V  bach, Von Pilott, Gao. M a x , and the most emi* 
neot artists throughout tbs world. Tbs

Johann Faber Siberian Lead Penelh.
NonegenuinenntaastampedJoHANMFABER. Form le  
by a ll stationers and dealers in  Artists’ Materials.

QUEEN *  CO., PHILADELPHIA,
g .n .r s l  Aoantafor the U .S .
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M I S C E L L A N E O U S

ONLY WHEN THE LIPS DISPLAY PRETTY TEETH.
The shells of the ocean yield no pearl that can 

exceed in beauty teeth whitened and cleansed with 
that incomparable dentifrice, fragrant

* S O Z O D O N T K >
which hardens and invigorates the gums, purifies 
and perfumes the breath, beautifies and preserves 
the teeth, from youth to old age.
O n e  b o t t l e  o f  f t o z o d o n t  w i l l  la s t  s ix  m o n t h s .

B A N N E R  
MP

ALL OTHERS rOB

& Economy.
a Steady W h ite

Light.
Superior in W orkmanship

and Finish.
Prices Lower than  an y

other Lamp o f equal merit. 
Several attractive styles. 

{SF~ A si your dtnltr fo r  it. 
Take no Other,

THE PLUME 4 ATWOOD MFfi.CO.
New York, Chicago, Boston.

Dobbins Electric Soap.
THE BEST FAMILY SOAP 
----- IN THE WORLD.------
It is Strictly Pure. Uuiform iu Quality.

TH E  original formula for which wc paid $50000 
twenty years ago has never been modified or 
changed in the slightest. J ilin son|) is Aden* 
tlcal in quality to-day with th at  
made twenty yearn n*co.
IT  contains notlilnfr that can In ju re  

the finest fabric. It brightens colors 
| and bleaches whites.

T T  washes flannels and blankets a* no other soap in 
the world does—without shrinking— leaving them 

, soft and white and like new.

READ TH IS T W IC E .
- *  A -*■ .A. A. A. A  A  A. A. A  A. A. A. A . A  A . A. A

ROSES GIVEN AW AY.

all a b o u t  th e ir  cu ltu re .

•HEADER, d o n ’ t
fo rg e t  to  Send !£.*» 

centw  i  o r  P o r k ' *  
N ew K om* It 11 (lic
et. a n d  t h e  t w o  
s p le n d id  e v e rb lo o m - 
in  g  h a rd y  R o  h e h 

(S o u v . d e ’  W o o tto n  
a n d  L a  F ra n ce ), ad 
v e r lis e d  InPt n ion ih . 
Y ou  w ill  be d e l ig h t 
ed  w ith  th em . Y ou  
Rhould h a v e  th e re  
R osep  i f  y o u  trrow 
hut t w o  plant*, am i 
the Huffy* te llp y o u  

O n ly  £0  cen tp  f o r  th e
Bwljet and  two choice Ropes 1 Or, five hmiqrt* and ten ROWS for SI OO. Send at once. (Jet. 
u p a e lu b .  AddrePft, O '. If, P . f I t  K , F l o r i s t , 
J ' A K K T O V , M e t a l  P .  O . ,  P a .

F. S .—T en  pplen d id  e v e rb lo o m in c : R oeep. c h o i c 
est sorts, w ith  P a rk 's  Floral Magazine, o n e  y ea r , 
all fo r  $ 1 . 0 0 .  Thin in a c h a r m in g  m o n th ly , 
“ b r ig h t rp a m a r ig o ld .”  a n d  a fa v o r it e  a m o i?g  
f lo w e r -lo v e re . N o w  is  th e  t im e  to  su b sc r ib e .

■ TTTTTTTr * * w V y r\

l 8 ? ? R j O S . P . F I T L e R J 8 8 P

RHEUMATIC Remedy
A T  D R U G G IST S , OR 

Mi. V. W E 31 M E R , P h ilad elp h ia ,

TH E R E  is a great Having of time, o f labor, o f  
soap, of fuel, and of the fabric, where Dobbins* 

Electric Soap is used iicoor.llng to d irection s.
ON E  t r i a l  will demonstrate its great merit. I t

wit! pay you to make that trial.
T I K E  all b e st  th in g s , it is extensively imitated

and counterfeited.

J3eware of Imitations.
TNSIST upon I lo b h ln s ’ Electric. D on't tak e
A Magnetic, Electro-Magic, Philadelphia Electric, or 

any other fraud, simply because it is cheap. They w ill 
ruin clothes, and are dear at any price. Ask for

— .o . 4 D O B B I a\ S ’ E L E C T 1 U C > mO - —
and take no other. Nearly every grocer from M aine to 
Mexico keeps it in stock. If yours hasn’t it, he w ill or
der from his nearest wholesale grocer.

TD EAD carefully the inside wrapper around each bar, 
JA and be careful to fo l lo w  <11 ree l Io n s on each  

Outside wrapper. You 1‘itu iiot tiflord to wait longer 
before trying for yourself this old, reliable, and tru ly  
wonderful

Dobbins’ * Electric • Soap.

P a , lowest prices. 
30

Aiidtvsjs l'A

P D I D D I  CO and invalid*  find 
UKIrrLLO F A I R Y  TricycUs
the most practical. Rest for 
ladies and girls. Satisfaction 
uuaranleeii. A th letic  G ood s  a n  d


