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T WAS In the apring of the year

124 that all London was Inter-

extad, and the fashionable world

dismayad, by the murder of thas

Honorabls Raonald Adalr under

most unusual and inexplicable clreumstan-

cos. The public has already learned those

particulars of the crime which came out in

the police Investigntion, but a good deal
was suppressed upon that ococasion, slnce
the came for the prosecution was so overs

whelmingly strong that it was not neces-
kary to bring forward all the facts. Only
now, at Lthe end of nearly tan yearm, wn I
allowed to supply those missing lnke which
make up the whole of that remarkabls
thaln. The crime wns of Interest In lisslf,
but that Interest was as nothing to me
compared to the Inconcelvable soequel,
which afforded me the greatest shock and
murprise of any event in my adventurous
life. Even now, after this lemg interval,
I find myself thrilling as I think of it, and
fealing onee mores that sudden flood of
joy, amagement and Ineredulity which ut-
terly submerged my mind. laet me say to
that pubiic, which hax shown somo Interost
in those glimpean which I have occasionnlly
given them of the thoughts and actions
of & very remarkable mnan, that they are
not to blame me If 1 have not shared my
knowledge with them, for 1 should hays
conslderad It my Orst duly to have done
80, had I not been barred by a positive
prenlbition from his own lips, which was
omdy withdrawn upon the third of last
month.

It can bo Imagined that my
macy with Bheriock Holmes
esled me deoply In crime, it that afles
his disappearance I never failed to tead
with care the various problems which came
before the publle. And I even attempted,
more than once, for my own private satis-
faction, to employ his methods in their
molution, though with Indifferent success
Thers was none, however, which appealed
to me like this tragedy of Ronald Adair
As T read the avidence al the inquest,
which led up to a verdict of willful murder
Rguinst some peraon or persons unknown,
I realized more clearly than I had ever
done the loss which the community had
sustained by the death of Bherlock Holmes.
There were polnts about this strange busl-
was which would, I was sure, have ape-
clally appeled to him, and the efforts of
tha police would have been supplemented,

closa [ntl-
had Inter-

Or more Drobably anticlpated, by the
tralned observation and the alert . mind
of the first criminal agent in Burope. Al

day, ak I drove upon my round, I turned

over the case In my mind, and® found ns
explanation whinh appenred (o me to be
adeduate. At the risk of telling a twioe.
fold inde. T will recapltulate the facts as
they were known 4o the public at the
conclusion of the Inguost.

The Honarable Ronald Adair was the sec-
ond son of the earl of Muaynooth, at that

Hme governor of one of the Australian
alonl Adair's mother had returned
from Australie to undepgo the operation
for cataract, and she, her son Ronald and
her daughter Hilda were lving together at
27 Park lLane. The youth moved
In  the best soclety—had, wso0 far as
Wil known, no anemies, and no

particular vices. He had been engaged to
Miss Edith Woodley of Carstalrs, but the
‘ngngement had been broken off by mu.
tual coneent some months before, and
thets was no sign that it had left any
Very profound feeling behind it. For the
rest the man's life moved in a narrow and
conventional eircle, for his habits weps
auiet and his pature unemotional, Yet
It was upon this easy golng young aristo-
orat that death came, In most strange and
unexpected. form, betweom the hoturs of 10
and 11190 on the night of March 80, 1594,
Ronald Adair wae fond of cards—playing
continually, but never for such stakes as
Would hurt him. Ho was a member of the
Haldwin, the Cavendish and the Bagutelle
card clubs. It was shown that, after din-
ner on the day of his death. ha had Played
a rubber of whist at the latter olub, He
had also played there in the afternoon.
The evidence of thosa who had played with
bim—Mr, Murray, S8ir John Hardy and
Colonel Moran—showed thut the game was
whist, and that therp was a fuirly equal
the cards., Adalr might have lost
£5, but not moere., His fortune wnas a con-
siderable one, and such a loms could not
In any way affact him. He had played
negrly every day at ope club or other, but
he waa a cautious player, #nd usually rose
+ winner, It came out In evidence that In
parinerahip with Colonel Moran, he had
netually won o much us £4% In sitting,
shme weeks before, from Godfrey Milnar
and Lord Balmoral. 80 much for his re-
cent history ag it came out at the inqguest
On the evening of the erime, ho returnsd
from the ¢lub exactly at 1. His mother
and sister were spending the evening
with a relatfon, The servant deposed that
she heard him eanter the front room on
the gecond floor, generally used as his sit-
thig roow. Hhe had It a fire there, and
es It smoked she had opened the window,
No sound was heard from the room until
11:20, the liour of the roturn of Lady May
nooth and her daughter. Desiring to sav
goodnight, she attempted w enter her san's
reom. The door was locked on the Inslde
and no auswer could be got to thelr ories
and knocking. Help was oblained and the
forced. The unfortunate young
wae found lying near the table. His hoad
had been  horribly mutliated by an ex-
panding revolver hullet, but no weapon of
any sart was 10 be found in the room. On
the table lay two bank notes for £10 each
and £17-L10 In silver and gold, the money
arranged ln Nitle pllen of varying amount
There were some figures also upon i sheet
of puper, with the names of some club
friends opposite to them. from which it
was conjectured that before his death he
wae endeavoring to make out his losses or
winnings at cards
A minnte examination of the clroumn-
Fances served only to make the case more
complex. In the first place, no reason
could be given why the young man should
have fastensd the door upon the inside.
There was the posaibllity that the murderer
had done this, and had afterwards escaped

out

dome man

by the window. The drop was at least
twenty feet, howaver, and a bed of cro-
cumses In full bloom lay beneath. Nelther

the Nowers nor the earth showed any slgn
of having been disturbed, nor were thero
wny marks upon the narrow strip of grass
which separated the house from the road.
Apparently, therefore, It was the young
man himself who had fastened the door.
But how 4id he come by His death? No one
could have climbed up to the window
without leavipg treces. Buppoke a man
had fired through the window, he would
infeed be n refmarkuble shot who could
with a revolver Inflict »o dsadly a wound,

Agaln, Park Lane is a freguented thor-
oughfare; there i» a cab stand within
100 yards of the house No one
had bheard a shot And yet there

was the dead man, und there the revolver
bullets, which had mushroomed out, as soft-
nowed bullets will, and so Inflicted & wound
widoh must have coaused Instantaneous
denth Buolh were the clroumstances of
the Park Jane myslery, which were further
complicated by the entire absence of mio-
Uve, ninoe, a8 I have sald, young Adalr
was not known to have any enemy and no
Attempt had beon made to remove the
money or valuables In the room

All duy I turned these facts over in my
mind, endeavoring to hit upon. some theom
which would reconclle them sil and to find
that line of least remistance which my poor
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friend had declared to be Lthe starting point

of every Investigation I confess that 1
mada littia progress In tha evenitg 1
sirolled acroms the park und found mysel!
about 8§ o'clock, at the Oxlord strest end of

Park Lane A group of loafers upon Lhe

pavements, all staring up wt & partioular
window, direcled me o the house which 1
had come to soe A Lall, thin man with col-

ored glamses, whom 1 strongly suapectad of

being a plain clothes detective, was point

ing out some the if his own, while the
others crowded round to lsten to what has
apld I got s near him as 1 could, but
his observations seemed to me to be abaurd,
s0 T withdrew agnin In disgust As [ 414
80 I etruck ngolnet an elderly, deformed
man, who bad been behind me, and 1
knocked down sevéral books which he was
earrying. 1 remember that as [ picked
them wp T ohserved the title of one of
them, “"The Origin of Trea Worship,” and
It struek me that the fellow must De some

pour bibliophile, who, elther as a trade or
a8 a hobby, was i collector of obscure vol-
umes I enideavored to apologise for the
acoldent, but It was evident that thesa
hooks whioh 1T had s unfortunbtely mal-
trented were very preclous objects In the
eyes of thelr owner With a soarl of
contempt We fturned upon his heel, and 1

maw hils curted back and white side whisk-
ers dlsappoar umgng the throng
My abservations of No. 417 Park Lane 414

itle to clenr up the problem in which 1
was interested The house wis separated
from the sireet by a low wall and ralling

the whole not than five high
It was perfectly ensy, therafors, for anyone
to get Into the gurden, but the window was
entiraly lnacoesssible there wns no
waler plpes or which ecould help
the most active allmb it. Maore
puzzled than ever. | rotrnced my steps to
Kennington I had not been: in my stody
five minuter when the mold entered to say

more foet

nything
maun

that a person desired w0 gee me. To my
astonlehment It was nona other than my
strange old book oollector his sharp,
wizened face peering out from n frame of
white hadr and his preclous wvolumes, =

dogen of them, nt lenst
right arm.

"“You're surprieed to see me, sir
ha in & strange, croaking voloe

I acknowledged that I was

"Well, I've & consclence, sir, and when 1
chanced ta see you go into this house as I
éame hobbling after you, I thought to my-
seif, 1'll Just step in and see that kind gen-
tleman and tell him that If T was o bit
gruff In my manner there was not any harm
meant and that I am obliged to him for
pleking up my books 3

“You make too much of n trifle” sald L
“May 1 ask how you knew who [ was?"

“Well, =ir, If it isn't too great a liberty,
I am & nelglibor of yours, for you'll find
my little bookshop at the cornar of Church

widged under his

enld

streot, and very happy to see you, 1 am
sure. Maybe you collect yourself, sir.
Here's 'British Birds' and ‘Catullus,’ and
Tha Holy War'—-a bargaln, every one of
them With  five volumes vou could fust
fill that gap on that second shalf. It looks
untidy, dJdoea It not, slrd"”

I moved my hoead to look at the cabinet
behind me, When I turned agnin, Bher-
lock Holmes was standing smiling at mae

acrosa my study table. I rose to my feet,
stared at him for some seconds In ufter
amagement, and then It appears that I
musl have fulnted for the first and the last
time In my life. Certalnly a gray mist
swirled before my eyes, and when It cleared
I found my coliar-ends. undone and the
tingling aftertaste of brandy upon my lips.
Holmes waa bending over my chair, his
flask In his hignd,

“My dear Watson,” sald the well-ra-
membered volce, I owe you a thousand
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Aapologies. 1 had no lgen that you would
be s wffecled.'”

I gripped him by the mrms

“Holmes!'" T erfed. “In It really you?
Can it indeed bo that you are alive? Is it

possible that yon succesded in cllmbing out

of that awful nbyss™"

“Walt & moment,” sald he. “Are you
sure that you are really At to HOLINN
things? 1 have given you a !-l‘ll'uun%im‘k
by my unnecessarily dramatic reappenr-
anse*

“l am all vight, but indeed, Holmes, 1
can hardly believe my eyes. Good henv-
ens! to think that you-sou of all men-
should Le standing In my study Again I
gripped him by the sleeve, und felt the
thin, sinewy arm baneath i, ""Well, you'rs
not a spirit, anyhow sald 1. “My doear
chap, I'm overjoyed 10 ses you. Bit down

and tell me how you came allve out of that
drosdful chasm,''

Ha sat opposite to mo and lit a cigarotts
in his old, manper. He
dressed in the seedy Mmockcont of the book
meprchant, but t} rest of that Individual
iny In a pile of white halr and old books
upon the table, Holmes looked even thin-
nar and keener than of old, but there was
a dead-white tinge In his agulline
which twld mo that his life recently
not bean a healthy one

“1 am glad to strelch myself, Watson,*
sald he. "It is no joke when a tall man
has to take a fool off his stature for sev.
e¢ral hours on end, Now, my dear fellow,
In the matter of these explanations, we
have, If T may ask for your co-operation,
a hard and dangerous night's work In front
of us. Perhaps it would be bettar if 1 gave
you an account of the whole situstion when
that work ls finiabed.”

“1 am full of curloslty
prefer to hour now."

“You'll come with me tonight?"

“Whon you Uke and where you like.'

“This i Indeed, like the old days,
shall have time for a mouthful of diunsr
before we nesd go. Well, then, about that
chasm, 1 had no serious diMeulty in get-
ting out of It, for the very simple resson
that T never was In It."

“You never were In LY

“No, Waison, I never was in It, My note
to you, was abmohitely genuine. I had Uitle
doubit that T had come to the end of my
caresr whan 1 peroeived the somewhat sin-
ister fAgure of the lain Prof. Moriarty
standing upon Lhe nariow pathway which
Jed to satety. T raad an inexorable purmpose
in hin gray eyes 1 eaxchanged some re

ponchalant WiLE

face
had

I should much

We

——=
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marks with him, therefore, and oblained
his courteous permiasion to write the short
nbta which you afterward received. 1 left
it with my cigaretts box and my stick, and
I walked along the pathway, Morlerty stil

at my heels. When [ reached the end [
gtood at buy. He drew no wesapon, but
he rushed at me and threw his long

arms around me. He knew that his awn
gEame was up, and waa only anxious to
revenge himself upon me. We tootered to-
gether upon the brink of the fall. I have
some knowledge, however, of baritsu, or
the Japanese systom aof wrestling, which

has more than once been very useful to
me. I slipped through his grip, and he
with a horrible gcream kicked madly for
A few seconds, and clawed the alr with
bothh his hands. But for all his efforta he
eould not get his balunce, and over he
went. With my face over the brink, 1

saw him fall for a long way. Then he
struck a rock, bounded off and splashed
iuto the water."

1 Jistened with amamement to this ex-
planation, which Holmes delivered between
the puffs of his clgurette,

“Hut the tracks!'" T eried. ‘T saw, with
my own eyes, that two went down the path
and none returned.”

“It ¢ame about in this way. The Instant
that the professor had disappeared, It
struck me what a really extraordinarlly
lucky chance Fate had placed in my way,
I knew that Moriarty was not the only
man who had sworn my death Thure
were at least three others whose desire
for vengeanca upon mae would only be in-
creascd by the death of thelr leader. They
diengerous men Ofe or the
other would certainly get me. On the
other hand, If all the world was convineed
that 1 was dead they would take Hbertles,
they would soon lay themselves
and sooner or later I could destroy

Then it would be tme for me to
hat 1 wne still in the lund of
the living, So rupidly does the brain not
that 1 belleve 1 had thought this all out
before Prof, Moriariy had reached the bot-
tom of the Relchenbucoh fall

“I stood up and examined the rook wall
behind me. In your pleturesgque account
of the matter, which 1 read with great
interest some months later, you assert that
the wall was sheer. That was not Htedally
true. A few dmall footholds prescnted
themselves, and there was some Indicie-
tdon of a4 ledge The ¢l is =0 highh that
to climb 1t all was an cbvious Imposaibil-
ity, and it was equnlly impossible to mike
my way along the wet path without leav-

were all most

thoss men,
open,
them.
announce

Ing some tracks, I might, It is truo, have
reversed my boots, as | have done on
similar occuagions, but the sight of three
sots of tracks in one direction would cer-
talnly have suggested a deception. On the
whole, then, It waa best that | ellmlulrl
risk the climb It wap not u pleasant
business, Watson, The fall roared beéncath
me I am not & fanciful person, but 1
give you my word that I seemed 1o hear
Moriarty's volee screaming al me oul of
the abyss A misuke would have been
fatanl. More than once, as tufts of grase
came out In my hand or my (oot slipped
In the wet notches ‘of the rock, I thought

that 1 was gone, But [ struggled upward,
and at last | reached a lodge povernl feol
deep and covered with soft green moss,
where 1 could be unseen In the most perfect
comtort. There I was siretched, when yon,
my denr Watsan, and wll your fellowing
were Investigating in, the most symipathetio
ineMcient manner the clroumstances
of my death

““At lost, when you had all
inevitable and totslly
glons, you depurtad for
was left alone, I had Imogined that 1
hud reached the end of my adveniures,
but & very unexpecied oceurrence showed
ma that there were surpises still in store

and

formed your
erroneous  oonelu-
the hotel, and 1

for me. A huge rock, falllng from above,
boomed past me, wiruck the path and
bounded over the chasm. For an instant
I thought that It was an accldent, but a
moment later, laoking up. aw a
man's head against the darkening
sky, and another stone struck the
very ledge upon which 1 was
stretiched, within a- foot of my head

f courss, the meaning of this was obvious
Morfarty had not been alone. A confed
erate—and even that one glance had told
me how dsngerous & man that confederate
was—had kept guard while the professor
had attacked me. From a distance, un-
soen by me, he had been a witnass of his
friend's death apd of my escape. He had
walted, and then making his way round to
the tlop of the oI, he had endeavored to
succeed where his comrgde had falled

“I 4i4 dot take long to think about it,

Watsan, Again I saw that grim face look
over the ol and I knew that 1t was the
nrecursor of another atone I scrambled

down on to the patl. T don't think T coula
have done it in ¢old blood. It was & hus.

-———
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drad times more dlMcult than getting up.
But I had no Ume to think of the danger,
for another stone sang past me as I hung
by my hands from the edge of the ledge
Half-way down I slipped, but, by the bles-
sQng of God, I landed, torn and bleeding.
upon the path. 1 took to my heels, did ten
miles over the mountaine in the darkness,
ond o week later I found myself In Flor-
ence, with the certainty that no one In the
world knew what had hecome of me.

“1 had only one confldant—my brother
Myeroft. I owe you many uapologles, my
dear Watson, but It was all-lmportant that
It should be thought 1 was dead, and It Is
quite certain that you would not have writ-
ten so convinclng an account of my un-
happy end had yvBu not yourself thought It
wias true. BSeveral times during the last
threa years 1 have taken up my pen to
writk to vou, but always I fearcd lest your
affectionate regurd for me should tempt
you to some Indlscretion which would
traoy my secret. For that reason 1 turned
away from you this evéning when yau up-
set my books, for T was in danger sl the
time, and any show of surprise and emotion
upon your part might have drawn attention
to my ldentity and led to the most deplor-
nble and irreparable results, As to Mycroft,
1 had to confide in him in order to obtaln
the money which I needed, The course of
events in Londou did not run so well as 1
had hoped, for the trin) of the Morlarty
gung left two of Its most dangerous mem-
bers, my own most vindletive enemles, at
liberty. 1 traveled for two years in Thibet
therefore, and amussd myself by vislting
Lhugse and spending some days with the
head Lluma. You may have read of the
réemurkable explorations of p Norweglun
nanmaoed Sigerson, but I am sure that |1 never
occurred ta you that you
news of your friend. 1 then passed throveh
Persia, looked in ot Mecea, and pajid g short
but [nteresting visit to the kKhallfa at Kher
toum, the resulis of which T have
minleated to the Forelgn office. Returning
fo Frunce, 1 spent montha in n res
search into the conl twr derlvatives, whjch

e~

were reoeiving

1=

sOmo

I conducted In a luboaratory nt Montpellier
in the south of France. Hgving conecluded
this to my satisfaction. and learning that
only one of my enemies was now left in
Londown, T was about to return whon my
movements were hastened hy the news of

thizx very remuarkable Park Leane mystery,
which not only uppealed to me by Its own

merits, but which eeemed to offer some
most  peoulior personal opportunitios. I
onme aver at once 1o London, called In my
own person ot Baker street, threw Mre
Hudson Into violent hysterles and found
that Myeroft hud preserved my rooms and
my papers exactly as they had alwnys been
Bo it was, my dear Watson, thst ar 2
o'clock today 1 found mysgelf In my 1]
urmoehalr In my own old rgom, and o

wishing that I could have seen my old
friend Watson In the other chalr which he

has so aften adorned.”

Huch was the marvelous narrativs to
which 1 llstened on that April evening—a
nurrntive which would have lwen otters
incredible 1o me had It not bosn  con
firmed by the aciual sight of o tull, spure
figure and the keen, cager fuce, which [
had never thought to see ngnin In somd

HE
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manner he had learned of my own sad
bereavement, aad his sympathy was slhiown

In his manner rather thun in his words.
“Work Ia the beal antldote 1o sorrow, my
dear Watson,” sald he; “and I have a
piece of work for us both tonlght which,
If we can bring it to a successful con-
clusion, will In fteelf Justify a man's life
on this planet.” In valn T begged him to
tell me more “You will hear and see
enough before morning.”” he answered.
“Weo have three yeurs of the past to dis-
ouss. Let that sufMce until 9:30, when we
start upon the notable adventure of the
empty house.*

It was indeed like old timez when, at
that hour, I found wmyself sented beslda
him In & hansom, my réevolver In  my

pocket, and the thrill of adventure in my
heart. Holmes was cold and stern and
ellent. As the gleam of the sirest lamps
flashed upon his austere festures § saw
that his brows were drawn down in
thought and his thin lips compressed. I
know not what wild beast we weres about to
hunt down in the dark jungle of criminal

London, but 1 was well assured, from the
bearing of this master huntsman, that
the pdventure was a most grave one—

while the sardonie smile which ocoaslon-
ally broke through his ascetic gloom boded
Httle good for the object of our quest.

I had Imagined that we were bound for
Buker street, but Holmes stopped the cab
at the carner of Cavendish Bquare, 1
observed that as he stepped gut he gave
w most searching glance to right and left,
and at every subsequent corner he took
thie utmost palne to assure that he was
not followed., Our route was certainly a

singular one, Holmes' knowledge of the
byways of London was extraordinary, and
on this ocvcasion he passed rapldly and
with an assured step throdgh a netwark
of mews und stables, the very existence
of which I had pever known., We emerged
nt last inte a small road, lined with old,
gloomy housos, which led us Into Man.
chester street, and 0 to Blunford streel
Here he turned swiftly down a ‘narrow
pagsiige, passed through a wooden gate
into & deserted yurd, and then opetied with
o koy the biek door of o house We on-
tered together and  he cloged It be-
hind us

The place was pltch dark, but it was
svident to mo that It was an empty house
Our feet ereaked and orackled over the
bare planking and my outstratched hand
touched & wall from which the paper was
hanging in ribbons Holmes' oold, thin
fingers closed round my wrist and led me
forwards down n long hall, until T _dimly
#pdw tho murky fanlght over 1} donr
ITewe Holmea turned  suddenly to  the
right, und we found ourselves In u lurge
square, emply room, heavily shadowed In
the corners, but faintly it In the center
from the lights of the stroot beyvond. There
was no lamp near, and the window wis
thivk with dust, sp fhat we could onls
just discern each other's fingers within
My compaulon put hi= hand upon my
houlder and his lips closs (0o my oar.

“*INo you know where we are?™' he whis-
|reresd -

“Burely that Is Baker slreet,”” I  an-

F.
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swered, staring through the alm window

“Exactly,. We are in Camden housse,
whioh stands opposite to our own old guar-
ters

“But why are we here?

“Becsuse Il commuamls so excellent a
view of that pleturesque , plic Might |
trouble you, my dear Watson, to draw a
little nearsr to the window, taking every
precatition not to show yoursell, and then

look &t old rooms—the starting point
of so many of your little fulry tiles? We
will see If my thres years of absence have
antirely tiken away my power Lo Bur-
prige you."

1 erapt forward and looked across at the
familiar window, As my eyea [ell upon
It. 1 gave & gasp and n cry of amase-
ment. The blind was down, and a strong
light was burning In the room. The shadow
of & man who was weated In a chalr within
was thrown in hard, black outllne upon
the luminous sereen of the window. There
was ne mistaking the polse of the head,
the squareness of the shoulders, the sharp-
ness of the features, The face was turned
half round, and the effect was that of one
of those black siihouettes which our grand-
parents loved to frame, It was n perfect
reproduction of Holmes. So amazed was
I that 1 threw out my hand to make sure
that the man himsell was standing beside

(T |

me. He was quivering with sllent laugh-
Ler.

“Well?™ he sald.

‘Good heavens!" T eried, It is mar-
vellous, "

“1 trust that age doth not wither nor
custom gtale my infinite variety,” suid he,
and I recogniged In his volce the joy and
pride which the artist takez in his own
creatfon. It really is rather like me, I8
it not?

“I should be prepared Lo swaar that it
was you,'

*“The credit of the executlon s due to

Monsleur Omcar Meunler of Grenoble, who
spent some doys in Jdoing the moulding
It Is & bust In wax. 'Ehe rest I nrranged

myself during my visit to Baker street this

wflternoon,”

“But why?"'

“Because, my dear Wateon, T had the
strangest possible reason for wishing cer-

tnlh people to think that T was there when
1 was really elpewhere”

“=And you thought the rooma were
witched 7 '

‘1 knew that they were wutohied."

“By whom?'

“By my old enemies. Walson By the
charming socisly whose leader lies in the
Helehenbach  fall You must remember
thut they koew, and only they knew,. that
I was still ullve. Hooner or Inter they he-
Hevad that 1 should come bhack 1o my
roome They wantched them vontinuousiy,
and thi= morning they =aw me arrjve.'

“How do you know?

“Recauso 1 recognized (helr sentine]l when
I glanced out of my window e Is &
harmica® enough fellow Parker by name,
. gurroter by trade. and o remarkabile
perfarmer on the jewshary | cardd noth
ing for him Hut | enred o great denl for
thie much more formidable person who
was bhehind him, the bosom friend of

His CHAIR

—— 7

venture of the Empty House

Morinriv. the man who dropped the ;-‘l"l-u
over the Y, the mgst muing and dan-
I i oriminal In London Thian s tha
man who ¢ afel me tonight, Wataou, and
thiet ta the man who 18 quite unaware that
we Are after him

My friend's plans were gradually reveal-
Ing themaelves. From this convenlent re
treat the watchers were being wWatched
and the trackhers tricked That angular
shadow up yonder was a bait and weo wers
the hunters n #llenes we stood together
in the darkness and watched the hurrylng
Ngures who passed and repagsed in fromt
of n Halmes was silent and motjonless;
Bt | could tell that he was kKeenly alect
and that his eves were fixed Intently upon
the =stream of paesers-b) It was & bleak
and balsterois night, and the wind whis
tled ahrilly down the long strest MAany
people wore moving to and fro, most of
them mufMed in thelr conts and ore
vale onee v twice It seemod to
me that 1 had seen the same fgure
bafore and 1 ally moticed {wo
men wi nppeared to  be sheltering

themeelves from the wind in the doorway
of A house some distance up the street, I
my companion's attention to
them, bhut he gave a litle ejaculation of
wridd continued to stars into the

tried 1o draw

impntience

atrest. More than ones he Adgeted with his
feat nan tapped rapidly with hi=s Angers
wpwin the wall, It was evident to me that
he was hecoming uneasy, and that his
plans were not working out altogether as
he had hoped At last, as midnlght ap-

prosnched and the gireet graduanlly cleared,

he preed up and down the room (n uncons
trollable agitation. 1 was about to make
eoma remark to him, when I ralsed my ayens
to the llghted window, and agaiu eoxperi-
enced nlmoat ap grokt n surprise as befors,
1 clutehed IMolmes' arm and pointed up-
ward

“The shadow has movad! T erled

It was indead no longer the profils, but

the back, which was turned toward us

Three not smoothed
the temper or his tm-
patlence with i less active intelligencs than
his own

Of course It has moved,"” sald he, “"Am I
sieh a farcleal bungler, Watson, that J
should ereet an obvious dummy, and ex-
pect that some of the sharpest men in
Europe would be decelved by 1t?7 We have
heen I this room two hours and Mrs, Hud-
aon has made some change In that fAgure
elght times, or onece In avery guarter of an
hour. She works it from the front, so that
her shadow may never be seen. Ah!" He
drew In hi= breath with a shrill, exclted In-
take. In the dim light T maw his head
thrown forward, his whola attitude rigid
with attention. Outside ths strest was ab-

vears had cortalnly

neperities of his

solutely deserted. Those two men might
stlll be eravching In the doorway, but T
emild nn Tonger see them, All wns atlll and
Anrk, save anly that brilllant vellow scereen
In front of us with the black filgure out-
Hned upon (ts eenter. Agaln In the utter
silence 1T heard that thin, sibllant note
which spoke of intense supprespsd oxcite-

An Instant later he pulled me back
of the room, and T

ment
info the bluckest corner
felt his warning hund upon my lipe. Thea
fingers which me were qulvering
Never had I known oy frlend mora moved,
and yel the dark street stll] stretched lonely
and motionless bafore bin

Rut suddenly T wes aware of that which
hin Keéner sonses had already distingulshed.
A low, stealthy sound came (0 my oars, not
from the direction of Buker strect, but from
the back of the very house in which we Iny
conconled. A door opened and shut. An
Instant luter steps crep down the passage—
steps which were meant to be sllent, but
which reverberated harshly through tha
empty house, Holmes crouched back against
the wall und 1 did the sarme, my hand clos-
Ing upon the handle of my revolvar, Peer.
Ing through the gloom I saw the vagus out-
line of A man, & shade blacker than the
blackness of the open door, He stood for
fin instant, and then he crept forward,
crouching, menacing, into the room., Hea
wak within threé yards of us, this sinlster
figure, and I had braced myself to meet his
spring, before 1T realiged that he had no
Iden of our Fo paaged oloma be.
slde us, ®iole over to the window, and very
softy and nolselessly raised It for half a
foot. Asx he sank to the level of this open-
Ing. the light of the street, no longer
dimmed by the dusty glass fell full upon
his faee. The man seemed to ba bosida
himrelf with excltement, His two eyes
shone ke stars, and his fentures wers
working convulsively He wns an alderly
man, with a thin, profecting nose, n high,
baild rnr-\lwu‘fi and o huge grizzled mous-

elutohed

prefFanoe,

tache An apern hat wnz pushed to the
back of his hend, nnd an evening
dress  shirt-front gleamed out through
his apen overcoat His face was gaunt
and swarthy, scored, with deep, ALViLge
lives. Tn his hand he carried what ap-
peared to be a stick, but as he lald it
down upon the flonr 1t gave a metallle
clung. Then from the pocket of his aver-

cont he drew a bulky obhfect, and he busied

imeelf Ih some task which snded with a
lewd, sharp click, as If a spring or bolt
hud fallen into it place.  Biill kneeling
upon tha floor he bent forward and threw
all his weight and sirength upon some
lever, with the result that thers came &

long, whirling, grinding nolee, « nding onos

mora In n powerful click,. He stralghtened
himself then, nnd lesaw that what he held
in hia hand was a sort of gun, with a
curinusly misshapen butt He opened it
at the hreech, put something In and
annpped the breech block. Then, crouch-
Ing down, he reslod the end of the barrel
upon the ledge of the open window, and
I saw his Jlong moustache droop over thes
stock and hin eye gleam aw It peered

nlong the sights, T heard a little sigh of

satlefaction as he ocuddled the bult Into
his shoulder, and saw that amazxing tar-
kel, the black man on the yellow ground,

wtanding clear at the end of his foresight.
For un instent he was rigid and motlon-

e85 hen his finger tightened on  the

trigger. There was o strange, loud whis
nnd a long, slivery tinkle of broken glass.
At that Instant Holmes sprang llke n Uger

ot to the markaman’'s back and hurled him

flat upon his face He was up agidn In
a moment, and with convulsive sirength
he melgnd Holmes by the throat, but I
atruck him on tho head with the butt of
my revolver, and he dropped again upon
the floor., I fell upon him, and as 1 held
him my comrada blew o shrill call vpon a

whistle. Thore wan the cluttor of running
fest upon the puvement, and two police-
men In uniform, with one plain eclotheas
detecilve, rushed through Lthe front ea-
trance and loto the room,

“That you, Lostrade?" salil Holman

“"Yeos, Mr. Holmen. 1 took the job mps
pelf  It'e good to wee you back In London,
sir

“I think you want a Httle unofMcial help
Three undetected murders in one year
won't do, Lestradd Hut you handled the
Maleney mystery with |ess than vour ususl

thut's to B yau handled It falrly well.*

We bhad all riss L ir feet, our pris-
oner brenlbing hard, with a stalwart ocon-
siable ¢ each plde f him Already a
few Jolterers had begun to vollset In the
gtrest. Holmeos stepped up to the window,
vlosed It and dropped the blinds Leatrads
had produced audles, and the police-
mun had uncovered thelr lanterna. 1 was
able at last 15 have g good logk st our
prisonar

It was & tremopdocsly virtle and pel

(Continued on FPage Kighe



