Angnst 12, 1900,

HAD ecalled upon my friend, SBherlock Holmes, upon the secénd
motning after Christmas with the intention of wishihg bhim
the compllments of the He wis luuuginf upon the
sofn In a purple dressing gown, a pipe rack within his teach

upon the right, and a plie of crumpled worning papers, evideutly
newly scidied, penr at band, Beslde the couch was a wooden chalr,
and on the angle of the back hung a very seedy and disreputable
hard felt bat, much the worse for wear and eracked o several places,
A lens and a forcops lying upon the seat of the chalr suggested that
the bat bad been suspended In this manner for the purpose of ex-
amination,

“You are engaged,” saldl I; “perhaps 1 Interrupt you."

“Not at all. 1 am glad to have a friend with whom 1 can dls
cisa my results. The matter 1s a porfectly trivial one” (he jerked
his thumb in the direction of the old hat), “but there are points in
connection with it which are not entirely devold of Interest and even
of lnatruction.”

I seated wyzelf in his armebalr and warmed my hands before hie
erackiing fire, for a sharp frost had st In and the windows were
thick with the lee erystals. 1 nu{qmna_" I remarked, “that, homely
an 1t looks, thile thing hoas some Jeadly story lluked on to it—that It 18
the clue which will guide vou in the solutlon of some mystery nnd
the punishiment of some crime.”

“No, no, No erlme” snid Sherlock Holmes, lnughing. “Only oune
of those whimsieal litle ipcidents which will happen when you have
40004000 butaan belngs all jostling each other within the space of a
! few square miles, Amid the action and renctdon of so dense 4 swarm
of humanity every possible comblnation of events may be expectad
) to tnke ploce, and many o little problem will be presented which may
be striking and blgarre without belog criminal. We have already had
experience of such”

“So much so," 1

sOAMON,

remarked, “that of the Ilast six cases which 1
have ndded to my notes three have been entively free of any legal
erime,"”

“Pracisely, You allude to my attempt to recover the Irene Adler
i papers, to the singninr cuse of Ml<s Mary Rotherland und to the ad-

venture of the man with the twisted lip. Well, 1 have no donbt that
$ this small matter will fall nto the same lnnocent cutegory. You
know Peterson, the commissionaire

“Yeu"

“It 1s to him that this trophy belongs."

“It 1s his hint?"

“No, no; he found 1t. Its owner I8 unknown., 1 beg that you will
look upon 1t not as a battered blllycock, but as an Intellectual problem,
And first, as to how It came here. It arrived upon Christmns morning,
fn company with a good fat goose, which s, I have no doubt, roasting
at this moment In front of Peterson's fire, The facts are these: About
4 o'clock en Christinas morning, Peterson who, as you know, 1s a very
honest fellow, was returning from some small jolliication and was
making his way homewnrd down Tottenham Court road. In front of
him he saw, In the gaslight, a tailish man, walking with a slight stag-
ger and carrying a white goose slung over his shoulder. As he renched
the corner of Goodge street 4 row broke but between this stranger
and a little knot of roughs, One of the latter knocked off the man's
hat., on which he raised his stick to defend hlmself, and swinging it
over his head smashed the shop window behind him., Peterson had
rushed forward to protect the stranger from his assallants; but the
man, shocked at having broken the window and seelug an official-
looking porsom -In uniforin rushing townrd him, dropped his goose,
took to his heels and vanished amid the lnbyrinth of small streets
which lle at the back of Tottenham Court road. The roughs had also
fled at the appearance of Peterson, so that he was left in possession
of the field of battle and also of the spolls of victory in the shape of
this battered hat and most unlmpeachable Christmas goose.”

“Which surely he restored to thelr owper?

“My dear fellow, there lles the problem, It is true that ‘For Mrs.
Hepry Baker’ wus printed upon a small card which was tied to the
bird’s left leg, and it {6 also true that the Initials ‘. B.) are legible
upon the loing of this hat; but as there are some thousands of Bakers
nnd some hundreds of Henry Bakers In this city of ours, It ls not
easy to restors lost properiy to any one of them."

“What, then, did Peterson do?’

“He brought round both hat and goose to me on Christmas morn-
ing, knowing that even the smallest problems are of Interest to me,
The goose wo retnined vntil this morning, when there were signs that,
fn spite of the slight frost, it would be well that it should be eaten
without unnecessary delay. Its finder has carried It off, therefore, to
fuidll the ovltimate destiny of a4 goose, while T continue to retaln the
hat of the unknown gentleman who lost his Christmas dinner,"

“Did he wpot advertise?”

“No."

“Then, what clue could yon have as to hia identity '

“Only as much ag we can deduce.”

“From his hati"

“Preclsely.” .

“But you are joking. What can you gather from this old bat-
tered felt?"

“Here I8 my lens. You know my methods, What can you gather
yourself as to the Individuality of the man who has worn this article?”

I took the tattered object In my hands and turned (t over rathese
ruefully. It was a very ordinary black hat of the nsual round shape,
hard, and much the worse for wear. The lining had been of red silk,
but was a good denl discolored. There was no maker's name; but
as Holmes had remarked, the ioitinls “H. B.” were scrawled upon
one &lde. Tt was plerced In the brim for a hat-securer, but the elastic
was missing. For the rest, it was cracked, exceedingly dusty, and
spotted in several places, although there seemed to have been soine
attempt to hide the discolored patches by smearing them with ink.

“1 ean see nothing,"” sald 1, handing It back to my friend.

“On the contrary, Watson, you enn see everything. You fall,
however, to reason from what you see. You are too timid In drawing
your lnferences.” )

“Then, pray tell me swhat 1t is that you can infer from this hat?"

He picked It up and gazed at it In the pecullar Introspecuye rashion
which was characteristic of him. "It Is perhaps less suggestive than
it might have been” he remuarked, “and yet there are a few inferences
which are very distinct and a few others which represent at least a
strong balance of probabllity, That the man was highly intellectual
is, of courss, obvious upon the fuce of it, and also that he was fairly
well-to-do within the last three years, although ha has now fallen
upon evil days. He had foresight, but has less now than formerly,
pointing a moral retrogression which, when taken with the decline
of bis fortunes, seems to Indieate some evil lnfluence, probably drink,
at work upon bim. ‘This may account also for the obvious fact that
his wife has ceased to Jove him."

“My dear Holmes!"

“He has, bowever, retalned some degree of self-respect” he con-
tinued., disreganilug my rewonstrance. “He I8 & man who leads a
sedentary life, goes out Nitle, s out of training entirely, 1s middle
aged, bas grizsled hair which he had cut within the last few days,
and which be annoints with line cream. These are the more pateut
facts which are to be deduced from his hat  Also, by the way, that
it 1s extremely lmprobable that he bas gas lald on in bis house."”

“You are certainly joking, Holines."

“Not In the least. [s It possible that even now, when 1 give you
these results, you are unable to see how they are attalned ¥

“I have no doubt that 1 am very stupld, but I must confess that
1 am unable to fellow you, For example, how did you deduce that
this mun was intellectual ¥

For avswer Holines ¢lupped the ha‘} upon his hend. It come right
over the forebend and settled upon the bridge of his nose. "It is a
question of cuble capachy,” sald be; o man with so lurge a brain
must bave something in "

“The decline of his fortupes. then?

“This hat s three years old. These flat brims curled at the edge
came In thep, 1t Is & hat of the very best quality. Look at the band
of ribbed silk and the excellent Huing. 17 this man could afford o buy
80 expensive o bat three years ngo, and has had no hat sluce, then he
has assuredly gone down In the world.”

"Well, that is ¢clear enocugh, cortaiuly,
gight and the woral retrogression¥”

Sherlock Holmes lnughed. “Here s 'th-‘ foresight.,” sald he, putting
his finger upon the Bitle dlsk and loop of the hat-securer. *“They are
pever sold upon hats, If this mau ordered one, it s & slgn of a cer-
taln amount of foresight, sinee he wont out of his way to take this
precaution agniust the wind, But since we see that he has broken
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tno elastie, and has not troubled
to replace It, it 1s obvious that
heé has less foresight now than
formerly, which 18 a distinet
proof of & wenkenlog nature,
On the other hand, has en-
deavored to conceal some of
these stalns upon the felt by
daubing them with Iok, which
I8 a slgn that bhe has not enticely
lost bis self-respect,”

“Your reasonlog is certainly
plansible.”

lie

“The further points, that he ls
middle-aged, that his halr s
grizzled, that it has heen ™

eently cut, nod that he uses Hme
team. are all to be gathersd
from a close examination of the
lower part of the linlng. The
lenis discloses 4 large number of
halr-ends, clean cut by the scis-
sors of the barber. They all ap-
pear to be adhesive, and there
1 a Alstinet odor of lime cream.
This dust, you will ohserve, s
not the gritty, gray dust of the
street, but the flully brown dust
of the house, showing that it has
bern hung up Indoors most of
the time; while the marks of
moisture upon the Inside nre
proof positive that the wearer
perspired very froely, and could,
therefore, hardly be in the best
of trainlpg."”
“But his wife—yon sald that
ghe had ceased to love him.”
“This hat has not been brushed

for weeks., When [ see you, my
dear Watson, with a week's ac-
cumulation of dust upon your hat, and when your wife allows you to
go out in such & state, 1 shall fear that you nlso have been unfortunate
enough to lose your wife's affection.”

“But he might be a bachelor.'

“Nay, he waus bringing home the gooss as a peace-offering to his
wife. Remember the card upon the bird'a leg.”

“You have an answer to everything. But how on earth do you
deduee that the gas 18 not lald on In his house?”

“One mllow staln, or even two, might come by chance, but when
1 seée po less than tve, I think that there can be little doubt that the
individual must be brought inte frequent contnet with burning tallow
—wanlks upstalirs at alght probably with his hat In one hand and o gut-
tering candle in the other. Anyhow, he never got tallow-stalns from o
gas jet. Are you satisfied

“Well, it 1s very Ingenlous,” sald I, laughing, “but since, as you
gaid just now, there has been no crime committed, and no harm done,
save the loss of & goose, all this seems to be rather a waste of energy."

Bherloek Holmes had opened his mouth to reply when the door
flew open, and Peéterson, the commissionaire, rushed Into the apart-
ment with fAlushed cheeks and the face of a man who Is dazed with
astonlshment.

“The gooze, Mr. Holmes!

“THE

The goose, sir!" he gasped.

“Fh? What of it, then? Has it returned to life and flapped off
through the kitchen window?" Holmes twisted himself round upon
the =offs to get a falrer view of the man's excited face.

“Sae here, sir! See what my wife found in its crop!" He held
out his hand and displayed upon the centre of the palm a brilliantly
scintiliating blue stone, rather smaller than a bean in size, but of such
purity and radiance that it twinkled llke an electric polot fo the dark
hollow of his hand.

Sherlock Holmes sat up with a whistle. “By Jove, Paterson!"
sald he, “this I8 treasure trove Indeed. [ suppose you know what
you huve got”

“A dinmond, slr? A preclous stone.
it were putty.”

“It's more than a preclous stone. It 1s the preclous stone."

“Not the Countess of Morcar's blue carbuncle! 1 ¢jaeunlnted.

“Precisely so, 1 ought to know Its gize and shape, seelng that 1
have read the advertisemenivy anbiout 1t in the Times every dny lately.
It is absolutely unique, and its value can only be conjectured, but
the reward offered of £1,000 is certaluly not within a twentieth part
of the market price.

“A thousand pounds! Great Lord of mercy!” The commissionaire
plumped down into a chalr, and stared from one to the other of us.

“That {8 the reward, and I have reason to know that there are
sentimental conslderations in the background which would lnduee the
Countess to part with half her fortune if she could but recover the
gem."

“It wne lost, If I remember aright, at the 'Hotel Cosmopolltan,'"
I remarked.

“Precisely so, on Dee, 22, just flve days ago, John Horper, a
plumber, was sccused of having abstracted It from the lady's jewel
case. The evidence m:q.lunt him wis so strong that the cnse has been
reforred to the Assizes. [ have some account of the matter here, 1
belleve. He rummaged amld his newspapers, glapelng over the dates,
untll at last bhe smoothed one out, doubled it over, and read the fol-
lowing paragraph:

“‘Hotel Cosmopolltan Jewel Robbery, John Horner, twenty-slx,
plumber, was hrought up upon the charge of having upon the 224 inst.
abstracted from the jewel case of the Countess of Morear the valuable
gemn known as the blue carbuncle. James Ryder, npper attendant at
the hotel, gave his evidence to the effect that he had shown Horner up
to the dressing-room of the Countess of Morear upon the day of the
robbery, in order that he might solder the second bar of the grate,
which was loose. He had remalned with Horner some Uttle time,
but had finally been called away. On returning, he found that Horner
had disappeared, that the burean had been forced open, and that the
small morocco casket In which, as It afterward trunspired, the Count-
e4s was accustomtied to keep her jewel, was lying empty upon the
dressing table. Ryder instantly gave the alarm, and Horoer was
arrested the same evening: but the stone could not be found elther
upon his person or In bhis rooms Catherine Cusack, mald to the
Countess, deposed to having heard Ryder's ory of dismay on discover
fng the robbery, and to having rushed Into the room, where she found
matters as described by the last witness. lospector Bradsireet, B
Divislon, gave evidence as to the arrest of Horner, who struggled
franticaly and protested bhis innocence in the strongest terms, Evi-
dence of a previons convietion for robbery having been glven agnlnst
the prisoner, the Magistrate refused 1o deal summarily with
offense, but referred It to the Assizes, Horner, who bad shown signs
of Intense emotion during the proceedings, faloted away at the cou-
clusion, and was earried out of vourt.'

“Hom! Soé much for the polics court,” sald Holmes, thoughtfully,
tossing aside the paper. “The question for us now to solve 8 the
poguence of events leading from a rifed jowel case at oue end o the
crop of a goose In Tottenbam Court Hoad at the other. You see, Wat-
son, our litle deductions hoave suddenly assumed 8 much wmore ho-
partant and less innocent aspect. Here |5 the stone; the stone came
from the goose, and the goose rame from Mr. Heonry Baker, the gentle
man with the bad hit and all the other charncteriatios with which |
have bored you. Eo now we must set oursalves very serfously to find
fng this gentleman, and ascertuining what part he has played In this
little moystery. To do this, we must try the simplest means first, and
these e undoubtedly fu an advertisement to all the evening papers.
If thie fall, I #hall have recourse to other methods.”

“What will you say™

“Glve me a pencil and that slip of paper. Now, then: ‘Found at
the corner of Goodge street, & goose and a black felt hat. Mr. Henry

1t cuts Into glass as though

the

BIRD GAVE A GULP”

Baker can have the same Ly ap-
piring at 630 this evenlug at
218 Baker street’ That s
elenr and conclse,"

“Very. But will he see 17"

“Well, he 18 sure to keep an
eye on the puapers, sluce, to &
[gur man, the loss was a heavy
one. He was clearly so scared
by this mischunce in breaking
the window and by the approach
of Peterson, that he thought of
nothing but fAlght; but since
then he must have bitterly re
gretted the lmpalse swhich eansed
him to drop his hird, Then,
again, the lutroductlon of his
name will cause him to see It
for every one who knows him
will direct his atltentlon to It
Here you are, Peterson, run
down te the advertislng agency
and have this put in the evenlng
papers”

“In which, sir?

“Oh, in the Globe, Btar, Pall
Mall, 8t Janmes', Evening News,
Staundard, Echo, and any others
that occur to you,"

“Yery well, sir. And this
rtone?"

“Ah, yes, 1 shall keep the
stone. Thank you, And, 1 say,

Peterson, just buy a goose on
your way back, and leave it
here with me, for we must bave
one to glve to this gentleman in
place of the one which your
fumlly Is now devouring.”

When the commisglonalre had
gone, Holmes took up the stone
“It's & bonny thing,'” =ald he. “Just
#ee how it glints and sparkles, Of course It 15 o nucleus and focus of
erime. Bvery good stone 1. They are the devil's pet balts. In the
large and older Jewels every facet may stand for a bloody deed. This
stone {8 not yet twenty years old, It was found in the banks of the
Amoy River, In Southern Clina, and Is remarkable In having every
characteristie of the enarbuncle save thit it 1s blue in shade instead
of ruby red. In spite of Its youth it has alteady s sinister history,
There have been two murders, a vitriol-throwing, a sulelde, and sev-
ernl robberies brought about for the sake of this forty-grain welght
of erystallized charcoal. Who would think that so pretty & toy would
be n purveyor to the gallows and the prison? I'll lock It up In, my
strong box now, and drop a line to the Countess to say that we bave it."

“Dio you think that this man Horner is lnnocent?”

“l cannot tell”

“Well, then, do you Imagine that this other one, Henry Baker,
had anything to do with the matter?”

“It 18, 1 think, much more likely that Henry Baker is an abso-
lutely Innocent man, had no idea that the bird which he was carrying
was of considerably more value than if it were made of solld gold.
That, however, I ghall determine by a very shimple test, if we have an
answer to our advertlsement.”

“And you can do nothing until then?

“Nothing." b

“In that case I ahall continue my professional round. But 1 shall
come back in the eveulng at the bour you buve wentioned, for I should
like to see the solution of so tangled a business.”

“Yery glad to se¢ you. I dine at 7. There is a woodcock, 1 be.
lieve. By the way, lo vlew of recent occurrences, perbaps I ought to
ask Mrs. Hudson toexamlve its crop.”

1 had been delayed st & caso, and It was a Hitle after half past 4
when I found myself in Baker street once more. As [ approached
the house I saw a tall man in n Scotch bonnet, with a cont which was
buttoned up to his chin, walting outside in the bright seml-cirele which
wits thrown from the fanlight. Just as 1 arrived the door was opened,
and we were shown up together to Holmes' toom.

“Mr., Henry Baker, I believe,” sald he, rising (rom his armchair,
and greeting his visitor with the easy alr of geniallty which he could
so readily assume. “Pray take thls chair by the fire, Mr, Baker. 1t Is
a cold night, and I ebserve that your clrculation is more adapted for
summer than for winter, Ah, Watson, you have just come at the
right time. Is that your hat, Mr. Baker?*

“Yes, sir; that ts undoubtedly my bhat™

He was o lnrge man with rounded shoulders, a massive head, and
a broad, intelligent face, sloping down to a pointed beard of grizzled
brown., A touch of red in nose and cheeks, with a slight tremor of his
extended hand, recalled Holmes' surmise ns to bhis bhabits. Hlis rusty
blnek fipele cont was buttoned right up in front, with the collur turned
up. and his lank wrists protruded from his sleeves without & sign of
ouff or shirt, He spoke in a slow stacesato fashion, choosing his words
with care, and gave the Impression generally of a man of learning
and letters who had hnd i1l usage at the hands of fortune.

“We have retained thess things for some days,” sald Holmes,
because we expected to sce an advertisemment from you glving yuur
address, 1 aw at o loss to know pow why you did not advertise”

Our visitor gave a rather shawefaced laugh. “Shilllugs have not
been so plentiful with me as they once were,” he remarked. “1 had
po doubt that the gang of roughs who assaulted me had carrled off
both my hat and the bird. 1 did not care to spend more money ln a
hopeless attempt at recovering them."

“Very naturally. By the way, about the bird—we were compelled
to eat It."

“Po eat It Our visitor half rose from his chale in hls excltement.

“Yes; It would have beau of no use w apy oue had we not done
s0. But I presume that this other goose upon the sideboard, which is
about the snwe weight and perfectly freab, will answer your purpose
equally well?"

“Uli, certalnly, certadnlyi” soswered Mr. Baker, with a sigh of
rellef.

“Of course, we still have the feathers, legs, crop, and so on, of
your own bird, so If you wish"—

The man burst inte a hearty lnugh, “They wight be useful to me
as relics of my adventure,” sald he, “but beyond that 1 can hardly
gee what use the disjecta membrs of my Inte acgusiutance are gulng
to be to me, No, sir; | think that, with your ||!'l'ualh~it3ll. 1 will confine
wy attentions to the excellent bird which 1 perceive upon the side-
board.™ 3

and beld it against the light,

Sherlock Holmes glunced sharply across ax me with a slight shrug
of his shonlders,

“There s your hat, then, and there your bird,” sald he, "By the
way, would it bore you to tell me where you got the other one from?
I am somewunt of & fowl fuucier, uud 1 have seldom seen 4 better
Erown goose.'

“Certalnly, sir,” sald Baker, who had risen aod tucked s pewly
galpned property under his arm. “There are o few of us whe freguent
the "Alphs lun,' pear the musenm—we are (0 be found o the wuseuw
hself during the day, you uvuderstand. This year our good host, Winl-
gate by name, instituted s goose club, by which, ob constderaton of
SUIDC Tew pence every week, we were ¢ach w recelve s bird at Olrist-
mas. My peoce was duly pald, and the rest |8 fumlinr to you, I sm
wuch lpdebted to you, sir, for p Scotch bounet Is fitted nelther o my
years uor my gravity.” With a comleal pomposity of wanner he bowed
solemuly to both of us and strode off upon his way.

“8o much for Mr, Henry Baker™ sald Holmes, when he had closed
the door bebind him. “It s guite certadn that be knows nothing what-
ever about the matter. Are you Lungry, Watson?"

“Not particulariy.”

“Then 1 suggest that we turn our dloner {nto a supper and follow
up this clue while It Is still bot."

“By all means.”

It was a bitter night, 8o we drew on our visters and wrapped cra-
vats sbout our thromts. Outslde the stars wers shinlug coldly In a
cloudless aky, and the breath of the passerby blew out Into smoke like
f0 mwany pletol shots, Our footfalls rang out erisply and loudly as we
swung throngh the dootors' guerter, Wimpole stroel, Harley street and
&0 through Wigmore street into Oxford street. In a quarter of an
hour we were In RBloomsbiry, ot the “Alpha Inn” which 1s & small
publiec house at the corner of one of the streets which runs down into
Holborn. Holmes pushed open the door of the private bar and ondered
two glasses of beer from the ruddy-faced, white-aproned landlord.

“Your beer ghould be excellent If it is as good as your geesa”
sald he,

“My geese” The mon seemed surprised.

“Yes. 1 was speaking ouly half su bhour ago to Mr. Henry Baker,
who was a member of your goose club™

“Al, ves: T see. But, you see, slr, them's not our geese.™

“Indeed! Whose, then?"

“Waell, 1 got the two desep from a salestuan in Covent Garden”

“Indeed? 1 know gome of them. Which was t?"

“HBreckinridge (8 his name.”

“Al, 1 don't know him. Well, here's your good health, landlord,
nnd prosperity to your house. Good night"

“Now for Mr, Breckinridge,” he continued, buttoning up his cont
ns we eame inte the frosty alr, “"Remember, Watson, that though we
have so homely a thing ng n goosé at one end of this chailn, we have at
the other & man who will certainly get soven years penal servitude
nnless we can establish his Innocence, It s possible that our nquiry
mny but eonfirm hig gullt; but, in any case, we have a line of Investiga-
tion which has been missed by the police and which a slogular chance
has placed In our hands. Let us follow It out to the bitter end. Faces
to the south, then, and quick march!"

We pnssed across Holborn, down Endell street, and so through a
glg-zng of slums to Covent Garden Market. One of the largest stalls
bore the name of Breckintddge upon i, and the propristor, & horsoy-
looking man. with a sharp fuce and trim slde whiskers, was helping a
boy to put up the shutters.

“Good evening. It's a cold night," sald Holmes,

The salesman nodded and shot a gquestioning glance at my com-
panion, \

“Sold out of geese, 1 see,” continued Holmes, pointing at the bare
slabs of marble,

“let you have 500 of them tomorrow morning.™

“That's no good."

“Well, there are some on the stall with the gnsflare.”

“Al, but T was recommended to you'"

“Who by ™

“The landlord of tha *Alpha ™

“Oh, yes; T sent him a couple of dozen.”

“Fine birds they were, too, Now, whete dld yon get them from?"

To my surprise the guestion proveked a burst of anger from tha
salesmnn.

“Now, then, mister,” sald he, with his head cocked and his arms
akimbo, “what are you driving at? Let's have it stralght, now."

“It s straight onough. 1 should ke to know who sold you the
geese which you supplied to the *Alpha'"

“Well, then, 1 sha'n’t tell you. So now!"

“Oh, It 18 & matter of no lmportance; but I don't know why yon
should be so warm over such a trifie.”

“Warm! You'd be as warmy, maybe, if you were as pestered as I
am. When I pay good money for a good article thersa should be an
end of the business; but it's, “Where are the geess? and “Who did you
sell the geese to? and ‘What will you take for the geese? One would
think they were the only geese In the world, to hear the fuss that Is
wade over them."

“Well, I have no connection with any other people who have been
maklng Inquiries,” sald Holmes, carelessly. “If you don't tell us the
bet s off, that is all. But I'm always ready to back my opinfon on a
matter of fowls, and I have a fiver on it that the bird I ate is country
bred." -

“Well, then, you've lost your flver, for it's town bred," snapped
the salesman, .

“It's nothlog of the kind."

“1 say It 1s,”

“1 don't belleve It.”

“D'you think you know more abont fowls than I, who have handled
them ever since I was a nipper? I tell you, all thoss birds that went
to the ‘Alpha’ were town bred."

“You'll never persusde me to belleve that"

“Will yon bet, then?

“It's merely tuking your money, for I know that I am right. But
I'll have a sovereign on with you, just to teach you not to be ob-
stingte.”

The salesman chuckled grimly.
sald he.

The small boy brought round a small, thin volume and a great,
greasy-backed one, laying them out together beneath the hanging lamp,

“Now, then, Mr, Cocksure,” sald the salesman, 'l thought that I
was out of geese, but before 1 fulsh you'll find that there is still one
left in my shop. You see this little book 1

“Well 7

“That's the list of the folk from whom I buy. D'ye sea? Well,
then, here on this page are the country folk, and the numbers after
thelr names are where thelr aceounts are {n the blg ledger. Now,
then, You see this other page In red Ink? Well, that Is a list of my
town supplers. Now, look at that third pame, Just read it out to
me."

Mre, Oakshott, 117, Brixton road-—240." rend Holmes,

“Quite so, Now, turn that op in the ledger.”

Holmes turned to the page Indieated, “Here you are, 'Mrs, Onk-
ghott, 117 Briston road, cgg and poultry suppller.'™

“Now, then, what's the lnst entry ¥

“*December 22 Twenty-four geess At 7s 64.° "

“Quite so. There you are. And underpeath?

“‘Hold to Mr. Windigate of the Alplha, at 128" "

“What have you to say now?"’

Sherlock Holmes looked deeply chagrived. He drew a soversigm
from his pocket aud threw it down upon the slab, turning away with
an alr of & man whose disgust 18 too deep for words, A few yards off
he stopped under a lamp post and laughed in the hearty, nolseless fash.
lon which was pecullar to hlm,

“When you see a man with whiskers of that cut aud the ‘plok 'un’
protruding out of his pocket, you can wlways draw him by a bet,"
sudd he. “I dare say thut if 1 had put dewn £100 down in front of
Lim that man would pot have given me such complete Informaton as
wii drawn from him by the idea that he was dolng me on & wager.
Woll, Watson, we are, [ fancy, nearing the end of our guest, and tha
only polut which remsing to be determined i{s whether we should go
on to this Mrs. Oakshott tonight or whether we should reserve it for
tomorrow, It 1s clear from what that surly fellow sald that there are
othiers besldes ourselves who are auxlous about the matter, and I
should "

His remarks were suddenly cuf mhoff by a loud hubbub which
broke out from the sl which we had just left. Turning round, we
snw a lttle rat-faced fellow standing In the center of the cirele of yel-
low Nght which was thrown by the swinging lamp, while Breckinridge,
the salesman, framed in the door of his stall, was shaking his fists
flereely at the eringing figure,

“I've bad enough of you and your gesse,” he shouted. *I1 wish you
were all at the devil together., If you come pesterlog me any mote
with your silly tnlk I'tl set the dog at you. Yoo bring Mrs. Oakshott
sepe and I'll answer her; but what have you to do with it DM 1
buy the geese off you?"”

“No, but dne of them was ming all the same,” whined the ltfle
man.

“Well, then, ask Mrs, Oakshott for 6™

"She told me to ask you™

“Well, you can ask the king of Proosia, for all I care. I've hap
enough of It, Get oot of this!" He rushed flercely forward, and the
inguirer fitted awny in the darkness.

“Ha, this mway save us o visit to Brixton road,” whispered Hobmes,

(Continued on Page Eight)

“Bring me the boouks, Blll™



