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a Chuyrch of England clergyman, who
was Vicar of Great Wyrley. The el-
derly Edaljli was' a Parsee, who had
béen educated in England and had be-

come christianized. The son was a
studious youth, who had studied law
after a university course, and had ob-

tained admission to the bar.

Efther because of racial prejudice
against him, or because the police in
their feverish desire to run down the
criminal. grasped at any straw, the
authorities determined to arrest George
FEdalji, because they fancied.they. de-
tected a resemblance between his hand-
writing and that of the anonymous let-
ter writer. They asserted that he had
maimed his neighibors’ cattle because of
fancied insults, and that he had writ-
ten the anonymous letters arnd had in-
cluded himself in the 1list of those
threatened to avert suspicion.

In vain the young man protested his
innocence and in vain his father, the
vicar, swore that his son was in' his
own home on the nights when the out-
rages were committed. Public senti-
ment was against Edalji: he was con-
victed and sentenced to seven years in
prison.

Meanwhile there were many who:-be-
lieved that Edaljl was the victim of a
miscarriage of justice, and among these
was Sir Arthur Conan Doyle.’ The
more he thought of the peculiar. cir-
cumstances the more he felt convinced
that Edalji was not the real culprit.
One day he made up his mind-to- go
to Wolverhampton, where the young
man was imprisoned, and like his hero,
Holmes, he acted on the spur of -the
moment, hurried to an express, and
was soop on the scene ‘of.action.

Bringing to bear the famous
“Holmes system of deduction,” Sir
Arthur went t6 work on the case with
an energy that would have thrilled his
hero’s Boswell, “Dr. -~ Watson.” It
wasn't long before he had something
to work on, and presently he knew that
Edaljl could not have~committed: the
crimes with which he was charged. . It
was a perfectly simple, “yet apparently”
conclusive point.

At his first meeting with Edalji the
latter peered at 'him’ ‘steadfastly  as
though trying .to see through-a fog,
and when Sir Arthur extended: his
hand the young man groped for a mo-
ment in the air before he could grip
the novelist’'s fingers, 5

“Near sighted,” said the real. “Sher-
lock Holmes”; “almost blind.”

And such was the case. Edalji had
been a close student all'his days, and
he did not realize' that" his. eyes, rever
naturally strong, were ‘growing wedker

and weaker. Sir¢ Arthur, himself a
physician, ordered spectacles for his
protege. Then, as he thought it over,
he realized what his discovery meant.

How could a man who was almost
sightiess, to whom the world appeared
as in a mist, steal across moor, bog
snd fleld on the darkest nights;, creep
up upon horses in the pasture, or find
his way into a stable, slash the ani-
mals after the manner of the Great
Wyrley flend, and then steal noise-
lessly away into the dark? How could
such a man find his way over streams
and '‘ditches without a slip or a false
step to betray him?

If Sir Arthur had any doubt of his
client’s innocence, this development re-
moved the last trace of'it.

Then began the battle between the
real “Sherlock Holmes” and his theo-
ries and the stern law which call
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for facts as loudly and as insistently
as ever did Mr. Gradgrind. There were
sneers for 8ir Arthur; he was' called
“dreamer,” ‘“idle. theorist” and’' evew
“crank.” The' secretary of state for
home affairs, before whom he  carried
the case, snubbed.the author detective
and other government offi¢ials followed,
suit.

But Sir Arthur had much of the pub-
lic.-with him, and so great became the
popular clamor that after Edaljl bad
served three years the home secretary,
Mr. Herbert Gladstone, announced that
the ecrown would “pardon” the young
man. So Edalji got out of prison with
a pardon, but not a vindication; he was
free, but he could obtain no satisfac-
tion for the years he had spent in jail.

Edalji, with Sir Arthur's aid, then
began a fight to clear his name’'and re-
cover damages for false imprisonment.
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But ‘'the government was obdurate. A
“pardon” was all Edgljl could get.
Then, - like' a thunderbolt from a

clear sky, came the news that the
Great. Wyrley ‘slasher” was at work
again.. And this time KEdaljl was a
hundred miles away at the hour the
outrages were committed. Sir Arthur
hagd prophesied when he was arguing
with the government that the “slasher”
would return, and that Edalji would
then have an absolute alibi. Time had
vindicated his client. .

At last the officials made an arrest
of a suspect at Wolverhampton. There
wasn't anything very important about
this arrest itself, for the prisoner is
not supposed to be the man wanted,
and Sir Arthur has a theory that
points a vastly different way. But it
did show absolutely that the police
were ready to admit that Edalji had

been wrongfully accused, and that Sir
Athur was right in his protestations
of his client’s innocence.

That Edalji will get the compensa-
tion he seeks for the false imprison-
ment and fullf restoration of his rights
no one doubts. Meanwhile Sir Arthur
may prevail upon his friend, Dr. Wat-
son, ‘'to. tell another story of the real
“Sherlock Holmes."”

In an interview the other day
the Edalji case, Sir Arthur said:

“There is no doubt in my mind that
the crimes of 1903 and 1907 were com-
mitted by the same man. When at
Great Wyrley, where, by the way, no-
body knew me, I traced back the his-
tory of the whole miserable business
to personal vengeance. For reasons
which I need not go into there were
two brothers who hated Edalji like
poison. One of them is now dead; the
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other, who is sti]l alive, appears to ms,
speaking as a medical man, to be a
type of the malignant degenerate.
“He undoubtedly is a madman. His
particular mania might be called
cruelty to animals. It is a sort of bleod

lust, and well known to students of
the psychology of crime. It can bae
seen frequently in children who do

flendish things to animals and birds

Should the Wolverhampton suspect
prove his innocence, it is quite likely
that the police, now thoroughly hum-
bled, will seek out Sir Arthur and taks
up his once despised theory of the mad-
man, even as they indorsed his efforts
by deciding to make the first arrest.

They are telling stories now in Eng-
land about Sir Arthur's early abllity
as-a detective. Long before he brought
out “Sherlock Holmes™ he met a man
at his tallor's who was buying a suit
of clotheg and seemed to have a strong
objection to any material with a stripe
in it.

Sir Arthur at once set the man down
as an ex-criminal, and, to satisfy him-
self as to how far his deduction was
correct, he determined to try to trace
the man's history. This was by no
means an, easy matter, but some
months afterward, chancing to visit a
conviet prison, he saw the man’'s por-
trait in the rogues’ gallery.

The Rule of the Gods From Their Gallery Heaven

By Will Scarlet

OUNGING the other day in the top

tier of seatw in the Greek thea-

ter in Berkeley, I dreamed a
dream. With nothing before me

but the chaste lines of the classic stage
set off by the background of waving
trees and cloudless sky, it was an easy
matter to transport oneself to sun
kissed Attica, to change one's conven-
tional sack coat for a simple Hellenic
tunic, to bind one's hair with a red
fillet and to be one of the thousands
waiting in the theater of Dionysius to
witness the latest tragedy of Sophocles.

And so the dream went on. The
Athenian youths, ‘strong of limb and
tanned of visage, filed into their places.
Then came the laughing maids and the
somber matrons, the glorious sunlight
flashing .in their hair.. Arrayed in
gorgeous vesture, the:high priest of
Dionysius came last an@i sank luxu-
riously into his massive carven seat of
stone. A moment of suspense, of ex-
pectancy, and the chorus-took their
places in the circular pit, performed
their stately dance, chanted their sol-
emn lyric, and the play was on.

We do strange things In  drean:a.
When, in waking life, you and I go to
a theater—even a Greck theater—we
watch. the actors; but in my happy day
dream I ignored the stage and riveted
my attention on the auditorium. I
watched the audience. I saw the flush
come to the bronzed cheeks of the
young men and the tears start in the
eves of the maidens.
trons go quietly to-sleep and theghizh
priest of Dionysius clandestinely ‘gape
and yawn. I saw odd couples of young
people here and there pay scaut atten-
tion to the knights of the sock and
buskin for the all sufficient reason that
they were busy with  a little play of
thelr own.

The dream seemed near an end when,
of a sudden, I realized that I was
seated  among - the ‘gods. ‘A young
Athenian near me savagely nudged his
companion and ' remarked 'in" a confi-
dential shout, “Bum show!”" The com-
panion nodded and yvelled patronizingly
at’a‘ self-congcious actor, “Oh, ‘you'ra
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I saw. thegina- -

rotten!” And then, a moment lator,
everyboly on the tier whereon I sat
brought his palms together -with a
mighty sound and pounded repeatedly
with his sandaled <eet on the stone
flooring. Cheers—scores of them—
echoed and re-echoed and lost them-
selves among  the waving tree tops.
Some actor had played to the gallery,
Who is there bold enough to say that
that dream was nothing, but a dream?
Must Wwe suppose - that, bhecause the
Greek audience lived a few centuries
before our. time and were ignorant of
the esthetic value of advertising cur-
tains they conduycted themselves
in a manner radically different from
the - modern .audience? ; Perish the
thought! Human nature - does not
materially change despite the lapse of
vears. Of a certainty the theater of
Dionysius- had its matinea: girls, its
“johnnies,” its bald head2d row; of a
certainty, too, it had - its gallery, gods.
From ancient Athens {0 modern New
York, from the theater of the Hel-
lenic wine-god to the :Bowary, is a far,
far ecry. But one thijng they have in
common-—the deity of the toomost bal-
cony.  The gallery gods are immortal
Tt is difficult, indeed. to overestimite
the power of the gods or the: respect
in which they are held by actors and
managers-alike~ By them are players
frequently made or marred. . By them
are theaters done- or undone. The
unwritten records of the popular drama
in this ‘country  have few -things of
greater interest than the stor!es which
tell of the despotic rule of the gods.
Right here in San Francisco and'only
a very few“years since occurred-a case
in point. “ A new leading man canie to
one of ‘our popular south of Market
street theaters. He was not a bad
actor, by any means. He was grace-
ful, ‘handsome'ag men go, blessed with
a splendid voice and not afraid to use
it.” Furthermore, heé was enthusiastic
and sincere. ' All things seemed to
point to '‘a”successful engagement:and
the managers and the press agents
were already constructing a pedestal
for the matines idol:that was to be.
Well, the ' thanagers .and ' the. press
agents did’ the proposing, but the gal-

lery gods did 'the disposing. ‘For some’

reason or other—or, more lkely, for
no definite reason at all—the presiding
deities of the last six rows of the top
baicony conceived a deep rooted aver-
sion for the new leading man. The
firet night of the new engagement was
interesting, to say the least. The new
leading man sald it was Dante’'s mas-
terplece, and he ran out of adjectives
before the week was over. Things
grew worse and worse. The result
was that in a fortnight the leading
man and the manager met one day in
the wings and each thrust an envelope
into the other’'s hand, The manager
opened his and found ti:e leading man's
resignation. The leading man opened
his and found a two weeks’ notice.

That leading man left San Francisco,
but he did not leave the stage. At
present he is playing leads in a promi-
nent eastern house, and rumor has it
that he is immensely popular. But he
never was, never could be popular
here. His hopes were prematurely
blighted by a whim of the gods.

In a Brooklyn theater some three
SCOTe Yyears ago was a supernumerary
lady called Ida Greenfield. The gods
had no particular use for.Ida. To
them she was a “stuffed woman,” and
nothing more. On the rare occasions
when she achieved the distinction of a
speaking part, when she sang, ¢happie
like, a verse or two, or remarked from
way down stage: “The carriage has
came, ma'am,” the gods serenely
munched their popcorn and longed for
her to finish. Nobody would .ever sus-
pect that Ida Greepfleld was destined
to win the favor of the gods.

One night,"however, the unexpected
happened. Donnelly, the manager,
knew his, business and kept a tenta-
tive finger on the popilar pulse. It
was, near election time and th= air
was thick with the wranglings of the
contending factions—South ~ Brooklyn
and Jackson's: Lots. I‘t’ was such a
state of affairs' as wolld have been
possible here before the fire were there
political animositiés ‘between south of
Markeét and - the Misston. Now, Don-
nelly’s clientelé was very largely drawn
from Jackson’'s ILoéts, and. Donneily
knew it. * The play of the week was
“The" Mulligan - Guards.” - The guards

were drawn up on one side of the stags
after performing their stunts ani sing-
ing their rollicking marching chorus
and the gods were in the midst of their
enthusiastic applause, when out of the

wings stepped Jda Greenfield. Her un-
looked for appearance silenced tha
house. She strode to the center of the

stage, lifted high a gaudy stage wreath
and remarked: “The young ladies of
Jackson's Lots presents this wreath to
the Mulligan Guards.”

That was all, but that was enough.
The house broke ldose. The gods
clapped, and stamped. and shouted, and
whistled, and roared. Ida Greenfleld
was recalled a dozen times and nearly
killed herself in the unwonted exertion
of bowing . to the audience. And from
that night Ida was the darling of the
gods. She might do anything with im-
punity. Her little songs were ap-
plauded long and heartily. Her seven
word speeches were cheered to. the
echo. Her very appearance as a
“stuffed woman” aroused the divine
enthusiasm of Olympus. So Donnelly
took the hint. In a very short time
the erstwhile supernumerary lady was
“featured” on the program and “head-
lined” on the billboards. And ever and
always there was a full house.

Donnelly was very far from being the
only manager who sought as a matter
of business to do in all things the will
of the gods. Over ' in New York even
greater homage was paid to the divin-
ities who nightly climbed up the tedious
spiral staircase that led to the Bowery
gallery. And when a play or an act
or’ a: stunt was: successful nobody
thanked the author or the actor or the
manager or the press agent. That
would have been idolatry. "But every
one interested blessed the gods.

Some actors. when thus addressed
from Olympus have talked back with
varying success. A certain well known
tragedian was playing Shakespeare's
“Richard IIL”. When in the last act he
shouted out the famillar line, “A horse,

a horse! My kingdom for; a horse'!" a
facetious god impudently inquired,
“Wouldn't a donkey do?'. *“‘Sure,” re-

turned King Richard quick as a flash.
“Come on down!” Thediscomfited goddid
not join in the roar that followed, but
he-preserved a discreet silence ever after,

Hugh Fay, a delightful comedian \!
the old school, whom some of us may
remember, made his first New York

appearance in the humble role of a
supernumerary. He was fresh from the
isle where the grass grows green and
had’ preserved intact his heritags of
Celtic wit. One night he stepped on
the stage to remove a table used In a
preceding scene when one of the gods
began to yell, “Supe! Supe!” Fay
dropped the table and turned his good
huimored face galleryward. “Shoup,; is
it?” he asked in his rich, titillating
brogue, “Faith, wouldn't ye like to be
afther havin’' a bowl of 1t?”" Fay's re-
tort made the featured comedy act of
the evening look like the traditional
30 cents In a fog, and the next week
he was lemgling the bill

And now should go on record a fact
which too many’ of us are prone to Ig-

nore, The gods sometimes make mis-
takes, even as mortals de, but on the
whole they know their business. De-

spite the c¢urrent opinion to the con-
trary, the gallery gods can tell good
acting when they see it. They may be
—they doubtless are—a little weak on
the fine points of the histrionic art, but
they are the ultimate criterion on es-
sentials. They may not be able to tell
you why Cassius works his hands too
much, but they are bound to recognize
the fact and let you—and him—Eknow
that theydo. They are remarkably sus-
eceptible to anachronisms in the mat-
ter of costume and wiil air their views
on the subject without fear or favor,
And they don’t want things overdone.
Just let the chesty leading man dally
too long over his loeve scenes, which the
gallery regards as necessary evils, and
a voice f{rom Ol ill break forth

with, “Aw, quit . Or some-
thing else of similar import. Above
all, the gods have clearly defined and
rigid standards of morality. One of
these is that truth and virtue must tris-
umph in  the fifth act. That is why
such a play as “Barbara Frietchie" is
viewed with disfavor by the gallery.

The idea of the hero and heroine both
giving up the ghost is to them prepos-
terous and immoral. Also the villain
must be either shot or poisoned or
given a life term in the galleys



