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THE HOLMES
The Adventure of the Second Stain.

BY A. CONANDOYLE.
(Copyright, 1905, by McClure, Phillips & Co.)

XIII.
HAD in-
ten d e d
“The Ad-
venture of
the Abbey
Grance” to
be the last
of thoseex-
ploits of my
friend, Mr.
Sher Jock
Holmes,
which I
should ever
commun i -

cate to the
p u b Li o .

This reso-
-1 u ti o n of
mine wa s
not due to
any lack of
mate rial,
since I
have notes
of m any
hundreds of
cases to
which I
have never
alluded,
nor was it

upon my dressing-table all night I
am a light sleeper, and so is my wife.
We are both prepared to swear that
no one could have entered the room
during the night. And yet I repeat
that the paper is gone.”

‘‘What time did you dine?”
‘‘Half-past seven.”
“How long was it before you went

to bed?”
“My wife had gone to the theatre.

I waited up for her. It was half-past
eleven before we went to our room.”

“Then for four hours the despatch-
box had lain unguarded?”

“No one is ever permitted to enter
that room save the house-maid in
the morning, and my valet, or my
wife’s maid, /during the rest of tho
day. They are both trusty servants
who have been with us for some time
Besides, neither of them could possi-
bly have known that there was any-
thing more valuable than the ordinary
departmental papers in my despatch-
box.”

“Who did know of the existence of
that letter?”

“No one in the house.”
“Surely your wife Knew?”
“No, sir. I had said nothing to my

wife until I missed tho paper this
morning.”

The Premier nodded approvingly.
“I have long known, sir, how high

is your sense of public duty.” said he.
“I am convinced that in the case of
a secret of this importance it would
rise superior to the most intimate do-
mestic ties.”

The European Secretary bowed.
“You do me no more than justice,

sir. Until this morning I have never
breathed one word to my wife upon
this matter.”

“Could she have guessed?”
“No, Mr. Holmes, she could not

have guessed—nor could anyone have
guessed.”

“Have you lost any documents be-
fore?’'

“No, sir.”
“Who is there in England who did

know of the existence of this let-
ter?”

"Each member of the Cabinet was
informed of it yesterday, but the
pledge of screcy which attends every
Cabinet meeting was Increased by the
solemn warning which was given by
the Prime Minister. Good heavens,
to think that within a few hours I
should myself have lost it!” His
handsome face was distorted with a
spasm of despair, and his hands tore
at his hair. For a moment we caught
a glimpse of the natural man, im-
pulsive, ardent, keenly sensitive. The
next the aristorcratic mask was re-
placed, and the gentle voice hud re-
turned. "Besides the members of the
Cabinet there are two, or possibly
three, departmental officials who
know of the letter. No one else in
England, Mr. Holmes, I assure you.”

“But abroad?”
“I believe that no one abroad has

seen it save the man who wrote it.
I am convinced that his Minis-
ters —that the usual official channels
have not been employed.”

Holmes considered for some little
time.

“Now, sir, I must ask you more
particularly what this document is,
and why its disappearance should
have such momentous consequences?”

The two statesmen exchanged a
quick glance and the Premier’s shaggy
eyebrows gathered in a frown.
• “Mr. Holmes, the envelope is a long,
thin one of pale blue colour. There
is a seal of red wax stamped with a
crouching lion. It is addressed in'
large, boid handwriting to—”

“I fear, sir,” said Holmes, “that, in-
teresting and indeed essential as these
details are, my inquiries must go
more to the root of things. What was
the letter?”

“That is a State secret of the ut-
most importance, and I fear that I
can not tell you, nor do I see that it
is necessary. If by the aid of the
powers which you are said to possess
you can find such an envelope as I
describe with its inclosure, you will
have deserved well of your coun-
try, and earned any reward which it
lies in our power to be stow.”

Sherlock Holmes rose with a smile.
“You are two of the most busy

men in the country,” said he, “and

would be involved in a great war.”
Holmes wrote a name upon a slip

of paper and handed it to the Pre-
mier.

“Exactly. It wa s he. And it is this
letter—this letter which may well
mean the expenditure of a thousand
millions and the lives of a hundred
thousand men—which has become
lost in this unaccountable fashion.”

“Have you informed the sender?”
“Yes, sir, a cipher telegram has

been despatched.”
"Perhaps he desires the publication

of the letter.”
“No, sir,* we have strong reason to

believe that he already understands
that he has acted in an indiscreet and
hot-headed manner. It would be a
greater blow to him and to his coun-
try than to us if this letter were to
come out.”

“If this is so, whose interest is it
that the letter should come out ? Why
should anyone desire to steal it or to
publish it?”

“There, Mr. Holmes, you take me
into regions of high international pol-
itics. But if you consider the Euro-
pean situation you wilt have no diffi-
culty in perceiving the motive. The
whole of Europe is an armed camp.
There is a double league which makes
a fair balance of military power. Great
Britain holds the scales. If Britain
were driven into war with one con-
federacy, it would assure the suprem-
acy of the other confederacy, whether
they joined in the war or not. Do you
follow " '

“Very clearly. It is then the in-
terest of the enemies of this potentate
to secure and publish this letter, so
as to make a breach between his
country and ours?”

“Yes, sir.”
“And to whom would this document

caused by any waning interest on
the part of my readers in the sin-
gular personality and unique meth-
ods of this remarkable man. The
real reason lay in the reluctance
which Mr. Holmes has shown to
the continued publication of his ex-
periences. So long as he was in ac-
tual professional practice the records
of his successes were of some prac-
tical value to him, but since he has
definitely retired from London and

betaken himself to study and bee-
f |, "iing on the Sussex Downs, noto-
lit ty has become hateful to him, and

lie has peremptorily requested that his

wishes in this matter should be strict-
ly observed. It was only upon my
representing to him that I had given
a promise that “The Adventure of the
{Second Stain”- should be published
when the times were ripe, and point-
ing out to him that it is only appro-
priate that this long series of episodes
should culminate in the most import-
ant international case which he has
ever been called upon to handle, that
I at last succeded in obtaining his
consent that a carefully guarded ac-
count of the incident should at last
be laid before the public. If in telling
the story I seem to be somewhat vague
in certain details, the public will readi-
ly understand that there is an excel-
lent reason for my reticence.

It was, then, in a year, and even in
a decade, that shall be nameless, that
upon one Tuesday morning in autumn
we found two visitors of European
fame within the walls of our humble
room in Baker Street. The one, aus-
tere, high-nosed, eagle-eyed, and
dominant, was none other than the il-

lustrious Lord Bellinger, tw ice Premier
of Britain. The other, dark, clear-
cut, and elegant, hardly yet of middle
age, and endowed with the every beau-
ty of body and of mind, was the Right
Honourable Trelawney Hope, Secreta-
ry for European Affairs, and the most
rising statesman in the country. They
sat side by side upon our paper-lit-
tered settee, and it was easy to see
from their worn and anxious faces
that it was business of the most press-
ing importance which had brought
them. The Premier’s thin, blue-veined
hands were clasped tightly over the
ivory head of his umbrella, and his
gaunt, ascetic face looked gloomily
from Holmes to me. The European
Secretary pulled nervously at his
moustache and fidgeted with the seals
of his watch-chain.

“When I discovered my loss, Mr.
Holmes, which was at eight o’clock

he sent if it fell into the hands of an
enemy?”

“To any of the great Chancelleries
of Europe. It is probably speeding
on its way thither ;it the present in-
stant as fast as steam can take it.”

Mr. Trelawney Hope dropped his
head on his chest and groaned aloud.
The Premier placed his hand kindly
upon his shoulder.

“It is your misfortune, my dear fel-
low. No one can blame you. There
is no precaution which vou have neg-
lected. Now, Mr. Holnles, you are
in full possession of the facts. What
course do you recommend?”

Holmes shook his head mournfully.
“You think, sir, that unless this

document is recovered there will be
war?”

“I think >t is very probable.”
“Then, sir, prepare for war.”
“That is a hard saying, Mr.

Holmes.”
“Consider the facts, sir. It is in-

conceivable that it was taken after
eleven-thirty at night, since I under-
stand that Mr. Hope and his wife
were both in the room from that hour
until the loss was found out. It was
taken, then, yesterday evening be-
tween seven-thirty and eleven-thirty,
probably near the earlier hour, since
whoever took it evidently knew that it
was there, and would naturally se-
cure it as early as possible. Now, sir.
if a document of this importance
were taken at that hour, where can
it he now? No one has any reason to
retain it. It has been passed rapidly
on to those who need it. What chance
have we now to overtake or even to
trace it? It is beyond our reach.”

The Prime Minister rose from the
settee.

'‘What you sav is perfectly logical,
Mr. Holmes. 1 feel that the matter
is indeed out of our hands.”

‘‘Let us presume, for argument’s
sake, that the docunv-nt was taken
by the maid or by the valet—’

“They are both old and tried ser-
vants.”

“I understand you to say that your
room is 0:1 (he second Poor, that there
is no entrance from, without, and that
from within no one eeuiu go up un-
observed. it must. (hen. he somebody
in the house who has taken i(. To
whom would the thief take it? To I
one of several international spies and

this morning, I at once informed the
Prime Minister. It was at his sug-
gestion that we have both come to
you.”

“Have you informed the police?”
“No, sir,” said the Prime Minister,

with the quick, decisive manner for
v. hich he was famous. “We have not
done so, nor is it possible that we
should do so. To inform the police
must, in the long run, mean to inform
the public. This is what we particu-
larly desire to avoid.”

“And why, sir?”
“Because the document in question

is of such immense importance that
its publication might very easily—l
might almost say probably—lead to
European complications of the utmost
moment. It is not too much to say
‘hat peace or war may hang upon the
issue. Unless Its recovery can be at-
tended with the utmost secrecy, then
it may as well not bo recovered at all,
for all that is aimed at by those who
have taken it is that its contents
should he generally known ”

“I understand. Now, Mr. Trelaw-
ney Hope, I should be much obliged
if you would tell me exactlv the cir-
cumstances under which this docu-
ment disappeared.”

“That con he done in a very few
words, Mr. Holmes. The letter for
it was a letter from a foreign poten-
tate—was received six days ago. It
was of such importance that I have
never left it in my safe, but I have ta-
ken it across each evening to mv
house in Whitehall Terrace, and kept
it in my bedroom in a locked dis-
patch-box. It was there last night.
Os that I am certain, I actually open-
ed the box while I was dressing for
dinner, and saw the document inside.
This morning it was gone. The dis-
patch-box had stood beside the glass

in my own small way 1 have also a
good many calls upon me. I regret
exceedingly that I can not help you
in this matter, and any continuation
of this interview would be a waste of
time.”

The Premier sprang to his feet with
that quick, fierce gleam of his deep-
set eyes before which a Cabinet has
cowered. “1 am not accustomed,
sir,” he began, but mastered his an-
ger and resumed his seat. For a min-
ute or more we all sat in silence. Then
the old statesman shrugged his
shoulders.

“We must accept your terms, Mr.
Holmes. No doubt you are right, and
it is unreasonable for us to expect
you to act unless we give you our en-
tire confidence.”

”1 agree with you,” said tha. young-
er statesman.

“Then I will tell you, re ng en-
tirely upon your honour and that of
your colleague Dr. Watson. I may
appeal to your patriotism also, for
I could not imagine a greater misfor-
tune for the country than that this
affair should come out.”

“You may safely trust us.”
“The letter, then, is from a certain

foreign potentate who has been ruf-
fled by some recent Colonial develop-
ments of this country. It has been
written hurriedly and upon his own
responsibility entirely. Inquiries have
shown that his Ministers know noth-
ing of the matter. At the same time
it is couched in so unfortunate a man-
ner, and certain phrases in it are of
so provocative a character, that its
publication would undoubtedly lead
to a most dangerous state of feeling
in this country. There would be such
a ferment, sir. that I do not hesitate
to say that within a week of the pub-
lication of that letter this country

;ecret agents, whose names are toler-
ibly familiar to me. There are three
vho may be said to be the heads of
their profession. I will begin my re-
search by going round and finding if
?ach of them is at his post. If cue
is missing—especially if lie has disap-
peared since last night—we will have
iome indication as to where the docu-
ment has gone.”

“Why should he be missing?” asked
the European Secretary. “He would
take the letter to an Embassy in
London, as likely as not.”

“I fancy not. These agents work
independently, and their relations with
the Embassies are often strained.”

The Prime Minister nodded his ac-
quiescence.

"1 believe you are right, Mr.
Holm.es. He would take so valuable
a prize to headquarters with his own
hands. I think that your course of ac-
tion is an excellent one. Meanwhile,
Hope, we can not neglect all our oth-
er duties on account ot this one mis-
fortune. Should there be any fresh
developments during the Pay we shall
communicate with you, and you will
no doubt let ns know the results of
your own inquiries.”

The two statesmen bowed and
walked gravely from the room.

When our illustrious visitors had
departed Holmes lit his pipe in silence,
and sat for some time lost in the deep-

est thought. I had opened the morn-
ing paper and was immersed in a sen-
sational crime which had occurred in
London the night before, when my
friend gave an exclamation, sprang to
his feet, and laid his pipe down upon
the mantelpiece.

“Yes, said he, “there is no better
way of approaching it. The situation
is desperate, but not hopeless. Even
now, if we could be sure which of
them has taken it, it is just possible
that it has not yet passed out of his
hands. After all, it is a question of
money with these fellows, and I have
the British treasury behind me. If
it’s on the market I’ll buy it—if it
means another penny on the income-
tax. It is conceivable that the fellow
might hold it back to see what bids
come from this side before he tries
his luck on the other. There are only
three capable of playing so bold a
game—there are Oberstein, La Itoth-
iere, and Eduardo Locus. I will see
each of them.”

I glanced at my morning paper.
“Is that Eduardo Lucas of Goldol-

(Copyright 1904, by Collier’s Weekly.)

She seated herself with her back to the window.

phin Street?”
“Yes.”
“You will not see him.”
“Why not?”
“He was murdered in his house last

night.”
My friend has so often astonished

me in the course of our adventures
that it was with a sense of exultation
that I realized how completely I had
astonished him. He stared in amaze-
ment, and then snatched the paper
from my hands. This was the para-
graph which I had been engaged in
reading when he rose from his chair.

MURDER IN WESTMINSTER.
A crime of mysterious character

was committed last night at 16, Godol-
phin Street, one of the old-fashioned
and secluded rows of eighteenth cen-
tury houses which lie between the
river and the Abbey, almost in the
shadow of the great Tower of the
House of Parliament. This small but
select mansion has been inhabited for
some years bv Mr. Eduardo Lucas
well known in society circles both on
account of his charming personality
and bedbuse he has the well-deserved
reputation of being one of the best
amateur tenors in the country. Mr.
Lucas is an unmarried man. thirty-
four years of age, and his establish-
ment consists of Mrs. Pringle, an
elderly housekeeper, and x>f Mitton, his
valet. The former retires early and
sleeps at the top of the house. The
valet was out for the evening, visiting
a friend at Hammersmith. From ten
o'clock onward Mr Lucas had the
house to himself. What occurred dur-
ing that time has not yet transpired,
but at a quarter to twelve Police-
constable Barrett, passing along Go-
dolphin Street, observed that the
door of No. 16 was ajar. He knocked,
but received no answer. Perceiving a
light in the front room, he advanced
into the passage and again knocked,
but without reply. He then pushe'd
open the door and entered. The room
was in a state of wild disorder, the
furniture being all swept to one side,
and one chair lying on its back in the
centre. Beside this chair, and still
grasping one of its legs, lay the un-
fortunate tenant of the house. He had
been stabbed to the heart and must
have died instantly. The knife with
which the crime had been committed
was a curved Indian dagger, plucked

down from a trophy of Oriental arms

/|f/R. DOOLEY ATTENDS A ‘ FIVE

O’CLOCK ‘FAY.”

(Rhamkatte Roaster.)

“Was ye iver at a foive a’clock tay,” said Mr. Hennessy.
4‘Niver in me loife,” said Mr. Dooley, “niver in me loife but wanst, an

Oi made a mishtakc thin, a terrible mishtake.”
“Ye did, an how was it, Dooley,” said Mr. Hennessy.
“Oi thried to git through all th degrees cool sober. If Oi iver go to

anither wan Oi will git dhrunk as two lords an Oi will, an Oi will dhrink
some more afther Oi git there an Oi will, Oi will. Wan Froiday afthernoon

wurrud was put out thot Missis Flanigin wud give a Monday avinin infor-
mal foive a’clock tay frum noine to ilivin an yure humble sarvant was billed
f’r a sate. Oi closed me ol'fis three hours too soon because Oi got narViouS
thinkin iv it, an wint to me shtall to clad meself in me volnes. Oi finely got

thim on but he thot toime Oi was off, an a-sweating loike a hod carrier in

Jooly. Oi rafrained* from atein any supper f”r Oi didnt want to shpoile me
appytite f’r tay. Finely th fatal hour aroived an Oi pulled th door bell iv
me charmln hostiss. A nager in a whoite cap salyamed me to me hostiss

who raceived me with ill-fained enjimint and shot me into th brilliant
loighted saloon where me poor bloind eyes cud dimly see th outloines iv
twinty million payple an Oi heard thim talkin loike th gentle mummhers
iv th woild waves along th sandy shore iv nowhere in particular. To say

Oi was shtunned wud be saying Oi was shtill livin. Oi bowled over into a

chair an found me feet in th way. Whin Oi got thim straightened out me

hands interfered with me braythin. Me face was on th wrong soide me head

an it hurt. Me hair felt loike it hadnt been curried in a loifetime an Oi
suffered th pangs iv awkardness loike Oi had seen picturs iv. Thin some
wan shouted thot th tay was cooked an Oi wint in with push an whin Oi

got there Oi found a woman hangin on me ar-rum. Says Oi, ‘Dooley, ye
hev all th cracteristics iv a dhrunk mon without th benefits iv th liquor.’

Oi set down an me woman set down an they handed me a shmall assortmint
iv shpoons an knolves an forks an tongs thot Oi cudnt foind use f'r in

three centyries. Oi got something bafure me an wint at it, but me hostiss
froze me blud be hollerin, ‘Ye’ve got knoife number sure f'r coorse num-
ber wan.’ Oi dropped it loike foire an in me confusion Oi grabbed holt iv
me woman’s little finger an shtuck it in th hash. Another squall followed
thot, an Oi made a plunge into me assortment an got a shpoon. Wan iv th

informal waiters grabbed thot an whispered in me year thot Oi wasnt ex-
picted to use thot till th first coorse was three-fifths over, an he gimme th
propher tools f’r th coorse number wan. But it wuddnt vvuruk, Hennessy,
me appytite was fled. Oi whispered to me fair partner to pass th tay, an
she shtared at me an said, ‘There aint no tay, Mishter Dooley, none at all,

at all.’ ‘Aint this a informal Monday afthernoon foive a’clock tay on Froi-

day at Missis Flanigins’ from foive till ilivin’, says Oi. ‘lvcoorse.’ she says,
‘but tay is only th name iv it.’ Begorra, says Oi, ‘an Oi am double dommed if
Oi will be buncoed loike thot,’ an Oi strode out iv th bloomin feed room
with th iron in mo soul. Oi shud hev been dhrunk, Hennessy, Oi made a
mishtakc.”

“An did ye lave th house,” Mr. Hennessy.

“Oi fled loike a hunted thing,
’

Said Mr. Dooley.

which adorned one of the walls. Rob-
bery does not appear to have been
the motive of the crime, for there had
been no attempt to remove the valu-
able contents of the room. Mr.
Eduardo Lucas was so well known and
popular that his violent and mysteri-
ous fate will arouse painful interest
and intense sympathy in a widespread
circle of friends.

“Well, Watson, what, do you make
of this?” asked Holmes, after a long
pause.

"ii is an amazing coincidence.”
“A coincidence! Hcye is one of the

three men whom we had named as
possible actors in this drama, and he
meets a violent death during the very
hours when we know that that drama
was being enacted. The odds are
enormous against its being coinci-
dence. No figures could express them.
No, my dear Watson, the/two events
are connected —must be connected. It
is for us to find the connection.”

“But now the official police must
know all.” f

“Not at all. They know all they
see at Godolphin Street. They know'
—and shall know- —nothing of White-
hall Terrace. Only we know of both
know of both events, and can trace
the relation between them. There is
one obvious point which would, in any
ease, have turned my suspicions
against Lucas. Godolphin Street, West-
minster, is only a few minutes’ walk
from Whitehall Terrace. The other
secret agents whom I have named
live in the extreme West End. It was
easier, therefore, for Lucas than for
the others to establish a connection
or receive a message from the Euro-
pean Secretary’s household—a small
thing, and yet where events are com-
pressed into a few hours it may prove
essential. Halloa! what have we
here?”

Mrs. Hudson had appeared with a
lady’s card upon her salver. Holmes
glanced at it, raised his eyebrows, and
handed it over to me.

“Ask Lady Hilda Trelawney Hope if
she will be kind enough to step up,”
said he.

A moment later our modest apart-
ment, alieady so distinguished that
morning, was further honoured by the
entrance of the most lovely woman in
London. I had often heard of the
beauty of the youngest daughter of
the Duke of Belminster, but no de-
scription of it, and no contemplation
of colourless photographs, had pre-
pared me for the subtle, delicate
charm and the beautiful colouring of
that exquisite head. And yet as we
saw it that autumn morning, it was
not its beauty which would be the
first thing to impress the observer.
The cheek was lovely but it was paled
with emotion, the eyes were bright,
but it was the brightness of fever, the
sensitive mouth was tight and drawn
in an effort after self-command. Ter-
ror—not beauty—was what sprang
first to the eye as our fair visitor stood
framed for an instant in the open
door.

“Has my husband been here, Mr.
Holmes?”

“Yes, madam, he has been here.”
“Mr. Holmes. I implore you not to

tell him that I came here.” Holmes
bowed coldly, and motioned the lady
to a chair.

“Your ladyship places me in a very
delicate position. I beg that you will
sit down and tell me what you de-
sire, but I fear that I can not make
any unconditional promise.”

She swept across the room and
seated herself with her back to the
window. It was a queenly presence—-
tall, graceful, and intensely womanly.

“Mr. Holmes,” she said—and her
white-gloved hands clasped and un-
clasped a.s she spoke—“l will speak
frankly ot you in the hope that it
may induce you to speak frankly m

return. There is complete confidence
betwen my husband and me on all
matters save one. That one is politics.
On this his lips are sealed He tells
me nothing. Now, I am aware that
there was a most deporable occur-
rence in our house iast night. I know
that a paper has disappeared. But
because the matter is political my

husband refuses to take me into his
complete confidence. Now it is essen-
tial—essential, I say—that I should
thoroughly understand it. You are
the only other person, save only these
politicians, who knows the true facts.
I beg you then, Mr Holmes, to tell
me exactly what has happened and
what it will lead to. Tell me all, Mr.
Holmes. Let no regard for your
client’s interests keep you silent, for 1
assure you that his interests, it he
would only see it, would be best serv-
ed by taking me into his complete con-
fidence. What was this paper which
was stolen ?”

“Madam, what you ask me is really
impossible.”

She groaned and sank her face in
her hands.

"lr ou must see that this is so,
madam. If your husband thinks fit
to keep you in the dark over this mat-
ter, is it. for me, who have only learn-
ed the true facts under the pledge ot
professional secrecy, to tell what he
has withheld? It is not fair to ask
it. It is him whom you must ask.”

“I have asked him. I come to you
as a last resource. But without your
telling me anything definite, Mr.
Holmes, you may do a great service
if you would enlighten me on one
point.”

“What is it, madam?”
“Is my husband’s political career

likely to suffer through this incident?”
“Well, madam, unless it is set right

it may certainly have a very unfort-
unate effect.”

“Ah!” She drew in her breath
sharply as one whose doubts are re-
solved.

“One more question, Mr. Holmes.
From an expression which my hus-
band dropped jn the first shock of
this disaster I understood that terri-
ble public consequences might arise
from the loss of this document."

“If he said so, I certainly can not
deny it.”

“Os what nature are they?”
“Nay, madam, there again you ask

me more than I can possibly answer.”
“Then I will take up no more of

your time. I can not blame you, Mr.
Holmes, for having refused to speak
more freely, and you on your side will
not, I am sure, think the worse of me
because I desire, even against his will,
to share my husband’s anxieties. Once
more I beg that you will say nothing
of my visit.”

She looked back at us from the
door, and I had a last impression of
that beautiful haunted face, the
startled eyes, and the drawn mouth.
Then she was gone.

“Now, Watson, the fair sex is £our
department,” said Holmes, with a
smile, when the dwindling frou-frou of
skirts had ended in the slam of the
front door. “What was the fair lady's
game? What did she really want?”

“Surely her own statement is clear
and her anxiety very natural.”

“Hum! Think of her appearance.
Watson—her manner, her suppressed
excitement, her restlessness, her ten-
acity in asking questions. Remember
that she comes of a caste who do not
lightly show emotion.”

“She was certainly much moved."
“Remember also the curious earn-

estness with which she assured us
that it was best for her husband that
she should know aN. What did she
mean by that? And you must have
observed, Watson, how she ma~

(Continued on Page Three.)


