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“Holmes,” said I, as I stood one;
morning in our bow-window looking
down the street, “here is a madman
coming along. It seems rather sad
that his relatives should allow him to
come out alone.”

My friend rose lazily from his arm-
chair and stood with his hands in the
pockets of his dressing-gown, looking
over my shoulder. It was a bright,
crisp February morning, and the snow
of the day before still lay deep upon
the ground, and shimmering brightly
in the wintry sun. Dpwn the centre
of Baker Street it had been ploughed
into a brown crumbly band by the
traffic, but at either side and on the
heaped-up edges of the foot-paths it
still Jay as white as when it fell. The
gray pavement had been cleaned and
was slippery, so that there were fewer
passengers than usual. Indeed, from
the direction of the Metdopolitan Sta-
tion no one was coming save the sin-
gle gentleman whose eccentric con-
duct had drawn mv attention.

He was a man about fifty, tall, port-
ly, and imposing, with a massive,
strongly marked face and a command-
ing figure. He was dressed in a som-
tbre yet rich style, in black frock-coat,
shining hat, neat brown gaiters, and
well-cut pearl-gray trousers. Yet his
actions were In absurd contrast to the
dignity of his dress and features, foi
he was running hard, with occasional
little springs, such as a weary man
gives who is little accustomed to set
any tax on his legs. As he ran he
jerked his hands up and down, wag-
gled his head, and writhed his face
into the most extraordinary contor-
tions.

“What on earth can be the matter
with him?” I asked. "He is looking
up at the numbers of the houses.”

“I believe that he is coming here,”
said Holmes, rubbing his hands.

“Here?”
“Yes; I rather think he is coming

to consult me professionally. I think
that I recognize the symptoms. Ha!
did I not tell you?" As he spoke, the
man, puffing and blowing, rushed at
our door and pulled at the bell un-
til the whole house resounded with
the clanging.

A few moments later he was in out

room still puffing, slill gesticulating
but.with so fixed a look of grief and
despair in his eyes that our smiles-
were turned in an instant to horroi
and pity. For a while he could not
get his words, but swayed his body
and plucked at his hair like one who
has been driven to the extreme limits
of his reason. Then, suddenh* spring-
ing to his feet, he beat his head
against the wall with such force that
we both rushed upon him and tore
him away to the centre of the room.
Sherlock Holmes pushed him down in-
to an easy-chair, and, sitting beside
him. patted his hand and chatted with
him in the easy, soothing tones which
he knew so well how to employ.

“You have come to tell your story,
have you not?" said he. “You are fa-
tigued with your haste. Pray wait
until you have recovered yourself, and
then I shall be most happy to look into
any little problem which you may
submit to me."

The man sat for a minute or more
with a heaving chest, fighting against
his emotion. Then he passed hit-
handkerchief over his brow, set hit
lips tight, and turned his face towards
us.

“No doubt you think me mad?"
said he.

“I see that you have had some gre.*»

trouble." responded Holmes.
“God knows I have!—a trouble

which is enough to unseat my reason
so sudden and so terrible is it. Public
disgrace I might have faced, although
I am a man whose character has never
yet borne a rtain. Private affliction
also is the lot of every man; but the
two coming together, and in so fright-
ful a form, have been enough to shake
my soul. Besides, it is not I alone.
The very noblest in the land tv/y suf-
fer. unless some way be found out of
this horrible affair.”

“Pray compose yourself, sir,” said
Holmes, “and let me have a clear ac-
count of who you are, and what it is
that has befallen you.”

“My name,” answered the visitor,
“is probably familiar to your ears. 1
am Alexander Holder, of the banking
firm of Holder & Stevenson, of
Thereadneedle Street."

The name was well known to us as
belonging to the senior partner in the
second largest private banking con-
cern in the city of London. What
could have happened, then, to bring
one of the foremost citizens of Lon-
don to this most pitiable pass? We
waited, all curiosity, until with anoth-
er effort he braced himself to tell his
story.

“I feel that time is of value.” said
he; “that is why I hastened here when
the police inspector suggested that I
should secure your co-operation. I
came to Baker Street by the Under-
ground. and hurrietd from there on
foot, for the cabs go slowly through
this snow. That is why I was so out
of breath, for I am a man who takes'
very little exercise. I feel better now.
and will put the facts'before you as
shortly and yet as deafly as I can.

"It is, of course, well known to you
that in a successful business as much
depends upon our being able to find
remunerative investments for our
funds as upon our increasing our con-
nection and the number of depositors
One of the most lucrative means of
laying out money is in the shape ol
loans, where the security is unim-
peachable. We have done a good deal
in this direction during the last few
y°ars, and there are many noble fam-
ilies to whom we have advanced large

sums upon the security of their pic-
tures, libraries, or plate.

“Yesterday morning I was seated in
my office at my bank when a card was
brought in to me by one of the clerks.
I started when I saw the name, for it
was none other than —well, perhaps
even to you I had better say no more
than that it was a name whih is a
household word all over the earth—-
one of the highest, noblest, most ex-
alted names in England. I was over-
whelmed by the honor, and attempted,
when he entered, to say so, but he
plunged at once into business with the
air of a man who wishes to hurry
quickly through a disagreeable task.

“ ‘Mr. Holder." said h”. ‘I have been
informed that you are in the habit of
advancing money.’

“ ‘The firm do so when the security

ir good,’ I answered.
“ ‘lt ir absolutely essential to me.’

said he, ‘that I should have £50.000 at
once. I could of course borrow so
trifling a sum ten over from my
friends, but I much prefer to make it
a matter of business, and carry out

that business myself. In mv position
you can readily understand that it is
unwise to place onn’s self under obli-
gations.’

“ ‘For how long, may I ask, do you
want this sum?’ I asked.

“ ’Next Monday I have a large sum
due to me, and shall then most cer-
tainly repay what you advance, with
whatever interest I think it is right to
charge. But it is very essential to
me that the money should be paid at
once.’

" ‘I should be happy to advance it
without further parley from my own
private purse,’ said I. ‘were it not that
the strain would be rather more than
it could bear. If, on the other hand, I
am to do it in the name of the firm,
then in justice to my partner I must
insist that, even in your case, every
security be taken.’

“ ‘I should much prefer to have it
so,’ said he, raising up a square, black
morocco case which lie laid beside his
chair. ‘You have doubtless heard of
the Beryl Coronet?’

“ ‘One of the most precious public
possessions of the empire,’ said I.

“ ‘Precisely.’ He opened the case,
and there, imbedded in soft, flesh-col-
ored velvet, lay the magnificent piece
of jewelry which he had named. ‘There
are thirty-nine enormous beryls,’ raid
he, ‘and the price of the gold chasing
is incalculable. The lowest estimate
would put the worth of the coronet
at double the sum which I have asked.
I am prepared to leave it with you as
my security.’

"I took the precious case into my
hands and looked in. some perplexity
from it to my illustrious client.

“ ‘You doubt its value?’ he asked.
“

‘Not at all. I only doubt— ’

“ ‘The propriety of my leaving it.
Yr ou may set your mind at rest about
that. I should not dream of doing so
Acre it not absolutely certain that I
should be able in four days to re-
claim it. It is a pure matter of form.
Is the security sufficient?’

“ ‘Ample.’
“ ‘You understand. Mr. Holder, that

1 am giving you a strong proof of the
confidence which I have in you,
founded upon all that I have heard of
you. I rely upon you not only to be
discreet and to refrain from gossip
upon the matter, but, above all, to
preserve this coronet with every pos-
sible precaution, because I need not
say that a great public scandal would
be caused if any harm were to befall
it. Any injury to it would be almost
is serious as its complete loss, for
there are no beryls in the world to
match these, and it would be impossi-
ble to replace them. I leave it with
you, however, with every confidence,
md I shall call for it in person on
Monday morning.’

“Seeing that my' client was anxious
to leave, I said no more; but, calling
for my cashier. I ordered him to pay
over fifty £IOOO notes. When I was
ilone once more, with the precious
case lying upon the table in front of
me, I could not but think with some
misgivings of the immense responsi-
bility entailed upon me. There
could be no doubt that, as it was a
national possession, a horrible scandal
would ensue if any misfortune should
occur to it. I already regretted hav-
ing ever consented to take charge of
it. However, it was too late to alter
the matter now, so I locked it up in
my private safe, and turned once
more to my work.

“When evening came I felt it was
an imprudence to leave so precious a
thing in the office behind me. Bank-
ers’ safes had been forced before now,
and why should not mine be? If so.
how terrible would be the position in
which I should find myself: I determin-
ed. therefore,that for the next few day's
I would carry the case backward and
forward with me, so that it might
never really be out of my reach. With
this intention. I called a cab, and
drove out to my house at Streatham.
carying the jewels with me. T did not
breathe freely until I had taken it up-
stairs and locked it in the bureau of
my dressing-room.

“And now a word as to my house-
hold, Mr. Holmes, for I wish you
thoroughly' to understand the situation.
My groom and page sleep outside of
the house and may' be set aside alto-
gether. I have three maid-servants
who have been with me a number of
years, and whose absolute reliability is
quite above suspicion. Another. Lucy
Parr, the second waiting-maid, has
only been in my' service a few months.
She came with an excellent character,
however, and has always given me
satisfaction. She is a very pretty girl,
and has attracted admirers who have
occasionally hung about the place.
That is the only drawback which we
have found to her, but we believe her
to be a thoroughly good girl in every
way.

‘So much for the servants. My fam-
ily' itself ig so small that it will not
take me long to describe it. I am a
widower, and have an only son, Ar-
thur. He has been a disappointment
to me, Mr. Holmes —a grievous dis-
appointment. I have no doubt that
I am my'self to blame. People tell
me that I have spoiled him. Very-
likely I have. When my dear wife died

1 felt that he was all I had to love. I
could not bear to see the smile fade
even for a moment from his face. I
have never denied him a wish. Per-
haps it would have been better for both
of us had I been sterner, but I meant
it for the best.

“It was naturally my intention that
he should succeed me in my busine-s.
but he was not of a business turn. He
was wild, wayward, and, to speak the
truth. I could not trust him in the
handling of large sums of money.
When he was young he became a
member of an aristocratic club, and
there, having charming manners, he
was soon the intimate of a number
of men with long purses and expensive
habits. He learned to play heavily at
cards and to squander money on the
turf, until he had again and again to
come to me and implore me, to give
him an advance upon his allowance,
that he might settle his debts of hon-
or. He tried more than once to break
away from the dangerous company
which he was keeping, but each time
the influence of his friend Sir George
Burnwell was enough to draw him
back again.

"And. indeed, I could not wonder
that such a man as Sir George Burn-
well should gain an influence over
him. for he frequently brought him
to my house, and I have found
myself that I could hardly- resist the
fascination of his manner. He is older
than Arthur, a man of the wot Id to
his finger-tips, one who had been
everywhere, a brilliant talker, a man
of great personal beauty'. Yet when

I think of him in cold blood, far away
from the glamour of his presence, 1
am convinced from his cynical speech,
and the look which I have caught in
his eyes, that he is one who should be
deeply distrusted. So I think, and so,
too, thinks my little Mary, who has a
woman’s quick insight into character.

‘And now there is only she to be
described. She is my niece; but when
my- brother died five years ago and
left her alone in the world I adopted
her, and have looked upon her ever
since as my daughter. She is a sun-
beam in my house —sweet, loving,
beautiful, a wonderful manager and
housekeeper, y'et as tender and quiet
and gentle as a woman could be. She
is my right hand. Ido not know what
I could do without her. In only one
matter has she ever gone agaainst my
wishes. Twice my boy has asked her to
marry him, for he loves her devotedly,
but each time she has refused him. 1
think that if any one could have
drawn him into the right path it
would have been she, and that his
whole life; but now, alas! it is too
late —forever too late!

“Now, Mr. Holmes, you know the
people who live under my roof, and I
will resume my story.

“When we were taking coffee in the
drawing-room that night, after din-

ner. I told Arthur and Mary my expe-
rience, and of the precious treasure
which we had under our roof, sup-
pressing only the name of my client.
Lucy Parr, who brought In the cofee,
had, I am sure, left the room; but I
cannot swear that the door was clos-
ed. Mary and Arthur were much in-
terested. and wished to see the famous
coronet, but I thought it better not to
disturb it.

“ ‘Where have you put it?’ asked
Arthur.

“ ‘ln my own bureau.’
“ ‘Well, I hope to goodness the

house won’t be burgled during the
night.,’ said he.

“ ‘lt is lockd up,’ I answered.
“’Any old key will fit that bureau.

When 1 was a youngster l have open-
ed it myself with the key of the box-
room cupboard.’

“He often had a wild way of talk-
ing, so that I thought little of what he
said. He followed me to my room,
however, that night with a very grave
face.

“ ‘Look here, dad,’ said he, with his
eves cast down, ‘can you let me have
tzOO ?’

“‘No, I cannot!’ I answered, sharp-
ly. ‘I hav6 been far too generous with
you in money matters.’

“ ‘You have been very kind,’ said

he: ‘but I must have this money, or
else I can never show my face Inside
the club again.’

“ ‘And a very good thing, too!’ I

cried.
“ ‘Yes, but you would not have me

leave it a dishonored man,’ said he.
T could not bear the disgrace. I must
raise the money in some way, then if
you will not let me have it, I
must try other means.’

“I was very angry for this was the

third demand during the month. ‘You
shall not have a farthing from me.’ I
cried; on which he bowed and left the
room without another word.

“When he was gone I unlocked the
burea, made sure that my treasure

was safe, and locked it again. Then
I started to go round the house to
see that all was secure—a duty which
I usually leave to Mary, but which I
thought it well to perform myself that
night. As 1 came down the stairs I
saw Mary herselt at the side window
of the hall, (which she closed and fus-
tended as I approached.

“ ‘Tell me, dad,’ said she, looking. I
thought, a little disturbed, ‘did you

give Lucy, the maid, leave to go out
to-night ?’

“ ‘Certainly not.’
“ ‘She came just now by the back

door. I have no doubt *hat she has I
only been to the side gate to see some
one; but I think it is hardly safe, and
should be stopped.”

“‘You must speak to her in the
morning, or 1 will, if you prefer it.
A*e vou sur- oat everything is fasten-
ed ?’

“ ‘Quite sure, dad.’
“ ‘Then, good-night.’ I kissed her

and went up to my bed-room again,
where I was soon asleep.

"I am endeavoring to tell you every-
thing. Mr. Holme-, which may have
any bearing upon the case, but I beg
that you will question me upon any
point which I do not make clear."

*‘On the contrary, your statement is
singularly lucid.”

“I come to a part of my story now
in which I should wish to be particu-
larly so. lam not a very heavy sleep-

• er, and the anxiety in my mind tended,

no doubt, to make me even less so
than usual. About two in the morn-
ing, then. I was awakened by some
sound in the house. It had ceased ere
I was wide awake, but it had left an
impression behind it as though a
window had gently closed somewhere.
I lay listening with all my ears. Sud-

denly. to my horror, there was a dis-
tinct sound of footsteps moving softly
in the next room. I slipped out of bed
all palpitating with fear, and peeped

round the corner of my dressing-rom
door.

“‘Arthur!’ I screamed, ‘you villain!
you thief! How dare you touch that
coronet ?’

“The gas was half up. as I had left
it, and my unhappy boy, dressed only
in his shift and trousers, was standing

beside the light, holding the coronet in

his hands. He appeared to be wrench-
ing at it, or bending it with all his
strength. At my cry he dropped it

from his grasp, and turned as pale as
death. I snatched it up and examined
it. One of the gold corners, with
three of the beryls in it, was missing.

“ ‘You blackguard!’ I shouted, be-
side myself with rage. ‘You have de-
stroyed it! You have dishonored me
for ever! Where are the jewels which
you have stolen?’

“ ‘Stolen!’ he cried.
“ ‘Yes. you thief!’ I roared, shaking

him by the shoulder.
‘ ‘There are none missing. There

cannot be any missing,’ said he.
“ ‘There are three missing. And

you know where they are. Must I call
you a liar as well as a thief?’ Did 1

not see you trying to tear off another
piece ?’

“ ‘You have called me names
enough.’ said he; ‘I will not stand it
any longer. I shall not ray another
word about this business since you
have chosen to insult me. I will leave
your house in the morning and make
mv own way in the world.’

“ ‘You shall leave it in the hands of
the police!’ I cried, half-mad with
grief and rage. ‘I shall have this mat-
ter probed to the bottom.’

“‘You shall learn nothing from
me,’ said he, with a passion such as 1
should not have thought was in his
nature. ‘lfyou choose to call the po-
lice, let the police find what they can.’

“By this time the whole house was
astir, for I hud raised my vioce in an-
ger. Mary was the first to rush into
my room, and, at the sight of the cor-
onet and of Arthur’s face, she read the
whole story, and, with a scream, fell
down senseless on the ground. I sent
the house-maid for the police, and
put the investigation into their hands
at once. When the inspector and a

constable entered the house, Arthur,
who had stood sullenly with his arms
folded, asked me whether it was my
intention to charge him with the theft.
I answered that it had ceased to be a
private matter, but had become a pub-
lic one, since the ruined coronet was
national property. 1 was determined
that the law should have its way in
everything.

“ ‘At least,’ said he, ‘you will not
have me arrested at once. It would
be to your advantage as well as mine
if I might leave the house for five
minutes.’

“ ‘That you may get away, or per-
haps that you may conceal what you
have stolen,’ said 1. And then realizing
the dreadful position in which I was
placed, I implored him to remember
that not only my honor, but that of
one who was far greater than I was at
stake; and that he theatened to raise
a scandal which would convulse the
nation. He might avert it all if he
would but tell me what ho had done
with the three missing stones.

“ ‘You may as well face the matter,’
said I; ‘you have been caught in the
act. and no confession could make
your guilt more heinous. If you but
make such reparation as is in your
power, by telling us where the beryls
are, all shall be forgiven and forgot-
ten.’

“ ‘Keep your forgiveness for those
who ask for it,’ he answered, turning
away from me, with a sneer. I saw
that he was too hardened for any words

of mine to influence him. There was
but one way for it. I called in the in-
spector, and gave him into custody. A
search was made at once, not only of

his person, but of his room, and of
every portion of the house where he
could possibly have concealed the
gems; but no trace of them could be
found, nor would the wretched boy
open his mouth for all our persua-
sions and our threats. This morning

he was removed to a cell, and, after

going through all the police formali-
ties, I have hurried round to you, to
implore you to use your skill in un-
ravelling the matter. The police have
openly confessed that they can at
present make nothing of it. You may
go to any expense which you think
necessary. 1 have already ofered a re-
ward of £IOOO. My God, what shall I
do! I have lost my honor, my gems,
and my son in one night. Oh, what
shall I do!"

He put a hand on either side of his
head, and rocked himself to and fro,
groaning to himself like a child whose
grief has got beyond words.

Sherlock Holmes sat silent for a
few minutes, with his brows knitted
and his eyes fixed upon the fire.

“Do you receive much company?”
he asked.

"None, save my partner with his
family, and an occasional friend of
Arthur's. Sir George Burnwell has
been several times lately. No one else,
I think.

"Do you g- out much in society?”
“Arthur does Mary and I stay at

home. We nekher of us. care for it."
“That is unusual in a young girl.”
“She is of a quiet nature. Besides,

she is not so very young. She is four-
and-twenty.”

“This matter, fro t what you say,

seems to have been a shock to her
also,"

“Terrible! She is even more af-
fected than I."

"You neither of you have any doubt
as to your son’s guilt?"

“How can we have, when I saw him
with my own eyes with the coronet in

his hands.”
“I hardly consider that a conclusive

proof. Was the remainder of the con-
onet at all injured?"

“Yes, it was twisted."
“Do you not think, thqn. that he

might have been tryin~ to straighen

it?"
“God bless you! Y'ou are doing what

you can for him and for me. But it
is too heavy a task. What was he
doing there at all? If his purpose
were innocent, why did he not ray

so ? ’
’

“Precisely. And if it were guilt,
why did he not invent a lie? His si-

lence appears to cut both ways. There
arc several singular points about the
case. What did the police think of
the noise wnich awoke you from your
sleep?”

‘They considered that it might be

caused by Arthur's closing his bed-
room door."

“A likely story! As if a man bent

on felony would slam his door so as
to wake a household. What did they
say, then, of the disappearance of
these gems?”

“They are still sounding the plank-
ing and probing the furniture in the
hope of finding them.”

“Have they thought of looking out-

side the house?"
“Yr

c3. they have shown extraordi-

nary energy. The whole garden has
already ben minutely exeamined."

“Now, my dear sir," raid Holmes,
“is it nO(t obvious to you now that this

matter really strikes very much deep-
er than either you or the police were
at first inclined to think? It appeared
to you to be a simple case; to me it

seems exceedingly complex. Consider
what is involved by your theory. You
suppose that your son came down
from his bed, went at great risk,

to your dressing-room, opened your

bureau, took out your coronet, broke
oft by main force a small portion of
it, went of to some other place, con-
cealed three gems out of the thirty-

nine. with such skill that nobody can

find them, and then returned with the
other thirty-six into the room in

which he exposed himself to the great-
est danger of being discovered. I ask
you now, is such a theory tenable?”

"But what other is there?” cried the
banker, with a gesture of despair. “If
his motives were innocent, why does
he not explain them?”

“It is our task to find that out, ’ re-
plied Holmes; ‘so now, if you please,
Mr. Holder, we will set off for Streat-
ham together, and devote an hour to
glancing a little more closely into de-
tails."

My friend insisted upon my accom-
panying them in their expedition,
which I was eager enough to do, for
my curiosity and sympathy were
deeply stirred by the story to which
we had listened. I confess that the
guilt of the banker’s son appeared to
me to be as obvious as it did to his
unhappy fath*>~ but still I had such
faith in Holmes’ judgment that I felt
that there must be some grounds for

hope as long as he was dissatisfied
with the accepted explanation. He
hardly spoke a word the whole way
out to the Southern suburb, but sat
with his chin upon his breast and his
hat drawn over his eyes, sunk in the

[deepest thought. Our client appeared
|to have taken fresh heart at the little

I glimpse ol hope which had been pre-
sented to him, and even broke into a

desultory chat with mo over his busi-
nes affairs. A short railway Journey
and a shorter walk brought us to
Fair bank, the modest residence of the
great financier.

Fairbank was a good-sized square
house of white stone, standing back a
little from the road. A double carriage-

sweep with a snow-clad lawn, stretch-
ed down in front to two large iron
gates which closed the entrance. On
the right side was a small wooden
wicket, which led into a narrow path
between two neat hedges stretching
from the road to the kitchen door,
and forming the tradesman’s entrance.
On the left ran a lane which led to
the stables, and was not itself within
the grounds at all, being a public
though little used, thoroughfare.

Holmes left us standing at the door,

and walked slowly all round the house,

across the front, down the trades-

man's path, and so round by the gar-
den behind into the stable lane. So
long was he that Mr. Holder and I
went into the dining-room and waited
by the fire until he should return. We
were sitting in silence when the door
opened and a young lady came in.

She was rather above the middle
height, slim, with dark hair and eyes,

which seemed the darker against the
absolute pallor of her skin. I do not

think that T have ever seen such
deadly paleness in a woman’s face.
Her lips, too, were bloodless, but her
eyes were flushed with crying. As she
swept silently irjto the rom she im-
pressed me with a greater sense of
grief than the banker had done in
the morning, and it was the more
striking in her as she was evidently a
woman of strong character, with im-

mense capacity for self-restraint. Dis-
regarding my presence, she went
straight to her uncle, and passed her
hand over his head with a sweet wo-
manly caress.

“You have given orders that Ar-

thur should be liberated, have you

not. dad?” she asked.
“No, no, my girl, the matter must

be probed to the bottom.”
“But I am so sure that he is inno-

cent. You know what women’s in-
stincts are. I know that he has done
no harm and that you will be sorry
for having acted so harshly.”

“Whey is he silent, then, if he is

innocent?"
“Who knows? Perhaps because lie

was so angry that you should suspect
him.”

“How could I help suspecting him,
when I actually saw him with the cor-
onet in his hand?”

“Oh, but he had only picked it up
to look at it. Oh do, do take my word
for it that he is innocent. Let the mat-
ter drop and say no more. It is so
dreadful to think of our dear Arthur
in prison!”

“I shall never let it drop until the
gems are found—never, Mary! Your
affection for Arthur blinds you as to

the awful consequences to me. Far
from hushing the thing up, I have
brought a gentleman down from Lon-
don to inquire more deeply into it.”

“This gentleman?” she asked, facing

round to me.
“No, his friend. He wished us to

leave him alone. He is round in the
stable lane now.”

“The stable lane?” She raised her
dark eyebrows. “What can he hope
to find there? Ah! this, I suppose, is
he. I trust, sir, that you will succeed
in proving, what I feel sure is the
truth, that my cousin Arthur is inno-
cent of this crime.”

“I fully share your opinion, and
I trust, with you, that we may prove
it.” returned Holmes, going back to
the mat to knock the snow from his
shoes. “I believe I have the honor of
addressing Miss Mary Holder. Might

1 ask you a question or two?"
“Pray do. sir. if it may help to deaf

this horrible affair up.”
“You heard nothing yourself last

night?”
“Nothing, until my uncle here be-

gan to rpeaK loudly. I heard that, and
I came down.”

“You shut up the windows and
doors the night before. Did you fasten
all the windows?”

“Yes.”
“Were they all fastened this morn-

ing?"
“Ye?."
“You have a maid who has a sweet-

heart? I think you remarked to your
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uncle last night that she had been out
to see him ?”

“Yes, and she was the girl who
waited in the drawing-room, and who
may have heard uncle’s remarks about
the coronet.”

“I see. You infer that she may
have gone out to tell her sweetheart,
and that the two may have planned
the robbery.”

"But what is the good of all these
vague theories,” cried (he banker, im-
patiently, “when I have told you that
1 saw Arthur with the coronet in his
hands?”

“Wait a little, Mr. Holder. We must

come back to that. About this girl,

Miss Holder. You saw her return by
the kitchen door, I presume?”

“Yes; when I went to see if the

(Continued on Page Three.)

HOTELS AND RESORTS.

SEASON 1905
BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS HOTEL

(Cottage System.)
Now Open. Closes September. 30th.
On Norfolk Division Southern R. R..
6 3 miles east of Danville, Va. Round
Trip Tickets, good to return until Sept.
30th, on sale at all principal points at
reduced rates. Guests have the free
use of medicinal waters. Hot and cold
mineral water baths. Send for pam-
phlet giving full particulars.

A. W. ARCHER. Manager.
Dr. BENJ. K. HAYS, Resident Physi-

cian.
Estate of THOS. F. GOODE. Proprietor

HOTELS AND RESORTS.

—NEW—-
BELMONT

HOTEL
(Six Story Brick)

. . 0HQ0 B 8 »88 !
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NEW BELMONT HOTEL

Ocean End, Virginia Avenue

ATLANTIC CITY, N. J.
Three minutes from the Board Walk and

Steel Pier.

Absolutely Fireproof
Elevator to street level.

Luxuriously furnished rooms—Long Distance
Telephone in nearly every bedroom —Steam
heat —Sun parlors—Splendid table —Attrac-
tiverates—Affability and courtesy guaranteed
from every employee.

Send Wants for beautifully illustra-
ted boot of Atlantic City, Address

NEW BELMONT CO.
W. J. Warrington, Sec. and Treas.

When in New York

Hotel Woodward
Broadway at 55th Street.

A New Hotel of steel and fire-proof eon struct ion. catering only
to refined patronage. Located but a few blocks from principal
shops ami theatres. Restaurant handsomest in City, and ser-
vh :es of ti»e highest order.

T. 1). GREEN, Manager,
v Formerly Hotel Jefferson Richmond, Va.

The FAMOUS HEALTH and
PLEASURE RESORT

The MECKLENBURG HOTEL ANI) SANITARIUM,
Chase City, Virginia.

Located on the Richmond Division of the Southern Railway, 90
miles from Richmond.

THE MECKLENBURG is beautifully situated: modern in Us
appointments; has 150 rooms, single and en suite, with or without
private bath and js splendidly equipped with an eye to the greater

comfort and corivenienee of its guests surrounded by velvety
lawns, beautiful parks and woodlands embracing 115 acres. Every
amusement; Orchestra, Dancing, Fine Roadways, Elegant Livery,
Trap-shooting, Golf, Tennis, etc.

THE SANITARIUM DEPARTMENT is thoroughly equipped;
Baruch System of baths; complete electrical and hot-air outfits
for the treatment ol' Rheumatism. Nciiraslhenis, Kidney and
Stoniach troubles. The Mecklenburg CHLORIDE CALCIUM MA-

TER has shown remarkable curative effects in the treatment of
Malaria, and chronic ('atari lial conditions, especially of the
stomach and howcls, and is a specific in ail chronic skin diseases,

notably Eczema and Psoriasis. 'lhe Mecklenburg LITHIA WA-
TER lias also demonstrated its value in all Kidney diseases, espe-
cially in chronic Nephritis or Bright’s Disease.

Write at once for descriptive booklet, testimonials, etc.

J. C. WALTON, M. D., A. J. COOKE,
Medical Superintendent. Manager.

W. T. HUGHES. President,
Mecklenburg Mineral Springs Co.

The Most Beautiful Mountain
Resort in the World

...4,340 Feet Above the Sea...

Blowing Rock
World tourists who have visited Blowing Rock say that there is

nothing to compare to it in any country they have visited. . . .

Think of sojourning in a land where the average maximum temper-

ature of August is 74. A land where one can sleep like a baby and

wake with au appetite big enough for Goliath of Gath; a land of icy

springs and sparkling streams; and of mountain views which awe

men into silence, views which mortal pen may never hope to de-

scribe, artist’s brush never attempt to portray

The CAROLINA AND NORTHWESTERN RAILWAY receives
passengers from the Seaboard AirLine at Lincolnton and South-

Railway at Chester, Yorkville, Hickory and Newton for Lenoir,
and Mortimer to Linville, from which point stages run regularly to

the crest of the Blue Ridge, the ideal resort for August and Sep-
tember. Elegant hotels, commodious and comfortable cottages,

ruddy with the glow of open, wood fires, and with every convenience
which the twentieth century guest can demand. With music and
dancing and tennis and bowling and billiards and riding and driv-

ing and golf at the hotels
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