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fALEXANDER H. STEPHENS.
| By Savoyard.

The decade 1850-1860 was the gold-
en age of the South, and Georgia was
the greatest of the cotton States. She

was conspicuous for her public men—
Toombs, Cobb, Hill, Brown, Stephens
- and soon she was to show herself
as gallant hi the field as she was bril-

liant in the forum. Intellectually,
Toombs had no superior, possibly no
equal, in Senates that knew Douglas,
Chase, Seward, Sumner, Benjamin,

and Green. Cobb was the wisest
statesman of the South, and not the
least mistake the South made was
the failure to make him president of
the Confederacy. Hill was a giant,
but his fame was not yet national. Ar-
tec the war lie was the first debater
of his time in eithej- House of Con-
gress. Brown was an executive, one
of the great war governors of the
Mouth, and second only to Isham G.
Harr,s.

.
Stephens was a great thinker

and a wise statesman. Had the South
followed his counsel it would have
escaped unnumbered woes.

’I here is a philosophy that every
generation has its' crop of great men,
and that one crop would be as good
as another if opportunity afforded.
Thomas Gray expressed the idea in
verse:

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid
Borne heart once pregnant with ce-

lestial fire;
Hrtnds that the rod of empire might

have swayed,
Or waked to ecstacy the living lyre.

Some village Hampden, that with
dauntless breast.

The littl tyrant of his fields with-
stood.

Some mute inglorious Milton here may
rest.

Some Cromwell guiltless of his
country’s blood.

I doubt it. Nature does not work
in vain. She does not make a Hamp-
den for a village, but for a nation,
and when she makes a Milton she
gives him a song to sing, and he is
never mute, never inglorious. It takes
centuries to make a Cromwell, and
when once he is made thoro is blood
for him to spill. No; when nature
makes a great spirit, fate weaves the
opportunity for him and sends it to
accompany him in his journey through
life, and man is immortal till his job
is finished. And that was true of
William the Silent and Don John of
Austria; it was so of Gaston do Foix
and Gabriel do Mirabeau. Stonewall
Ja-kson and Abraham Lincoln also
serve to illustrate that when nature
makes a great man she sets him a
task to do, and when he has served
her purpose she takes h.m to herself.

It is matter of remark that America
does not send her great statesmen to
the national councils, as she did in
'former times. Perhaps there is a
great scarcity of great statesmen. If
Georgia had a Toombs or a Hill or a
Stephens, she would send him to the
Senate. If Louisiana had a Benjamin,
lie would boa Senator. If Missouri
had a Green, he would be the first
man in the company of Lodge and
Carmack, Hale and Bailey, Foraker
and Deniel. If Illinois had a Douglas,
lie would be the leader of the Senate.
If Indiana had a Morton, he would
be the greatest living American
statesman. If Ohio had a Thurman,
there would some hope of the
Democratic party. Such men as these
are not in public life, simply because
such men as these are no longer
among ;he living.

Alexander 11. Stephens was never
hated at the North as was Jefferson
Davis, and it is one of the whimsical-
ities of human nature tl*.t he was not.
Both believed in the right of seces-
sion. Davis believed in its wisdom:
Stephens saw the folly of it. Both ac-
cepted it, one cordially, the other re-
luctantly. One became the head of
the Confederacy, the other the second
peisonage of it. One was as criminal
as the other, if either was criminal.
Davis did no violence to any convic-
tion: Stephens “followed the multitude
to do evil—for he believed it was a
very great mistake to secede.

The Southern Confederacy was born
of mistake and died of faction. It
would not have lasted ten years if the
“wayward sisters" had been permitted
to "depart in peace.” It was a fatal
mistake to secede without :.n “overt
a* t of hostility by the new adminis-
tration. though years before many of
our wisest statesmen admonished the
country that disunion would follow
the election of a President by the
votes of on section only. Lincoln was
the first of our Presidents who did
not receive electoral votes on both
sides of Mason and Dixon iine. rt was
also a fatal mistake to fire on the
flar- That set the Northern heart
afire, and until that was done the
Lincoln administration was as im-
potent as Buchanan's had been, and
had not changed the Buchanan policy.
Had not the flag been fired on, Lin-
coln could not have recruited an army.
Then, when the war came the South
was content to let it be a war of at-
tiition, which ever terminates in favor
of the side with the most men and
mon^p.

But faction did its deadly work.
The Southern Senate directed more
eloquence and more statesmanship to
criticisms of the Davis administration
than it did to anything else. Ben Hill
and William L. Yancey had a light
about it. Wigfall wasted his splendid
abilities in that quarrel. Davis him-
self was not without fault. Toombs
should have been Secretary of Treas-
ury; that would have insured an im-
mense sum of money, and lack ofmoney was one of the things, if not
the chief thing, the Confederacy died
of. But, then, the C.onfederacy died
of scores of things—two of them the
b.-.llets that killed Albert Sidney John-
ston and Stonewall Jackson.

Ihe grandfather of Alexander H.Stephens was an English Jacobite,
end was out in the Forty-five,” the
last serious effort the house of Stuart
made to come into its own again."
It was the age of Fergus Melvor and
the Baron Bradwardine, the heroic

when country gentry sang, “Over
the Water to Charlie.” and the Scotch
wives, who were mothers to such wo-
men as Flora Macdonald, sang:

I nnre had sons, but now hae nane,
I bred them toiling sairlv;

And I would bear the m a’ again
And lese them a’ for Charlie.

And Alexander Stephens was one of
the cavaliers who was with Charlie at
Preston and a? Culloderi. He was of
that magnificent race of cavaliers who
fought with Montrose and rode with
Rupert In one hemisphere and were
to fight with Lee and ride with Stuart
in the other. The cause was lost in
the Old World, as it was in the New,

| but around them cling valor and glory,
poetry and romance ,such as no other
can boast, in ancient or modern story.

When Charlie became a fugitive
Stephens became an emigrant, and
settled in Pennsylvania, for William
Penn, who founded .the colony, was
ever a friend of the house of Stuart,
and might have fought for it had he
been a lighting man. He was now long
dead, but his colony welcomed Alex-
ander Stephens, who settled on the
banks of the "Blue Juniata.” But he
was full of adventure, and joined the
command of George Washington in
Braddock’s expedition. Not a great

while later he fell in love with a pret-
ty girl whose father owned the ferry

where the Juniata falls into the Sus-
quehanna. Her father would not give
her to him, and he took her. They

were married, but never forgiven, and
later the family, now three sons and
live daughters, went to Georgia.

Alexander H. Stephens, grandson of
the old Cavalier, was born in 1812. He
lived to be more than three-score
years and ten. Every day of that long
life was a day of sickness. His
greatest weight was ninety-six pounds.
He never knew an hour without physi-
cal pain, most of it acute, much of it
excruciating. It was in capricious
modd that nature fashioned the taber-
nacle where glowed the giant minds
of John Randolph and Alexander 11.
Stephens. But this sickly boy was a
day laborer on his father’s farm and
a plowman at eleven. His father died

when he was fourteen, hut he man-
aged to get a superior education, and
when twenty lie was graduated from
the University of Georgia.

Ho taught school for two years and
studied law. At twenty-two he was
admitted to the bar and soon distin-
guished himself in the profession.
When ho was twenty-four he was
chosen to the State legislature, and
that from a community that believed
in Calhoun and nullification, though
Stephens strongly assailed that dogma.

He also opposed harsh treatment of
abolitionists who went to Georgia to
make converts. He believed that the
preservation of slavery depended on
conservative action on the part of the
slave-holders, and he would have met
with absolute silence every diatribe of
Garrison and Phillips. He believed in
slavery as it existed at the South, be-
lieved it was the ideai condition for
both races, but his clear mind saw
that slavery would be doomed when-
ever it became the paramount issue
in politics. Had the South taken his
advice, slavery would have died a
natural death —the death of gradual

and peaceful emancipation—and there
would have been no “race problems”

for the present or future generations
to blunder over.

Stephens was a Whig. So were
Toombs and Hill. When thirty years
of ago Stephens was chosen a member
of the Twenty-eighth Congress, and
for the succeeding sixteen years he
was one of the most distinguished
public men in America. Pygmy that
he was. physically, no labor daunted
him, and his mind was ever busy. He
and Toombs were like brothers. Their
principles were identical, and it was
rare that they disagreed on a ques-
tion of policy. Stephens had the
greatest admiration for the noble
qualities and gigantic intellect of his
friend, and loved to lend him the aid
of his industry. It is related that
one day Toombs made a speech in
the Senate that was at once the ad-
miration. the envy, and the despair of
all liis riva's in that body. When
asked the question, Toombs asserted
that he had never given the .subject
a day’s thought before he addressed
the Senate. “That is exactly true,"
said Stephens, when he heard of it;
“that is extraetly true. But I worked
two weeks on that speech before
Toombs ever thought of it.”

William H. Seward said that
Toombs’ speech asserting the right of
secession was the most powerful ar-
gument he ever heard, and simply un-
answerable, and no doubt Toombs was
indebted to Stephens for many of the
ideas of that masterly production.

It was in 1847 that Stephens and
Lincoln first met. They became fast
friend;, and Lincoln declared
Stephens’ speech against the $3,000,-
000 bill,” as it was called, was the
greatest effort he ever heard. That
bill was to enable the Polk adminis-
tration to negotiate a treaty with
Mexico ceding vast areas of territory.
Stephens opposed it on the ground
that it would make the slavery ques-
tion paramount and lead to disunion.
And if you will read it today yorr will
not be so much impressed with the
argument of it as you will with the
prophecy of it.

In 1850 Stephens retired from Con-
gress and hoped to spend the remaind-
er of his life in renose. He w'as forty-
seven years of age. and a sage. His
farm at Crawfordville, "Liberty Hall,”
was a Mecca, where public men were
welcomed from all parts of the coun-
try. He kept open house for Georgians
and the rest of mankind, and thou-
sands visited him, consulted him, and
partook of his hospitality. But the
storm conjured by twenty years of sec-
tional reproach, was about to burst
upon the country. The Methodist
Church had divided when Texas was
annexed, and now the Democratic
party was to divide because the North
and the South were engaged in mutual
murder in Kansas. John Brown’s
raid was the answer the North made
to Preston Brooks' assault.

Secession was the answer the South
made to the election of Lincoln, and
coercion was the answer the North
made to the bombardment of Sumter.
That bombardment saved Maryland,
West Virginia. Kentucky, East Ten-
nessee. and Missouri to the Union.
Had Mr. Davis accepted the advice of
Stephens the South would have suc-
ceeded in the war in all probability.
Stephens proposed to buy SIOO-000.-
000 worth of cotton, the winter of
IS6O-'6l. sell it in Europe, and Invest
the proceeds in a navy strong enough
to keep th* Southern ports open. Eng-
land and France had the ships that
might have been had for the cotton.

Wither ports open, the South could
have maintained the war till the crack
of doom.

Davis rejected the counsel. He did
not believe there was any constitution-
al authority to buy cotton, in the first
place, and he did not think such a
navy was needed, in the second place.
His farewell address in the United
States Senate shows that he hoped to
avoid war.

When the end came and the South
was overthrown and prostrate.
Stephens was sent to prison for six
months. When hatred and passion
were a little abated, he was set at
liberty. Instinctively the South looked
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to him and such as he for counsel,

to expect the Southern people to turn
from the leaders in the grea.t strug-

gle. It was an impossibility, and the
South turned to them in her woe, as
she had in her grandeur. Had she
done otherwise she would have been
fit for chains and forever infamous.

Stephens again entered public life.
He was four terms in Congress and
once governor of Georgia. His book
on the sectional war is an invaluable
contribution to American history—a

labor of love and a discharge of a
duty he owed Sciuth.

He was a wise, a great, and a pure
man, and the more this generation
knows of him, the more the men and
women of our d*ty read his preach-
ments and ponder them, the better
lor our country and the happier for
our citizenship. The pendulum has
long been at the other extreme; it
will return, and the times are ripen-
ing for it.

Adventures of Sherlock
Holmes.

(Continued from Page Two.)

door was fastened for the night I met
her slipping in. I saw the man, too,
in the gloom.”

“Do you know him?”
“Oh yes; he Is the green-grocer

who brings our vegetables round. His
name is Francis Prosper.”

“He stood,” said Holmes, “to the
left of the door—that is to say, far-
ther up the path than is necessary to
reach the door?”

“Yes, he did.”
“And he is a man with a wooden

leg?”
Something like fear sprang up in

the young lady's expressive black
eyes. “Why, you are like a magician,”
said she. “How do you know that?”
She smiled, but there was no answer-
ing smile in Holmes’ thin, eager face.

“I should be very glad now to go
up-stairs,” said he. ”1 shall probably
wish to go over the outside of the
house again. Perhaps I had better
take a look at the lower windows be-
fore I go up.”

He walked swiftly round from one
to the other, pausing only at the large
one which looked from the hall onto
the stable lane. This he opened, and
made a very careful examination of
the sill with his powerful magnifying
lens. “Now we shall go up-stairs,”
said he, at last.

The banker’s dressing-room was a
plainly furnished little chamber, with
a gray carpet, a large bureau, and a
long mirror. Holmes went to the bu-
reau first and looked hard at the lock.

“Which key was used to open it?”
lie asked.

“That which my son himself Indi-
cated —that of the cup-board of the
lumber-room.”

“Have you it here?”
“That is it on the dressing-table.”
Sherlock Holmes took it up and

opened the bureau.
“It is a noiseless lock.” said he. “It

is no wonder that it did not wake you.
This case, I presume, contains the
coronet. We must have a look at it.”
He opened the case, and, taking out
the diadem, he laid it upon the able.
It was a magnificent specimen of the
jeweller’s art, and the thirty-six.
stones were the finest I have ever seen. J
At one side of the coronet was a j
cracked edge, where a corner holding
three gems had been torn

“Now, Mr. Holder.” safd Holmes,
“here is the corner which corresponds
to that which has been so unfortu-
nately lost. Might 1 beg that you will
break it off.”

The banket* recoiled in horror. “I
should not dream of trying,” said he.

‘Then I will.” Holmes suddenly
bent his strength upon it, but without
result. ”1 feel it give a little,” said
he; “but, though I am execeptionally
strong in fingers, it 'would take me all
my time to break it. An ordinary
man could not do it. Now, what do
you think would happen if 1 did break
it, Mr. Holder? There would be a
noise like a pistol shot. Do you tell
me that all this happened within a
few yards of your bed, and that you
heard nothing of it?”

“I do not know what to think. It is
all dark to me.”

"But perhaps it may grow lighter
as we go. What do you think, Miss
Holder?”

“I confes that I still share my un-
cle’s perplexity.”

“Your son had no shoes or slip-
pers on when you saw him?”

“He had nothing on save only his
trousers and his shirt.”

“Thank you. We have certainly
been favored with exceptional luck
during this inquiry, and it will be en-
tirely our own fault if we do not suc-
ceed in clearing the matter up. With
your permission, Mr. Holder, I shall
now continue my investigations out-
side."

He went alone, at his own request,
for he explained that any unnecessary j
footmarks might make his task more J
difficult. For an hour or more he was
at work, returning at last with his feet
heavy with snow' and his features as
inscrutable as ever.

”1 think that I have seen now all
that there is to see, Mr. Holder,” said
he; “I can serve you best by returning
ing to mv rooms.”

“But tlie gems, Mr. Holmes. Where
are they?”

“Icannot tell.”
The banker wrung his hands. “I

shall never see them again!” he cried.
“And my son? You give me hopes?”

‘My opinion is in no way altered.”
“Then, for God’s sake, what was

this dark business which was acted in
my house last night?”

“Ifyou can call upon me at my Ba-
ker Street rooms to-morrow morn-
ing between nine and ten I shall be
happy to do what I can to make it
clearer. I understand that you give
me carte blanche to aqt for you, pro-
vided I only get back the gems, and
that you place no limit on the sum I
may draw.”

”1 would give my fortune to have
them back.”

"Very good. I shall look into the
matter between this and then. Good-
bye; it is just possible that I may have
to come over again before evening.”

It was obvious to me that my com-
panion’s head was now made up about
the case, although what his conclu-
sions were was more than I could even
dimly imagine. Several limes during
our homeward journey I endeavored
to sound him upon the point, but he
always glided away to some other
topic, until at last I gave it over in
despair. It was not three w’hen we
found ourselves in our room once
more. He hurried to his chamber,
and was down again in a few minutes
dressed as a common loafer. With
his collar turned up. his shiny, seedy
coat, his red cravat, and his worn
boots, he was a perfect sample of the
class.

”1 think that this should do,” said
he, glancing into the glass above the
fireplace. ’I only wish that you could
come with me. Watson, but I fear that
it won’t* do. I may be on the trail in
this matter, or I may be following a
will-of-the-wisp, but I shall soon
know which it is. I hope that I may

|be back in a few hours.” He cut a
slice of beef from the joint upon the

sideboard, sandwiched it between two
rounds of bread, and, thrusting this
rude meal in his pocket he started off
upon his expedition.

I had just finished my tea when he
returned, evidently in excellent spirits,
swinging an old elastic-sided boot in
his hand. He chucked it down into
the corner and helped himself to a
cup of tea.

”1 only loked in as I passed,” said
he. “I am going right on.”

’Where to?"
I “Oh, to the other side of West End.

, It may be some time before I get back.
I Don’t wait up for me in case I should

be late.”
I “How are you getting on?”
I “Oh, so so. Nothing to complain of.
I have been out. to Streatham since 1
saw' you last, but I did not call at the
house. It is ae very sweet little prob-

• lem, and I would not have missed it
for a good deal. However, I must not
sit gossiping here, but must get these
disreputable clothes oil’ and return to
my highly respectable self.”

1 could see by his manner that he
had stronger reasons for satisfaction
than his words alone would imply. His
eyes twinkled, and there was even a
touch of color upon his sallow cheeks.
He hastened up-stairs, and a few' min-
utes later 1 heard the slam of the
hall door, which told me that he was
off once more upon his congenial hunt.

| 1 waited until midnight, but there
was no sign of his return, so I retired

•to my room. It wr as no uncommon
thing for him to be away for days
and nights on end when he was hot

j upon a scent, so that his lateness
’ caused me no surprise. I do not
1 know at what hour he came in, but
when 1 came down to breakfast in
the morning, there he was with a cup
of coffee in one hand and the paper in
the otheL as fresh and trim as possi-
ble.

“You will excuse my beginning with
out you, Watson,” said he; “but you

¦ remember tnal our client has rather
an early appointment this morning.”

| “Why, it is after nine now,” I an-
swered. “I should not be surprised
if that were he. I thought I heard a
ring. '

It was, indeed, our friend the finan-
cier. I was shocked by the change

which had corhe over him, for his face,
which was naturally of a broad and
massive mould was now pinched and
fallen in, while his hair seemed to me
at least a shade whiter. He entered
with a weariness and lethargy which
was even more painful than his vio-

lence of the morning before, and he
I dropped heavily Into the arm-chair
j which 1 pushed forward for him.
j ”1 do not know what 1 have done

I to be so severely tried.” said he. “Only

I two days ago I was a happy and pros-

I porous man, without a care in the
world. Now I am left to a lonely
and dishonored age. One sorrow
comes close upon the heels of another.
My niece, Mary, has deserted me.”

you?”
“Yes. Her bed this morning had

not been slept in, her room was empty,

and a note for me lay upon the hall
table. I had said to her last night,
in sorrow and not in anger, that if
she had married my boy all might
have been well with him. Perhaps
it wag thoughtless of me to say so. It
is to that remark that she refers in
this note:

“ ‘My Dearest Uncle, —I feel that I
have brought trouble upon you, and

i that if I had acted differently this ter-
! rible misfortune might never have oc-
-1 curred. I cannot, with this thought
in my mind, ever again be happy un-
der your roof, and I feel that I must
leave you forever. Do not worry
about my future, for that is provided
for; and, above all, do not search for
me, for it will be fruitless labor and
an ill-service to me. In life or in
death, I am ever your loving

“MARY.”
“What could she mean by that note,

Mr. Holmes? Do you think it points
to suicide?”

“No, no, nothing of the kind. It
is perhaps the best possible solution. I
trust, Mr. Holder, that you are near-
ing the end of your troubles.”

"Ha! You say so! You have heard
something, Mr. Holmes; you have
learned something! Where aro the
gems?"

“You would not think £IOOO apiece

an excessive sum for them?”
“I would pay ten."
“That would be unnecessary. Three

thousand wiH cover the matter. And
there is a little reward, I fancy. Have
you your check-book? Here is a pen.
Better make it out for £4OOO pounds.”

With a dazeid face the banker made
out the required check. Holmes
w'alked over to his desk, took out a
little triangular piece of gold with
three gems in it. and threw* it down
upon the table.

With a shriek of joy our client
clutched it up.

“You havo it!" he gasped. “I am
saved! I am saved!”

The reaction of joy was as passion-
ate as his grief had been, and he
hugged his recovered gems to his

I bosom.
“There is one other thing you owe,

Mr. Holder,” said Sherlock Holmes,
* rather sternly.

"Owe!” He caught up a pen. “Name
the sum, and I will pay it.”

“No, tho debt is not to me. You
owe a very humble apology to that

. noble lad. your son, who has carried
j himself in this matter as I should be
proud to see my own son do, should I

I ever chance to have one.”
“Then it was not Arthur who took

them ?”

I ”1 told you yesterday, and I repeat
today, that it was not.”

“You are sure of it! Then let us
hurty to nim at once, to let him know
that the truth is known.”

“He knows it already. When I had
cleared it all up I had an interview

with him, and, finding that he would
not tell me the story. I told it to him.
on which ne had to confess that I was
right, and to add the very few details
which were not yet. quite clear to me.
Your news of this morning, however,
may open his lips."

| “For Heaven’s sake, tell me, then,

what is this extraordinary mystery!”
| "I will do so, and I will show you

the steps by whicn I reached it. And
let me say to you, first, that which it
is hardest for me to say and for you
to hear: there has been an under-
standing between c’’-- George Burnwell
and your niece Mary. They have now
fled together.”

“My Mary? Impossible!”
“It is, unfortunately, more than

possible; it is certain. Neither you nor
your son knew the true cnaracter of
this man when you admitted him into
your family circle. He is one of the
most dangerous men in England—a
ruined gambler, an absolutely desper-

ate villain, a man without heart or
conscience. Your niece knew nothing
of such men. When he breathed his
vows to her, as he nad done to a hun-
dred before her,, she flattered herself
that she alone had touched his heart.
The devil knows best what he said, but
at least she became nis tool, and was
in the habit ol seeing him nearly
every evening.

“Icannot, and I will not, believe it!”
cried the banker, with an ashen face.

“I will tell you, then, what occurred
in your house last night. Your niece,
when you had. as she thougnt. gone
to your room, slipped down and talked
to her lover through the window which

leads into the stable lane. His foot-
marks had pressed right through tne
snow, so long had he stood there. She
told him of the coronet. His wicked
lust for gold kindled at the news, and
he bent her to his will. I have no
doubt tnat she loved you, but there
are women in whom the love of a
lover extinguishes all other loves, and
I think that she must have been one.
She had hardly listened to his instruc-
tions when she saw you coming down-
stairs, on whicn she closed the window
rapidly, and told you about one of the
servants' escapade with her wooden-
legged lover, which was all perfectly
true.

"Your boy, Arthur, went to bed af-
ter his interview with you, but he slept
badly on account oi his uneasiness
about his elub debts. In the middle
of the night he heard a soft tread pass
his door, so he rose, and looking out,

was surprised to see his cousin walk-
ing very stealthily along the passage,
until she disappeared into your dress-
ing-room. Petrified with astonishment,
the lad slipped on some clothes, and
waited there in the dark to see what
would come of this strange affair.
Presently she emerged from the room
again, and in the light of the passage
lamp your son saw that she carried
the precious coronet In her hands. She
passed down the stairs, and he, thrill-
ing with horror, ran along and slipped
behind the curtain near your door,
whence he could see what passed in
the hall beneath. He saw her stealth-
ily open the window, hand out the
coronet to some one in the gloom, and
then closing it once more hurry back
to her r.oom, passing quite close to
where h 4 stood hid behind the cur-
tain.

"As long as she was on the scene he
could not take any action without a
horrible exposure of the woman whom
he loved. But the instant that she
was gone he realized how crushing
a misfortune this would be for you,
and how all-important it was to set
it right. He rushed down, just as he
was, in his bare feet, opened the win-
dow, sprang out into the snow, and
ran down the lane, where he could
see a dark figure in the moonlight. Sir
George Burnwell tried to get away, but
Arthur caught him, and there was a
struggle between them, your lad tug-
ging at one side of the coronet, and
his opponent at the other. In the
scuffle, your son struck Sir George,
and cut him over the eye. Then some-
thing suddenly snapped, and your son,
finding that he had the coronet in his
hands, rushed back, closed the win-
dow, ascended to your room, and had
just observed that the coronet had
been twisted in the struggle, and was
endeavoring to straighten it when you
appeared upon the scene.”

"Is it possible?" gasped the bank-
er.

“You then roused his anger by call-
ing him names at a moment when he
felt that he had deserved your warm-
est thanks. He could not explain the
true state of affairs without betraying
one who certainly deserved little
enough consideration at his hands. He
took the more chivalrous view, how-
ever, and preserved her secret.”

"And that was why she shrieked and
fainted when she saw the coronet,”
cried Mr. Holder. "Oh, my God! what
a blind fool I have been! And his ask-
ing to be allowed to go out for five
minutes! The dear fellow wanted to
see if the missing piece were at the
scene of the struggle. How cruelly I
have misjudged him!”

“When I arrived at the house,”
continued Holmes, "I at once went
very carefully round it. to observe if
there were any traces in the snow
which might help me. I knew that
none had fallen since the evening be-
fore, and also that there had been a
strong frost to preserve impressions. I
passed along the tradesmen’s path, but
found it all trampled down and indis-
tinguishable. Just beyond it, however,
at the far Gde of the tytchen door, a
woman had stood and talked, with a
man, whose round impressions on one
side showed that he had a wooden
leg. I could even tell that they had
m.cii disturoed, lor tne woman had
run back swiftly to the door, as was
shown by the deep toe and light heel
marks, while Wooden-leg had waited
a little, and then had gone away. 1
thought at the time that this might
be the maid and her sweetheart, of
whom you had already spoken to me,
and inquiry showed it was so. I passed
round the garden without seeing any-
thing more than random tracks, which

1 took to be the police; but *when I
got into the stable lane a very long

and complex story was written in the
snow in front of me.

"There was a double line of tracks
of a booted man, and a second double
line which I saw with delight belonged
to a man with naked feet. I was at

once convinced from what you had

told me that the latter was your son.
The first had walked both ways, but

the other had run swiftly, and, as his
tread was marked in places over the
depression of the boot, it was obvious
that he had passed after the other. I

followed them up, and found that they
led to the hall window, where Boots
had worn all the snow away, while
waiting. Then 1 walked to the other

end. which was a hundred yards 'or

more down the lane. I saw where
Boots had faced round, where the

snow was cut up as though there had
been a struggle, and. finallv. where
a few drops of blood had fallen, to
show me that I was not mistaken
Boots had then run down the lane,
and another little smudgy of blood

showed that it was he who had been

hurt. When he came to the high-road
at the other end, I found that the
pavement had been cleared, so there
was an end to that clew.

"On entering the house, however,
I examined, as you remember, the sill
and framework of the hall window
with my lens, and I could at once
see that some one had passed out. I
could distinguish the outline of an in-
step where the foot had been
placed in coming in. I was then be-
ginning to be able to form an opinion
as to what had occurred. A man had

waited outside the window, some one
had brought the gems; the deed had
been overseen by your son, he had
pursued the thief, had struggled with
him, they had each tugged at the coro-
net, their united strength causing in-
juries which neither alone could have
effected. He had returned with the
prize, but had left a fragment in the
grasp of his opponent. So far I was
clear. The question now was, who Ayas
the man, and who was it brought him

the coronet?
"It is an old maxim of mine that

Avhen you have excluded the impossi-
ble, Avhatever remains, however im-
probable, must be the truth. Now, I

knew that it Avas not you who had
brought it down, so there only re-
mained your niece and the maids. But
if it Avere the maids, Avhy should your
son allow himself to be accused in

their place? There could be no possi-
ble reason. As he loved his cousin,
however, there Avas an excellent ex-
planation why he should retain her
secret—the more so as the secret was
a disgracful one. When I remembered
that you had seen her at that window,
and how she had fainted on seeing
the coronet again, my conjecture be-

came a certainty.
“And Avho Could it be who Avas her

confederate? A lover evidently, for
Avho else could outweigh the love and
gratitude Avhieh she must feel to you?

I know that you went out little, and
that your circle of friends was a very
limited one. But among them was Sir
George Burmvell. I had heard of him
before as being a man of evil reputa-

tion among Avomen. It must have been

he who Avore those boots and re-
tained the missing gems. Even though

he kneAV that Arthur had discovered
him, he might still flatter himself that
he Avas safe, for the lad could not say
a word without compromising his own
family.

"Well, your own good sense Avill
suggest Avhart measures I took next. I
Avent in the shape of a loafer to Sir
George’s house, managed .to pick up
an acquaintance with his valet, learned
that his master had cut his head the
night before, and, finally, at the ex-
pense of six shillings, made all sure
by buying a pair of his cast-off shoes,

with there 1 journeyed down to
Streatham, and saw that they exactly
fitted the tracks.”

"I saw an ill-dressed vagabond In
the lane yesterday evening,” said Mr.
Holder.

“Precisely. It was 1. I found that
I had my man, so I came home and
changed my clothes. It was a deli-
cate part which I had to play then,
for I saw that a prosecution must
be avoided to avert scandal, and I
kneAV that so astute a villain would
see that our hands were tied in the
matter. I Avent and saw him. At first,
of course, he denied everything. But
when I gave him every particular that
had occurred, he tried to bluster, and
took down a life-preserver from the
wall. I knew my man, however, and
I clapped a pistol to his head before
he could strike. Then he became a lit-
tle more reasonable. I told him that
we would give him a price for the
stones he held —£1000 apiece. That
brought out the first signs of grief that
he had shoAvn. ‘Why, dash it all!' said
he, ‘l’ve let them go at six hundred for
the three!’ I soon managed to get the
address of the receiver avlio had them,
on promising him that there Avould be
no prosecution. I went to him, and
after much chaffing I got our stones
at £IOOO apiece. Then I looked in
upon your son, told him that all Avas

right, and eventually got to my bed
about two o’clock, after Avhat I may
call a really hard day’s Avork.”

"A day Avhieh has saved England
from a great public scandal,” said the
banker, rising. "Sir, I cannot find
words to thank you, but you shall not
find me ungrateful for Avhat you have
done. Your skill has indeed exceeded
all that I have heard of it. And now
I must fly to my dear boy to apologize
to him for the Avrong Avhieh I have
done him. As to what you tell me of
poor Mary, it goes to my very heart.
Not even your skill can inform me

•where she is noAV.”
“I think that Ave may safely say,”

returned Holmes, "that she is where-
ever Sir George Burnwell is. It Is
equally certain, too, that Avhatever her

sins are, they Avill soon receive a more
than sufficient punishment.”
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