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Foreword

T here are certain cases in the career of Sherlock Holmes that are 
remembered for their crimes, their villains, or the dangers they 

presented. Others are remembered for entirely diuerent reasons.
The foAr adventAres collected in this volAme belong to that second 

category.
zlthoAgh each mystery contains its own pAEEle, none begins with 

a mArder, a stolen fortAne, or a threat to the secArity of the Impire. 
:nstead, they begin with something far more ordinaryY a raven, a pigeon, 
a canary, and a groAp of frightened horses.

Bet readers familiar with Holmes will know that no mystery is ever 
trAly ordinary. qeneath these seemingly simple events lie hidden motives, 
forgotten histories, hAman misAnderstandings, and the cArioAs ways in 
which people and animals in'Aence one another.

These stories come from a -Aieter period in HolmesVs career. They are 
tales in which observation often proves more valAable than confrontaW
tion, where patience matters more than pArsAit, and where the solAtion 
fre-Aently lies not in the darker corners of hAman natAre bAt in the 
sAbtle connections between instinct and intention.

znimals occApied a cArioAs place in the Lictorian world. They lived 
beside people in city streets and coAntry villages alike. They carried mesW
sages, gAarded homes, provided companionship, and often witnessed 
far more of hAman behavior than anyone realiEed. Holmes Anderstood 
this better than most. He recogniEed that an animalVs actions are seldom 
random. z frightened horse, a missing pigeon, an agitated canary, or a 
gathering of ravens may reveal trAths that hAman witnesses overlook.
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THI ORM OF ST. qz’THOMO2IRPS TORI’C

:n The ’avens of Rhitechapel, Holmes investigates a series of AnW
settling events in MondonVs Iast Ind, where sAperstition threatens to 
obscAre the trAth.

:n The xigeons of Fleet Street, the disappearance of messenger pigeons 
leads Holmes into a mystery hidden high above the rooftops of Mondon.

:n The janary in qaker Street, a small yellow bird becomes the Ane4W
pected key to a story of loss, memory, and endAring hope.

znd in The Street the Horses Feared, Holmes confronts a pAEEle in 
which the instincts of animals point toward a danger that hAman eyes 
have failed to recognise.

Together these foAr adventAres form the 5rst volAme of The znimal 
jases, a collection dedicated to those investigations in which the natAral 
world plays as important a role as the people who inhabit it.

: have always been particAlarly fond of these -Aieter tales. They reveal 
a side of Holmes that is sometimes overshadowed by his more famoAs 
e4ploits. Here we see not only the master detective, bAt also the carefAl 
observer of natAre, the stAdent of behavior, and the man who AnderW
stood that the boAndary between hAman and animal e4perience is often 
far smaller than we imagine.

: hope yoA en6oy these cases as mAch as : have en6oyed bringing them 
together in this volAme.

Alistair Croft
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The Owl of St. 
Bartholomew’s Tower

I t was one of those quiet mornings in Baker Street when even London 
itself seemed to have decided to take a brief respite from its customary 

restlessness.
The sunlight streamed through the window and cast bright patches 

across the carpet and the familiar furnishings. Outside, one could hear 
the distant rumble of wheels upon cobblestones, yet the traAc was 
sparse, and even the cries of the street vendors sounded more subdued 
than usual.

I sat in my armchair with the morning newspaper spread open before 
me. Nfter several days devoid of interesting developments, I had resigned 
myself to reading of politics, commerce, and the usual petty crimes with 
which the newspapers Hlled their columns. Mone of it was of a nature 
likely to attract Sherlock Folmes’s attention.

“y friend sat by the window, his long, slender Hgure half concealed by 
the curtain. Fe had taken possession of the chair he preferred whenever 
he wished to observe the life of the street below. N thin ribbon of blue 
smoke rose from his pipe and slowly dissolved in the sunlight.

”or some time neither of us spoke.
Nt length I laid the newspaper aside.
WIt must be four or Hve days since we last had a client,E I remarked.
Folmes removed the pipe from his mouth without turning.
W”ive days, Ratson.E
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TF4 ORL O” ST. BN-TFOLO“4R’S TOR4-x

WI am beginning to suspect that London’s criminals have become 
lawPabiding.E

WThat would be a grave misfortune for a number of professions,E he 
replied dryly.

I smiled.
WNnd particularly for your own.E
WOn the contrary. I should gladly eCchange half my cases for one truly 

interesting one.E
Silence once more settled over the room.
Nt that moment there came a knock at the door, and a moment later 

“rs. Fudson put her head inside.
WIf you are not engaged, “r. Folmes, there is a gentleman here who 

wishes to speak with you.E
Folmes now turned fully around.
WShow him in, “rs. Fudson.E
She withdrew, and a few seconds later our visitor entered the sitP

tingProom.

The Vicar from MarshledO
Nt Hrst glance he appeared to be one of those men commonly encounP
tered in the 4nglish countryside. Fe was about siCty years of age, of avP
erage height, and well kept without being prosperous. Fis black clerical 
coat was neat, though plainly worn by many years of service. Fis face was 
open and kindly, and his gray hair had been carefully brushed.

Rhat chie5y attracted my attention, however, was a certain air of 
uncertainty. Fe stood for a moment by the door as though he had not 
yet decided whether his business was truly worthy of Sherlock Folmes’s 
attention.

Folmes rose and gestured toward a chair.
W—ray be seated, sir.E
The visitor thanked him and took his place.
W“y  name  is  Nrthur  Bellamy,E  said  he.  WI  am  the  vicar  of  St. 

Bartholomew’s ?hurch in the village of “arshHeld.E
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TF4 ORL O” ST. BN-TFOLO“4R’S TOR4- 6

Fe hesitated for a moment and cast an almost apologetic glance toP
ward us.

WI must confess, “r. Folmes, that I am not entirely certain I ought to 
have come at all.E

I caught a quick gleam in Folmes’s eyes. Rhen a client began in 
precisely that fashion, it was often a sign that something unusual was to 
follow.

The vicar sat for a moment with his hands folded across his knees, as 
though searching for the proper way to begin.

WI think I ought to warn you at once, “r. Folmes,E said he. WI am 
perfectly aware that you ordinarily concern yourself with matters far 
more serious than the one I bring before you.E

Folmes leaned back in his chair.
WSeriousness is a highly relative concept, sir,E he observed. W—ray conP

tinue.E

The wnd it Bhe Eedd Toner
The vicar nodded gratefully.

WThere is, in fact, no crime involvedzat least not at Hrst sight.E
Fe cast a brief glance in my direction.
WMo one has been robbed. Mo one has disappeared. Nnd so far as I am 

aware, no murder has been committed.E
I must admit that my interest began to decline somewhat at this point. 

Over the years I had seen a great many visitors begin their accounts with 
similar assurances, and in most instances the matter proved to be of such 
a character that it could scarcely be eCpected to occupy Sherlock Folmes 
for more than a few minutes.

Folmes, however, did not appear the least impatient.
WThen what is the problemYE he asked.
The vicar drew a deep breath.
WThe problem is an owl.E
I believe my surprise must have been plainly visible upon my face. 

Nn owl. Of all the things I had eCpected to hear that morning, this was 
certainly not among them. I cast a quick glance toward Folmes.
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TF4 ORL O” ST. BN-TFOLO“4R’S TOR4-7

To my astonishment, he had removed the pipe from his mouth and set 
it down upon the table beside his chair. It was one of those small signs 
which I had learned to recogni8e over the years. Rhen Folmes laid aside 
his pipe during a client’s eCplanation, it was seldom because he had lost 
interest.

WNn owlYE said he calmly.
W9es.E
The vicar appeared almost embarrassed to utter the words aloud.
WI know how strange it sounds.E
WBy all means, continue,E said Folmes.
The vicar nodded.
W”or generations owls have lived in the church tower. Mot the same 

owl, naturally, but there has almost always been one there. Over time a 
number of stories have grown up around it.E

WStoriesYE Folmes inquired.
WOld village legends,E replied the vicar. WSome say that the owl guards 

the secrets of the church. Others believe it foretells misfortune. “ost of 
us naturally smile at such notions, but the stories persist.E

I observed that Folmes was now sitting perfectly still. Fis long Hngers 
were pressed together before him, and his ga8e rested steadily upon our 
visitor.

The vicar hesitated.
WOrdinarily I should never have dreamed of traveling all the way to 

Baker Street because of an old village tale.E
Fe cleared his throat.
WBut during the past few months something has occurred that has 

made the matter more diAcult to ignore.E
Folmes leaned forward ever so slightly.
WIndeedYE
WThe owl has become aggressive.E
The vicar looked down at his folded hands for a moment.
WThe curious thing is,E he continued, Wthat the owl has always been an 

eCceedingly shy creature.E
Fe looked up at us.
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TF4 ORL O” ST. BN-TFOLO“4R’S TOR4- V

W“ost of the villagers have scarcely seen it at all. By day it remains 
concealed in the tower, and only at dusk or late in the evening does it 
show itself. One sees it gliding over the Helds in search of prey, and then 
it is gone again.E

WThat sounds like perfectly normal behavior,E Folmes observed.
WIt was,E replied the vicar. W”or many years.E
Fe paused brie5y.
WBut during the past few months something has changed.E
I noticed that his voice had now acquired a seriousness that had preP

viously been absent.
WIn what wayYE asked Folmes.
WNs I have said, it has become aggressivezand remarkably bold.E
Folmes said nothing.
The vicar continued.
WNt Hrst we paid little attention to it. N few villagers reported hearing 

it screech unusually loudly in the evenings. Later people began saying 
that it 5ew much closer to human beings than it ever had before.E

Fe shook his head slightly.
WSeveral people claimed that it all but swept over their heads.E
Fe made a motion through the air with one hand.
WMot once, but several times. Ns though it deliberately wished to drive 

them away.E
I was obliged to admit that the account sounded unusual.
The vicar continued.
WOne of the local farmers told me that he was returning home from the 

inn one evening when he heard wings beating immediately behind him. 
Rhen he turned, the owl came directly toward him. Mot high overhead, 
but so close that he instinctively threw himself aside.E

WRas he intoCicatedYE Folmes asked.
N faint smile crossed the vicar’s face.
WRe naturally considered that possibility.E
WNndYE
WTwo days later another man told precisely the same story.E
Folmes nodded thoughtfully.
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TF4 ORL O” ST. BN-TFOLO“4R’S TOR4-Q

WNnd since thenYE
WSeveral more incidents.E
WNnd yourselfYE Folmes asked.
The vicar hesitated.
W9es.E
Fe smiled rather sheepishly.
WI must confess that I have eCperienced it as well.E
Folmes raised his eyebrows slightly.
WTell me.E
WTwice while returning from visits to parishioners who were ill. Nnd 

once while locking the church in the evening.E
Fe slowly shook his head at the memory.
WIt came out of the darkness without warning. So close that I could 

hear every movement of its wings. I scarcely saw it before it vanished 
again.E

WNnd you were startledYE
WIndeed, I was,E the vicar admitted with a small smile. W”ar more than 

I care to acknowledge.E
There was a brief silence.
I noticed that Folmes no longer sat at ease in his chair. Fe had set 

his pipe entirely aside and was listening with that concentration which 
invariably signaled that something had captured his interest.

Cdias Jron
The vicar fell silent for a moment, and I gained the impression that we 
were now approaching the true reason for his visit.

WThere is, however, one person,E he said at last, Wwho concerns me 
more than all the others.E

Folmes inclined his head slightly.
W9esYE
W4lias ?row.E
The name was spoken with unmistakable warmth, and it became 

immediately clear to me that the vicar held the man in high regard.
WRho is heYE Folmes asked.
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TF4 ORL O” ST. BN-TFOLO“4R’S TOR4- 1

WFe is the church seCton, now retired. Indeed, he served as seCton long 
before I ever came to “arshHeld.E

The vicar smiled faintly.
WI doubt there are many people in the village who can remember a time 

when 4lias was not working at the church.E
WSo, he has been there a long while.E
W0irtually his entire life.E
The vicar leaned back slightly in his chair.
WFe has tended the churchyard, the graves, the paths, and the grounds 

surrounding the church for several decades. “any of the older headP
stones remain in such good condition today because 4lias cared for them 
as though they belonged to his own family.E

I observed that the vicar spoke of the man with genuine respect.
WFe is not the sort who draws attention to himself,E he continued. 

W2uite the contrary. If someone needs help, 4lias appears. If an elderly 
widow requires assistance with a fence or a gate, he helps her. If a headP
stone has been toppled by a storm, he sets it upright again.E

The vicar shook his head slightly.
WIt is simply diAcult to Hnd anyone who has a bad word to say about 

4lias ?row.E
WNnd yet he is the one who concerns youYE Folmes asked.
W9es.E
The vicar’s face grew serious.
W”or some reason, the owl appears to have singled him out.E
N brief silence fell over the room.
WIn what wayYE Folmes inquired.
WIt goes after him far more often than anyone else.E
The vicar hesitated.
WI am, of course, well aware that there may be an entirely natural 

eCplanation.E
Folmes raised a hand slightly.
WRhat eCplanationYE
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TF4 ORL O” ST. BN-TFOLO“4R’S TOR4-3j

W4lias spends more time around the church than most people. 4ven 
after his retirement, he comes to the churchyard almost every day. Fe 
knows the place better than anyone.E

WThat is a reasonable eCplanation,E said Folmes.
W9es,E the vicar admitted. WNnd it is the eCplanation I should most like 

to believe.E
Fe paused for a moment.
WI have personally seen 4lias several times with scratches upon his 

face.E
WScratchesYE
W9es. On his cheek. Mear his ear. Small marks, as though something 

had struck him.E
Fe re5ected brie5y.
WNnd some weeks ago he had a tear in his hat. 2uite a noticeable tear.E
Folmes said nothing.
WRhen I ask him about such things,E the vicar continued, Whe dismissP

es them. Fe claims he has been clumsy. Or that he walked into a branch. 
Or something of that sort.E

WNnd you do not believe himYE
The vicar smiled faintly.
WI believe he is attempting to avoid attention.E
Fe looked down at his hands.
WBut the village notices such things.E
N moment later he raised his eyes again.
WNnd once people begin talking, it is diAcult to stop them.E
I could hear the concern in his voice. It was evident that the owl itself 

was not what troubled him most.
”or a moment he sat in silence, as though considering how much he 

ought to reveal.
WIt is not merely the attacks themselves, of course,E he said at last.
Folmes remained silent and waited.
WThe rumors have begun to grow.E
Fe sighed softly.
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TF4 ORL O” ST. BN-TFOLO“4R’S TOR4- 33

WNnd as I am sure you know, “r. Folmes, rumors have a tendency to 
acquire a life of their own.E

W—articularly in small communities,E Folmes observed.
W—recisely.E
The vicar nodded.
WNt Hrst there were only a few remarks. —eople wondered why the owl 

appeared to target 4lias. But gradually the stories became more serious.E
Fe glanced brie5y at the 5oor.
WI have heard people say that the owl is punishing him.E
I could not help raising my eyebrows.
W—unishing himYE
W9es.E
The vicar smiled apologetically.
WIt sounds foolish when one says it aloud. 9et such notions arise 

surprisingly quickly once people begin searching for eCplanations.E
WNnd what is he supposed to be punished forYE Folmes asked.
The vicar gave a slight shrug.
WThat varies. Some say he must have done something connected with 

the church. Others believe he knows secrets that ought to have remained 
in the past.E

I noticed that Folmes still sat with his hands folded before him, his 
ga8e HCed steadily upon the vicar.

WNnd you do not believe any of that yourselfYE he asked.
WMo.E
The answer came without hesitation.
WMot for a moment.E
The vicar leaned forward.
WI do not believe in omens. I do not believe in curses. Nnd I most 

certainly do not believe that an owl has been sent to punish an elderly 
seCton.E

Fe paused brie5y.
WNnd yet I am concerned.E
WBecause of the seCtonYE I asked.
W9es. Because of 4lias.E
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TF4 ORL O” ST. BN-TFOLO“4R’S TOR4-3:

Fe looked at us gravely.
WNnd because of the village.E
There was a sincerity in his voice that impressed me.
W9ou see,E he continued, W“arshHeld has always been a peaceful place. 

—eople have known one another all their lives. They help one another. 
They trust one another.E

Fe slowly shook his head.
WBut I believe I sense a change.E
The vicar searched for the proper words.
WNs though the old stories are gradually beginning to eCert more inP

5uence than they ought.E
Fe looked toward the window, where the morning sunlight still lay 

across Baker Street.
WI fear that people are beginning to place more faith in old legends than 

in common sense.E
Fis words lingered in the silence.
I must confess that by this point I understood his concern far better 

than I had at the beginning of our conversation. It still seemed diAcult 
to imagine that an owl could become the source of serious trouble in a 
village. 9et I had learned over the years that fear seldom needs to be logical 
in order to be dangerous.

N quick glance toward Folmes showed me that he, too, had sei8ed 
upon precisely that detail. Fe wore the particular eCpression I knew 
so wellzthe look that came over him whenever certain facts began to 
separate themselves from the rest.

Fe leaned forward slightly.
WFow old is 4lias ?rowYE
The vicar considered.
WI should estimate about eighty. —erhaps a few years more. Mo one 

seems entirely certain of his eCact age.E
Folmes nodded.
WNnd how long have these attacks been occurringYE
WNpproCimately four months.E
WMo longer than thatYE

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



TF4 ORL O” ST. BN-TFOLO“4R’S TOR4- 3D

WMo. Nt least not to my knowledge.E
Folmes pressed his Hngertips together.
W?an you recall the Hrst incidentYE
The vicar re5ected.
WIt must have been late spring. I remember several people beginning 

to speak of it at roughly the same time.E
WNnd before that, the owl had never displayed similar behaviorYE
WMot that I can recall.E
Folmes nodded again. Fis neCt question followed almost immediateP

ly.
WFas anyone else in the village su!ered inGuriesYE
WInGuriesYE
WScratches. ?law marks. Torn clothing.E
The vicar considered the matter.
WMo.E
Fe shook his head.
WMot like 4lias.E
Folmes’s ga8e sharpened slightly.
WIs that importantYE the vicar asked.
WI do not yet know,E Folmes replied.
Fe picked up his pipe once more.
WBut I have always found it interesting when an animal appears to 

display a strong preference for one particular human being.E
Fe looked from the vicar to me.
WSuch preferences usually have a cause.E
Nnd as he spoke those words, I had the distinct impression that his 

interest in the matter was considerably greater than I could ever have 
eCpected when the good vicar had Hrst uttered the word owl.

The vicar rose shortly thereafter and thanked us once again for our 
time.

It was evident that he already felt somewhat relieved. If nothing else, 
he had been given an opportunity to share his concerns with someone 
outside the village, and that alone appeared to have brought him a meaP
sure of comfort.
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Folmes accompanied him courteously to the door, and a few moP
ments later we heard the front door close below.

Silence settled over the sittingProom.
I adGusted myself more comfortably in my armchair and studied my 

friend.
Fe stood by the window with his hands clasped behind his back, 

looking down at the street. The usual stream of carriages, tradesmen, and 
passersby continued outside, yet Folmes scarcely seemed aware of any of i
t.

Fis thoughts were clearly elsewhere.
WRell,E said I at last, Wwhat do you make of itYE
Folmes did not answer immediately.
I had rather eCpected him to dismiss the entire a!air as another eCamP

ple of village superstition and rural boredom.
Instead, he appeared remarkably thoughtful.
WI believe,E said Folmes slowly, Wthat if this bird truly pursues the old 

seCton more frequently than anyone else, then there eCists a connection 
between them.E

WN connectionYE
W9es.E
N faint smile touched his lips.
WNnd connections are far more interesting than legends.E
Silence returned once more.
WThen we are going to “arshHeldYE I asked.
Folmes at last placed the pipe between his teeth.
W9es, Ratson.E
N glimmer of anticipation appeared in his eyes.
WI believe the good vicar has brought us a far more interesting case than 

he himself reali8es.E
Folmes resumed his place by the window. I watched him standing 

there with his hands behind his back as he observed the busy street 
below. ?arriages rolled past, messengers hurried along the pavements, 
and London’s endless tide of humanity continued its course without the 
slightest concern for owls, villages, or ancient legends.
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Nfter a brief silence he saidJ
WRe leave for “arshHeld tomorrow.E
I looked up in surprise.
WTomorrowYE
W9es.E
W9ou truly mean to pursue the matterYE
Folmes turned halfway toward me.
WMaturally.E
I could not help smiling.
WNn hour ago, I should have eCpected you to dismiss the entire a!air 

as the anCieties of a country clergyman troubled by an unusually lively 
bird.E

N faint smile crossed his face.
WI may have eCpected as much of myself.E

The uoyrteS
The following morning Folmes and I left London by an early train 
bound for that part of the country in which the village of “arshHeld lay. 
The Gourney passed without incident, and as we left behind the crowded 
districts of the capital, the view beyond the window became steadily 
greener and more open.

Folmes spent the greater part of the Gourney with a newspaper, which 
he appeared to read with close attention, though after many years of 
acquaintance I knew well that his thoughts might often be far removed 
from the place where his eyes happened to rest. ”or my own part, I found 
greater pleasure in watching the countryside as it slowly slipped past 
outside.

By midday we reached the small station nearest to “arshHeld. N 
horsePdrawn carriage was waiting for us there, and once our modest 
luggage had been placed at the rear of the vehicle, we continued the Hnal 
stage of our Gourney along a narrow country road.

It was a peaceful and most 4nglish landscape that spread itself around 
us. ”ields rolled gently across the ground, and ancient stone walls marked 
the divisions between the holdings like gray lines through the green. Fere 
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and there stood isolated farms surrounded by small groves, whose trees 
moved faintly in the mild bree8e. There was a stillness about the place 
which stood in sharp contrast to London’s perpetual noise and motion.

I was Gust enGoying this quiet when I caught sight of something in 
the distance. Nbove the village, which could as yet only be glimpsed 
between the trees, a tall church tower rose against the sky. 4ven at that 
distance it appeared remarkable. It was considerably higher than one 
would ordinarily eCpect in a village of “arshHeld’s si8e, and it dominated 
the landscape in a manner that immediately drew the eye.

Our driver noticed that I was looking in the same direction as himself. 
Fe raised his whip and pointed toward the tower.

WThere you have it, gentlemen.E
WThe churchYE I asked.
WNye, the church.E
N curious smile passed over his face.
WNnd the famous owl.E
I cast a quick glance at Folmes.
“y friend had lifted his eyes from his newspaper.
WThe famous owlYE I repeated.
WNye,E said the driver with a little grin. WI take it you have heard of it, 

since you are on your way to “arshHeld.E
There was something in his tone which told me that the story was well 

known far beyond the village itself.
Folmes, however, said nothing. Fe merely regarded the distant bell 

tower with his customary calm eCpression.
The carriage continued its steady progress along the country road, 

while the church tower slowly grew before us, and I began to eCperience 
that sensation which so often heralded the beginning of a new adventure. 
It still seemed diAcult to believe that an old owl could be the cause of 
so much attention. 9et after so many years in the company of Sherlock 
Folmes, I had learned never to underestimate those mysteries which at

 Hrst sight appear the most improbable.
Rhen at last the carriage rolled into “arshHeld, the village proved to 

be almost eCactly as the vicar had described it. The houses were gathered 
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about the square and the church, while the larger farms lay scattered 
along the outskirts of the settlement. Nbove everything rose the tall bell 
tower, the natural center of the village.

The vicar came forward to meet us with a warm smile, and I thought 
I could see at once the relief that passed over his face when he found that 
we had truly come.

W“r. Folmes. Fr. Ratson. Relcome to “arshHeld.E
Fe shook our hands heartily.
WI am more grateful than I can say that you found reason to come.E
Folmes returned the greeting courteously.
WRe found the matter interesting enough to eCamine more closely.E
The vicar smiled.
WThat is more than most men would have done.E
The vicarage lay only a few steps from the church, behind a low stone 

wall. It was an old but wellPkept house, with climbing roses along the 
walls and a small garden behind it. There was a peacefulness about the 
place which immediately made a pleasant impression upon me.

Inside, the vicar showed us the rooms he had placed at our disposal 
during our stay. They were modest but comfortable, and the window of 
my room looked out upon the churchyard, where old headstones stood 
among wellPtended shrubs and trees.

WI hope you will make yourselves quite at home,E said he. W“y wife has 
put on tea. —erhaps you would like to rest a little after your GourneyYE

But Folmes shook his head.
WThank you, but I should prefer to begin at once.E
The vicar looked slightly surprised.
WNlreadyYE
W9es.E
Folmes took up his hat.
WBefore I eCamine the church more closely, I should like to speak with 

as many people as possible.E
WNbout the owlYE
WNbout the owl. Nbout the village. Nbout its inhabitants. Nbout 

everything that is not written in the parish registers.E
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The vicar nodded thoughtfully. Fe did not appear entirely convinced, 
but like so many before him, he had already understood that Sherlock 
Folmes seldom followed the paths others eCpected.

WNs you wish.E
N few minutes later we were outside once more.

The xepBot
Nlthough Folmes had spoken of meeting the villagers, our Hrst stop was 
nevertheless the church. The old building rose impressively before us, 
and at close range the bell tower appeared even taller than it had from a 
distance.

By the side door of the church stood a strongly built man repairing a 
gate.

The vicar raised his hand.
WNh, there we have Gust the right person to begin with.E
The man straightened up and wiped his hands upon his apron.
WThis is our seCton, Samuel Briggs.E
The seCton greeted us pleasantly, though without ceremony.
Fe had an open face and the practical bearing one often Hnds in men 

who prefer to solve problems with their hands rather than with lengthy 
eCplanations.

WSo you have come on account of the owlYE he said almost at once.
There was already a smile in his voice.
WThat is correct,E Folmes replied.
Briggs shook his head.
WThen you must forgive me, gentlemen, but I think you are wasting 

your time.E
Fe laughed.
WN bird is a bird.E
W9ou do not believe the stories, thenYE Folmes asked.
WThe storiesYE repeated the seCton.
Fe gave a hearty laugh.
WMo, certainly not.E
Fe looked up toward the tower.
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WThat bird does what birds have always done. It 5ies. It hunts. It 
frightens people when they fail to watch where they are going.E

WBut the stories must have begun somewhere.E
Nt this Briggs shrugged.
WIf you ask me, it all began with old 4lias.E
Folmes cast a quick glance at him.
Briggs leaned against the gate.
WIf anyone knew every stone in this church, it was 4lias.E
WNnd the owlsYE Folmes asked.
WFe knew them too.E
The seCton laughed again.
WThough he seems to have some quarrel with the one that lives there 

now.E
Then he shook his head in amusement.
WNnd if you ask me, there is certainly nothing wrong with his imagiP

nation.E
WIn what way do you meanYE
WThat half the village stories about the owl probably came from him.E
Fe pointed toward the tower.
WRhen the children asked what lived up there, 4lias always had an 

answer ready. Nnd each time it sounded a little more eCciting than the 
last.E

I observed that Folmes was listening with greater attention than the 
seCton’s easy tone perhaps seemed to warrant.

The xhokIeeker
Nfter our conversation with the seCton, we continued through the vilP
lage. “arshHeld was not large, and before long we found ourselves in 
front of the shop by the square. It was one of those establishments which 
appear to contain a little of everything, from nails and tools to tea, 5our, 
and household goods.

N small bell rang as we entered.
Behind the counter stood a round, kindly man with red cheeks, who 

at once recogni8ed the vicar and welcomed us.
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WSo, you have visitors from London, 0icarYE said he cheerfully.
WI have.E
The vicar introduced us, and when the shopkeeper heard the reason 

for our visit, his face lit up.
WNh, the owlGE
Fe said it with the same pleasure with which another man might speak 

of an old friend.
WThen you have come to the right place to ask.E
Folmes smiled politely.
WI hope so.E
The shopkeeper leaned forward across the counter.
WI can remember the stories from my own childhood.E
Fe laughed to himself.
WRe were convinced that all manner of strange creatures lived up in 

that bell tower.E
WNnd who told the storiesYE Folmes asked.
The shopkeeper looked almost surprised by the question.
W4lias ?row, naturally.E
Folmes said nothing, but I noticed that the name had appeared once 

more.
The shopkeeper continued.
WIf there was a story about the owl, 4lias knew it. Nnd if there was not, 

he could probably invent one.E
Both the vicar and the shopkeeper laughed.
WSo you do not believe them yourselfYE Folmes asked.
The shopkeeper hesitated.
WMo.E
Then he smiled.
WMot eCactly.E
The shopkeeper scratched the back of his neck thoughtfully.
WI am a practical man, “r. Folmes. I believe in accounts, prices, and 

deliveries. Mot in omens.E
”or a moment he looked through the shop window toward the church 

tower.

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



TF4 ORL O” ST. BN-TFOLO“4R’S TOR4- :3

WBut when you have heard those stories all your life, they settle someP
where inside you.E

W4ven in a practical manYE I asked.
W4specially in a practical man.E
Fe laughed again.
WIt is easy enough to be brave in broad daylight. But when you are 

walking home alone after dark, and you suddenly hear wings beating 
over your head...E

Fe shrugged.
W...you think of the old stories all the same.E
W4ven though you do not believe themYE Folmes asked.
W9es.E
The shopkeeper nodded and then pointed toward the door.
WIf, on some dark evening, you feel a shadow pass silently over you, I 

promise you that you too will think of the old owl.E

TadI it Bhe Ptt Dardoyr
”rom the shop we continued to the village inn, where we found the 
landlord and a handful of the older men of the village gathered about 
a long table. The air was thick with pipe smoke and the pleasant warmth 
from the hearth, and once the reason for our visit to “arshHeld became 
known, it soon appeared that none of those present lacked a story about 
the owl.

Nn elderly man with a white beard declared with great conviction that 
the owl had foretold the Hre at the “iller family’s barn many years before. 
Nccording to him, its hooting had been heard throughout the night, and 
two days later the barn was in 5ames. This was at once met with loud 
laughter from the far end of the table, where another man maintained 
that the owl hooted almost every night, and that one might Gust as well 
give it credit for a good harvest and Hne weather.

The discussion quickly grew lively. One of the men remembered the 
story of the young laborer who had drowned in the Hre pond, and he was 
quite certain that the owl had been heard the evening before. Nnother 
told of a funeral, before which the bird was said to have cried out through 
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the darkness all night long. 4ach story was met with nods, protests, and 
laughter, yet it struck me that the laughter was not always wholly conP
vincing. Several of the men mocked the superstition, but none seemed 
entirely willing to dismiss the tales altogether.

Rhile the conversation 5owed back and forth, Folmes sat silent and 
listened. Only when the stories had ebbed for a moment did he ask the 
question which was gradually becoming his favorite.

WNnd who Hrst told the storyYE
N brief silence fell around the table. The men looked at one another, as 

though the answer were so obvious that no one had previously thought 
to ask the question. Nt last the landlord shrugged.

WIf you ask me, it was 4lias ?row.E
Several of the others immediately nodded in agreement. One of the 

men raised his mug and remarked that if one wished to hear a story about 
the owl, 4lias was always the man to seek out. Nnother added, with a grin, 
that the old seCton had probably invented half of them himself. There 
was fresh laughter, but behind the Gest there lay a remarkable unanimity.

The ’ocBorgs CpkdataBiot
”rom the inn the vicar led us farther through the village to the doctor’s 
house, which stood a little back from the road behind a small front 
garden. It was a neat and orderly home, and the same might be said of its 
owner. Fr. —embroke was a man in his late Hfties, with an alert eye and 
a calm manner which at once gave the impression of sound Gudgment.

Fe received us kindly, and when the vicar eCplained the purpose of our 
visit, he smiled in a way which made it perfectly plain that he regarded 
the matter with more skepticism than most of the villagers.

WI am probably the wrong man to ask about omens and curses,E said 
he, as he poured tea for us. WNs a doctor, one tends to look for more 
earthly eCplanations.E

Folmes nodded encouragingly.
WNnd what is your eCplanationYE
The doctor leaned back in his chair and folded his hands across his 

stomach.
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WThat human beings possess a remarkable ability to remember the 
events which suit their stories and forget all the others.E

Fe smiled.
WIf the owl is heard on a night before some misfortune occurs, everyP

one remembers it. If it is heard on a hundred other nights and nothing 
whatever happens, that is forgotten.E

WN very human trait,E Folmes observed.
W9es,E said the doctor. WIt is the same mechanism that leads people to 

believe in omens, lucky numbers, and all manner of other oddities.E
I could see that Folmes agreed with the observation. Indeed, it seemed 

to me for a moment that the conversation was drawing to its natural 
close. But Gust as the doctor rose to set the teapot back upon the table, 
he appeared to recall something.

WThat being said,E he continued, Wthere is one thing I would not 
dismiss.E

Folmes looked up.
WRhat is thatYE
W4lias ?row’s inGuries.E
The doctor sat down again.
WI have treated him several times during the past few months.E
It was the Hrst time we had heard this from a person with professional 

knowledge, and I noticed at once how Folmes’s attention sharpened.
WRhat kind of inGuriesYE he asked.
WScratches, chie5y. Small cuts about the face and around the ears. N 

few marks upon the neck. Nbrasions. Nnd on one occasion he had some 
quite distinct claw marks.E

W?law marksYE Folmes repeated.
The doctor nodded.
WMot serious, but clear enough.E
Fe hesitated for a moment.
WI cannot, of course, prove that they came from an owl.E
WButYE
WBut they correspond quite well with an attack by a large bird.E
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There was silence in the room. The doctor seemed to understand the 
signiHcance of his own words.

WI know it sounds strange,E said he. WBut whatever the cause may be, 
that part of the matter is not something the old man is inventing.E

Folmes nodded slowly.
WThat is useful to know.E

EacI aB Bhe VicaraWe
Rhen we returned to the vicarage later that afternoon, the vicar was 
waiting for us in the sittingProom. The sun had sunk lower in the sky, 
and through the windows a warm light fell across the old furniture and 
the bookPHlled shelves along the walls.

The vicar’s wife had provided fresh tea, and after the many converP
sations of the day, it was pleasant to sink into a chair and gather one’s 
impressions.

The vicar looked inquiringly at Folmes.
WRell, “r. Folmes, what do you make of the villageYE
Folmes smiled faintly.
WThat it is remarkably consistent with itself.E
WIn what wayYE
W4veryone appears to know the stories of the owl.E
W9es.E
WNnd nearly all the stories lead back to the same man.E
The vicar nodded slowly.
W4lias ?row.E
W—recisely.E
Folmes leaned back and let his ga8e drift toward the window.
WThe seCton mentioned him. The shopkeeper mentioned him. The 

men at the inn mentioned him. 4ven stories which appear to contradict 
one another often have the same origin.E

WThat is my impression as well,E said the vicar.
”or a moment he seemed thoughtful.
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W4lias has lived here all his life. Fe has known several generations of 
the village children. If anyone could plant a story in “arshHeld, it was 
he.E

There was a short silence.
Then the vicar placed both hands around his teacup.
WI do not know how much people have said to you.E
Fis voice had grown more serious.
WBut some of the things now being said are not pleasant.E
Folmes looked up.
WRhat do you meanYE
The vicar hesitated.
WNs I believe I hinted earlier, there are people beginning to say that 

there may be a reason why the owl goes after 4lias in particular.E
Fe shook his head slightly, as though he himself found the notion 

unreasonable.
WSome say the bird is trying to punish him. Nnd a few have begun to 

speak of omens. Of signs. Of the need to keep an eye upon him.E
Fe sighed.
WIt sounds foolish in daylight. But rumors have a logic of their own.E
”or a moment he merely looked down into his teacup.
WThat is precisely why I have become concerned.E
Folmes regarded him attentively.
W”or 4liasYE
W9es.E
The vicar nodded.
WRhen fear and old stories begin to work together, even sensible peoP

ple can come to believe strange things.E
Silence settled over the room.
Folmes seemed to have reached a similar conclusion.
WThen we must hope,E said he calmly, Wthat there is an eCplanation 

before the village Hnds its own.E
The vicar looked at him.
Folmes let his ga8e rest for a moment upon the bell tower outside.
WThere is always an eCplanation.E
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Fe paused brie5y.
WThe question is merely whether it is the one people imagine.E

Cdias Jron
Late that afternoon the vicar led us to the part of the village nearest the 
churchyard. There, behind a low stone wall and surrounded by a modest 
garden, stood 4lias ?row’s little house.

It was neither neglected nor poor, but rather one of those homes 
which bear the mark of many years of thrift and order. The path was 
neatly raked, the hedge trimmed, and by the door stood a pair of 5owerP
pots which were plainly tended with care.

The vicar knocked, and shortly afterward the door was opened by an 
elderly man.

I immediately formed a favorable impression of him. Fe was considP
erably older than the vicar, with gray hair, a slightly bent back, and the 
worn hands that so often come from a long working life in the open air. 
Fis face was furrowed by age and weather, but his eyes were clear and 
kindly.

Rhen the vicar eCplained who we were, he smiled at once.
WSo you have come all the way from London to investigate our old 

owlYE
There was a gleam of humor in his voice.
WIt seems almost too great an honor.E
Re were invited inside, and before long we were seated about a small 

table in the parlor. The conversation quickly turned, quite naturally, to 
the owl and the stories surrounding it.

To my surprise, 4lias himself laughed heartily at several of the tales.
WI must confess,E said he with a crooked smile, Wthat I bear some of the 

blame myself.E
WThe blameYE asked Folmes.
W”or the stories.E
Fe leaned back in his chair.

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



TF4 ORL O” ST. BN-TFOLO“4R’S TOR4- :V

WRhen a man works at a church all his life, he is asked many things. 
?hildren wish to know what is hidden up in the tower. Hrown folk wish 
to hear old legends. Nnd if one tells a story once, it is told ten times over.E

Fe laughed softly.
WI have no doubt helped a few of them along over the years.E
WThen you do not deny that many of the stories came from youYE
WOn the contrary.E
Fis eyes twinkled.
WI should be a poor storyteller if I did.E
The atmosphere was warm and easy, yet Folmes watched him with 

that particular attention which I knew so well. I saw his ga8e pass over 
the old man’s face. N small mark was visible near one ear.

N little later Folmes also noticed a hat hanging from a peg by the door. 
It had been repaired in several places, and along one side one could still 
make out an older tear in the felt.

W9our hat appears to have had a rather eventful life,E Folmes observed.
4lias laughed.
W9es, it has probably had a harder life than its owner.E
Fe said it lightly, but I noticed that he did not eCplain how the damage 

had occurred.
The conversation continued for some time, and I must admit that it 

became increasingly diAcult for me to imagine this kindly old man as 
the center of all the rumors we had heard throughout the day.

Rhen at last we took our leave and made our way back toward the 
vicarage, dusk had begun to settle over “arshHeld. The village lay quiet 
around us. Only a few lights had begun to appear behind the windows, 
and above the rooftops the bell tower rose as a dark silhouette against the 
deep blue evening sky.

Re walked for some distance without speaking. Nfter a few minutes I 
broke the silence.

WFo you really believe the owl has singled him outYE
Folmes cast a brief glance toward the tower.
WMo, Ratson.E
WMoYE
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WI rather think we should ask ourselves why 4lias ?row so often Hnds 
himself where the owl does not wish visitors.E

I looked at him in surprise.
But before I could reply, something occurred up by the tower. ”rom 

one of the dark openings high under the roof a shape glided soundlessly 
into the air. ”or a moment we could see the broad wings against the 
last remnant of evening light. Then the bird turned away and vanished 
silently over the Helds. Folmes followed it with his eyes, and as the dark 
shadow drifted farther and farther into the deepening dusk, I had the disP
tinct impression that we had yet seen only the beginning of “arshHeld’s 
mystery.

The AartitW aB Bhe Jhyrch 
The following morning we gathered about the breakfast table at the 
vicarage. Sunlight streamed through the windows, and the vicar’s wife 
had provided a generous breakfast which stood in marked contrast to 
the modest si8e of the little village.

The vicar appeared in far better spirits than on the previous day, and 
at Hrst the conversation turned upon quite ordinary subGects. It was only 
when the last cup of co!ee had been poured that Folmes laid aside his 
napkin and announced what he had in mind.

WI should like to eCamine the bell tower.E
The vicar looked up.
WThe tower itselfYE
W9es.E
”or a brief moment the vicar appeared somewhat doubtful.
W9ou are, of course, most welcome, “r. Folmes. The church is at your 

disposal.E
Fe smiled faintly.
WBut I ought to warn you that you will Hnd little there beyond dust, 

old beams, and an occupant who, by all accounts, is not especially hosP
pitable.E

WIt is precisely the occupant who interests me,E said Folmes.
The vicar laughed.
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WThen I hope you have a better method of conversing with owls than 
I possess.E

Shortly afterward we left the vicarage and crossed to the church. The 
morning was clear and cool, and the churchyard lay silent around us. 
Only a few birds could be heard among the trees.

Re had Gust reached the church door when a familiar Hgure came 
walking up the path.

It was 4lias ?row.
Fe raised his hand in greeting when he saw us.
WHood morning, gentlemen.E
WHood morning, 4lias.E
The old seCton seemed, as usual, friendly and at ease. But when the 

vicar mentioned that Folmes wished to eCamine the bell tower, his 
eCpression altered slightly. Mot much. But enough for me to notice it.

WThe bell towerYE he repeated.
W9es,E Folmes replied.
4lias looked up at the high building.
WThen you must not say that I did not warn you.E
There was no humor in his voice this time. I observed that he seemed 

more concerned than superstitious. It was as though his warning arose 
not from old legends, but from something far more concrete.

Folmes appeared to notice the same thing.
W9ou seem very certain that we shall not be welcome up there.E
N faint smile returned to 4lias’s face.
WI have tried it myself.E
WThen you still come often to the churchYE
W9es, naturally.E
Fe gestured about him.
WI live almost neCt door to it.E
Then he eCtended a hand toward the churchyard.
W—art of my family lies out there.E
”or a moment his voice softened.
WNnd besides, I still have my habits.E
WFabitsYE asked Folmes.
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W9es.E
4lias smiled.
WI must keep an eye on whether the vicar is doing his work properly.E
The vicar laughed.
WFe does, in fact.E
WNnd someone must discuss the state of the world with you and the 

seCton.E
There was another laugh.
WThe truth is,E 4lias continued, Wthat I have worked here for most of 

my life. Rhen a man has done that long enough, it feels strange suddenly 
to stop coming.E

Folmes nodded.
WI can understand that.E
Fe let his ga8e drift up toward the tower.
WFave you been up in the bell tower recentlyYE
The question was asked so naturally that I should hardly have attached 

any signiHcance to it myself. But I noticed at once that 4lias hesitated.
WOnly brie5y,E said he.
Fe gave a slight shrug.
WRhat should I have to do up thereYE
There was nothing plainly suspicious in the answer. Nnd yet I had the 

familiar feeling that Folmes had noticed something. —erhaps it was not 
the words themselves, but the manner in which they were spoken.

4lias then lifted his hat politely.
WRell, gentlemen. I wish you good luck.E
Fis ga8e passed brie5y up toward the bell tower.
W9ou may need it.E
Rith those words he continued down the path toward the village. Re 

stood watching him for a moment. Then Folmes turned toward the 
church door.

WShall weYE said he.
Nnd a few moments later we began the ascent toward the place where 

“arshHeld’s most famous resident had its home.
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The Eedd Toner
N few minutes later we stood before the heavy oak door which led 
into the bell tower. The seCton produced a large key and worked for a 
moment at the old lock before the door at last yielded with a long creak 
from its hinges. N cool, dusty current of air 5owed out to meet us from 
the darkness within.

WThere is your way,E said the seCton with a crooked smile. WIf you still 
wish to continue.E

WRe do,E Folmes replied without hesitation.
Re stepped into the tower, where a narrow stone stair wound upward 

through the masonry. Nfter only a few steps I became aware of the great 
age of the place. The stones were worn down by centuries of use, and 
in several places, one could clearly see the hollows left by generations of 
feet. The air was dry and dusty. Small pieces of plaster and woodPdust 
lay along the walls, and above our heads old beams crossed one another 
in a complicated network which bore plain signs of the slow work of 
woodworm.

Nlong the wall the bell ropes hung down through the tower. They 
disappeared upward into the darkness above us and continued down 
through a hole in the 5oor to the church below. Ns we climbed higher, 
the sounds of the village gradually faded. 0oices disappeared, and even 
the sound of the wind seemed to die away. In their place other sounds 
began to make themselves heard. Nt Hrst, I thought it was merely the 
timber settling, but by degrees I could distinguish scraping noises, ocP
casional wingbeats, and some strange, hoarse little cries that seemed to 
come from somewhere high above us.

I must confess that I did not feel entirely at ease. There was something 
about the old tower, the shifting shadows, and the unknown sounds 
which made the place less welcoming than I had imagined. Folmes, 
on the other hand, seemed more interested with every step we took. 
Several times he paused brie5y to eCamine the masonry or cast a glance 
up toward the dark beams.
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Nt a landing roughly halfway up the tower, the seCton suddenly 
stopped. Fe looked up the remaining stairs and then shook his head.

WI do not usually go any farther than this.E
The vicar followed his ga8e and smiled a little uncertainly.
WI must admit that I do not often visit the upper levels either.E
There was something in the way they said it which led me to believe 

that both men were quite content to let us proceed alone.
WRe shall remain here,E said the vicar. W9ou will Hnd your way back, I 

trust.E
WRe shall,E Folmes replied.
Ns we continued upward, the vicar called after usJ
W“ind your headsGE
Shortly afterward both he and the seCton had vanished from sight 

below, and we were alone in the upper part of the tower.
Rhen my eyes had Hrst grown accustomed to the dim light, it was not 

the owls that most attracted my attention, but the church bell.
It hung like some enormous bron8e creature in the middle of the 

tower’s upper chamber. Only at close range did I reali8e how colossal it 
truly was. The heavy beams above our heads supported not only the roof, 
but also the great bell frame which for centuries had borne the weight of 
the church’s largest and most important bell.

Rhile I was still looking at it, Folmes suddenly pointed upward.
WLook there.E
I followed his ga8e.
Figh among the roof beams, above the bell itself, lay a large nest 

built of branches, twigs, and dried grass. It had been placed where it 
was almost concealed by the structure, and without Folmes’s attention 
I should probably never have noticed it.

Below it lay scattered feathers and the remains of prey among beams 
and dust.

”rom where we stood, we could not see down into the nest itself, but 
we could plainly hear the sounds that came from it. Small, hoarse cries 
sounded at intervals, and now that we knew what to listen for, they were 
impossible to overlook.
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On the edge of the nest sat the two adult birds.
Their wings were half spread, and whenever we moved, a sharp hiss 

came from them.
W9oung ones,E said Folmes.
W9es.E
Fe nodded calmly.
WThat eCplains a great deal.E
I must admit that I began to see the matter in a new light. The conduct 

of the two birds now seemed far less mysterious to me than it had the 
day before. Re had invaded their home, approached their nest and their 
o!spring, and they were reacting precisely as any responsible parent 
would do.

WTheir behavior is entirely natural,E Folmes continued. WIndeed, it 
would be more remarkable if they did not defend the nest.E

I remained for another moment watching the birds. They kept their 
eyes upon us without ceasing, and although they no longer attacked, 
their intention was not to be misunderstood.

“eanwhile Folmes had already become interested in something quite 
di!erent. Fe had turned his back upon the nest and was moving slowly 
through the tower chamber. Nt Hrst I did not understand what he was 
seeking. Fust lay everywhere. The dust of decades. To this were added 
traces of the birds’ occupationJ feathers, small bones, and dried material 
from the nest. The whole place bore the appearance of having been 
deserted by human beings for a very long time. 9et Folmes stopped 
several times and bent down.

WInteresting.E
I went over to him.
WFave you found somethingYE

The wdO Joit
Fe pointed toward the 5oor. Nt Hrst, I saw nothing. But when I knelt 
beside him, I discovered what had caught his attention.

The dust was not uniform. In some places it lay thick and undisturbed, 
but through the chamber one could make out a series of narrower areas 
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where the layer was less deep. They formed almost a kind of path between 
certain points in the room.

I followed the marks with my eyes.
WIt looks as though someone has walked here.E
WMot merely once,E said Folmes.
Fe pointed farther on.
WObserve the pattern.E
Mow I could see it myself. The same areas appeared to have been 

trodden again and again over a considerable period.
WRhat do you suppose it meansYE I asked.
Folmes let his ga8e travel through the chamber.
WThat someone has had a purpose in coming up here.E
Ns he spoke, he suddenly crouched near a group of beams by the outer 

wall. Something had caught his eye. Fe took out his pocketknife and 
began carefully to work the point between the 5oorboards.

WFolmesYE
WOne moment.E
Fe worked with great concentration. Nfter a few seconds he succeeded 

in catching hold of a small round obGect which had lodged on its edge 
between the boards. ?arefully he levered it free. N moment later it lay in 
his hand.

It was a coin. It was so covered with dirt and dark accretions that its 
original surface could scarcely be seen. Folmes turned it between his 
Hngers.

WIt has lain here a long while.E
Fe took out his handkerchief and began cautiously to rub the surface 

clean. Then he dampened one corner of the cloth and continued the 
work. Slowly the metal began to appear. N faint gleam caught the light 
from the tower opening.

I leaned forward.
WIs it goldYE
WIt is too early to say.E
Folmes considered the coin for another moment.
WBut it is certainly not of recent date.E
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Fe slipped it calmly into his pocket. Then he cast one last glance 
around the chamber, up toward the nest and across the strange tracks 
in the dust.

WI think we have seen enough for today.E
I was not inclined to disagree.
N few minutes later we began our descent, while the two adult owls 

continued to keep watch over their nest high among the old beams. 
Behind us there came another hoarse cry from the young, and when we 
reached the lower stairs, I could not help thinking that the birds had 
perhaps Gust given us the Hrst real clue in the whole a!air.

Rhen at last we reached the lower stairs again, we found the vicar 
and the seCton precisely where we had left them. Both looked up with 
a certain eCpectation as we appeared through the low opening.

WRellYE asked the vicar. WRas it the terrible guardian of the church’s 
secrets that you found up thereYE

There was a smile in his voice.
Folmes brushed a little dust from his sleeve and replied with his usual 

dry eCpressionJ
WMo. But we found a pair of very dutiful parents.E
The seCton at once broke into laughter.
WThat sounds less dramatic at once.E
WNnd considerably more probable,E added the vicar.
The tension which had surrounded the entire ascent seemed suddenly 

to ease. I myself had to admit that it was pleasant to replace the village’s 
omens and curses with something as earthly as a pair of birds defending 
their young.

Re left the church and began to walk back across the churchyard. The 
sun was already sinking behind the Helds, and golden light lay among the 
headstones and the old trees.

”or some distance we walked in silence. I was the Hrst to break it.
WRell, then, the matter is more or less eCplained.E
Folmes, who walked with his hands behind his back, slowly shook his 

head.
WMo, Ratson.E
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WMoYE
WThe owls eCplain the attacks.E
Fe cast a glance back toward the tower.
WBut not everything.E
I looked at him inquiringly.
WThey are defending their nest. There is nothing strange in that.E
W—recisely.E
WNnd 4lias ?row is often about the church.E
WFe is.E
WThen what is missingYE
Folmes did not answer at once.
Fe continued for several steps among the headstones while evening 

slowly settled over “arshHeld.
Rhen we reached the churchyard gate, I paused for a moment and 

looked back toward the bell tower. Ngainst the reddish sky it stood 
as a dark silhouette. Iust then one of the owls glided soundlessly out 
through one of the openings high beneath the roof. It hovered for a 
moment almost without a wingbeat, before vanishing out over the Helds. 
I followed it with my eyes.

Beside me Folmes stood silent. Fe too was watching the tower. Then 
he said quietlyJ

WI do not believe, Ratson, that the owl guards any secrets.E
N short pause followed.
The evening wind stirred the upper branches of the trees in the 

churchyard, while the last rays of sunlight faded from the stones around 
us.

WButE Folmes continued at last, WI am beginning to believe that someP
one else does.E

Fe said no more.
Nnd as we continued toward the vicarage through the falling dusk, I 

could not help thinking of the old seCton, of the strange tracks in the 
dust, and of the solitary coin which now lay in Folmes’s pocket.

The xBorS of The wdO Joits
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That same evening Folmes and I chose to take our dinner at the village 
inn. Nfter the day’s investigations, it seemed a natural place in which to 
gather further impressions, and I must admit that the co8y atmosphere 
of the low building had made a favorable impression upon me during our

 Hrst visit.
The taproom was small and warm. Fark oak beams crossed the ceiling 

above us, and in the Hreplace a cheerful Hre cast a soft glow upon the 
walls. There were only a few guests that evening. Two elderly men sat at 
a table near the window, speaking in low voices, while a farmer farther 
down the room slowly enGoyed his mug of ale.

Folmes and I sat at a table near the hearth, discussing the day’s events 
in the bell tower.

WSo, you still believe the young birds eCplain the attacksYE I asked.
W9es,E Folmes replied. W“ost of them, at any rate.E
WNnd the tracks in the dustYE
WThe birds do not eCplain those.E
Fe said no more, but I could see that his thoughts still circled about 

the strange impressions we had seen up in the tower.
Nt that moment the landlord approached our table with a friendly 

smile.
WI hope the meal has been to your liking, gentlemen.E
W4Ccellent,E I assured him.
Fe glanced about the nearly empty inn and then rested one hand upon 

the back of a vacant chair.
WIf you do not obGect, I should be interested to hear what you make of 

our village.E
WIt would be a pleasure,E said Folmes.
N moment later the landlord had seated himself. Fe was plainly a man 

who enGoyed company and conversation, and it was not long before the 
subGect turned to the church, the owl, and 4lias ?row.

W9ou have surely heard most of the stories already,E said he with a grin.
WN number of them,E Folmes admitted.
W“arshHeld has always been full of strange tales.E
WIndeedYE
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W9es.E
Fe leaned a little forward.
W”or eCample, there is the story of the coins.E
Folmes at once raised his eyes.
WThe coinsYE
WThe old coins.E
WI am not sure I know that story.E
The landlord looked surprised.
WThen you have not yet spoken to the right people.E
Fe smiled.
WOld gold coins.E
I must admit that at this point I attached no great importance to the 

matter. 0illages were full of stories of hidden treasure and ancient Hnds. 
But Folmes had plainly caught at something.

WRhat sort of coinsYE he asked.
The landlord shrugged.
WThat is the odd part of it. They appear from time to time. Mot many. 

One here and one there.E
Fe considered.
WThe shopkeeper owns one. I know at least two other people in the 

district who have one as well.E
WNnd where do they come fromYE
WMo one knows.E
The landlord suddenly rose.
WRait a moment.E
Fe disappeared into a back room and returned shortly afterward with 

a small wooden boC.
WFere.E
Fe opened the lid.
Inside lay a single coin. 4ven in the subdued light from the Hre, I could 

see that it was old. 0ery old.
WIs that one of themYE Folmes asked.
W9es.E
The landlord took it up and handed it across the table.
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WI do not really know how I came by it. One day I simply discovered 
that it was lying among the other coins in my till.E

Fe laughed.
WI could, of course, have sold it. There is gold in it, after all. But I kept 

it, mostly because it seemed old and unusual to me.E
Folmes took the coin between his Hngers. I saw at once the familiar eCP

pression come over his face. Fe eCamined it with a thoroughness which 
would have seemed comic had I not seen him do the same with far smaller 
obGects over the years. Fe studied the stamping, turned it over, let it rest 
in his palm as though Gudging its weight, and then held it up toward the 
light from the hearth.

WNre the other coins of the same typeYE he asked.
WSo people say.E
WThey resemble one another, thenYE
WSo far as I know, yes. Nlmost identical.E
Folmes nodded slowly.
WRhen did the Hrst one appearYE
The landlord shook his head.
WThat I do not know.E
WNnd how often are they foundYE
W0ery rarely.E
WOne at a timeYE
WNlways.E
The landlord thought for a moment.
WI have never heard of anyone Hnding several at once.E
Folmes asked a few more questions, but it soon became apparent that 

the landlord’s knowledge was limited. Fe knew the stories, but not their 
origin. Rhen at last he eCcused himself and returned to his other guests, 
I sat for a moment watching him go.

WI do not quite understand,E said I. WRhat have old gold coins to do 
with an aggressive owlYE

Folmes did not answer at once. Instead, he put his hand into his 
pocket and drew out the coin he had found up in the bell tower earlier 
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that day. Fe placed it beside the landlord’s coin upon the table. 4ven in 
the 5ickering light the resemblance could be seen.

I looked in surprise from one to the other. Folmes regarded them both 
for a moment.

W—robably nothing,E said he.
But his tone told me that he did not entirely believe the words himself. 

Fe picked up the two coins again.
WNnd yet it is rarely accidental, Ratson, when old things keep appearP

ing.E
Fe returned his own coin to his pocket.

xomeote it Bhe ’arI
Later that evening, when Folmes and I left the inn, darkness had settled 
fully over “arshHeld. The warm atmosphere of the low taproom, with its

 Hre and subdued conversations, was quickly replaced by the cool night 
air drifting in from the Helds around the village. I turned up my collar as 
we made our way through the nearly deserted streets toward the vicarage.

Re had spoken little since our conversation with the landlord. Folmes 
seemed absorbed in his own thoughts, and I knew from eCperience that 
it was wisest not to disturb him when he was in that state of mind. “y 
own thoughts still circled about the old coins, which seemed to me to 
have a most uncertain connection with the matter of the owl.

Re had Gust reached the churchyard wall when a sharp cry suddenly 
rang through the night. I stopped and looked up. Figh above us a dark 
bird circled the bell tower. Its characteristic cry cut through the silence, 
and a moment later a second shape showed itself against the sky. The two 
birds were 5ying restlessly about the tower in a manner that immediately 
struck me as di!erent from what we had seen earlier that day.

Folmes had noticed it as well. Fe quickly placed a hand upon my arm 
and signaled for silence.

WLook up there.E
I followed his ga8e toward the upper part of the tower. Nt Hrst I could 

see nothing, but after a few seconds I noticed a faint light high behind 
one of the openings. It was not strong, but it was distinct enough to be 
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seen against the darkness. The light moved. The opening was alternately 
illuminated and obscured, as though someone were walking about up 
there with a lantern.

WThere is someone in the tower,E I whispered.
Folmes made no reply. Fe had already moved away from the road 

and in among some trees at the edge of the churchyard. I followed, and 
together we approached the church cautiously, keeping to the shadows. 
Nbove us the owls continued to circle. Several times their cries sounded 
again, and I could not help thinking of the two birds we had seen deP
fending their nest earlier that day. Rhoever was up there now must be 
close to their young.

The 5ickering light continued for several minutes. Mow and then one 
could make out a shadow moving across the opening, but the distance 
made it impossible to distinguish any further detail. Then, as suddenly 
as it had appeared, the light vanished. The tower lay dark once more.

Folmes made no movement to go nearer. On the contrary, he seemed 
to become even more attentive.

WRe wait,E said he quietly.
So, we stood there. I do not know precisely how long. —erhaps ten 

minutes. —erhaps a little more. Time felt longer in the darkness beneath 
the trees, while the owls continued their uneasy circling over the tower. 
Nt last, the silence was broken by a new sound. The heavy tower door 
was opened. Re could now make out a Hgure stepping onto the path in 
front of the church. The person turned and stood for a moment by the 
door. 4ven at that distance we could hear the metallic sound of a key in 
the lock.

WFe is locking it behind him,E I whispered.
The Hgure then began to walk through the darkness. Nt Hrst, I thought 

the person was on his way toward the vicarage. The direction seemed to 
point that way, and I even had time to imagine that the vicar might have 
had some innocent errand in the tower. But after a few minutes the Hgure 
altered course and continued instead along the churchyard wall.

Folmes moved after him at once. Re followed at a distance without 
losing sight of the Hgure. It was still too dark for us to recogni8e his face, 
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but the person moved with the assurance that comes only from knowing 
the ground thoroughly. Rhen at last he reached a small house at the edge 
of the churchyard and disappeared inside, I no longer needed to ask who 
lived there. It was 4lias ?row’s house.

Re stood for a moment in the darkness, looking at the closed door. ”ar 
above us, from the bell tower, came another cry from one of the owls.

WIt must almost certainly have been 4lias,E said I.
Folmes kept his eyes HCed upon the house.
W9es,E he replied thoughtfully. WNt any rate, that is the conclusion 

which someone evidently wishes us to draw.E
That remark remained with me all the way back to the vicarage.

bB Bhe EreaIfasB TaLde
The following morning Folmes was unusually silent at breakfast. Fe 
appeared only half interested in his food, and it was not until the vicar 
poured another cup of co!ee that he laid down his knife and fork and 
announced that he wished to make a further eCamination of the bell 
tower.

The vicar looked at him in surprise.
WFave you not already seen what there is to see up thereYE
WOn the contrary,E Folmes replied. WI believe we have only begun.E
Fe then told him of the light we had observed the previous evening 

and of the Hgure that had left the tower after dark. The vicar listened 
attentively, though he could of course o!er no eCplanation.

WSo you believe someone was up thereYE
WIt is possible,E said Folmes. WNnd if that is so, any traces will be easier 

to Hnd now than a week hence.E
The vicar at once gave him permission to continue the investigation, 

though he made it equally clear that he preferred to remain on the 
ground this time.

The xecreB it Bhe Eedd Toner
Shortly afterward, therefore, Folmes and I once more found ourselves 
upon the old stone stair that wound up through the bell tower.
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4ven before we reached the upper chamber, it became evident that 
the owls remembered us. The strange sounds which the day before had 
greeted us only near the top began much earlier now. Ringbeats echoed 
between the walls, and several times the hoarse cries sounded so close that 
the echo seemed to come from every side at once. Rhen we reached the

 Hnal steps, one of the adult birds swept past us with such speed that I 
instinctively ducked my head.

I began in earnest to understand how 4lias ?row might have come 
home with scratches and bruises.

Rhen we stepped into the bell chamber, the birds’ resistance became 
still more vigorous. Both adult owls now circled about us with loud 
protests, and more than once I had to raise my umbrella like a shield 
between myself and the powerful wings. I remember one passage in 
particular, when one of the birds struck the cloth of the umbrella with 
such force that for a moment, I felt less like a doctor than an infantryman 
under Hre. Folmes, by contrast, appeared wholly una!ected by the 
commotion.

Rhile I occupied myself with the aerial defense, as he later called it, 
he began methodically to eCamine the tower chamber once more. Fis 
attention quickly centered upon the areas where we had noticed the 
strange tracks in the dust the previous day. Slowly he moved through 
the room, sometimes kneeling, sometimes standing quite still for several 
seconds at a time while he studied the masonry. Suddenly he stopped.

I had Gust fended o! another tooPnear sweep of wings and therefore 
did not at Hrst see what had captured his attention. On the 5oor close to 
the outer wall lay a small heap of pale plaster. To me it looked merely like 
one more of the many remnants that time had left in the old tower, but 
Folmes regarded it with an interest that at once stirred my curiosity.

WFo you see the di!erence, RatsonYE
I was obliged to admit that I did not.
WThis plaster is newer than the rest.E
Mow that he pointed it out, I began to see what he meant. The pale 

material looked fresher and cleaner than the dust that covered the reP
mainder of the chamber. Folmes then followed the wall upward with his 
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eyes. In several places small threads of dust clung to the cobwebs between 
the stones, as though something had recently disturbed them. Slowly he 
continued his eCamination upward toward the roof structure, until he 
stopped beneath a group of large stones set high among the beams.

Nt Hrst glance they looked no di!erent from the others. But as I 
studied them, I began to have the sense that something was not quite 
right. N few of the stones appeared very slightly displaced in relation to 
the rest of the wall.

Folmes drew an old wooden crate beneath the place.
WInteresting,E he murmured.
WNnother clueYE
W9es.E
Fe pointed to the surface of the crate. The natural layer of dust had 

been worn away precisely where a person would place his feet in order to 
stand upon it.

WI am hardly the Hrst to have used it for this purpose.E
N moment later he was standing upon the crate and carefully eCamP

ining the stones. Nt Hrst nothing happened. Then one of them yielded 
very slightly.

I saw Folmes pause. Then he slowly drew the stone free. Behind it 
opened a dark cavity. I must admit that I was entirely speechless. 4ven 
if I had spent the rest of my life in that tower, I doubt whether I should 
ever have discovered the hiding place.

The RosB Treasyre 
Folmes carefully thrust his hand into the darkness. N moment later he 
drew it out again. In his palm lay several old gold coins. They gleamed 
faintly in the light and bore a striking resemblance to the coin we had 
seen at the landlord’s the previous evening.

But it was only when Folmes had turned the wooden crate on its 
side and raised the lamp toward the cavity that the full eCtent of the 
discovery became clear to us. Behind the wall lay not merely a few coins. 
There were do8ens. Nmong them one could see the remains of small 
leather pouches, rusted Httings, and other obGects which time had almost 
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dissolved. ”arther in lay the outline of something largerJ the remains of 
a small chest, its wood long since in the process of decay.

Nround us the owls continued their eCcited cries, but for the Hrst time 
I scarcely seemed to hear them. I stood only ga8ing into the hidden 
chamber. Suddenly several of the village stories appeared to acquire 
meaning. 9et at the same time, the discovery raised far more questions 
than it answered.

Folmes let the light of the lamp rest for a Hnal moment upon the old 
coins before he slowly stepped down again.

WMow we know what lies in the tower, Ratson.E
I nodded.
W9es.E
Folmes looked once more into the dark cavity.
WThe neCt question is far more diAcult.E
WRhat questionYE
Fis ga8e passed from the treasure to the dusty 5oorboards and then 

upward toward the nest among the beams.
WRho knew of it before usYE
The descent from the tower was considerably quicker than the ascent. 

Mot because the owls had become any more hospitable, but because 
Folmes had now found what he was seeking.

Rhen we reached the landing where the vicar and the seCton were 
waiting, both men rose at once.

WRellYE asked the vicar. WFid you Hnd anythingYE
I saw a brief glance pass between Folmes and me.
W9es,E said Folmes.
There was something in his tone which made the vicar understand at 

once that the answer was more serious than he had eCpected. The seCton 
looked curiously from one to the other.

WRhat did you HndYE
Folmes looked Hrst at the vicar.
WI believe we should speak alone for a moment.E
Shortly afterward we stood outside the church, where the seCton had 

discreetly withdrawn. The vicar regarded us with growing uneasiness.
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W9ou are almost making me nervous, “r. Folmes.E
WThat is not my intention.E
Folmes took out one of the gold coins and let it rest in his palm.
The vicar stared at it.
WN coinYE
WN gold coin.E
Folmes then told him brie5y of the hidden cavity in the wall, the 

displaced stones, and the collection of coins that still lay concealed high 
up in the bell tower. I do not believe I had ever seen 0icar Bellamy so 
speechless.

Fe looked Hrst at the coin, then up toward the tower, and then back 
at Folmes.

W9ou mean...E he began.
W9es.E
WThere is a treasure up thereYE
WThere are at least the remains of one.E
The vicar slowly removed his spectacles and rubbed his eyes.
WIt is quite unbelievable.E
”or a moment he merely stood and stared toward the bell tower, as 

though he were seeing it for the Hrst time.
WNnd it has lain there all this timeYE
WSo, it appears.E
The vicar gave a low whistle.
W“y good Lord.E
Folmes allowed him a moment to absorb the news before he continP

ued.
WThere is, however, one thing I must ask of you.E
The vicar looked up.
WRhat is thatYE
WThat you tell absolutely no one.E
WMo oneYE
Folmes’s voice was calm, but Hrm.
WMot the seCton. Mot the parish council. Mot your wife.E
The vicar raised his eyebrows.
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WMot even my wifeYE
W4specially not your wife.E
I noticed the faintest smile on the vicar’s face.
Folmes returned the coin to his pocket.
WRe do not yet know who knows of the treasure. Re do not know who 

visited the tower at night. Nnd we do not know why coins have appeared 
around the village over the years.E

The vicar nodded slowly. Fe had plainly begun to understand.
WIf the news gets out...E
W...then we risk warning that person,E Folmes Hnished.
”or a moment there was silence between us.
Nt last, the vicar eCtended his hand.
W9ou have my word.E
Folmes accepted the handshake.
WThat is all I require.E
Rhen shortly afterward we walked back toward the vicarage, I could 

not help turning several times to look back at the old bell tower. It looked 
eCactly as it had the day before. The same old stones. Nnd yet the building 
now seemed transformed. ”or we knew that behind its walls lay a secret 
that had survived generations of vicars, seCtons, and villagers.

The Darish )ecorOs
The morning after the discovery in the bell tower was gray and still. N 
Hne mist lay over the Helds around “arshHeld, and even the bell tower 
seemed less dominant than usual, as though the weather had subdued 
both the village and its old legends.

Nfter breakfast Folmes had asked the vicar for access to the church’s 
old papers and records. The request seemed almost to apologi8e for itself 
before it had been fully made, and the vicar smiled rather ruefully as he 
led us up a narrow stair to the attic above the vicarage.

WI am afraid you will be disappointed, “r. Folmes,E said he. W“ost of 
the material consists of baptismal registers, land transfers, accounts, and 
that sort of thing. 0illage life is seldom as eCciting as people imagine.E

Folmes answered only with a nod.
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The attic proved to contain a small archive room, where dusty boCes 
and registers were stacked along the walls. The air had that peculiar smell 
of old paper, leather, and dry wood which is found only in places where 
documents have been permitted to rest undisturbed for generations.

I remember that it struck me that, in a sense, we were standing within 
the village’s memory. Fere lay the traces of people long dead. Baptisms, 
marriages, deaths, transactions, quarrels, and reconciliations. Small fragP
ments of lives which survived only because someone had written them d
own.

Rhile Folmes at once set about eCamining the material with his 
customary thoroughness, I found myself more interested in the little 
histories that emerged along the way. The vicar knew many of them and 
willingly elaborated whenever a name or an event caught his attention.

Re read, among other things, of a Hre that had nearly destroyed the 
church more than a century earlier. Nnother register mentioned a vicar 
who was said to have disappeared during a Gourney and never been found 
again. In several places there were descriptions of old quarrels between 
families whose descendants now lived peacefully side by side, no longer 
knowing the cause of the enmity.

These tales interested me far more than the dry accounts, but Folmes 
appeared to listen with only half an ear. ”rom time to time, he asked a 
question or requested a particular register, but it was clear that he was 
searching for something quite deHnite.

bt wdO )oLLerS
Time passed. The rain began softly to drum upon the roof. I had Gust 
begun to doubt whether the investigation would lead to anything when 
Folmes suddenly stopped. Fe was bent over a large register with yelP
lowed pages, and for the Hrst time that morning I saw the familiar conP
centration appear upon his face.

WFm.E
It was not much, but I knew the sound.
WFave you found somethingYE I asked.
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Folmes did not answer at once. Instead, he turned back several pages 
and read one passage again.

W0icar,E said he then. WFo you know the name Mathaniel FarrowYE
The vicar frowned.
WFarrowYE
Fe considered.
WMo. Mot immediately.E
Folmes pushed the register toward us.
WThat is hardly surprising. Fe died about a hundred years ago.E
I leaned forward. The document described a man named Mathaniel 

Farrow, a merchant, moneylender, and owner of several trading vessels, 
who by all accounts had been among the richest men in the district in his d
ay.

But it was not his wealth that had secured him a place in the church 
archives. It was what had happened to it. Folmes had already found 
several documents concerning the same matter, and he now laid them 
side by side upon the table. Slowly the picture began to form.

NpproCimately a century earlier, Farrow had been the victim of an eCP
tensive robbery. N considerable portion of his fortune had disappeared. 
In the papers it was referred to as his gold reserve, and the amount had 
evidently been large enough to attract attention far beyond “arshHeld. 
The more we read, the more remarkable the story became. Ritnesses had 
been questioned. Suspects had been arrested, and several farms had been 
searched. To all appearances the investigation had continued for several 
years.

WIt must have been a sensation at the time,E said I.
WIt was,E Folmes replied without lifting his eyes.
Fe turned another page.
WListen to this.E
Fe read aloud a passage describing how the authorities had repeatedly 

attempted to locate the missing fortune, without result. Mo one could 
eCplain where the gold had gone. Mo one was convicted. Nnd most 
important of allJ the money was never found.

Silence fell in the small archive room.
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I looked over at Folmes. Fe sat with his eyes HCed upon the docuP
ments before him. Slowly he took one of the old gold coins from his 
pocket and let it rest between his Hngers. This was not merely a collection 
of old coins. It might very well be the remnant of a robbery that had 
remained unsolved for an entire century.

Nt last Folmes turned to the vicar.
WFad you known of this matter before we found itYE
The vicar picked up the register and leafed thoughtfully through the 

pages.
WOnly very slightly.E
Fe slowly shook his head.
WI vaguely remember my grandfather once telling me of a great robbery 

when I was a boy. But it was already an old story then.E
Fe smiled a little.
WN hundred years is a long time, after all.E
Fis ga8e moved down over the names in the documents.
WThose involved have long since died. Their children as well.E
Fe set the register down.
WBut you are right in one respect. It must have been a very dramatic 

a!air in its day.E
WSo, it appears,E said Folmes.
WRhat actually surprises me,E the vicar continued, Wis how thoroughly 

the matter was pursued. One often imagines that the legal system was 
simpler then.E

Fe pointed to the many reports.
WBut here one can see interviews, inquiries, and trials eCtending over 

several years.E
W9es,E said Folmes quietly. WThey searched for a very long time.E
Fe sat again for a moment in silence, letting his Hngers move along the 

edge of the old coin that lay before him upon the table.
W—erhaps,E said he thoughtfully, Wthey merely searched in the wrong 

place.E
The vicar looked at him inquiringly.
Folmes leaned back.
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WRe now know that old gold coins have appeared in “arshHeld over 
many years.E

WThat is true.E
WNnd we know that we have Gust found a collection of old gold coins 

hidden in the bell tower.E
The vicar nodded slowly.
W9es.E
WFo you know whether anyone has previously connected the two 

factsYE
The vicar considered.
WMo.E
Fe shook his head.
WMever.E
N faint smile appeared.
WTo be honest, I do not believe anyone in the village ever thought so 

far.E
Fe pointed to the coin.
W“ost probably regarded them simply as curious Hnds.E
WInteresting.E
The vicar leaned forward.
WFo you really believe there can be a connectionYE
Folmes did not answer immediately. Instead, he raised the coin and 

regarded it in the light from the attic window. Then he placed it upon 
the document before him.

WRe have a hidden treasure of old gold coins in the bell tower.E
Then he placed his hand upon another of the old case papers.
WNnd we have a village in which precisely the same type of coin has 

appeared singly over many years.E
Fis ga8e moved from me to the vicar.
WIt would be a remarkable coincidence if the three things had nothing 

to do with one another.E
I was obliged to admit that the logic was diAcult to resist. Nnd while 

the rain continued its soft drumming upon the roof, the old story of 
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Mathaniel Farrow’s vanished fortune suddenly began to feel far less 
remote than before.

The xecreB of Cdias Jron 
That same evening Folmes and I once more visited 4lias ?row’s little 
house by the churchyard. The sun was sinking behind the Helds, and the 
last golden light lay across the headstones and the old walls of the church. 
I had eCpected Folmes to be grave, perhaps even accusatory, but to my 
surprise he seemed unusually relaCed. Fe walked with his hands behind 
his back and spoke of the weather for most of the way, as though we were 
on our way to an ordinary friendly call.

Rhen 4lias opened the door, however, something curious occurred. 
The old man looked Hrst at Folmes. Then at me. Nnd then he knew. I 
cannot eCplain how I saw it, but there could be no doubt. Meither of us 
had spoken a word, and yet he seemed at once to understand why we had 
come. ”or a moment he stood in the doorway. Then he silently stepped 
aside.

W?ome in.E
Re followed him into the little parlor where we had visited him before. 

The evening light fell through the window, and for a while none of us 
spoke. Only when we had seated ourselves did Folmes put his hand into 
his pocket and lay a single gold coin upon the table between us.

The light caught the metal. 4lias stared at the coin. Slowly he leaned 
back in his chair. Fe did not attempt to eCplain himself. Fe did not 
attempt to deny anything. Instead, he gave the faintest nod, like a man 
who, after many years of silence, has at last met the moment he has long 
known would come. Mearly half a minute passed before he spoke.

WSo you found it.E
Folmes nodded.
The old man closed his eyes for a moment. To my surprise, he did not 

seem crushed. On the contrary, he seemed relieved. Rhen he opened his 
eyes again, the Hrst thing he said wasJ

WI did not steal it.E
Folmes’s reply came calmly and without the slightest hesitation.
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WI am aware of that.E
4lias looked up quickly.
W9ou know thatYE
W9es.E
Folmes leaned forward slightly.
WRe found the account of the robbery in the old church archives. It 

took place almost a hundred years ago. The men who committed the 
crime have been dead for many years.E

I saw the tension leave the old man’s face. It was clear that this, more 
than anything else, had troubled him.

WThank you,E said he quietly.
Then he fell silent again. Folmes did not interrupt. Fe knew that the 

rest must come of its own accord. Nnd so it did.
WI found it by accident,E said 4lias after a time.
Fis ga8e still rested upon the coin on the table.
WIt must be more than thirty years ago.E
Fe smiled faintly at the memory.
WI was working at the church then. I did a little of everything. Tended 

the churchyard, repaired fences, cut the grass, helped the seCton, and 
took care of the small things no one else thought about.E

Fe paused brie5y.
WOne day I was working up in the bell tower.E
I could almost see the scene as he described it.
WThere were some stones that seemed loose. I thought they might need 

securing. Rhen I eCamined them more closely, one of them gave way.E
Fis voice grew lower.
WNnd behind it I found the cavity.E
Fe slowly shook his head.
WNt Hrst I did not believe it.E
Fis eyes sought ours.
WThere was a chest in there. Or the remains of one. Nnd the coins.E
N faint smile appeared.
WI believe I sat staring at them for nearly an hour.E
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Fe told us how he had said nothing to anyone. Mot to the vicar. Mot 
to the village. Mot even to his own wife. In the beginning he had merely 
visited the hiding place from time to time in order to assure himself that 
it truly eCisted.

WIt sounds foolish now,E said he. WBut sometimes I went up there only 
to look at it.E

Fe shrugged.
WIt was like knowing that there eCisted a secret in the world known 

only to me.E
Then his face grew serious.
WThen my wife fell ill.E
The room became still.
WThe money did not suAce. “y pay at the church was modest in those 

days. Re managed, but only Gust.E
Fe looked again at the coin.
WSo, I took one.E
Fis voice was almost a whisper.
WOnly one.E
Fe told us how he had convinced himself that no one owned the 

money any longer. That no one was searching for it. That no one would 
miss a single coin after so many years.

WNnd nothing happened.E
There was no selfPpity in his voice.
WThen it became easier.E
Fe sat for a long while without looking at us.
WMot many. Mot often.E
Fis eyes 5ickered brie5y.
WBut nevertheless.E
Some years passed without his taking anything. In other years he took 

a single coin, or two. Rhen times were diAcult, he took a little more.
WI never became rich.E
Fe smiled wearily.
WMor was that ever the intention.E
Then he suddenly laughed softly.
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WBut I kept poverty at bay.E
”or the Hrst time that evening warmth returned to his face.
WFo you remember the story of the horses in the neighboring townYE
I looked at Folmes at once.
It was precisely the story the landlord had mentioned.
WThat was me,E said 4lias.
Mow he smiled almost openly.
WI had dreamed of those horses for years.E
Fe shook his head.
WOrdinarily I could never have a!orded them.E
Fe leaned back.
WThat was how some of the coins came into circulation.E
The evening light had almost vanished now, and in the little parlor the 

old man sat quietly for a moment, like one who had borne a secret alone 
for many years and had at last been permitted to lay it down.

Silence followed 4lias ?row’s long account. The lamp on the table 
cast its warm light across the walls, while the evening darkness slowly 
gathered outside the windows. The old man sat with his hands folded 
before him and looked at the coin that still lay upon the table between us. 
It seemed to me that in the space of a few hours he had grown noticeably 
older. —erhaps it was not the years, but rather the relief of at last setting 
down a secret which he had carried alone through so much of his life.

Folmes had listened without a single interruption. Fe remained silent 
for a long while before asking his neCt question.

WNnd the stories about the owlYE
4lias raised his eyes and smiled faintly.
W9es, I suppose I must take my share of the responsibility for those as 

well.E
Fe leaned back in his chair and looked up at the ceiling for a moment, 

as though searching for the proper words.
W“any of the stories began with me. Mot because I wished to deceive 

anyone, but because I discovered that they had a useful e!ect. —eople 
kept away from the tower. Once a man had heard a few stories about 
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the church’s secrets and the owl that guarded them, there were not many 
who cared to go up there alone.E

Fe shrugged with an almost apologetic smile.
WNnd the fewer people who went up there, the safer I felt.E
I could not help asking the question which Folmes seemed deliberP

ately to leave unspoken.
WBut why did you not stop at some pointY Rhy did you not turn over 

the treasureYE
4lias looked at me for a long while before answering.
WI truly do not know.E
Fe said it so honestly that it was impossible not to believe him.
WIn the beginning it was only a secret. Later it became my secret. Nnd 

after many years...E Fe hesitated. W...after many years it became, in a 
strange way, my treasure as well.E

Fis ga8e drifted toward the window.
WI know how that sounds. But time does strange things to men. Rhen 

one has lived with something long enough, one begins to regard it as a 
part of oneself.E

Fe then told us of the many years during which he had been able 
to visit the hiding place without diAculty. There had always been owls 
in the tower, he eCplained, but none of them had shown the slightest 
interest in him. Fe could go up and down as he wished, take a single coin 
now and again, and leave the rest where it lay. So it had been for decades.

WBut then the new owl came,E said he with a crooked smile.
I immediately remembered the large bird we ourselves had met among 

the beams.
WNnd soon afterward it found itself a mate. Before I knew it, there was 

a nest up there. Then came the young, and suddenly the tower was no 
longer mine.E

Fe touched the mark near his ear.
WNt Hrst I thought little of it. But each time I went up there, the 

birds grew more aggressive. In the end I could scarcely approach the nest 
without being attacked.E

N gleam of humor appeared in his face.
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WI suppose it was their way of telling me that I was no longer welcome.E
Folmes still sat silent. Fe seemed to be weighing every word the old 

man had spoken. Only after some time did he lean back and sayJ
WSo the owl never guarded the treasure.E
4lias laughed quietly.
WMo.E
Fe shook his head.
WIt only guarded its young.E
There was something so simple and selfPevident in that eCplanation 

that all three of us remained seated for a moment without saying more. 
The stories which had surrounded the tower for generations had grown 
out of human imagination. The birds had merely done what birds always 
do.

Shortly afterward we took our leave. 4lias accompanied us to the door, 
and when Folmes and I stepped out into the cool evening air, darkP
ness had almost entirely fallen. Re walked slowly through the village, 
speaking little. The bell tower rose above the rooftops like a dark shadow 
against the night sky, and somewhere up there the owls were probably 
still beside their nest.

Only when we reached the churchyard wall did I break the silence.
WRhat do we do nowYE
Folmes did not answer at once. Fe stopped for a moment and let his 

ga8e rest upon the upper openings of the tower, where we had earlier 
seen the birds come and go.

WIt is not a simple question, Ratson.E
I understood what he meant. 4lias ?row was not the robber. That 

crime lay a century in the past. But neither was he innocent. Fe had 
taken from the treasure for many years, hidden the truth, and allowed 
the legends to grow around him.

Folmes continued a few more steps before he spoke again.
WThe curious thing about this case is that the treasure was never the 

true secret.E
I looked at him inquiringly.
Fe cast another glance toward the tower.
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WSome secrets are not preserved by stones, Ratson.E
Fe paused.
WThey are preserved by men.E
The rest of the way back to the vicarage we walked in silence, while the 

bell tower slowly disappeared behind us in the darkness.

The CpkdataBiot
The following day Folmes asked the vicar to gather some of the central 
Hgures of the village at the vicarage. The vicar did so with great care. By 
the time afternoon came, the large sittingProom was Hlled with people 
who had all, in one way or another, been part of the a!air. The vicar and 
his wife received the guests, and the latter had provided co!ee, tea, and an 
impressive selection of homemade cakes, which quickly helped to create 
a far more informal atmosphere than one ordinarily associates with the 
solving of a mystery.

—resent, of course, were the vicar himself, the seCton, the shopkeeper, 
the landlord, and the village doctor. Several of the older inhabitants of 
“arshHeld had also found their way to the vicarage, while 4lias ?row 
sat somewhat apart near one of the windows. Folmes and I were the last 
to arrive, and when the co!ee had been poured and the Hrst murmur of 
conversation had died away, Folmes slowly rose from his chair.

The room soon fell silent.
WRhen your vicar, “r. Bellamy, came to me in Baker Street,E said he, 

Wthe matter was presented as a story about an owl.E
N few of the villagers smiled.
WNn owl which was said to foretell misfortune, to guard the secrets of 

the church, and perhaps even to punish those who had done wrong.E
There were one or two subdued chuckles around the table.
WI must confess that I do not, as a rule, take any great interest in omens, 

curses, or superstition.E
Mow even the vicar smiled.
WBut one detail caught my attention.E
Folmes let his ga8e move around the room.
WRhy 4lias ?rowYE
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Several people instinctively turned toward the old seCton.
WIf the owl had simply been aggressive, it would have attacked many 

people. If it had merely been defending its territory, the attacks would 
have been more random. 9et again and again I heard the same story. It 
was 4lias who had the scratches. 4lias who bore the marks. 4lias whose 
hats were torn.E

The village doctor nodded.
WThat is correct.E
Folmes continued.
WRhen Ratson and I visited the bell tower, we soon found the eCplaP

nation for the Hrst part of the mystery.E
Fe now told them of the two adult owls, the nest high among the 

beams, and the many young birds which we had heard but could scarcely 
see. Several of those present listened with great interest, and some eCP
changed surprised glances.

WThe birds were not aggressive out of malice,E Folmes eCplained. 
WThey were merely doing what any parent would do. They were defendP
ing their o!spring.E

WThat sounds almost reasonable,E observed the landlord.
WIt is reasonable,E said Folmes.
There were several nods around the table.
WSo, the owl was never a curseYE asked one of the older men.
WMo,E Folmes replied. WIt was merely an owl.E
Laughter brie5y spread through the room, and the atmosphere beP

came noticeably lighter. But Folmes did not allow the pause to last long.
WThat, however, eCplained only half the matter.E
Fis voice grew serious again.
W”or even if the birds were defending their nest, one question reP

mained.E
Fe turned slightly toward 4lias.
WRhy did 4lias ?row have to come so close to it again and againYE
Mow the room became still. The old seCton sat without raising his eyes. 

Folmes continued calmly.
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WThat question led me back to the bell tower. It led me to the strange 
tracks in the dust, to the nocturnal visits to the tower, and to the disturP
bance which Ratson and I observed from the churchyard.E

I noticed how several of those present now leaned forward in their 
chairs. The shopkeeper had entirely forgotten his co!ee. The seCton sat 
with his arms folded, staring intently at Folmes. One by one, every eye 
in the room began to turn toward 4lias ?row.

The old man still said nothing. Fe sat quietly with his hands folded 
before him, like a man who already knew the rest of the story. Folmes 
allowed the silence to rest over the gathering for a moment.

WIt was only when we discovered why 4lias visited the tower that we 
began to understand what the owl had truly revealed.E

Nnd with those words the whole room became so still that one could 
hear the clock ticking on the wall behind the vicar’s chair.

Folmes let the silence linger for a moment before he continued. Fe 
described our second visit to the bell tower and told how the agitated 
birds had once again tried to drive us away from their nest. Several 
of those present smiled at the thought that the feared guardian of the 
church’s secrets had in reality been nothing more sinister than a pair 
of very dutiful parents. Folmes went on to describe the tracks in the 
dust, the fresh plaster by the wall, and the loose stones which had Hnally 
attracted his attention.

WBehind those stones,E said he calmly, Wwe found a cavity.E
Nt the same time, he put his hand into his pocket and laid one of the 

gold coins upon the table before him. N murmur at once passed through 
the room. I noticed several of the older men leaning forward in their 
chairs, while the shopkeeper stared at the coin with the eCpression of a 
man who had seen an old ghost.

WRhy...E said he, fumbling quickly in his pocket. N moment later he 
produced his own coin and laid it beside Folmes’s. WIt is the same.E

The two coins now lay side by side upon the table, and the resemblance 
was so plain that no one could doubt it.

WThose are the old coinsGE cried the landlord.
WIndeed, they are,E said one of the older men.
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4ven the vicar leaned forward and eCamined them in astonishment.
Folmes allowed them a moment to study the discovery before continP

uing. Fe told them of the cavity, the remnants of the old leather pouches, 
the rusted Httings, and the almost decayed chest which still lay hidden 
behind the masonry.

WTo all appearances,E said he, Wit has lain there for nearly a hundred 
years.E

Silence fell once more. This time it was heavier. Mot because anyone 
was afraid, but because everyone was beginning to understand what the 
discovery meant.

Rhen Folmes then turned to 4lias ?row, he did so without the slightP
est hint of accusation. Indeed, I believe most of those in the room had 
already understood that he did not regard the old seCton as a criminal. 
Fe looked at him with the calm interest one shows a man whose story 
has not yet been fully told.

W“r. ?row,E said he simply.
That was enough. 4lias nodded slowly and rose. I remember the moP

ment distinctly. Mot one person in the room interrupted him. Mot one 
voice was heard. Nll waited.

WIt is true,E said he. WI found the treasure.E
Fis voice was calm, almost relieved.
Fe then told his story. Of the work in the bell tower many years before. 

Of the loose stones and the moment when he had looked into the cavity 
and seen the coins glimmering in the darkness. Fe spoke of his wife, of 
her illness, and of the narrow circumstances that had shaped their lives. 
Of the Hrst coin he had taken. Only one. Only because he believed that no 
one owned the money any longer, and because need had proved stronger 
than conscience.

Ns he spoke, one could feel that many of those present were listening 
not merely to an eCplanation, but to an entire life. Fe described how the 
years had passed. Fow the Hrst coin had made the neCt easier. Mot many 
at a time, he emphasi8ed, and never enough to make him wealthy. Only 
enough to keep poverty from the door.
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Rhen he came to the story of the horses in the neighboring town, a 
few smiles even spread around the table.

W9es,E said he with a small laugh. WThat story was true enough.E
Several nodded. They plainly remembered it. Nnd when at last he 

came to the stories of the owl, he lowered his eyes a little.
WI suppose it was I who gave many of them life.E
Fe eCplained how he had never wished to deceive anyone for amuseP

ment, but how he had quickly discovered that the stories served a purP
pose. The more people spoke of the church’s secrets and of the owl that 
guarded them, the less inclined they were to climb the tower.

WNnd that suited me well enough,E said he with weary honesty.
Rhen at last he sat down again, silence returned to the room. But 

this time it was a di!erent silence. It was not the silence that follows 
a revelation. It was the silence that follows understanding. The co!ee 
on the table had gone cold. The clock on the wall continued its steady 
ticking. Mo one seemed in any hurry to speak.

I looked around the gathering. The seCton stared down at the tabletop 
with a thoughtful eCpression. The village doctor sat with his Hngers 
folded before him. The shopkeeper still rested his hand upon his old 
coin. The vicar sat silent, looking across at 4lias. Nnd in the midst of 
them sat the old seCton himself. Mot as a man who had Gust been eCposed, 
but as a man who had at last told the truth. It seemed to me in that 
moment that the decision no longer belonged to Sherlock Folmes.

It belonged to the village.

The uyOWmetB of MarshledO
”or some time after 4lias ?row’s confession no one spoke. The silence 
in the room was not hostile, but re5ective. It was clear that most of those 
present were trying to reconcile the man they had known for many years 
with the secret that had Gust been revealed.

Nt last, it was the seCton who rose. Fe stood for a moment with his 
hands behind his back and looked across at 4lias.

WI do not quite know what to think,E said he honestly. WOn the one 
hand, you ought to have told someone. I think we may all agree on that.E
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Several nodded.
WBut on the other hand, it was not you who stole the money.E
Fe shrugged.
W9ou found it.E
Then he sat down again.
Shortly afterward the shopkeeper rose.
WI must admit that much makes sense now.E
Fe smiled crookedly.
WThe old coins, the stories, all the rumors.E
Fe looked toward 4lias.
WIt was wrong to take from the treasure. 9ou know that better than 

anyone, I am sure.E
4lias nodded silently.
WBut if you had truly wished to enrich yourself, you could have done 

so many years ago.E
The shopkeeper gestured around the room.
WRe all know you. 9ou never became rich. 9ou never bought great 

lands. 9ou never built yourself a mansion.E
There was subdued laughter.
W2uite the contrary.E
Fe sat down again.
The landlord was neCt.
WI have known 4lias longer than I care to admit.E
This brought a few more smiles.
WNnd I Hnd it hard to see him as a criminal.E
Fe considered.
WN man with a bad secret, perhaps. But not a criminal.E
Mow several of the older villagers began to add their voices. One of 

them, a former farmer with a voice like old leather, struck his hand upon 
the table.

WRe did not pay him much, either.E
There were murmurs of agreement.
WThat is true.E
WFe worked at the church almost all his life.E
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WNnd without complaint.E
Nnother shook his head.
WThat does not make it right.E
WMo,E answered the Hrst. WBut neither does it make it altogether 

wrong.E
The discussion continued for some time. Mo one attempted to eCcuse 

what 4lias had done. 4lias least of all. 9et at the same time there was 
no one who could bring himself to regard him as an ordinary thief. 
Hradually a common opinion began to take shape.

Nt last, the vicar looked around the room.
WNre we agreed on one thingYE
Nll turned toward him.
WThat no one wishes to report 4lias ?row.E
There were sounds of agreement around the table. The vicar nodded.
WNnd that the remaining treasure should be recorded and handed over 

to the proper authorities.E
WN museum would be appropriate,E said the village doctor.
W9es.E
WThat would be right.E
WThen the story can be properly told as well.E
Several nodded.

The TryBh bLoyB Bhe wnd
Rhen the decision seemed to have been made, the shopkeeper leaned 
back and smiled.

WNnd the owl may keep the tower, then.E
The laughter that followed was the Hrst wholly untroubled laughter of 

the afternoon. 4ven 4lias smiled.
Folmes, who had until then remained silent, now slowly rose.
WIt seems to me,E said he, Wthat most of us were mistaken about the 

owl.E
Fe let his ga8e pass through the room.
WBut only in part.E
Several looked at him inquiringly.
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WIt did not guard any treasure.E
Fe paused brie5y.
WBut it did guard its nest.E
Smiles spread once more around the table.
WNnd precisely because it did so, it prevented continued access to the 

bell tower. It revealed the nocturnal visits. It drew our attention to 4lias 
?row. Nnd in that way it led us to a secret which had been hidden for 
nearly a hundred years.E

Folmes cast a Hnal glance toward the old seCton.
WSo perhaps the old village legend was not entirely wrong.E
Outside the windows one could see the bell tower rising above the 

village. Nnd high among the old beams two owls were probably still 
tending their young, entirely unaware that they had Gust uncovered a 
centuryPold secret.

The ’ekarByre
The following day Folmes and I left “arshHeld.

It was late in the afternoon when the carriage rolled away from the 
vicarage and set its course through the village toward the station. The 
summer day was drawing to a close, and dusk was slowly gathering over 
the Helds. The last people still stood outside their houses, and several of 
them raised a hand in farewell as we passed.

Meither of us spoke much at Hrst.
There was that particular calm over the village which often follows 

after an old matter has been concluded, and I believe that both Folmes 
and I enGoyed the silence that comes when there are no longer questions 
demanding answers.

Rhen we reached the last stretch of the main street, I turned in my 
seat. The church was still visible behind us. The old bell tower rose dark 
against the reddish sky, where the sun was Gust disappearing behind the 
distant hills. ”or a moment the tower seemed almost larger than before, 
as though it had gained a new signiHcance after all that we had learned.

Iust then a dark shape glided soundlessly from one of the openings 
high beneath the roof.
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The owl.
It 5ew over the churchyard and continued out across the Helds with 

the same calm certainty that its predecessors had probably shown for 
generations.

I followed it with my eyes until it almost vanished in the dusk.
WI doubt the village will ever stop telling stories about it,E said I.
Folmes smiled.
WThe old guard had no treasure, Ratson.E
Fe too looked up toward the bird.
WOnly her young.E
The carriage continued down the country road. Slowly the church 

grew smaller. The bell tower sank behind the trees and at last disappeared 
altogether. Only the red evening sky remained above the Helds.

I leaned back and let my thoughts wander, while the rhythmic sound 
of the wheels carried us toward the station and onward to London. 
Somewhere behind us, two owls were probably now sitting beside their 
nest among the old beams, entirely unaware that they had uncovered a 
secret which human beings had preserved for nearly a century.

Nnd so ended the curious a!air of the owl in “arshHeld’s bell towP
erza story which began in superstition and ended in truth, yet which, to 
my mind, showed that the two sometimes live far nearer to one another 
than we human beings care to admit.
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The Ambitious Rooster

T he case of the missing prize rooster came to us in the early days of 
May, at a time when London had already begun to feel the .rst 

touch of summerv The chestnut trees were in bloom along se'eral of the 
cityBs broad a'enues, and through the open windows of kaSer Ftreet one 
could hear the sounds of the growing traHc mingling with the birdsong 
from the small gardens behind the row of housesv Ior most people it was 
a pleasant season, but for FherlocS -olmes the preceding days had been 
marSed by a restlessness which x had learned to recognize as a sure sign 
of insuHcient intellectual occupationv

Two minor family matters had been resol'ed with unusual speed, and 
my friend had now reached that stage of boredom at which he either beW
gan playing his 'iolin by the open windows or de'oted himself to chemW
ical ePperiments of a sort that Mrsv -udson regarded with a miPture 
of distrust and resignationv jhen she SnocSed upon the sittingWroom 
door that morning and announced that a gentleman wished to consult 
-olmes, x therefore immediately noticed the small sparS of interest that 
appeared in his eyesv

The Gentleman of Surrey
The 'isitor introduced himself as Mrv Eerci'al Iairchildv -e was a man 
of approPimately siPty years of age, yet he carried himself with such 
erectness and 'igor that one might easily ha'e Oudged him younger at 
.rst glancev -e was tall and sparely built, with sil'erWgray hair, a carefully 
groomed mustache, and a bearing that plainly re'ealed a man who had 
spent many years being listened tov -is clothing was country attire withW
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out being rusticD the darS tweed OacSet .tted him impeccably, his boots 
were of ePcellent Uuality and freshly polished, and as he settled into the 
chair opposite -olmes, x noticed a discreet but ePpensi'e watch peeSing 
from beneath his shirt cu9v

There was, in short, nothing about him that resembled the sort of 
farmer one commonly encounters on the ’nglish roadsv 6n the contrary, 
he strucS me as a man who had spent most of his life among oHces, 
boardrooms, or public institutionsv jhether he had been an industriW
alist, a banSer, or a ci'il ser'ant x could not determine, but x felt certain 
that for many years he had borne responsibility for both money and men
v

This assumption soon pro'ed not entirely incorrectv “uring the .rst 
few minutes of our con'ersation, he ePplained that he had spent most of 
his adult life in London, where he had built a substantial career before 
retiring some years earlierv Iollowing his retirement, he had acUuired a 
small property in Furrey, which he modestly described as a hobby farmv 
xt UuicSly became apparent to -olmes and myself, howe'er, that the 
description scarcely did the place Ousticev jhat may ha'e begun as an 
occupation to .ll the Uuieter years after a busy professional life had 
gradually de'eloped into something far more ePtensi'ev

-is true passion was the breeding of prize poultryv
There was nothing comic in the manner in which he spoSe those 

wordsv 6n the contrary, he discussed the subOect with the same seriW
ousness and commitment another man might ha'e de'oted to politics, 
art, or sciencev As he described his birds, x noticed more than once the 
particular ePpression of pride that came o'er his facev xt seemed to me 
that his chicSens were not merely animals but the result of years of 
deliberate e9ort, careful study, and personal ambitionv

xt was therefore not diHcult to understand why his present problem 
occupied him so deeplyv

Prince Regent
Iairchild leaned slightly forward in his chair, and it seemed to me that 
his entire demeanor changed as the con'ersation turned to the bird that 
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had brought him to kaSer Ftreetv ”ntil then he had spoSen with the 
calm selfWpossession one ePpects from a wellWeducated and prosperous 
gentleman, but now a warmth entered his 'oice that re'ealed the matter 
touched him far more deeply than he had thus far allowedv

Nx ha'e bred many birds o'er the years, Mrv -olmes,C he saidv NFome 
good, some less sov kut this oneGC

-e hesitated for a moment, as though searching for the proper wordv
NThis one is my .nest fellowvC
x immediately noticed that he did not speaS of the rooster as an animalv 

6n the contrary, he referred to him almost as though he were a personv 
Fe'eral times he employed ePpressions that one would more readily use 
for a trusted employee or an old friend than for a bird in a poultry yardv

-e ePplained that this particular rooster, who bore the digni.ed 
name Erince Regent, had distinguished himself from the beginning in 
a manner unliSe anything he had pre'iously encounteredv The bird 
was unusually attenti'e to his surroundingsv 7othing seemed to escape 
his noticev -e was not intimidated by commotion or by strangers but 
always maintained an almost remarSable composurev -e was con.dent 
without being recSless, fearless without being ruthless, and possessed, in 
IairchildBs opinion, a dignity seldom found among animalsv

N6ne can rely upon him,C said Iairchild with a seriousness that made 
me momentarily forget we were discussing a roosterv N-e is not one of 
those creatures that shrinS from diHculties or seeS to hide from themv 
-e stands by what he isv -e Snows what he is and conducts himself 
accordinglyvC

As he spoSe, x gradually realized that the Uualities he emphasized were 
not merely those he admired in his birdv They were Uualities he adW
mired in peoplev Eerhaps e'en in himselfv 0on.dence, discipline, dignity, 
loyalty, and courage appeared again and again in di9erent forms, each 
accompanied by a slight nod, as though he were aHrming a truth that 
stood beyond all disputesv

"radually the con'ersation turned to the circumstance that made the 
birdBs disappearance particularly seriousv xn only a few weeSsB time, one 
of the yearBs great national poultry ePhibitions was to be held, where 
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breeders from across the country would gather to display their .nest 
stocSv Iairchild had entered se'eral birds, including hens and a few other 
roosters, but it UuicSly became clear that all of them stood in the shadow 
of Erince Regentv

N-e has reached precisely the right moment,C he ePplainedv NThe right 
age, the right size, the right de'elopmentv ’'erything has come together 
ePactly as one could wishv xf you will permit me to say so, “rv jatson, 
a breeder ePperiences only a handful of occasions in his lifetime when he

 .nds himself in possession of an animal for which e'erything seems to 
ha'e fallen perfectly into placevC

Ior a moment his gaze grew distantv
Nx had great ePpectations of himv "reater than of any bird x ha'e e'er 

ownedvC
Then his ePpression darSened somewhat, and the pride that had thus 

far colored his 'oice ga'e way to something more somberv
NAnd that is why it is so incomprehensible, gentlemenv Two days ago, 

he disappearedvC
-e allowed the words to hang in the air for a momentv
N-e simply 'anishedv 7ot a tracev 7ot a soundv 7o ePplanationv -e 

is gonevC
Ior the .rst time since his arri'al, x saw something resembling genuine 

distress in his eyesv xt was not merely the disappointment of a lost prize 
or the .nancial 'alue the bird undoubtedly represented, but the far more 
personal pain of losing something that had, o'er the years, become part 
of his lifeBs worSv

More Than a Bird Show
As he spoSe of the ePhibition, his 'oice gradually grew lighter, and for 
a time the earlier sorrow was replaced by the enthusiasm which e'ery 
passionate man feels when describing the world in which his deepest 
interests .nd ePpressionv

:2ou must not imagine, “rv jatson, that such gatherings are merely 
about the birds,: he said with a slight smilev :7aturally, it is the animals 
that are Oudged, and rightly sov The Oudges assess their size, carriage, 
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plumage, health, and all the other Uualities which distinguish a truly 
ePceptional specimenv kut it would be Uuite wrong to suggest that this 
is the whole storyv:

-e adOusted a cu3inS lightly and leaned bacS in his chairv
:A prize is also a recognition of the breederv ’'ery single bird repW

resents years of worSv kreeding, selection, study, and careful attentionv 
jhen a bird wins, it is not the bird alone that is honoredv xt is also the 
man who has shaped its line through successi'e generationsv:

A gleam appeared in his eyesv
:6ne naturally displays oneBs hens and roostersv kut one also displays 

a little of oneselfv:
-e seemed entirely unaware of the small 'anity contained in the reW

marS, but x noticed -olmes cast a UuicS glance in his directionv
:xt is a 'ery particular society,: Iairchild continuedv :Men and women 

who ha'e de'oted decades to their worSv 6ne meets old acUuaintances, 
compares results, discusses strains and bloodlines, and taSes pleasure in 
the progress achie'ed by othersv There is competition, of course, but it 
is competition among people who understand one anotherv:

-e paused for a moment before adding4
:And x shall not conceal the fact that x had looSed forward to this yearBs 

ePhibition more than any before itv Erince Regent is the .nest animal x 
ha'e e'er ownedv -ad e'erything proceeded as ePpected, he would ha'e 
been the centerpiece of my collectionv:

Ior a moment it seemed to me that he himself could scarcely determine 
whether he mourned the loss of his rooster or the loss of the triumph he 
had imagined ePperiencing through himv Eerhaps the two had become 
so closely intertwined in his mind that one could no longer be separated 
from the otherv

”ntil now -olmes had listened with scarcely an interruptionv -e sat 
bacS in his chair with his .ngertips pressed together before him, while 
his eyes rested upon our 'isitor with the particular attenti'eness which x 
Snew signi.ed that e'ery word was being registered and weighedv jhen 
Iairchild had .nished his account of Erince Regent and the forthcoming 
ePhibition, -olmes leaned forward slightlyv
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The Missing Hen
:Tell me precisely when you last saw the birdv:

Iairchild reVected for a momentv
:Two days agov ’arly in the morningv x always maSe a round of the 

property before breaSfast, and x saw him thenv There was nothing unW
usual in his beha'iorv:

:And when was his absence disco'eredQ:
:At middayv x had returned to the house for luncheon when one of my 

men came to inform me that Erince Regent could not be foundv:
-olmes noddedv
:Fo, you saw him in the morning, and a few hours later he was gonev:
:Ereciselyv:
:Irom which enclosureQ:
Iairchild described the location, and -olmes proceeded to asS se'eral 

additional Uuestions concerning the poultry yard, the means of access, 
and the indi'iduals who regularly worSed upon the propertyv 6nly when 
he appeared satis.ed with the answers did he come to the Uuestion which 
would later pro'e far more signi.cant than any of us then suspectedv

:jas he the only bird that disappearedQ:
Iairchild frowned slightlyv
:7ov There was also a henv:
:jhat sort of henQ:
:A white henv:
-e ga'e a slight shrugv
Nkut she is of no importancevC
N6f no importanceQC -olmes repeatedv
NFhe was not intended for ePhibitionv Fhe had no particular 'aluev 

Merely one of the hensvC
x noticed that -olmes did not comment upon the answer but merely 

nodded slowly, as though setting the information aside among the many 
other details already occupying his mindv

N“o you yourself ha'e any suspicion as to what may ha'e happenedQC 
he asSed after a momentv
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Iairchild8s face immediately assumed a more serious ePpressionv
NThere are se'eral possibilitiesvC
-e adOusted his slee'e slightly before continuingv
NAs x ha'e already mentioned, there has been considerable interest 

in this particular birdv 7ot merely in the breed itself, but in my birds 
generally and Erince Regent in particularvC

-e allowed himself a modest smilev
Nx ha'e recei'ed se'eral o9ers o'er the past few monthsv And not 

insigni.cant onesvC
-e spoSe the words with a restraint that, in my opinion, emphasized 

rather than concealed his pridev
N2ou must understand, “rv jatson, that this hobby is far from inW

ePpensi'ev 6ne in'ests considerable sums o'er the yearsv xt is therefore 
always gratifying to disco'er that others appreciate the resultsvC

There was something in his tone that led me to suspect that Erince 
RegentBs 'alue might be considerably greater than he wished to admit 
openlyv

NFo, you suspect theftQC asSed -olmesv
Nxt is certainly a possibilityvC
-e hesitatedv
Nkut there is anothervC
Ior the .rst time since the beginning of the inter'iew, x sensed genuine 

agitation in himv
NThere ePists a certain circle, Mrv -olmesv A circle with which x neiW

ther sympathize nor wish to associatevC
N0ocS.ghtingQC -olmes suggested calmlyv
NEreciselyvC
Iairchild8s 'oice sharpenedv
Nx Snow that people from that world ha'e made inUuiries regarding my 

birdsv 7ot directly, of course, but rumors tra'el UuicSly among people 
who share common interestsvC

NAnd you fearQC
NThat someone has acUuired the foolish notion that a prizeWwinning 

rooster must automatically be an ePcellent .ghting birdvC
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-e shooS his head .rmlyv
Nxt is a misconceptionv A complete misconceptionv kut that does not 

mean others may not belie'e itvC
As he spoSe, x noticed that -olmes8 attention was not directed solely 

toward the words themsel'esv -e was obser'ing the manv -e noted the 
manner in which Iairchild straightened his bacS whene'er he spoSe of 
his bird, the unconscious way he adOusted his cu9s, and the slight eleW
'ation of his chin whene'er the con'ersation turned to Erince Regent8s 
Uualitiesv

These were precisely the sort of small details that -olmes often found 
more re'ealing than the answers he recei'ed to his Uuestionsv At that 
stage, x had no notion of what it was he had obser'ed, but x could see 
from his ePpression that something about our 'isitor had awaSened his 
particular interestv

At last Iairchild leaned forward with a seriousness that showed he had 
now reached the true purpose of his 'isitv

Nx naturally hope, Mrv -olmes, that the matter interests you suHW
ciently for you to undertaSe itv x will not pretend that it means little to 
mev The ePhibition taSes place in only a few weeSs, and if Erince Regent 
is to be found, it must be done UuicSlyv This is not a case that can tolerate 
lengthy delaysvC

-olmes nodded calmlyv
N2ou shall ha'e a prompt answer, Mrv IairchildvC
There was something in the manner in which the words were spoSen 

that immediately reassured our 'isitorv -e rose, tooS up his hat, and 
thanSed us with the same courtesy that had characterized his entire 
mannerv A moment later we heard his .rm footsteps upon the stairsv

Fhortly thereafter, subdued 'oices sounded from the landing outsidev
Mrsv -udson was Oust maSing her way upstairs with a tray, and 

Iairchild greeted her with an elegance that would not ha'e been out of 
place in a diplomat attending a court receptionv As he passed her, he 
inclined his head slightly and o9ered a compliment, the precise wording 
of which x did not catch, though it e'idently made an impressionv jhen 
the street door closed behind him, Mrsv -udson entered the sitting 
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room wearing a smile that suggested she had not found the encounter 
disagreeablev

NA most wellWmannered gentleman, Mrv -olmes,C she remarSedv
N”ndoubtedly,C said -olmesv
Mrsv -udson left us once more, and silence settled brieVy o'er the 

roomv -olmes stood before the .replace with his hands behind his bacS, 
gazing thoughtfully into the dying embersv

NRemarSable,C he saidv
Nxndeed,C x repliedv NA 'aluable bird, an approaching ePhibition, posW

sible ri'als, illegal gamblingv There appears to be no shortage of possibilW
itiesvC

-olmes slowly shooS his headv
Nx was not speaSing of the casevC
N7oQC
Nx was speaSing of the resemblancevC
x looSed at him Uuestioninglyv
-olmes rose and walSed to the window, where he stood for a moment 

obser'ing the traHc below in kaSer Ftreetv
N“id you not notice it, jatsonQC
Njhat resemblanceQC
-e turned halfway toward mev
NThe lifted chinv The measured stridev The insistence upon dignityv 

The absolute certainty that all eyes ought naturally to rest upon himvC
x could not help smilingv
At last x understoodv
-olmes continued with a dry seriousness that only made the remarS 

more amusingv
N-is rooster, according to his own description, is intelligent, fearless, 

territorial, proud, highly conscious of status, intolerant of ri'als, and 
Uuite incapable of entering a room unnoticedvC

x laughed aloudv
N2ou maSe them sound remarSably aliSevC
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NMy dear jatson,C said -olmes, producing his pipe, Nx strongly susW
pect that Mrv Iairchild has spent years breeding precisely those Uualities 
he most admires in himselfvC

-e lit the pipe and settled bacS into his chairv
Ior a moment we both sat in silencev
NAnd what do you maSe of the disappearanceQC x asSedv
NAt presentQC said -olmesv
-e drew slowly upon the pipev
NKery littlevC
There followed a brief pausev
NThough x confess that x am rather intrigued by the missing henvC
x looSed at him in surprisev
NThe henQC
N2esvC
NFurely the rooster is the important creaturevC
A faint smile crossed his facev
NErecisely, jatsonvC
-e set the pipe aside and folded his hands before himv
NThat is ePactly what e'eryone appears to thinSvC

At Fairchild Farm
The following morning -olmes and x tra'eled to Furrey in order to conW
duct our .rst in'estigation at the farm itselfv The weather was mild and 
clear, and as the train worSed its way through the outsSirts of London 
and onward into the open countryside, my thoughts returned again and 
again to the case that Mrv Iairchild had presented to us the pre'ious 
dayv -olmes, by contrast, seemed remarSably little inclined to discuss 
itv -e sat with his hands folded o'er his walSing sticS, gazing through 
the carriage window while x outlined the theories that appeared most 
plausible to mev

To my mind, theft remained the ob'ious ePplanationv je were dealing 
with a 'aluable animal whose reputation ePtended well beyond the local 
district, and which was due to appear at one of the yearBs largest ePhibiW
tions only a few weeSs laterv Iairchild himself had spoSen of substantial 
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purchase o9ers and of indi'iduals who had shown an unusual interest 
in this particular birdv xf anyone wished to steal a prize rooster, it was 
diHcult for me to imagine a more ob'ious target than Erince Regentv

-olmes contented himself with emitting an occasional low murmur 
which neither con.rmed nor contradicted my conclusionsv 6nly after x 
had de'eloped a lengthy theory in'ol'ing organized thie'es specializing 
in 'aluable breeding stocS did he turn partially toward me with a faint 
smilev

N2ou ha'e already constructed both the crime and the criminal, jatW
sonvC

N2ou do not thinS it liSelyQC
Nx merely thinS that we ha'e not yet seen the placevC
That was all x could ePtract from himv
Irom the station we continued by cab along a series of narrow country 

roads until Iairchild Iarm .nally came into 'iewv At .rst sight, x was 
strucS by how completely the place appeared to reVect its ownerv The 
property was neither large nor impressi'e in the con'entional sensev 
There were no grand a'enues, stately buildings, or ePtensi'e .eldsv 2et 
e'erything possessed such order and care that it immediately made an 
impressionv The fences had been freshly painted, the paths meticulously 
maintained, the hedges trimmed with almost military precision, and 
e'en the smallest gates were .tted with gleaming hinges and brass handles 
that were clearly polished on a regular basisv The poultry houses stood 
in neat rows, carefully numbered and maintained, and e'erywhere there 
pre'ailed that sort of discipline which arises only when a man with 
strong opinions about order is permitted to go'ern a place long enoughv

-olmes allowed his gaze to sweep across the yardv
NA place in which e'en the weeds appear to ha'e been instructed 

regarding proper conduct,C he remarSed drylyv
x had scarcely .nished smiling at the obser'ation when Iairchild himW

self emerged from the house to greet usv -e appeared genuinely relie'ed 
by our arri'al and immediately led us away from the yard without the 
usual preliminary courtesiesv
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Nx am glad you were able to come so UuicSly, Mrv -olmes,C he saidv 
NFomething has happened since our meeting in kaSer Ftreetv 6ne of my 
men has made a disco'eryvC

-e led us along a narrow farm lane running beside the edge of the 
propertyv After se'eral minutesB walS, he stopped at a spot where the 
grass grew thicS along the wheel rutsv A paper bag lay upon the ground 
with a stone placed on top to pre'ent the wind from carrying it awayv

Iairchild bent down and carefully lifted the bagv
NThis was found here yesterday e'eningvC

The Blood-Stained Feather
xnside the bag lay a large tail featherv ’'en to my untrained eye it was 
unusually beautifulv Along one side of the shaft were se'eral darSWred 
stains, and a little earth had caught among the delicate 'anesv

-olmes picSed up the feather with the same care a surgeon might ha'e 
applied to a delicate instrumentv -e held it up to the light, ePamined 
the shaft, turned it slowly between his .ngers, and studied both the 
bloodstains and the small inOuries near the rootv

N0ould it ha'e come from your roosterQC
Njithout the slightest doubt,C replied Iairchildv
N0ould it ha'e been naturally shedQC
NAbsolutely notvC
-olmes let his .nger glide along the shaftv
NThen you belie'e it was torn outQC
NThat would be my OudgmentvC
To me, this seemed almost to settle the matterv A 'aluable rooster had 

disappearedv Fhortly afterward, a bloodstained feather had been foundv 
jhat could be more natural than to assume that the bird had been 
stolen or in'ol'ed in some 'iolent struggleQ kut -olmes showed no sign 
of sharing my satisfactionv 6n the contrary, he began asSing a series of 
Uuestions that strucS me as surprisingly practicalv

-e wished to Snow precisely where the feather had been found, who 
had found it, how long it had lain there, what the weather had been liSe 
during the preceding days, and whether anyone had touched it before 
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it was placed in the bagv jhen Iairchild had answered these Uuestions, 
-olmes slowly began to ePamine the area around the spot where it had 
been disco'eredv

The farm lane was narrow and une'env There was a little mud in 
the wheel ruts and tall grass along the edges, but otherwise nothing 
remarSablev -olmes mo'ed bacS and forth across the area with his head 
bent, while his sharp eyes searched the groundv

x did my best to assist him but was forced at last to admit that x could 
see nothing whate'erv

After se'eral minutes of silent in'estigation, -olmes straightened 
himselfv

N0uriousvC
Nkecause the tracSs ha'e disappearedQC x suggestedv
-e shooS his headv
N7o, jatsonv kecause there do not appear e'er to ha'e been anyvC
The answer confused me more than it enlightened me, but before x 

could inUuire further, my attention was drawn to the dog that had folW
lowed us since our arri'alv xt was an elderly sheepdog with an intelligent 
face and a calm, watchful bearingv xt Sept constantly near Iairchild, but 
without appearing ner'ous or ePcitedv

-olmes had e'idently noticed the same thingv
Nxs he a good watchdogQC
NKery,C replied Iairchildv N-e always Seeps an eye on the birdsv -e 

dri'es foPes away, and he reacts at once to strangersvC
-olmes glanced at the dog, which at that moment stood regarding us 

with perfect calmv
NAnd yet he shows no interest in this placevC
Iairchild looSed surprisedv
N7ov x had not actually thought of thatvC
N0urious,C said -olmes thoughtfullyv N-e beha'es as though nothing 

remarSable had e'er happened herevC
As he spoSe, he once more allowed his gaze to tra'el o'er the farm 

lane, the surrounding 'egetation, and the peacefully waiting dogv There 
was nothing in his face to re'eal what thoughts occupied him, but x 
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had Snown my friend long enough to understand that he had already 
obser'ed something the rest of us had not yet seenv

je then turned bacS along the farm lane toward the yard, while 
-olmes continued to let his eyes mo'e searchingly o'er the surroundW
ingsv Iairchild walSed beside us with his hands behind his bacS, plainly 
occupied with his own thoughts, and more than once he seemed on the 
point of saying something, only to change his mindv 7ot until we had 
nearly reached the .rst outbuildings did he stop abruptlyv

NThere may be one other possibility which x did not mention in kaSer 
FtreetvC

-olmes turned toward himv
N2esQC
Nx do not Snow whether it is of any signi.cance, but some tra'eling 

tradesmen came by a few days agovC
NTradesmenQC
N2esv The sort of people who go about the countryside selling SitchenW

warev Eots, pans, Sni'es, and such thingsvC
-e ga'e a slight shrugv
Nx had no interest in their goodsvC
Nkut others on the farm perhaps hadQC
NMy man went o'er and spoSe with themv My wife may possibly ha'e 

gone to looS at their wares as wellv x do not really Snowv x paid little 
attention to itvC

-e paused for a momentv
Nkut x did notice one thingv They seemed dissatis.ed when they leftv 

As though they had ePpected to do better businessvC
To me, the theory immediately seemed somewhat farWfetchedv x found 

it diHcult to imagine a group of tra'eling sellers who, after an unsuccessW
ful day of trade, would decide to carry o9 a prize rooster either in re'enge 
or as compensationv 7e'ertheless, -olmes listened attenti'elyv

NAnd by which road did they lea'e the farmQC he asSedv
Iairchild pointed without hesitation down the farm lanev
NThat wayvC
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xt was precisely the same direction in which the feather had been 
foundv

-olmes let his gaze follow the outstretched arm and looSed for a 
moment down the roadv

NxndeedvC
-e said no morev
x had long since learned that this single word could co'er anything 

from the greatest interest to the deepest sSepticism, and in this instance, x 
had the impression that it was the latterv -e noted the information with 
his usual thoroughness, but there was nothing in his face or posture to 
suggest that the theory had made any particular impression upon himv

Iairchild, howe'er, seemed relie'ed to ha'e mentioned itv
Nxt is probably nothing,C he saidv Nkut one begins to consider e'ery 

possibilityvC
NThat is Uuite natural,C -olmes replied Sindlyv
je continued toward the farm, and while Iairchild spoSe further of 

the tra'eling sellers, x noticed that -olmes once again cast a glance bacS 
toward the peaceful farm lanev xt seemed to me that his thoughts still 
dwelt less upon the possible thie'es than upon the strange absence of 
tracSs we had Oust obser'edv xf a stranger had truly carried o9 the 'aluable 
bird, it seemed odd that neither the earth, the dog, nor the surroundings 
appeared to ha'e noticed itv

jhen we reached the area around the poultry houses, x had the deW
.nite impression that -olmes was still worSing with an idea that had 
not yet fully formedv -e said little, but his eyes mo'ed constantly beW
tween the 'arious enclosures, the birds, and the small details of the placev 
Iairchild, who plainly ePpected a more direct ePamination of tracSs 
or gates, followed him with growing puzzlement, which soon became 
outright astonishmentv

The Experiment with the Mirror
NMrv Iairchild,C said -olmes suddenly, Nwould you be so Sind as to fetch 
me a mirrorQC

NA mirrorQC repeated our hostv
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N2esvC
x must admit that x was as surprised as Iairchildv There was nothing in 

the de'elopment of the case thus far which, in my opinion, pointed in the 
direction of mirrorsv Iairchild seemed to share my doubt, but after a brief 
hesitation he disappeared into one of the buildings and returned shortly 
afterward with a mediumWsized mirror, which had probably belonged in 
a guest room or hallwayv

-olmes accepted it without further ePplanationv
N7ow x should liSe to see the bird that most closely resembles the 

missing roostervC
Iairchild considered for a moment and led us to one of the encloW

suresv There he selected an imposing bu9 6rpington rooster with goldW
enWbrown plumage and a powerful build, which immediately distinW
guished him from the other birdsv

NThis one comes closest,C he saidv NThe same breed, the same bloodW
line, and many of the same UualitiesvC

-e cast a glance at the birdv
Nkut you must understand, Mrv -olmes, that Erince Regent is in a 

class of his ownv This bird is good, but he will ne'er reach that le'elvC
-olmes merely nodded and reUuested that the rooster be placed in one 

of the larger runs together with se'eral of the hensv jhen this had been 
done, he positioned the mirror so that the bird suddenly caught sight of 
his own reVectionv

The reaction came at oncev
The rooster froze for a brief second, after which his whole body 

seemed to ePplode into acti'ityv -is wings spreadv -is necS stretched 
forwardv -is feathers rose, and with a sharp crow he ad'anced threatW
eningly toward the ri'al on the other side of the glassv Fe'eral times he 
sprang forward with powerful beats of his wings and strucS against the 
mirror, as though determined to dri'e the intruder awayv

Iairchild obser'ed the scene with a satis.ed nodv
NErecisely as ePpectedvC
To him, the ePperiment already seemed concludedv
kut -olmes continued to obser'ev
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7early a minute passed in which the rooster ceaselessly challenged 
his silent opponentv Then his beha'ior gradually began to changev -e 
stoppedv -is head mo'ed from side to side as he studied the reVectionv 
Then something happened which x had not ePpectedv

xnstead of attacSing once more, the bird turned awayv -e walSed 
calmly bacS to the group of hensv There he placed himself between them 
and the mirrorv 7ot by chance, but Uuite deliberatelyv

’ach time one of the hens mo'ed farther forward toward the mirror, 
the rooster followed and once again tooS up his position between them 
and the supposed ri'alv -e still Sept an eye upon the reVection, but 
his attention now seemed directed at least as much toward the hens as 
toward the intruding roosterv

-olmes watched this de'elopment with great interestv x must confess 
that the meaning of the whole ePperiment still escaped mev

Nx do not Uuite understand,C x saidv Njhat ePactly are you trying to 
pro'eQC

-olmes continued to looS at the bird for a moment before he anW
sweredv

Nx wished to disco'er whether we were dealing with a .ghtervC
-e pausedv
N6r a guardianvC
-e would say no morev
Fhortly afterward we left the enclosure and continued along the path 

between the poultry housesv Iairchild was still plainly uncertain what 
the ePperiment had pro'ed, and x was little wiserv 6nly after we had 
put se'eral hundred yards between oursel'es and the run did x turn to 
-olmesv

NAnd which was heQC
-olmes stopped and cast a glance bacSv
The rooster still stood among the hensv The sunlight fell upon his 

golden plumage as he slowly patrolled along the fence with a dignity that 
striSingly recalled his ownerv

NAt present, jatson,C said -olmes slowly, Nx suspect that distinction 
may pro'e rather importantvC
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That was all x got from him that dayv
The in'estigation was by then drawing to its closev Iairchild had 

shown us around the 'arious poultry houses, ePplained breeding lines, 
bloodlines, and the many details which, in his opinion, separated an 
ordinary bird from a truly outstanding representati'e of the breedv AlW
though the subOect had at .rst seemed to me somewhat narrow, x was 
gradually forced to admit that the man8s enthusiasm was contagiousv 
’'en -olmes had listened more attenti'ely than x would ha'e ePpected, 
though x Snew that his interest, as usual, was directed less toward the 
birds than toward their ownerv

je had Oust returned to the yard when -olmes suddenly stopped and 
turned to Iairchildv

NThese cocS.ghts, Mrv Iairchildv jhere ePactly do they taSe placeQC
The Uuestion seemed to surprise our hostv -is face at once assumed a 

somewhat uncomfortable ePpression, and for the .rst time during our 
'isit he appeared less certain of himselfv

Nx must emphasize, Mrv -olmes, that x ha'e ne'er been there myselfvC
N7aturallyvC
Nx Snow only the rumorsvC
-e hesitated for a momentv
NAnd if x am to be Uuite honest, x am fairly certain that x also Snow 

some of the men who taSe partv kut it is not something one speaSs of 
openlyvC

-olmes nodded encouraginglyv
N2et you Snow where it happensQC
N2esv 6r at least where it usually happensvC
-e lowered his 'oice a little, as though the subOect itself were improperv
NAs x ha'e been told, the .ghts are usually held on Iriday e'eningsv 

That circle Seeps to the outermost edge of LondonvC
-e tooS out a small notebooS and wrote down an address, which he 

handed to -olmesv
NTherevC
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Then he UuicSly added, N7ot that x appro'e of it in any wayv Luite the 
contraryv xt is a barbarous amusement with which x ha'e no wish to be 
associatedvC

Nx do not doubt it,C said -olmesv
Iairchild nodded, satis.edv
Nkut as x ha'e already mentioned, someone might 'ery easily ha'e 

formed the mistaSen idea that a bird such as Erince Regent would be 
suited to that sort of thingvC

-olmes slipped the note into his pocSetv
NAnd if your bird were presentQC
Iairchild8s discomfort 'anished at oncev
A trace of pride returned to his facev
NThen you would Snow him immediatelyvC
NxndeedQC
Njithout the slightest doubtvC
-e smiled almost paternallyv
N-e is larger than mostv ketter proportioned than any of themv And 

x should thinS that at least half the men present would already Snow his 
namevC

NErince Regent appears to enOoy a considerable reputationvC
Iairchild unconsciously straightened his OacSetv
NA reputation entirely deser'edvC
There was something in the manner in which the words were spoSen 

that made me thinS of a general speaSing of a decorated oHcer, or 
perhaps rather of a father speaSing of a son whose success he considered 
his ownv

Fhortly afterward we tooS our lea'ev Iairchild accompanied us to the 
carriage and stood in the yard as we dro'e awayv jhen x turned bacS, 
x saw him still standing there with his hands behind his bacS and his 
gaze .Ped upon the poultry houses, as though he hoped the missing bird 
might suddenly appear among themv

“uring the .rst part of our return Oourney -olmes said 'ery littlev 
-e sat silently on the seat opposite me, watching the landscape pass 
outside the windowv x had long since grown accustomed to these periods 
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of silence, which often signaled that his thoughts were mo'ing far more 
swiftly than he wished to let me Snowv Ior my own part, x was still 
inclined to belie'e that we were dealing with a simple theft, perhaps comW
mitted by people connected with the circle Iairchild so plainly despisedv 
2et whene'er x tried to turn the con'ersation in that direction, -olmes 
contented himself with brief replies or a thoughtful nodv

xt seemed to me that his thoughts were re'ol'ing around something 
Uuite di9erentv

jhat that was, x had as yet no ideav

The Friday Night Arena
The following Iriday -olmes and x set out for the address Iairchild 
had gi'en usv As we mo'ed farther and farther away from London8s 
more prosperous Uuarters, the city gradually changed its characterv The 
broad streets and wellWSept facades ga'e way to narrower roads, factory 
buildings, and rows of darS worSers8 dwellings whose bricSs, through 
decades of smoSe and soot, had taSen on almost the same color as the 
sSy abo'e themv The weather did nothing to soften the impressionv A 
low gray co'ering of cloud hung o'er the city, and the damp air carried 
the smell of coal, oil, and ironv

x sat watching the surroundings through the carriage window while 
my thoughts once again circled Iairchild8s missing roosterv xt still seemed 
liSely to me that this e'ening we would either .nd some concrete trace or 
perhaps e'en Erince Regent himselfv xf the bird had truly been carried o9 
by people connected with the cocS.ghts, this had to be the most ob'ious 
place to beginv

-olmes, howe'er, did not appear to share my ePpectationv -e sat 
silently beside me with his hands folded o'er his walSing sticS, only ocW
casionally allowing his gaze to pass o'er the buildings we went byv jhat 
he was thinSing x could not determine, but his silence suggested that his 
mind was still occupied with Uuestions not yet ready to be spoSen aloudv

At last, the carriage stopped near an old warehouse of darS bricS that 
stood close by a railway linev A freight train passed in the distance Oust 
then, lea'ing a deep rumble in the airv The building seemed anonymous 
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and inconspicuous, but in front of it stood se'eral horseWdrawn carts, a 
few cabs, and a couple of rough worS wagons, all of which made it plain 
that the place was far from desertedv Men arri'ed singly or in small groups 
and disappeared through a side door without attracting any particular 
attentionv There were no signsv 7o shoutingv 7o 'isible acti'ity that 
might re'eal the building8s purpose to a casual passerbyv

-olmes allowed his gaze to mo'e o'er the scenev
N“iscretion appears to be one of their 'irtues,C he remarSedv
je got down and approached the discreet entrancev A man came out 

Oust as we reached the door, and without noticing us continued down 
the street with his hands in his pocSetsv Then we stepped insidev

x do not Snow precisely what x had ePpected to .ndv Eerhaps a darS 
cellar, some accidental bacS room, or a hidden refuge for halfWcriminal 
typesv The sight that met us was therefore surprisingv

The room was large and unePpectedly well organizedv There were 
some thirty men inside, and although the atmosphere was rough, a cerW
tain order pre'ailedv Fe'eral groups stood around tables and beer crates 
where money, notes, and beer bottles lay side by sidev 0igar smoSe drifted 
along the roof beams, and the constant murmur of con'ersation .lled 
the room with a low humv Along the walls stood rows of cages, in which 
the true principals of the e'ening were waitingv

The roosters were already ePcitedv
Fome crowed in shrill 'oicesv 6thers threw themsel'es against the 

bars or pecSed furiously at their neighbors in the adOoining cagesv Their 
feathers glinted in the scant light, and the agitation that seemed to course 
through them was almost physically perceptiblev

x found myself wondering how such aggressi'eness was produced in 
the birdsv jhether it was natural, or whether the men around us had, by 
particular methods, taught them to li'e in a permanent state of angerv

xn the middle of the room lay the .ghting pitv
xt consisted of a circle of crates stacSed to roughly a yard in heightv The 

arena itself measured scarcely more than .'e yards acrossv The sight surW
prised mev x had imagined something far largerv 2et the longer x regarded 
the construction, the more sense it madev The surroundings were not 
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meant to impressv All attention was to be .Ped upon the two birds that 
would in turn be released insidev

6ur arri'al did not go unnoticedv Fe'eral heads turnedv A couple of 
con'ersations died in the middle of a sentencev The natural suspicion of 
strangers was plain enoughv

After a moment, a hea'ily built man detached himself from the group 
near the arena and came toward usv -is face was broad, his hands large, 
and the way the other men instincti'ely made room around him made it 
clear that he was a person of authorityv

-e stopped a few paces from us and regarded us with cool eyesv
NLooSing for somethingQC
-olmes did not allow the slightest hesitation to showv
N7ot particularly,C he said with a slight smilev Nje8'e heard about the 

sport and thought it might be worth seeing for oursel'esvC
The man said nothingv
NEerhaps e'en placing a wager or twovC
The last seemed to maSe the di9erencev
The suspicion did not entirely disappear, but it was replaced by someW

thing more practicalv
NIirst timeQC
NxndeedvC
The man noddedv
Njell, you8re welcome enoughvC
-e then began to ePplain how the betting worSedv xt was not a forW

mal system, but rather a series of agreements among the men present, 
organized around each .ghtv Fums were called out, accepted or reOected, 
and within a few minutes e'eryone seemed to Snow precisely who had 
wagered on whatv

As he continued speaSing about the rules and the structure of the 
.ghts, x noticed that the atmosphere around us gradually changedv je 
were no longer the obOect of the same suspicious attentionv Fe'eral of the 
men returned to their own con'ersations, and soon we were merely two 
more faces among the many waiting for the e'ening8s .rst .ghtv
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-olmes and x found a place behind a pair of men who were seated 
upon o'erturned crates close to the edge of the .ghting pitv Irom there 
we had a clear 'iew of the arena, while at the same time remaining 
relati'ely unnoticed oursel'esv The atmosphere around us had grown 
more concentratedv 0on'ersations still continued, but now with that 
peculiar, subdued intensity which comes o'er an audience shortly before 
a performance beginsv

Too Proud for the Pit
After a few minutes8 waiting, the e'ening8s .rst .ght was announcedv 
Two men stepped forward from opposite ends of the room, each with 
a rooster tucSed under his armv ’'en before the birds reached the pit, 
one could feel their agitationv They stretched their necSs toward each 
other, beat their wings, and ga'e out short, aggressi'e sounds, while their 
owners held them fast with practiced handsv

jhen they reached the arena, the birds were almost thrown down 
upon the Voor opposite one anotherv

jhat happened nePt tooS me by surprisev
x had, of course, ePpected 'iolence, but not with the immediacy and 

intensity that now unfolded before my eyesv At .rst the roosters mo'ed 
for a brief moment around one another, almost liSe two boPers measurW
ing distance and assessing an opponentv Their heads bobbed bacS and 
forthv Their bodies tensedv Then the situation ePplodedv

koth birds sprang forward at oncev
jings beat through the airv keaSs strucSv Fpurs torev Fe'eral times 

they rose nearly a yard from the ground in a confusion of feathers and 
fury, before landing again and immediately hurling themsel'es anew into 
the .ghtv

Around us the noise rose at oncev Men shoutedv Fome cheeredv 6thers 
o9ered ad'ice to the birds as though the creatures could understand 
e'ery wordv Money changed hands, while fresh wagers were made in the 
'ery midst of the .ghtv

x myself was forced to admit that the sight made me uneasyv There 
was something almost tragic in seeing animals dri'en into a conVict from 
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which they plainly could neither withdraw nor escape ePcept through 
the defeat of one of themv

-olmes, howe'er, seemed only slightly occupied with the .ght itselfv 
jhile my attention was drawn toward the chaotic mo'ements within 
the arena, x noticed that his gaze rarely rested upon the birds for more 
than a few seconds at a timev xnstead, he studied the audiencev

-is eyes mo'ed from group to groupv -e listened, obser'ed, and 
Oudgedv Irom time to time he allowed his gaze to tra'el toward the rows of 
cages along the walls, as though he ePpected to catch sight of something 
in particularv kut each time he ga'e an almost imperceptible shaSe of the 
headv

x began to ePamine the birds more closely myselfv 7one of them greatly 
resembled the description Iairchild had gi'en us of Erince Regentv Most 
were smaller and more sinewy in buildv Fe'eral had a bearing entirely 
di9erent from that of the hea'y and maOestic bu9 6rpington roosters we 
had seen at the farmv jhere Iairchild8s birds had radiated calm, dignity, 
and almost aristocratic selfWpossession, these creatures seemed ner'ous, 
restless, and constantly on edgev

x also noticed that -olmes se'eral times allowed his eyes to rest upon 
the .ghting birds with an ePpression of growing thoughtfulnessv xf 
Erince Regent had truly ended up here, he seemed to be asSing himself, 
why would anyone ha'e chosen him at allQ The more x looSed at the 
birds around us, the more reasonable the Uuestion appearedv The bu9 
6rpington breed was famous for many things4 its size, its appearance, its 
steady temperamentv kut none of these seemed to me especially suited 
to the brutal sport we were now witnessingv

The .ght before us continued with undiminished 'iolence, but 
-olmes already seemed to ha'e reached a preliminary conclusionv -e 
found no trace of Erince Regentv 7o one whispered his namev 7o one 
spoSe of a new and unusual birdv 7one of the cages contained anything 
that e'en remotely resembled the famous rooster from Furreyv

And while the crowd shouted around us, and another shower of feathW
ers rose from the arena, x had the distinct impression that -olmes was 
slowly losing interest in the entire theory of the cocS.ghtsv
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-olmes had noticed an elderly man standing only a few paces from usv 
-e di9ered from most of the others present by his composurev jhere 
the others shouted, gesticulated, and discussed wagers, he contented 
himself with watching the .ghts with an almost professional attentionv 
-is hands were thrust deep into the pocSets of a worn coat, and his gaze 
rarely left the arenav

-olmes gradually mo'ed closer, as though by mere chancev
N“o you happen to Snow a breeder named IairchildQC he asSed after 

some timev
The man turned his head slightly and looSed at himv
Then he smiledv
N’'eryone Snows IairchildvC
There was neither warmth nor hostility in his 'oicev Merely a stateW

ment of factv
N“oes he e'er bring birds hereQC -olmes continuedv
The man ga'e a short laughv
N"ood "od, novC
-olmes pretended to be surprised by the answerv
NxndeedQC
N7ot in this lifevC
NAnd why notQC
The elderly man allowed his gaze to rest upon the arena for a moment, 

where two new birds were Oust being set down opposite one anotherv
NToo proud a bird for the pitvC
-olmes8 eyes glimmered faintlyv
NxndeedQC
NIairchild8s birds are handsome enoughv jell Septv Iine feathersv Iine 

pedigreesvC
-e ga'e a slight shrugv
NAristocratsvC
The word was spoSen without contempt, but not without ironyv
Nkut they are not .ghting birdsvC
-e pointed toward the arenav
NThose birds .ght for ribbonsvC
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Then he mo'ed his hand toward the two birds that had Oust hurled 
themsel'es at each other in a cloud of feathersv

NThese .ght because they cannot help themsel'esvC
The sentence seemed to interest -olmes far more than it ought to ha'e 

donev
-e was silent for a moment while he watched the .ghtv
NAnd how, then, does one produce such birdsQC he asSedv
NThey are not producedvC
N7oQC
N6ne .nds themvC
The man nodded toward the cages along the wallv
N2ou begin with manyv Then you sortvC
-e now ePplained, with the patience of a man who Snew his subOect, 

how the most aggressi'e birds were selectedv Fome showed early signs of
 .ghting spiritv 6thers were discardedv 6'er months and years, the best 
were isolated from other birds, pro'oSed, tested, and selected again and ag
ainv

Nxt taSes a long timevC
NFo, it is not merely a matter of size or strengthQC
NLuite the contraryvC
The man shooS his headv
NThe diHcult thing is not .nding the strong onesvC
-e looSed bacS toward the arenav
NThe diHcult thing is .nding those that ne'er gi'e upvC
-olmes listened with an attention x had long since learned to recogW

nizev jhen he recei'ed information of signi.cance, his face often became 
more ePpressionless rather than lessv 6nly x, who had Snown him for so 
many years, could detect the small sharpening of the eye which told me 
that a piece of the puzzle had Oust fallen into placev

Another .ght was completedv Another round of wagers was settledv 
7o one mentioned Erince Regentv 7o one whispered of a new bird from 
Furreyv 7o one seemed to Snow of an unusually large bu9 6rpingtonv

At last -olmes leaned discreetly toward mev
Nje can govC

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



T-’ AMkxTx6”F R66FT’R …J

x stared at himv
NAlreadyQC
N2esvC
Nkut we ha'e scarcely begunvC
-e rosev
NThere is nothing more to learn herevC
x followed him toward the ePit with the feeling that we were lea'ing the 

place Oust as it had become interestingv 6nly when we stood once more in 
the cool e'ening air, and the sound of the trains from the railway mingled 
with the distant rumble of the city, did x asS the Uuestion that had been 
pressing upon me for the last half hourv

NFo, Iairchild8s rooster has ne'er been hereQC
-olmes pulled on his glo'es before answeringv
N7ovC
N2ou seem 'ery surevC
Nx amvC
je began to walS down the streetv
After a few steps he continuedv
NThe interesting Uuestion, jatson, is not whether Erince Regent has 

been herevC
N7oQC
NThe interesting Uuestion is why so many people who actually Snow 

the bird seem eUually certain that he has notvC
-e said no morev
kut as we continued through the darS industrial city, x had the growW

ing impression that our 'isit that e'ening had not carried us farther from 
the solutionv

Little Duke
The following day -olmes and x returned to Iairchild Iarmv This time 
we had gi'en no notice of our arri'al, and as we dro'e into the yard, we 
were met by the elderly farmhand whom x had seen the day beforev -e 
recognized us at once and politely remo'ed his capv
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Nx8m sorry, gentlemen,C he saidv NMrv Iairchild won8t be bacS until
 .'evC

-e drew out his pocSet watch and glanced at itv
NThere8s still a couple of hours to govC
To my surprise, -olmes seemed almost pleased by this informationv
N’Pcellent,C he saidv NEerhaps you can help us insteadvC
The farmhand looSed at him Uuestioninglyv
NTell me something about Erince RegentvC
The old man stared at him for a moment, after which a broad smile 

slowly spread across his weatherWbeaten facev
NAhvC
-e laughed softlyv
N2ou mean Little “uSevC
-olmes lifted an eyebrow slightlyv
NLittle “uSeQC
NThat8s what we call himvC
The farmhand laughed againv
Nkeen calling him that for yearsvC
NjhyQC
The man cast a glance toward the housev
Nkecause he beha'es ePactly liSe the ownervC
x could not help smilingv xt was now the third time within a few days 

that this comparison had arisen, and each time it seemed to come Uuite 
naturally from people who Snew both the man and the birdv

NFame walSv Fame pridev Fame certainty that the whole world ought 
to maSe room for himvC

-olmes nodded, as though he had merely recei'ed con.rmation of 
something he already Snewv

Fhortly afterward, the farmhand led us to the areas where Erince ReW
gent was normally Septv -e showed us the coop, the larger run, and the 
surrounding enclosures, while -olmes put his Uuestions with an almost 
casual curiosityv

Njas he always con.nedQC
NLord, novC
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The farmhand shooS his headv
N’'ery day he got his ePercisevC
-e pointed toward a larger enclosurev
N-e8d be taSen out there for a few hoursvC
-olmes studied the areav
NAnd did he e'er escapeQC
Another smile appeared on the old man8s facev
NMore often than Mrv Iairchild would ha'e liSed to SnowvC
NxndeedQC
N6h yesvC
-e lowered his 'oice slightlyv
Nje usually managed to catch him before the master found outvC
-olmes looSed at him attenti'elyv
NFo, he was something of an ad'enturervC
NThat would be one way of putting itvC
Njho normally looSed after himQC
NMimvC
N0ould we speaS with himQC
N6f coursevC
The old man departed in the direction of the cattle sheds, and se'eral 

minutes later returned with a young fellow of about twentyv Mim had 
broad shoulders and rough worSing hands, yet there was something cauW
tious about him, as though he ne'er felt entirely at ease in the company 
of strangersv

-olmes greeted him Sindly and began asSing about his daily dutiesv
xt UuicSly became apparent that Mim had borne the primary responsiW

bility for Erince Regentv ’ach morning the rooster was mo'ed from his 
coop into the run, where he could roam freely, and later in the day he 
was brought bacS againv

NThat was your routine e'ery dayQC
N2es, sirvC
NAnd was it always easyQC
Mim ga'e a ner'ous laughv
N7o, sirvC
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-is eyes drifted toward the empty enclosurev
NLittle “uSe had 'ery strong opinions about his own freedomvC
xt was ob'ious that the phrase had been used many times beforev
NFtrong opinionsQC repeated -olmesv
N-e wasn8t particularly fond of fencesvC
The young man smiled faintly at the memoryv
x noticed that -olmes was now approaching the subOect with an alW

most imperceptible cautionv
NThe day he disappeared,C he said, Nwas that one of the days he enOoyed 

his freedomQC
The smile 'anished from Mim8s face at oncev
-e looSed downv
Ior a moment he did not answerv x noticed how his hands uneasily 

found one another in front of himv -olmes regarded him calmlyv
N2ou are afraid Mrv Iairchild will blame youvC
Mim raised his eyesv
-e said nothingv kut after a moment he noddedv
N-e8s spent years on those birdsvC
N2esvC
NMore years than x can countvC
-olmes8 'oice remained gentlev
Nkut Erince Regent escapedvC
The young man swallowedv
Then he nodded againv
N6nly for a few minutes, sirvC
N6n the day he 'anishedQC
Mim hesitated once morev This time longerv
Then the answer camev
N2es, sirvC
The words were spoSen almost inaudiblyv
x saw at once that -olmes had found precisely the information he had 

been seeSingv -e did not alter his ePpressionv -e merely continued in 
the same calm tonev

NAnd thenQC
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Mim drew a deep breath, liSe a man who had at last resol'ed to tell the 
truthv

NAnd then he was gonevC

Following a Habit
NAnd where did he goQC asSed -olmesv

Mim hesitated for a moment, as though still considering how much 
he ought to re'ealv At last he pointed toward the farthest end of the 
propertyv

NToward the orchard, sirvC
NThe orchardQC
N2esv -e was 'ery fond of going therevC
-olmes nodded slowlyv
NAloneQC
The Uuestion came so UuicSly that the young man had no time to 

conceal his reactionv -is gaze VicSered for an instantv
N7o, sirvC
-olmes continued to looS at him calmlyv
NThe white henQC
Mim noddedv
N2es, sirvC
x must confess that the information strucS me as curious, but not 

necessarily importantv The hen had from the beginning seemed little 
more than a footnote to the case, an incidental loss beside the far more 
signi.cant disappearance of Erince Regentv 2et x immediately sensed 
that the answer had con.rmed something for -olmesv 7ot because 
he said anything, but because a sudden purposefulness came o'er his 
mo'ements such as x had seldom seenv xt was that particular calm which 
settled upon him whene'er a theory ceased to be a theory and began to 
approach a conclusionv

jithout further ePplanation, he began mo'ing through the area surW
rounding the runv Mim and the old farmhand followed behind, while x 
walSed beside -olmes, attempting to understand what it was he had 
percei'edv
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je crossed a stretch of une'en grass and continued between rows of 
fruit trees whose branches were already hea'y with the new growth of 
springv -ere and there fallen twigs lay scattered beneath the trees, and the 
air carried the faint scent of earth and blossomsv -olmes mo'ed forward 
slowly, his eyes .Ped upon the groundv

Fuddenly he stopped and bent down to picS something upv
A featherv
xt lay half concealed among the blades of grassv
-olmes held it up to the lightv
NMimQC
The young man stepped closerv
Ior a moment he needed only to looS at itv
NThat could be his, sirvC
N0ould beQC
Mim carefully tooS the feather between his .ngersv
NKery liSely is, sirvC
-olmes nodded and continued onwardv
This time e'en x began to notice the signs he was followingv -ere and 

there a few grains of corn lay scattered in the grassv 7ot manyv Merely 
enough to suggest a directionv ketween the trees there were also small 
patches where the grass had been lightly pressed downv 7ot the clear 
tracSs a man might ha'e left behind, but rather the sort of discreet signs 
left by animals when they tra'el the same route more than oncev

Flowly these small signs led us through the orchardv x was beginning 
to understand that -olmes was not searching for e'idence of a crimev 
-e was following a habitv

Ahead of us stood a small machinery shed situated some distance from 
the other buildingsv xt was old and somewhat isolated, surrounded by tall 
grass and almost hidden behind a cluster of low bushesv

The trail led directly toward itv
N2ou belie'e he went this wayQC x asSedv
-olmes paused for a moment without taSing his eyes from the shedv
NMore than that, jatsonvC
-e pointed toward the faint signs in the grassv
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Nx thinS he intended tovC
There was something in the way he said it that made me realize we were 

far closer to the solution than x yet suspectedv
At that 'ery moment we heard the sound of wheels upon gra'el from 

the direction of the yardv
Mim sti9ened almost immediatelyv
NMrv Iairchild,C he said Uuietlyv
je all turnedv Through the trees we could see a carriage drawing up 

in front of the housev A moment later Iairchild stepped downv ’'en at 
that distance x could see his surprise when he caught sight of usv -e had 
plainly not ePpected to .nd either -olmes or myself upon his property, 
and still less to disco'er us standing at the farthest edge of the orchardv

-olmes raised a handv
NMrv IairchildNC he calledv NEerhaps you would care to Ooin usQC
Iairchild hesitated for a moment and then set o9 directly toward usv 

The nearer he came, the more perplePed he appearedv
NMrv -olmes,C he began, Nx had no ideaOC
N2ou arri'e at a most opportune moment,C -olmes repliedv
ky the time Iairchild reached us, we were all gathered before the little 

machinery shedv The old farmhand stood with his cap in his handv Mim 
still looSed slightly ner'ousv -olmes stood before the door with his 
hand upon the latch, while Iairchild looSed alternately at us and at the 
building without the slightest understanding of the connection between 
themv

NMrv -olmes,C he said at last, Nwhat is going onQC
Nx belie'e we are about to .nd outvC
jith those words -olmes opened the doorv

The Guardian of the Nest
A remarSable silence fellv

’'en now x remember the moment with unusual clarityv The small 
shed was .lled with old agricultural machinery, tools, and crates, yet 
none of these things drew our attentionv xn one corner, half concealed 
behind an old harrow, lay the white henv
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Fhe was sitting upon a nestv
keneath her, eggs were plainly 'isiblev
And abo'e her, perched upon the crossbeam of an old machine, stood 

Erince Regentv
-e stood perfectly stillv
’Ptremely alertv
LiSe a soldier standing watchv
Ior a moment no one spoSev Then Mim ga'e a laugh of reliefv
Njell, x8ll be damnedvC
Iairchild stared at the bird with an ePpression which x can describe 

only as a miPture of astonishment and indignationv xt seemed almost 
to o9end him that the entire mystery had unfolded only a few hundred 
yards from his own housev

-olmes tooS a few steps toward the nest, which apparently was more 
than Erince Regent intended to toleratev

The great rooster immediately sprang down from his perchv
-is wings beat 'iolently through the airv
-is claws stretched forwardv
And with a fury that would ha'e done credit to any of the .ghting 

birds from the pre'ious e'ening, he hurled himself at the nearest intrudW
erv

x must confess that x retreated with considerable speedv
Mim burst into loud laughterv
’'en the old farmhand laughed openlyv
And to my surprise, so did Iairchildv
xndeed, he appeared almost proudv
Erince Regent continued to patrol between the nest and oursel'es, 

uttering short, threatening sounds and Seeping a 'igilant eye upon e'ery 
mo'ement within the shedv

-olmes calmly brushed a little dust from his slee'ev
Njell, jatsonQC
x looSed from the rooster to the hen and bacS againv
NFo, he is not a .ghting bird after allvC
N7ovC
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-olmes regarded the bird with e'ident satisfactionv
N-e is a guardianvC
Erince Regent once again positioned himself before the nestv kehind 

him the white hen remained undisturbed upon the eggsv xn front of him 
stood the rest of usv There was no doubt which side he had chosenv

x could not help smilingv
NFo, the creature abandoned ambition after allvC
-olmes slowly shooS his headv
N6n the contrary, jatsonvC
-is eyes still rested upon the roosterv
N-e pursued itvC
Then he turned toward mev
N-e did not Vee his destinyvC
A faint smile appeared upon his facev
N-e ful.lled itvC
At that moment e'en x began to understand the irony that had been 

hidden within the entire a9airv jhile Iairchild had imagined triumphs, 
prizes, and ePhibitions, Erince Regent had been pursuing an altogether 
di9erent goalv -e had not Ved from his naturev

-e had followed itv
Iairchild was the .rst to reco'er his 'oicev
-is gaze mo'ed from the rooster to the hen, from the hen to the 

nest, and from the nest bacS to the roosterv xt was plain that he was 
still struggling to reconcile the sight before him with the theories of 
theft, ri'als, and illegal cocS.ghting that had occupied his mind o'er the 
pre'ious daysv

N"ood hea'ens,C he ePclaimed at lastv N-ow in the world could he hide 
hereQC

-e looSed around the little shed as though the building itself had 
somehow insulted himv

NAll this timev Right under our nosesvC
-is eyes settled upon the farmhandv Then upon Mimv The old man 

looSed down at the Voor with an almost guilty ePpression, while Mim 
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suddenly found his boots ePtraordinarily interestingv Iairchild8s eyes 
narrowedv

NMimvC
The young man looSed upv
NFirQC
Nx am Uuite certain you Snew more than you told usvC
Mim cleared his throatv
NjellGC
Njhy did you not say somethingQC
Nkecause x wasn8t certain, sirvC
N7ot certainQC
N7ot at .rstvC
Iairchild appeared ready to continue, but his attention was once more 

drawn to Erince Regentv
The rooster had positioned himself between us and the nest with the 

same unshaSable determination as beforev jhene'er anyone mo'ed so 
much as an inch, he turned his head and followed the mo'ement with 
sharp darS eyesv kehind him the white hen remained motionless upon 
the eggsv

Flowly something in Iairchild8s ePpression began to changev
The irritation fadedv
Ior a moment he stood silently watching the birdv
Then the familiar little smile returned to the corners of his mouthv
Njell,C he said at lastv
-e cleared his throatv
NThere is still time before the ePhibitionvC
Mim released a sigh of reliefv
The farmhand chucSled softlyv
’'en -olmes allowed himself a smilev
NxndeedvC
6nce more he looSed at Erince Regent, who continued to guard his 

nest with a 'igilance that no Oudge at any ePhibition could possibly ha'e 
o'erlooSedv
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N2our bird appears to possess rather strong 'iews concerning succesW
sion, Mrv IairchildvC

Another laugh escaped the farmhandv
kut Iairchild did not laughv
7ot this timev
xnstead, he continued to watch the birdv
xt seemed to me that for the .rst time he was seeing something other 

than a prizewinnerv Eerhaps he no longer saw a 'aluable breeding rooster, 
an ePhibition bird, or a future trophyv Eerhaps he saw a creature that had 
made a choice of its ownv A creature that had abandoned the destiny 
others had planned for it in fa'or of another that it itself considered more 
importantv

And as Erince Regent continued his watch before the nest, it suddenly 
strucS me that the resemblance between the bird and its owner was far 
greater than e'en -olmes had suggestedv

koth were proud and stubbornv
koth possessed strong opinions concerning their own importancev
And both appeared to regard the future as something that ought to be 

shaped according to their own principlesv
That, perhaps, was why Iairchild8s anger 'anished so UuicSlyv Ior 

although he would scarcely ha'e admitted it, he could hardly fail to 
recognize a little of himself in the golden bird that now stood before him 
as guardian of his small familyv

“uring the Oourney home x sat for a long time in silence, watching 
the landscape pass beyond the windows of our cabv The spring sun had 
begun its descent toward the horizon, and the .elds around us lay bathed 
in that gentle light which only the late afternoon can producev

The case was sol'edv
There had ne'er been a thiefv
7o ri'al breederv
7o brutal cocS.ghter who had carried o9 the famous birdv
The entire mystery had unfolded only a few hundred yards from 

Iairchild8s own house, and yet x could not help feeling that the a9air had 
concerned something more than a missing roosterv
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-uman beings often attempt to shape animals according to their own 
idealsv je select certain Uualities, strengthen them through generations, 
and taSe pleasure when they become e'identv Loyalty, courage, strength, 
intelligence, and dignity are 'irtues we admire in oursel'es, and so we 
learn to admire them in animals as wellv 2et it sometimes seems to me 
that animals re'eal those same Uualities in a form far more honest than 
the one to which we oursel'es can aspirev

jhile x sat occupied by these thoughts, x noticed that -olmes was 
watching the passing countryside with his customary thoughtful ePpresW
sionv -e had said 'ery little since we left the farmv 6nly as we drew near 
to London did he .nally breaS the silencev

N0urious thing, jatsonvC
N2esQC
-e continued to gaze out of the windowv
NMen breed animals for Uualities they admirevC
A long pause followedv
x almost thought he had .nished when at last he continuedv
NAnd then seem surprised when the creatures maSe use of themvC
-e said no morev
kut as the cab continued toward kaSer Ftreet, and the .rst shadows of 

e'ening began to gather o'er the roads, x found myself thinSing of Erince 
Regent, who had abandoned the possibility of triumph at an ePhibition 
in order to guard a nest in a forgotten machinery shedv

And x was forced to admit that if there ePisted any ambition within 
the proud bird, it was perhaps simpler and more natural than any of the 
plans men had made for himv
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The Cat at Number 
Twelve

I t was a dark and rainy October morning, one of those days when 
London seemed to sag beneath the weight of the sky itself. The rain 

came in heavy bursts that beat against the windows of Baker Street and 
ran down the panes in little streams, while the wind would now and 
then drive a fresh wave of water across the fronts of the houses opposite. 
Even the usual traAc below appeared subdued. - few hansom cabs 
struggled through the gleaming streets, and the handful of pedestrians 
who ventured outdoors hurried along with bowed heads and their coat 
collars turned up about their ears.

Inside our comfortable sitting2room at 11jB, the contrast could not 
have been greater. The Hre crackled cheerfully in the grate, and the warm 
glow of the lamp fell across the books, chemical bottles, and count2
less obUects that had accumulated over the years around my remarkable 
friend. xolmes lounged in his armchair with the newspaper spread be2
fore him. Wpon the table beside him stood a chemical apparatus that had 
plainly been abandoned in the middle of an eFperiment, and from the 
stained test tubes I could see that he had interrupted his work only with 
reluctance. There was, however, something in his posture that betrayed 
a restlessness I knew all too well.

Rhen xolmes had a case upon his hands, he could work for days at 
a time with scarcely a thought for food or sleep. But when London, for 
a period, failed to provide crimes or mysteries worthy of his abilities, he 
was apt to sink into a state of dissatisHed boredom. That morning he 
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had already read the newspaper from beginning to end and had several 
times cast a glance out of the window, as though he hoped that some 
interesting criminal might materiali'e upon the pavement below.

;There is remarkably little imagination among Londonqs criminals 
these days, Ratson,; he remarked suddenly, allowing the newspaper to 
sink into his lap. ;Either they have become more foolish, or the police 
have become more fortunate. I am not yet certain which possibility is the 
more alarming.;

I was about to reply when the sound of footsteps came from the stairs. 
xolmes instantly raised his head. I noticed the familiar transformation 
that came over himY the listless boredom vanished, replaced by the keen 
alertness that made him the man he was.

- moment later the door opened and 0rs. xudson appeared.
;- gentleman wishes to see you, 0r. xolmes.;
;Show him in, 0rs. xudson.;

The Black Cat
The visitor entered carrying a dark umbrella in one hand and a leather 
document case beneath his arm. xe was a man in his middle forties, tall 
and well kept, with slicked2back hair and a face that immediately suggest2
ed orderliness and self2control. xis clothing was of eFcellent Vuality, yet 
without the slightest hint of ostentation. Everything about him seemed 
sober, respectable, and carefully measured.

I had scarcely formed this impression before xolmes spoke.
;7ou are a solicitor, I see. 7ou most likely represent a wealthy client, 

and you have come directly from the city.;
The gentleman stopped in mid2motion and looked from xolmes to 

me in astonishment.
;That is perfectly correct,; he said. ;But I cannot imagine how you 

could possibly know it.;
xolmes motioned him toward a chair.
;7our document case is of a type favored by members of the legal 

profession. The ink upon your right foreHnger is newer than that upon 
your left hand, suggesting oAce work early this morning. 7our boots 
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bear traces of mud from the streets between the City and Baker Street, 
and your cuQs are of a Vuality rarely seen upon men representing lesser 
clients. 7our profession therefore seemed fairly obvious to me.;

The visitor laughed shortly and shook his head.
;I ought to have been prepared for that sort of thing. 0y name is 

Cartwright. I am a solicitor, and I represent the estate of 0rs. Lavinia 
Blackwood.;

The name meant nothing to me, and from xolmesqs eFpression I 
could detect no sign of recognition.

0r. Cartwright settled the case upon his knees and continued.
;0rs. Blackwood lived in Number Twelve for many years. In certain 

parts of London, she was a rather well2known Hgure. Some would have 
called her a wise woman. Others would no doubt have preferred the term 
fortune teller. She read tarot cards, advised clients, and received visitors 
from virtually every level of society.;

I noticed an almost imperceptible smile touch one corner of xolmesqs 
mouth at the mention of tarot cards, but he said nothing. xe merely 
leaned back slightly in his chair and pressed his Hngertips together while 
the rain continued to drum against the windows and the curious story 
of 0rs. Lavinia Blackwood began to unfold before us.

0r.  Cartwright  paused for  a  moment,  as  though gathering  his 
thoughts, while the rain continued its monotonous tapping upon the 
glass. There was something about his manner that suggested a man 
accustomed to dealing with facts and documents rather than rumors and 
human emotions, and it seemed to me that he was almost embarrassed 
by the errand that had brought him to Baker Street.

;0rs. Blackwood died several months ago,; he continued. ;-t the 
time, her death was regarded as entirely natural. She was no longer 
young, and there were no circumstances that gave rise to suspicion. 
She suQered from a heart condition that was believed to have caused 
her death. To the best of my knowledge, no further investigation was 
therefore conducted.;

xolmes nodded without interrupting.
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;The diAculties began only later,; the solicitor went on. ;-s repre2
sentative of the estate, I had eFpected a relatively uncomplicated matter. 
The house was to be assessed, the estate settled, and the property sold. 
Number Twelve stands in a neighborhood where such a house would 
ordinarily not remain on the market for very long. Everything ought to 
have been concluded long ago.;

xe shook his head slightly.
;Instead, events have developed in precisely the opposite direction. 

The heirs have become increasingly divided. They suspect one another. 
They dispute one anotherqs claims. Every decision is met with obUections, 
and several of them now refuse outright to cooperate with the others.;

xolmes raised his eyebrows slightly.
;That does not immediately strike me as an unusual phenomenon, 

0r. Cartwright.;
The solicitor looked surprised.
;Indeed9;
;Duite the contrary,; said xolmes dryly. ;In my eFperience, it is far 

more remarkable when people pass peacefully through the settlement of 
an estate than when they do not. Garticularly when something of value 
is involved.;

- faint smile crossed my face, for during the years of our association I 
had seen enough of xolmesqs cases to know how little faith he placed in 
human sel“essness.

;Then you do not regard such con“icts as suspicious9;
;Not in themselves,; xolmes replied. ;0oney, property, and family 

ties make a highly eFplosive combination. 0any families who have lived 
in harmony for decades manage to become enemies within a matter of 
weeks once a will is opened.;

Cartwright folded his hands over the document case.
;Ordinarily I would be inclined to agree with you. But in this instance 

the disputes do not appear to concern money alone.;
It was the Hrst time during the interview that I noticed genuine interest 

awaken in xolmes. xe leaned forward ever so slightly.
;-nd what do they concern9;
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The solicitor hesitated.
;That is precisely what I have found diAcult to understand. Several of 

those involved seem less concerned with what they might gain from the 
estate than with what may still be inside the house.;

;Something speciHc9; asked xolmes.
;Not that I am aware of.;
;:ocuments9;
;Gossibly.;
;8aluables9;
;That has been suggested.;
xolmes studied him carefully.
;But you do not believe that eFplanation yourself.;
Cartwright sighed.
;No. If you ask me, it seems rather as though several of them are afraid 

that something may be found.;
Mor the Hrst time since the solicitor had entered our sitting2room, I 

saw a glimpse of the old Hre in xolmesqs eyes. It was not much, merely 
a brief sharpening of his ga'e, but I knew the sign too well to miss it. 
Something in this apparently ordinary estate matter had at last captured 
his attention.

;That,;  he  said  slowly,  ;is  immediately  more  interesting,  0r. 
Cartwright.;

0r. Cartwright hesitated for a moment, and I had the impression that 
the part of the story he was now about to relate was the part he himself 
found most diAcult to take seriously. xe was plainly a man who placed 
his trust in contracts, ledgers, and legal language, not in the sort of tales 
that so often arise around lonely old houses and deceased eccentrics.

;I must confess, 0r. xolmes,; he said at length, ;that I do not care for 
stories that border upon the supernatural. -s a solicitor, I have learned 
over the years that there is usually a perfectly earthly eFplanation for most 
things. 7et in this matter there is something that appears to have aQected 
a surprisingly large number of people.;

xolmes raised his eyes slightly.
;In what way9;
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;It concerns not only the family,; Cartwright continued. ;It concerns 
the neighbors as well. Indeed, I must say that the entire neighborhood 
seems gradually to have fallen under a rather peculiar spell.;

;-h9; said xolmes with calm interest. ;That does indeed sound inter2
esting.;

The solicitor shook his head.
;Gerhaps more strange than interesting.;
xe paused for a moment, as though considering how best to phrase 

what followed.
;0rs. Blackwood owned a black cat.;
-t these words I could not fail to notice a “eeting gleam in xolmesqs 

eyes, though he remained silent.
;-fter her death, the cat disappeared,; Cartwright continued. ;-t Hrst 

this attracted little attention. Geople naturally assumed that it had found 
somewhere else to live. But several weeks later it suddenly began appear2
ing again.;

The rain beat heavily against the windows behind him as he spoke, and 
somehow the sound seemed remarkably well suited to the story.

;It was seen in an upstairs window. - few days later it was perched 
upon the wall behind the house. Then it disappeared once more. Since 
then the pattern has continued. It appears, vanishes, and appears again. 
Several neighbors have seen it. Some have seen it in the windows. -n2
other saw it in the garden or in the trees around the property. 7et no one 
seems to know where it actually stays.;

;-n unusually independent cat,; remarked xolmes.
;7es,; said Cartwright. ;But that is not the strangest part. The strangest 

part is that nobody knows who is caring for it.;
xe leaned slightly forward.
;The animal does not resemble a stray. Duite the opposite. Those 

who have seen it up close describe it as healthy, well2fed, and in eFcellent 
condition. -nd frankly, that strikes me as peculiar. Its owner is dead. The 
house stands empty. No one admits to feeding it. 7et it appears to thrive.;
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I felt my own interest begin to awaken. The story undoubtedly con2
tained a touch of the fantastic, yet for that very reason it was diAcult to 
ignore.

;-nd that has given rise to rumors9; I asked.
Cartwright gave me a look that suggested the rumors were far worse 

than he cared to repeat.
;7es, :r. Ratson. 0ore than I care to mention. Some of the neighbors 

claim that the cat is an omen of misfortune. Others believe that it appears 
around certain individuals. -nd there are even people who sincerely be2
lieve that 0rs. Blackwoodqs spirit somehow lives on within the animal.;

xe spoke the last words with obvious embarrassment.
I glanced at xolmes, eFpecting one of his usual sardonic remarks 

concerning human credulity. 7et to my surprise he seemed not in the 
least occupied with the story of the cat itself. xis thoughts appeared to 
be moving in an entirely diQerent direction.

;7ou do not, of course, believe such eFplanations yourself9; he asked.
;Certainly not.;
;‘ood.;
xolmes sank back a little in his chair and brought his Hngertips to2

gether.
3Then it is not the cat that interests me either.4
3Not94 I eFclaimed.
3No, Ratson.4
xe turned toward me with that calm eFpression I knew so well.
3- black cat is merely a black cat. But when an entire neighborhood 

begins to attribute supernatural Vualities to it, the matter at once be2
comes more interesting.4

3Because they are mistaken94
3Because people seldom react so strongly without cause.4
xe looked again at Cartwright.
3The interesting thing is not the animal. The interesting thing is why 

so many people feel the need to believe the story.4
The solicitor nodded slowly.
3That is precisely the feeling I have had myself.4
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xolmes6s ga'e sharpened a little.
3Tell me, 0r. Cartwright. -mong those most concerned with the 

cat, are there any who also had particular connections with 0rs. Black2
wood94

It was the Hrst time during the entire conversation that I had the 
distinct impression that xolmes was beginning to perceive the outlines 
of a pattern still invisible to the rest of us. The cat did not interest him. 
The fear of the cat did.

0r. Cartwright sat for a moment in silenceY his hands folded about the 
document case on his lap. It seemed to me that he was struggling with a 
certain reluctance to continue, as though he had now reached a part of 
the story that made him more uneasy.

3There is one more thing,4 he said at last. 3Something rather more 
personal. I am not certain that it has any bearing upon the matter, but 
under the circumstances I feel obliged to mention it.4

xolmes nodded encouragingly.
30any years ago, my wife visited 0rs. Blackwood together with a 

friend. 0y wife is by nature more curious than I am. She visited her only 
that once, and at her friend6s reVuest.4

xe paused a moment while he searched for the proper words.
30rs. Blackwood gave her friend a prediction. I cannot Vuote it eFact2

ly, but it was something to this eQect5 —Before seven winters have passed, 
your path will end by the water.64

-t that moment the rain seemed to beat harder against the windows, 
and I must admit that the story made a stronger impression upon me 
than I was immediately willing to acknowledge.

3-nd what happened then94 I asked.
Cartwright6s eFpression darkened.
3Mive years later, the friend drowned during a boating eFcursion on the 

Thames.4
- short silence fell over the room. I felt myself that unpleasant chill 

which such coincidences can produce, even in men who otherwise con2
sider themselves rational.

3That must have made an impression upon you,4 I said.
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3It did.4
3-nd upon your wife94
3Even more so. She mentioned it several times over the years.4
I turned to xolmes.
3:o you truly believe that such things can be mere coincidences94
xolmes had listened without interrupting, but now he shook his head 

slowly.
37es, Ratson. I do.4
xis voice was calm, almost gentle.
3xuman beings have a remarkable ability to remember the few occa2

sions upon which a prediction appears to have come true, and an even 
greater ability to forget the many occasions upon which it did not. In 
addition, most prophecies are phrased in such a way that they may be 
applied to a great number of future events.4

xe turned toward Cartwright.
3—7our path will end by the water6 is an eFcellent eFample. In a country 

such as England, such a phrase could be connected with anything from 
a holiday by the sea to a ferry crossing, a Hshing trip, or an accident upon 
a river.4

Cartwright nodded slowly.
3That is more or less how I have tried to regard it myself.4
3-nd Vuite sensibly,4 said xolmes.
I could see that the solicitor appeared relieved by the words. xe had 

plainly not come to Baker Street in order to have old superstitions con2
Hrmed, but rather to be freed from them.

-ll the same, I noticed that xolmes continued to regard him with a 
certain interest.

37our  story  interests  me  for  another  reason,  however,  0r. 
Cartwright.4

The solicitor raised his head.
3-nother reason94
37es.4
Now it was not only Cartwright, but I myself, who became curious.
3-nd what reason is that94
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xolmes leaned back in his chair and let his ga'e wander toward the 
rain2streaked windows.

3The interesting thing is not the cat. Nor is it the prophecies. -nd it 
is certainly not spirits.4

-n almost imperceptible smile appeared at the corner of his mouth.
3The interesting thing is that several people apparently fear some2

thing.4
Cartwright looked at him Vuestioningly.
3Mear what94
3That I do not yet know.4
xolmes rose and walked slowly to the window.
3But we have a house that should have been sold long ago. Re have 

heirs who refuse to cooperate. Re have rumors that are growing stronger 
instead of weaker. -nd we have a black cat that, in one way or another, 
has become the center of everyone6s attention.4

xe stood for a moment looking out at the gray October rain.
3It seems likely to me that someone has an interest in keeping these 

stories alive.4
Cartwright sat perfectly still.
3Then you do not believe in the supernatural94
xolmes turned around.
3Rhen an empty house creates so much unrest, 0r. Cartwright, it is 

seldom due to ghosts.4
xis eyes took on the sharp eFpression I always associated with the 

beginning of a new case.
3It is usually due to people.4
It was at that moment that I knew the matter had caught him. The 

restlessness that had marked him all morning had vanished. In its place 
stood the investigating and watchful xolmes before us, the man who 
could resist neither a mystery nor a human secret.

Shortly afterward, Cartwright rose. The necessary arrangements were 
made, and when he had taken his leave and disappeared down the stairs, 
silence once more settled over the room. The rain continued unabated 
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outside, and for a time I merely sat looking into the Hre in the grate while 
I considered the strange story we had Uust heard.

-t last, I could not help returning to the point that had made the 
strongest impression upon me.

3It is strange all the same, xolmes,4 I said. 3That prediction concern2
ing 0rs. Cartwright6s friend. 7ou must admit that it Hts uncomfortably 
well.4

xolmes stood by the window with his hands behind his back, looking 
out upon the rain2wet street.

Mor a moment he did not answer.
Then he said Vuietly5
3I am not interested in the dead woman6s prophecies, Ratson.4
xe turned his head slightly.
3I am interested in her cat.4
-nd so the aQair of the cat in Number Twelve began.

The House of Mrs. Blackwood
The following morning xolmes and I made our way to Number Twelve. 
The rain had ceased during the night, but the sky still hung low and 
gray over London, and the air carried that damp chill which so often 
follows several days of uninterrupted rain. The streets still gleamed with 
water, and the roofs around us seemed to bear the same mournful color 
as the sky above them. Number Twelve stood in a row of adUoining 
town houses which, from a distance, appeared much alikeY yet the nearer 
we came, the more clearly it seemed to me that this particular house 
stood apart from its neighbors. It was neither larger nor more dilapidated 
than the others, but there was nevertheless something dark and enclosed 
about it, as though over the years it had gathered the stories and secrets 
entrusted to its deceased owner.

Before the door stood 0r. Cartwright, the keys in his hand. xe greeted 
us pleasantly, and I thought I could detect a measure of relief in him at 
the sight of xolmes. -s he found the proper key and unlocked the door, 
I noticed a small detail which at the time seemed of little importance, 
but which later returned to my thoughts. Several times his ga'e slipped 
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upward toward one of the upstairs windows. It happened so Vuickly 
that a less attentive observer might not have noticed it, but after many 
years in xolmes6s company I had learned to observe such small signs of 
unease. It was not curiosity that made him look up there. It was rather 
the eFpectation of seeing something L or perhaps the fear of it.

Rhen the door at last opened, the stagnant air of the house met us 
like a breath from the past. Cartwright handed the keys to xolmes and 
eFcused himself, saying that he had business in the City which reVuired 
his presence. The eFplanation was reasonable enough, but I could not 
rid myself of the impression that his haste had another cause. xe did not 
appear merely busyY he appeared uneasy. -fter he had taken his leave and 
gone a few steps down the pavement, he stopped once more and cast a 
glance up at the house. -gain, it was the same upstairs window that drew 
his attention. xolmes plainly noticed it as well, but he said nothing, and 
it was only much later that I understood how often his silence was a sign 
of deeper interest than any remark.

Re stepped inside and closed the door behind us. The house was silent 
in that peculiar way which only empty houses can be. Not merely the 
absence of voices, but the absence of life. The air carried a faint smell of 
dust, old books, and dried “owers, and everywhere time seemed to have 
stopped. The furniture stood where it had always stood. The curtains 
still hung at the windows. Books lay open upon tables, as though their 
owner had merely left the room for a moment and was eFpected back at 
any time.

I could not help letting my ga'e wander about the large parlor, where 
the greater part of 0rs. Blackwood6s occupation had plainly taken place. 
There were numerous obUects which had no doubt contributed to her 
reputation among those who had sought her out over the years. Wpon 
an ornamented stand stood a large rose2colored crystal ball, which caught 
the weak daylight and sent dull re“ections across the room. -round it lay 
smaller stones, amulets, and curious obUects whose meaning I could not 
guess. Wpon a dark round table stood another glass sphere surround2
ed by tall candlesticks, and along the walls hung heavy curtains which 
dimmed the light and gave the entire room an almost theatrical character. 
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In several places stood dishes containing half2burned candles, and upon
 the “oor lay oriental rugs in dark colors, worn by many years of use. 
Wpon shelves and tables lay books on astrology, omens, dream interpre2
tation, and other subUects which I would ordinarily have dismissed as 
superstition, but which in these surroundings seemed to belong there nat
urally.

I found myself imagining the many people who must have sat in those 
chairs over the years. Some had surely come out of curiosity, others out of 
desperation. Some may have sought entertainment, while others sought 
hope. -nd in the midst of it all 0rs. Lavinia Blackwood had sat read2
ing their cards, listening to their anFieties, and building the reputation 
which, even after her death, still seemed to in“uence those around her.

xolmes, on the other hand, showed no interest in crystal balls or 
amulets. Rhile I allowed myself to be absorbed by the atmosphere of 
the house, he moved silently through the rooms with the methodical 
thoroughness I knew so well. xis attention HFed itself upon entirely 
diQerent matters5 the layers of dust upon the furniture, the wear marks 
near the doors, the locks upon the windows, and the condition of the

 “oors. Several times he bent down to eFamine details that I had scarcely 
noticed, and after some time spent in silent inspection, he straightened 
and cast a glance about the room.

3There are no signs of forced entry,4 he said at last. 3No sign that 
anyone has searched the house since her death. No broken locks, no 
damaged cupboards, and no traces of vandalism.4

xis ga'e moved over the many strange obUects.
3If anyone is looking for something in here, Ratson, then at least they 

have not yet done so.4
xis words gave me the feeling that we were only at the beginning of the 

matter. The house did indeed seem empty, but beneath the still surface 
I already sensed those hidden currents which xolmes so often managed 
to detect long before the rest of us.

xaving completed our eFamination of the parlor, we continued into 
a smaller room farther within the house. It was partially secluded from 
the other rooms and possessed a far more intimate character than the 
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large sitting2room we had Uust left behind. In the center stood a round 
table surrounded by four chairs, and at Hrst glance it seemed likely to me 
that this had been the place where 0rs. Blackwood received those who 
sought her counsel.

The room bore every sign of freVuent use. The tabletop was worn in 
places where hands must have rested through the years, and dark hang2
ings covered the walls, muting the light and lending the surroundings an 
almost ceremonial atmosphere. Several decks of tarot cards lay scattered 
across the table. Some had been gathered into neat piles, while others 
remained spread open, as though their owner had been engaged in a 
reading that, for some reason, had never been completed.

Rhile xolmes continued his customary eFamination of doors, win2
dows, and furniture, my own attention was drawn to the cards. I held 
no real belief in such things, yet I must confess that the surroundings 
eFerted their in“uence. Something of the houseqs former owner still 
seemed to linger within the room, and it was diAcult not to imagine the 
many visitors who must have sat here over the years seeking answers to 
Vuestions that no one else could answer.

I bent over the table and allowed my ga'e to travel across the cards that 
had been laid out. The Hnal card in the seVuence lay face upward. Rhen 
I saw the image upon it, I could not help uttering a small eFclamation.

;xolmes.;
xe turned halfway toward me.
;7es9;
;The last card.;
xe cast a brief glance toward the table.
;Rell9;
;It depicts a black cat.;
Mor a moment he regarded the card, after which the corners of his 

mouth lifted slightly.
;I doubt that the murderer, assuming there is one, consulted the cards, 

Ratson.;
xis tone was so dry that I immediately felt somewhat foolish. Natu2

rally there was no reason to attach signiHcance to a random tarot card, 
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and yet I could not entirely shake the peculiar atmosphere the house 
seemed to radiate. Gerhaps it was the many stories we had already heard. 
Gerhaps it was the weather outside or the strange silence that Hlled the 
rooms. Rhatever the reason, I was beginning to understand how people 
of a more imaginative disposition might come to see connections where 
none eFisted.

I had Uust straightened when a sound suddenly broke the silence. It was 
not loud. ’ather, it was a dull thump, as though something had struck 
a “oorboard above us. xolmes and I both stopped instantly. The sound 
had come from somewhere higher in the house. Instinctively I glanced 
upward.

xolmes said nothing. xe merely set the cards aside and moved with 
calm steps into the hallway and toward the staircase. I followed closely 
behind, and when we reached the lower portion of the stairs, I saw what 
had produced the noise.

- black cat sat upon the top step.
It regarded us in complete silence.
-fter all the stories we had heard, I had almost eFpected something 

unusual, but there was nothing remarkable about the animal. It was 
simply a cat. -n ordinary black house cat with glossy fur and calm 
eyes. Mor a moment it sat motionless, observing us with that digniHed 
indiQerence which cats so often reserve for mankind.

Then it rose.
Rithout haste and without any sign of fear, it turned and disappeared 

farther up the staircase. I hurried after it, while xolmes followed at a 
considerably more measured pace.

Wpstairs, our search led us through several rooms that had clearly not 
been used for some time. There was an old bedroom where the furniture 
stood covered with white sheets. There was a smaller guest room where 
dust lay thick upon the dressers and windowsills. -t last, we reached a 
large storeroom which seemed to contain the accumulated possessions 
of decades. BoFes were stacked along the walls. Old chairs and tables had 
been pushed together. There were piles of clothing, paintings leaning 
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against the walls, and crates of books whose contents had long since been 
forgotten.

But the cat had vanished.
Re searched the rooms one by one without success. Several times 

I thought I caught sight of movement among the furniture, only to 
discover that it was merely a shadow or a piece of cloth hanging from a 
hook. -t one point we heard a brief meow from somewhere within the 
house. The sound seemed so close that I was convinced we would Hnd 
the animal within seconds, yet when we hastened in that direction there 
was nothing to be seen. I gradually found the situation irritating.

;It must be somewhere nearby,; I said.
xolmes stood for a moment, allowing his ga'e to travel over the mul2

titude of obUects in the storeroom. Then he shrugged.
;Rith so many hiding places, Ratson, even a less intelligent animal 

could evade us for hours.;
xe gestured toward the stacked boFes and the dark corners between 

the furniture.
;Re are standing in a paradise for any cat.;
I was forced to admit that he was right. Even so, I could not rid myself 

of the feeling that the creature had somehow led us upstairs deliberately, 
as though it had wished to show itself only to disappear again. It was, of 
course, a foolish thought, and I said nothing of it. 7et as we continued 
our search through the dusty rooms, I began for the Hrst time to under2
stand why the black cat had come to occupy such a prominent place in 
the neighborhoodqs many stories.

-fter some further fruitless searching, we were Hnally forced to aban2
don the attempt to Hnd the cat. xolmes did not seem particularly sur2
prised by the outcome, but I confess that I felt a measure of disappoint2
ment. Re had now spent several hours in the house without coming 
signiHcantly closer to an eFplanation for the many stories that surround2
ed it. The cat had revealed itself to us, certainly, but only long enough 
to remind us of its eFistence before disappearing once more among the 
houseqs numerous hiding places.
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The Neighbor’s Story 
Rhen at last we left Number Twelve and stepped out onto the street, 
the gray sky still hung heavily over the neighborhood. The air was damp, 
and occasional drops continued to fall from gutters and cornices after 
the nightqs rain. I glanced back at the house and could not help feeling 
that we were leaving it almost as mysterious as we had found it.

xolmes, on the other hand, did not seem dissatisHed. xe walked 
silently at my side with his hands in his coat pockets and that distant, 
thoughtful eFpression which often told me that his mind was working 
far more rapidly than his surroundings revealed.

;I must confess, xolmes,; I said, ;that it seems to me we have learned 
remarkably little.;

;xave we9; he replied without looking at me.
;Re have seen an empty house, some tarot cards, and a cat that does 

not wish to be found.;
- faint smile appeared at the corner of his mouth, but before he could 

answer, our attention was caught by an elderly man standing by the 
gate of the neighboring house. xe had plainly noticed our movements 
throughout the morning and was now observing us with the open cu2
riosity that often characteri'es people who have lived in the same place 
for many years and conseVuently feel a certain ownership of the local 
stories.

Rhen xolmes politely greeted him, it Vuickly became apparent that 
the man knew both the house and its late owner Vuite well.

;7ou are investigating the matter of the cat, I suppose9; he said almost 
immediately.

;Re are at least attempting to understand it,; xolmes replied.
The old man nodded gravely.
;It never leaves the area.;
;-re you certain of that9;
;-s certain as one can be about anything involving a cat. I see it almost 

every day.;
xe pointed toward Number Twelve.
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;Sometimes it sits in one of the windows in the evening. Other times 
you see it in the garden or upon the wall behind the house. But it always 
stays around here.;

I noticed that he lowered his voice slightly.
;-nd I can tell you that many people do not care for it.;
;Because of the stories9; I asked.
;7es.;
xe glanced brie“y toward the house.
;7ou know how people are. Mirst, they hear that old 0rs. Blackwood 

has died. Then the cat begins appearing. Before long, people are telling 
one another the most eFtraordinary tales.;

xis tone suggested that he himself placed little faith in the rumors, 
though he was plainly familiar with every one of them.

;Some say it foretells misfortune. Others say it follows certain people. 
There are even those who claim it keeps watch over the house.;

;-nd what do you think9; asked xolmes.
The old man shrugged.
;I think it is a cat.;
The answer appeared to amuse xolmes.
;- sensible attitude.;
;But there is one thing I do know.;
The man pointed toward the rear of the house.
;It still goes in and out. There is a cat “ap in the back door. It has been 

there for years.;
I looked Vuestioningly at xolmes.
;So, the cat still has access to the house9;
;Naturally. No one has closed the “ap. No one has removed it. Rhy 

should they9;
xe looked once more toward Number Twelve.
;If you ask me, it uses the house Uust as it always has.;
I noticed that xolmes became slightly more attentive at this informa2

tion.
;So, you have actually seen it pass through the “ap9;
The old man hesitated brie“y.
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;Not directly, no. But that must be how it gets in and out.;
xolmes nodded pleasantly, as though the Vuestion had been asked 

from mere casual interest.
;Naturally.;
The  conversation  continued  for  another  few  minutes,  but  my 

thoughts were already occupied by the black cat and the empty house. 
If the neighbor was correct, there was nothing particularly mysterious 
about its presence. It was merely using the same entrance it had always 
possessed. 7et there was something in xolmesqs eFpression that told me 
this apparently simple eFplanation did not entirely satisfy him.

Rhen at last we continued down the street, he cast one Hnal glance 
back at the house.

;Interesting,; he said Vuietly.
;The cat “ap9; I asked.
;7es, Ratson.;
;Because it eFplains how the cat gets inside9;
;Gossibly.;
xe was silent for a moment.
;But I generally prefer eFplanations founded upon observation rather 

than assumption.;
-nd with those words he continued through the damp afternoon 

while Number Twelve slowly disappeared behind us, dark and silent 
among the neighboring houses.

The Estate Papers
The following morning, I accompanied xolmes to 0r. Cartwrightqs 
oAce in the city. The district already bore the marks of the usual activ2
ity that characteri'es the Hnancial heart of London, and the stream of 
clerks, messengers, and businessmen stood in sharp contrast to the Vuiet, 
almost dreamlike atmosphere that had surrounded Number Twelve the 
previous day. Cartwrightqs oAce occupied part of an older building with 
dark paneling and narrow corridors, and when we were shown inside, we 
found him surrounded by the tools of his natural world. Shelves Hlled 
with bound ledgers and registers covered the walls from “oor to ceiling, 
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while stacks of documents lay upon desks and side tables, seeming to 
grow out of one another like geological strata.

xe greeted us warmly and rose at once from behind his desk.
;I hope you have made progress, 0r. xolmes,; he said. ;xave you 

already discovered anything new about the cat9;
xolmes accepted the chair that was oQered to him and placed his hat 

upon the table.
;Not yet.;
Cartwright nodded with slight disappointment.
;I had almost hopedL;
;EFperience has taught me, however,; xolmes continued calmly, ;that 

cats rarely commit murder.;
The remark drew a smile from the solicitor, and even I could not help 

laughing.
;No,; admitted Cartwright. ;That would indeed be unusual.;
;Rhich is why I do not intend to begin with the cat.;
xe leaned forward.
;I should like to see the will, the estate papers, all obUections Hled 

against the estate, the correspondence following 0rs. Blackwoodqs 
death, and the names of any persons who have made Hnancial claims.;

Cartwright blinked in surprise.
;I had imagined that you would investigate the house.;
;Re have done so.;
;-nd the cat.;
;Re have done that as well.;
The solicitor appeared somewhat pu''led.
;Then why the papers9;
xolmes folded his hands before him.
;Because cases of this sort usually concern animals less than they con2

cern people.;
;-nd people9;
;xave a tendency to possess motives.;
The answer appeared to satisfy Cartwright, who rose and began gath2

ering the reVuested documents. Shortly afterward xolmes sat at a large 
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table with the papers spread before him, and I once again had an oppor2
tunity to observe his peculiar method of work. xe read with a speed that 
could still astonish me after all the years of our acVuaintance. :ocuments 
were opened, skimmed, and set aside. Letters were sorted into piles. 
Some papers caused him to pause brie“y, while others were dismissed 
after only a few seconds. Slowly, names and connections began to take 
shape upon his notes.

The Five Names
The Hrst name that plainly caught his interest was Edward Blackwood.

;Rho is he9; I asked.
;The nephew of the deceased.;
xolmes held up a document.
;-ccording to these papers, he has Hled a formal obUection to the 

estate.;
;On what grounds9;
;xe claims that a more recent will once eFisted.;
;-nd did it not9;
;Not to my knowledge.;
xolmes allowed the paper to fall back onto the table. xe added the 

name to his notes and reached for the neFt document. This one con2
cerned a certain 0rs. Rinthrop, a wealthy widow who, according to the 
papers, had Hled a claim for a considerable sum of money. She maintained 
that 0rs. Blackwood had borrowed money from her over the years and 
had never fully repaid it.

;Can she prove it9; I asked.
xolmes eFamined the accompanying documents.
;Only partially.;
;So, her claim is uncertain9;
;8ery.;
xe added her name to the list as well.
NeFt came another bundle of papers, consisting chie“y of letters, all 

signed by the same individual.
;0r. Minch,; xolmes read aloud.
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Cartwright nodded.
;- businessman.;
The letters had been written after 0rs. Blackwoodqs death and were 

remarkable for their persistence. ’epeatedly Minch reVuested access to 
the deceased womanqs private papers. xe wished to eFamine correspon2
dence, notes, and diaries, and appeared far more interested in these mat2
ters than in the Hnancial condition of the estate itself.

;That strikes me as peculiar,; I said.
;7es.;
;Rhy should he be interested in such things9;
xolmes allowed one of the letters to slide back onto the pile.
;That, Ratson, is precisely the Vuestion we ought to put to him.;
The neFt name upon the list was Clara Evans, the former maidservant. 

xere the papers revealed a smaller, though not insigniHcant, dispute 
between the family and the former employee. The heirs claimed that 
various obUects were missing from the house and that Clara refused to 
surrender them. Clara, for her part, maintained that the items had been 
given to her by 0rs. Blackwood herself long before the death.

3Can anyone prove anything94 I asked.
3No.4
3Then it is one person6s word against another6s.4
3Grecisely.4
xolmes noted another name.
-t last, he came to a person we already knew.
3-rthur Bell.4
I recogni'ed the name at once.
3The neighbor.4
3EFactly.4
xolmes read on.
Over the years Bell and 0rs. Blackwood had had several Hnancial con2

“icts. There was mention of loans, repayments, minor disputes, and var2
ious disagreements concerning money. None of it pointed immediately 
toward a crime, but the documents painted a picture of a relationship 
that had been far from cordial.
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3That at least eFplains why he seemed nervous,4 I remarked.
xolmes set the papers aside.
37es.4
3:o you think he is hiding something94
Mor a moment xolmes looked out of the window toward the busy 

street beyond.
3I am becoming convinced that they are all hiding something.4
xe looked down at the list of Hve names.
Edward Blackwood.
0rs. Rinthrop.
0r. Minch.
Clara Evans.
-rthur Bell.
The names now lay before us like pieces of a pu''le whose pattern was 

still concealed.
3The interesting thing, Ratson,4 said xolmes after a short pause, 3is 

not that these people had con“icts with 0rs. Blackwood.4
3No94
3The interesting thing is that they all seem to fear her. Even after her 

death.4
xolmes slowly gathered the documents into a pile and leaned back in 

his chair. I could see that the pieces had already begun to fall into place 
in his mind, though the pattern remained hidden from me.

3It appears to me, Ratson,4 he said after a brief silence, 3that 0rs. 
Lavinia Blackwood possessed a most unusual Vuality.4

3Rhat Vuality94
- faint smile appeared at the corner of his mouth.
3She knew too much about other people.4
The words caused even Cartwright to look up.
xolmes continued.
3Re have a woman who, for many years, made her living by listening 

to people6s anFieties, secrets, and fears. Geople came to her voluntarily. 
They told her things they might never have told their families or their 
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closest friends. If only a fraction of what she heard was true, she must 
have possessed a very considerable knowledge of those around her.4

3Then you think that is why they fear her94 I asked.
3Not her, Ratson.4
xe lifted one of the papers.
3They fear what she may have left behind.4
Silence once more fell over the oAce. Even Cartwright seemed to 

consider this possibility.
-t last xolmes rose.
30r. Cartwright, I shall ask you for a favor.4
3Of course.4
3I wish to speak with these people.4
xe pushed the list across the table.
3Edward Blackwood. 0rs. Rinthrop. 0r. Minch. Clara Evans. -nd 

-rthur Bell.4
Cartwright looked down at the names.
3-ll of them94
37es.4
The solicitor nodded.
3I shall do my best.4
xolmes picked up his hat from the table.
-s we were making our way toward the door, Cartwright turned to 

him once more.
3:o you think one of them is hiding something that might point 

toward murder94
xolmes paused for a moment. -n almost imperceptible smile ap2

peared upon his face.
3They are probably all hiding something.4
3-nd what of the truth94
xolmes opened the door.
3I am Vuite certain, 0r. Cartwright, that at least one of them does not 

wish it to come to light.4
Rith these words we left the oAce and stepped out into the busy 

street, while xolmes had already disappeared into his own thoughts. I 
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knew from eFperience that when he reached this point in a case, his mind 
often worked several steps ahead of everyone else. But I also knew that 
he had not yet found the solution. xe had merely identiHed that with 
which every good investigation must begin. Not the person who spoke 
the most, but the person who had the most to lose.

The Cat Flap
The following morning xolmes and I returned to Number Twelve. 0r. 
Cartwright had left us a key, so that we could now move freely through 
the house without waiting upon his assistance, and it seemed to me that 
xolmes already had a far more deHnite plan for this visit than he had 
had during our Hrst eFamination. xis interest no longer centered upon 
0rs. Blackwood6s curious collection of crystals, tarot cards, and occult 
obUects. Now it concerned the cat.

Re saw it as soon as we approached the house. It sat in one of the up2
stairs windows, observing the street below with that calm self2possession 
which only cats appear to possess. Its black fur stood in sharp contrast to 
the pale sky behind it, and its form was so distinct that it almost seemed 
part of the house itself.

3There it is again,4 I said.
xolmes stopped for a moment upon the pavement. The cat sat Vuite 

still and looked directly down at us. There was nothing timid or ner2
vous about it. On the contrary, it appeared remarkably at ease. 0ore 
important still, it in no way resembled an animal forced to fend for itself. 
Its coat was glossy, its movements composed, and its whole appearance 
suggested regular care and ample food.

3It certainly does not look hungry,4 I remarked.
3No,4 said xolmes Vuietly.
xe said no more.
By the time we reached the door and produced the key, the cat had 

already disappeared. The window stood empty, as though it had never 
been there. Re entered the house, and to my surprise xolmes did not 
make for the stairs or for the rooms where we had previously seen the 
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animal. Instead, he moved purposefully through the house and toward 
the back door.

37ou are interested in the cat “ap,4 I said.
38ery.4
It was situated at the bottom of the door eFactly as the neighbor had 

described. -t Hrst glance it appeared entirely ordinary, but the nearer we 
came, the more doubtful the whole eFplanation seemed to me. xolmes 
bent down and eFamined the “ap closely. - moment later he frowned.

3Interesting.4
I knelt beside him. The metal Httings of the “ap were covered with 

rust. The wood around it had been softened by age and damp, and 
along the edges lay a thin layer of dust that had plainly gathered over a 
considerable time. xolmes tried to push the “ap open. It scarcely moved. 
xe applied more force, but the result was almost the same.

37ou try, Ratson.4
I made the attempt. The “ap yielded a little, but only with consider2

able resistance. Rhen I rose again, xolmes slowly shook his head.
3If two grown men can scarcely move it, the cat cannot either.4
3Then the neighbor was mistaken94
3Either that.4
xe cast another glance at the rusty “ap.
3Or he told us only part of the truth.4
The remark made a stronger impression upon me than I was imme2

diately inclined to admit. Mor the Hrst time I began to suspect that the 
story of the cat might be more complicated than it had appeared.

xolmes then continued his investigation with the thoroughness that 
always characteri'ed him. xe eFamined the windows one by one. xe 
inspected the cellar, tested locks, shutters, and ventilation openings. xe 
studied the chimney, the back door, and the narrow passages around 
the house. 0ore than once I had to admit that he directed his attention 
toward possibilities that would never have occurred to me.

7et each time he reached the same conclusion5 there was no obvious 
means of access. No opening that the cat could use regularly. The longer 
the investigation continued, the more pu''led I became.
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3It is possible,4 I suggested at last, 3that it stays with one of the neigh2
bors and merely visits the house from time to time.4

xolmes did not answer at once. xe stood at a window looking out 
over the small back garden.

3Gossibly.4
xis tone told me at once, however, that he did not Hnd the theory 

convincing.
3But you do not believe it.4
3No.4
xe turned toward me.
3In my opinion, we are left with two possibilities.4
3-nd what are they94
3Either there is an entrance we have not yet found.4
xe paused brie“y.
3Or the cat actually lives inside the house.4
I looked at him in surprise.
3EFclusively inside the house94
3That would eFplain a great deal.4
3But not how it survives.4
3EFactly.4
xolmes folded his hands behind his back and took a few steps through 

the room.
3Both possibilities reVuire further investigation.4
3-nd where do we begin94
- faint smile appeared on his face.
3-t the place to which the cat itself led us last time.4
xe cast a glance upward.
3Re must go up to the attic again.4

The Hidden Passage
I followed his ga'e toward the “oor above, where the dusty storerooms 
and their many hidden corners awaited us. Of all the rooms in the house, 
it was there that the cat had shown itself and vanished again. -nd as we 
began to move toward the stairs, I could not rid myself of the feeling 
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that this time we were closer to something concrete than ever before. 
xolmes had already removed one eFplanation. The cat did not use the 
cat “ap. Therefore, the truth must lie somewhere else in the house. -nd 
if I had learned anything during my years with Sherlock xolmes, it was 
that whenever one possibility was closed, the true solution became a little 
easier to see.

Re reached the large attic storeroom once more, and while at Hrst 
glance I seemed to see precisely the same chaos as the day before, xolmes 
appeared far less interested in the room6s contents than in its construc2
tion. Rhere my eye was caught by the old furniture, the rolled carpets, 
and the dusty boFes that seemed to have been gathered over a lifetime, 
his attention moved along the walls, across the “oorboards, and up 
toward the sloping surfaces of the roof. Several times he stopped to study 
small details to which I would scarcely have attached importance, and 
gradually it became clear to me that he was searching for something Vuite

 deHnite.
3This room is smaller than it ought to be,4 he remarked suddenly.
I looked at him in confusion.
3Smaller94
3EFternally, the house occupies more space than these walls account 

for.4
It was one of those remarks which at Hrst seemed incomprehensible to 

me, but which later proved to be of decisive importance. xolmes moved 
farther in among the stacked boFes and old cabinets until he reached the 
rear of the room. There the space was so cramped that one almost had to 
press forward between the pieces of furniture. I was Uust about to follow 
him when he stopped.

3-h.4
That small eFclamation immediately caused me to look more closely. 

Behind a stack of boFes and an old wardrobe I now perceived something 
that I was certain we had both overlooked during our Hrst visit. - narrow 
door was concealed in the paneling. It was not fully closed, but stood 
only slightly aUar, so little that it could easily have been mistaken for a 
shadow between the boards.
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xolmes bent down and eFamined the hinges with the care he usually 
reserved for more obvious clues.

3Interesting,4 he said. 3Look here, Ratson.4
-long the metal the dust lay unevenly. In several places it had plainly 

been disturbed, as though the door had been opened Vuite recently.
3It is being used.4
3By whom94
3That is precisely what we must discover.4
xe pushed the door open carefully, and behind it there appeared a 

space neither of us had eFpected to Hnd. It was not a room in the ordinary 
sense, but rather a long and narrow passage that ran between the wall 
of the house and the neighboring building. The light from a small attic 
window at the far end fell dimly through the dust and revealed an area 
that had plainly been forgotten by most people for years. 7et it was at 
once clear that someone still used it.

0y eye fell Hrst upon the two bowls standing on the “oor near the 
wall. One contained remnants of cat food, while in the other the surface 
of water gleamed. Not old green rainwater or accidental damp, but fresh 
water. Beside them lay a pair of blankets that had plainly been used as 
bedding, and farther along stood a litter boF, much cleaner than one 
would eFpect in an abandoned attic space.

I looked at xolmes.
3The cat is being fed.4
xe walked slowly farther into the passage while his eyes moved from 

one trace to another. xe stopped at the window and cast a glance out 
toward the roof of the neighboring house.

3Re now know that the cat is not surviving by its own eQorts. It is not 
living on rats or chance scraps. Someone has provided for it. Someone 
comes here regularly.4

I let my ga'e wander through the hidden space and felt that peculiar 
eFcitement which always arises when a case suddenly passes from theories 
to tangible facts.

3But why94 I asked. 3Rhy would anyone keep the cat hidden94
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xolmes did not answer immediately. xe stood for a moment at the 
window, studying the neighboring house as though he were trying to see 
through the bricks.

3I do not yet know Ratson,4 he said at last. 3But of one thing I am 
certain.4

3Rhat is that94
xe turned slowly toward me.
3The cat is not the only living creature that uses this room.4
xolmes carefully closed the door to the hidden attic space behind him, 

and without saying much began to descend the stairs. I had known him 
long enough to understand that his silence did not arise from uncer2
tainty, but rather from the fact that a number of new thoughts had Uust 
begun to take shape in his mind. The discovery of the hidden room had 
altered the case considerably. Mor the Hrst time we possessed something 
more tangible than rumors, prophecies, and old family Vuarrels. The cat 
was not being kept alive by accident. - human being had cared for it over 
a considerable period, and that human being must almost certainly be 
one of the persons already circling the mystery.

Rhen we reached the hall, xolmes locked the door behind us and, 
without further eFplanation, went directly across the street toward the 
neighboring house. I did not need to ask his intention. The hidden attic 
space led toward -rthur Bell6s property, and the connection was too 
obvious to ignore.

Arthur Bell’s Secret
Bell opened the door himself in answer to our knock. xe seemed gen2
uinely surprised to see us again so soon after our Hrst meeting, but he 
Vuickly recovered his usual friendliness.

30r. xolmes. :r. Ratson. xave you already made progress94
3I hope so,4 said xolmes, with his customary polite smile. 3Re were 

very grateful for the information you gave us last time, 0r. Bell. There 
are merely one or two additional Vuestions we should like to ask.4

Bell hesitated almost imperceptibly, but then stepped aside and invited 
us in. -s we were shown into the sitting2room, I could not help noticing 
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that he appeared less at ease than during our Hrst encounter. It was not 
open nervousness. On the contrary, he did his best to appear calm. 7et 
there was a tension about him that I had not observed before. Several 
times his ga'e slipped toward xolmes, as though he were trying to Uudge 
how much we already knew.

xolmes, however, allowed the conversation to begin in the most in2
nocent fashion. xe asked about the neighborhood, about the house neFt 
door, and about 0rs. Blackwood. Bell answered readily and repeated, in 
broad terms, the same account he had given us before. xe had known her 
for many years. She had been an eccentric woman, but not necessarily 
a bad neighbor. The cat still appeared about the house. No one really 
knew where it lived.

3-nd you still have no idea how it Hnds food94 xolmes asked.
Bell shook his head.
3No. It has pu''led me as much as anyone else.4
3Interesting.4
- brief silence followed.
37ou also mentioned the cat “ap.4
Bell nodded.
37es. That must be the eFplanation. The cat has always been able to 

come and go that way.4
xolmes leaned forward slightly.
3Wnfortunately, not.4
Bell looked at him.
3No94
3The cat “ap does not function.4
Mor the Hrst time I saw genuine uncertainty appear upon the older 

manqs face.
3It is rusted shut. Re eFamined it this morning.4
Bell hesitated.
3It may have worked previously.4
3Gossibly.4
xolmes6s voice remained friendly.
3Gerhaps you remember incorrectly.4
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37es... that may naturally be the case.4
Bell attempted a smile, but it seemed strained.
xolmes allowed the silence to linger for a moment.
Then he said calmly5
3It seems to me far more interesting, 0r. Bell, that someone has been 

placing fresh food and water in the hidden attic passage between your 
house and Number Twelve.4

I have seldom seen a man6s face change so Vuickly. The color vanished 
almost instantly from Bell6s cheeks. xis hands, which until then had 
rested Vuietly upon the arms of his chair, tightened visibly. Mor a moment 
he seemed about to say something, but no words came. The silence in 
the room suddenly became very noticeable.

3I do not know what youL4
xe broke oQ. The attempt at denial died almost before it had begun. 

Slowly he sank back into his chair. Rhen he Hnally spoke again, his voice 
sounded considerably older than before.

3I did not kill her.4
I immediately grasped the signiHcance of the words.
Not5 I do not know what you are talking about.
Not5 That is not true.
But5 3I did not kill her.4
I glanced Vuickly at xolmes. xe had, of course, noticed precisely the 

same thing.
Bell sat with lowered eyes for several seconds before continuing.
3I have been feeding the cat.4
The words came out almost with relief.
3I have done so ever since her death.4
Now the confession seemed to continue of its own accord. xe told 

us how he had placed food and water in the attic passage. xow he had 
laid out blankets. xow he had provided the litter boF and kept the place 
clean. xe no longer spoke like a man trying to conceal something, but 
like a man who had Hnally grown tired of carrying a secret alone.

3I did not know what else to do,4 he said.
xolmes listened without interrupting.
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Bell rubbed a weary hand across his face.
37ou must understand that I knew her for many years.4
xe cast a glance toward the window.
3Re lived neFt door to one another longer than I can almost remem2

ber.4
- faint smile appeared brie“y.
3-nd we did not always get along particularly well.4
‘radually the story began to take shape. There had been loans be2

tween them. Small Hnancial arrangements. ’epayments that had never 
come. :isagreements over money. Not great scandals, but enough to 
create bitterness.

3I did not always behave properly,4 he admitted.
3In what way94 xolmes asked.
Bell shrugged.
3In the way people do when they think they can get away with it.4
There was more behind the words than he wished to say directly.
3-nd you still fear that these matters may come to light94
Bell nodded slowly.
37es.4
xe sat silent for a moment.
3I still fear that she left something behind.4
xolmes6s ga'e sharpened slightly.
3Something94
Bell looked up at him.
Something in his face told me that we were now approaching the true 

source of his fear.
3Something that could reveal the truth.4
Bell remained silent for a long time after his confession. xe seemed like 

a man who had carried a burden for months and who suddenly no longer 
possessed the strength to hold it up. xis ga'e rested upon the “oor before 
him while his hands slowly came together, and when he Hnally began to 
speak again, his voice sounded almost ashamed.

3It began with the last conversation I had with her.4
xolmes said nothing, but I immediately saw his attention sharpen.
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3It was shortly before her death. I no longer remember what we were 
arguing about. There had been so many small con“icts over the years that 
they almost blended together. But I remember her Hnal words.4

xe slowly raised his head.
3—Rhen the cat dies, the truth must be allowed to speak.64
xe repeated the sentence with a precision that told me he had recited 

it to himself countless times ever since.
- brief silence fell over the room.
Once again, I felt that peculiar unease which seemed to accompa2

ny every mention of 0rs. Blackwood. The words themselves were not 
threatening. They were, in fact, strangely subdued. -nd yet there was 
something about them that made an impression. Gerhaps because they 
had been spoken by a woman to whom so many people attributed almost 
supernatural abilities. Gerhaps because they were now being repeated by 
a man who had plainly lived in fear of them.

3I did not know what she meant,4 Bell continued. 3I still do not. But 
I became convinced that it concerned me.4

3Concerned you94 I asked.
xe nodded.
3I feared that she had left something behind. - letter. - document. 

-n account of the things that had passed between us over the years.4
xis eFpression darkened.
3I had not treated her properly on every occasion. I am willing to admit 

that. -nd I was afraid that she had written it all down.4
xe drew a deep breath.
3-nd if she had, it would naturally have harmed me.4
Now the picture slowly began to take shape.
3So, you believed that the truth would come out when the cat died94 

I said.
37es.4
xe spoke the word without hesitation.
3It was foolish, I know. But the more I thought about it, the more 

convinced I became. She had said it so Hrmly. -s though she already knew 
what was going to happen.4
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xe smiled brie“y and sadly.
3-nd then I made a decision.4
I did not need to ask what decision.
3I would keep the cat alive.4
Bell looked almost embarrassed by the admission.
3-s long as the cat lived, her words could not come true. If the prophe2

cy was tied to the animal, then I had to make certain that the animal never 
lacked for anything.4

xe looked at xolmes.
3It sounds ridiculous when one says it aloud.4
xolmes shrugged slightly.
3It sounds human.4
Bell smiled sincerely for the Hrst time.
37es. Gerhaps.4
I must confess that I was almost speechless. The thought that this 

otherwise sensible man had spent months buying food, carrying water 
up to the attic, and caring for a cat out of fear of an old woman6s cryptic 
remark struck me as both absurd and strangely touching.

3:id you truly believe it94 I asked.
Bell looked at me with an eFpression that held both weariness and 

resignation.
3-fter so many years with 0rs. Blackwood as a neighbor, one learned 

not to ignore her words.4
Shortly afterward we took our leave.
Bell accompanied us to the door, and when we stepped out into 

the street, the afternoon was already beginning to give way to evening. 
The low clouds still hung over the neighborhood, and Number Twelve 
seemed darker and more silent than ever.

Re walked several paces in silence.
3:o you believe him94 I asked at last.
37es,4 xolmes answered without hesitation.
I looked at him in surprise.
3Then Bell is innocent94
3Not necessarily innocent.4
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xolmes thrust his hands into the pockets of his coat.
3But not guilty of murder.4
I waited for an eFplanation.
3In my opinion, 0r. Bell is concealing an old shame,4 xolmes contin2

ued. 3Gerhaps several. But I see nothing to suggest that he committed a 
crime against 0rs. Blackwood.4

xe paused for a moment and glanced back toward the house. The dark 
upstairs window almost seemed to stare back at us.

3The interesting thing is something entirely diQerent, Ratson.4
xolmes remained standing for a moment with his eyes HFed upon 

Number Twelve.
3That he is clearly not the only person who fears the dead woman6s 

secrets.4
-nd as we continued down the street, it gradually dawned upon me 

that the black cat had perhaps never been the center of the case at all. It 
had merely been the key that opened the door to the many secrets which 
continued to live on after 0rs. Lavinia Blackwood6s death.

Later that same evening, as xolmes and I sat before the Hre in Baker 
Street, it proved impossible to turn our thoughts away from -rthur 
Bell and the curious confession we had Uust heard. Outside, the rain 
had begun again. It beat against the windows with the same persistent 
rhythm that had accompanied the case from the beginning, and in the 
warm glow of the hearth, Number Twelve and its secrets seemed almost 
to have followed us into the sitting2room.

Mor a long time I sat watching the “ames while Bell6s words returned to 
me again and again. There was something about the old man6s fear that 
had made a greater impression upon me than I was immediately willing 
to admit. xe had not feared a criminal. xe had not feared the police. xe 
had feared the words of a dead woman.

3It is a curious case, xolmes,4 I said at last. 3The more I think about 
it, the stranger it seems. Bell6s fear, 0rs. Blackwood6s Hnal words, and 
the whole way in which the cat appears to stand at the center of it all.4

xolmes sat reclining in his armchair with his pipe between his Hngers. 
Bluish smoke drifted slowly toward the ceiling while he listened.
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3It is almost,4 I continued, 3as though the entire neighborhood has 
come to believe that the animal carries some secret.4

- faint smile appeared behind the pipe.
3I doubt that the truth resides within the cat, Ratson.4
3No94
3But I am beginning to think that it may reside upon the cat.4
I looked up in surprise.
3:o I understand you correctly94
xolmes set aside his pipe and leaned forward slightly.
3If 0rs. Blackwood truly wished to conceal something, then an an2

imal would be a remarkably sensible place in which to do so. No one 
would think to eFamine it closely.4

3Then you believe she deliberately used the cat94
3-t the very least, I am beginning to consider the possibility.4
xe fell silent for a moment.
3-nd there is only one way to settle the Vuestion.4
xe rose to his feet.
3Re must catch the cat.4
3Immediately94
xolmes nodded.
3Re have spent suAcient time on rumors, omens, and prophecies. It 

is time we returned to facts.4

The Collar
The following morning, we returned once again to Number Twelve. The 
sky remained gray, and the damp air lay heavy over the neighborhood, 
but this time I felt that we were approaching a decisive point in the 
case. Re now had access to the house whenever we wished, and xolmes 
entered it with that purposeful calm which always told me he had a

 deHnite theory he wished to test.
To my surprise, the cat appeared almost at once. It was sitting upon a 

chest of drawers in the sitting2room, where it had apparently made itself 
comfortable. Its green eyes followed us attentively as we entered, but it 
made no attempt to “ee. I must confess that I had eFpected another long 
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pursuit through the house. -fter all the stories we had heard, and after 
its previous appearances upon staircases and in attics, I had imagined 
something far more dramatic.

But the cat evidently had other plans. Rhen I approached cautiously, 
it merely remained where it was and watched me. I held out my hand, and 
to my surprise it allowed itself to be lifted without the least obUection.

3Rell, well,4 I murmured.
The animal did not protest in the slightest. On the contrary, it seemed 

perfectly content with the situation. It even began to purr.
3-fter all this commotion,4 I said, 3I had eFpected a more challenging 

opponent.4
3It would be unreasonable to demand of a cat that it live up to its own 

reputation,4 xolmes remarked.
Re sat down in the parlor. The cat sprang onto my lap with the 

natural ease of an animal that had known me for years. I began almost 
unconsciously to stroke it, and within a few minutes it had curled itself 
up and found a position that plainly suited its taste. Its purring Hlled the 
room with a peaceful sound that stood in strange contrast to the dark 
stories surrounding it.

3It appears to me, Ratson,4 said xolmes dryly, 3that you have won its 
conHdence.4

3It appears to me rather that it has adopted me.4
xolmes smiled faintly and stepped closer.
Rhile I continued to hold the cat, he began his eFamination. xe 

inspected its fur, its claws, and its teeth with the same thoroughness he 
would have brought to any other clue. Everything seemed to conHrm 
our earlier conclusion. The animal was healthy, well cared for, and in 
eFcellent condition.

It was only when his ga'e fell upon the collar that something changed. 
It was an entirely ordinary leather collar, worn by age and use, but with2
out any special distinguishing mark. xolmes loosened it carefully. xe 
eFamined the buckle and the stitching with great attention. - moment 
later his movement stiQened almost imperceptibly.

3Interesting.4
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I straightened.
3Rhat is it94
xolmes did not answer at once.
Instead, he went to the window and held the collar up against the 

gray daylight. Now I could see it too. On the inside of the leather there 
was something that at Hrst looked like random marks, but upon closer 
inspection proved to be letters. 8ery small letters. -lmost hidden by wear 
and age.

3Rhat does it say94 I asked.
xolmes read slowly.
3The truth is in the red boF.4
I stared at the collar.
3The truth is in the red boF,4 I repeated.
The red boF. The words seemed at once simple and mysterious.
xolmes studied the small inscription once more before laying the 

collar carefully upon the table.
30rs. Blackwood,4 he said thoughtfully, 3was plainly a far more prac2

tical woman than her reputation suggested.4
The collar lay between us on the table as the Hrst truly tangible clue 

in the entire case. Beside it the black cat continued to sleep, wholly 
indiQerent to the unrest it had created among the living. Its purring still 
sounded faintly in the silence, while the rain beat against the windows, 
and I could not free myself from the feeling that we had Uust opened the 
door to the true mystery.

The following morning, I awoke with a far greater sense of eFpectation 
than I would ordinarily have admitted. The discovery of the hidden 
message in the cat6s collar had changed the entire case. Mor the Hrst time 
since 0r. Cartwright had entered our sitting2room in Baker Street, we 
possessed something resembling a genuine clue. Not rumors, not fear, 
and not old superstitious tales, but a concrete message left by 0rs. Black2
wood herself.

Rhen I entered the breakfast2room, I found xolmes at the table with 
the newspaper spread before him. xe had already eaten and now sat 
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with his coQee cup in his hand, reading through the day6s news with that 
absent eFpression which told me his thoughts were elsewhere entirely.

3Re should return to Number Twelve at once,4 I said almost before I 
had sat down. 3If the red boF is in the house, we must search every inch 
of it from cellar to attic.4

xolmes lowered the newspaper slightly.
3That would be the natural reaction.4
3-nd the wrong one94
3Not necessarily wrong. 0erely ineAcient.4
I poured myself some coQee.
37ou do not think the boF is there94
3On the contrary. I think it may very well be in the house.4
3Then why not94
xolmes folded the newspaper.
3Re have already searched the house several times. If 0rs. Blackwood 

wished to hide something, she would hardly choose a place that two 
determined men could Hnd in a single morning.4

xe rose and began to walk slowly back and forth before the Hreplace.
3No, Ratson. If we wish to Hnd the red boF, we should Hrst Hnd a 

person who knew the house better than we do.4
I needed only a moment to understand where his thoughts were lead2

ing.
3Clara Evans.4
3Grecisely.4
xolmes stopped.
3The former maidservant worked for 0rs. Blackwood for many years. 

She knew the house. She knew its routines. 0ost important of all, she 
most likely knew the places where her employer kept things not intended 
for foreign eyes.4

xe smiled faintly.
3In addition, we shall have the opportunity to observe 0iss Evans a 

little more closely.4

Clara Evans
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Through 0r. Cartwright, a meeting was arranged for that same after2
noon, and once again we found ourselves in Number Twelve. The house 
seemed less gloomy now than it had during our Hrst visit. Gerhaps it was 
because we had gradually come to know its secrets better. Gerhaps it was 
because the black cat no longer appeared to me an almost supernatural 
being, but merely an ordinary cat with a most eFtraordinary role in the 
case.

Clara Evans arrived precisely at the appointed time. 0y Hrst impres2
sion of her agreed poorly with the suspicions that several of the heirs 
had directed against her. She was modestly dressed, neither young nor 
old, and her face had the calm, industrious character one often Hnds in 
those who have spent the greater part of their lives in the service of others. 
There was nothing secretive or calculating about her. On the contrary, 
she seemed almost a little nervous at the thought of meeting Sherlock 
xolmes.

Re had scarcely eFchanged the Hrst courtesies when something in2
teresting occurred. Mrom somewhere farther within the house came a 
familiar meow. - moment later the black cat appeared. But whereas 
it had always moved before us with a certain dignity and reserve, its 
behavior changed at once at the sight of Clara Evans. It crossed the “oor 
directly toward her, wound itself about her legs, and began to purr so 
loudly that the sound could be heard throughout the room.

Clara6s face lit up.
3Rell, there you are.4
She bent down and lifted the animal without the slightest diAculty. 

The cat did not obUect. On the contrary, it immediately settled itself in 
her arms with the familiarity one sees only toward people well known 
to it. I noticed how its behavior changed. It did not merely seem safe. It 
seemed at home.

3It plainly remembers you,4 I said.
3I cared for it almost as much as 0rs. Blackwood did,4 Clara answered 

with a little smile. 3She used to say that the cat was the only creature in 
the house that never contradicted her.4

Mor the Hrst time since we had met her, she laughed softly.
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xolmes had said very little since her arrival, but I could see that he was 
observing both her and the cat with great interest. The animal had Uust 
given us something that none of the many documents and rumors had 
been able to provide. It had given Clara Evans credibility. Mor a cat does 
not lie. -nd this one behaved like an animal that had found an old friend.

Rhen Clara had seated herself in the old parlor with the cat resting 
safely in her arms, the conversation naturally turned to her former em2
ployer. It Vuickly became clear to me that her relationship with 0rs. 
Blackwood had been more compleF than the heirs6 brief and suspicious 
descriptions had suggested. She did not speak of her with the blind devo2
tion that a loyal servant may sometimes show toward a deceased master 
or mistress, but neither did she speak with bitterness. ’ather, there was 
in her voice a certain respect, mingled with the reserved understanding 
that can arise only from many years of daily nearness.

30any people found her strange,4 said Clara, stroking the cat6s back. 
3-nd I suppose she was. She did not do much to appear ordinary.4

3:id you believe in her powers94 I asked.
Clara smiled faintly.
3Not in the way people talked about them. I did not believe she could 

see into the future, as some claimed. But she saw a great deal. 0ore than 
most. She noticed small things, and people told her things they would 
probably have been wiser to keep to themselves.4

xolmes, who stood by the Hreplace and had listened without inter2
rupting, nodded almost imperceptibly. It was plain that Clara6s words 
agreed well with the idea he had already formed of 0rs. Blackwood6s true 
talent.

3-nd she hid things94 he asked.
Clara hesitated, but only for a moment.
37es. She had several places in the house. Little hiding places. Some she 

used for money when she did not want to leave it lying about. Others for 
letters or private papers.4

3Rere you familiar with these places94
3Rith some of them. Not all.4
She looked down at the cat.
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3I cleaned here for many years, 0r. xolmes. In time one learns a 
house, even the places where one is not asked to look.4

xolmes drew out the collar, which he had kept carefully since the day 
before.

30iss Evans,4 he said, 3do the words —a red boF6 mean anything to 
you94

xer reaction was interesting. Clara was plainly surprised but not 
frightened. She stared at him for a moment, as though the words had 
awakened a memory buried beneath many others.

3- red boF,4 she repeated slowly.
37es.4
3There was indeed a red boF.4
I immediately felt that familiar tension which always arose when a case 

suddenly moved from hints to something tangible.
3:o you know where it is94 I asked.
3I know where she used to hide the things she did not want left in plain 

sight.4

The Red Box
She rose and carefully set the cat down upon the “oor. The animal 
followed us with its eyes for a moment but made no move to leave the 
room as Clara led us out of the parlor and up the stairs. I had eFpected 
her to take us toward the attic or perhaps down to the cellar, but instead 
she went directly to 0rs. Blackwood6s bedroom.

It was a room we had already visited, but one we had not eFamined 
with the same thoroughness as the more obvious places in the house. 
-long one wall stood an old wardrobe, heavy and dark, with carved pan2
els and mirror glass that had lost something of its clarity over the years. 
Clara laid her hand upon one side of the wardrobe and eFplained that 
0rs. Blackwood had once asked her to help move it during a thorough 
cleaning. It was then that she had Hrst seen the hidden recess behind it.

Rith xolmes6s help, the wardrobe was drawn a little way out from the 
wall. The movement sent dust into the air, and for a moment it danced 
in the weak light from the window. Behind the wardrobe, Uust as Clara 
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had said, there appeared a narrow hollow in the wall, placed so discreetly 
that one would scarcely have found it without prior knowledge.

Inside the recess stood a small red boF. It was covered with dust but 
otherwise appeared untouched. The color had darkened with age, yet it 
was still plainly red, and the simple lock at the front had been neither 
forced nor damaged. Rhen xolmes drew it out, I felt an almost physical 
tension in the room. -fter everything we had heard of the cat, the collar, 
and 0rs. Blackwood6s Hnal words, we now stood at last before the very 
obUect the dead woman herself had indicated.

xolmes placed the boF upon a small table by the window and opened 
it with a careful hand. Inside lay several documents, arranged far more 
neatly than I had eFpected. On top was a letter. The paper was old but 
well preserved, and when xolmes unfolded it, I could tell at once from 
his face that its contents were grave.

xe read it Hrst to himself and then handed it to me. It was a hateful 
letter. Not merely angry but steeped in bitterness and threat. The sender 
accused 0rs. Blackwood of having ruined his life, of knowing things she 
had no right to know, and of using her knowledge as a weapon. Several 
times the writer demanded her silence, and toward the end the tone 
became so threatening that even a less imaginative reader could scarcely 
mistake its meaning.

3This is not a letter written in anger alone,4 I said Vuietly. 3It was 
written by someone who hated her.4

37es,4 xolmes replied. 3-nd someone who feared her.4
Beside the letter lay a single cuQ link. xolmes picked it up between his 

Hngers and held it to the light. It was valuableY that was clear at once. 7et 
it was not merely its value that made it remarkable. It bore a distinctive 
pattern, Hnely worked and hardly likely to have been mass2produced. - 
man who wore such a cuQ link would probably own a pair, and he would 
notice if one were missing.

xolmes eFamined it for a long time, Hrst with the naked eye and then 
with his lens. Clara stood silent beside us, and even the cat, which had 
now come up the stairs and seated itself in the doorway, seemed to watch 
the scene with a curious calm.

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



TxE C-T -T NW0BE’ TREL8E jJ”

3This,4 said xolmes at last, 3is not merely a keepsake. It is evidence.4
I looked from the letter to the cuQ link and back again. -nd it now 

seemed to me that 0rs. Lavinia Blackwood had not merely feared her 
fate. She had prepared for it.

The Threatening Note
-s xolmes continued through the contents of the red boF, I at Hrst 
believed that we had found everything of signiHcance. The letter and the 
solitary cuQ link were in themselves suAciently interesting to occupy 
the attention of any investigator, and I had already begun to consider 
what connection might eFist between the two. It was therefore almost 
by chance that xolmes discovered the Hnal document, which lay hidden 
beneath the other papers.

It was merely a single folded sheet, smaller than the others and without 
any outward mark. Rhen xolmes unfolded it, Clara Evans instinctively 
leaned forward, and even before she had read the words, she nodded
 Hrmly.

3That is her handwriting,4 she said. 3I am certain of it.4
xolmes cast a Vuick glance at her and then began to read.
3—I found this after our Vuarrel.64
The sentence stood alone at the top of the page and was followed by 

a brief note concerning the cuQ link that lay in the boF. -t the bottom 
was another line, written in the same Hrm hand5

3—If harm should come to me, the writer of this letter must answer for 
it.64

There was nothing more. Mor that very reason, the note made a strong 
impression upon me. 0rs. Blackwood had plainly not written it as a 
personal remembrance or as some casual memorandum to herself. On 
the contrary, it seemed like a message intended for whoever might one 
day open the boF. She wanted the letter and the cuQ link to be viewed 
together. She wanted someone to understand the connection between 
them.

I read the note once more while xolmes sat with the cuQ link between 
his Hngers. The small article of Uewelry suddenly seemed far more impor2
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tant than before. The letter was, of course, interesting, but a letter might 
be written anonymously. - cuQ link, on the other hand, belonged to a 
particular person. Somewhere there was almost certainly a man who had 
once owned a pair of precisely this kind.

3It is strange,4 I said. 3Mirst, we were looking for a secret. Now we are 
looking for the owner of a cuQ link.4

xolmes smiled faintly without raising his eyes.
3That is often how an investigation develops, Ratson. Mirst one 

searches for a mystery. Then for a man.4
xe rose and walked slowly to the window with the letter in his hand. 

The gray daylight fell across the paper as he once more let his eyes travel 
over the angry lines. I could not help studying his face. The letter had 
plainly made an impression upon him, not because of the strength of 
its threats, but because it revealed something about the relationship 
between the sender and 0rs. Blackwood.

3:o you think,4 I asked after a while, 3that she knew she would be 
murdered94

xolmes remained standing for a moment without answering.
3No,4 he said at last. 3I do not think so.4
xe turned slowly toward me.
3But I do think she knew that someone wished her silent.4
There was something in the way he said it that made me think of 

-rthur Bell and of all the other people we had thus far encountered. Each 
of them seemed to carry a particular unease whenever 0rs. Blackwood6s 
name was mentioned, as though the dead woman still possessed some 
form of power over them.

xolmes looked down at the letter again.
3-nd I think,4 he continued, 3that she was wise enough to understand 

that fear can be a stronger weapon than certainty.4
37ou mean94
3That she left these things deliberately.4
xe laid the letter beside the cuQ link upon the table.
3She could not know what would happen. But she could ensure that 

the person who wrote this letter never felt entirely safe.4
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The thought struck me as at once simple and deeply characteristic 
of 0rs. Blackwood. The more we learned of her, the less she resem2
bled the mysterious fortune teller the neighborhood had created in its 
imagination, and the more she resembled a person with an unusual 
understanding of human weakness.

xolmes now drew out the list of names from the estate papers and 
placed it beside the letter, the note, and the cuQ link. I watched as his 
ga'e moved from one name to another while he slowly began comparing 
the old information with the new discoveries.

To me it still seemed a collection of loose pieces. But I had seen that 
eFpression on xolmes6s face many times before. It was the look he wore 
when a pattern had begun to take shape somewhere behind the facts that 
still appeared accidental to everyone else.

-nd as the rain again began to beat against the windows of Number 
Twelve, I had the strong feeling that we were at last drawing near to the 
person whom 0rs. Blackwood had attempted to point out from beyond 
the grave.

The Nephew and the Widow
The following afternoon xolmes and I returned to Number Twelve. 
The weather had not improved since our Hrst visit. - low gray sky hung 
over the rows of houses, and the damp autumn light seemed scarcely 
able to penetrate between the buildings. The house appeared as Vuiet 
and deserted as before, and when we unlocked the door and entered the 
parlor, I was once again struck by the peculiar sensation of a home in 
which time had stopped without warning. Nothing had been moved. 
Nothing seemed to have changed. Even the dust lay in the same places as 
upon our last visit.

The black cat had taken up its place upon the windowsill. It lay curled 
against the glass with its tail drawn close to its body. -t the sound of 
the door, it brie“y lifted its head, cast a la'y glance in our direction, and 
then settled itself again. The animal seemed by now to have accepted our 
presence as a natural part of the house6s eFistence.
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xolmes took his seat at the table without saying much, while I sat 
opposite him. Re had not waited long before the sound of a knock at 
the front door echoed through the house. I went out and opened it.

The man standing outside was about forty years of age. xe was dressed 
in a manner that at once suggested respectability and a degree of Hnancial 
security. xis dark coat was of good Vuality, and everything about his 
appearance was neat and orderly. 7et there was something about him that 
made a less pleasant impression. Gerhaps it was his restless ga'e, or the 
way his eyes moved constantly from one obUect to another, as though he 
could never Vuite Hnd repose.

30r. Edward Blackwood94 I asked.
37es.4
I showed him in.
The moment he crossed the thresholdY he let his ga'e move about the 

room. There was not much grief or nostalgia in his face. On the contrary, 
it seemed almost as though the house made him uncomfortable.

3I have never cared for this place,4 he said before either of us had time 
to ask a Vuestion.

xe looked around once more.
3In my opinion, it cannot be sold Vuickly enough.4
I remember that the remark surprised me. 0ost people, even after 

many years of distance from a family member, would have shown some 
feeling upon returning to the home of the deceased. But Edward Black2
wood seemed rather relieved at the thought that the house would soon 
disappear from the family history.

xolmes regarded him for a moment from his chair.
37ou were 0rs. Blackwood6s nephew94
37es.4
3Then perhaps you can tell us something about her.4
Edward laughed shortly.
It was not a cheerful laugh, but rather the dry sound one gives when a 

Vuestion has no simple answer.
3That depends upon which version you want.4
xolmes raised an eyebrow.
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38ersion94
37es. There were always several of them.4
xe shrugged.
3But one thing I can say, at least. She was intelligent. 8ery intelligent.4
xe leaned back a little in his chair.
3In fact, so intelligent that, in my opinion, she spent most of her life 

manipulating other people.4
- short silence followed.
3In what way94 xolmes asked.
3By knowing things about them. By making them tell more than they 

had intended. By making them believe she knew even more.4
xe cast a glance toward the many obUects in the room.
3That was, I suppose, her whole business.4
xolmes nodded slowly, as though he were merely registering one more 

fact among many.
3-nd her Hnances94
Mor the Hrst time since his arrival, Edward seemed genuinely engaged.
3-h, now you touch upon something interesting.4
xe leaned forward.
30ost people thought she was a poor old fortune teller. That was 

the image she liked to create. - lonely woman living oQ tarot cards and 
foolish predictions.4

xe shook his head.
3But she certainly was not.4
3No94 said xolmes.
3On the contrary. She had considerable means.4
I could see that the subUect occupied him far more than any memories 

of his aunt.
3I can assure you that she was capable of far more than the art of 

reading tarot cards. She was remarkably skilled at gathering money.4
3xow do you know that94 I asked.
3Because over the years I saw several eFamples of it.4
xe now spoke with greater certainty.
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3There were investments. There was cash. There were people who 
apparently owed her favors. -nd then there were her own hints.4

3xints94
37es.4
- small smile appeared.
3She enUoyed allowing people to understand that she was richer than 

they believed. Not directly. Never directly. But in such a way that after 
a conversation one was left with the feeling that she knew more, owned 
more, and controlled more than anyone had imagined.4

xe cast another glance around the room.
30rs. Blackwood was very fond of secrets, 0r. xolmes.4
xolmes folded his hands before him.
3I am beginning to receive that impression.4
Edward leaned back in his chair and let his ga'e wander about the 

room once more, as though the house itself awakened memories he 
would rather have avoided.

30ost people thought she was a lonely old woman,4 he said. 3But I do 
not believe anyone truly understood how much she enUoyed eFercising 
in“uence over other people.4

xolmes said nothing, but his attention did not diminish.
3It was especially the will,4 Edward continued. 3She used it as a 

weapon. I do not doubt that it amused her.4
3In what way94 asked xolmes.
Edward laughed shortly.
3She talked of it all the time. If one pleased her, she might let one 

understand that one stood very favorably in the will. If one angered her, 
one was immediately threatened with being removed from it. She kept 
people dangling for years in that manner.4

xe shook his head.
3That will was almost a curse.4
- brief silence followed before xolmes spoke again.
3-nd how did you stand with her, 0r. Blackwood94
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Mor the Hrst time, Edward seemed slightly hesitant. Not because the 
Vuestion surprised him, but rather because he wished to frame the an2
swer with care.

3I actually believe I stood rather well toward the end,4 he said at 
last. 3Re had renewed contact during the past year. Not that we ever 
became particularly close, but we had some tolerable conversations, and 
I certainly had the impression that she regarded me more favorably than 
she had done before.4

xe shrugged lightly.
3That is why I am convinced it was re“ected in the will.4
3Then you believe you have a Hnancial interest in the missing docu2

ment94 xolmes asked.
3Naturally.4
The answer came so Vuickly and without hesitation that even I was 

somewhat surprised.
It struck me throughout the entire conversation that Edward Black2

wood almost never spoke of his aunt as a human being. xe told no family 
stories. xe mentioned no shared memories. There was no hint of grief or 
aQection in his voice. Rhenever the conversation approached her person, 
it Vuickly turned back toward money, property, or the will.

I leaned forward slightly.
3:id you have a close relationship with your aunt94
3No,4 he answered instantly.
There was not the slightest hesitation.
3It would be very wrong to claim that.4
xe said it without bitterness and almost without feeling of any kind. 

It seemed to me as though the Vuestion were entirely indiQerent to him.
xolmes allowed another moment to pass before he closed his note2

book.
3I believe that will be all, 0r. Blackwood. Thank you for coming.4
Edward rose. xe seemed relieved that the meeting was over. But when 

he reached the door, he stopped and turned back.
3If you Hnd the will,4 he said, 3I shall naturally be informed94
xolmes looked at him calmly.
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3If we Hnd it, 0r. Cartwright will receive the necessary information.4
Mor a moment it appeared as though the answer did not satisfy Edward 

in the least. xe Vuickly concealed it behind a courteous nod, wished us 
a good afternoon, and left the house.

The sound of the front door died away through the silent building. I 
watched him through the window until he disappeared down the street.

3xe seems to me considerably more interested in the will than in his 
aunt,4 I remarked.

xolmes nodded and followed the black cat with his ga'e, where it still 
lay motionless upon the windowsill.

-fter Edward Blackwoodqs departure, xolmes remained seated in si2
lence for a moment, his ga'e directed toward the window where the black 
cat still lay curled up in the gray afternoon light. I took out my notes and 
turned several pages.

;The neFt on the list is 0rs. Rinthrop,; I said. ;- wealthy widow. 
-ccording to Cartwright, she has Hled a claim against the estate for a 
considerable sum of money. She maintains that she lent the money to 
0rs. Blackwood many years ago, but the documentation is eFceedingly 
poor.;

xolmes nodded slowly.
;7es, Ratson. - debt without papers is always interesting.;
I was Uust about to ask what he meant by that when there came a knock 

at the door. This time it was xolmes himself who rose to answer it. - 
moment later our visitor entered the parlor.

She was a woman of about siFty years of age, perhaps a little older. 
Everything about her suggested wealth and respectability. xer hat was 
discreet, yet of eFVuisite Vuality. xer gloves Htted perfectly. xer Uewelry 
was sparse, but plainly eFpensive. She seemed like a person who had spent 
her entire life among people who never needed to concern themselves 
with money.

-s she entered the room, her ga'e drifted slowly about her surround2
ings.

;So,; she said. ;This is what it looked like.;
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The remark was delivered without the slightest trace of warmth or 
nostalgia. On the contrary, she seemed almost uncomfortable to Hnd 
herself there.

;It has been a long time since I was last here,; she continued. ;Several 
years, in fact. I visited 0rs. Blackwood once or twice in those days.;

She seated herself carefully.
;It was really not until I read of her death that I remembered the loan.;
She shrugged lightly.
;Rhat is due is due.;
xolmes took a seat opposite her.
;Then let us speak of the loan, 0rs. Rinthrop. xow did it come 

about9;
Mor the Hrst time she appeared slightly uncertain.
;It was many years ago.;
;Naturally.;
;I do not recall all the details.;
She hesitated brie“y.
;I had visited her a few times. Once or twice. I sought her assistance.;
;-nd afterward9;
;Rell, afterward she asked for mine.;
She smiled faintly.
;-nd I suppose I developed a certain sympathy for her.;
I noticed xolmesqs ga'e sharpen slightly.
;:id you know her well9;
;No.;
The answer came Vuickly.
;I would not claim that.;
;-nd yet you lent a considerable sum of money to a woman you 

scarcely knew.;
Now she became mildly irritated.
;I could aQord it.;
;That is not Vuite the same thing.;
She adUusted her gloves.
;I did not think very much about it at the time.;

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



TxE ORL OM ST. B-’TxOLO0ER6S TORE’jKP

;7ou must have liked her.;
0rs. Rinthrop once again allowed her ga'e to wander around the 

house. Several seconds passed before she answered.
;No.;
The answer seemed to surprise even herself.
;No, not really.;
She shook her head lightly.
;She was not my sort of person.;
- brief silence followed.
;Gerhaps it was foolish to lend her the money.;
It seemed to me that she herself was dissatisHed with the eFplanation. 

xolmes allowed her to sit with that feeling for a moment.
;-nd yet you visited her.;
;7es.;
;Mor what reason9;
Now she became genuinely cautious.
;It was for personal reasons.;
;Can you be a little more speciHc9;
;No.;
xolmes nodded.
;:id she succeed in helping you9;
She thought for a long time.
;No.;
- faint smile appeared for a moment.
;Gerhaps almost the opposite.;
I remember clearly that the remark HFed itself in my thoughts. There 

was something in the way she said it that led me to believe that her con2
nection with 0rs. Blackwood had been far more personal than Hnancial. 
She certainly did not seem like a woman who had sought out a stranger 
for Hnancial advice. On the contrary, I gained the impression that she 
had sought something entirely diQerent. Gerhaps a prediction. Gerhaps 
an answer to something that troubled her. -nd perhaps she had received 
an answer she did not care for.

xolmes returned to practical matters.
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;:o you possess any form of documentation9;
She shook her head.
;None.;
;Only your word9;
;7es.;
xolmes leaned back.
;:id you ever attempt to recover the money earlier9;
;No.;
She hesitated.
;I never made any serious attempt.;
To me, the story was becoming more and more improbable. - large 

loan. No papers. No demands for several years. No genuine eQorts to 
recover the money.

Rhen xolmes Hnally closed his notebook, she seemed almost relieved.
;I seek only what is rightfully mine,; she said as she rose. ;Neither more 

nor less.;
Shortly afterward we escorted her to the door. Rhen the sound of her 

footsteps had faded down the street, I turned toward xolmes.
;That was a most peculiar conversation.;
xe did not answer immediately.
;There was no evidence,; I continued. ;No clear recollections. The 

entire story seems inconsistent.;
xolmes stood silently for a moment with his ga'e HFed upon the 

window.
;I am Vuite certain that a debt eFists.;
I looked at him in surprise.
;Then you believe her9;
;7es.;
xe nodded slowly.
;But I have greater doubts about who owed whom.;

Mr. Finch
xolmes remained standing by the window with his hands clasped be2
hind his back. The black cat had left the windowsill and had now settled 
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into one of the armchairs, where it lay curled up like a dark shadow 
against the faded upholstery.

I used the pause to organi'e my notes and could not help noticing 
how eAciently Cartwright had arranged the dayqs meetings. Rithin only 
a few hours we had spoken with both Edward Blackwood and 0rs. 
Rinthrop, and yet another visitor awaited us.

;Cartwright has been remarkably eAcient,; I remarked. ;The house is 
gradually turning into an actual interrogation room.;

xolmes turned halfway toward me.
;It is often more practical to bring people to the mystery than to carry 

the mystery around to the people.;
I turned another page in my notes.
;The neFt must be 0r. Minch.;
xolmes nodded.
;7es.;
- small smile appeared at one corner of his mouth.
;That man interests me more than most.;
I opened the page containing Cartwrightqs information.
;Businessman,; I read. ;xe wrote repeatedly to Cartwright after the 

death. xe reVuested access to 0rs. Blackwoodqs private papers, corre2
spondence, diaries, and personal documents.;

;That seems odd.;
;7es,; said xolmes.
xe picked up his pipe.
;Geople who seek access to private papers are seldom looking for liter2

ature.;
I was Uust about to ask what he meant when there came a knock at the 

door. This time the visitor entered almost before the invitation had been 
completed.

0r. Minch was about Hfty years of age, perhaps slightly younger. xis 
clothes were of good Vuality, yet there was something about the overall 
eQect that seemed somewhat eFcessive. Several rings adorned his hands. 
xis cologne was stronger than could reasonably be called discreet, and 
his attire was a shade more conspicuous than it truly needed to be. 
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xe gave the impression of a man who wished to appear a successful 
businessman, though both his taste and his manners suggested that his 
road to respectability had not been entirely straightforward.

xe sat down Vuickly without waiting for further instruction.
;I hope we may Vuickly clear up the misunderstanding that has 

brought my name into this matter.;
I immediately noticed the conHdent tone. xe appeared prepared. -l2

most as though he had already rehearsed the conversation in his mind.
xolmes seated himself calmly opposite him.
;I undertook a little preliminary work before our meeting, 0r. Minch.;
Minch smiled.
;That sounds sensible.;
;I reviewed, among other things, the police reports in which your 

name appears.;
The disappearance of the smile was instantaneous.
xolmes produced a single sheet of paper.
;Morgery.;
- second sheet.
;’eceiving stolen property.;
- third.
;Several charges of fraud.;
xe gathered the papers together.
;-nd a conviction for fraud three years ago.;
Minch attempted to laugh.
;Those are old stories.;
;Gossibly,; said xolmes dryly. ;But if they are tri“es, one must say that 

they have accumulated into a rather substantial Vuantity.;
I could see the manqs conHdence beginning to falter. xe adUusted his 

cuQs, shifted in his chair, and for the Hrst time avoided direct eye contact. 
It was obvious that this opening had not been part of his preparations. 
But xolmes did not allow him time to dwell upon his discomfort.

;So, you knew 0rs. Blackwood.;
;7es.;
;Ras there some form of Hnancial arrangement between you9;
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Minch hesitated.
;I suppose one could call it that.;
;In what way9;
xe shrugged slightly.
;I saw business potential. She had a name. - clientele. Geople came to 

her with their problems.;
;-nd your idea9;
;To eFpand the business.;
xe seemed relieved to move onto more familiar ground.
;Tarot cards. -mulets. Spiritual obUects. That sort of thing.;
;-nd she accepted9;
;No.;
;Rhy not9;
;I do not know.;
xe shrugged again.
;She did not seem interested.;
The eFplanation struck me as strange. If the meeting had truly been 

so brief and insigniHcant, why did his name appear so freVuently in 
Cartwrightqs papers9 xolmes seemed to be thinking the same thing. xe 
now produced several of the letters.

;If the meeting was of no signiHcance, why did you write repeatedly to 
Cartwright after her death9;

Minch immediately appeared less comfortable.
;I thought she might have mentioned me in her papers.;
;-nd you wished to verify that9;
;7es.;
;Mor what reason9;
;I merely wished to ensure that matters were represented correctly.;
xolmes allowed the answer to hang in the air for a moment.
;xow many times did you actually meet9;
;Once.;
The answer came Vuickly.
;EFactly once9;
;7es.;
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Mor the Hrst time during the conversation, I saw something that re2
sembled concern in his eyes. To his obvious surprise, xolmes closed his 
notebook.

;I believe that will be all, 0r. Minch.;
The man blinked. Mor a moment he seemed uncertain whether he 

had heard correctly. Then he rose almost too Vuickly, sei'ed his hat, and 
thanked us with a politeness that felt somewhat forced. Shortly afterward 
the door closed behind him.

I looked at xolmes.
;That man had certainly not been entirely honest.;
xolmes stood at the window watching the retreating Hgure.
;No.;
;xe knew more than he said.;
;7es.;
xe turned slowly around.
;-nd more importantly.;
;Rhat9;
;xe knows that it can be dangerous to say too much.;
Rith that, he once again took out the cuQ link and allowed it to rest 

in the palm of his hand while his ga'e moved from it to the names in our 
notes.

I noticed something that struck me as remarkable. xolmes seemed 
less interested in the missing will and far more interested in the letter 
from the red boF. -nd from eFperience I knew that whenever Sherlock 
xolmes began shifting his attention from the visible mystery to a seem2
ingly lesser clue, it was rarely without reason.

3If there is anyone who comes close to being a common swindler,4 I 
said, turning toward xolmes, 3it must be 0r. Minch.4

I thought of the police reports, the fraud cases, and the whole appear2
ance of the man. Even without knowledge of his past, I should hardly 
have felt at ease entrusting him with my savings.

xolmes made no comment upon the remark. xe had already found 
Cartwright6s correspondence and now sat bent over the papers. Mor a 
moment he leafed through them in silence.
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3There is something else that interests me more,4 he said.
I was Uust about to ask what, when he continued.
3-ccording to Cartwright, Minch repeatedly reVuested access to the 

house.4
37es.4
3-nd not merely to the house.4
xe pointed to one of the letters.
3To the correspondence. To the diaries. To the personal documents.4
I considered this for a moment.
3That seems rather eFtreme for a man who had been here only once.4
3Grecisely.4
xolmes nodded slowly.
3Gerhaps he was looking for something.4
There was a brief silence.
Then xolmes closed the papers.
3I believe we shall have need of 0iss Evans again.4

Mrs. Blackwood’s Notebook
The following morning, we returned once more to Number Twelve.

By now the house had begun to feel less like a mystery and more like a 
place of work. Re had spent so many hours within its walls that even the 
peculiar atmosphere which had impressed me during our Hrst visits was 
beginning to lose some of its force. Shortly after our arrival, there came 
a knock at the door.

It was Clara Evans. She seemed far more at ease than during our earlier 
meetings. xer uncertainty had almost vanished, and it seemed to me that 
she had by now developed a considerable trust in xolmes.

The black cat appeared almost immediately, as though it had heard 
her footsteps already out upon the pavement. It went straight to her and 
rubbed itself against her legs.

3‘ood day to you as well,4 said Clara with a smile, bending down to 
scratch it behind the ear.

xolmes received her.
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37ou must not think, 0iss Evans, that you are in any way under 
suspicion.4

She laughed softly.
3I had not imagined so.4
3‘ood.4
xolmes showed her into the parlor.
37ou have already been of invaluable assistance to us, and we hope that 

you may be able to help us once more.4
3I shall do my best.4
xolmes sat down.
3:id 0rs. Blackwood ever keep a calendar or notebook of her ap2

pointments94
I eFpected the Vuestion to reVuire some thought. But Clara answered 

almost at once.
3If it is still there, I know eFactly where it is.4
I must admit that this surprised me.
3Truly94
She nodded.
37es.4
Rithout further eFplanation, she rose and walked through the house.
xolmes and I followed.
To my surprise she went neither toward the attic nor toward the 

bedroom, where so many of 0rs. Blackwood6s secrets had already been 
found. Instead, she led us into the kitchen. She stopped before a perfectly 
ordinary cupboard. Inside lay tablecloths, napkins, and various house2
hold articles. Clara removed the upper linens. Then she reached far in 
behind them. - moment later she drew out a worn black notebook and 
held it up.

3I believe this is what you are looking for.4
xolmes smiled sincerely.
30iss Evans,4 he said, 3you have once again been of invaluable help to 

us.4
She seemed genuinely pleased by the praise.
3I knew her habits better than most.4
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xolmes took the notebook and leafed brie“y through it.
3This looks promising.4
Shortly afterward Clara took her leave. Rhen we accompanied her to 

the door, the cat went with her the whole way. It stopped only at the 
threshold and watched her as she moved down the street.

3It plainly cares for her,4 I remarked.
3The feeling appears to be mutual,4 said xolmes.
Rhen the door had closed, we returned to the parlor. xolmes laid the 

notebook on the table between us. It was thicker than I had eFpected, 
and the pages were closely written.

3Now,4 he said, opening it, 3let us see what 0rs. Blackwood found 
worth remembering.4

I drew my chair closer while xolmes began to turn through the Hrst 
pages, and I had a distinct feeling that the little black book would soon 
prove far more valuable than either the will or most of the house6s other 
secrets.

The book proved to be precisely the sort of document one might have 
eFpected of 0rs. Blackwood. It was neither a diary in the proper sense 
nor an ordinary calendar, but a curious miFture of both. -ppointments, 
names, addresses, and brief memoranda stood crowded together, and as 
xolmes turned the pages, I gained the clear impression that the deceased 
woman had kept a far more systematic account of people than of events.

Mor some time he said nothing. Only the sound of the turning pages 
broke the silence. I had Uust begun to study some of the nearest notes 
when xolmes suddenly uttered a single word.

3One.4
xe continued to leaf through the book.
- few pages farther on, it came again.
3Two.4
This time I looked up.
xolmes, however, did not appear to notice my surprise. xis eyes 

moved rapidly over the pages while his Hngers continued their steady 
work.

3Three.4
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Then another page.
3Mour.4
By now my curiosity had Vuite overcome my patience, but before I 

could ask, he continued.
3Mive.4
- faint smile began to appear about his mouth.
3SiF.4
-t last, he half closed the book, turned it toward me, and let one Hnger 

rest upon a series of notes.
30r. Minch appears to have been more modest than I eFpected.4
I leaned forward and looked down at the pages. The same name oc2

curred again and again throughout the book.
0r. Minch. Sometimes there was a week between the appointments. -t 

other times a fortnight. But always he returned. Not as a chance visitor, 
but as a person who, over a considerable period, had maintained a regular 
connection with the owner of the house.

3So, he lied,4 I said.
37es,4 xolmes replied calmly.
xe took back the book and turned forward a few more pages.
3-nd not merely a little.4
There was something almost satisHed in his tone, as though a piece of 

the pu''le had at last fallen into place.
3-t least eight meetings in this book alone,4 he continued. 3-nd 

probably more outside the period visible here.4
I looked at the notes once more.
3Then surely we ought to confront him with it.4
xolmes closed the book slowly and remained seated for a moment 

with his hand resting upon the cover. By now I knew that eFpression 
well. It was not hesitation, but that particular form of concentration 
which came upon him when several clues had begun to move toward 
one another.

3Not today,4 he said at last.
3Rhy not94
xe rose and walked to the window.
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3Because we have already obtained more from the man than he in2
tended to give us.4

Outside, the rain had begun again, and through the glass I could see 
the shining cobblestones of the narrow street. xolmes stood silent for a 
moment with the notebook beneath his arm before he continued.

3-ll the impressions of the day must be allowed to settle, Ratson. One 
often learns more from a man6s lie when one does not immediately reveal 
that one has seen through it.4

I followed his ga'e out toward the street and thought over the conver2
sations of the day. Re now knew that Minch had lied. xe had concealed 
the eFtent of his relationship with 0rs. Blackwood and had attempted 
to present himself as a chance acVuaintance, although her own notes told 
a very diQerent story. 7et the more I considered the matter, the less the 
Vuestion became whether he was hiding something. That was by now 
plain enough. The truly interesting Vuestion was why he had found it 
necessary.

The following morning breakfast was nearly over when I noticed how 
diQerently xolmes and I had spent the last few hours. I sat, as usual, with 
the newspaper and let my eyes pass over the events of the day. There were 
the customary political disputes in Garliament, a minor case concerning 
a missing tourist in Ment, and an advertisement for a new theatrical 
production which, Uudging by the description, seemed Vuite promising. 
None of it, however, awakened xolmes6s interest.

Ever since breakfast had been placed upon the table, he had kept 
0rs. Blackwood6s notebook before him. Gage after page passed through 
his hands while, with that peculiar concentration I knew so well, he 
eFamined its contents. Several times I had seen him return to earlier pages 
in order to check a date or compare one remark with another. Rhen at 
last I looked up from the newspaper, I reali'ed that he had been working 
over the book for more than an hour with scarcely any interruption.

-fter a time of silence, a thought occurred to me.
3xow far back does it actually go94
xolmes stopped in the middle of a movement and looked up.
3That is, in fact, a good Vuestion, Ratson.4
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xe immediately began to check the dates more systematically. I could 
follow his ga'e as it moved through the pages.

3Three years.4
xe leafed onward.
3No.4
- few more pages.
3Mour.4
Several more leaves.
3Gerhaps Hve.4
This surprised me. I had imagined an ordinary appointment book, not 

a document that covered so long a period of 0rs. Blackwood6s life.
xolmes continued his eFamination. -fter some time he said, almost 

casually5
3It would be interesting to see whether 0rs. Rinthrop appears here.4
I laid the newspaper aside completely now.
3:o you think she does94
3It would surprise me if she did not.4
Then followed another long period of silence.
Only the sound of the turned pages could be heard in the room.
I attempted to resume my reading of the newspaper, but my attention 

was drawn again and again toward xolmes. -s time passed, he seemed 
less occupied with individual names and more interested in the connec2
tions between them.

Then suddenly there came a small, satisHed eFclamation.
3-ha.4
xe straightened in his chair. - Hnger rested upon a particular page. - 

moment later he leafed onward.
3xm.4
Then another page.
37es.4
xis eyes were moving more Vuickly now.
Mor the Hrst time that morning, it seemed as though something had 

begun to fall into place.
I put the newspaper aside entirely.
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3Rell94
xolmes slowly closed the book and let his hand rest upon the cover.
3Ratson, there is something that does not Ht.4
xe was silent for a moment.
3Or else it Hts with perfect precision.4
I must have looked rather confused, for a faint smile appeared about 

his mouth.
3I believe we must speak with 0r. Minch again.4
3Because of the calendar94
37es. -nd because of something else.4
xe picked up the notebook.
3There is, in any case, no doubt that he knows more than he has been 

willing to tell us.4

An Unpro)table Partnership
Rithout further eFplanation xolmes went at once to the writing desk. 
- letter was written with characteristic speed and precision. It was ad2
dressed to Cartwright and contained a reVuest for a new meeting with 
0r. Minch that very day, as soon as it could be arranged. Rhen he had 
Hnished, he read the letter brie“y through.

30r. Minch is unlikely to Hnd the time convenient.4
3That seems likely.4
3Therefore, I have added,4 xolmes continued, folding the letter, 3that 

the meeting will probably serve his own interests.4
I could not help laughing.
3That was diplomatically phrased.4
37es.4
xolmes rang for the Baker Street page and sent the letter oQ.
The morning then passed Vuietly. xolmes returned several times to 

the notebook and made various comparisons between names and dates, 
but he shared few of his thoughts with me. It was not until a little after 
noon that Cartwright6s reply arrived.

xolmes read the letter through and then handed it to me.
3The meeting is arranged for four o6clock.4
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I skimmed the lines.
Cartwright added that 0r. Minch had had several other obligations 

that afternoon and had not at Hrst shown any enthusiasm at the prospect 
of another meeting. -fter some persuasion, however, he had rearranged 
his appointments and agreed.

Rhen I laid the letter aside, xolmes looked at me.
3So, he is coming.4
37es.4
3That surprises you94
3- little.4
xolmes shook his head.
3No, Vuite the contrary.4
xe closed the notebook and set it aside.
30en like 0r. Minch are often willing to run considerable risks.4
3But94
3They rarely care for surprises.4
-fter that he fell silent once more, and I had the distinct feeling that 

the meeting at four o6clock would bring us considerably nearer the truth 
that 0rs. Blackwood had taken such pains to conceal.

The weather proved surprisingly mild. -fter several days of gray skies 
and rain, a pleasant afternoon light now lay over the small adUoining 
houses, and even Number Twelve seemed for a while to have lost some2
thing of its usual gloom. xolmes and I arrived well before the appointed 
meeting, and while he at once unlocked the door and went inside with 
0rs. Blackwood6s notebook beneath his arm, I remained for a moment 
in the garden. The air was mild, and an almost deceptive peace rested 
over the place. xad I not known the history of the house, I should hardly 
have believed that it contained so many secrets.

Rhen I entered the parlor a little later, I found xolmes seated at the 
table with the notebook before him. xe had already resumed his studies 
but was interrupted by a familiar Hgure. The black cat appeared almost 
instantly. -s though it had heard our voices through the house, it sprang 
onto the sofa and settled itself without hesitation upon my lap. I could 
not help smiling. -fter all the rumors it had created, and all the people 
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it had frightened, it behaved in truth like one of the most good2natured 
animals I had ever encountered. I scratched it behind the ears, and at once 
it began to purr with a contentment that Hlled the Vuiet room. xolmes 
observed us for a moment over the edge of his notebook.

3It appears to me, Ratson, that you possess an attraction for animals 
which I had not previously observed.4

I laughed.
3Gerhaps the cat has good Uudgment.4
xolmes gave Hrst me and then the cat a look which plainly showed that 

he found the theory doubtful.
3That conclusion would reVuire a good deal of further documenta2

tion before I could accept it.4
I leaned back in the chair and let my hand rest upon the cat6s back.
3But what is your plan when Minch arrives94
xolmes closed the notebook and left his hand resting upon it.
3It worked tolerably well last time to take the initiative.4
xe tapped the cover lightly.
3I see no reason to alter a method that has already proved eQective.4
There came a knock at the door almost as if on command. I rose to 

open it, but xolmes was already on his way. - few moments later 0r. 
Minch entered the parlor, and the diQerence from our Hrst meeting was 
striking. The conHdence he had previously worn like a shield was gone. 
There was no smiling remark, no attempt to steer the conversation, no 
artiHcial Uoviality. xe greeted us brie“y, sat down, and waited.

xolmes allowed him to sit for a moment without saying anything. 
Then he opened the notebook and turned several pages until he found 
the place he wanted.

3-t our Hrst meeting, 0r. Minch,4 he said calmly, 3you told us that you 
had met 0rs. Blackwood once.4

Minch did not reply.
3Gerhaps twice.4
Still silence.
xolmes turned the book so that it lay open between them.
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3Re have found at least twelve appointments between you and 0rs. 
Blackwood.4

I saw Minch6s ga'e fall to the pages. xe still said nothing, but his face 
revealed that he understood the signiHcance of the discovery.

3That places you in a most unfortunate light in connection with this 
murder case,4 xolmes continued.

30urder case94 Minch eFclaimed suddenly.
The surprise seemed genuine.
xolmes studied him closely.
3Rere you not aware of it94
3I thought she died naturally.4
3Gerhaps.4
xolmes said it in a manner that neither conHrmed nor denied any2

thing.
3But between ourselves, you are not in a very good position.4
xe pointed to the notebook.
37ou lied about your connection with her.4
Then he looked directly at the man.
37ou have several convictions behind you.4
- brief pause.
3-nd you have shown considerably greater interest in her papers than 

you previously wished to admit.4
I saw something change in Minch. It was not fear alone. It was the 

particular resignation that comes over men when they reali'e that their 
story can no longer be maintained. xe sank a little in his chair and stared 
down at the table. So much time passed that I thought he would deny 
everything once more. Then he sighed heavily.

3I had better tell you a little more.4
3That would probably be wise,4 said xolmes.
3Mor your own sake.4
Minch nodded slowly. Rhen he began to speak again, the conHdent 

businessman had vanished. Now he sounded rather like a man trying to 
limit the damage.
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3Re met by chance at Hrst,4 he said. 3But it did not take long before 
we both saw the possibilities.4

xolmes let him continue.
30rs. Blackwood knew many people. She had a way of making them 

tell her things. Not because she threatened them. They told her willing2
ly.4

- bitter smile passed across his face.
3Geople told her things they should never have told anyone.4
3-nd you were good at  making money from that  knowledge94 

xolmes asked.
Minch drew a slow breath.
37es.4
There was no longer any point in concealing it.
3-re we speaking of blackmail94 xolmes continued.
Minch shrugged.
3One might call it that.4
I felt my own revulsion growing, but xolmes remained unmoved.
3So, 0rs. Blackwood supplied the information, and you collected the 

money.4
37es.4
Minch looked from one of us to the other.
3But I did not commit murder.4
xis voice now sounded almost desperate.
3I have done many other things in my life. 0ore than enough. But not 

that.4
xolmes slowly closed the notebook.
3There are many names in this book.4
xe let his Hngers rest upon the cover.
3But one interests me more than most.4
Minch looked at him eFpectantly.
30rs. Rinthrop.4
Mor a moment his memory worked. Then he nodded.
37es. I remember her.4
3She was blackmailed94
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- brief smile appeared.
3That was, in fact, one of the better transactions.4
I must confess that I found it diAcult to conceal my disgust. xolmes 

continued, unaQected.
3:o you remember what 0rs. Blackwood had discovered94
Minch shook his head.
3Not precisely. It is not even certain she told me.4
xe thought for a moment.
3But when I consider the si'e of the payments, it must have been 

serious.4
37ou later Vuarreled with 0rs. Blackwood.4
- nod.
3Over money.4
-nother nod.
3She wanted a larger share.4
Now Minch laughed shortly, but the laughter held no pleasure.
37es. She became greedy.4
Silence fell in the room.
Minch looked Hrst at xolmes and then at me.
3I admit a great deal,4 he said at last. 30ore than I intended. But I am 

no murderer.4
xolmes did not answer. xe merely sat watching the man with his 

customary calm ga'e.
-s the silence spread through the room, I sat considering what had 

Uust been revealed to us. Wntil now I had regarded 0rs. Blackwood as an 
eccentric woman who lived upon human superstition. Now an entirely 
diQerent picture was beginning to form. She had not merely collected 
secretsY she had made a business of them. She had listened to people6s 
conHdential admissions, preserved their weaknesses in her memory, and 
turned them into money. -nd all at once nearly every person connected 
with the case seemed to have acVuired a new motive. If 0rs. Blackwood 
had spent years blackmailing people with their own secrets, how many 
might not have wished her silent9
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Mrs. Winthrop’s Confession
The following day xolmes and I were once again in Number Twelve. By 
now the house had become almost as familiar to us as the rooms in Baker 
Street, yet that afternoon a diQerent atmosphere rested over the place. 
Gerhaps it was due to the obUects now gathered upon the table before us. 
0rs. Blackwood6s notebook lay open beside the letter from the red boF. 
- little apart from them lay the costly cuQ link, whose signiHcance had 
slowly begun to emerge from the darkness. Separately they were merely 
obUects. Together they seemed to point toward something far greater.

Several times during the morning I had studied xolmes. xe seemed 
unusually certain of himself. Not elated, as when he stood before a 
particularly elegant deduction, but rather like a man who had already 
found his way through a labyrinth and now merely waited for the others 
to reach the eFit.

3:o you truly believe she will come94 I asked at last.
xolmes let his ga'e rest upon the notebook.
37es.4
- brief silence followed.
3Geople who have lived with fear long enough often grow tired of it.4
I considered the answer while silence settled once more over the house. 

Outside, the afternoon had begun to slope toward evening. Sunlight fell 
obliVuely through the windows and cast long shadows across the “oor. 
The black cat lay nearby as usual, wholly unconcerned by the events that 
seemed to be unfolding around it.

It was some way into the afternoon before there came a knock at the 
door. I went out to open it. 0rs. Rinthrop stood upon the step. -t the 
Hrst glance I could see the diQerence.

The elegant, controlled woman we had previously met had almost 
vanished. She was still carefully dressed, but something in her bearing 
had changed. xer face appeared paler. xer hands were restless. Rhen 
she greeted me, her voice was no longer steady, but slightly halting, as 
though every word reVuired an eQort.

She followed me into the parlor.
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xolmes did not rise.
xe merely waited until she had seated herself.
Then he opened the notebook before him.
3:o you know the name 0r. Minch, 0rs. Rinthrop94
She thought for a moment.
3No.4
xolmes nodded.
3It is possible you never learned his name.4
She looked at him Vuestioningly.
3But I can tell you that he worked with 0rs. Blackwood.4
Mor the Hrst time she raised her head.
30r. Minch has told us about the little business they conducted to2

gether.4
xolmes6s voice remained calm.
3- business based upon blackmailing people who had conHded in 

0rs. Blackwood.4
Silence fell.
I saw the color leave her face.
It was as though the words had removed the last possibility of denial.
3The loan you mentioned during our Hrst meeting, 0rs. Rinthrop.

..4
She closed her eyes.
37es.4
xer voice was almost inaudible.
3It was a large sum.4
3- very large sum.4
She nodded.
37es.4
3Not merely a small detail, as you described it then.4
She shook her head faintly.
xolmes leaned forward slightly.
3In fact, the largest sum 0rs. Blackwood and 0r. Minch ever obtained 

from a client.4
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There followed a silence that seemed to last far longer than the few 
seconds it truly occupied.

Rhen xolmes had placed the cuQ link upon the table between them, 
something in 0rs. Rinthrop seemed to give way. She stared for a long 
time at the small obUect without moving, and I did not need xolmes6s 
special abilities to see that she recogni'ed it immediately. The color al2
most entirely vanished from her face, and when at last she spoke, her 
voice was so low that I scarcely caught the words.

37es,4 she said. 3It belonged to my husband.4
xolmes leaned back in his chair. xe had obtained what he wanted and 

now allowed the silence to do the rest of the work.
3Gerhaps you had better tell the rest yourself.4
Mor a moment I did not think she would answer. She sat motionless, 

her ga'e HFed upon the cuQ link, as though it represented a life she had 
long tried to keep at a distance. But slowly the words began to come. 
Mirst hesitantly, then with greater coherence, as though after many years 
of silence she had Hnally abandoned the attempt to hide the truth.

She told us that she had gone to 0rs. Blackwood four or Hve years 
earlier. Not to obtain a prediction, as so many others had done, but be2
cause she found herself in a situation in which she no longer knew whom 
she could trust. Shortly before, she had discovered that her husband had 
been unfaithful to her for many years, and that he had also abused her 
trust in other matters. The fortune which society associated with the 
Rinthrop family had in truth come chie“y from her own inheritance, 
and gradually she had come to understand how systematically he had 
eFploited both her money and her loyalty.

3I wanted revenge,4 she said without circumlocution.
There was no drama in the words. On the contrary, they were spoken 

with a weariness that made a greater impression upon me than any 
outburst of feeling could have done.

She went on to tell how 0rs. Blackwood had listened to her grievances 
with a patience and understanding she had found nowhere else. -t a later 
visit the old woman had asked her to bring an obUect that had belonged 
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to her husband, and 0rs. Rinthrop had therefore brought the cuQ link 
that now lay before us on the table.

3That one,4 she said, pointing to it. 3That was the one I gave her.4
0rs. Blackwood had eFplained that the obUect could be used in a ritual. 

She had spoken of forces, of retribution, and of Uustice that sooner or 
later would come. Rhether she herself believed in such things, 0rs. 
Rinthrop no longer knew. Gerhaps she did not. Gerhaps she had merely 
understood what her visitor wished to hear. But at the time, the words 
had worked more powerfully upon the inUured wife than either of them 
could have imagined.

3It was as though she gave me permission to hate him,4 she said after 
a pause.

I still remember the way in which she uttered the sentence. There was 
no anger left in it. Only the recognition of how far a human being may 
drive herself when bitterness is allowed to grow unchecked.

She told us that the visits continued for some time. Each conversation 
made her decision easier, until at last it no longer seemed to her like 
a decision at all, but like something inevitable. Rhen she reached that 
point in her account, a heavy silence once more fell over the room. 
xolmes sat perfectly still and allowed her to arrive by herself at the point 
toward which she had been moving all along.

-t last, I could not help asking.
3:id you kill him94
She closed her eyes for a moment.
Then she nodded.
There was no attempt at eFcuse. No UustiHcation. No eQort to shift the 

blame onto others.
Only a single nod.
xolmes regarded her for a long time before he spoke.
3-nd 0rs. Blackwood knew it.4
This time the answer came without hesitation.
37es.4
Rhen she raised her eyes, it was as though a burden she had carried for 

many years had at last been set down.
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3She did.4
0rs. Rinthrop remained silent for a long time after her confession. 

She had told the essential part, and yet it was clear that there was still 
a portion of the story she had not yet spoken aloud. xer hands rested 
uneasily in her lap, and when she Hnally continued, her voice sounded 
more weary than before, as though the last of her strength was now being 
used to complete an account she had carried alone for many years.

3But it did not end there,4 she said. 3Soon afterward the demands for 
money began.4

xolmes said nothing and allowed her to continue.
3-t Hrst, it was a smaller sum. Then a larger one. Later another. Each 

time I was told that silence had its price.4
She laughed brie“y, but without the least trace of Uoy.
3-nd the price kept rising.4
She looked down at her hands.
3-t last, the sums were so great that I nearly had to sell my house in 

order to pay them. It went on for years.4
I remember that at this point xolmes leaned ever so slightly forward 

in his chair.
3Ras that when you made your decision94
The Vuestion hung in the air.
0rs. Rinthrop did not answer at once. She sat for a long time with 

her ga'e HFed upon the “oor, as though she were once again reliving 
the afternoon that had changed everything. Rhen she Hnally spoke, her 
voice was scarcely more than a whisper.

37es.4
-nother brief silence followed.
3I decided to go to her.4
-t that very moment the black cat sprang down from my lap. It 

stretched la'ily, crossed the room, and seated itself by the window. Mor a 
moment it looked out into the garden with the complete calm that only 
animals seem to possess. The contrast between its peaceful behavior and 
the dark story we were hearing was almost uncanny.
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0rs. Rinthrop followed it with her eyes for a moment before contin2
uing.

3I came to the house late one afternoon. She was not inclined to let me 
in, but at last I managed to persuade her.4

She drew a deep breath.
3I demanded an eFplanation. I wanted to know why she continued. 

Rhy she could not let it end.4
-s she spoke, I could almost see the scene before me5 the same room, 

the same furniture, the same heavy air, inhabited now by two women 
who had both lived by fear in their diQerent ways.

3The anger I had built up against her came out. Re Vuarreled. Not 
merely loudly. 8iolently.4

She paused.
3Re were almost Hghting.4
xolmes now stood by the Hreplace with his hands behind his back.
3Rhat happened then94
3Suddenly she collapsed.4
0rs. Rinthrop closed her eyes for a brief moment.
3Mrom one instant to the neFt.4
I felt the silence in the room grow heavier.
3-t Hrst, I thought it was another of her tricks. One of the many 

performances she had used over the years.4
She looked up.
3But then she began to speak.4
3Rhat did she say94 xolmes asked.
3I went over to her. She was lying on the “oor, trying to whisper 

something.4
0rs. Rinthrop swallowed.
3I bent down.4
Mor a moment it almost seemed as though she could still hear the 

words.
3She said, —0y medicine. 0y medicine.64
She pointed toward a table at the far end of the room.
3There was a blue boF there. - small pill bottle.4
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xer voice became lower still.
3She told me to give it to her.4
Neither of us interrupted.
3I did not know that she suQered from any serious illness. But I could 

see that something was wrong.4
xolmes6s voice was calm.
3-nd that was when you made your decision.4
This time the answer came more Vuickly.
37es.4
She raised her head and looked directly at him.
3I simply stood and watched her.4
She drew a slow breath.
3I made certain not to leave traces behind. I straightened the things we 

had knocked over during the Vuarrel. I did everything I could to make it 
look ordinary.4

She looked down again.
3-nd then I left.4
There was silence.
Only the clock upon the mantelpiece could be heard.
3I  did  not  know  eFactly  what  would  happen,4  she  continued. 

3Rhether she would merely become ill. Rhether she would recover. Or 
whether it was worse.4

She shook her head slowly.
3But of course I kept myself informed.4
- sorrowful smile appeared for a moment.
3-nd shortly afterward it became clear that she was dead.4
xolmes nodded slowly. There was no triumph in his face. No satisfac2

tion at having solved the case. Only the sober acknowledgment that the 
truth now lay fully eFposed.

3I am afraid,4 he said Vuietly, 3that you must come with us, 0rs. 
Rinthrop.4

She nodded without protest.
Calmly she rose and put on her coat. xolmes gathered the letter, the 

notebook, and the cuQ link, while I found my hat. The black cat had 
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not moved from the window. It still sat looking out into the garden, as 
though human tragedies belonged to a world it neither knew nor cared 
to know.

- moment later we left the house together.
The cab was already waiting outside.
Our destination was Scotland 7ard, where Lestrade would have the 

opportunity to hear 0rs. Rinthrop6s eFplanation once more. -nd as 
the cab began to move through the streets of London, I could not help 
thinking of the dead woman whom so many had feared. Not because she 
could see the future, but because she had understood a far more ordinary 
and far more dangerous truth5 that people often fear their own secrets 
more than any curse.

The Truth Upon the Cat
Several days later we gathered once more in the parlor of Number 
Twelve. It was late afternoon, and the golden light of the sinking sun fell 
obliVuely through the windows and laid long shadows across the “oor. 
The house seemed less gloomy now, as though the truth that had so long 
lain hidden within its walls had already taken some of the darkness with 
it.

0ost  of  the  principal  Hgures  in  the  matter  were  present.  0r. 
Cartwright sat near the table with his papers before him. -rthur Bell had 
taken a place somewhat apart and still appeared aQected by the events 
that had brought his own role in the case to light. Clara Evans sat Vuietly 
beside him, while Edward Blackwood shifted restlessly in his chair and 
plainly found it diAcult to conceal his impatience.

The black cat, by contrast, seemed wholly indiQerent to it all. It lay 
curled in an armchair near the Hreplace and slept with the deep calm that 
only animals possess. I could not help noting the irony of the situation. 
This peaceful creature had been the center of all the rumors, all the fear, 
and the whole chain of events that had brought us here. 0en and women 
had seen omens and curses in it. Some had feared itY others had tried to 
protect it. The cat itself had merely lived its life.

Two people were absent. I glanced around the room.
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3Rhere are 0rs. Rinthrop and 0r. Minch94
Cartwright folded his hands.
3Both are now in the custody of the authorities. Their statements are 

being eFamined and compared with the other information.4
Then xolmes turned to me.
3I believe Ratson is the right person to tell the story.4
I freely admit that I was somewhat surprised, but xolmes merely 

leaned back and lit his pipe. It was plain that he wished the case to be 
retold from the beginning, Uust as it had unfolded before us.

I therefore began with 0r. Cartwright6s Hrst visit to Baker Street and 
described how he had told us of the black cat that continued to appear 
around the house long after its owner6s death. I spoke of the neighbors6 
growing fear, of the stories that had spread through the district, and of 
how some people had become convinced that 0rs. Blackwood6s spirit 
still lived on in the animal. -s I spoke, I saw -rthur Bell lower his ga'e.

I continued with our Hrst visit to the house, with the strange at2
mosphere, the empty rooms, and the black cat that always seemed to 
remain Uust beyond reach. I described the old cat “ap which, upon closer 
inspection, proved to be rusted shut and useless, and how that small 
detail had been the Hrst sign that something was amiss.

Bell shifted uneasily in his chair.
Then I told them about the attic space and the hidden passage between 

the two houses. -bout the food bowls, the water, and the traces which 
revealed that someone had kept the cat alive for a long time.

Now Bell6s face “ushed. I described his confession and his fear of the 
words 0rs. Blackwood had spoken shortly before her death.

3Rhen the cat dies, the truth must be allowed to speak.4
Those words had pursued him for months. xe had not cared for the 

cat out of love or pity, but out of fear of what he believed would be 
revealed when its life one day came to an end.

Mrom there, the account led naturally to the collar. I told them of the 
hidden message xolmes had found on the inside.

3The truth is in the red boF.4
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Clara Evans smiled faintly when I mentioned her role in the search 
that followed. Rithout her help we would likely have spent many days 
Hnding the hidden space behind the wardrobe in the bedroom. It was 
there that the red boF had been concealed. -nd it was there that we had 
found the threatening letter, the cuQ link, and 0rs. Blackwood6s own 
notes.

I picked up the paper from the table and read aloud5 3If harm should 
come to me, the writer of this letter must answer for it.4

Silence fell in the room. Rhen I had Hnished, xolmes rose. The black 
cat opened one eye, considered him for a moment, and then, apparently 
deciding that the matter did not concern it, closed it again. xolmes went 
to the Hreplace and let his ga'e pass over those assembled.

30ost people,4 he began, 3believed that 0rs. Blackwood was feared 
because of her supernatural powers.4

xe slowly shook his head.
3That was not the case.4
xis voice was calm.
3She was feared because she knew the truth about people.4
No one interrupted.
xolmes then eFplained how 0rs. Blackwood, over the years, had built 

a network of conHdences. Geople came to her with their anFieties, their 
fears, their guilt, and their secrets. They believed they were speaking to 
a fortune teller. In reality, they were speaking to a woman who listened 
eFceedingly well.

3-nd when 0r. Minch entered the picture,4 xolmes continued, 3she 
discovered that secrets could be converted into money.4

Edward Blackwood looked genuinely shocked. Cartwright closed his 
eyes for a moment. xolmes then described the connection to 0rs. 
Rinthrop. xow her anger toward her husband had been nourished 
through her conversations with 0rs. Blackwood. xow the cuQ link 
had been handed over as part of a supposed ritual. xow her husband6s 
later death had given 0rs. Blackwood a weapon that could be used for 
blackmail. The sums grew. The demands increased as the years passed. 
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-nd at last 0rs. Rinthrop reached the conviction that so long as 0rs. 
Blackwood lived, her own fear would never end.

- heavy silence fell over the room. xolmes went to the armchair and 
brie“y stroked the black cat6s back.

3The most remarkable thing about the whole matter,4 he said, 3may 
not be the blackmail or the murder.4

Now everyone looked at him.
3It is 0rs. Blackwood6s foresight.4
xe turned toward the group.
3She did not know who might one day choose to harm her. She did 

not know when. But she knew that she had made enemies.4
xe pointed toward the collar lying on the table.
3That is why she wrote the message. That is why she left the red boF. 

That is why she gathered evidence.4
xolmes looked over at -rthur Bell.
37ou misunderstood her words, 0r. Bell.4
Bell slowly raised his head. - faint smile appeared on xolmes6s face.
3The truth was not inside the cat.4
xe let his hand rest for a moment upon its back.
3It was upon the cat.4
Some time passed before the company began to break up. Edward 

Blackwood rose Hrst. Then Clara Evans. Bell followed after her. -t last 
only Cartwright, xolmes, the cat, and I remained in the now silent 
house.

I looked at xolmes.
3Then she was never truly a fortune teller94
xe went to the window and looked out upon the street.
3That depends upon the deHnition, Ratson.4
I waited.
3She could not see the future.4
xe was silent for a moment.
3But she understood people.4
xis ga'e fell upon the black cat.
3-nd that is often nearly the same thing.4
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The sun was going down now. The last light streamed in through the 
window and turned the room golden. The black cat sprang up onto the 
windowsill and seated itself with its face toward the street. I stood for 
a moment watching it. It no longer looked like an omen or a ghost. It 
did not look like a curse, nor even like a mystery. It was simply a black 
cat. - faithful creature which, without understanding it, had carried 
its owner6s last secret through months of fear, rumor, and superstition, 
until someone at last had been willing to listen.

-nd so ended the aQair of The Cat at Number Twelve.
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The Dog Who Visited the 
Grave

I  remember distinctly the morning on which the afair oz the old 
borAoi zrom Hshcombe ,all beganu not becapse its o.ening was 

.articplarly dramaticu bpt .recisely becapse it was so .eacezplB There are 
certain mornings in kaSer xtreet that carry a .ecpliar atmos.hereu an 
almost im.erce.tible eL.ectancyu which seems to warn that the ordinary 
roptine oz the day will soon be interrp.ted by something pnpspalB xpch 
a morning this wasB

xpmmer was early in its comingB The spn had already risen high 
enopgh to send its ’rst warm rays thropgh the windows oz opr sitting 
roomu and the gray Eondon air had taSen on that clear and .leasant 
character which so rarely showed itselz above the cityB Down below in 
kaSer xtreet sopnded the zamiliar mingling oz wheels on cobblestonesu 
horsesO hoovesu the cries oz tradesmenu and the distantu .ersistent rpmble 
that seemed to rise zrom the endless machinery oz all EondonB

I was seated at the breaSzast table with a stacS oz notes zrom an earlier 
case s.read opt bezore meB It was my ’rm intention to bring some 
measpre oz order to my records bezore new events once again cast ps into 
another adventpreu bpt eL.erience had tapght me that spch intentions 
seldom sprvived zor long in the com.any oz xherlocS ,olmesB

,olmes himselz was lopnging in his armchair by the window with a 
news.a.er zolded o.en bezore himB Hny stranger wopld have asspmed 
that he was occp.ied with the news oz the dayu bpt I Snew him zar too 
well to be deceived by spch a..earancesB The .a.er served rather as a 
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convenient eLcpse to sit and observe the lize optsideB Mrom time to timeu 
he lowered it a zew inches and let his gaAe drizt down over the .avementu 
where he stpdied the .assersby with zar greater interest than any editorial 
copld have aropsed in himB

Hn pnpspal “piet reigned in the roomB Fven ,olmes seemed relaLedu 
and I had ”pst reached the .leasant conviction that the day wopld .ass 
withopt interrp.tion when I heard the zamiliar zootste.s p.on the stairsB 
H moment later the door o.enedu and 9rsB ,pdson enteredB

A Family from Sussex
?There are some visitors who wish to s.eaS with yopu 9rB ,olmesuU she 
saidB

I barely noticed the wordsu bpt ,olmes at once lowered the news.a.er 
and looSed p. with a zaint smileB

?Hhu a zamilyu WatsonBU
I stared at himB
?H zamilyNU
?YndopbtedlyBU
?kpt how in the world can yop Snow thatNU
,e merely raised one ’ngerB
?The zootste.sBU
kezore I copld asS zor a zpller eL.lanationu several sets oz ste.s copld be 

heard distinctly p.on the landingB Cot merely the tread oz one .ersonu 
bpt zopr diferent onesB ,olmesOs smile broadened slightlyB

?-opr timing is pspally better than yopr “pestionsu my dear WatsonBU
Ht that same instant there came a SnocS at the doorB
?Pome inuU said ,olmesB
The door o.enedu and opr visitors enteredB In zront came a gentleman 

oz abopt siLtyu tall and p.right in s.ite oz his ageu with the calm and 
selz2.ossessed bearing zopnd only in .eo.le who have been accpstomed 
all their lives to being listened toB kehind him zollowed a lady oz digni’ed 
manners and a zace that still retained traces oz zormer beaptyB Hzter them 
came a yopnger manu .robably in his thirtiesu and beside him a yopnger 
womanB
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9y ’rst im.ression was one oz wealthB Cot the cons.icpops or 
demonstrative wealth one so ozten encopnters among newly rich in2
dpstrialistsu bpt the zar more discreet Sind that accom.anies old zamilies 
and .ossessions held thropgh generationsB Their clothes were eL“pisite 
withopt being showyB Fverything seemed chosen with careu bpt withopt 
any need to im.ressB Fven their movements betrayed a con’dence and 
natpralness that arise only in .eo.le who have never had to consider their 
.osition in societyB

While I was zorming these general im.ressionsu ,olmes had already 
com.leted his own zar more thoropgh eLaminationB Catprally he said 
nothingu bpt I saw his eyes move zrom one to the otherB ,e observed 
the thin layer oz mpd along the edges oz the elder gentlemanOs shoesB 
,e registered a zew strands oz straw that had capght on the sleeve oz the 
yopnger manOs coatB ,e noted the .ale dog hairs on the ladyOs gloves and 
the zaint smell oz stable and zresh copntry air that had entered the room 
with themB

ky the time they had taSen their seatsu I already Snew that ,olmes 
had reached his conclpsionB These .eo.le had not merely come zrom 
the copntryB They had come zrom a large copntry hopseB 3erha.s even 
zrom an estateB Hnd when I saw the ’rst discreet glance that the older 
gentleman eLchanged with his wize bezore he began to s.eaSu I had 
the sensation which had so ozten heralded the beginning oz a new and 
.ecpliar caseB xomething had bropght them all the way to kaSer xtreetu 
and however pnliSely it might .rove to beu it had clearly tropbled them 
enopgh to seeS opt xherlocS ,olmesB

The older gentleman waited pntil all had zopnd their .laces bezore 
leaning slightly zorward in his chair and clas.ing his hands bezore himB

?9y name is HshcombeuU he saidB ?I am the owner oz Hshcombe ,all 
in xpsseLBU

,olmes nodded .olitelyB
?Hnd this is my wizeu my sonu and my dapghter2in2lawBU
Introdpctions were eLchangedu azter which a briez silence zellB It 

seemed to me that 9rB Hshcombe was searching zor the right wordsB Ht 
lastu he smiled with a trace oz a.ologyB
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?I mpst conzessu 9rB ,olmesu that I almost zeel we are wasting yopr 
timeBU

,olmes raised his eyebrowsB
?IndeedNU
?-esB Rne pspally hears yopr name mentioned in connection with 

mprdersu theztsu blacSmailu and spch seriops mattersB Pom.ared with 
thoseu opr .roblem may seem rather modestBU

,olmes laid aside the news.a.er and zolded his hands over his SneeB
?9y eL.erienceu 9rB Hshcombeu is that the siAe oz a mystery can 

seldom be ”pdged by its optward a..earanceBU
The older gentleman seemed to ’nd some comzort in this answerB
?I ho.e yop are rightBU
,e hesitated a momentB

Arthur
?It concerns opr dogBU

I saw something liSe reliez in the yopnger womanOs zaceu as thopgh she 
had zeared her zather2in2law wopld .hrase the matter in a way that made 
it sopnd ridicplopsB

?Cot ”pst any doguU continped 9rB HshcombeB ?,is name is Hrthpru 
and he has been .art oz the zamily zor many years nowBU

H warm smile .assed over his zaceB
?Cot only my own zamilyu bpt my zatherOs as wellB Hrthpr served him 

zaithzplly zor several yearsu and when my zather diedu he remained with ps 
as the most natpral thing in the worldB I almost believe that some oz the 
older servants on the estate wopld ’nd it di4cplt to imagine the .lace 
withopt himBU

Mor the ’rst time ,olmes leaned slightly zorwardB
?H dog oz what breedNU
It was the son who answeredB
?H borAoiBU
?HhBU
,olmes nodded slowlyu as thopgh he were now zorming a clearer 

.ictpreB
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?Hnd yop say there have never been any .roblems with himNU
?Cot the slightestuU re.lied the sonB ?5pite the contraryB Hrthpr is 

.robably the most .redictable creatpre on the entire estateBU
H spbdped lapgh went aropnd the com.anyB
?,e is loyalu calmu and pnpspally good2natpredB ,e has his ’Led 

roptines and has had them zor as long as anyone can rememberB In the 
morning he maSes his pspal ropnds among the bpildingsB In the azter2
noon he is generally to be zopnd on the lawn bezore the hopse or near 
the stablesB Hnd in the eveningBBBU ,e smiledB ?In the eveningu withopt 
eLce.tionu he lies bezore the ’re.lace in the libraryBU

?In .recisely the same s.ot every timeuU added 9rsB HshcombeB
?xo .reciselyuU continped the sonu ?that the servants ozten pse him as 

a sort oz clocSB Iz Hrthpr has settled bezore the ’re.laceu everyone Snows 
that the day is drawing to its closeBU

,olmes listened attentively while the man continpedB
?,e is loved by everyone on the .laceB Fven the yopngest stable ladsu 

who have Snown him only a zew yearsu regard him almost as .art oz the 
zprnitpreB Rne copld hardly wish zor a more contented dogBU

?H dog who seems entirely satis’ed with lizeuU remarSed ,olmesB
?FLactlyuU said the sonB ?Hnd that is why the whole thing seems so 

strangeBU
Ht these words I noticed that ,olmesOs gaAe shar.ened slightlyB Yntil 

now he had been listening to the descri.tion oz an old and well2ad”psted 
dogu bpt we were now clearly a..roaching the circpmstance that had 
bropght the zamily all the way to kaSer xtreetB I also saw that ,olmes 
had not yet asSed a single pnnecessary “pestionB ,e allowed them to tell 
the story at their own .aceu which was always a sign that he had already 
zopnd something oz interest in the inzormation they had given himB

,olmes had listened withopt interrp.tingu bpt now he .laced his 
’ngerti.s together and regarded his visitors zor a moment with that 
calmu attentive gaAe I Snew so wellB

?-op have described the dog very zpllyu 9rB HshcombeuU he saidB ?kpt 
yop have not yet told me what the .roblem actpally isBU

The elderly landowner nodded slowlyB
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?CoB -op are “pite rightu oz coprseBU
,e leaned bacS and eLchanged a briez glance with his sonB
?The trpth is that the whole matter has been going on longer than 

we ’rst realiAedB kpt since Hrthpr always retprnedu we did not taSe very 
mpch notice oz itB It was only a zew months ago that we trply began to 
wonderBU

?In what wayNU asSed ,olmesB
?Rne day he was sim.ly goneBU
,olmes said nothingu and 9rB Hshcombe continpedB
?This time he was away longer than pspalBU
?Ponsiderably longeruU .pt in the sonB
?-esuU his zather noddedB ?xo natprally we began to search zor himBU
I copld vividly .ictpre the scene7 the great estateu its many bpildingsu 

stablesu barnsu gardensu and ’eldsu where a dog copld disa..ear zrom sight 
withopt di4cpltyB

?The servants searched everywhereuU continped 9rB HshcombeB ?In 
the stablesu aropnd the laSeu in the little wood to the sopthu and along 
the zarm lanesB kpt he was sim.ly nowhere to be zopndBU

?Hnd how long was he goneNU asSed ,olmesB
?xeveral hoprsBU
?We actpally began to zear that something had ha..ened to himuU said 

9rsB HshcombeB
?kpt then he came bacSBU
?ky himselzNU
?-esB Palmly and “pite pndistprbedBU
The yopnger woman smiled zaintlyB
?Hs thopgh nothing had ha..enedBU
Mor a moment there was silenceB
?Hnd this re.eated itselzNU asSed ,olmesB
?-esuU re.lied the sonB ?xome weeSs later eLactly the same thing ha.2

.enedBU
?kpt this time we had a clpeBU
9rB Hshcombe zolded his handsB
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The Churchyard
?Hn ac“paintance zrom the village told ps that he had seen Hrthpr in the 
chprchyardBU

I mpst admit that this aropsed my interestB Fven ,olmes seemed a little 
more attentiveB

?In the chprchyardNU he re.eatedB
?-esBU
?Was he aloneNU
?Hs zar as we SnowBU
?Hnd what was he doingNU
?Rpr ac“paintance did not SnowB ,e had merely noticed that the dog 

was thereBU
9rB Hshcombe continped7
?Catprallyu that made ps cpriopsB xou a zew days later we went to see 

the gravediggerBU
?Hnd what did he tell yopNU
?xomething “pite pneL.ectedBU
The landowner shooS his head slowlyu as thopgh he had not yet grown 

psed to the thopghtB
?,e told ps thatu in his o.inionu Hrthpr was a zamiliar visitor to the 

chprchyardBU
I looSed at ,olmesB ,e sat “pite stillB Rnly his eyes betrayed that the 

story had now capght his attentionB
?H zamiliar visitorNU he saidB
?-esB The gravedigger did not thinS it was the ’rst time he had seen 

himB 5pite the contraryBU
?Hnd what elseNU
?That he always came to the same .laceBU
9rB Hshcombe hesitated zor a momentB
?There was said to be a .articplar graveBU
I noticed that ,olmes did not immediately asS another “pestionB ,e 

allowed the words to settleB
?3reciselyBU

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



T,F RWE RM xTB kH1T,RER9FWOx TRWF10q—

The yopnger man leaned zorwardB
?That was when we began to wonder whether there might be some2

thing behind it allBU
?xomethingNU asSed ,olmesB
?-esB H connectionu .erha.sB xome .erson Hrthpr had SnownB xome2

thing zrom the .astBU
,e shrpggedB
?Mor we copld ’nd no other eL.lanationBU
?Hnd since thenNU asSed ,olmesB
?The same thing has ha..ened again and againBU
9rB Hshcombe looSed gravely at himB
?Fvery single timeu he is zopnd in the same .laceBU
H briez silence zell in the roomB Mrom the street below came once 

more the distant rpmble oz tra4cu and zor a moment it seemed almost 
as thopgh all oz Eondon had vanished while we sat contem.lating this 
strange little .pAAleB

It was only an old dogu a village chprchyardu and a graveB Hnd yet I 
already had the zamiliar zeeling that the matter contained more than its 
modest eLterior spggestedB ,olmes still sat in silenceu bpt I copld see that 
he was thinSing the sameB

I mpst conzess that my own thopghts immediately began to move 
in a very de’nite directionB The story oz a dog who weeS azter weeS 
sopght opt the same grave seemed strange to meu bpt not ineL.licableB 
Rn the contraryu the eL.lanation seemed almost obviopsu and when a 
short .apse arose in the conversationu I tooS the o..ortpnity to ofer itB

?Popld it be a “pestion oz the dogOs zormer ownerNU I asSedB ?That the 
.erson bpried there once had some s.ecial bond with the animalNU

9y words were met by a series oz .pAAled looSsB 9rB Hshcombe looSed 
at his wizeu who in tprn looSed at her sonu and zor a moment they all 
seemed to search zor an answer that might have made the matter zar 
sim.lerB

?CouU said the landowner at lastB ?That cannot beBU
,is son noddedB
?Hrthpr has never had any other ownerBU
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?,e has belonged to the zamily all his lizeuU continped 9rsB HshcombeB 
?In zactu since he was a .p..yBU

?9y zather ac“pired himuU said the yopnger manB ?I can scarcely re2
member the estate withopt himBU

This seemed at once to rple opt my theoryu bpt I was not yet ready to 
abandon it entirelyB

?3erha.s a zormer handlerNU I spggestedB ?H stable master or a servant 
who had a .articplar attachment to himNU

Hgainu heads were shaSenB
?We have considered the same thinguU said 9rB HshcombeB ?kpt none 

oz the names ’tBU
?Hnd none oz the .eo.le who were close to the dog are bpried in that 

.art oz the chprchyarduU added his wizeB
?,ave yop a zamily bprial .lotNU I asSedB
This time it was 9rsB Hshcombe who answeredB xhe had said very little 

pntil thenu bpt her voice was calm and controlledB
?-esu oz coprseB The zamily has a .lot nearer the chprchBU
?Hnd the dog has never been seen thereNU
?Cot onceBU
xhe shooS her head slowlyB
?That is .recisely why we ’nd it so strangeBU
While this eLchange was taSing .laceu ,olmes had scarcely pttered a 

wordB ,e sat as pspal in his armchair with his ’ngerti.s ”oined bezore 
himB Mrom time to timeu he closed his eyes slightlyu as thopgh listening 
to something mpch zarther away than the conversation in the roomB I 
had seen him asspme this .ostpre many times bezore and Snew zrom 
eL.erience that it was dpring ”pst spch moments that his mind was 
worSing most intenselyB To an ineL.erienced observer he might have 
a..eared distracted or even drowsyu bpt I Snew betterB Fvery .iece oz 
inzormation was being registered and set into .lace in that eLtraordinary 
system oz connections by which his brain seemed to o.erateB

xpddenly he o.ened his eyesB
?,ow old is the dogu .reciselyNU
The “pestion came so pneL.ectedly that 9rB Hshcombe had to thinSB
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?We do not Snow with absolpte certaintyB kpt at least thirteenB 3rob2
ably a little moreBU

,olmes noddedB
?,ow zar is it zrom the estate to the chprchyardNU
?Hbopt three SilometersBU
?Hnd does he visit the .lace at random timesNU
The yopnger man shooS his headB
?That is one oz the strange thingsB We have gradpally noticed that it 

ha..ens with great regplarityBU
?-esB Hlmost weeSlyBU
,olmes raised his eyesB
?Rn the same dayNU
?-esBU
?Hnd at abopt the same timeNU
?Hs zar as we can ”pdgeu yesBU
Mor a moment ,olmes let his gaAe rest on the car.et bezore himB
?When yop ’nd the dog at the graveu how does he react when yop zetch 

himNU
Hnother briez silence zollowedB
?We do notu in zactu zetch himuU said 9rB HshcombeB
?Do I pnderstand yop correctlyNU
?-esB We have never zetched himBU
?,e goes home by himselzBU
It was the ’rst time dpring the entire visit that I saw anything resem2

bling a reaction zrom ,olmesB It was so slight that no one else wopld 
have noticed itu bpt I Snew him too well to overlooS itB ,is eyes grew a 
little shar.eru and I had the de’nite im.ression that this .articplar zact 
had some signi’cance zor himB

,e asSed no zprther “pestionsu howeverB Insteadu he sanS bacS once 
more in his chair while his visitors continped their eL.lanationB To them 
his silence mpst sprely have seemed .pAAlingu bpt I Snew that the answers 
had made an im.ression on himB What thopghts they had set in motion 
I copld not gpessu bpt I was certain that they had already bropght him 
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some distance nearer to the solption that still lay hidden zrom the rest oz p
sB

?Rne more thinguU I said azter a momentOs re!ectionB ?Hre yop certain 
that it is really the same grave every timeNU

9rB Hshcombe nodded withopt hesitationB
?We areBU
?Ht any rateu the gravedigger has no dopbt abopt ituU added his sonB 

?Hzter we ’rst s.oSe to him abopt the matteru he began .aying closer 
attention to Hrthpru and according to him there is no variation whatso2
everB The dog goes to .recisely the same s.ot every single timeBU

?The same gravestoneNU asSed ,olmesB
?-esBU
?Hnd the nameNU
The zamily eLchanged yet another glanceB
?Wellu yop mpst zorgive psuU said 9rB Hshcombe with a zaint smileB ?I 

have not actpally taSen note oz itBU
?Cor have IuU said his wizeB
?I cannot remember it eitheruU the son admittedB ?kpt I do Snow that 

it is not a name that means anything to psBU
?It is not a relativeuU continped 9rsB HshcombeB ?Cor an ac“pain2

tanceu nor anyone whou so zar as we Snowu had any connection with the 
estateBU

Mor a briez moment silence settled over the roomB I noticed that 
,olmesOs gaAe rested p.on the zamily as thopgh he were weighing their 
wordsB There was nothing in their manner to spggest that they were 
withholding inzormationB Rn the contraryu they a..eared genpinely 
.er.leLed by their own storyB

Ht length 9rB Hshcombe leaned zorward slightlyB
?That is why we ho.e yop will hel. psu 9rB ,olmesBU
,olmes raised his eyesB
?In what wayNU
?ky coming to Hshcombe ,allBU
The older gentleman hesitated zor a moment bezore continpingB
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?It is .ossible that there is nothing more behind itB It is .ossible that 
this is merely an old dog with a .ecpliar habitBU

,e slowly shooS his headB
?kpt I mpst admit that we no longer believe thatBU
?-op zear somethingNU
?Cothing s.eci’cBU
,e glanced brie!y at his wizeB
?kpt one cannot hel. wondering whether Hrthpr is .erha.s .ointing 

to something that we oprselves have overlooSedB xomething zrom the 
.astB xomething that no one Snows any longerBU

Mor the ’rst time since the zamilyOs arrivalu ,olmes a..eared to reach 
a decisionB

?I thinSuU he said calmlyu ?that a visit to Hshcombe ,all wopld be 
advisableBU

The reliez among opr gpests was pnmistaSableB
The necessary arrangements were madeu and shortly thereazter the 

zamily tooS their leaveB I watched them disa..ear down the stairsu and 
only when the zront door closed below did I tprn bacS to ,olmesB

?I mpst admituU I saidu ?that I believe I pnderstand the dogBU
?Indeedu WatsonNU
?-esB Cot all the detailsu natprallyB kpt the .rinci.le oz itBU
,olmes said nothingB
?It mpst be a matter oz griezBU
,e raised an eyebrowB
?GriezNU
?-esB xome .erson to whom the dog was attachedB H zormer owneru a 

zriendu or .erha.s someone with whom he shared a s.ecial bondB The 
dog is sim.ly moprningBU

Withopt re.lyingu ,olmes rose and crossed to the windowB With his 
hands clas.ed behind his bacSu he stood gaAing down p.on kaSer xtreetu 
where the tra4c had grown denser and the lize oz the morning pnzolded 
among cabsu tradesmenu and .assersbyB

?That is certainly .ossibleu WatsonuU he said azter a timeB
?Then yop agreeNU
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?3ossiblyBU
There was something in his tone that told me he was zar zrom con2

vincedB ,e continped to looS opt oz the windowB
?kpt there is another matter which striSes me as considerably more 

interestingBU
?Hnd what is thatNU
?That everyone s.eaSs oz the same graveBU
I stared at himB
?What else wopld they s.eaS ozNU
,olmes smiled zaintlyB
?3reciselyBU
,e tprned aropndB
The zamiliar gleam had retprned to his eyesB
?Eet ps go into the copntry tomorrowu WatsonBU
Hnd with those words ended opr ’rst encopnter with the mystery oz 

the old borAoi oz Hshcombe ,allJa mystery which at the time strpcS 
me as both modest and .ecpliaru bpt which was soon to lead ps zar dee.er 
into the .ast than either oz ps copld .ossibly have imaginedB

The zollowing day ,olmes and I lezt Eondon on one oz the early trains 
and set opt zor xpsseLu where Hshcombe ,all was sitpatedB I have ozten 
remarSed how “picSly the Fnglish copntryside changes its character 
once one is only a zew hoprs removed zrom the ca.italB The dense rows 
oz hopses and zactory chimneys gradpally gave way to o.en ’eldsu small 
villagesu and the gentle hills that seem to roll across sopthern Fngland 
with a tran“pility standing in shar. contrast to EondonOs .er.etpal 
restlessnessB

The district thropgh which we traveledu howeveru .ossessed a charac2
ter entirely its ownB There was an age2old “pality to the landsca.e which 
one does not ’nd everywhereB ,ere and there old manor hopses and 
copntry estates copld be seen lying among the trees as thopgh they had 
grown rooted into the soil over centpriesB -et what es.ecially capght my 
eye were the copntless stone walls that crossed the ’elds liSe gray lines 
thropgh the copntrysideB They ran beside roadsu meadowsu and small 
grovesu and seemed to have been bpilt stone by stone by generations oz 

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



T,F RWE RM xTB kH1T,RER9FWOx TRWF1QjQ

men whose names had long since been zorgottenB 9any oz them mpst 
have been several hpndred years oldu and yet they still stood as zaithzpl 
marSers oz ancient bopndaries and .ro.erty linesB

ketween them rose great oaS trees over the landsca.e with the dignity 
.ossessed only by very old treesB In many .laces they zormed little cathe2
drals oz branches and leaves above the roadsu and their trpnSs were so 
massive that they seemed to belong to a more distant ageB

,olmes s.ent most oz the ”oprney in silenceB ,e sat by the window 
observing the copntryside with that distant eL.ression which always told 
me that his mind continped to worS p.on a case even when he a..eared 
to be doing nothing at allB I Snew him too well to distprb spch momentsu 
and so I allowed my own thopghts to revolve aropnd the old borAoi and 
the cpriops ritpal that had bropght ps p.on this ”oprneyB

Ashcombe Hall
Hzter a zprther drive zrom the station in a horse2drawn carriage that had 
been sent to meet psu we tprned at last into the long avenpe leading to 
Hshcombe ,allu and it was there that I gained my ’rst im.ression oz the 
.laceB The estate revealed itselz gradpally among the treesB Ht ’rst one 
glim.sed only the roozs thropgh the zoliageu then the .ale stone wallsu and

 ’nally the entire bpilding stood bezore psB
It was a beaptizpl .laceu thopgh not in the manner that immediately 

im.resses a visitorB There was nothing ostentatiops or demonstrative 
abopt Hshcombe ,allB Rn the contraryu it seemed a .lace that had 
evolved slowly over generationsB The bpildings bore the marSs oz di2
ferent .eriodsu each generation having added a little to what it had 
inheritedB The resplt was not .erzect symmetryu bpt something zar more 
a..ealing7 the zeeling oz a living home that had been at the center oz the 
same zamilyOs lize zor many yearsB

We drove into the coprtyardu .art oz which remained covered in gravel 
while other sections had been .aved with stoneB The sopnd oz the wheels 
changed as we .assed zrom one sprzace to anotherB ,ardly had the car2
riage come to a halt bezore the zront door o.ened and 9rB Hshcombe 
himselz emerged to greet psB
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,e welcomed ps with a warmth that seemed entirely genpineB ,e had 
already made a zavorable im.ression p.on me dpring opr ’rst meeting 
in kaSer xtreetu bpt here p.on his own estate he a..eared even more 
natpralB The aristocratic dignity was still .resentu yet it was now accom2
.anied by a .ractical earthiness which I had not .reviopsly noticedB ,e 
was dressed in a manner be’tting his stationu bpt withopt any eLcessive 
eleganceu and there was something abopt him that spggested he was not 
a man who merely issped ordersB Rne copld easily imagine him moving 
among ’eldsu stablesu and worSers with the same ease that he dis.layed 
in his own drawing roomsB

Hs he led ps across the coprtyardu he s.oSe oz the .ro.erty with 
that “piet .ride which .eo.le zeel only zor something they regard as an 
inheritance rather than a .ossessionB

?9pch oz what yop see here was bpilt dpring my zatherOs timeuU he 
saidu gestpring toward some oz the longer bpildingsB ?,e eL.anded the 
o.eration considerably and had several additional wings constrpctedB It 
was also he who began some oz the larger im.rovements to the landBU

I noticed that ,olmesOs gaAe continpally moved zrom one bpilding to 
anotherB ,e scarcely seemed to looS at what 9rB Hshcombe .ointed optu 
and yet I had the distinct im.ression that nothing esca.ed his attentionB 
Hs so ozten bezoreu he listened less to the words than to the man who 
s.oSe themB

Hs we a..roached the main hopseu 9rB Hshcombe eL.lained how the 
zamily was arranged p.on the estateB

?9y wize and I live in the main winguU he saidB ?9y son and his wize 
occp.y the eastern wingB Hnd my mother lives over thereBU

,e .ointed toward a smaller bpt eLce.tionally well2Se.t hopse some 
distance zrom the main bpildingB

?It was originally the dower hopseBU
,e smiledB
?xou it spited the dowager .erzectlyBU
,is tone was afectionate rather than hpmoropsB
?When my zather died nearly ten years agou I inherited the estate and 

my mother moved thereB In zactu that is how it has been done zor several 
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generationsB 9y zather spcceeded his zatheru and his zather spcceeded hisB 
In that way the zamily remains in .lace withopt any great p.heavalsBU

Mor a moment he .apsed and looSed toward the smaller hopseB
?Cotice the !owers aropnd itBU
Fven zrom a distance one copld see the colorzpl beds sprropnding the 

.laceB
?That is my motherOs worSB xhe has always had a .articplar zondness 

zor !owersBU
There was something in the way he said it that told me the old lady still 

.layed an im.ortant role p.on the estateu even thopgh zormal apthority 
had long since .assed to the neLt generationB Hnd as we continped to2
ward the main entranceu I began to pnderstand why Hshcombe ,all had 
strpcS me as so harmoniops at ’rst sightB It was not merely an old estateB 
It was a .lace where the .ast still lived side by side with the .resentu and 
where the generations seemed connected by more than sim.ly name and 
inheritanceB

xhortly azter opr arrivalu we were shown into one oz the large sitting 
roomsu where azternoon cofee was already being servedB It “picSly be2
came a..arent that this was not merely a caspal gathering bpt an estab2
lished tradition at Hshcombe ,allB Whatever dpties the day might have 
bropghtu the zamily assembled each azternoon aropnd the cofee tableu 
and within a zew minptes I pnderstood that this cpstom was regarded 
with the seriopsness and res.ect that only old zamily traditions ever 
attainB

It was p.on this occasion that we ’rst had the o..ortpnity oz maS2
ing the ac“paintance oz the Dowager 9rsB HshcombeB xhe was an el2
derly lady whose zace bore all the marSs oz advancing years withopt 
having sprrendered any oz the dignity that had evidently characteriAed 
her thropghopt her lizeB ,er hair had tprned entirely silveru and her 
movements were slower than those oz the othersu yet there remained a 
remarSable ’rmness in her bearingB Hlthopgh she was nowu in a zormal 
senseu a gpest in her sonOs hopseu one never received the im.ression that 
her im.ortance p.on the estate had diminishedB Rn the contraryu her 
.resence seemed to zorm a Sind oz “piet center aropnd which the rest 
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oz the zamily revolvedB xhe s.oSe littleu bpt when she didu the others 
listenedB It was not the resplt oz any visible apthorityu bpt rather oz the 
natpral res.ect that decades oz eL.erience and a lizelong attachment to 
the .lace had ins.iredB

The atmos.here aropnd the table wasu on the wholeu both hos.itable 
and zamilialB Pofee was served zrom an old silver serviceu while .lates 
oz homemade caSes and .astries .assed zrom hand to handB The con2
versation moved efortlessly between small ha..enings p.on the estateu 
news zrom the villageu and .ractical matters concerning the management 
oz the .ro.ertyB Cothing a..eared strainedB Indeedu at ’rst glance the 
zamily seemed pnpspally harmoniopsB

Hs so ozten bezoreu howeveru my ’rst im.ressions were accom.anied by 
more captiops observationsB Rld zamilies .ossess a npmber oz pnwritten 
rples oz which an optsider becomes aware only gradpallyB Rne notices 
them not thropgh what is saidu bpt thropgh what remains pnsaidB Hs the 
conversation continpedu it became increasingly clear to me that everyone 
at the table pnderstood those rples .erzectly wellB Fveryone Snew who 
natprally led the discpssionB Fveryone Snew when a spb”ect opght to 
be abandonedB Hnd everyone Snew instinctively which areas oz the .ast 
were not to be topched withopt good reasonB

9y own attentionu howeveru was soon ca.tpred by the room itselzB 
Hlong the walls hpng a series oz large oil .aintings which made it almost 
im.ossible to zorget that one was in a hopse with a long history behind 
itB Generation azter generation oz the Hshcombe zamily seemed to gaAe 
down p.on ps zrom their zramesB There were men in riding coatsu o42
cersu and landowners with grave eL.ressions and erect .ostpresB ketween 
them hpng .ortraits oz women in darS silS gowns whose calm eyes still 
a..eared to contain the dignity that had once sha.ed their livesB

There is something .ecpliar abopt spch old .ortraitsB Iz one remains in 
their com.any long enopghu one begins almost to imagine that they still 
watch over the lives and conversations oz their descendantsu as thopgh 
they retained a .lace among the livingB
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9rB Hshcombe noticed my interest and rose several times to .oint opt 
variops ’gpres p.on the wallsB ,e did so with a .ride entirely zree zrom 
vanityu and therezore all the more a..ealingB

?That is my great2grandzatheruU he saidu indicating a broad2shopldered 
gentleman with im.ressive side2whisSersB ?,e was res.onsible zor laying 
opt the sopthern .arSBU

H little later he .ointed to an elderly lady with shar.ly de’ned zeatpresB
?Hnd that is my great2great2grandmotherB The zamily always said that 

she managed both the hopse and her hpsband with the same ’rm handBU
Eapghter zollowed this remarSB
Hs  time .assedu  more  .ortraits  were  introdpcedB  Grandzathersu 

great2grandzathersu and zormer masters oz Hshcombe ,all .assed bezore 
ps in story azter story liSe ’gpres zrom another ageB xome had led ad2
ventprops livesI others had s.ent their entire eListence p.on the estateB 
What pnited them all was that they seemed as mpch a .art oz the hopseOs 
identity as its wallsu its ancient oaSsu and the old stone bopndaries beyond 
its gropndsB

While I listened to these accopntsu I noticed that ,olmes tooS only a 
limited interest in the stories themselvesB ,is gaAe moved zrom .ortrait to 
.ortraitu certainlyu bpt zar more ozten it rested p.on the living members 
oz the zamilyB ,e seemed less concerned with the .ast itselz than with 
the way in which it still sprvived within themB It was a distinction zew 
wopld have noticedu bpt one I had learned to recogniAe azter many years 
oz ac“paintanceB ,olmes was seldom interested in history zor its own 
saSeB ,e was interested in the traces it lezt behind in .eo.leB

Hs the cofee was .opred zor a second timeu the conversation gradpally 
drizted away zrom zamily history and tprned toward the spb”ect which 
hadu in the endu made Hshcombe ,all what it was7 agricpltpreB It was 
clear that this remained the heart oz the estateu des.ite the changing 
timesu and 9rB Hshcombe s.oSe oz its develo.ment with that .articplar 
miLtpre oz res.ect zor the .ast and pnderstanding oz the .resent which 
ozten distingpishes good stewards oz old .ro.ertiesB

?9y zather already belonged to a diferent world zrom the one we live 
in nowuU he saidu leaning bacS in his chairB ?When he was a yopng manu 
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almost all worS was done with horsesB Mields were .lopghed in .recisely 
the same manner as they had been in his zatherOs and grandzatherOs dayB 
9any oz the methods we now regard as old2zashioned were then sim.ly 
the way an estate was rpnBU

,e smiled at the thopghtB
?The ’rst machines began to a..ear dpring his later yearsu certainlyu 

bpt I do not thinS he ever learned to liSe themBU
The yopnger Hshcombe lapghedB
?That is a very .olite way oz .ptting itBU
?-esuU his zather admittedB ?The trpth is that he copld not abide themBU
Eapghter circled the tableB
?Iz he copld see the .lace todayuU continped the s“pireu ?he wopld 

scarcely recogniAe itB 9ost things are done by machinery nowB It is zasteru 
chea.eru and zar more e4cientB We still See. horsesu natprallyu bpt they 
remain chie!y opt oz afection zor traditionB Very zew oz them .erzorm 
any real worS any longerBU

I en”oyed these storiesB There is something zascinating in hearing .eo2
.le describe changes that have taSen .lace within their own lizetimesB 
Rne gains a sense oz historyOs slow movementJa thing rarely .erceived 
by those living in the midst oz itB

,olmes had listened attentivelyu bpt I noticed that his interest was 
gradpally moving in another directionB When a briez .apse arose in the 
conversationu he tprned toward the Dowager 9rsB HshcombeB

?,ow do yop remember those years yoprselzu 9rsB HshcombeNU he 
asSedB ?The years bezore yopr son inherited the estateBU

The “pestion was asSed so natprally that no one copld .ossibly have 
zopnd it remarSableu and yet I immediately sensed a change aropnd the 
tableB The conversation zadedB Pp.s were set downB Fven the yopnger 
generation a..eared instinctively to await her answerB

The old lady sat silent zor a momentB xhe had ”pst lizted her cofee cp. 
bpt allowed it to remain bezore herB Then she smiled .olitelyB

?-esuU she saidB ?It was certainly a diferent timeBU
xhe .apsed againB
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It was not an pncomzortable silenceu bpt it lasted ”pst long enopgh zor 
everyone to become aware oz itB

?Things were done very diferently thenBU
xhe said no moreB
9rB Hshcombe seemed to sense the slight tension that had settled over 

the gathering and immediately sopght to lighten the moodB
?-esu I daresay it was not altogether easy being the mistress oz a large 

estate in those daysBU
H zaint smile crossed the old ladyOs zaceB
?CouU she saidB ?It certainly was notBU
xhe looSed down into the cp. bezore herB
?It was hard worS zor all oz psBU
,er voice remained calmu yet it had ac“pired a re!ective “palityB
?We had servantsu oz coprseBU
xhe .apsedB
?kpt that bropght its own challengesBU
Hnother briez silence zollowedB
?Hnd its conse“pencesBU
Co one s.oSeB
It was not that the words themselves were .articplarly remarSableB 

They copld easily have been inter.reted as nothing more than an or2
dinary re!ection p.on lize on a large estateB -et I immediately zelt that 
something had changed within the roomB Cothing visibleB Cothing 
dramaticB The conversation respmed shortly azterwardu and the others 
retprned to discpssing .ractical matters concerning the .ro.ertyB Cev2
erthelessu those zew words lingered in the air in a manner that copld not 
be eL.lained by their meaning aloneB

It brought its own consequences.
I copld not have said whyu bpt they sopnded less liSe an ordinary 

remarS and more liSe the echo oz a story that no one told anymoreJa 
story that still eListed somewhere beneath the sprzaceu des.ite the decades 
that had .assed since its beginningB

I glanced toward ,olmesB
,e had not s.oSen a wordB
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-et I saw the zamiliar gleam in his eyesB It was the same looS I had 
witnessed copntless times bezoreu whenever a single a..arently innocent 
remarS spddenly zopnd its .lace among a series oz other observationsB 
Whether he had already drawn any conclpsionsu I natprally copld not 
tellB kpt I was certain oz one thingB

,e had noticed the .apseB
Hnd he had noticed the wordsB
It was only at this .oint that my attention trply settled p.on the dog 

himselzB While the conversation had wandered between .ast and .resentu 
agricpltpre and zamily historyu old memories and newer concernsu its 
central ’gpre had lain so “pietly that he had almost merged with his 
sprropndingsB Cowu as a briez .apse settled over the tableu I allowed my 
gaAe to drizt toward the ’re.lace and ’nally tooS .ro.er notice oz himB

Hrthpr lay eLactly where the zamily had describedB Y.on a thicS rpg 
bezore the o.en hearthu where the last embers still cast a warm glow 
thropgh the roomB Fven in old age he was an im.ressive borAoiB ,is longu 
elegant body and narrow head retained the distinctive characteristics 
that had made the breed zamops among the aristocracy oz Fpro.eB -et 
time had lezt its pnmistaSable marSB The zpr aropnd his mpAAle had 
tprned almost silver2whiteu and his once2.ropd zrame had ac“pired that 
certain heaviness seen only in elderly animalsB

Hnd yet there was nothing diminished abopt himB
Rn the contraryu a sense oz calm dignity rested p.on him that made 

him seem a natpral .art oz the hopse itselzB
Hs I watched himu it spddenly strpcS me that there was a cpriops 

resemblance between the dog and the Dowager 9rsB HshcombeB Cot in 
a..earanceu oz coprseu bpt in the atmos.here they both conveyedB They 
seemed to belong to the same eraB koth were sprvivors oz an earlier gen2
erationB koth had watched .eo.le come and go aropnd themB Hnd both 
carried within them a history older than that oz the yopnger members oz 
the zamilyB

Hrthpr lay .erzectly stillB ,is eyes were closedu and his breathing was 
so calm that one might easily have believed him aslee.B ,ad I not Snown 
the .pr.ose oz opr visitu it wopld never have occprred to me that this 
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.eacezpl creatpre copld be the center oz any mystery whatsoeverB ,e 
seemedu ratheru the most contented being p.on the entire estateB

It was 9rB Hshcombe who eventpally retprned the conversation to 
.ractical mattersB

?Iz yop wishuU he saidu looSing toward ,olmesu ?we may zollow Hrthpr 
to the chprchyard tomorrowBU

,olmes raised his eyesB
?-op eL.ect him to goNU
?-esB Iz he zollows his pspal .atternu it will ha..en tomorrow morn2

ingBU
?Then we shopld be very .leased to observe itBU
Cods .assed aropnd the tableB Rnly the Dowager 9rsB Hshcombe 

remained com.letely motionlessB ,er zace revealed nothingu and her gaAe 
still rested p.on the cofee cp. bezore herB

?GooduU said the s“pireB ?Then yop may see a little oz the estate in the 
meantimeBU

,e tprned to his sonB
?Fdwardu wopld yop show opr gpests aropndNU
The yopnger man immediately agreedB Phairs were .pshed bacSu and 

the gathering slowly began to dis.erseB Ponversation respmed its lighter 
tone as the zamily de.arted in small grop.sB

I remained standing zor a moment by the ’re.laceB
xomething abopt the dog continped to hold my attentionB
Hs thopgh he sensed my gaAeu Hrthpr slowly o.ened his eyes and 

looSed directly at meB
There was nothing nervops or tropbled in his eL.ressionB Cor was 

there any sadnessu as I might .erha.s have eL.ected azter the story we had 
heardB Rn the contraryu his gaAe was cpriopsly calmB It almost seemed to 
me that he was waiting zor somethingB

Rr .erha.s zor someoneB
The thopght came so spddenly that I nearly lapghed at myselzB It wasu 

oz coprseu merely my imagination carrying the zamilyOs tale a ste. zprtherB 
Hnd yet the im.ression lingered as I tprned awayB

Ht the zar end oz the room ,olmes still stood aloneB
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The rest oz the zamily had already begpn to leaveu bpt he had not 
zollowed themB Insteadu he remained bezore the oldest .ortraits p.on 
the wallu stpdying them with an attention that strpcS me as almost 
eLcessiveB ,is gaAe moved slowly zrom one zace to the neLtB Cot liSe a 
man admiring .aintingsu bpt liSe a man searching zor somethingB

What that something might beu I had no ideaB
-et when ,olmes ’nally tprned and ”oined psu I had the distinct im2

.ression that his thopghts were already moving along .aths still hidden 
zrom meB Hnd as we zollowed Fdward Hshcombe opt into the coprtyard 
to begin opr topr oz the estateu my eyes were drawn once more toward 
the old dog beside the ’reB

Hrthpr had closed his eyes againB
,e lay .recisely as bezoreB
Palm and .atientB
EiSe a creatpre that had been waiting a very long time and did not 

mind waiting a little longerB
That evening ,olmes and I were shown to a .air oz gpest rooms on 

the ’rst !oor overlooSing the coprtyard and the broad ’elds stretching 
behind Hshcombe ,allB The spn was already sinSing toward the horiAon 
when I ’rst stood at the window and sprveyed the landsca.eB The long 
shadows oz the ancient oaSs lay across the ’eldsu and in the distance the 
gray stone walls traced their zamiliar .atterns thropgh the copntrysideB 
H .rozopnd .eace rested over the .laceu one that zelt almost pnzamiliar 
azter so many years in Eondonu and zor the ’rst time I pnderstood 
why generation azter generation oz the Hshcombe zamily had zopnd it 
di4cplt to imagine a lize anywhere elseB

Ht dinner the conversation natprally retprned to Hrthpr and his .ecp2
liar habitB Hlthopgh the zamily had lived with the .henomenon zor “pite 
some timeu I copld still detect the same bewilderment that had driven 
them to seeS opt kaSer xtreetB

?Rz coprseu we tried to sto. him at ’rstuU said 9rB Hshcombeu laying 
down his SnizeB ?Rne natprally becomes concerned when an old dog 
disa..ears zor several hoprsBU

?Which .roved entirely pselessuU his wize added with a smileB
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?Iz we shpt him inu he sim.ly became restlessB ,e .aced aboptu whined 
at the doorsu and copld not settle himselzBU

?xou in the end we gave p.uU said FdwardB ?It seemed almost crpeler to 
.revent him zrom going than to let him goBU

,olmes had listened in silenceu bpt now he raised his eyesB
?-op say this ha..ens every weeSNU
?-esBU
?Rn a .articplar dayNU
?HlwaysBU
?Hnd which day is thatNU
?TpesdayuU Fdward re.lied withopt hesitationB
?-op copld set yopr watch by himBU
?IndeedNU
?,alz .ast eight in the morning .reciselyBU
?Cot a “parter .astNU
?CoBU
?Cot nine oOclocSNU
?CoBU
?FLactly halz .ast eightBU
,olmes leaned bacS in his chairB
?InterestingBU
It was all he saidu yet I Snew him well enopgh to recogniAe that he had 

taSen carezpl note oz the inzormationB
Eater that evening we retired to opr roomsB I sle.t pnpspally well 

that nightB There is a .ecpliar sensation in s.ending the night in the 
copntryside azter a long stay in EondonB Rne only realiAes how accps2
tomed one has become to the cityOs constant bacSgropnd noise when 
it spddenly disa..earsB Co wheels rattling over cobblestonesB Co cries 
zrom the streetB Co distant rpmble carrying thropgh the nightB Rnly the 
wind aropnd the hopse and the occasional sopnd oz a tree settling in the 
darSnessB

Tuesday Morning
When I awoSe the zollowing morningu I zelt more rested than I had in 
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weeSsB Fven the bed seemed to belong to an earlier ageB The blanSets 
were heavier than those we psed in kaSer xtreetu and I copld not hel. 
wondering whether this too was a tradition that had sprvived several 
generations oz the Hshcombe zamilyB

The breaSzast table was already laid when I came downstairsB xpnlight 
streamed thropgh the windows and zell across the silverware and cofee 
serviceB Fverything .roceeded with a calmu almost ritpal regplarityB The 
servants moved silently thropgh the roomB Rne scarcely noticed themB 
They seemed to a..ear .recisely when something was needed and vanish 
again bezore one had time to tprn oneJs attention toward themB

Hrthpr layu as pspalu p.on his rpg bezore the ’re.laceB ,e a..eared to 
be slee.ingu and only the gentle rise and zall oz his chest revealed that he 
was sp4ciently awaSe to remain aware oz his sprropndingsB

I tprned toward the zamilyB
?,ow old is heu eLactlyNU
?That is di4cplt to say with certaintyuU re.lied 9rB HshcombeB
,e glanced toward his motherB
The Dowager 9rsB Hshcombe nodded slowlyB
?MizteenBU
?MizteenNU
?Ht least ’zteenBU
I mpst have looSed spr.risedu zor the s“pire smiledB
?-esu that is a res.ectable age zor a borAoiBU
?IsnJt that pnpspally oldNU
?-esBU
,e glanced toward the dogB
?9ost oz them reach thirteen or zoprteen yearsBU
?kpt Hrthpr has had a good lizeuU said FdwardB
?H very comzortable old ageuU added his wizeB
?-esuU lapghed 9rB HshcombeB ?xprropnded by servantsBU
,e looSed aropnd the tableB
?Hnd I am not s.eaSing only oz the hired onesBU
Eapghter zollowedB
?,e is s.oiledBU
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?,e certainly isuU said 9rsB HshcombeB
?Hnd thenu oz coprseu he gets his weeSly eLerciseBU
The s“pire regarded the dog zor a momentB
?3erha.s his visits to the chprchyard are the secret to his long lizeBU
The atmos.here lightenedB Fven the Dowager 9rsB Hshcombe smiled 

zaintlyB
,olmesu howeveru said nothingB ,e merely sat watching HrthprB
Time .assed while the conversation drizted to other spb”ectsB I .aid no 

attention to the clocSB Indeedu it was not the clocS bpt the dog that ’rst 
drew my attention to the hoprB

Hrthpr slowly raised his headB
The movement was so spbtle that only ,olmes a..eared to notice it 

immediatelyB H moment later the dog rose to his zeetB ,e did so slowlyu 
with the stifness that accom.anies old ageB ,e stretched zor a long timeu 
very mpch liSe an elderly man rising azter a night s.ent in a chairB Then 
he walSed toward the door and brie!y snifed at itB ,e tprned aropndu 
tooS a zew ste.su and snifed againB

9rB Hshcombe .rodpced his .ocSet watchB
?There we have itBU
,e sna..ed o.en the coverB
?,alz .ast eightBU
,e smiled at ,olmesB
?Hs reliable as the clocS itselzBU
,olmes roseB
?Then I thinS we had better maSe oprselves readyBU
There was nothing dramatic abopt the de.artpreB Co commandsB Co 

encopragementB Co attem.t to gpide the dog in any .articplar directionB
Hrthpr sim.ly walSed thropgh the door and crossed the coprtyard 

with the same calm certaintyu as thopgh carrying opt a tasS that had been 
re.eated a thopsand times bezoreB The carriage was bropght aropndu and 
shortly azterward ,olmesu 9rB Hshcombeu Fdwardu and I were seated 
insideB Hrthpr had already begpn his ”oprneyB

I had .erha.s eL.ected him to rpnu bpt he did notB ,e trotted at a 
steady and measpred .aceu liSe an old soldier p.on a zamiliar marchB The 
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carriage easily overtooS him and continped toward the villageu yet the 
dog scarcely seemed to notice itB ,e zollowed his ropte with a con’dence 
that was almost mechanicalB There was no hesitation and no deviationB 
,e .aid no attention to birdsu haresu or any other creatpresB ,e did not 
sto. to investigate ditches or hedgerowsB ,is gaAe remained ’Led aheadu 
as thopgh he Snew every ste. oz the roadB

Hs thopgh his destination were waiting zor himB
The carriage reached the chprchyard several minptes bezore Hrthpru 

which aforded ps an pneL.ected o..ortpnity to observe the ’nal stage 
oz his ”oprneyB We descended beside the low stone wall sprropnding the 
gropnds while the coachman held the horsesu and I tooS the o..ortpnity 
to let my eyes wander over the .laceB

It was .recisely the sort oz village chprchyard one ’nds thropghopt 
the Fnglish copntrysideu carrying its history with “piet dignityB The old 
chprch rose above the graves with its gray stone walls and s“pare toweru 
whose clocS had dopbtless measpred the .assing years zor generations 
oz villagersB Hropnd it stood gravestones leaning at gentle anglesu as 
thopgh decades oz rain and zrost had gradpally drawn them away zrom 
their original .ositionsB -ewsu ivyu and the variops shrpbs and .lants that 
seem inse.arable zrom chprchyards grew among themB ,ere and there 
blooming roses stood beside more recent gravesu while elsewhere the 
stones were almost entirely swallowed by moss and greeneryB

H .articplar stillness rested over the .laceB Cot the em.ty silence oz 
deserted .lacesu bpt the spbdped .eace that arises where generations oz 
men and women have gathered their deadB

We had not been waiting long bezore Fdward .ointed toward the roadB
?There he comesBU
Hrthpr a..roached at his cpstomaryu pnhprried trotB Ht a distance 

he a..eared almost yopnger than he did close at handB There was still 
something elegant in his movementsu thopgh age had taSen its share oz 
his strengthB

,olmes watched him closelyB
?Rbserveu WatsonBU
I zollowed his gaAeB
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H little zarther north there was a ga. in the chprchyard wallB It was not 
an o4cial entranceu bpt it was more than large enopgh zor a dog to .ass 
thropgh withopt di4cpltyB It wopld have saved Hrthpr a considerable 
detoprB -et he ignored it entirelyB Insteadu he continped along the wall 
pntil he reached the chprchyardOs main gateB

?InterestinguU mprmpred ,olmesB
Hrthpr .assed thropgh the gate with the same natpral ease as any 

visitor might have doneB ,e zollowed the main .ath thropgh the chprch2
yardu tprned right at a crossing between the gravesu and later tprned leztB 
Cot once did he hesitateB There was no searching in his movementsB Co 
pncertaintyB ,e seemed to Snow the ropte .erzectlyB

?-opu seeNU said 9rB Hshcombe “pietly beside meB ?,e does this every 
single timeBU

The longer we watched himu the more I was zorced to agreeB Hrthpr 
was not moving liSe an animal searching zor somethingB

,e was moving liSe an animal that already Snew eLactly where he was 
goingB

Ht lastu he reached a .articplar grave .lotB ,e sto..edu brie!y snifed 
the gropnd aropnd himu and stood there zor a momentB Then he slowly 
lowered himselz onto the grass and settled comzortablyB

9rB Hshcombe .ointedB
?FLactly thereBU
,is voice was lower than necessaryB
?FLactly there every single timeBU
We moved closerB

The Old Merchant
I mpst conzess that I had eL.ected something “pite diferentB Hzter all the 
stories sprropnding the mysteriops graveu I had pnconsciopsly imagined 
a monpment oz some signi’canceB 3erha.s an old zamily .lotu or an 
im.osing headstone hinting at some dramatic historyB The reality .roved 
zar more modestB

The grave was small and well Se.tu yet entirely withopt grandeprB The 
headstone was oz the sort one might ’nd in copntless chprchyardsB It 
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was neither .articplarly old nor es.ecially remarSableB It clearly belonged 
neither to a nobleman noru it seemedu to any spbstantial landownerB 
1atheru it a..eared to be the resting .lace oz a res.ectable member oz 
the village middle classB ,olmes bent down and read the inscri.tionB

“Samuel Pritchard. 1842–1888.”
,e straightened againB
?xampel 3ritchardNU I re.eatedB
Fdward noddedB
?That is the name the gravedigger gave psBU
?Hnd who was heNU
?H..arently the village sho.See.erB ,e ran the general store here 

many years agoBU
?,e mpst have been the dogOs zormer ownerBU
The conclpsion seemed so obviops that I almost eL.ected ,olmes to 

con’rm itB
Insteadu 9rB Hshcombe shooS his headB
?CoBU
?Hs we told yop in kaSer xtreetu Hrthpr has belonged to the zamily all 

his lizeB xince he was a .p..yBU
?Hnd xampel 3ritchardNU
?xo zar as we Snowu he never had any connection with the dogBU
Fdward shrpggedB
?I dopbt Hrthpr even Snew himBU
9y theory colla.sed as “picSly as it had zormedB I tprned toward 

,olmesu eL.ecting him to ofer another eL.lanationB To my spr.riseu 
howeveru the name seemed to hold almost no interest zor himB ,e cast 
a briez glance at the stoneu then immediately directed his attention else2
whereB Mirst to the dogB Then to the gropnd sprropnding the graveB 
Hzter that to the nearby .aths and neighboring .lotsB Fven the vegetation 
a..eared to attract his noticeB

Hnd while Hrthpr lay .erzectly motionless beside psu his head resting 
between his zore.awsu ,olmes slowly began to circle the graveu as thopgh 
the trpe mystery did not lie in the name engraved p.on the stone bpt in 
the earth p.on which it stoodB
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We remained beside the grave longer than I had eL.ectedB Hrthpru 
howeveru did nothing that bropght ps any closer to an eL.lanationB ,e 
sim.ly lay p.on the grass with his head between his zore.aws and his eyes 
halz closedu liSe a dog that had zopnd eLactly the .lace where it wished to 
beB Iz there was a secret in his behavioru he gave no sign oz itB It therezore 
tooS me somewhat by spr.rise whenu azter ropghly a “parter oz an hopru 
he spddenly roseB

There was no obviops reason zor the movementB ,e had been lying 
com.letely stillB Then he merely lizted his headu slowly gained his zeetu 
and stretched himselz thoropghlyu so that his aged ”oints seemed almost 
apdibly to creaSB Mor a moment he stood sprveying his sprropndings 
bezore tprning toward the .athB

9rB Hshcombe smiledB
?Cow he goes home againBU
,is tone revealed the zamiliarity oz a man who had witnessed the same 

scene re.eated copntless timesB
?FLactly liSe that every timeuU said FdwardB ?,e stays abopt the same 

length oz time and then heads bacSBU
Hrthpr had already begpn his retprn ”oprneyB ,e set of at the same 

calm trot that had bropght him to the chprchyardu withopt so mpch as 
a ’nal glance toward the graveB

The s“pire tprned toward psB
?xhall we zollow himNU
?ky all meansuU I re.liedB
kpt ,olmes did not moveB ,e was still gaAing at the .lace where the 

dog had lainB
?9rB ,olmesNU
,e looSed p.B
?I thinS I shall remain a little longerBU
The s“pire a..eared spr.risedB
?In the chprchyardNU
?-esBU
,olmes smiled .olitelyB
?Iz yop do not mindBU
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?Rz coprse notBU
?I wopld .rezer to walS bacS to the ,all laterB It is only a cop.le oz 

milesBU
There was something in his tone that I immediately recogniAedB It 

was the .articplar manner in which ,olmes s.oSe when he wished 
to be alone with his thopghtsB I had witnessed it copntless times over 
the yearsB ,e had noticed somethingB 3erha.s only a small irregplarityB 
3erha.s merely an im.ression that had not yet zopnd its .ro.er .laceB 
kpt enopgh to maSe him desire solitpdeB I therezore ofered no ob”ectionB 
xhortly azterward the carriage moved away once moreu and I saw ,olmes 
standing among the graves as the distance between ps slowly increasedB

When we had disa..eared down the roadu the chprchyard was once 
again sprrendered to its own silenceB ,olmes later told me how he s.ent 
the zollowing hoprB Hzter opr de.artpreu he remained standing zor a 
considerable time withopt movingB kirds sang in the trees aropnd the 
chprchu and the wind stirred the darS yew branches ever so slightlyB There 
was nothing dramatic abopt the .laceB Rn the contraryu a .eace rested 
over the chprchyard that seemed almost timelessB

Ht lastu he began to walSB Mirstu he zollowed the .ath Hrthpr had cho2
senB ,e moved slowly thropgh the chprchyard and opt thropgh the gateB 
Then he continped some distance along the road bezore tprning bacS 
and retracing the ’nal .art oz the dogOs ropteB ,e measpred distances 
with his eyes and stpdied the sprropndings with the same methodical 
attention that other men might devote to a ma.B

It was dpring this eLamination that he once again noticed the o.ening 
in the stone wallB H little zarther north there was a breaS in the low 
chprchyard wallB Cot a .ro.er entranceu bpt more than large enopgh 
zor a dog to .ass thropgh withopt di4cpltyB To a hpman being it wopld 
scarcely have matteredu bpt zor a dog the matter was “pite diferentB 
Iz Hrthpr merely wished to reach the s.ot as “picSly as .ossibleu this 
o.ening wopld have been the natpral ropteB It wopld have saved both 
time and distanceB -et he consistently chose the main gateB ,olmes later 
admitted that the observation had made him smileB
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?3erha.suU he had thopghtu ?it is dpe to his social standing within the 
zamilyBU

It wasu oz coprseu a ”oSeu bpt as was ozten the case with ,olmesu the 
”oSe contained a grain oz seriopsnessB Mor the dog did not behave liSe 
an animal merely seeSing a .laceB ,e behaved liSe an animal zollowing a 
s.eci’c roptineB

Hzter maSing another circpit oz the areau ,olmes retprned to the 
graveB ,ere a second detail began to occp.y his thopghtsB ,e .ositioned 
himselz .recisely where Hrthpr had been lyingB Cow it became clear that 
the dog had not been lying beside the headstoneB In zactu he had not 
even been .articplarly close to itB There were ropghly siL zeet between 
the stone and the .lace where Hrthpr had restedB Cor was the .osition 
directly in zront oz the monpmentB It lay slightly behind and of to one 
sideB

Iz a dog were seeSing opt a .articplar graveu one wopld natprally eL.ect 
it to go to the headstone itselzB To snif itu topch itu or otherwise show 
some interest in itB Hrthpr had done none oz these thingsB ,e had lain on 
the s.ot itselzB Cot by the stoneB Hs thopgh the stone itselz were entirely 
irrelevantB

This thopght occp.ied ,olmes so com.letely that he was still stpdy2
ing the area when he noticed a ’gpre entering thropgh the chprchyard 
gateB The man .pshed a wheelbarrow bezore himu several gardening tools 
lying across itB ,e was in his zortiesu broad2shoplderedu and .ossessed the 
weathered a..earance that comes zrom years oz optdoor laborB Y.on 
s.otting ,olmesu he raised a hand in greetingB

?Good morningBU
The man smiled .leasantlyB
?-op mpst be one oz the gpests zrom Hshcombe ,allBU
?I amBU
?Then I sp..ose yopOve come to see the old dogBU
,olmesOs interest was immediately aropsedB
?-op Snow himNU
?Fveryone aropnd here Snows him by nowBU
The man set down his wheelbarrowB
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?IOm the gravediggerBU
,olmes had always .ossessed a remarSable ability to maSe .eo.le talSB 

It was not merely a matter oz the “pestions he asSedu bpt oz the way in 
which he asSed themB ,e rarely a..eared to be interrogating anyoneB Rn 
the contraryu he made .eo.le zeel that they were sim.ly taSing .art in an 
agreeable conversationB It was no diferent with the gravediggerB

Hs the man respmed his worS among the gravesu ,olmes zell natprally 
into conversation with himB Ht ’rstu they s.oSe oz the chprch itselzu its 
ageu and the variops clergymen who had served the .arish over the yearsB 
Then the discpssion tprned to the chprchyardu and the gravedigger s.oSe 
zreelyB ,e eL.lained that he had not been em.loyed as gravedigger zor 
very longu bpt that he had lived in the village all his lizeB

?xou I have Snown the chprchyard longer than I have worSed in ituU he 
said with a smileB

,e ad”psted a .lant and sprveyed his worS with satiszactionB
?ItOs a small commpnityu azter allB Fveryone Snows everyone elseB Rr 

Snew themBU
,e gestpred lightly toward the graves aropnd himB
?Fvery zamily has its .laceB xome oz them have had the same .lot zor 

generationsBU
,olmes noddedB
?That mpst give one a .articplar relationshi. with historyBU
?-esu I sp..ose it doesBU
The gravedigger straightenedB
?-op come to Snow the zamiliesB Cot only the livingu bpt the dead as 

wellBU
The conversation then drizted toward Hshcombe ,allB
Hs ,olmes had antici.atedu the gravedigger Snew the estate .erzectly 

wellB
?Fveryone Snows Hshcombe ,allBU
H zaint smile topched his voiceB
?Hnd everyone Snows the stories abopt itBU
?The storiesNU asSed ,olmesB
?-esBU
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The gravedigger lapghedB
?In a small .lace liSe thisu the rpmors never really disa..earBU
,e shooS his headB
?They sim.ly grow olderBU
,olmes regarded him with interestB
?What sort oz rpmors do yop meanNU
The gravedigger shrpggedB
?The pspal sortBU
,e lapghed againB
?There are always little scandalsu secretsu and stories attached to an 

estateBU
,e re!ected zor a momentB
?I thinS it is really the common .eo.leOs way oz res.onding to difer2

ences in classBU
,olmes raised an eyebrowB
?,ow soNU
?Wellu when yopr own zamily has worSed zor the same zamily gener2

ation azter generationu .erha.s yop also zeel a need to tell stories abopt 
themBU

,e smiled a.ologeticallyB
?There is no dopbt that most oz them are .robably inventedBU
The conversation might have ended thereu bpt ,olmes now changed 

the spb”ect with an a..arent caspalness that I later learned to distrpstB
?Where is the Hshcombe zamily .lotNU
The gravedigger .ointed at onceB
?Pome with meBU

The Family Plot
The gravedigger set down his toolsu and together they made their way 
across the chprchyardB Hzter a zew minptes they reached another sec2
tion oz the gropnds sitpated closer to the chprch itselzB Fven withopt 
eL.lanationu the diference was immediately a..arentB ,olmes had ozten 
told me that death rarely erased the distinctions oz social .ositionu and 
here was yet another eLam.leB The oldest and most .rominent graves 
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occp.ied the gropnd nearest the chprchu toward the eastu eLactly as 
centpries oz tradition had .rescribedB

The Hshcombe zamily .lot occp.ied a considerable areaB xeveral gen2
erations oz stones stood gathered aropnd a larger central monpmentB 
Fverything was meticplopsly maintainedB The grass was neatly cptB The 
borders carezplly tendedB Fven the oldest inscri.tions remained .erzectly 
legibleB

?9ost oz them are hereuU said the gravediggerB
?xeveral generationsBU
,olmes walSed slowly among the stonesB xome were very oldu while 

others were com.aratively recentB
,is gaAe settled p.on a large monpment whose .olished sprzace was 

only halz covered with letteringB Ht the to.u in large brass lettersu was 
engraved7

Anthony Ashcombe

keneath the name a..eared the inscri.tion7

Squire of Ashcombe Hall

,olmes stpdied the stone zor a momentB The gravedigger noticed his 
interestB

?,e died nearly ten years agoBU
,olmes noddedB
There was no need to asS zprther “pestionsB koth men were thinSing 

oz the Dowager 9rsB HshcombeB
Hnd both copld see the same thingB
The remaining halz oz the stone was blanSB
x.ace had been leztB
,olmes allowed his gaAe to wander onwardB Plose beside it lay another 

stoneB It was smalleru yet considerably newer than the oldest monpments 
sprropnding itB ,ere too the lettering was eLecpted in brassB ,olmes read 
the nameB
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Victor Ashcombe

,e tprned to the gravediggerB
?Who was Victor HshcombeNU
The man looSed spr.risedB
?VictorNU
,e ste..ed closerB
?-esBU
Mor a moment he eLamined the stoneB
Then he slowly shooS his headB
?I mpst admitu I do not SnowBU
?CoNU
?CoBU
,e seemed almost embarrassedB
?That was bezore my timeBU
,e shrpggedB
?kpt he was clearly a member oz the zamilyBU
Mor another moment ,olmes allowed his eyes to rest p.on the nameB 

Then he looSed p. toward the chprch towerB
Mor the ’rst time that morningu he zelt that two diferent stories lay 

bezore himB Rne concerned an old dog that visited a graveB The other 
concerned a zamily whose .ast .erha.s contained more than its members 
cared to discpssB Hnd as had so ozten ha..ened bezoreu ,olmes had 
begpn to sps.ect that the two stories wereu in realityu one and the sameB

The gravedigger remained standing zor a momentu contem.lating the 
large stone with its em.ty s.ace awaiting a zptpre inscri.tionB There 
was nothing morbid in his eL.ressionB Rn the contraryu he s.oSe oz the 
matter with the natpral ease ozten zopnd in those who s.end their days 
among gravesB

?It is a strange thing to thinS aboptuU he saidB ?kpt the Dowager 9rsB 
Hshcombe will .robably not be the neLt one to come hereBU

,olmes looSed at him “pestioninglyB
The gravedigger smiledB
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?The dogBU
,e .ointed toward the zar end oz the chprchyard where Hrthpr psp2

ally layB
?It will .robably be Hrthpr ’rstBU
,olmes let his eyes rest p.on the vacant .ortion oz the monpmentB
?That is certainly .ossibleBU
?Hnd I daresay he has earned itBU
The gravedigger chpcSled soztlyB
?There is no one who visits this chprchyard more zaithzplly than he 

doesBU
,olmes tprned toward himB
?-op have noticed him zor a long timeNU
?Rz coprseBU
?Mor that longNU
?-esu certainly in recent yearsBU
The gravedigger re!ected zor a momentB
?Fvery Tpesday morningBU
,e shooS his head zaintlyB
?WeeS azter weeSBU
,olmesOs eL.ression shar.ened slightlyB
?xampel 3ritchardOs graveBU
?FLactlyBU
The gravedigger glanced toward the Hshcombe zamily .lot sprropnd2

ing themB
?That is really the strangest .art oz it allBU
,e gestpred broadlyB
?Rne wopld thinS that iz a dog zrom Hshcombe ,all had some s.ecial 

connection to anyone bpried hereu it wopld be one oz theseBU
,e indicated the many Hshcombe names aropnd themB
?kpt noBU
,is smile broadened slightlyB
?,e chooses xampel 3ritchardBU
,olmes nodded slowlyB ,is gaAe moved zrom the well2Se.t zamily 

graves to the distant section oz the chprchyard where Hrthpr had lainB
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The gravedigger gathered p. his tools and respmed his worSu while 
,olmes remained standing zor a zew moments longerB

When he later recopnted the conversation to meu he mentioned that it 
was the gravediggerOs ’nal remarS that had made the dee.est im.ression 
p.on himB Cot becapse it .rovided an answeru bpt becapse it gave voice 
to the “pestion that had been hidden beneath the entire caseB

Iz Hrthpr was trply seeSing a .ersonu why was he not seeSing the 
zamilyN

Why a zorgotten sho.See.erN
Hnd why did the headstone itselz seem so entirely irrelevant to himN
Those “pestions remained pnansweredB -et as ,olmes slowly tprned 

away zrom the Hshcombe zamily .lotu he was more convinced than ever 
that the solption did not lie in the name xampel 3ritchardB

It lay somewhere else in the chprchyardB
3erha.s in a .lace that no one thopght abopt anymoreB
When ,olmes retprned to Hshcombe ,all at middayu he zopnd the 

entire zamily gathered aropnd the lpncheon tableB I had already related as 
mpch oz the morningOs events as I myselz had witnessedu bpt since I had 
retprned to the ,all with the carriage while ,olmes remained behind in 
the chprchyardu it was natprally his own observations that everyone was 
eager to hearB

,ardly had we taSen opr seats bezore 9rB Hshcombe tprned toward 
him with the eL.ectant cpriosity that had hovered ”pst beneath the spr2
zace thropghopt opr stayB

?Wellu 9rB ,olmesuU he saidu ?have yop become any wiserNU
I mpst conzess that I leaned zorward slightly myselzB I was every bit as 

interested in the answer as the rest oz the com.anyB
,olmes tooS his time .opring himselz a glass oz water bezore looSing 

p.B
?-es and noBU
The re.ly .rodpced a zaint smile among the yopnger generation and 

an eL.ression oz mild resignation zrom the s“pireB
?That sopnds very mpch liSe yopu 9rB ,olmesBU
?It is also the most accprate answer I can .resently give yopBU
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,e set down his cptleryB
?I have observed several interesting circpmstancesB There are as.ects 

oz the case that striSe me as pnpspalB Hnd there are certain irregplarities 
that I ’nd noteworthyBU

?IrregplaritiesNU asSed FdwardB
?-esBU
?What sort oz irregplaritiesNU
,olmes shooS his head gentlyB
?It is still too early to sayBU
H briez silence zollowedB
9rB Hshcombe looSed both relieved and disa..ointed at the same 

timeB 1elieved becapse ,olmes had clearly zopnd something that inter2
ested himB Disa..ointed becapse he was not yet .re.ared to share itB ,is 
wize seemed to .erceive the same thingB

?We mpst give 9rB ,olmes the time he re“piresBU
xhe smiled Sindly toward the detectiveB
?We have lived with this mystery zor monthsB xprely we can wait 

another day or twoBU
?That is very generops oz yopuU said ,olmesB
I copld not hel. noticing that we had reached a stage oz the investiga2

tion with which I was thoropghly zamiliarB ,olmes had capght the scent 
oz somethingB 3recisely what it wasu I copld not yet determineB kpt he 
had seen enopgh to Snow that the matter was not what it ’rst a..eared 
to beB Ht the same timeu he still lacSed enopgh .ieces to com.lete the 
.ictpreB Ht spch moments he ozten became “pieter than pspalu and his 
answers ac“pired a caption that zew .eo.le pnderstoodB

Hzter some zprther conversationu he annopnced that he wished to 
retprn to the chprchyard that very azternoonB

?Watson and I wopld liSe to .ay the .lace another visitBU
?Rz coprseuU said 9rB HshcombeB ?I shopld liSe to accom.any yopu 

bpt pnzortpnately I have several meetings with my tenants todayBU
,e shrpggedB
?xpch is the lize oz a landownerB Fven when one has servantsu there is 

still a little worS to be doneBU
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The remarS .rodpced lapghter aropnd the tableB
?I shall arrange a carriageuU said Fdward at onceB ?Hnd natprally the 

coachman will be at yopr dis.osalBU
,olmes thanSed himu and shortly azter lpncheon we zopnd oprselves 

once again p.on the road leading toward the villageB
The azternoon had grown warmeru and the spnlight slanted thropgh 

the ancient oaSs lining the roadB The coachman sat silently p.on the 
boL while the wheels rolled steadily over the gravelB ,olmes had been 
pnpspally “piet since we lezt the ,allu and at last I copld no longer 
restrain my cpriosityB

?What is it that tropbles yopu ,olmesNU
,e sat gaAing opt across the copntryside and did not answer immedi2

atelyB
?Tropbles is .erha.s not the correct wordBU
?Then what is itNU
Mor a moment he watched the stone walls .assing by bezore s.eaSingB
?It is not what is in the chprchyardu WatsonBU
,e slowly tprned his head toward meB
?It may be what is no longer in the chprchyardBU
I conzess that these words bropght me no closer to pnderstandingB
?I am azraid yop have lost me entirelyBU
H zaint smile crossed his zaceB
?That does not spr.rise meBU
?Wopld yop care to eL.lainNU
?Cot yetBU
,e tprned bacS toward the windowB
?Mirst I shopld liSe to determine whether my sps.icions are worth 

.prsping at allBU
That was all I copld eLtract zrom himB The remainder oz the ”oprney 

.assed in silence while I vainly attem.ted to maSe sense oz his cry.tic 
remarSB

What copld be missing zrom a chprchyardN
H .ersonN
H graveN
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H headstoneN
The more I considered the “pestionu the less I pnderstoodB
-et one thing had become clear to meB ,olmes was no longer occp.ied 

with xampel 3ritchardB The old sho.See.er had become a distractionB
The real mystery lay elsewhereB
Hnd ,olmes had already tprned his attention toward itB

The Map of the Churchyard
Hs soon as we arrived at the chprchyardu ,olmes seemed to set every oth2
er .lan asideB ,e ste..ed down zrom the carriage with a .pr.osezplness 
that told me his thopghts were already several ste.s ahead oz my ownu 
and withopt so mpch as a glance toward xampel 3ritchardOs graveu he 
went directly toward the gravediggeru whom we zopnd weeding along the 
chprch wall on the sopthern side oz the bpildingB

The man noticed ps and rose with a zriendly nodB
?Good azternoonu 9rB ,olmesBU
,olmes brie!y introdpced meu and thenu withopt any pnnecessary 

.reambleu came to the .ointB
?There is something that occprred to me azter opr earlier conversa2

tionBU
?-esNU
?Hre there ma.s oz the chprchyardNU
The gravedigger looSed a little spr.risedB
?-esu oz coprseBU
,e wi.ed his hands on his tropsersB
?There are ma.sBU
?9ay we see themNU
?PertainlyBU
,e led ps aropnd behind the chprchu where a small shed stood halz 

hidden behind some bpshesB The bpilding was old and crooSed and 
had clearly served the same .pr.ose zor many yearsB When the door was 
o.enedu a heavy smell oz dam. earthu old woodu and rpsted iron met psB 
I was at once reminded oz the many small tool sheds one ’nds beside 
Fnglish chprchyardsB Hlong the walls stood s.adesu raSesu and hoes in 
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orderly rowsB Watering cans and wheelbarrow wheels occp.ied one end 
oz the roomu while the shelves were ’lled with .otsu stringu and variops 
im.lements whose .pr.ose I copld not immediately gpessB

Y. beneath the ceilingu a cop.le oz cords had been stretched between 
the beamsB Y.on them lay several rolled .a.ers and ma.sB

?They mpst be p. here somewhereBU
The gravedigger zetched an old ste.ladder and climbed it with the ease 

oz long .racticeB Hzter a little searchingu he drew one oz the rolls zree and 
came down againB ,e cleared s.ace p.on a worStable where soil and cpt 
.lant stems had been leztu brpshed away the worst oz it with his handu 
and then pnrolled the ma.B

?,ereBU
We bent over itB
The ma. showed the chprchyard in optlineu with .athsu grave .lotsu 

and variops npmbersB It had been made with a care that immediately 
awaSened ,olmesOs interestB

?It is im.ortant to Snow who lies whereuU the gravedigger eL.lainedB
,olmes nodded withopt raising his eyesB
,is ’nger zollowed the main entranceu moved p. thropgh the system 

oz .athsu and “picSly zopnd the area where xampel 3ritchardOs grave 
layB Fverything a..earedu at ’rst glanceu .erzectly normalB Hzter a zew 
moments oz silenceu he looSed p.B

?,ow old is this ma.NU
The gravedigger consideredB
?Mive yearsu .erha.sB Rr siLBU
,e shrpggedB
?Cot more than sevenu at any rateBU
?Hre there older ma.sNU
?Rne wopld thinS soBU
The man scratched the bacS oz his headB
?kpt I do not actpally Snow whereBU
,olmes said nothingB
The gravedigger therezore began rpmmaging among the remaining 

rollsB xeveral were taSen down and eLaminedB xome showed sections oz 
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the chprchyardB Rthers were .lanting .lans or maintenance recordsB kpt 
none oz them was signi’cantly older than the ma. already bezore psB Ht 
last he shooS his head a.ologeticallyB

?Cou pnzortpnatelyBU
,olmes zolded his hands behind his bacSB
?Who was gravedigger bezore yopNU
The “pestion .rodpced a noticeable reactionB
The gravedigger hesitatedB
?Rh dearBU
,e spddenly looSed less comzortableB
?There we may be getting into one oz the village storiesBU
,olmes raised an eyebrowB
The gravedigger a..eared to consider how mpch he opght to sayB
?There was a gravedigger here zor many yearsB Hlmost a lizetimeu yop 

might sayBU
?HndNU
?WellBBBU
,e shrpggedB
?I wopld rather not meddle in old afairsBU
?CatprallyBU
?kpt he was dismissed zrom the .ositionBU
,olmesOs gaAe shar.enedB
?Mor what reasonNU
?I do not Snow zor certainBU
The man lowered his voice a littleB
?kpt rpmor said the Hshcombe zamily had a hand in itBU
Cow my own interest was also awaSenedB
,e “picSly shooS his headB
?It is only rpmorBU
,e smiled crooSedlyB
?The old gravedigger and the old s“pire were said not to have been the 

best oz zriendsBU
Mor a moment there was silenceB
Then ,olmes asSed7

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



T,F RWE RM xTB kH1T,RER9FWOx TRWF1Q:Q

?Does he still live in the villageNU
?-esBU
The gravedigger went to the door and .ointed optsideB kehind the 

chprch one copld see the beginning oz a narrow lane that disa..eared 
between low stone hopsesB

?Rver thereBU
,is ’nger zollowed the row oz bpildingsB
?The last hopse on the leztBU
,olmes looSed in that directionB
?Hnd his nameNU
?FbeneAer 3iSeBU
The gravedigger gave a zaint lapghB
?Rld FbeneAer 3iSeu most .eo.le call himBU
,e hesitatedB
?Iz anyone Snows anything abopt the chprchyard zrom that timeu it is 

himBU
?kptNU
?I wopld not eL.ect a warm welcomeBU
?CoNU
?,e is not the zriendliest oz menBU
The gravedigger looSed almost a.ologeticB
?Eeast oz all toward those oz ps who worS hereBU
?kecapse oz his dismissalNU
?Rne mpst sp..ose soBU
,e shrpggedB
?,e does not even greet meBU
,olmes nodded slowlyB
?That is psezpl inzormationBU
?Rnly do not say that I sent yopB Iz yop dou he will liSely shpt the door 

bezore yop have time to say good azternoonBU
This bropght a zaint smile to ,olmesOs zaceB ,e thanSed the gravedig2

ger zor his assistanceu and a zew minptes later we stood once more optside 
in the spnlightB ,olmes merely tpcSed his sticS beneath his arm and 
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began walSing toward the narrow lane behind the chprchB I hprried azter 
himB

,olmes looSed ahead toward the low hopsesB
?Iz there is anyone in this village who remembers the chprchyard 

bezore it became what it is todayu it is most liSely FbeneAer 3iSeBU
?Hnd iz he does not wish to s.eaS with psNU
H zaint smile a..eared on ,olmesOs zaceB
?Then we mpst ho.eu Watsonu that he wishes to s.eaS more than he 

wishes to remain silentBU
Hnd with those words we continped down the narrow lane toward 

the last hopse on the leztu where the retired gravediggerJand .erha.s an 
im.ortant zragment oz Hshcombe ,allOs .astJwas waiting zor psB

Old Ebenezer Pike
The hopse that ended the narrow lane on the lezt made no attem.t to 
beaptizy the villageB Rn the contraryu it seemed a .lace that time had 
zorgottenB The low walls had once been whitewashedu bpt now the lime 
hpng in .eeling !aSes that eL.osed the darS stone beneathB xeveral oz 
the window.anes were cracSed or re.laced by pneven .ieces oz glassu 
and in .laces they had been .atched with materials so ha.haAard that 
it was di4cplt to tell what had originally been thereB The thatched rooz 
was even more sorrowzplB Earge sections had saggedu and it re“pired no 
eL.ert in bpilding to see that it opght to have been re.laced many years 
bezoreB

The strangest thingu howeveru was that this decaying dwelling stood in 
the midst oz a garden that told a very diferent storyB kehind the crooSed 
zenceu !owers grew in orderly bedsB The .aths had been swe.tB The weeds 
had been removed with careB keneath an old a..le tree stood a small 
benchu worn by wind and weatheru certainlyu bpt .lainly in pseB The 
contrast between hopse and garden was so striSing that even I noticed itB

?InterestinguU remarSed ,olmesB
?That the hopse is zalling a.art while the garden is tendedNU I asSedB
?3reciselyBU
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,e said no moreu bpt I observed the small gleam in his eyes which told 
me that this detailu toou had been registeredB

We went p. the narrow .ath and SnocSed at the doorB There was no 
answerB ,olmes waited a moment and SnocSed againu this time with 
considerably more zorceB xtill nothing ha..enedu and I was ”pst abopt to 
spggest that .erha.s we had come in vain when a hoarse voice sopnded 
zrom somewhere behind the hopseB

?Iz yop mean to breaS the door downu yopOll .ay zor a new one yopr2
selzKU

,olmes smiledB
?There he isBU
We went aropnd the hopse and zopnd the bacS garden hidden behind 

some tall cprrant bpshes and an old .ear treeB There a man was worSingu 
bent over a !ower bedB ,e straightened slowly when he saw psu and I 
mpst admit that his age spr.rised meB I had imagined a retired gravedig2
ger in his siLtiesu or .erha.s his seventiesB This man mpst have been 
considerably olderB ,is zace was zprrowed liSe old leatheru and his bacS 
had lost some oz its zormer straightnessu yet there was still a remarSable 
strength in his movementsB

I wopld have gpessed him to be at least eightyB
?9rB FbeneAer 3iSeNU asSed ,olmesB
The man gave a cprt nodB
,e emerged zrom among the bpshes with a slow bpt determined gaitB 

,is clothes were worn and earth2stainedu bpt cleanB ,is eyes were clear 
and alertu and althopgh his eL.ression copld be called neither zriendly 
nor welcomingu neither was it o.enly hostileB ,e seemed rather a man 
whou over many yearsu had grown accpstomed to managing withopt 
com.anyB

?That de.ends whoOs asSingBU
?9y name is xherlocS ,olmesBU
?That means nothing to meBU
?Hnd this is DrB WatsonBU
?That means even lessBU
I copld not hel. smilingB
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,olmesu on the contraryu a..eared to ’nd the answer satiszactoryB
?We come zrom the chprchyardBU
Ht these words the old manOs eL.ression changed almost im.erce.ti2

blyB
?Then yop have come to the wrong gravediggerBU
?I do not thinS soBU
3iSe regarded him sps.iciopslyB
,olmes continped in his pspal calm voiceB
?We are looSing zor some old ma.s oz the chprchyardB We were told 

that yop worSed there zor many yearsu and that iz anyone Snew its historyu 
it wopld be yopBU

The old man did not answer at onceB
,e removed his gloves and laid them p.on the benchB
?Hnd why do they interest yopNU
?kecapse chprchyards have a way oz changingBU
3iSe snortedB
?Fverything changesBU
?kpt graves pspally remain where they areBU
?Cot alwaysBU
The answer came so “picSly that even ,olmes raised his eyebrows 

slightlyB The old man seemed immediately to regret having said itB ,e 
tprned away and looSed down at his !owersB

?It was not my intention to s.eaS oz the chprchyardBU
?Rz coprse notuU said ,olmesB
H short silence zollowedB 3iSe cast a glance at psB
?Who sent yopNU
,is eyes narrowedB
?Was it the new gravediggerNU
?CoBU
?The .arsonNU
?CoBU
?Hn HshcombeNU
Mor the ’rst time I heard a shar.ness in his voiceB
?CouU ,olmes re.lied calmlyB
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The old man stpdied him zor a long timeB Then something cpriops 
ha..enedB ,is sps.icion did not disa..earu bpt it was re.laced by some2
thing elseB xomething resembling cpriosityB

?xou yop have come entirely on yopr ownBU
?-esBU
3iSe nodded slowlyB
?It has been a long time since anyone did thatBU
,e lowered himselz heavily onto the benchB
?Then it mpst be becapse yop are looSing zor somethingBU
,olmes smiled zaintlyB
?That is .recisely why we are hereBU
The old gravedigger looSed at him zor some timeB
Then he .atted the .lace beside himB
?Then yop had better sit downu 9rB ,olmesBU
,e tprned his gaAe toward the hopseB
?Mor iz it is the chprchyard yop wish to discpssu this will not be a short 

conversationBU
Hnd in that moment I Snew we had at last zopnd the man who 

.ossessed that .art oz the story which no one else any longer SnewB
The old man remained seated zor a moment withopt s.eaSingB ,e 

watched ,olmes with an eL.ression that spggested he was trying to 
decide how mpch he opght to tellB Then he nodded slowly toward the 
hopseB

?I have what yop came zorBU
,olmes said nothingB
?It is insideBU
3iSe leaned bacS p.on the benchB
?The old ma.sBU
,e gave a slight shrpgB
?They concern no one else anymoreB I had to taSe something with 

meBU
I saw a briez glance .ass between ,olmes and the old gravediggerB Mor 

the ’rst timeu 3iSe himselz had raised the spb”ectu and ,olmes allowed 
him to do so at his own .aceB
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?xo not everyone wanted yop at the chprchyard any longerNU he asSed 
carezpllyB

3iSe slowly shooS his headB
?CoBU
H .apse zollowedB
?There were several reasonsBU
?Hnd the o4cial eL.lanationNU
The old man lapghed soztlyB
It was not a cheerzpl lapghu bpt rather the sopnd oz an old memory still 

ca.able oz stirring irritationB
?The o4cial eL.lanationBU
,e seemed almost to taste the wordsB
?I had worSed in that chprchyard zor a lizetimeBU
,e looSed down at his handsB
?I had bpried .eo.leu tended their gravesu and hel.ed their zamilies 

long bezore many oz those who com.lained had even been bornBU
,olmes noddedB
?HndNU
?Hnd I did .eo.le certain zavorsBU
,is eyes sopght ,olmesOsB
?There were some who tooS ofense at thatBU
?3aymentNU asSed ,olmesB
3iSe noddedB
?CatprallyBU
There was no shame in his voiceB
?That was how things were thenBU
,e made a gestpre with one handB
?The wages were not greatB Iz a zamily wanted a little eLtra care zor a 

graveu a “picSer arrangementu or some service optside the ordinaryu they 
might add a zew coinsBU

H crooSed smile crossed his zaceB
,olmes regarded him calmlyB
?Hnd that was psed against yopBU
?-esBU
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The smile vanished againB
?It wasBU
,e looSed away toward the chprch toweru which copld be glim.sed 

over the roozto.sB
?There wereu oz coprseu some who spddenly became very moralBU
?The Hshcombe zamilyNU
This time 3iSe did not hesitateB
?-esBU
,is voice grew harderB
?They were the worstBU
I noticed that ,olmes gave no visible reactionu bpt he listened with an 

intensity I Snew wellB
?The old s“pireNU he asSedB
?-esBU
3iSe leaned zorwardB
?,e already had a grpdge against meBU
?WhyNU
The old man was silent zor a momentB
When he answeredu his voice was lowerB
?kecapse I had seen too mpchBU
H silence zell among psB I immediately zelt that the conversation had 

changed in characterB Yntil now we had s.oSen oz chprchyardsu ma.su 
and an old dismissalB Cow we had come closer to something elseB xome2
thing more .ersonalB

?What had yop seenNU asSed ,olmesB
3iSe looSed at him zor a long timeB
?I saw what went onBU
?Ht the estateNU
?-esBU
,e noddedB
?Hnd I was not the only oneBU
,olmes let him continpeB
?The old Hshcombe was one thingBU
3iSe almost s.at the wordsB
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?kpt his brother William was worseBU
I noticed the name at onceB
?William HshcombeNU asSed ,olmesB
?-esBU
3iSe stared into the air as thopgh he saw a distant .ast bezore himB
?Those two were cpt zrom the same timberBU
,e zell silent againB
,olmes did not interrp.t himB It was one oz his great strengths as an 

eLaminer that when a man stood p.on the threshold oz a memoryu he 
allowed silence to do its worSB Hnd so silence settled between psB Rnly 
the wind stirred the branches above the gardenB 3iSe sat with his gaAe 
’Led p.on some zaraway .ointu and I had the strong im.ression that we 
had reached the trpe beginning oz the storyB

Cot the story oz HrthprB
Cot the story oz xampel 3ritchardB
kpt the story that had lain bpried beneath both zor more than zorty 

yearsB
The old gravedigger sat silently zor a moment azter mentioning 

William HshcombeB It seemed to me that the name had o.ened a door 
to a series oz recollections he pspally .rezerred to See. shptB When at last 
he s.oSe againu it was with a weariness in his voice that was not capsed 
by age aloneB

?The .roblem is my ageu 9rB ,olmesBU
,e smiled crooSedlyB
?9y age and my memoryBU
,is gaAe drizted across the gardenu where the azternoon spn lay warm 

p.on the !ower bedsB
?I have lived too longBU
There was neither selz2.ity nor bitterness in the wordsB They were 

s.oSen as a sim.le zactB
?I have witnessed and remembered things that shopldu by rightsu have 

been zorgotten long agoB That is how it pspally goesB Rne generation 
re.laces the neLtu .eo.le dieu and the stories vanish with themBU

,e slowly shooS his headB
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?kpt that was not how it ha..enedBU
,olmes said nothingB
?Hnd William HshcombeNU he asSed azter a briez .apseB
The old man snortedB
?WilliamBU
,e leaned bacS p.on the benchB
?,e was a drpnSardBU
There was silence zor a momentB
?Hnd a gamblerBU
,is voice hardenedB
?I dopbt the zamily wopld have sprvived his eLcesses iz his brother had 

not eListedBU
?HnthonyNU
?-esBU
3iSe noddedB
?The old s“pire had to bpy his way opt oz the tropble William created 

again and againBU
,e looSed p. at ,olmesB
?,ave yop ever visited a debtorsO .risonu 9rB ,olmesNU
?Cot as a gpestBU
This bropght a short lapgh zrom the old manB
?Cou I thopght notBU
,e .ointed with a bony ’ngerB
?kpt William Hshcombe came close to ending p. in one more than 

onceBU
?Hnd his brother .aidNU
?HlwaysBU
3iSe sighedB
?That was how it was with spch zamiliesB xcandals were not to become 

.pblicBU
,olmes watched him attentivelyB
?kpt William diedBU
?-esBU
The old manOs zace grew seriops againB
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?They ’shed him opt oz the Eondon docSsBU
I zelt the conversation change once moreB
?Hn accidentNU asSed ,olmesB
?That was what they saidBU
3iSe lizted his shoplders againB
?Hnd .erha.s it was trpeBU
,e smiled withopt hpmorB
?,e was zopnd in one oz those .laces where a man shopld hardly be iz 

he wishes to be thopght law2abidingBU
?Was it long agoNU
?H very long time agoBU
,e consideredB
?Thirty yearsBU
Then he shooS his headB
?3erha.s moreBU
,olmes sat zor a moment withopt s.eaSingB
?I noticed his name in the zamily .lotBU
3iSe noddedB H strange .ride came over his zaceB
?I dpg the holeBU
,e looSed toward the chprchB
?I remember the day clearlyBU
?xou he was bpried with the zamilyBU
?-esBU
The old man lapghed “pietlyB
?,e even got brass letters on his stoneBU
,e slowly shooS his headB
?kpt .ropd oz him they were notBU
There was silenceB Rnly a bird sang somewhere nearbyB Ht last 3iSe 

continped more soztlyB
?Hnd then there was the dowagerBU
Mor the ’rst time since we had arrivedu his voice seemed to lose its 

shar.nessB
?9rsB HshcombeBU
,e looSed down at his handsB
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?That woman has had mpch to endpreBU
,olmes listened attentivelyB
?kecapse oz WilliamNU
?kecapse oz both oz themBU
3iSe looSed p.B
?Hnthony was the res.onsible oneB William was the irres.onsible 

oneBU
,e smiled wearilyB
?kpt they were still brothersBU
,is gaAe darSenedB
?Hnd she stood between themBU
,e was silent zor a momentB
?I have seen her hpmiliated again and againBU
There was no anger in his voice nowB Rnly .ityB
?Hnd yet she stayedBU
,olmes nodded slowlyB
3iSe looSed at himB
?-op pnderstand more than yop let onBU
,olmes did not answerB ,e merely sat with his hands zolded and 

allowed the old man to continpe at his own .aceB ky then I had ac“pired 
that zamiliar sensation which so ozten came over me dpring ,olmesOs 
investigationsB We seemedu on the sprzaceu to have strayed zar zrom opr 
original “pestionB The old borAoiu xampel 3ritchardOs graveu and the 
strange weeSly visits a..eared almost zorgottenB

Hnd yet I Snew zrom eL.erience that ,olmes seldom strayed zrom a 
trailB

Hnd the longer we s.oSe with old FbeneAer 3iSeu the more convinced 
I became that we were a..roaching the .ast to which Hrthpru in his own 
silent wayu had been trying to lead ps bacSB

?Hnd the sonNU asSed ,olmes azter a briez .apseB ?The .resent 
s“pireNU

3iSe slowly shooS his headB
?I do not really Snow himBU
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,e leaned bacS on the bench and narrowed his eyes against the azter2
noon spnB

?Cot .ro.erlyu at any rateBU
?-op Snew him as a childNU
?-esu as a ladBU
H zaint smile a..eared beneath the gray stpbbleB
?Hnd bacS then he made the same mischiez as every other boyu I 

sp..oseBU
,e shrpggedB
?Time changes .eo.leBU
Mor a moment his gaAe grew distantB
?kpt memories remainBU
There was something re!ective in the way he said itu as thopgh he were 

thinSing not only oz the Hshcombe zamily bpt oz his own lizeB ,olmes 
allowed him to rest in that thopght zor a moment bezore asSing his neLt 
“pestionB

?Hnd the dogNU
3iSe looSed p.B
?The dogNU
?HrthprBU
The old man blinSed a zew timesB
?The old s“pireOs dogNU
?-esBU
To my spr.riseu he lapghedB
?Is he still aliveNU
?,e isBU
,e shooS his head in genpine astonishmentB
?Then he mpst be almost as old as I amBU
This time he lapghed lopderB
?-esu the two oz ps have something in commonBU
,e looSed opt across the gardenB
?We have both witnessed a thing or twoBU
Mor the ’rst timeu his zace seemed almost gentleB
?kpt it was the ma.s yop came zorBU
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,e strpcS his hands against his Snees and rose with slow efortB
?Wait hereBU
We watched him go into the hopseB The door closed behind himu and 

dpring the neLt zew minptes we heard the sopnds oz cp.boards being 
o.enedu drawers .plled optu and ob”ects moved asideB

?,e Snows eLactly where they areuU I remarSedB
?-esuU said ,olmesB
?kpt he does not wish to give that im.ressionBU
Mive minptes later 3iSe rea..earedB ,e carried a large roll oz .a.er 

pnder his armB
?,ereBU
,e laid it p.on the garden tableB
?The old ma.BU
We hel.ed him pnroll itB The .a.er had yellowed with ageu and in 

.laces dam. and time had lezt their tracesu bpt the ma. remained spr2

.risingly well .reservedB ,olmes immediately bent over itB 3iSe .ointed 
with a bony ’ngerB

?,ere is the Hshcombe zamily .lotBU
,olmes noddedB kpt I copld see that his attention had already wan2

dered elsewhereB ,is ’nger moved toward the zarthest corner oz the 
chprchyardB The corner where Hrthpr pspally layB

?ThereBU
,e looSed p.B
?It is diferentBU
3iSe came to stand beside himB
?-esBU
?There have been changesBU
?What changesNU
The old gravedigger nodded slowlyB
?The great stormBU
,e looSed as thopgh he were reliving the sightB
?-esu it mpst have been among the last years I worSed thereBU
?The stormNU
?It bropght down some oz the largest trees in the chprchyardBU
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,e .ointed toward the area ,olmes had selectedB
?Y. thereBU
?ky xampel 3ritchardOs graveNU
?-esBU
3iSe let his ’nger move across the ma.B
?The old oaSs had enormops rootsBU
,is hands described their siAe in the airB
?When they zellu they tore p. the gropnd liSe a car.etBU
,e looSed at psB
?The whole area was destroyedBU
I copld hear in his voice that he still remembered the sightB
?xeveral bprial .lots were torn p.BU
?Pom.letelyNU
?-esBU
,e noddedB
?-op copld see remains oz co4ns and zopndation stones everywhereBU
There was silence zor a momentB
?xou yop had to restore the areaNU
?Hs best we copldBU
3iSe shrpggedB
?kpt it was never “pite the sameBU
,olmes looSed down at the ma.B
?Things were movedBU
?-esBU
H crooSed smile a..earedB
?H great many things were movedBU
,e lowered his voice slightlyB
?Hnd at the same timeu certain .eo.le spddenly obtained better .osi2

tions than othersBU
3iSe snortedB
?There were .eo.le whou in some o.inionsu had been lying rather too

 ’nelyBU
?Hnd others who opght to lie betterNU
?FLactlyBU
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,e lapghed soztlyB
?Rne might say that death spddenly became more !eLibleBU
,is hands illpstrated how bprial .laces had been shizted aboptB
?There was eLchangingBU
?Hd”pstingBU
?1earrangingBU
,e smiledB
?Hnd natprally it gave rise to variops servicesBU
,olmes met his gaAeB
?Rne cannot maSe bread opt oz stoneBU
Mor the ’rst time 3iSe lapghed sincerelyB
?CoBU
,is eyes gleamedB
?Rne certainly cannotBU
,olmes sli..ed a hand into his .ocSet and discreetly .laced a silver 

coin p.on the tableB
3iSe looSed at it zor a momentB Then he nodded a..rovinglyB
?-op pnderstand old cpstomsu 9rB ,olmesBU
,e tooS the coin and sli..ed it into his .ocSet with the same natpral2

ness as thopgh he had received .ayment zorty years earlierB The ma. was 
carezplly rolled p. againB

?Iz yop shopld need it another timeuU he saidu ?yop Snow where it isBU
,e roseB There was nothing im.olite in the movementu yet it was clear 

that the visit was drawing to a closeB The old man had said what he 
wished to sayB 3erha.s even a little moreB

,olmes pnderstood the hint immediatelyB ,e thanSed him zor his 
hel.u and I did the sameB 3iSe did not accom.any ps to the gateB ,e 
remained standing by the garden table with the ma. beneath his arm and 
watched ps as we made opr way bacS thropgh the little gardenB

It was only when we had reached the street again that ,olmes s.oSeB
?Cow at least we Snow one thingBU
?Hnd what is thatNU
,e cast a glance bacS toward the hopseB
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?That Hrthpr is almost certainly not lying by xampel 3ritchardOs 
graveBU

I sto..edB
?What do yop meanNU
,olmes began walSing againB
?I meanu Watsonu that iz the graves were moved azter the stormu the 

headstone may tell one storyBU
,e smiled zaintlyB
?While the earth tells “pite anotherBU
Hnd with those words he continped down the street toward the 

chprchyardu while I hprried azter himu more conzpsed than everu yet with 
the growing sense that the solption was now nearer than it had been at 
any time since opr arrival at Hshcombe ,allB

Hzter opr visit to old FbeneAer 3iSeu ,olmes did not at once retprn 
to Hshcombe ,allB To my spr.riseu he tprned bacS instead toward the 
chprchyardB I did not need to asS whyB It was clear that the inzormation 
we had ”pst received had set new thopghts in motion within himu and 
I Snew zrom eL.erience that ,olmes ozten wished to see a .lace again 
when some new zact had altered his pnderstanding oz itB

The azternoon spn now stood lower in the sSyu and the chprchyard 
lay almost desertedB Rnly a zew birds moved among the gravestonesu 
while the wind stirred the darS branches oz the yews ever so slightlyB We 
zollowed the main .ath toward the zarthest corner oz the chprchyardu 
where Hrthpr pspally lay each Tpesday morningB

,olmes walSed slowlyB
xeveral times he sto..ed and let his gaAe move over the areaB I had the 

im.ression that he still saw the old ma. bezore himu as thopgh com.aring 
it with the reality that lay aropnd psB kpt the tasS was not a sim.le oneB 
The stormu the later rearrangementsu and the many years that had .assed 
since then had erased almost every traceB

,ad one not Snown the historyu one wopld never have imagined that 
the .lace had once looSed diferentB
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xeveral times ,olmes stood .recisely where Hrthpr pspally layB ,e 
tprned in variops directionsu measpred distances with his eyesu and com2
.ared them with the image he had zormed zrom the ma.B

?It is di4cpltuU he mprmpredu more to himselz than to meB
?What is di4cpltNU I asSedB
?To determine eLactly whereBU
,e said no moreB
Ht that moment I noticed that the .resent gravedigger was maSing his 

way toward psB ,e had evidently seen ps zrom a distance and a..roached 
with that miLtpre oz cpriosity and hel.zplness which we had already 
come to SnowB

?Good azternoon againBU
?Good azternoonuU re.lied ,olmesB
The gravedigger glanced aropnd the areaB
?xo yop did visit old FbeneAer 3iSeBU
?We didBU
The man smiledB
?Hnd did yop get anything opt oz himNU
,olmes answered the “pestion with one oz his characteristic halz 

smilesB
?InterestingBU
The gravedigger lapghedB
?Popld he hel. with the ma.sNU
?,e was most hel.zplBU
,olmes carezplly rezrained zrom saying moreB The gravedigger seemed 

to pnderstand the im.licationB
?Wellu that is goodBU
Mor a moment they stood in silenceB
Then ,olmes changed the spb”ect with an a..arent caspalnessB
?The old stories in the villageBU
The gravedigger looSed at him “pestioninglyB
?The storiesNU
?-esBU
,olmes allowed his gaAe to drizt across the gravesB
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?The rpmorsBU
The man gave a small shrpgB
?Rne never Snows what is trpe and what is notBU
?CatprallyBU
?9ost oz them grow larger each time they are toldBU
,olmes nodded pnderstandinglyB
?kpt what stories have there been abopt the Hshcombe zamilyNU
Ht this “pestion the gravedigger became noticeably more captiopsB ,e 

looSed down at his raSeB
?Hs I saidu they are only rpmorsBU
?CatprallyBU
?Hnd I shopld not liSe to be the one to bring old “parrels bacS to lizeBU
?That is “pite pnderstandableBU
,olmesOs tone was so zriendly that it was almost reasspringB
?kpt zor that very reason old rpmors are ozten interestingBU
The gravedigger smiled relpctantlyB
?-op may be right abopt thatBU
,e hesitated zor a momentB
?There was the matter oz the maidservantBU
,olmes said nothingB
The gravedigger shrpggedB
?Rne cannot live in a village all oneOs lize withopt hearing spch thingsBU
,e lowered his voice slightlyB
?Cot everyone is e“pally zond oz the Hshcombe zamilyBU
?CoNU
?xou some stories continpe to liveBU
,olmes watched him attentivelyB
?Hnd this storyNU
?It concerned a yopng maidservant at the ,allBU
,e glanced aropnd as thopgh to asspre himselz that no one was listen2

ingB
?xhe was said to have had a childBU
?Hnd the childOs zatherNU
The gravedigger hesitatedB
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?,e was never namedBU
?kpt .eo.le had their sps.icionsBU
?-esBU
The man noddedB
?I thinS everyone believed they Snew who it wasBU
?kpt no one said it alopdBU
?FLactlyBU
,olmes allowed a moment to .assB
?The old HshcombeNU
The gravedigger looSed spr.risedB
?That is what the story saysu at any rateBU
?Hnd what became oz herNU
?WellBU
,e shrpggedB
?The story goes that she had the childBU
,e hesitatedB
?Hnd that both she and the child died some months laterBU
?,owNU
?There was an e.idemicBU
,e looSed downB
?The child was not even a year oldu I believeBU
There was silence among the gravesB
?kpt as I saiduU he added “picSlyu ?that is how the story is toldB I cannot 

con’rm any oz it myselzBU
?Rz coprse notBU
,olmes noddedB
?xpch stories ozten arise in small commpnitiesBU
?-esBU
The gravedigger seemed relieved by this eL.lanationB
?Hnd es.ecially where the diferences between .eo.le are greatBU
?3reciselyBU
,olmes thanSed him zor his hel.u and azter a zew more .olite remarSs 

the gravedigger retprned to his worSB We stood alone zor a momentB 
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Then ,olmes tprned toward the gateB Withopt a wordu we began to walS 
bacS toward Hshcombe ,allB

I waited pntil the chprchyard lay behind ps bezore I s.oSeB
?xou yop believe the storyNU
,olmes walSed several ste.s withopt answeringB
?I seldom believe rpmorsu WatsonBU
?kptNU
H zaint smile a..earedB
?I am very interested in how they beginBU
,e looSed bacS toward the chprchyardB
?Hnd even more in why they sprviveBU
,e said no moreB kpt as we zollowed the road bacS toward the estateu I 

copld not rid myselz oz the zeeling that the old maidservantu oz whom no 
one any longer s.oSe o.enlyu was slowly emerging zrom the shadows oz 
the .astB Hnd somewhere behind psu among the moved headstones and 
the zorgotten gravesu Hrthpr still seemed to be .ointing in her directionB

Around the Table
Ht dinner that eveningu the conversation retprnedu as one might have 
eL.ectedu “picSly to opr investigationsB The zamily had shown admirable 
.atience thropghopt the dayu bpt cpriosity lay .lainly beneath the .olite 
sprzaceu and hardly had the ’rst dishes been removed bezore 9rB Hsh2
combe looSed across the table at ,olmesB

?-op have been indpstriops todayu 9rB ,olmesB Did yop gain anything 
zrom yopr in“piriesNU

,olmes laid down his Snize and zorS and calmly wi.ed his mopth 
bezore re.lyingB

?Hmong other thingsu we had a very interesting visit with an old man 
in the villageBU

,olmes let his eyes move aropnd the tableB
?Rld FbeneAer 3iSeBU
xomething ha..ened the moment the name was mentionedB The 

Dowager 9rsB Hshcombeu who pntil then had sat “pite still and taSen 
only a modest .art in the conversationu raised her headB The movement 
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was slightu bpt distinctB ,er eyes immediately sopght ,olmesu and zor the
 ’rst time since opr arrivalu she seemed zplly attentive to every word that 
was being saidB

The s“pire scarcely noticed itB
?That old blocSheaduU he said with a short smileB ?I dopbt he belongs 

among the most reliable men in the villageBU
?CoNU said ,olmesB
,is tone was neither challenging nor agreeingB ,e sim.ly let the “pes2

tion remain in the airB
9rB Hshcombe gave a slight shrpgB
?It may sopnd oddu bpt thopgh he never had mpch .ower over the 

livingu it is said that his in!pence over the dead was considerably greaterBU
H zaint lapgh went aropnd the tableB
?,e rpled the chprchyard almost liSe a little Singdom zor many yearsBU
?That was my im.ression as welluU remarSed ,olmesB
?Hnd what copld he tell yopNU asSed Fdward with interestB
,olmes had .lainly noticed the same thing that I hadB The Dowager 

9rsB Hshcombe had not lowered her gaAeB xhe still sat with her hands 
zolded bezore heru listening with an attention that contrasted with her 
pspal reserveB

?,e was “pite discreetuU re.lied ,olmesB ?Hs thopgh he pnderstood 
very well that words ac“pire their own weight in a small commpnityBU

The s“pire noddedB
?I can well imagine itBU
?kpt I zopnd the meeting interestingBU
,olmes .apsed brie!yB
?It is always valpable to s.eaS with a .erson who has witnessed the 

.astu however reliable that witness may later .rove to beBU
Mor a moment there was silenceB 9rB Hshcombe seemed to taSe the 

remarS as a general re!ection and merely nodded thopghtzpllyB kpt I 
noticed that the dowagerOs eyes still rested p.on ,olmesB There was 
something searching in themu almost as thopgh she were trying to de2
termine how mpch the old gravedigger had actpally told himB
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Iz ,olmes noticed itu he did not show itB ,e “pite natprally tprned the 
conversation to other spb”ectsu and shortly thereazter the com.any was 
once more discpssing the harvestu the ’eldsu and the new machines that 
had slowly changed the management oz the estateB

kpt while the others talSedu I continped to thinS oz the briez reaction 
that the name FbeneAer 3iSe had .rovoSedB It was the ’rst time I had 
seen the Dowager 9rsB Hshcombe lose even a zraction oz her cpstomary 
selz2controlB Hnd althopgh no one at the table commented p.on itu I had 
the sense that ,olmes had registered it as clearly as I hadB

Eater that eveningu azter the ladies had withdrawn and the remaining 
members oz the .arty had gathered in the smoSing roomu I zopnd myselz 
seated in a dee. armchair with a cp. oz cofee while ,olmes and 9rB 
Hshcombe talSed together by the ’reB The room was warm and com2
zortableB The !ames cast a sozt glow over the darS wood .anelingu and 
thropgh the tall windows one copld see the night resting over the coprt2
yardB The atmos.here was zar more relaLed than it had been at dinneru 
and .erha.s zor that reasonu azter a .eriod oz ordinary conversationu the 
talS tooS a more .ersonal tprnB

9rB Hshcombe sat zor a moment in silence with his glass in his hand 
bezore looSing over at ,olmesB

?xou yop have heardu I sp..oseu abopt my pncle WilliamBU
It was .hrased less as a “pestion than as a statementB
,olmes nodded thopghtzpllyB
?-esB ,e was mentionedBU
,e .apsed brie!yB
?I also noticed his stone in the zamily .lotBU
The s“pire let his gaAe rest in the !amesB
?I did not wish to bring him p. at dinnerBU
?Mor yopr motherOs saSeNU
?-esBU
,e noddedB
?It is an old storyu bpt some sorrows do not diminish with the yearsBU
Mor a moment there was silenceB
?Rne might say that he was the blacS shee. oz the zamilyBU
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,olmes said nothingB ,e merely leaned slightly zorward and waitedB
?,e was originally meant to share res.onsibility zor the estate with my 

zatherBU
The s“pire smiled zaintlyB
?kpt he had no interest in ’eldsu livestocSu or managementBU
,is gaAe grew distantB
?It was the streets oz Eondon that interested himB Fs.ecially those 

“parters oz which res.ectable zamilies .rezer not to s.eaSBU
I noticed how his voice changedB There was no anger in itB Rnly that 

.articplar weariness which accom.anies old zamily griezsB
?,e was my motherOs great anLietyBU
,e glanced brie!y at ,olmesB
?When he stayed here at the ,allu he copld ozten be charming and 

ampsingB I remember him rather well zrom my childhoodBU
,e smiled at the recollectionB
?kpt he never stayed longB ,e came and wentBU
,e looSed bacS into the ’reB
?Rzten azter “parrelsBU
?With yopr zatherNU
?-esBU
Hnother .apse zollowedB
?Hnd yop already Snow how it endedBU
,olmes noddedB
?,e was zopnd drownedBU
?3ossibly an accidentBU
The s“pire shrpggedB
?3ossibly something elseBU
?xpicideNU
?It was mentionedBU
,e did not sopnd convincedB
?kpt no one Snew zor certainBU
,e looSed at psB
?It ha..ened near the Eondon docSsB In one oz those .laces where a 

gentleman rarely has any sensible bpsinessBU
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I noticed that ,olmes asSed no zprther “pestions abopt the death 
itselzB ,e seemedu ratheru to be interested in the zamilyOs relation to itB

?It was many years agouU continped 9rB HshcombeB ?kpt my mother 
was never “pite the same azterwardBU

,is voice sanS lowerB
?Mirstu she lost her brother2in2lawB Eater her hpsbandBU
,e slowly shooS his headB
?It has been a hard lize in more ways than oneBU
,olmes sat silent zor a momentB Then he asSed a “pestion that made 

the s“pire raise his eyebrowsB
?Do yop attach any signi’cance to yopr pncleOs history in connection 

with HrthprOs movementsNU
The spr.rise in his zace a..eared genpineB
?WilliamNU
,e shooS his head ’rmlyB
?I cannot see any connection whateverBU
?Why notNU
?kecapse William died long bezore Hrthpr was bornBU
,e smiledB
?There mpst be at least ’zteen years between the two eventsBU
,olmes noddedB
?CatprallyBU
Hnd yet it seemed to me that he had eL.ected no other answerB
The conversation then drizted into more general to.icsB They s.oSe oz 

the villageu oz the old zamiliesu and oz the cpriops way in which rpmors 
arise and live on thropgh generationsB 9rB Hshcombe related several 
ampsing stories oz local “parrels whichu in his o.inionu were chie!y 
the resplt oz boredom and long wintersu and gradpally the atmos.here 
became lighter againB

Hs the evening drew toward its closeu we rose and wished him good 
nightB xhortly azterward ,olmes and I zopnd oprselves on the broad 
staircase leading to the gpest roomsB I waited pntil we were aloneB

?Do yop thinS William Hshcombe has any im.ortance to the caseNU
,olmes .apsed zor a moment bezore the door to his roomB
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?I do not yet Snowu WatsonBU
?kpt yop asSedBU
?-esBU
,e laid his hand p.on the door handleB
?xometimes it is not the answers that interest meBU
?kptNU
H zaint smile a..eared on his zaceB
?The manner in which .eo.le answerBU
,e said no moreB H moment later the door closed behind himu and 

I was lezt alone in the corridor with the growing sense that we were 
a..roaching a .oint at which several se.arate threads oz the story wopld 
soon begin to meetB

Forgotten Graves
The zollowing morning ,olmes and I .aid a visit to the rectoryB The 
bpilding stood a zew hpndred yards zrom the chprch and was oz the sort 
one ’nds everywhere in the Fnglish copntryside7 solidu modestu and spr2
ropnded by a well2Se.t garden that .lainly bene’ted zrom a clergymanOs 
more regplar way oz lize than that en”oyed by many oz his .arishionersB 
We were received by the rector himselzu a man oz abopt zorty with an 
o.en zace and a Sindly mannerB ,e had served in the .arish zor only a 
zew yearsu a zact he mentioned almost a.ologetically as soon as ,olmes 
eL.lained the .pr.ose oz opr visitB

?I am azraid I can hardly be oz mpch assistanceuU he said with a smileB 
?Iz what yop are investigating lies zorty years in the .astu then most oz it 
tooS .lace long bezore my timeBU

?That does not matteruU ,olmes re.lied reasspringlyB ?It is not mem2
ory we are seeSingu 1ectorBU

The clergyman looSed visibly relievedB
?That is goodB In that .art oz the matteru I shopld be a very .oor 

witness indeedB kpt natprally I shall assist yop in any way I canBU
,e smiled againB
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?In zactu yop come “pite convenientlyB I am in the midst oz .re.aring 
xpndayOs sermonu and the teLt has .roved considerably more di4cplt 
than eL.ectedB H little diversion can do no harmBU

When ,olmes asSed whether we might see the .arish registersu he 
nodded at once and led ps into his stpdyB The room was smaller than 
I had imagined bpt ’lled with booSsB The shelves sagged beneath the 
weight oz theological worSsu old recordsu and leather2bopnd registersB H

 ’ne layer oz dpst lay p.on the p..er shelvesu and in the air hpng that 
.articplar smell oz old .a.eru inSu and leather which is zopnd only in 
archives and librariesB

The rector went directly to a booScase and drew opt several heavy 
volpmesB

?-op said abopt zorty years agoNU
?H..roLimatelyBU
,e consideredB
?Iz we taSe ’ve years bezore and ’ve years azteru then it mpst be this 

.eriodBU
,e .laced one oz the booSs p.on the table with a heavy thpdB
?It is not a large .arishu azter allB There are only a limited npmber oz 

ba.tismsu marriagesu and bprialsBU
We seated oprselves aropnd the tableB
?Hre we looSing zor something in .articplarNU asSed the rectorB
?-esBU
,olmes o.ened the booSB
?H bprialBU
The rector noddedB
?That shopld be .ossibleBU
?3ossibly a bprial that someone wished to attract as little attention as 

.ossibleBU
This clearly stirred his interestB
?kpt which may nevertheless have been recordedNU
?3reciselyBU
?-esuU said the rector slowlyB ?That does maSe it interestingBU
Then the .ainstaSing worS beganB
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Mor more than an hopr we sat bent over the old .agesB I hel.ed tprn 
the leaves and com.are datesu while the rector bropght opt the relevant 
.eriodsB ,olmes .roceeded zrom the inzormation we had received zrom 
both the .resent gravedigger and old FbeneAer 3iSeu and we eLamined 
ba.tismal recordsu deathsu and bprials aliSeB The worS was slowu bpt zar 
zrom im.ossibleB The .arish copld hardly have npmbered more than a 
thopsand soplsu and the records were therezore reasonably manageableB

xeveral times we came across names or events that seemed interesting 
at ’rst glanceu only to .rove p.on closer eLamination to be oz no conse2
“penceB Rne zamily with an pnpspally large npmber oz deaths in a short 
s.an oz timeB H npmber oz children born withopt a zather namedB Hn 
e.idemic thatu over the coprse oz several monthsu had taSen the lives oz 
several villagersB kpt nothing seemed to ’t the story we were seeSingB

Then spddenly ,olmes sto..edB ,is ’nger rested p.on a .articplar 
lineB ,e leaned zorwardB The rector did the sameB I zollowed their gaAeB

The entry was almost hidden among the othersu not becapse it had 
been .laced opt oz sightu bpt becapse it was so pnpspally briezB

It read7
Mary Collins.
Maidservant at Ashcombe Hall.
Hnd immediately below7
Thomas.
That was allB keside both names stood the same date oz bprialB Rther2

wiseu there were no eL.lanations or remarSsB Co inzormation concerning 
the childOs zatherB

,olmes .ointed to the .ageB
?Do yop see itNU
The rector noddedB
?It is pnpspalBU
?-esBU
,olmes let his ’nger move over the em.ty s.acesB
?The most remarSable thing is not what is writtenBU
The rector stpdied the .age againB
?-op are rightBU
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?There shopld be considerably moreBU
,olmes tooS opt his notebooS and wrote down the namesB
Mary Collins.
Thomas.
Then he closed the booSB
?I believe we have seen what we came zorBU
The rector looSed p. in spr.riseB
,olmes roseB
?I shopld liSe to visit the chprchyardBU
To my spr.riseu the rector brightenedB
?I shopld be very .leased to accom.any yopBU
xhortly azterward we .assed thropgh the chprchyard gateB This time 

opr search had a zar more .recise ob”ectB We went directly toward the area 
where Hrthpr pspally layB xampel 3ritchardOs grave still stood in its .laceu 
eLactly as we had seen it on the .receding daysu bpt it now interested ps 
only to a limited degreeB We were looSing zor something “pite diferentB 
We were looSing zor 9ary PollinsB Hnd zor ThomasB

Grave azter grave was eLaminedB Came azter name was readB We 
went methodically thropgh the sprropnding rowsu bpt withopt respltB 
Cowhere did we ’nd the names the .arish register had revealedB Ht lastu 
even I began to lose .atienceB

?3erha.s the grave sim.ly no longer eListsBU
,olmes shooS his headB
?It eListsBU
?WhereNU
?That is .recisely the “pestionBU
,e looSed aropndB
?kpt .erha.s we are searching in the wrong .laceBU
Then he tprned away zrom the rows oz graves and began instead to 

eLamine the opter edges oz the chprchyardB I pnderstood at once whyB 
,e was thinSing oz 3iSeB Rz the storm and the zallen oaSsB

xlowly we zollowed him along the wallB kehind some bpshes and near 
an old tool shed lay an area to which I had .reviopsly .aid no attentionB 
There a npmber oz old gravestones had been stacSed against the wallB 
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xome were almost hidden beneath mossB Rthers had spnS halzway into 
the earthB H zew were so worn by weather that they resembled ordinary 
stonesB

The rector looSed spr.risedB
?I have never really noticed thoseBU
,e eLamined them more closelyB
?They mpst be remains zrom abandoned gravesBU
,olmes did not answerB ,e had already gone down on one Snee bezore 

the nearest stoneB With his handSerchiez he removed soil and mossB 
Then he scra.ed carezplly with the heel oz his bootB xlowly letters began 
to emergeB ,e moved on to the neLtB Hnd the neLtB I now began to 
pnderstand what he was seeSingB

These stones were liSely the remnants oz graves that had never been 
restored azter the stormB The graves oz the .oorB The graves oz the zorgot2
tenB kprial .laces no one had any longer claimedB 3laces that had “pietly 
been swallowed p. by timeu while otheru more im.ortant names had 
taSen the gropndB

Hnd while the azternoon spn zell slantwise across the chprchyard wallu 
,olmes worSed his way methodically thropgh the abandoned stonesu 
convinced that the answer to HrthprOs strange behavior did not lie among 
the well2Se.t gravesu bpt among those that had nearly been erased zrom 
historyB

Hzter a long .eriod oz worSu ,olmes spddenly sto..edB ,e did not say 
a word bpt remained on his Snees bezore the old stone he had ”pst drawn 
opt zrom the .ile along the wallB With his handSerchiez he continped 
methodically to clear away soil and mossu while the rector and I watched 
him in silenceB xlowly letters began to a..ear p.on the weathered sprzace 
oz the stoneB Ht ’rst one copld maSe opt only the ’rst lettersu then a 
nameB

Mary.
,olmes continped with the same .atience pntil the entire inscri.tion 

copld at last be readB
Mary Collins.
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keneath itu almost hidden by a stpbborn layer oz moss and decades oz 
decayu another name emergedB

Thomas.
I stared at the stoneB It bore every sign oz having been removed zrom 

its original .lace and later set aside among the zorgotten remnants oz the 
chprchyardOs .astB There it had stood zor yearsu overlooSed and almost 
efaced by the .assage oz timeB ,olmes rose slowly and let his gaAe wander 
across the areaB ,e measpred with his eyes the distance between the stone 
and the .lace where Hrthpr pspally layB There were no more than zopr 
or ’ve yards between themB

Mor the ’rst time I zelt that I began to glim.se the connectionB
,olmes stood silent zor another momentu his eyes moving between the 

old stone and the .lace where the dog had lain weeS azter weeS p.on the 
earthB Then he nodded almost im.erce.tibly to himselzB

?It a..ears to meu WatsonuU he said “pietlyu ?that the dog has been zar 
more zaithzpl to history than the .eo.le have beenBU

The Final Piece
Ht this .oint I was convinced that the mystery hadu in essenceu been 
solvedB We had zopnd the name oz the maidservantB We had zopnd the 
childB We had zopnd the traces oz the grave that had most liSely been 
dis.laced by time and by names oz greater im.ortanceB Therezoreu when 
we lezt the opter edge oz the chprchyard and the old stones by the wallu 
I eL.ected ,olmes to set a direct coprse zor Hshcombe ,all and gather 
the zamilyB

To my spr.riseu he did nothing oz the sortB
?We still lacS somethinguU he saidB
,e brpshed a little earth zrom his handsB
?Rne ’nal .iece oz inzormationBU
?Mrom whomNU
,olmes smiledB
?H very old witnessBU
Hnd with that he tprned toward the narrow lane behind the chprchB

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



T,F RWE RM xTB kH1T,RER9FWOx TRWF1Q—Q

H zew minptes later we were once more standing bezore the hopse at 
the end oz the laneB This time we did not need to SnocSB Rld FbeneAer 
3iSe was already seated p.on the bench in his gardenu as thopgh he had 
eL.ected opr retprnB The spn stood lower nowu and its light zell thropgh 
the branches oz the old a..le tree while he sat with his hands zolded over 
his sticSB

When he capght sight oz psu a zaint smile a..eared p.on his weathered 
zaceB

?I thopght yop wopld come againBU
,olmes sto..ed bezore himB
?IndeedNU
The old man noddedB
?-op still need to hear a voice zrom the .astBU
,olmes retprned the smileB
?-esBU
This time he did not sit downB
?kpt now it concerns less the matter oz graves and .eo.leBU
3iSe raised his eyebrowsB
?RhNU
?Hnd more the matter oz dogsBU
Mor a moment the old man was silentB
Then he said7
?HrthprBU
,olmes noddedB
?HrthprBU
H short silence zollowedB I had the im.ression that both men now 

Snew eLactly what the other was thinSingB
?-op need not tell me every trpthu 9rB 3iSeuU said ,olmes calmlyB ?I 

need only have one con’rmedBU
The old gravedigger looSed at him zor a long timeB Then he slowly 

noddedB
?HsSBU
,olmes zolded his hands behind his bacSB
?Did the old s“pire regplarly visit a .articplar graveNU
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3iSe did not answer at onceB ,is gaAe drizted away zrom the garden and 
toward some .lace only he copld seeB It seemed to me that his thopghts 
were traveling decades bacSward thropgh timeB

?-esBU
,is voice was very lowB
?Fvery weeSBU
The old man looSed p.B
?The same oneBU
?Hnd Hrthpr was with himNU
H zaint smile a..earedB
?HlwaysBU
I noticed how ,olmesOs zace remained entirely motionlessB
?The northern corner oz the chprchyardNU
3iSe noddedB
?-esBU
There was silence againB The wind moved the branches above psB 

,olmes looSed at the old manB
?It may have been that Snowledge which cost yop yopr .ositionBU
Mor the ’rst time 3iSe seemed genpinely spr.risedB Then he smiledB 

Hn oldu tired smileB
?3erha.sBU
,e shrpggedB
?3erha.s notBU
,is gaAe grew distant againB
?kpt there were some things one was not sp..osed to Snow too mpch 

abopt in those daysBU
,olmes noddedB It was as thopgh both men pnderstood that the rest 

was pnnecessaryB ,olmes tooS opt a silver coin and .laced it p.on the 
garden tableB 3iSe looSed down at itB Then he nodded in acSnowledg2
mentB

?ThanS yopBU
?CouU said ,olmesB ?It is we who mpst thanS yopBU
The old man .icSed p. the coin and let it vanish into his .ocSet with 

the same natpralness as the day bezoreB
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Then he leaned bacS p.on the benchB The conversation was overB 
,olmes tprnedu and I zollowed him opt thropgh the gardenB Ceither oz 
ps s.oSe pntil we had gone some way down the streetB

kehind psu old FbeneAer 3iSe still sat p.on his bench beneath the a..le 
treeu liSe a man who had optlived both the .eo.le and the secrets he had 
SnownB It was only when the chprch tower once again came into view 
above the roozto.s that I broSe the silenceB

?WellNU
,olmes looSed toward the road that led bacS to Hshcombe ,allB
?Wellu whatu WatsonNU
?Was that the ’nal .ieceNU
Mor a moment he looSed almost satis’edB
?-esBU
?xo now yop Snow why Hrthpr goes to the chprchyardNU
?-esBU
?Hnd who 9ary Pollins wasNU
?-esBU
I waitedB
?Will yop tell meu thenNU
,olmes smiledB
?Cot yetBU
,e looSed p. toward the distant silhopette oz Hshcombe ,allB
?The zamily deserves to hear the story ’rstBU
Hnd with those words he “picSened his .ace slightly as we continped 

bacS toward the estateu where the .ast at last waited to be toldB
Rn the road bacS to Hshcombe ,allu ,olmes walSed with his hands 

clas.ed behind his bacS and at a .ace somewhat “picSer than pspalB I had 
seen it many times bezoreB It was not the restless stride that accom.anied 
an pnsolved .roblemu bpt the calmu .pr.osezpl movement oz a man 
who had zopnd the answer he sopghtB xhortly azterward we entered the 
avenpeu and Hshcombe ,all lay .lainly bezore psB The old bpildings rose 
above the treesu and smoSe drizted .eacezplly zrom the chimneysB xeen 
zrom a distanceu the .lace a..eared entirely pntopched by the secrets that 
had sprvived generations oz men and womenB
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,olmes regarded it zor a long timeB
?WatsonB Wopld yop be so Sind as to asS the zamily to assemble azter 

dinnerNU
?Rz coprseBU
,e nodded with satiszactionB
?I believe the time has come to tell the storyBU
H thopghtzpl eL.ression .assed over his zaceB Hzter that he said no 

moreB

The Story Revealed
Hzter dinneru the entire zamily assembled in the great drawing roomB 
Pofee was servedu and the servants withdrew discreetly while dpsS slow2
ly settled optsideB The cprtains had not yet been drawnu and the last 
remnants oz daylight mingled with the lam.light and the !ames zrom 
the ’re.laceB Hn atmos.here oz eL.ectation ’lled the roomu and no one 
made any attem.t to conceal itB Fveryone Snew that ,olmes had zopnd 
somethingB The only “pestion was whatB

I noticed the Dowager 9rsB Hshcombe in .articplarB xhe satu as pspalu 
p.right and digni’ed in her chairu bpt she seemed “pieter than on the 
.reviops daysB ,er hands lay zolded in her la.u and several times her gaAe 
a..eared to vanish into thopghts to which none oz the rest oz ps had 
accessB

,olmes allowed the silence to gather zor a moment bezore he roseB ,e 
tooS his .lace by the ’re.lace with his bacS to the !ames and let his gaAe 
move over those assembledB

?The .ieces have zallen into .laceuU he began calmlyu ?in a manner 
which almost spr.rised even meBU

Co one s.oSeB
?I can reasspre yop all at once that there is no crime involvedBU
I immediately noticed the reliez that s.read thropgh the roomB It 

was not dramaticu bpt it was pnmistaSableB xhoplders loweredB Glances 
metB 3erha.s several oz them had zeared something worseB kpt ,olmes 
continped almost immediatelyB

?There isu ratheru a secretBU
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,is voice remained calmB
?H secret which has sprvived the .eo.le who created itBU
The silence retprnedB
?9y investigation began in the chprchyardB It soon seemed to me that 

something was not rightB The dog did indeed visit the same .lace every 
weeSu bpt not necessarily the grave everyone believedB That led me to the 
old ma.s oz the chprchyardu to the .lacement oz the gravestonesu and to 
the memories oz both the .resent gravedigger and his .redecessorBU

,e .apsed brie!yB
?xlowlyu a story began to taSe sha.eBU
,is gaAe drizted toward the old zamily .ortraits p.on the wallsB
?H story that began more than zorty years agoBU
,e consideredB
?-esu .erha.s closer to ’ztyBU
Co one interrp.ted himB
?Rn this estate there once worSed a yopng maidservant named 9ary 

PollinsBU
Ht the name I saw the Dowager 9rsB Hshcombe lower her eyesB It was 

a small movementB kpt ,olmes registered itB Ceverthelessu he continped 
withopt any change in his voiceB

?9ary Pollins bore a child optside marriageBU
This time the silence dee.ened zprtherB I copld hear the clocS ticSing 

p.on the mantelB
?When Watson and I eLamined the .arish registers with the rectoru 

we zopnd the entryB It was remarSable chie!y zor containing almost no 
inzormationBU

,e looSed aropnd at the zamilyB
?The childOs zather was not namedBU
Co one s.oSeB Then the dowagerOs voice was heardB It was so low that 

we all involpntarily tprned toward herB
?It was many years agoBU
xhe swallowed onceB
?-op mpst pnderstandBBBU
Mor the ’rst time she seemed to strpggle with the wordsB
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?Things were diferent thenBU
,olmes nodded res.ectzpllyB
?-esBU
There was no condemnation in his re.lyB Rnly pnderstandingB ,e 

continpedB
?9ary Pollins died dpring the e.idemic that strpcS the district at that 

timeBU
The dowager closed her eyes zor a momentB
?Hnd tragicallyu the child died as wellBU
,olmes looSed down at his notesB
?xo close together that they were both bpried on the same dayBU
,e raised his eyes againB
?In the chprchyardB In the northeastern cornerBU
,is voice soztenedB
?H modest graveB H sim.le stoneB Co zamily .lotB Co grandeprB Co 

attentionBU
The dowager sat “pite stillB
?I remember her wellBU
xhe now s.oSe withopt looSing at any oz psB
?It was dreadzplBU
H tremor entered her voiceB
?xo many died in those yearsBU
xhe zell silent againB ,olmes allowed her the silenceB Then he contin2

pedB
?kpt the years .assedBU
,e tprned toward the s“pireB
?Hnd then came the stormBU
1ecognition a..eared at once in the zaces oz several members oz the 

zamilyB
?The storm that bropght down the treesuU said ,olmesu ?and de2

stroyed a large .art oz the chprchyardBU
?-esuU said 9rB HshcombeB ?I remember it clearlyBU
?Dpring the restorationu the graves were movedBU
,olmes allowed the words to settleB
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?xeveral headstones came to stand in diferent .laces than bezoreBU
,e looSed toward the sonB
?Hnd therezoreu the chprchyard as it a..ears today is not identical with 

the chprchyard that eListed bezore the stormBU
Fdward leaned zorwardB Ynderstanding was slowly beginning to 

dawnB
?xoBBBU
,e looSed zrom ,olmes to his zatherB
?xou the grave where Hrthpr liesBBBU
,e sto..edB
?-op cannot meanBBBU
,olmes noddedB
?-esBU
?It is not xampel 3ritchardOs grave he visitsBU
Hropnd the room I saw spr.rise s.read zrom zace to zaceB -et at the 

same time I copld sense that ,olmes had not yet reached the most 
im.ortant .art oz his eL.lanationB It seemed to me that only now had 
he arrived at the .oint where the trpe heart oz the story beganB ,olmes 
let his gaAe move aropnd among those gathered bezore he continpedB

?9ary PollinsOs gravestone still eListsBU
xeveral looSed p. in spr.riseB
?It was not destroyedB It was merely removedBU
,e .laced his hands behind his bacSB
?Watson and I zopnd it among a npmber oz other old stones along 

the opter wall oz the chprchyardB xtones zrom graves that over the years 
had been abandonedu zorgottenu or movedB kpt althopgh the stone was 
movedu the gropnd itselz was notB ky means oz the old ma.s I was able 
to establish the original .osition oz the graveBU

,e looSed toward the s“pireB
?Hnd that is .recisely where Hrthpr liesBU
There was silenceB
?Cot by the headstoneB Cot by xampel 3ritchardOs graveBU
,olmes slowly shooS his headB
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?kpt on the s.ot where 9ary Pollins and her child were originally 
bpriedBU

Fdward Hshcombe leaned zorwardB
?kpt whyNU
The “pestion came almost s.ontaneopslyB
?Iz it trply is her graveu why does he go thereN ,e never Snew herBU
,e shooS his headB
?That was long bezore his timeBU
?-esuU said ,olmesB
?Why does he go thereNU continped FdwardB ?,e cannot Snow the 

storyBU
?CoBU
,olmesOs voice grew sozterB
?,e cannotBU
There was something almost melancholy in his tone nowB
?Hnd here the eL.lanation .erha.s becomes more delicateBU
,e tprned toward the Dowager 9rsB HshcombeB xhe had already 

taSen opt her handSerchiezB It was as thopgh she Snew what was now 
to be saidB ,olmes met her gaAeB

?-opr late hpsband visited this grave thropghopt his lizeBU
The dowager closed her eyesB Mor a long moment she said nothingB 

Then she slowly noddedB
?-esBU
The word was scarcely apdibleB xhe raised the handSerchiez to her eyesB
?I Snew there was somethingBU
,er voice zaltered zor a momentB
?,e was never “pite the same azterwardBU
Co one interrp.ted herB Fven the ’re in the grate seemed to cracSle 

more soztlyB ,olmes continped in the same calm voiceB
?Fvery Tpesday he lezt the estate and walSed to the chprchyardBU
,is gaAe rested zor a moment p.on Hrthpru who lay bezore the ’re2

.laceB
?In the last many years oz his lizeu Hrthpr accom.anied himBU
,e .apsed brie!yB
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?,e was yopng thenBU
,e looSed aropnd at the zamilyB
?WeeS azter weeSBU
,is voice was almost narrative nowB
?The same roadB The same hoprB The same ropteBU
The s“pireOs wize looSed thopghtzplly at the dogB
?xo Hrthpr visits the graveBU
,olmes slowly shooS his headB
?CoBU
xeveral looSed p. in spr.riseB

Arthur’s Journey
?Hrthpr does not visit the graveBU

,e did not .oint to the dogu bpt his eyes sopght himB
?Hrthpr zollows his old ropteBU
There was silenceB
?,e zollows his old masterBU
Co one s.oSeB
?,e does eLactly what he has done all his lizeBU
,olmesOs gaAe now rested p.on the old borAoiB
?,e merely waits zor a man who no longer comesBU
,is voice became almost inapdibleB
?Hnd so he mpst maSe the ”oprney aloneBU
Co one movedB Co one wished to breaS the silenceB
I looSed at HrthprB The old dog lay .eacezplly bezore the ’reu entirely 

pnaware oz the attention he had drawnB ,e was not aslee.B ,is eyes were 
halz o.enu and he seemed merely to be en”oying the warmth oz the !amesB

Ht last the s“pire slowly noddedB
?Then we pnderstandBU
,is voice was spbdpedB
keside him his wize nodded as wellB
?-esBU
,e looSed toward his motherB
?It is a sorrowzpl storyBU

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



T,F DRG W,R VIxITFD T,F G1HVF Q;0

Mor a moment he hesitatedB
?Hnd sprely not an easy one to reliveBU
The dowager did not answerB ,er hand still rested p.on the handSer2

chiezB kpt she nodded very zaintlyB Cothing more was neededB
Eater that same evening the zamily tooS leave oz psB There were no 

great optbprsts oz zeelingB Co dramatic revelationsB Rnly an old secret 
that had at last been allowed to ste. into the lightB

Hs we sat in the carriage on the way to the stationu I tprned and 
looSed bacS toward Hshcombe ,allB Cight had settled over the estateB 
Rnly a single window remained litB It was in the little dower hopseB The 
Dowager 9rsB HshcombeOs windowB I zollowed the light with my eyes 
pntil it disa..eared behind the treesB

?-op are thinSing oz the dogu WatsonuU said ,olmes spddenlyB
?-esBU
,e noddedB Mor a moment he sat in silenceB
?9ost .eo.le wopld say that Hrthpr sopght the deadBU
I looSed at him “pestioninglyB
?kpt he did notBU
The carriage rolled onward thropgh the darSnessB
?,e never searched zor the deadBU
,olmes looSed opt thropgh the windowB
?,e searched zor the living man who once walSed at his sideBU
Hnd while the rhythmic sopnd oz the wheels mingled with the stillness 

oz the nightu I thopght that .erha.s there is no greater loyalty than 
that which endpres long azter its .pr.ose has vanishedB Hrthpr had not 
pnderstood the secretu the shameu or the sorrowB ,e had sim.ly remem2
bered a Tpesday walS with his masterB Hnd thropgh all those yearsu that 
had been enopgh to See. the .ast aliveB

Epilogue
In the weeSs that zollowedu the case oz Hrthpr and Hshcombe ,all 
gradpally receded into the bacSgropndu as so many oz ,olmesOs less cele2
brated investigations tended to doB It .rodpced no news.a.er headlinesB 
Co criminal was led away in handcpfsB Co sensation was discpssed in 
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EondonOs clpbs or re.orted in the great daily .a.ersB Hnd yet I mpst 
conzess that my thopghts retprned more than once to the old borAoi and 
the “piet chprchyard in the villageB

3erha.s it was becapse the case hadu in its own modest wayu o.ened 
a window onto something that ,olmes ozten .ointed opt bpt which 
was seldom mentioned in the zamops criminal investigationsB Camelyu 
how .owerzplly the .ast can continpe to sha.e hpman lives long azter 
the .eo.le who created it are goneB

xeveral weeSs azter opr retprnu ,olmes received a letter bearing the seal 
oz Hshcombe ,allB I remember that he read it thropgh in silence at the 
breaSzast table bezoreu with a zaint smileu handing it across to meB

?-op may ’nd this oz interestu WatsonBU
The letter was written by 9rB HshcombeB ,e began by thanSing 

,olmes zor opr visitB Cot merely becapse the mystery sprropnding 
Hrthpr had at last been eL.lainedu bpt becapse we had shed light p.on a 
.art oz the zamilyOs history that had nearly been lostB ,e wrote that it was 
hardly the .ortion oz the zamilyOs .ast one wopld choose to highlight in 
genealogies or recopnt .ropdly to visitorsu bpt that it was nevertheless 
.art oz the trpthB Hndu as he eL.ressed itu the trpth was ozten more 
im.ortant than .rideB

,e went on to eL.lain thatu azter many conversationsu the zamily had 
reached two decisionsB

The ’rst concerned HrthprB
The old dog continped to grow restless every Tpesday morningB Lpst 

as bezoreu he rose at the same hopr and made zor the door with the 
same “piet determinationB The zamily had therezore decided that no one 
wopld any longer attem.t to .revent him zrom zollowing his old habitB 
Rn the contraryu a member oz the zamily wopld accom.any himB

?Fvery TpesdayuU wrote 9rB Hshcombeu ?zor as long as Hrthpr wishes 
to maSe the ”oprneyu and zor as long as he remains with psBU

,e added that it seemed to them a modest efort com.ared with the 
loyalty the dog had shown thropghopt an entire lizetimeB
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When I reached that sentenceu I laid the letter aside zor a momentB I 
remember that ,olmes sat with his eyes closed in his armchairu as thopgh 
he already Snew the remainder oz its contentsB

?H sensible decisionuU he remarSed withopt o.ening his eyesB
Hnd zor once I copld not have agreed moreB
The second decision concerned 9ary Pollins and her son ThomasB
The old grave had been tracedB The stoneu which zor years had stood 

zorgotten among other discarded headstones along the chprchyard wallu 
had been recovered and cleanedB 9oss and earth had been removedu and 
the nearly erased lettering had been restored so that the names copld once 
again be readB

9rB Hshcombe wrote that the zamily had discpssed the matter at 
lengthB They had considered retprning the stone to its original .ositionu 
bpt azter the destrpction capsed by the storm and the many alterations 
to the chprchyardu no one copld any longer identizy the .recise location 
with certaintyB 9oreoveru others now rested thereB

Insteadu the zamily had reached a diferent decisionB
The stone was to be .laced beside the zamily .lot itselzB Thereu where 

generations oz the Hshcombe zamily already restedB
The eL.lanation occp.ied only a zew linesB
?They may have been zorgotten by historyu bpt they were never with2

opt connection to the zamilyBU
I read the sentence several timesB
When I reached the end oz the letteru I lowered the .a.er and looSed 

across at ,olmesB ,e satu as pspalu in his armchair with his .i.e between 
his ’ngersB klpish smoSe drizted slowly toward the ceiling while he stared 
into the !ames with that distant eL.ression which so ozten zollowed the 
conclpsion oz a caseB

?It seems to meu ,olmesuU I saidu ?that it is a .erzectly reasonable 
decisionBU

,e noddedB
?Good zor the zamilyBU
H zaint smile a..eared p.on his zaceB
?Cou WatsonBU

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



T,F RWE RM xTB kH1T,RER9FWOx TRWF1Q;6

?Good zor the dogBU
,e said nothing moreB
When I looS bacS p.on this case todayu it seems to me that it tapght 

me something which neither .arish recordsu gravestonesu nor old rpmors 
copld have tapght me aloneB

3eo.le ozten s.end mpch oz their lives trying to conceal their mistaSesu 
their sorrowsu and their shameB xometimes they almost spcceedB The 
years .assB Witnesses dieB Docpments disa..earB xtories become rpmorsu 
and rpmors become silenceB

kpt in this caseu it was not the .arish records that .reserved the trpthB 
It was not the old gravestonesB It was not even the .eo.le who still 
rememberedB

It was an old dogB
H dog whou weeS azter weeSu continped along the same .ath his master 

had once tapght himB
When I thinS oz Hrthpru I still see him p.on his Tpesday walSB The old 

borAoi moves calmly thropgh the villageu .ast the chprch and p. the .ath 
into the chprchyardB ,e zollows the zamiliar ropte withopt hesitationu 
”pst as he has done copntless times bezoreu pntil he reaches the .lace 
where his master once psed to sto.B

Cot becapse the dog remembers the .ast as hpman beings doB
kpt becapse he never learned how to zorgetB
Hnd .erha.s that is .recisely why a dogOs loyalty so ozten optlives 

hpman secretsB
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The Scented Honey

I t was one of those days which might easily have passed unnoticed, 
had it not been for the state of my friend’s mind.

A quiet morning lay over Baker Street, where a thin grey haze rested 
like a veil upon the rooftops of London. The traOc outside moved in 
its familiar rhythm, steady and unremarkable, and there was about it all 
that peculiar sense of order which I have often associated with the city 
on such occasions.

I was seated, as was my habit, by the window with a cup of tea that still 
retained its warmth. —pposite me, at the table, sat Holmes, absorbed in 
the morning papers Y a sight so familiar that it scarcely merited remark.

-et there was something about him that morning which arrested my 
attention.

It was not agitation, nor anything so overt, but rather a subtle restM
lessness, revealed in small, repeated motions. He lit his pipe, drew upon 
it once or twice, and set it aside with no apparent interest. xoments 
later, he took it up again, as though he had forgotten his own action, and 
repeated the gesture with almost mechanical precision.
The Morning Papers

The newspaper, which seldom failed to command his full concentration, 
appeared equally unable to hold him. He read a passage, paused abruptM
ly, allowed his gaze to return over the column, and then moved on to 
another article, from which he presently emitted a short eEclamation of 
suppressed irritation.
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It was this quiet dissatisfaction which stirred my curiosity. Ror when 
Holmes grew impatient with the trivial, it was often because his mind 
sought something which it could not ?nd.

I set down my cup and regarded him for a moment in silence before 
speaking.

”Has anything of interest occurred, HolmesPC I asked, as lightly as I 
could. ”-ou appear unusually preoccupied this morning.C

He did not reply at once, but lowered the paper slightly, as though 
the question must ?rst ?nd its place among his thoughts. Then he 
gave a short, almost dismissive sigh and folded the paper with a certain 
impatience.

”NreoccupiedPC he repeated. ”—n the contrary, Fatson Y I ?nd myM
self compelled to attend to matters which scarcely deserve the eDort.C

He tapped the paper lightly.
”WEplanations which eEplain nothing. Alarm over the condition of 

the countryside, failing yields, disturbances in agricultural production 
Y and each article more con?dent than the last.C

”I should have thought such matters of some importance,C I ventured.
”—f the greatest importance,C he replied sharply. ”Fhich is precisely 

why they are treated with such lamentable carelessness.C
He leaned back slightly.
”jauses are assigned where none have been established, and the true 

conditions are entirely overlooked. Industrial change, Fatson Y it alters 
not only the city, but the land which surrounds it. -et it is all presented 
as isolated incidents, as though nature herself had taken to caprice.C

He shook his head faintly.
”It is not ignorance that troubles me most,C he added after a pause. 

”That may be remedied. It is the con?dence with which one is mistaken.C
I could not help but smile slightly.
”So, you believe the newspapers are mistakenPC
”They do more than that,C he replied dryly. ”They teach others to do 

the same. And once an erroneous eEplanation has taken root, it becomes 
far more diOcult to eradicate than the problem itself.C
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His gaze drifted toward the window, where the grey light still lay 
evenly across the street.

”Neople observe something they do not understand,C he continued 
more calmly, ”and instead of eEamining it, they seize upon the ?rst 
eEplanation that appears convenient.C

He turned slightly toward me again.
”It is a habit, Fatson, which rarely leads to anything but misunderM

standing.C
—ur conversation was interrupted by a gentle knock at the door, 

whereupon xrs. Hudson entered with a fresh tray of tea. Her presence, 
as always, brought with it a quiet sense of order that stood in mild 
contrast to Holmes’s recent dissatisfaction.

”-our tea, gentlemen,C she said kindly, setting the tray down with her 
usual care.

”Thank you, xrs. Hudson,C I replied, rising slightly, while Holmes 
acknowledged her with a brief inclination of the head, though without 
entirely relinquishing his thoughts.

She poured the tea and ad…usted the cups with a practiced hand before 
withdrawing once more with a polite nod.

Ror a moment, silence settled over the room, broken only by the soft 
clink of porcelain as I reached for my cup. Holmes did the same, yet left 
his untouched before him, his gaze brie0y following the door as it closed 
behind her.

”It is precisely there that it begins,C he said suddenly, taking up the 
newspaper once more. ”These eEplanations make their way from the 
columns into the common mind. Fhat begins as a loose con…ecture soon 
becomes an accepted truth.C

He tapped the paper lightly.
”And once it has taken hold, every observation is bent to ?t it. —ne no 

longer sees what isYbut what one has been told ought to be seen.C

The Beekeeper 
I had scarcely time to respond before the knock came again, this time 
somewhat more ?rmly.
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”jome in,C said Holmes shortly.
xrs. Hudson entered once more, now with a more formal eEpression.
”I beg your pardon for the interruption, xr. Holmes,C she said, ”but 

there is a gentleman who wishes to speak with you. He says it concerns a 
matter of some urgency.C

Holmes laid aside the paper with a movement that betrayed immediate 
interest.

”Then we must not keep him waiting,C he replied calmly. ”Be so good 
as to show him in, xrs. Hudson.C

She nodded and withdrew, and in the brief moment that followed I 
could not fail to observe the change in my friend. His earlier irritation 
had not vanished, but had assumed a more focused form, as though it 
had at last found a suitable ob…ect.

”Another eEample, Fatson,C he remarked quietly, ad…usting himself 
in his chair. ”Let us see whether, in this instance, it is realityYor the 
eEplanationYwhich has erred.C

The door opened once more.
xrs. Hudson stepped aside to admit the visitor.
The man who entered bore at once the mark of belonging to a world 

far removed from the ordered con?nes of Baker Street. His clothing 
was serviceable rather than re?nedYa heavy coat that had weathered its 
share of wind and rain, and boots still bearing traces of earth not yet 
wholly relinquished. There was a certain weight about him, not merely 
in appearance, but in the manner in which he moved, like a man more 
accustomed to open ?elds than to enclosed rooms.

He paused brie0y near the door, as though collecting himself, before 
advancing a step further.

Wven before he spoke, I found myself drawing certain conclusions. 
His hands, which he clasped together for a moment, were rough and 
darkened by labourYbut not in the manner of a tradesman of the city. 
There was a uniformity to the wear, as though it arose from repeated, 
steady work rather than from tools or machinery.

I also became aware of a faint yet distinct scent accompanying him into 
the room. It was not unpleasantYon the contrary, there was something 
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warm and almost sweet about it. A trace of smoke, mingled with waE, 
and something which I soon recognised as honey.

I cast a discreet glance toward Holmes, hoping to …udge whether my 
observations were wholly misplaced, but he appeared not yet to have

 ?Eed upon anything in particular. He had risen, as courtesy required, 
and now regarded the man with his usual composed attention.

”-ou wished to consult me,C said Holmes kindly, indicating a chair.
”-es, sir,C the man replied, taking his seat somewhat heavily, as though 

burdened by more than his own weight. ”xy name is jarter. I am a 
beekeeper; and I fear that someone has been interfering with my hives.C

I could not help but straighten slightly in my chair. xy earlier deducM
tions appeared con?rmed, and I confess to a moment’s quiet satisfaction 
at having reached the correct conclusion before the matter had even been 
laid out.

Holmes inclined his head slowly.
”That is a serious assertion, xr. jarter,C he said calmly. ”Nray be so 

good as to eEplain.C
xr. jarter drew a deep breath, like a man who had long carried a 

concern and now at last found occasion to eEpress it.
”It began some weeks ago,C he said. ”At ?rst, I thought little of it. 

Honey may vary from season to season. But thisYC he shook his headY 
”this is something else entirely.C

Holmes leaned slightly forward, without interrupting.
”The taste  is  wrong,C  jarter  continued.  ”8ot bad,  you underM

standYbut unfamiliar. As though it does not belong. And the consisM
tency;C He searched for the words. ”It does not behave as it should. 
It sets diDerently. jrystallites too quickly in some places, not at all in 
others. And the colorYC he lifted his hand in a gesture of resignationY 
”it is darker. Heavier to look at.C

I noticed how Holmes’s gaze shifted brie0yYnot toward the man, but 
inward, as though he were already assembling these details.

”And you believe this to be the result of outside interferencePC he 
asked quietly.
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”I have no doubt of it,C jarter replied with a ?rmness that left little 
room for contradiction. ”There are people nearby who do not look kindM
ly upon my enterprise. —ne in particular.C He hesitated for a moment, 
then continued4 ”Another beekeeper. Fe have had our disagreements 
over who holds the right to keep bees there. xy claim is inherited from 
my greatMgrandfather, who was the ?rst beekeeper in the area. I am 
the fourth generation, and this has never been questioned by the other 
neighbors, but he has re…ected my claim and demanded visible proof. I 
have none, as my greatMgrandfather’s house can no longer be located. It 
has most likely been lost over the course of the many years.C

Holmes listened, yet still said nothing.
”He has land ad…oining mine,C jarter went on. ”And I have seen 

signs; small things, perhaps, but enough to raise suspicion. There are 
areas where the vegetation appears altered. I am convinced he has sprayed 
somethingYor poured something outYthat is aDecting my bees.C

He leaned forward.
”I do not want con…ecture, xr. Holmes. I want proof.C
There was a brief silence.
”Have you brought anything to illustrate the diDerencePC Holmes 

asked at last.
jarter nodded quickly and bent to retrieve a small bag he had brought 

with him. Fith care, he produced two small …ars and set them upon the 
table between us.

”Here,C he said. ”The one on the left is as it should be. And the one 
on the right;C He left the sentence un?nished.

I leaned forward to eEamine them. Wven without close inspection, the 
diDerence was evident. —ne was lighter, almost golden in clarity, while 
the other bore a darker hue and appeared denser, as though concealing 
something within its depth.

Holmes eEtended his hand but did not yet touch them. His gaze 
moved from one to the other, and I observed how his earlier irritation 
had now entirely vanished, replaced by a quiet, concentrated attention.

”And this occurs in all your hivesPC he asked, without looking up.
”8o;C jarter replied, with slight hesitation. ”8ot all.C

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



THW SjW8TW9 H—8W- 7:5

Holmes’s hand paused.
”—nly some of them,C jarter added. ”That is what makes it so 

strange.C
Holmes lifted his gaze and regarded him calmly.
”Strange,C he repeated softly.
I could not at that moment determine whether he found the matter 

more or less mysterious by this informationYbut I noted that he allowed 
his hand to rest upon the table, as though some important element had 
…ust fallen into place.

The Honey Samples
Holmes drew the two …ars toward him and opened one with an unhurM
ried movement. Holding it up to the light, he turned it slightly between 
his ?ngers, studying its color as though even the smallest nuance held 
signi?cance. Then he raised it to his nose and inhaled brie0y, before 
taking the smallest trace upon his ?ngertip and tasting it.

He said nothing.
Instead, he reached for the second …ar and repeated the process, pausM

ing slightly longer, as though the diDerence required closer considerM
ation. I observed how his gaze lingered upon the surface, where the 
beginnings of crystallization could be discerned, and how he allowed his

 ?nger to follow the teEture before tasting once more.
”Fhen did this beginPC he asked quietly, still without looking up.
”As I said, a few weeks ago,C jarter replied. ”It came on gradually, but 

now there can be no doubt.C
Holmes inclined his head slightly.
”And the bees themselves,C he continued, ”have you observed any 

change in their behaviourP Are they more agitatedP Aggressive, perM
hapsPC

jarter shook his head.
”8o, not in that way. But; some of them behave diDerently. They do 

not 0y quite as they used to. I cannot eEplain it, but one notices such 
things when one has worked with them long enough.C
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Holmes replaced the lids and set the …ars aside. Ror a moment he 
remained silent, and the stillness in the room took on a diDerent characM
terYnot merely a pause, but a sign that his thoughts were now moving 
with purpose.

I had seen this many times before.
The earlier restlessness had vanished. In its place was a complete stillM

ness, as though the world around him had momentarily receded while 
he arranged the impressions before him.

”It is curious,C I said.
Holmes looked up, and there was now a clarity in his eyes which had 

not been present earlier that morning. ”8o, Fatson,C he replied calmly. 
”It is not.C

He turned to jarter. ”If you are agreeable, it will be necessary that we 
eEamine your hives in person.C

jarter straightened at once. ”—f course. Fhen may you comePC
Holmes glanced brie0y toward the window. ”This afternoon,C he said. 

”There is no reason to delay.C

The Journey to Hampstead
Fe left Baker Street shortly after midday and drove northward in one of 
the cabs Holmes preferred when a case required more quiet than haste. 
The weather had altered little since the morningC the grey sky still lay 
evenly over the city, yet without oppression, as though it merely softened 
the light rather than diminishing it.

The traOc remained dense in the ?rst streets, and we passed through 
the familiar stream of carriages and pedestrians, the rhythm of which I 
had long since come to know. The sound of wheels upon the cobbles, 
mingled with brief eEchanges between drivers and passersby, formed a 
background that was, in its uniformity, almost soothing.

As we drew farther from the centre, however, this current began to 
loosen. The distance between the carriages increased, and the tightly 
packed rows of houses gradually gave way to lower buildings, small front 
gardens, and open stretches where the eye might rest more freely. It was 
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no abrupt transition, but rather a gradual yielding, as though the city 
itself were relinquishing its hold and surrendering us to another pace.

Wven the air seemed to change, though I could not have said precisely 
how. It was clearer, perhapsYor merely less burdened by the inevitable 
in0uence of close habitation. Here and there, trees appeared along the 
road, and occasional glimpses of green broke the otherwise regular aspect 
of the town.

I glanced at Holmes.
He sat beside me, leaning back, his hands loosely folded in his lap. His 

eyes were neither closed nor directed at any particular ob…ect. It was not 
the gaze he employed when observing with his customary acuityC rather, 
it seemed he had already turned inward, as though the impressions we 
had gathered were being silently arranged and weighed.

I had often seen him in such a state, and I knew it was seldom wise to 
interrupt it. Though he appeared not to notice the passing scene, I was 
convinced that he was at that moment more deeply engaged with the 
matter than at any earlier point that day.

I leaned back and allowed the carriage to bear us onward in silence, 
while the city slowly receded behind us.

After a drive of nearly an hour, we reached the more open country 
about Hampstead. Here the landscape spread in a quiet irregularity, 
where small ?elds and gardens lay side by side, divided by low hedges and 
narrow paths that seldom bore signs of traOc. It was not the countryside 
in its full eEtent, but rather a threshold where the city might still be 
glimpsed in the distance, without asserting itself.

I observed that in several places along the road there stood beeM
hivesYsome singly, others gathered in small groupsYas though the area 
had quietly developed its own modest circle of apiarists. The hum of the 
bees was not intrusive but lingered as a faint and steady undertone in the 
air, perceptible only when one paused to attend to it.

The carriage turned onto a narrower track and soon came to a halt 
before a simple gate, which appeared to mark the boundary of more 
private ground. jarter stood waiting there and stepped forward as we 
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alighted, his face bearing the same anEious eEpression we had seen in 
Baker Street.

”Felcome, gentlemen,C he said, almost before we had taken in our 
surroundings. ”Fe must go on foot from here. It is not far.C

I turned to the driver.
”Be so good as to wait for us,C I said. ”Fe shall not be long.C
He nodded, drew his rug more closely about him, and settled himself 

as we followed jarter to the gate.
He opened it with a quick movement, as though even that small delay 

tried his patience, and led us through. I noticed how he set oD at once, 
without looking back, clearly intent upon bringing us to the place where 
his suspicions, as he believed, would be con?rmed.

”It is here,C he said over his shoulder. ”I shall show you everything. -ou 
will see at once that something is not as it ought to be.C

Holmes made no reply, but followed calmly, his pace …ust perceptibly 
slower than jarter’s, as though he already preferred to let the surroundM
ings speak before any eEplanation was oDered.

Among the Hives
Wven before we reached the hives, we were met by the sound.

It came toward us as a dense and continuous hum, ?lling the air 
without menace. —n the contrary, there was something regular, almost 
soothing in itYa uniform motion repeating without interruption. As 
we approached, the sound grew stronger, and I could not refrain from 
pausing a moment to take in the impression.

Ror though the number of bees was considerable, there was nothing 
in their movement that suggested disorder.

They 0ew in every direction, and yet each seemed to know its place 
within the whole. There was an order to their motion not easily eEM
plained, yet unmistakably present. Wvery movement appeared purposeM
ful, every return assured, as though an unseen system governed the 
whole.

”As you can see,C jarter began quickly, stepping forward, ”this is 
where the trouble must lie. I am convinced it has something to do with 
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the land over thereYC he gestured toward a nearby ?eldY”my neighbor 
hasYC

Holmes raised a handYnot dismissively, but with a quiet authority 
that brought jarter to a halt.

”—ne moment, xr. jarter,C he said gently. ”Nray allow me a little time 
to observe.C

There was nothing unkind in his tone, and yet it admitted no continM
uation.

jarter withdrew slightly, though not without reluctance.
Holmes stepped to the nearest hive and stood a moment, following 

the bees’ movementYnot the individual insect, but the direction, the 
current in which they departed.

He moved to the neEt.
Here he paused only brie0y, yet I observed that his gaze ?Eed more 

quickly upon something de?nite. He ad…usted his position slightly and 
followed their 0ight againYthis time along a somewhat diDerent line.

”A diDerence alreadyPC I asked quietly.
”-es,C said he. ”A simple one.C
He moved on.
At the third hive he remained longer.
”This onePC he asked, without turning.
”-es,C said jarter quickly. ”—ne of the worst.C
Holmes inclined his head. ”Fe shall not follow all of them,C he said 

quietly. ”—nly some.C

Following the Bees
Fe set out across the ?eld, halting frequently to look upward and regain 
the direction, which revealed itself only in 0eeting glimpses.

”It is over there,C said jarter, pointing toward his neighbor’s land. ”It 
corresponds eEactly.C

”Fe are still following the bees,C Holmes replied.
Ror a short distance, the course appeared to support jarter’s view.
Then Holmes stopped. His gaze lifted, and I saw him slowly alter 

direction. ”8o;C
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Fe turned.
”That cannot be right,C said jarter. ”There is nothing that way.C
”It is not a question of meaning,C said Holmes. ”—nly of direction.C
The trees closed about us, and the light dimmed. Fhere before we had 

glimpsed the bees, we were now compelled to listen.
—nly when we stood perfectly still did the hum emergeYfaint, yet 

unmistakable above us.
Holmes paused, listened, and ad…usted our course.
Fe went on.
”There is nothing here,C jarter said. ”Bees do not behave so.C
Holmes made no reply.
The hum grew stronger.

The Forgotten Orchard
Suddenly, the trees opened. Light 0ooded in, and before us lay a clearM
ingYcontaining the remains of an old building and an abandoned orM
chard.

Near trees stood heavy with fruit. xany lay upon the ground, split 
and already decaying. The bees were everywhere. They gathered in great 
numbers about the fruit, where the …uices had pooled. The air was thick 
with a sweet, faintly fermented scent.

”There we have it,C said Holmes.
He stooped and touched one of the fallen pears. ”-our bees have not 

been interfered with,C he said. ”They have found something better.C
His gaze moved across the trees. ”—verripe fruit. A high concentration 

of sugar. 2eadily accessible.C
jarter frowned. ”But the honeyYC
”Is diDerent,C said Holmes. ”8ot inferior.C
He straightened. ”Some colonies have discovered the source. —thers 

have not. Hence the variation.C
”Then there is no interferencePC
”8one,C said Holmes calmly.

The Lost Homestead
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Holmes approached the ruin. He moved around to the far side and came 
to a halt by what remained of a section of wall that might once have 
marked the entrance to the house. His gaze traveled upward along one 
side, searching, deliberate.

Between small patches of growth and crumbled remnants of brick, 
his eye caught upon a stone that was markedly darker and nearly intact. 
Holmes brushed it lightly and blew away the dust and sand from its 
surface, revealing that what had ?rst appeared to be an unusual stone 
was in fact a rusted metal plate.

Holmes produced his knife and began to scrape at the plate, thereby 
uncovering shallow indentations that gradually took the form of letters.

jarter and I had drawn nearer in order to eEamine the ruin more 
closely.

”-our greatMgrandfather, xr. jarterYdid he bear the name Wdward 
WllingtonPC Holmes asked without lifting his gaze from the metal plate.

”That I can readily con?rm,C jarter replied, with a certain astonishM
ment.

”In that case, xr. jarter, I consider it likely that your bees have led you 
to the proof of your rightful claim,C Holmes continued. ”The bees have 
chosen what is most accessible and most advantageous to themselves. In 
this instance, they have discovered something which others, too, ought 
to have known.C

jarter nodded slowly, as though the realization had yet to settle fully 
within him.

The Way Home
Fe sat in silence in the cab on our way back toward the city. A bee 
suddenly circled within the carriage. Holmes leaned forward and opened 
the window. After a moment, it found its way out on its own.

”It seemed to have lost its way,C I remarked.
”—n the contrary,C said Holmes calmly.
He glanced brie0y out toward the street.
”The direction does not change, FatsonYonly our understanding of 

it.C
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He paused brie0y, then continued4
”It is the same fateful errorYto take a position before one has obM

served.C
I said nothing. The cab continued its steady course through the city.
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Epilogue

T hank you for spending your time with Sherlock Holmes, Dr. Wat-
son, and the remarkable creatures whose paths crossed theirs in 

these pages.
The cases gathered in this volume represent only a small part of a 

much larger collection of adventures. While many readers know Holmes 
through stories of murder, international intrigue, and master criminals, 
I have always been fascinated by the quieter mysteries—those in which 
the behavior of animals illuminates the mysteries of human nature.

The world of The Animal Cases continues in Volume 2, which includes:

The Ambitious Rooster
The Dog Who Visited the Grave
The Owl of St. Bartholomew’s Tower
The Cat at Number Twelve
The Scented Honey

These stories take Holmes and Watson from village churchyards and for-
gotten graves to ancient towers, country farms, and curious households, 
exploring the many ways in which loyalty, instinct, memory, and human 
emotion become intertwined with the lives of animals.

Beyond The Animal Cases, the Holmes universe also continues in The 
Secret Letters, a series of full-length novels that follows Holmes through 
larger and more dangerous investigations spanning Victorian Britain and 
beyond. These novels combine mystery, historical atmosphere, adven-
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ture, and long-form character development while remaining faithful to 
the spirit of the original stories.

Whether you have followed Holmes for many years or have only re-
cently discovered these adventures, I am grateful that you chose to share 
this journey.

There are always more mysteries waiting beyond the next street, be-
hind the next door, or hidden within the next seemingly insigniUcant 
clue.

And as Holmes himself might remind us, the smallest detail is often 
the one that matters most.

5ntil our next case,

Alistair Croft
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