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nd hie is bound to lake notice of
nat you say. T would go with you
f you wished, but | have a very
busy day tomorrow, and I could
(always follow you if you are In any
trouble.”
L 1 have not made such a
lowrney for years."
“It 1s nothing, Mr. Gureideb. I

he same night. All you ha
s to see this man, explain the mat-
er, and get an affdavit of his
By the Lord
fuotly, “consiering I've come all the

“Quite #0," sald Holmes.
t this gontleman says is very

Mr. Nathan Garrideb shrugied his
houlders with a isconsolate air.

1L i you Inmist, 1 shall go"

It In certalnly hard for

wald
nes, “and no doubt you will let
A report as moon s you

! sald the Amerl-

[bye, and we may have good news
’{nr you tomorrow night.

I noticed that my friend’'s face
[Pleared when the American left the
oom, and the look of thoughtful

oom of yours is a storehouse of it
Our client shone with pleasure
nd his eyes gleamed behind his big
lnsses.
“I had always heard, sir, that you

“Unfortunately, T have not. But
those specimens are so well labeled
and classified that they hardly need

objection to my glancing over
them

“None at all. You are wmost wel-

me The place will, of course, be
shut up, but Mrs. Saunders is tn
the basement up to four o'clock and
would et you in with her key.

“Well, T happen to be clear to-
morrow afternoon. It you would say
A word to Mrs. Saundors, it would

quite in order, By the way, who

* your house agent?™
| our client was amazed at the
naden question.

“Holldway & Steele, in the Edg-
are Road. But why?"

“I am a bit of an archacologist
myself when It comes to houses”
ald Holmes, 1aughing, “T was won-
dering 1t this was Queen Anne or
Teorgian.

“Ciearglan, heyond doubt.”

“Teally. T ahould have thought a
Nittle eariler. However, it Is easily
ascertained. Well, good-bye, Mr.
Garrided, and may you have every
Auecess fn your Birmingham jour-
noy. g

The house agent's was close by,
hut we found that it was elosed for
the day, so we made our way back
to Raker Street. Tt was not till after
Qinner that Holmes came back 1o
the subject.

“Our Mttle problem Araws to &
*lone," sald he. “No doubt you have
outlined the solutton fn your own
mind."

“1 eun muke neither head nor tall
of it

“The head is surely clear enough,
and the tall we should see tomorrow.

notice nothing curlous
about that advertisement?"

*T saw that the word ‘plough' was

1

i
“Oh, you ald notice that, did you?
Come, Watson, you improve ali the

“T can only suppose Liat this
American lawyer put it in himself.
'What his object was T fail to under-

“Weik thers are slteroaiive ex-

planations. Anyhow, he wanted to
et this good old fossil up to Bir-
mingham. That is very clear. |
might have told him that he was
clearly going on a wild-goose chase,
but, on second thoughts, It seemed
better to clear the stage by letting
him go. Tomorrow, Watson—well,
tomorrow will speak for itselt.*

Holmes was up and out early.
When he returned at Ium‘h time 1
noticed that bis face was very
grave.

“This is a more serious matter
than 1 had expected, Watdon," said
he. "It I fair to tal you so, though
T know It will only be an additional
reason to you for running your head
tito danger. T should know my
Watson by now. But there is dan-
ger, and !Ml should know it.*

“Well, It is not the first we have
shared, Holmes. 1 hope it may not
be the Inst. What s the particular
danger this time?"

“We are up against & very hard
case. T have identified Mr. John
Garrided, counselor at law. He s
none other than ‘Killer' Evans of
sinister and murderous reputation.”

“I fear I am none the wiser.”

“Ah, it is not part of your pro-
fession to carry about & portable
Newgate Calendar fn your memery.

Well, it begins to define itselt.

|1 have been to the house agents.

Our client, as he told us, has been
thers five years. It was unlet far
a year before then. The previous
tenant was a gentleman at large
named Waldron. Waldron's appear-
ance was well remembered at the
office. He had suddenly vanished,
and nothing more has been hegrd
of him. He was a tall, bearded man
with very dark features. Now.
Presbury, the man whom Killer
Evans had shot, was, according to
Scotland  Yard, a tall, dark man
with & beard. As a working hypo-
thesis, T think we may take it that
Presbury, the American eriminal,
used to live in the very room which
our Innocent friend now. devotes to
his museum. S0 at last we get a
link, you wee:

“And the next lnk

“Well, we must go now and look
for that 2

He took & revelver from the
drawer and handed 1t to me.

“I have my own little derringer,
small but eftective. It our Wild
Weat friend tries to live up to his
nlckname, we must be ready for
him. TN give you an hour for a
slesta, Watson, and then I think It

will be time for our Ryder Street

“You have been in England for

1 have been down 1o see friend Les-
trade at the Yard. There may bs
an occasional want of Imaginative
Intuition down there, but they lead
the world for thoroughness and
method. 1 had n idea that we
might get on the track of our
American friend In their records.
Bure enough, T found his chubhy
face smiling up &t me from the
Rogues' Portrait Gallery. ‘James
Wiinter, alian  Morecroft, alias
Killer Evans! was the Inscription
below* Holmes drew an envelope
from his pocket. “I have meribbled
down a tew points from his dossier.
Aged 44, Native of Chieago, Known
to have shot three men In the
States. Escaped from penitentiary
through political influence. Came to
London In 1893, Shot a man over
¢ards in a night chub in th
loo Road in January,
died, but he was shown to h v
been the aggressor in the row, Dead
man was identified as Rodger Pres-
bury, famous as forger and colner
in Chicago, Killer Evans releaned
in 1901, Has been under police
supervision since, but %0 far as
Jmown has led an honest life. Very
dangerous mas, usually carries arms
and is prepared to use them. That
is our bird, Watson—a sporting
bird, ms you must admit.

*But what is hie game?*

some time

adventure.”

It was just tour o'clock when we
reached the curlous apartment of
Nathan Garrideb, Mra. Saunders,
the caretaker, was sbout to leave,
but she had no hesitation in admit
ting us, for the door shut with &
spring lock and Holmes promised
to wee that all was safe before we
left. Shortly afterward the outer
door closed, her bonnet passed the
bow window, and we knew that we
were alone In the lower floor of the
house. Holmes made & rapid ex-
amination of the premises. There
was one cupboard In A dark corner
which stood out  lttle from the
wall. Tt was behind this that we
eventually cronched, while Molmen
in & whisper outlined his intentions.

“Io wanted to get our amiable
friend out of his room—that is very
clear, and as the collector never
went out It took some planning to
@0 it. The whole of this Garrideb
Invention was apparently for no
other end. I must say, Watson, that
there i @ cortain devilish ingenuity
about it, even 1f the queer name of
the tenant aid give him an opening
which be could hardly have ex-
pected. e wove his plot with re-
markable cunning”

‘But what did he want?"

“WuM, that is what we are here
W fad eut, It has pothing what-

ever 0 do with our client, %o far as
I can read the situation. 1t is some-
thing comnected with the man he
murdered—the man Who miay have
been his confederate In crime. There
is some gullty sccret in the room.
That is how I read it. At fiest I
thought our friend might hawve
something in his collection more
valuable than he knew—something
worth the attentlon of a big
criminal. But the fact that Rodger
Presbury of evil memory inhabited
these rooma points to some deeper
reason. Well, Watson, we can but
possesd our souls In patience and
see what the hour may bring.

That hour was not long In strik<
ing.

We crouched closer in tha shadow
an we heard the outer door open
and shut. Then came the wharp
metallle snap of & key and the
American was In the room. He
closed the door softly behind him,
took a sharp glance around bim to
see that all was safe, threw off his
overcoat, and walked up to the con-
tral table with the brisk manner of
one who knows exactly what he has
10 @0 and how 10 do it, He pushed
the table to one side, lore up the
square of carpet on which it rested,

rolled 1t completely Back. and then,

said  Holmes. Mr. Garrideb wondered how he knew.

drawing a Jimmy from bis inside
pocket, knelt down and worked
vigorously upon the floor. Presently
we heard the sound of siiding
boards, and an instant later &
muare had opened In the planke.
Killer Evans struck a match, lit &
stump of candle, and vanished from
our view.

Clearly our moment had come.
Holmen touched my wrist as & sig-
nal, and together we stole acrom to
the open trapdeor. Gently as we
moved, however, the old floor must
have ereaked under our feet, for the
head of our American, peering
anxiously round, emerged suddenly
from the open mpace. His face
turned upen us with a glare of
baffled rage, which gradually
softenened Into a rather shame-
faced grin as he realized that two
pixtols were pointed at his head

“Well, well!" sald he, coolly, as
he scrambled to the surface, “T
Fuess you have been one 00 many
| for me, Mr. Holmes. Saw through
‘my gume, T wuppose, and played me
for & sucker from the first. Well,

beat and—-"
In an instant he had whisked out
a revolver from his breast and had
fired two shots. 1 feit a sudden hot
sear an if & red-hot iron had deen
presscd (o my Uigh Thers was

| sir. 1 hand 1t to you: you have me |

erash as Holmes' pistol came down
on the man's head. 1 had a vision
of im sprawling upon the floor
with blood running down his face
while Holmes 1 ged him for
weapons. Then my friend
arms were round me and he was
lending me 0 a chair,
“You're not hurt, Watson? For
. say that you are net

It was worth & wound—it was
worth many wounds—to know the
depth of loyalty and Jove which lay
behind that cold mask, The clewr,
hard eyes wers dimmed for & mos
ment and the firm Lps were shak-
ing. For the one and only time I
caught a glimpse of o great heart ay
well as of a great braln. All my
years of humble but single-minded
service culminated in that moment
of revelation.

“It's nothing, Holmes. 10 a mers
serateh.

He had ripped up my trousers
with his pocket knife

“You are right," he erled, with an
Immenne sigh of relief. “It’ is quite
superficial!” 1Hia face wet lke filnt
a8 ho glared at our prisoner, who

an sitting up With & dazed fa.

y the Lord, It Is as well for you
1 you had killed Watson, you would
not have got out of this room altve.
Now, slr, What have you to say for
sourselr?

He hcd nothing to say for hime
selt. He only lay and scowled. 1
leaned on Holm' arm, and fo-
Kether we looked down Into the
small cellar which had been dise
closed by the secret flap. It was
sthl fllominated by th
which Evans had taken do
him. Our eyes fell upon & ma
rusted machinery, great rolls of
paper, a litter of hottles, and, neatly
arranged upon a small table n num-
ber of neat little bundles

“A printing press—a  counters
lelm- outht" sald Holme

sald our prisoner,
-m;:xrnn( slowly to his feet and
then sinking into the chair. “The
greatest counterfeiter London ever
saw. That's Presburs's machine,
and those hundles on the talle are
two thousand of Presbury’s notes
worth a hundred each and pase
anywhere. Falp yourselyes, gentie-
men. Call It & deal and let me go*

Holmes laughed.

“We don't do things like that, Mr

na. There fs no-bolt hole for you
in this country. You shot this man,
Preshury, did you not?"
Yes, sir, and got flve yoars for
gh it was ho wiw puiled on
@ years—when T should have
had & modal the size of o soup plate.
No living man could tell a Presbury
from a Bank of 1, and 1t 1
hadn't put him out he would have
flooded London with them. [ was
the only one in the world who knew
where he made them, ¢
der that I wanted to get
place? And ean you wo
when T found this crazy hoob of a

squatting right on the top of It and
never quitting hix I had to do
the best T could to shift him. Maybe
T would have been wiser If T had
put him away. It would havg been
sany enough, but I'm a_soft -hearted
guy that can't begin shooting unless
the other man has a gun wso. But
say. Mr. Holmi

wrong, anyhow? Tve not used this
plant. Tve not hurt this old stff,
Where do you get me?"

“Only aitempted murder, so far
as T can sve’ mald Holmes. “Ttut
that's not our Job, They take that
at the next stage. What we wanted
at present wan juat your swoet solf.
Just give the Yard-a eall, Watkon.
It wan't be entirely unexpected.™

8o those were the facts about
Killer Evans and his remarkabie in-
ventlon of the three Garrldebs. We
heard later that our poor oid friend
never got over the shock of his

pated dreamn. When his castle
In the alr fell down, it buried him
beneath the rulna. He was last
heard of al a nursing home in Brix-
ton.

It was a glad day at the Yard
when the Presbury outfit was dis-
cavared. for, though they knew that
it exiated, they had never been able
atter the death of the man, to And
out where it was. Fvans had ideed
dane great wervice, and e
severa] worthy C. 1. D. men to sleep
the wounder, for the eounterfoiter
stands In a clams by himedlt as &
public danger. They would w iilingly
have subscribed to that soup .nm-
medal of which the cri had
spoken, but an unappreciative hench
took a less favorable view, and the
Killer returned to those shades
trom which he had Just emerged,
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