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wery dark features. Now, Presbury, the

[March 29, 1925,

made our way back to Baker strest. It was the fact that Rodger Presbury of evil He had ripped up my trousers with his

not untll after digner thar Holmes came
back to the subject.

“Our little problem draws to a close,”
sald he. “No doubt you have gutlined the
dolution in your own mind.”

“I con make neither head nor tail of it."

“The head Is surely clear onough, and
the tuil we should see tomorrow. Did you
notlce nothing curlous about that advertise-
meant?"

“I saw that the word ‘plough’ was mis-
spelt.”

. you did wnotlee that, did you? Come,
Watson, you fraprove all the time. Yes, it
was bud Englisl but good American. Tha
printer had put it up as received, Then the
buckboards, That Is American also. And
artesian wells are commoner Wwith them
thanewith us. ¥t was a typical American
advertisement, but parpotting to be from
an English firm. What do you make of
that?"

“I can only suppose that thls American
Jawyer put it in himselt. What his object
was [ fall to understand,”

“Well, there re alternative explanations.
Auyhow, he wunred to get this good old fos-

sil up to Dirminghum,
Thur Is very clear, I
wight  have told  him
thit he way clearly, gos
ink  on wild-gooso
Chase,  but, on  second
thought, it seemed bet-
ter to elear (he suuge by
Jetting him go.  Tomor-
Tow, Watson well, to-

morrow will speak for it-
selt”

Huolmes was up uand
owt early. When he ree
at lunch tme [

that  his  fave

s more seri-
L, ons matter than 1 had
expected, Watson” said
he. -t is mair to tell
you s, though i know it
will only be an additlon-
al reuson to yeu for run-
ning  ¥our head into
danper. T should know
my  Watson hy  now,
But there is dauger, and

Fou should know (.
“Well, it Is am the
first we have ahared,
Holmnes.
not he the last.
the  partienlir

thly tine?"
“We are up
very hard o
{dentiflwg My b Gar-
rideh, counselor at law.
i none other han
ns ot sinlster

I hope it may
What ls
danger

T e,

“I fear [ am none tho

wiser

“Ab, b 15 not part of
yonr professinn 1o earry
about o portahle New-
gate Calondar in your
memory, T hive  been

dowii to see frivnd Less
trade ut the Yarl. There
may  be an ocenstonal
want of fmaghna
tuitlon down there,
they lesd  the  worlil
for thoroughness ond

method, 1 hadl un [den
that wo might get on the track of anr
Ameriean ftriend in their records.  Sure

enough, 1 fonnid his chubby face smillng up
at me from the Rogues' Portralt Gallery.
“James Winter, alins Morccroft, allag Killer
Byuns,' was the inseription below,” Holmes
drew an envelope from his podgket. *I
scribbled down o few points from his dos-
sler. Agod 4. Nativo of Chicago. Known
to baro shot three men in he States. Ese
caped from penltentinry through political
intluence, Cume to Londou in 1853, Man
died, but he was shown te have been the
aggressor in (he row. Dend man wus {dens
tifled as Rodger 'resbury, us as forger
anid colnor In Chicage, Kill'r Evans re
leased In 1801, Has becn under police su-
pervislon since, but sp far us known has
ledl an homest lite. Very dongerons man,
nsunlly earrivs avms and I8 prepared to uae
them. That Ix our bird, Watson—n sports
ing bird, you must admit,
“Bat what i= his game?

“Well, it begina to define itsclf. [ have
been to the honse agents. Our client. ns he
told us. has been there five years. It waa

unlet for & year befors then, The previous
wiant was a gentleman at largeé named
Waidron.  Waldron's appearance was well
remembered ot the office. He had suddenly
vanizled, and nothing more has been heard
of hlm. He was a tall, bearded man with

man whom Killer Evans had shot, was, ac-
cording to Scotlapd Yard, a tall, dark man
with o beard. As a working hypothesis, 1
think we may take it that Presbury, the
American criminal, used to live ln the very
room which our ignocent frlend now de-
votes to his museum. So at least we get a
link, you sce?"

“And tbe pext link?"

“Well, we must go now and look for
that.”

He took a revolver from the drawer and
handed It to me,

"I have my own little derringer, small
but effective. If our Wild West triend tries
to live up to his sickname, we must be
ready for him. 1l glve you an hour for a
slesta, Wateon, and then I think it will be
time for our Ryder street ndventure.”

It was just 4 o'clock when we reached
the curious apartment of Nathan Carrideb.
Mrs. Saunders, the caretaker, was about to
leave, but she had uo hesitatlon in admits
ting ws, for the door shut with a spring
lock and Holues promised to see that all
was gafe before we left. Shortly afterward

the outer door closed, her bouunet passed
the bow window. and we kuew that we
were alone in the lower floor of the house.
Holmes made a rapkl examination of the
premises, There was one cupbouard in
dark corner which stood out u little from
the wall. 1t was behind this that we event-
ually eronched, while Holmes in a whisper
outliner his intentions.

“He wanted to get onr amfable (riend
ont of hils room—that Is very clear, and
48 the coliector pever went out it took some
Manning to do it. The whole of this Gar
rideh inventlon was apparently for no other
el 1 must say, Watson, that there i3 a
certain dovilish Incennity avone (t, oven i€
the queer name aof the tenant did give him
an opening which he could hardly have ex-
pected. Iie wove his plot with remarkable
cunning,"

“But what dld he want?"

“Well, that Is what we are here to flad
out, It has nothing whatever to do with
our client, so far as I can read the situa-
tion. It is something connected with the
man he murdered—the man Who may have
been his confederate in erime. There {3
some goilty secrsr in the room. That 13
how [ road ft. Ar first [ thoughr onr friend
might have something In his collection
more valuable than he ¥knew—something
worth the attemtion of a big crimizal. But

memory inhabited these rooms polats to
some deeper reason. Well, Watson, we can
but possess our soula in patience apd sea
what the Wour may bring.”

That hour was not long la striking,

We crouched closer In the shadow as we
heard the outer door open and shut. Then
came the sharp metallic snap of a key and
the American was in the room. He closed
the door softly behind him, took a sharp
glance around him to see that all was sate,
threw off his overcoat. and walked up to
the central table with the brisk maunner of
one who knows exactly what he has to do
and how to do {t. He pushed the table to
one side. tore up the square of carpet on
which {t rested, rolled It completely back,
and then, drawing a Jimmy from his {nside
pocket, knelt down and worked vigorously
upon the floor. Preseotly wo heard the
sound of sliding boards, and an instant later
a square had opened i{n the planks. Killer
Evans struck a match, 1t a stump of can-
dle, and vanished trom our view,

Clearly our moment had come.
touched my wrist as a signal,

Holmes
and to-

Eether we stole across to the epen trapdoor,

Gently ay we moveil, however, the ol flnor
must have creaked under our feel, for the
head of our American. peering auxiously
round, emerged suddenly from the open
space. His face turned upon us with a
glare of haMed rage, which graduaily saft-
ened into a rubber shamefaced grin as he
realized that two plstols were poluted at
his head.

“Well, well!” said he, coally, as bhe
scrambled to the surface, “I guess you have
been one too many for me, Mr. Holmes,
Saw throngh my game, [ suppose, and
played me for a sucker from the first. Well,
sir, I band it to You: you have me heat
and—"

To 2o Instapt he had whisked out a re-
volver from his breast and had fired two
shots. I felt a sudden hot sear as it a red-
hot iron had been pressed to my thigh.
There wa3 a crash as Holmes's plstol cama
down on the man's head.
him sprawling upon the floor with bleod
running down his face while Holmes rum-
maged him for weapons. Then my friend's
wiry arms were round me and he was lead-
ing me to a chair.

£ re not hurt, Watson? For Gods
sake. say that you are pot hurt!™

“It's mothing, Holmes. 1It's a mere
scratch,”

1 had a vision of ;

pocket knife.

“You are right.,” he cried, with an Im-
mense sign of rellef. "It ig quite super-
ficial!"” His face set like flint as he glared
at our prisoner, who was sitting up withi a
dazed face. "Dy the Lord, It is as well
for you. If you bhad killed Watson, you
would not have got out of this room alive.
Now, sir, what have you to say for your
selt 7"

He had pothing to say for himself, He
only lay und scowled. Ileuned on Holmes's
arm, and together we looked down into the
small cellar which had been disclosed by
the secret fap. It was still Nluminated by
the candle which Evans had taken down
with him. Our eyes fell upon a masa of
rusted machluery, great tolls of paper, &
litter of bottles, aad, neatly arraaged upon
a small table, o number of neat little
bundles.

“A prioting press—a counterfelter'a outs
t." sald Holmes.

Tes, sir," sald oar prisoner. staggering
slowly to hls feet and then sinking Into the
chalr, “The grentest counterfeiter Loadon
ever saw. That's Presbury’s machine, and
those bundles on the table are two thou:
ennd of Presbury’s uotes worth u hundred
each and fit to pass anywhere, Help yours
selves, gentlemen, Call it a deal and let
me go."”

Holmes laughed,

“We don’t do things like that, Mr. Evaos.
There is uo bolt hole for you in this couns
try. You shot this man, Presbury, did you
not?

“Yes. sir, and got five vears for it. though
It was he who pulled on me, Five vears—
when I should have had o medal the sizo
of 4 soup plute. No living man could tell a
Presbury from a Saok of England, and 12 1
hadn't put him put he would have finoded
London with them. [ was the only one In
the world who knew where he made hem,
Can n wonder thut T wanted to get to the
place” Awnd cuon vou wonder that whea I
found this crazy Loob of n bug hunter with
the queer mame sqiatting right on (he top
of it and never guitting hia room, 1 had to
do the best I could to shift him. Maybe T
would have been wiser if | had put him
away. It wonld have heen easy enough,
but I'm a soft-headed guy that can't begin
shooting unless the other man has a gum

alsn,  Bur say, Mr, Iolmes, what have I
done wrong, suyhow? I've not used this
vlant. ['ve mot hurt this old stiff, Wherg

do you get ma?”

“Only attempted murder, so far as [ can
sea’” said Holmes. “But thot's not our job.
They take rhat at the nexr stage. What
we wanted at present was just your sweet
sele. Just give the Yard a call, Watson.
It won't Le entirely unexpecred.”

S0 (hose were the tacts about Killer
Evans apd his remarkable invention of the
three Garridebs, We heard later that our
poor old frieml never got over the shock
of nis dissipated dreams. When bils caatle
in the air fell. it buried him beneath the
riins,  He was last heard of at & nursing
home in Brixton.

Adjusted b
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18 mad mole, exclusve
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oreventative principle. The Anti-
Friction Tage, when aduated by
facing the shoe. eliminates
friction, une of the cawses of
serious oot lls.
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