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bonniest, brightest little blue eqg that ever
was seen. | have it here in my museum.”
Our visitor staggered to his feet and clutched
the mantelpiece with his right hand. Holmes
unlocked his strong-box and held up the blue
carbuncle, which shone out like a star, with a
cold brilliant, many-pointed radiance. Ryder
stood glaring with a drawn face, uncertain
whether to claim or to disown it.

“The game’s up, Ryder,” said Holmes quietly.
"Hold up, man, or you'l be into the fire! Give
him an arm back into his chair, Watson. He's
not got blood enough to go in for felony with
impunity. Give him a dash of brandY. So! Now
he looks a little more human. What a shrimp
it is, to be sure!”

For @ moment he had staggered and nearly
fallen, but the brandy brought a tinge of colour
into his cheeks, and he sat staring with fright-
ened eyes at his accuser.

| have almost every link in my hands, and all
the proofs which | could possibIY need, so
there is little which a/ou need tell me. Stil,
that little may as well be cleared up to make
the case complete. You had heard, Ryder, of
this blue stone of the Countess of Morcar's?*
‘It was Catherine Cusack who told me of it,’
said he in a crackling voice.

| see — her ladyship’s waiting-maid. Well, the
temptation of sudden wealth so easily ac-
quired was too much for you, as it has been
for better men before you; but you were not
very scrupulous in the means you used. It
seems to me, Ryder, that there is the making
of a very pretty villain in you. You knew that
this man Horner, the plumber, had been con-
cerned in some such matter before, and that
suspicion would rest the more readily upon
him. What did you do, then? You made some
small job in my lady’s room — you and your
confederate Cusack — and you managed that
he should be the man sent for. Then, when
he had left, you rifled the jewel-case, raised
the alarm, and had this unfortunate man ar-
rested. You then =’

Ryder threw himself down suddenly upon the
rug and clutched at my companion's knees.
"For God's sake, have mercy!” he shrieked.
“Think of my father! of my mother! It would
break their hearts. | never went wrong be-
fore! | never will again. | swear it. 'l swear it
on a Bible. Oh, don't bring it into court! For
Christ's sake, don't!”

“Get back into your chair!” said Holmes sternly.
It is very well to cringe and crawl now, but
you thought little enough of this poor Horner
in the dock for a crime of which he knew
nothin?.”

I will fly, Mr. Holmes. | will leave the country,
sit. Then the charge against him will break

down.

"Hum! We will talk about that. And now let
us hear a true account of the next act. How
came the stone into the goose, and how came
the goose into the open market? Tell us the
truth, for there lies your only hope of safety.”
Ryder passed his tonque over his parched lips.
“I'will tell you it just as it happened, sir,” said
he. "When Horner had been arrested, it
seemed to me that it would be best for me
to get away with the stone at once, for | did
not know at what moment the police might
not take it into their heads to search me and
mx room. There was no place about the hotel
where it would be safe. | went out, as if on
some commission, and | made for my sister’s
house. She had married a man named
Oakshott, and lived in Brixton Road, where
she fattened fowls for the market. All the way
there every man | met seemed to me to be a
policeman or a detective; and, for all that it
was a cold night, the sweat was Bourinq down
my face before | came to the Brixton Road.
MK sister asked me what was the matter, and
why | was so pale; but | told her that | had
been upset by the jewel robbery at the hotel.
Then | went into the back yard and smoked a
gipe and wondered what it would be best to
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"| had a friend once called Maudsley, who went

to the bad, and has just been serving his time
in Pentonville. One day he had met me, and
fell into talk about the ways of thieves, and
how they could get rid of what they stole. |
knew that he would be true to me, for | knew
one or two things about him; so | made up
my mind to ?(o right on to Kilburn, where he
lived, and take him into my confidence. He
would show me how to turn the stone into
monex. But how to get to him in safety? |
thought of the agonies | had gone through in
coming from the hotel. | might at any mo-
ment be seized and searched, and there would
be the stone in my waistcoat pocket. | was
leaning aqainst the wall at the time and look-
ing at the ?eese which were waddling about
round mx eet, and suddenly an idea came
into my head which showed me how | could
beat the best detective that ever lived.

"My sister had told me some weeks before
that | might have the pick of her geese for a
Christmas present, and | knew that she was
always as good as her word. | would take my
goose now, and in it | would carry my stone
to Kilburn. There was a little shed in the yard,
and behind this | drove one of the birds — a
fine big one, white, with a barred tail. | caught
it, and prying its bill open, | thrust the stone
down its throat as far as my finger could reach.
The bird gave a qulp, and [ felt the stone pass
along its qullet and down into its crop. But
the creature flapped and struggled, and out
came my sister to know what was the mat-
ter. As | turned to speak to her the brute broke
loose and fluttered off among the others.
“Whatever were you doing with that bird,
Jem?" says she.

“Well,” said |, 'you said you'd give me one for
Christmas, and | was feeling which was the
fattest.

"Oh, says she, ‘we've set yours aside for you
— Jem’s bird, we call it. It's the big white one
over yonder. There's twenty-six of them, which
makes one for you, and one for us, and two
dozen for the market.

“Thank you, Maqggie,” says I; ‘but if it is all the
same to you, I'd rather have that one | was
handlin? just now.

“The other is a good three pound heavier,
said she, ‘and we fattened it expressIY for Xou."
“Never mind. ['l have the other, and Il take it
now,’ said |.

"Oh, just as you like,’ said she, a little huffed.
‘Which is it you want, then?

“That white one with the barred tail, right in
the middle of the flock.

“Oh, very well. Kill it and take it with you.
"Well, | did what she said, Mr. Holmes, and |
carried the bird all the war to Kilburn. | told
my pal what | had done, for he was a man
that it was easy to tell a thing like that to. He
laughed until he choked, and we got a knife
and opened the goose. My heart turned to
water, for there was no sign of the stone,
and | knew that some terrible mistake had
occurred. | left the bird rushed back to my
sister's, and hurried into the back yard. There
was not a bird to be seen there.

“Where are they all, Maggie?' | cried.

Gone to the dealer’s, Jem.

“Which dealer's?

“Breckinridge, of Covent Garden.

But was there another with a barred tail? |
asked, 'the same as the one | chose?

"Yes, Jem; there were two barred-tailed ones,
and | could never tell them apart.

"Well, then, of course | saw it all, and | ran off
as hard as my feet would carry me to this
man Breckinridge; but he had sold the lot at
once, and not one word would he tell me as
to where they had ?one. You heard him your-
selves to-night. Well, he has aIwa¥s answered
me like that. My sister thinks that | am going
mad. Sometimes | think that | am myself. And
now — and now | am myself a branded thief,
without ever having touched the wealth for
which | sold my character. God help me! God
help me!" He burst into convulsive sobbing,
with his face buried in his hands.

There was a long silence, broken only by his
heavy breathing and by the measured tap-
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in(? of Sherlock Holmes's finger-tips upon the
edge of the table. Then my friend rose and
threw open the door.

"Get out!” said he.

“What, sir! Oh, Heaven bless you!”

“No more words. Get out!”

And no more words were needed. There was
a rush, a clatter upon the stairs, the bang of a
door, and the crisp rattle of running footfalls
from the street.

“After all, Watson,” said Holmes, reaching up
his hand for his clay pipe, I am not retained
by the police to supply their deficiencies. If
Horner were in danger it would be another
thing; but this fellow will not appear aqgainst
him, and the case must collapse. | suppose
that | am commuting a felony, but it is just
possible that | am saving a soul. This fellow
will not go wrong aqain; he is too terribly
frightened. Send him to jail now, and you make
him a jail-bird for life. Besides, it is the sea-
son of forgiveness. Chance has FUt in our way
a most sinqular and whimsical problem, and
its solution is its own reward. If you will have
the goodness to touch the bell, Doctor, we
will begin another investigation, in which, also
a bird will be the chief feature.”

THE ADVENTURE OF THE
SPECKLED BAND

On glancing over my notes of the seventy odd
cases in which | have during the last eight
gears studied the methods of my friend
herlock Holmes, | find many tragic, some
comic, a large number merely strange, but
none commonplace; for, working as he did
rather for the love of his art than for the ac-
quirement of wealth, he refused to associate
himself with any investigation which did not
tend towards the unusual, and even the fan-
tastic. Of all these varied cases, however, |
cannot recall ann which presented more sin-
qular features than that which was associ-
ated with the well-known Surrey family of the
Roylotts of Stoke Moran. The events in ques-
tion occurred in the early days of my associa-
tion with Holmes, when we were sharing
rooms as bachelors in Baker Street. It is pos:
sible that | might have placed them upon
record before, but a promise of secrecy was
made at the time, from which | have only been
freed during the last month by the untimely
death of the lady to whom the Fledqe was
given. It is perhaps as well that the facts should
now come to light, for | have reasons to know
that there are widespread rumours as to the
death of Dr. Grimesby Roylott which tend to
{narﬁ the matter even more terrible than the
ruth.
It was early in April in the year ‘83 that | woke
one morning to find Sherlock Holmes stand-
ing, fully dressed, by the side of my bed. He
was a late riser, as a rule, and as the clock on
the mantelpiece showed me that it was only
a quarter-past seven, | blinked up at him in
some surprise, and perhaps just a little re-
sentment, for | was myself reqular in my hab-
its.
“Very sorry to knock you up, Watson,” said
he, “but it's the common lot this morning. Mrs.
Hudson has been knocked up, she retorted
upon me, and | on you.”
“What is it, then — a fire?”
"No; a client. It seems that a young lady has
arrived in a considerable state of excitement,
who insists upon seeing me. She is waiting
now in the sitting-room. Now, when young
ladies wander about the metroFoIis at this
hour of the morning, and knock sleepy people
up out of their beds, | presume that it is some-
thing very pressing which they have to com-
municate. Should it prove to be an interesting
case, you would, | am sure, wish to follow it
from the outset. | thought, at any rate, that |
should call You and give you the chance”
tII;/Iy dear fellow, | would not miss it for any-
ing.
I hacc’i no keener pleasure than in following
Holmes in his professional investigations, and
in admiring the rapid deductions, as swift as

intuitions, and yet always founded on a logi-
cal basis with which he unravelled the prob-
lems which were submitted to him. | rapidly
threw on my clothes and was ready in a few
minutes to accompany my friend down to the
sitting-room. A lady dressed in black and
heavily veiled, who had been sitting in the
window, rose as we entered.
“Good-morning, madam,” said Holmes cheer-
ily. "My name is Sherlock Holmes. This is my
intimate friend and associate, Dr. Watson,
before whom you can speak as freeIK as be-
fore myself. Ha! | am glad to see that Mrs.
Hudson has had the good sense to light the
fire. Pray draw up to it, and | shall order you a
cup of hot coffee, for | observe that you are
shivering.”
It is not cold which makes me shiver,” said
the woman in a low voice, changing her seat
as requested.
"What, then?”
"It is fear, Mr. Holmes. It is terror.” She raised
her veil as she spoke, and we could see that
she was indeed in a pitiable state of agita-
tion, her face all drawn and gray, with rest:
less frightened eyes, like those of some
hunted animal. Her features and figure were
those of a woman of thirty, but her hair was
shot with premature gray, and her expression
was weary and haggard. Sherlock Holmes ran
her over with one of his quick, all-compre-
hensive glances.
“You must not fear,” said he soothingly, bend-
ing forward and patting her forearm. “We shall
soon set matters right, | have no doubt. You
have come in by train this morning, | see.”
“You know me, then?’
“No, but | observe the second half of a return
ticket in the palm of your left glove. You must
have started earI\t/, and yet you had a good
drive in a dog-cart, along heavy roads, before
ou reached the station.”

he lady gave a violent start and stared in
bewilderment at my companion.
“There is no mzster% my dear madam,” said
he, smiling. “The left arm of your jacket is
spattered with mud in no less than seven
places. The marks are perfectly fresh. There
Is no vehicle save a dog-cart which throws up
mud in that way, and then only when you sit
on the left-hand side of the driver”
“Whatever your reasons may be, you are per-
fectly correct,” said she. “I started from home
before six, reached Leatherhead at twenty
past, and came in by the first train to Water-
loo. Sir, | can stand this strain no longer: |
shall go mad if it continues. | have no one to
turn to — none, save only one, who cares for
me, and he, poor fellow, can be of little aid. |
have heard of you, Mr. Holmes; | have heard of
You from Mrs. Farintosh, whom you helped in
he hour of her sore need. It was from her
that | had your address. Oh, sir, do you not
think that You could help me, too, and at least
throw a little light through the dense dark-
ness which surrounds me? At present it is
out of m%/ power to reward you for your ser-
vices, but in a month or six weeks | shall be
married, with the control of my own income,
and then at least you shall not find me un-
grateful.”
Holmes turned to his desk and, unlocking it.
drew out a small case-book, which he con-
sulted.
"Farintosh,” said he. "Ah yes, | recall the case;
it was concerned with an opal tiara. | think it
was before your time, Watson. | can only say,
madam, that | shall be happY to devote the
same care to your case as | did to that of
your friend. As to reward, my profession is its
own reward; but you are at liberty to defray
whatever expenses | may be put to, at the
time which suits P/ou best. And now | beg
that you will lay before us everything that may
?elg us in forming an opinion upon the mat-
er.
"Alas!” replied our visitor, “the very horror of
my situation lies in the fact that my fears are
so vaque, and my suspicions depend so en-
tirely upon small points, which might seem
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