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V.-The· A'dtJenture of· the Priory Schoo·l • 

~~~~l;lE have had some dramatic 
entrances and exits. upon our 

~'~r/~ small stage at·. Baker- Street; 
but I. cannot recolfect any~ 
thing more sUdden .~d 'startling 

. than the· first appearance:. of 
P~. Thorrteycroft Huxtable, M.A, Ph.D.', 
etc.' His card, which seemed too small to 
carry the weight of his academic distinctions, 
preceded him by a few seconds, and then he 
en~ered himself.-, so large, so pompous, and 
so dignified that he was the very embodi­
ment of self-possession and solidity. An9 
yet his fir~t action when the door had closed 

. behind him was to stagger against 'the table, 
whence he slipped do':Vfl upon the. ·ftoor,.and 
there was ~hat majest~c figt.ir~ prostrate and 
insensible upon our bearskin' hearthrug! 
. We had sprung to our feet, and for a f~w 
moments we stared iIi, silent, amazement at 
this ponderous piece of wreckage, which told 
of soine sudden and fatal storm far out on 
the ocean ofl1fe~'--Then-Hoimes llumecf 
Wltli."a,- cuShIon-for his head and I, with 
brandy for' his . lips. The heavy white face 
was seamed with lines of trouble, the hanging 
pouches under the closed eyes were leaden 
in,colour, the loose mouth drooped dolorously 
at the comers, the rolling chins were un­
shaven. 'Collar and shirt bore the grime 
of a long journey, and the hair 'bristled un~ 
kempt from the well-shaped head It was a 
sorely-~tricken man who lay before us. 

"V\.'hat is it, Watson?" asked Holmes. 
. ' "Absolute exhaustion -:;- possibly mere 
hunger and fatigue," said I, with my finger 
on the thready. pulse, where the stream of 
life trickled thin and small. 

"Return ticket· from Mackleton; in the 
N or.th of England," said Holmes, drawing it 
from the watch-pocket. "It is not tWelve 

. o'clock .yet.. He has' certainly been .an '·earlY 
,starter." .. ' 
. T'Qe puck~red eyelids .had.hep .to.'quh-er, 

.and, now· a: pair of v~eant, 'g,et .ey~s ,look~d 
'up at us. An instant later: .·the· man h' d 
scrambled on to: his ~ feet; :his··: face., ~rims: n 
wiih shatne. 

" Forgive' thiS we8.kness~. Mr. Holmes '; I 
have been a little overwrought. Thank you, 
if I ~ight hav~ a glass, of milk. and a biscuit 
I have no doubt that I 'should be better. I 
came 'personally, Mr .. Holmes, in' order to 
ensu~e that ,you 'woul~ return with me. I 
feared that no 'telegram would conv~ce you 
of the absolute urgency of the case.",. 

"W4en'You are quite restored-.-" 
"I am quj,te well again. I cannot im~e 

how I came' t~l be 5'0 weak. I wish' you, ·Mr. 
Holmes, to come to 'Mackleton with me by 
the next train.'" 
. My friend shook his h~ad. 

" ~f y colleague, Dr. Watson, could tell you 
that we are very busy at preserit. I a;m 
retained in this case of the Ferrers. Docu~ 
ments, ana the 4-berg~y~~y .. n~~!d.~~ -18 
coming up for trial. Only a very impo~t 
issue could call me from London. at present." 

"Important 1" . ·Our visitor threw up his 
hands. "Have you heard 'nothing, of the .1 
abduction 'of t~e OI!!Y ,sQ!l __ .of. t!t~ Duke of I 
Holdernesse ? " . e' 

-Ci""'What! the late Cabinet Minister?'~ , 
"Exactly. We had tried to keep it out of 

the papers, but there was some rumour in the 
. Globe last night. . I thought it" might have 

reached your ears." 
Holmes shot out his long, thin arm and 

pi.cked out Volume "H " in his encyclopredia 
of reference. 

" 'Holdernesse, 6th Duke, K.G.; P.C.'­
half -.!he alpI!~:t?e~ ,I 'Baron Bev~rley, Earl Qf 
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night the boy was quite at home with us, 
and was apparently absolutely happy. 

"·He· was last seen on the night .of May, 
13th-, that is, the night of last Monday. His 
rooin was on the second floor, and was 
approached, through' another larger room in 
which two boys were sleeping. These boys 
saw and heard nothing,. so that it· is certain 
that young Saltire did not paSs out tha~ ~ay. 
His window waS open, and' there is' a stout 
ivy plant leading to the ground. We could 
trace no footmarks below, but it is sure that 
this is the only possible exit. ' . 

"His absence was discovered at seven 
o'clock on Tuesday morning. ,His 'bed had 
been slept in. H~ had dressed~hiQlself. fully 
before going off in his usual school, ~uit of 
black Eton jacket and: dark grey trousers. 
There were no signs that anyone had entered 
the room, and it is quite ,certain that anything 
in the nature 'of cries, or a struggle, . would 
have b~en heaI'd, since Caunter, 'the', elder 
boy in the inner'room, is a very light sleeper. 
. "When Lord Saltire's dis~ppearance was 

discovered I at 'once, called a roll of the 
whole establishment, boys, masters, and 
servants. It ,vas then that we ascertained 
that Lord Saltire had' not been alone in his 
flight. ,Heidegger, the German m~ter, was 
missing. His ~oom was on t~ second Hoor, 
at the farther end of 'the buil~ing, facing the 
same way as Lord Saltire'~. H.is, bed had 
also been, slept in; 1?~t . he had appa~ently 
gone ,away part~y dre~sed, since his -shirt and 
socks were lying 'on the.,' floor. He had 
undoubtedly let himself down by' the ivY, for 
we 'could see the' marks of his feet where he . 
ha¢l landed oli, the .1a\vp. His' bicycle was 
kept in 'a smal. shed' beside this lawn, and it. 
also was gone .. " . 

", He ha~ 'been ~tl) 'me for tw~ years, and . 
came with the 'best references,;' but he was a,' 
silent, morose man, not, very popular either 
with masterS or' boys. No trace' could be 
found of the ,fugitives, and now on Thursday 
m~ming , we . ar~ as ignorant as we were ~n 
~uesday. InqUIry was, of co~~se, ,made' at 
once at Holdemesse Hall. It is only' iit few 
miles away, and we' imagined that: ~ some 
sud4en attack of home-sickness he had 'gone 
back to his father; but nothing had been 
heard of him. 'rhe Duke is greatly agitated 
-, and as to me, you have' seen yourselves 
the state of nervous prostration to which the 
suspense and the responsibility have reduced 
me. Mr .. Holmes, if ever you put forward 
your ·full powers, I implore you'to do so 
now, for n~ver in your life could you have 
a case which is more worthy of them." 

Sherlock ·Holmes had listened with the, 
utmost intentness to the statement of the 
unhappy schoolmaster. .Hi~" dIawn brows 
and the deep furrow.. ,between them showed 
that. he 'neede~' no .. eXliortation to conc~ntrate . 
all.his attention upon a problem."which, apart 
from the tremendous interests inVOlved, must 
appeal '~o diI:ectly to his lov~ of tne, complex 
and the: unusuru. . He now, drew out his 
note~book", and', jotted,' down one o~ two 
memoran~ . 

"You ,have been very remiss in not 
coming, to " me sooner," :said hE; seyerely. 
"You start me on, my jnv~stjgatio!!,_~~h a. 
,very serio'us handicap. It'"IS mconceiyable, 
for example, that tliis' ivy'and .this lawn .Wquld 
have yielded nothing', to an expert·."observer." 

, "I am not to blame,' Mr. ~olmes .. ' , ,His 
Grace was' extremely . desirou~' t() .a,void all 
public scandaL He was ,afraid of his, family 
. unhappiness being, dragged .. before the world. 
He haS, a deep .horror of anytliing of the' 
kitid.'" . ' 

"But there has been some official inves-
tigation ? " . 
. " Yes, sir, and it has proved most dis-. 
appointing. 4n apparent clue was at once 

,obtainedt since a boy and a yonng man were 
reported to have been seen leaving a neigh~ 
bouring station by an early train. Only last 
night we had news that the couple had been 
hunted down in ~iverpOQl, and they prove 
to have .no ~on.nection whatever with the 
matter in hand :Th~n it· was that in my" 
despai~ and- disappointment, after a sleepless 
night,:1 came straight to you by the early 
train.'·' . ' 

." 1. suppose the local investigation was 
relaxed whil~ this: false: clue was being 
followed up'?'~' .. , 

" It, ~as . entirely, dropped.." 
" So. that three days have been, wasted. 

The. affair .. has ' been most deplorably 
, handled." . , 

'" I ,feel it, and admit it." 
, . "And:yet the problem should be capable 

. of ultirna~?.!ion. __ I shall be very happy 
to' ,look-n;tto It. Have you been able to 
trace . any connection 1;>etween the missing 
boy and this German master?" 

" None at all." 
" Was he in the master's class?" . 
" No;, he never excbange4 ,a word with 

him so far. asI know." . 
"That is ~ertainly very singular:, .Had the. 

boy a bicycle?" 
" No." 

, " Was any ot~er bicycle missing?" 
" No." 
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"Is that certain?" 
" Quite." 
"Well, now, you do not mean to s,eriously 

suggest that this German rode off upon a 
bicycle in the dead of the night bearing the 
boy in his arms? " 

" Certainly not." 
" Then what is the theory in your mind? " 
" The bicycle may have been a blind. It 

may have been hidden somewhere and the 
pair gone off on foof." 

" Quite so; but it seems rather an absurd 
blind, does it not? Were there other 
bicycles in this shed?" 

" Several." 
"Would he not have hidden a couple had 

he desired to give the idea that they had 
gone off upon them?" 

" I suppose he would." 
"Of course he would. The blind theory 

won't do. But ·the incident is an admirable 
starting·point for an investigation. After all, 
a bicycle is not an easy thing to conceal or 
to destroy. One 
other question. 
Did anyone cali 
to see the boy 
on the day be­
fore he dis-
appeared? " 

" No." 
"Did he get . 

any le.tters ? '? 

"Yes; one 
letter. " 

"From whom?" 
"From his 

father." 
" Do you open 

the boys' letters?" 
" No." 
"How do you 

know it was from 
the father?" 

"The coat of 
arms was on the 
envelope, and it 
was addressed in 
the Duke's pecu­
liar stiff hand. 
Besides, the 
Duke remembers 
having written." 

"When had he a letter before that?" 

\ 

"N ot for several days." 
" Had he ever one from France?" 
" No; never." 
"You ·see the point of my questions, of 

course. Either the boy was carried off by 

force or he went of his own free will. In 
the latter case you would expect that some 
prompting from outside would be needed to 
make so you rig a lad do such a thing, If he 
has had no visit.ors, that prompting must 
have come in letters. Hence I try to find 
out who Were his · correspondents." 

"I fear I cannot help you much. His only 
correspondent, so far as I kn·ow, was his own 
father." 

"Who wrote to him on the very day 
of his disappearance. Were the relations 
between father and son very friendly?" 

" His Grace is never very friendly with any­
one. He is completely immersed in ·large 
public questions, and is rather inacces­
sible to all ordinary emotions. But he 
was always kind to the · boy . in his own 
way." 

"But the sympathies of the latter were 
with. the mother? " . 

~, Yes." 
" Did he say so? " 

" No." 

"WHA1' IS THE THEORY IN YOUR 
MIND'?" 

"The Duke, then?" 
" Good !1.eavens, no ! " 
" Then how could you know?" 
"I have had some confidential talks with 

Mr. James Wilder; his Grace's secretary. 

-' 

'I 

-
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~ It was he who gave me the information 
about Lord Saltire's feelings." 

"I see. By the way, that last letter of 
the Duke's-was it found in the boy's room 
after he was gone.?" 

" No; he had taken it with him. I think, 
-Mr. Holmes, it is time that we were leaving for 
Euston." 

"I will order a fout-wheeler. In a quarter 
of an hour we .shall he at 'your serv~ce; If 
y~u are telegraphing home, Mr. Huxtable, . 
it would be well to allow the" people in y<?ur 
neighbourhood to imagine that the inquiry is 

. still going- on in Liverpool, or wherever else 
that. red herring led your pack. I~ the mean~ 
time I will do.a little quiet work .at.your own 

( doors, and perhaps the scent is n6~ so cold but 
\ that two old hounds like 'Watson and myself 

may get a sniff of it/' 

"When I learned that the police had 
failed--" . . . 

"His Grace is by no means convinced 
that the police have failed." 

" But surely, Mr. Wilder--" . , 
"'You are well aware, Dr. Huxtable, that 

his' Grace is particularly anxious to avoid 'all 
public scandal. He prefers' to take as few 
people as possible'into his confidence.?' 

"The 'matt~r can be easily remedied," said 
the brow-beaten doctor; "M~. Sherlock 
Holmes ',cap. return to London by the morning 
ttain.'~ .' 

"Hardly that, doctor, hardly that," smd 
H olmes, i~ his blandest voice. " This 
northern air. is invigorating and pleasant, ~o 
I' propose to spend' a few days 'upon your 
moors, and' to o~cqpy my mind as best I 
Il:1ay. Whether I have the shelter of yopr 
roof or of the· village inn is, of course) for 

l'hat evening.found uS'in the cold, 'bracing you 'to decide." , 
. atmosphere of the Peak country, in which I CQuid see that the unfortunate doctor was 
Dr. Huxtable's famous school' is situated. in the last stage of indecision, from which ~e 
It was already dark when w~ reached it. A was rescued by the deep, sonorous voice of 
card was .lying .on the hall table, and t~e' the red-bearded 'Duke; which 'boo~ed ·out 
butler whispered something to his master, 'like a dinner-gong., 
who, turned to us with agitation 'in every . "I agree with Mr. Wilder, Dr. Huxtable, 
heavy feature. that you would have done wisely to 'consult 

"The Duke is here," ~aid he. "The' me. But since Mr. Flolmes has. already been 
Duke and Mr.' Wilder are' in: the . stu~y. taken' into your cor$dence, it would, indeed 
Come, gentlemen, and I will introduce be absurd that we shQuld not avail ourselves 
you." . . of his serVices. . 'Far' from going to the inn, 

I was, of course; familiar with the 'pictures ·Mr. ·Holme.~, I should be pleased if yo~ would 
of the famous statesman, but the man him- come'~d stay with me at Holdernesse Hall." 
self was very diff~rent from his r~presentation. "I thank your Grace. For the purpo~es 
He was a tall and stately person; scrup~lously of my investigation· I· think that it woul4 be 
dressed, with a. drawn, thin face, and a nose 'wiser for me to remain at the scene of the 
which was gr9tesquely curved and long. His . mystery." , 
complexion was of a dead p~.llor, which was " Just as you like, .Mr. Holmes. Any 
more startling by contrast with a long, information whi~h Mr. Wilder or I can give 
dwindling beard of vivid red, which flowed you is, of course, at your disposal,?' ~ 
down over his white waistcoat, with his "It will . probably be necessary for me to 
watch -chain 'gleaming. through its fringe. see you at the . JIall," said Holme~. U I 
Such was the stately ,presence who looked would only ask you, now, sir, wheth~r you 
stonily at us from the' c~~.tr.~ _ QfD~ .. flux- have formed any explanation in your own 
ta~le's hearthru&,. Beside &im stood a very mind as to the mysteriqus disappearance of 
young man, whom I understood to be your son? " . 
Wilder, the private secretary.. He was small, "No, sir, I have not." 
nervous; alert, with intelligent; light-blue eyes " Excuse me if I allude to that which is 
and mobile features. It was he who at ()nce~ painful to you, but 'I haye no alternative. 
in aIiIncisive- and positive tone, opened· the Do' you think that the Du~hess had anything 
conversation. . . to do with the lnatter? " 
, "I called this morning, Dr. Huxtable, too The great ~iinister showed perceptible 

late to prevent you from starting for London. hesitation. I 

I learned that your object was to invite Mr. " I do not think 50," he sai<;1, at last 
SherloCk Holmes to undertake the conduct "The other most obvious explanation' is 
of this case. 'His Grace is surprised, Dr. that the. child has been kidnapped for the 
Huxtable; that you shouldh8rve taken such.a purpose of levying ransom. You have rio~ 
step without <;onsult~g him." had any demand of the sort ?" 
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"No, sir." 
"'One more question, your Grace. I 

understand that you wrote to your son upon 
the day when this incident occurred." 

, " No; I wrote upon the day before." 
"Exactly .. But 

he received it on 
that day?" 

" Yes." 
"Was there 

anything in your 
letter which 
might have un­
balanced him or 
induced him to 
take such a 
step? " 

"No, sir, cer­
tainly noV' 

"Did you 
post that· letter 
yourself? " . 

The ):loble­
man's . reply. was 
i nterru pted by 
his secretary, 
who broke in 
with some heat. 

but the nobleman's abrupt manner showed 
that the interview was at an end. It was 
evident that to his intensely aristocratic 
nature this discussion of his intimate family 
affairs with a stranger was most abhorrent, 

l 

.r 

and that he 
feared lest every 
fresh question 
would throw a 
fiercer light into 
the discreetly 
shadowed cor­
ners of his ducal 
history. 

When the 
nobleman and 
his secretary had 
left, my friend 
.flung himself at 
once with charac­
teristic eag!!rness 
into the investi­
.gation. 

" His Grace is ' 
not il). the habit 
of posting )etters 
himself," said he. 
"This letter was 
laid with others 
upon the study 
table, and I my­
self put. them' in 
the post-bag." "BESIDB HIM STOOD A VERY YOUNG MAt". It 

The bo 's 
!;hamQer_ was 
carefully exam­
ined, and yielded 
nothing save the 
absolute convic­
tion that it was 
only through the 
\vindow that he 
could have es­
caped. The 
German master's 
room and effects 
giive no further 
clue. In his 
case a trailer of "You are 

sure this one was among them?" 
"Yes; I observed it." 
" lIoW many letters did your Grace write 

that day?" . 
" Twenty or thirty. I have a large . corre­

spondence. But surely this is somewhat 
irrelevant? " 

" Not entirely," said Holmes. 
"For my own p3.rt," the Duke continued, 

': I have ad vised the police to turn their atten­
tion to the South of France. I have already 
said that I do not believe that the Duchess 
would encourage so monstrous an action, but 
the lad had the most wrong-headed opinions, 
and it is possible that he may have fled to 
her, aided and abetted by this German. I 
.think, Dr. , Huxtable, that we will now ret!lrn 
to the Hall." 
.. 1 could see that there were other questions 
which Holmes would have wished to put; 

ivy had given way under his weight, ~nd we 
S3.W by the light of a lantern the mark on 
the lawn where his heels had corne down. 
That one dint in the short green grass was 
the only material witness left of this in­
explicable nocturnal flight. 

Sherlock Holmes left the house ' alone, and 
only returned after eleven. He had ()btained 
a large ordnanc~ rna of the neighbourhood, 
and this he brought into my room, where he 
laid it out on the bed, and, having balanced 
the lamp in the middle of it, he began to S!TIoke 
over it, and occasionally to point out objects 
of interest with the reeking amber of his pipe. 

." This case grows upon me, Watson," said 
he. '! There are decidedly some points of 
interest in connection with it. In this early 
stage I want you to realize those geographical 
features which may have a good deal to do 
with our investigation. 
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"Look at this map. This dark square is 
the Priory School.· I'll put a pin in it. 
Now, this line is th~ main road .. You see 
that it runs east and west "past the school, 
and you see also that there is no side. road 
for a mile either way. . If these two folk 
passed away by road it was ihis road." 

" Exactly." 
" By a singular and happy chance we are . 

able to some extent to· check what passed 
along this road during the night in question. 
At this point, where my pipe is now resting, 
a. country constable was on duty from twelve 
to six. I t is, as you. perceive, the first cross 
road on the east side. This' man declares 
that he was not absent from his post for an 
instant, and he is positive that neither boy 
norman could have gone "that way unse.en. 
I have spoken with this- policeman to-night, 
and he appears to me to be a perfectly 
reliable person. That blocks this end. \Ve 
have now to deal with the other. There is 
an inI!JL~!~,._!he _ ~ed Bull, the landlady 
of. which· was ill. She had sent to Mackleton 
for a' doctor, but he did' 'not arrive until 
morning, being absent at another case. The 
people at the inn were . alert all night, await­
ing his coming, and one or other of them 
seems to have continually had an eye upon 
the road. They declare that no o.ne passed. If 
their evidence is good, then we are fortunate 
enough to be able to block the west, and also 
to be able to say that the fugitives did not use 
the road at all." .. 

" ».u~ !D_~_J)ic;ycle ?" I objected.' 
" Quite so. We will come to .~1!~J~j~y~le_ 

,Eresently. To continue our reasoning: if 
these people did not go by the road, they 
must have traversed the country to the north 
of the house or to the south of the house. 
That is certain. Let us weigh the one against 
the other. On the south of the house' is, as 
you perceive, a large district of arable land, 
cut up into small fields, with stone walls 
between them. There, I admit th~t a 
bicycle is impossible. We can dismiss 
the idea. Vie tum to the country on the 
·north. Here there lies a grove of trees, 
marked as the 'Ragged Shaw,' arid on the 
farther side stretches a great rolling moor, 
Lower Gill Moor, extending' for ten miles 
a~d sloping gradually upwards. Here, at one 
side of this wilderness, . is Holdernesse ~~!!, 
ten. miles by road, but only six across the 
mpor. It is a peculiarly desolate plain. A 
few· moor farmers have small holdings, where 
they rear 'sheep and cattle. Excel>t these, 
the plover and the curlew are the only in­
habitants until you conlC to the Chesterfield 

high road. 'rhere is a church there, you see, 
a few' cottages, and an inn. Beyond that the 
hills become precipitous. Surely it is here q 
to the north that our quest must lie." 

"But the bicycle?" I persisted. 
"Well, well!" said Holmes, impatiently. 

" A good cyclist does not need a high road. 
The moor is intersected with paths and the 
moon was at the full. Halloa 1 what is 
this? " 
. There was an agitated knock at the door, 
and ail· instant afterwards Dr. H~xtable was 
in the room. In. his hand he held a blue 
cricket - cap, with a white' chevron on the 
peak. 

"At last we have a clue 1" he crie~ 
"Thank Heaven 1 at last we are on th~ dear 
boy's track 1· It is his cap." 

"Where was it found? " 
" In the van. of the gipsies who camped on 

the moor. They left on. Tuesday. To-day 
the police traced thenl down anq. examined 
their caravan. 1'his was found." 

"How. do they account for it?" . 
"1'hey shuffled and lied-said that tQey 

found it on' the moor on Tuesday moming~. 
They know where he is; the rascals! Thank 
goodness, they are all safe under lock and 
key. Either the fear of the law or the 
Duke's purse will certainly get out of. them 
all that they know." 

"So far, so good," said Holmes, when the 
doctor had at last left the room. "It at 
least bears out the theory that it is on the 
side of the LOwer Gin Moor that we must 
hope for results. The police have really 
done nothing locally, save the arrest of 
these' gipsies. Look here, \Vatson! There 
is a watercourse across the moor. You s~e it 
marked here in the map. In SOOle parts it 
widens into a morass. This is' particularly 
so in the region between Holdemesse Hall 
and the school. It is vain to look elsewhere 
for tracks in this' dry weather ; 1;>ut at that 
point there is certainly a chance of some 
record being left. I will call you early 
to-morrow morning, and you and I will try 
if we can Jhrow _ so~~_ .1i~t!~ .. lig~t t.Lpon _~JJ~ 
my§.ter~ 

'fhe day was just breaking when I woke to 
find the long, thin form of Holm~s by my 
bedside. He was fully dressed, and had 
apparently already been out. . . 

"I have d~ne the lawn' and the bicycle 
shed," said he. "I have also had a ·ramble 
through the Ragged Shaw. Now, \Vatson,' 
there is cocoa ready in the next roonl. I 
,nust beg you to hurry, for we have a brr~a,t 
day before us." 

" 
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Inorass down yonder and . a 
narrow neck between. 
Hanoa 1 halloa I' haJloa! 
what have we here?" . 

\Ve' had come. on a small 
black ribbon of ,pathway. 
In the middle of it, clearly 
marked on the s04den soil, 

. waS the track of a bicycle .. ' 
" Hurrah !" I cried. "'Ve' 

have it." 
B,ut Holmes was shaking 

his head, and his face was 
puzzled and expe~tant rather 
than joyous. 

"A bicycle certainly, but 
110t the bicycle," said he. 
" I . am fainiliar with forty­
two different impressions 
left by tyres. 'rhis, as you 
perceive, . is ~_ P!.!_IJ.}PJ?, with 
a patch upon the outer I 

cover. !I.~i~~gger'~ ,.tyre~. /1 
were Palmer's, leaving lono: -) 

. ~,"'~ I L' gitudin3.i ·"striP:s. Aveling, " 
-- _ . ,the mathematIcal master, 
-'_~~~_L_~~··~' ________ ~_~&~~~~~J~!~t~~~ ~~re~oo~~~ 

SKETCH MAP SHO\VING THE LOCALITY • 

, ,His eyes shone, and his cheek was flushed 
with -the exhilaration' of the master workman 
who sees his work'lie ready before him.' A 
~very different Holirie's~-'tliis active, alert man, 

. frot;n the Tiitrospec1ive- and pallid dreamer 
f)f' aaker -Street. I felt; as I looked upon 
that supple, figure, aUve with nervous energy, 
't~a:t it was indeed' a strenuous day that 
awaited us. ' , 
. ': And yet it' opened in the blackest dis­
appOintment. 'Vith high hopes we struck 
across the peaty, russet moor, intersected with 
a thousand' ~heep patlis, until we came to the 
broad, light-green belt' which marked the 
morass between' us and Holdemesse. Cer· 
,tainly,- if the, lad had g9ne homewards, ,he 
must have passed this, and he could not 'pass 
it ·without leaving his . ~ace~ But DO signor 
. him 'or the German could be seen. With a 
darkening face my friend strode along the 
margin, . eagerly observant· of every muddy 
stain ·upon t~e -·mossy. sunace. ~.~~~~-m.~k~ 
'there' were 1n profUSIon, and. at one place, 
some miles down,' ~_Q.w~ h~g ~ ~eft their tracks. 
Nothing more. ' . 
, "Check number one," said Holmes, look­
ing'glooinilr over the rolling expanse of the 

Therefore, it is not' 
H eidegger's track." 

"The boy's, then ?- " 
" Possibly, if we could 

prove a bicycle to have been in his posses­
sion. But this w,e ~ave utterly failed to do. 
This track, as you perceive; 'was' made by 
a rider who' was going from the direction of 
the' school." ' . 

" Or towards' it ?" . 
" No, no, my dear ,Watson. The more' 

deeply sunk impressJon is, of course, the 
hind: wheel, upon which the weig4t rests~' 
V:ou . perceive' ,several places where it has 
passed across and obliterated the more 
shallow mark of the front one. It was 
undoubtedly heading away from the school. 
It mayor ,may not be 'connected with our 
i~quiry, .. Qut we will follow it backwards 
before \ve go any farther." , 

We did' so, and at the end of a few hun­
dred 'yards lost the tracks as we emerged 
from the boggy portion of the moor. Follow­
ing the path backwards, we picked out 
another spot, where a spring trjckled' across 
it. Here; once again, was the mark of the 
bicycle, though nearly obliterated by the 
hoofs of cows. After that there was no sign, 
but the path ran right on into Ragged Shaw, 
the wood which backed on to the school. 
From' this woog the 'cycle Ulust have 
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emerged. Holmes sat down on a boulder 
~nd rested his chin in his hands. I had 
smoked two cigarettes before he moved. 

"Well, well," said he, at last. "It is, of 
course, possible that a cunning man might 
t hange the tyre of his bicycle in order to 
leave unfamiliar tracks. A criminal who was 
ca able of such a thollght -is a man .'.vhom ~ 
should be_Pi~)Ud to do_ business with. We 
will leave this question undecided and hark 
back to our morass again, for we have left a 
good deal unexplored." 

, We , continued our systematic ' survey of 
the edge of the sodden portion of the 
moor, and soon our perseverance was 
gloriously rewarded. Right across the lower 
part of the bog lay a miry path, Holmes 
gave a cry of delight as he approached it. 
An 'impression like a fine bundle of telegraph 
wires ran down the centre of it. I t was the 
Palmer tyre. 

....... 

"AN IMPRESSION LIKE J\ FINE BUNDLE OF TEl.EGI~ArH WIRES ' 
~AN DOWN 'rHE CENTRE ai' IT." 

" Here is Herr Heidegger, sure enough I " 
cried Holmes, exultantly. "My reasoning 
seems to have been pretty sound, Watson." 

"I congratulate you." 
"But we have a long way still to go. 

Kindly walk clear of the path.. Now let us 
follow the trail. I fear that it will not lead, 
very far." 

We found, however, as we advanced that 
this portion of the moor is intersected with 
soft patches, and, though we frequently lost 
sight of the track, we always succeeded in 
picking it up once more. 

"Do you observe," said Holmes, "that 
the rider is now undoubtedly fQrcing the 
pace? There can be no doubt of it. Look 
at this impression, where you get both tyres 
clear. The one is as deep as the other. 
That can only mean that the rider is throw­
ing his , weight on to the handle-bar, as a man q 
does when he is sprinting. By J oye' he has \ 

had a fall." 
There was a broad, P 

irregular smudge covering 
some yards of the track: 
Then there were a rew 

footmarks, and the tyre re­
appeared once more. ' 

" A side-slip," I suggested. 
Holmes held up a 

crumpled branch of flowering 
gorse. To my horror I per­
ceived that the yellow blos­
soms were all d,abbled 'with 
crimson. On the path, too, 
and among the heather were 
dark stains of clotted blood. 

"Bad'" said Holmes. 
" B,ad " Stand clear, Watson' 
Not an unnecessary footstep! 

What do I read here ? He fell 
wounded, he stood up, he re­
mounted, he proceeded. Btit there 
is no other track. Cattle on this 
side path. H e was' surely not 

gored by a bull? Impossible' But 
I s'ee no traces of anyone else. We 
must push on, Watson. Surely with 
&tains as well as the_ track to guide 

us he cannot escape us now." 
Our search was not a very long one. The 

tracks of the tyre began to, curve fantastically 
upon the wet and shining path. Suddenly, 
as I looked ahead, the gleam of metal caught 
my eye from amid the thick gorse bushes. 
Out of them we dragged a bicycle, Palmer­
tyred, .one 'pedal bent, and the whole fropt of 
it horribly smeared and slobbered with blood. 
On the other side of the bu~bes a shoe was 
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projeCting. We ran round, and there lay the 
unfortunate rider. He was a tall man, full 
bearded, with spectacles, one glass of which 
had been knocked out. The cause of his 
death was a frightful blow upon the head, 

the police of the discovery, and to see that ' 
this poor fellow's body is looked after." , 

" I could take a note back." 
"But I need your companyand 'assistance. 

Wait a bit! There is a fellow cutting peat 
up yonder. Bring 

"-'-~-~'--~--~~~--'''i him over here, and 
he will ' guide the 
police." 

HTHERF. I.AY Til"; UNFORTUNATE RIDEn." 

which had crushed in part of his skull. That 
he could have gone on after receiving such 
an injury said much for the vitality and 
courage of the man. He wore shoes, but 
no socks, and his open coat disclosed a 
night-shirt beneath it. It was undoubtedly 
the German master. 

'\ Holmes turned the body over reverently, 
-. and .examined it with great attention. He 

then sat in deep thought for a time, and I 
could see by his ruffled brow that this grim 
discovery had not, in his opinion, advanced 
us much in our inquiry. 
. "It is a little difficult to know what to do, 
Watson," said he, at last. "My own inclina­
tions are to push this inquiry on, fcir we 
have already lost so much time that we 
cannot afford to waste another hour, On 
the other hand, we an~ QQ\Ind tQ info~m 

.i 

'j 
, 1 
I 

r ! 
1 

I brough~ the 
peasant across, and 
Holmes dispatched 
the frightened maT.! 
with a note to Dr. 
Huxtable. 

"Now Watson" , , ' 

said he, "we have 
pick ed up two 
clues this morning, 
One is the bicycle 
with the 'Palmer 
tyre, and we ' ~ee 
what that has led 
to, The other is 
the bicycle' , with 
the patched Dun­
lop. Before we 
start to investigate 

that, let Us try to realize 
what we do know' so as 
to make the most of it" 
and to separate the 
essential , from tlie 

accidentaL 
- "First of all I wish to imc ' 
press upon: ,you that the boy 
certainly left of his myn free 
will. He got down from his 
window and he went off, 
either alone or with some­

one. That is sure." 
I assented. 
<" VI' ell, now, let us turn to this unfortunate 

German master. The boy was fully dressed 
when he fled. Therefore, he foresaw what 
he would do. But the German weIlt without 
his socks. H e certainly acted on very short , 
notice." 

" Undoubtedly." 
"Why did he go? Because, from his bed­

room window, he saw the flight of the boy. 
Because he wi'shed to overtake him and 
bring him back. He seized his bicycle, 
pursued the lad, and in pursuing him met 
his death." 

" So it would seem." 
" Now I come' to the critical part of my 

argument. The natural action of a man in 
pursuins- a- little 'boy would be to r\In aftl;!r ' 
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him. He would know that he could over­
take him. But the German does not do so. 
He· turns to his bicycle. I am told that 
he was an excellent cyclist. He would not 
do this if he did not see that the boy. had 
some swift means of escape." 

"The other bicycle." 
" Let us continue our reconstruction. He, 

meets his death five mil~ from the school­
not by a bullet, mark you, which even a lad 
might conceivably discharge, but by a savage 
blow dealt by a vigorous arm. 1'he lad, 
then, had a companion in his flight. And 
the flight was a swift one, since it took ,five 
miles before an e~pert cyclist could overtake 
them. Yet we survey the ground round the 
scene of the tragedy. \Vhat do we find? 
A few cattle tracks, nothing more. I took 
a wide sweep round, and there is no path 
within fifty yards. Another cyclist could 
have had nothing to do with the actual 
murder. Nor were there any human foot­
mark!;." 

" Holmes," I cried, "this is inlpossible." 
" Admirable! " he said. "A n10st illumin­

ating remark. It is impossible as I state it, 
and therefore I must· in some respect have 
stated it wrong. Yet you sa w for yourself. 
Can you suggest any fallacy? " 

" He could not have fractured his skull in 
a fall? ". 

" In a morass, 'Vatson?" 
" I am at my wits' end." 
"Tut, tut; we have solved some worse 

problems. At least we have plenty of mate­
rial, if we can only use it. Come, then, and, 
having exhausted the Palmer, let us see what 
thffi. ~ Dunlo~ with the ~ch~9. __ ~~y~~ has-to 
o er us." 

'Ve picked up the track and followed it 
onwards for some distance; but soon the 
moor rose into a long,· heather-tufted. curve, 
and we left the watercourse behind us. No 
further help from tracks could be hoped for. 
At the spot where we saw the last of the 
Dunlop tyre, it might equally have led to 
Holdernesse Han, the stately towers of which 
rose some mdes to our left, or to a low, grey 
village which lay in front of us, and marked 
the position of the Chesterfield high rQad. 

As we. approached the forbidd.ing and 
sq~aIid inn, with the sign of a game-cock 
above the door, Holmes gave a sudden groan 
a~d clutched m~ by the shoulder to save 

. hlms~J"rom fal1~ng. He·· had had one. of 
those violent strains of the ankle which leave 
a man helpless. With difficulty he ·limped 
up to the door,.where a squat, dark, elderly 
man was smoking a black clay pipe. 

"How are you, Mr. Reuben Hayes?" said 
Holmes. . 

"'\Tho are you, and how do you get my 
name so pat?" the countryman answered, 
with a suspicious flash of a pair of cunning 
eyes. 

" Well, it's printed on the board above 
your' heatl. It's· easy to see a man who. is 
master of his own house. . I suppose you 
haven't such a thing as a carriage in ypur 
stables? " 

"No; I have not." 
"I can hardly put my foot to the ground/' 
" Don't put it to the ground." 
" But I can't walk." 
"'Vel~ then, ~op." 
Mr. Reuben Hayes's manner was far from 

gracious, but Holmes took it with admirable 
good-hulnour. 

"Look here, my·man," said he. "This is 
really rather an awkward fix for me. I don't 
olind how I get on." 

. "Neither do I," said the morose landlord . 
. " The. matter is very important. I would 

offer you a sove.reign for the use of a bicycle." 
'l'he landlord pricked lip his ears. 
""'here do you want to go? " 
" 'To Holdernesse Hall." 
" Pals of the I)ook, I suppose?" said the 

landlord, surveying our mud-stained garments 
with ironical eyes. 

Holmes laughed· good-naturedly. 
" He'll be glad to see us, anyhow." 
" \Vhy?" 
"Because we br:ing him news of his lost 

son." . 
The landlord gave a very visible start. 
"\Vhat, you're on his track?" 
"He has been heard" of in Liverpool. 

They expect to get him every hour." 
.Again a· swift change passed over the 

heavy, unshaven face. ~is manner was 
sud.denly g~nia1. . 

"I've less reason to wish the Dook well 
than most men/' said he, "for I was his hea9 
coachman once, and cruel" had he treated 
me. It was him that sacked me without a 
character on the word . or. ~ .Jyj~~~.!n­
<;ha.!lcl~er.__ B~t I'm glad to hear that the 
young lord was heard of in Liverpool, and 
I'll help you to take the news to the Hall." 

"Thank you," said Holmes. ." We'll have 
some food first. Then you can bring round 
the bicycle." . 

" I haven't got a bicycle." 
Holmes held up a sovereign. 
U I tell you,· man, that I haven't got one. 

I'll let you have two horses as far ac; the 
Hall." 
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"WITI·I DIFFICULTY HE LlMPEl) UI' TO TilE I)OO I~." 

"Well, well," said Holmes, "we'll talk 
about it when we've had something to eat." 

When we \I'ere left alone ' in the stone, 
flagged kitchen it was astonishing how rapidly 
that sprained ankle recovered. It was nearly 
nightfall, and we had eaten nothing since 
early morning, so that we spent some time 
over our meal. Holmes was lost in thought, 
and once or twice he walked over to the 
window and stared earnestly out. It opened 
on to a squalid courtyard. In the far corner 
was a smithy, where a grimy lad was at work. 
On the other' side were the stables. Holmes 
had sat down again after one of these ex­
cursions, when he suddenly sprang out of his 
chair with a loud exclamation. 

"By Heaven, Watson, I believe that I've 
got it ! " he cried. "Yes, yes, it must be so. 
Watson, do you remember seeing any cow­
tra<;ks to-day? " 

" Yes, several." 
"Where? " 
"Well, everywhere. 

They were at the morass, 
and again ori the path, and 
again near where poor 
H eidegger met his death." 

" Exactly. Well, now, 
Watsori, how many cows 
did you see on the moor?" 

"I don't remember see­
ing any." 

"Strange, Watson, that 
we should see tr!lcks . all 
along our line, bu t never 
a cowan the whole moor; 

very strange, Watson, eh?" 
" Yes, it is strange." 
"Now, Watson, make an effort; 

throw your mind back! Can YOll 
sec those tracks upon the path.?" 

"Yes, I can." 
"Can you recall that the tracks 

were sometimes like that, Watson" 
-he arranged a number of bread· 
crumbs in this fashion-: : : : : 
-"'and sometimes like this "­
: . : . : . : . -" and occasionally 
like this "- . . . . . "Can 
y'ou remem ber that? " 

" No, I cannot." 
"But I can. I could swear to 

it. However, we will' go back 
at our leisure and verify it. What 

a blind. beetle I have been not to draw 
my conclusion! " 

" And what is your conclusion?" 
"Only 'that it is a remarkable cow 

which walks, canters, and gallops. By 
George, \Vatson, it was no bram of·a country 
publican that thought out such a blind as 
that! The coast seems to be clear, save for 
that lad in the smithy Let us slip out and 
see what we can see." 

There were two rough.haired, unkempt 
horses in the tumble-down stable. Holmes 
raised the hind leg of one of them' and 
laughed aloud. 

"Old shoes, but newly shod-old shoes, 
but new nails. This case deserves to be a 
classic. Let us go across to the smithy." 

The lad continued his work without regard· 
ing us. I saw Holmes's eye darting to right 
and left among the litter of iron and 
wood which was scattered about the floor. 
Suddenly, however, we heard a step behind 
us, and there was the landlord, his heavy 
eyebrows drawn down over his savage eyes, 
his swarthy features convulseg with passion. 
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He held a short, metal-headed stick in his 
hand, and he advanced in so menacing a 
fashion that I was right glad to feel the 
revolver in my pocket. 

" You infernal spies 1" the man cried. 
/' "What are you doing there?" 

"Why, Mr. Reuben Hayes," said Holmes, 
coolly, "one might think that you were afraid 
of our finding something out." 

The man mastered himself with a violent 
effort, and his grim mouth loosened i,nto a 
false laugh, which was more menacing than 
his frown. 

"You're welconle to all you can find o~t 
in my smithy," said he. "Bitt look here, 
mister, I don't care for folk poking about 
my place without my leav~, so the sooner you 
pay your score and get out of this the better, 
I shall be pleased." , ' 

" All right, Mr~ Hayes-, no l1arm meant,"" 
said Holmes. "We have been having a look 
at your horses,' but I think I'll walk after all. 
It's not far, I believe." 

" Not more than two miles to the Hall gates. 
That's the road to the left." He watched 
us \V~th sullen eyes until we h~d left his 
premIses. , , 

We did not go very far along the road, for 
Holmes stopped the instant that the curve 
hid us from the landlord's view. ' 

"We were warm, as the children say, at 
that inn," said he. " I seem to grow colder 
every step that I take away from it. N:o, no; 
I can't possibly leave it." 

"I am convinced," said I, "that this 
Reuben Hayes knows aU about it. A more 
self-evident villain I never saw." 

" Oh! he impressed you in that way, d~d 
he ? 1'here are the horses, there is the 
smithy. Yes, it is an interesting place, this 

L ') FightinK_ Cock. I think we shan have 
\ ('1) another look at it in an unobtrusive 

tJ way." , 
A long, sloping hillside, dotted with grey 

limestone boulders, stretched behind· us. 
We h~d turned off the road~ and were 
making our way up the hill, when, looking 
in the direction of Holdemesse Hall, I saw 
a cyclist coming swiftly 'along .. 

" Get down, Watson!" cried Holmes, with 
a heavy hand upon my shoulder. We had 
har<;1ly sunk from view when the man flew 
past us on the road. Amid.a rolling cloud 
of dust I caught a glimpse of a p~le, agitated 
face-a face with horror in every lineament, 
the mouth open, the eyes st~ring' wildly. in 
front. It was like some strange caricature 
of the dapper James \Vilder who~ we had 
seen the night before. 

"The Duke's ,secretary!" cried Holmes. 
"Come, Watson, let us see what he. does.'~ 

We scrambled from rock to rock until in 
a few moments we had made our way to a 
point from which we could' see the front door 
of' the inn. \Vilder's bicycle was leaning 
against the wall beside it. Noone was· mov­
ing a.bout the house, nor could we catch a . 
glimpse of any faces at the windows. Slowly 
the twilight crept down as the sun' sank 
behind the high towers of' Holdemesse Hall. 

. l'hen in the gloom we saw th~ two side­
lamps of a trap light up in the stable y~rd of 
the inn, and shortly afterwards heard the 
rattle of hoofs, as it wheeled out into the 
road and tore off at a furious p~ce in the 
direction of Chesterfield. 

"\Vhat do you make of that, \Vatson?" 
Holmes whispered. 

" It looks like a flight." 
" A single man in a dog-cart, so far as -I 

could see. Well, it certainly was not Mr. 
James \Vilder, for there he is at the 
door." 

. A red square of light had sprung out 
of the darkness. IIi .the middle of it was", 
the black figure of the secretary, his head 
advanced, peering 'out into the night. It 

, ,was evident that he was expecting ?omeone. 
Then at last there were steps in the road, 'a 
second figure was yisible for an instan~ 
against the light, the door shut, and all was 
black once more. Five minu~es later a 
lamp was lit in a room upon the first 
floor. 

" It seems to be a curious class of custom 
that is done by the Fighting Cock," said 
Holmes. 

U 'fhe bar is' on the other side." 
" Quite so. These are what one may call 

the private guests. N ow, what in the W'jfld 
is Mr. James Wilder doing in that den at 
this hour of night, and who is the companion 
who comes to meet him there? Come, 
\Vatson, we must really take a risk and try 
to investigate this a little more closely." 

Together we stole down to the ro~d and 
crept across to the door of the inn. 'fhe 
bicycle still leaned against the wall. Holmes 
struck a match and held it to the back wheel, 
and I heard him chuckle as the light fell 
upon a patched Dunlop tyre. Up above us 
was the lighted window. 

" I must have a peep through that, \Vatson. 
If you bend your back and support yourself ~ 
upon the wall, I think that I 'can manage." 

An instant later his feet were on my 
shoulders. But' he was hardly up before he 
was down again. 



"I HEARD HIM CHUCKLE AS THE LIGHT FELL Ul'ON A PATCHED DUNLOP TYRE." 

612 
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"THE MAN FLRW I'AST US ON THE ROAD." 

"Come, my friend," said he, "our day's 
work has been quite long enough. I think 
that we have gathered all that we can. It's a 
long walk to the school, and the sooner we 
get started the better." 

He hardly opened his lips during that 
weary trudge across the moor, nor would he 
enter the school when he reached it, but 
went on to Mackleton Stati~m, whence he 
could send some tele~am~. Late at night 
I heard him consoling Dr. Huxtable, 
prostrated b)' the tragedy of his master's 
death, and later still he entered my room as 
alert and vigorous as he had been when 
he started in the morning. " All goes well, 
my friend," said he. " I promise that before 
to-morrow evening we shall have reached the 
solution of the mystery." 

At eleven o'clock next morning my friend 

and I were walking up 
the famous yew avenUe 
of Holdernesse Hall. We 
were ushered through the 
magnificent ElizabethaIl 
doorway and into his 
Grace's study. There we 
found Mr. James Wilder, 
demure and courtly, but 
with some trace of that 
wild terror of the night 
befo~e still lurking in his 
furtive eyes and in his 
twitching featUres . 

. " You have come to . , 
. see his Grace? I am 
sorry; but the fact is that 
the Duke is far f~om 
well. He has been very 
much upset by the tragic 
news. We received a 
telegram from Dr. Hux­
table ' yesterday afternoon, 
which told us of your 
discovery. " 

"I must see the Duke, 
Mr. Wilder." 

" But he IS in his 
room." 

"Then I must gP to his 
room." 

"I believe he is in his 
bed." . 

, "I will see him there." 
Holmes's cold and in-

!.~..(, c. f'-7" exorable mariner showed 
the secretary that it was 
useless to argue with him. 

"Very good, Mr. 
Holmes; I will tell him that you are here." 

After half an hour's delay the great noble­
man appeared. His face was more cada­
verous than ever, his shoulders had rounded, 
and he seemed to me to be an altogether 
older man than he h2.-i been the morning 
before. He greeted us with a stately courtesy 
and seated himself at his desk, his red beard 
streaming down on to tbe table. 

"Well, Mr. Holmes?" said he. 
But my friend's eyes were fixed upon the 

secretary, who stood by his master's 
chair. 

." I think, your Grace, that I could speak 
more freely in Mr. Wilder's absence." 

The man turned a shade paler and cast a 
malignant glance at Holmes. 

" If your Graee wishes--" 
"Yes, yes; you had better go. Now, Mr. 

Holmes, what have you to say? " 
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My friend waited until the door had closed 
behind the retreating secretary. 

"The fact is, your Grace," said he, "that 
my coll~~e, Dr. Watson, and myself had 
an assurance from Dr. Huxtable that a 
reward had been offered in this C8,$e. I 
should . like to have this confirmed from your 
own lips." 

"Certainly, Mr. Holmes." 
"It amounted, if'1 am correctly informed,. 

to five. thousand pounds to anyone who will 
tell you where your son is ? " 

" Exactly." 
"And another thousand to the man who 

will name the person or persons who keep 
him in custody?" 

" Exactly." 
" Under the latter heading is included, no 

doubt, not only those who may have taken 
him away, but also those who conspire to 
keep him in his. present ,position?'" , 

"Yes, yes," cried the Duke, impatiently. 
"If you do your work wel~ Mr. Sherlock 
Holmes, you will have no reason to complain 
of niggardly treatment" 

My friend rubbed his thin hands together 
with an appearance of avidity which was a 
surprise to me, who knew his frugal taStes. 

"1 fancy that I see your Grace's cheque­
book upon ,the table," said he. "I should 
be glad if you would make me out a cheque 
for six thousand pounds. It would be as 
wel~ perhaps, for you to cross it. The 
Capital and Counties B~k, Oxford 'Street 
branch, are my agents." 

His Grace sat very stem and upright in his' 
chair, and looked stonily ~t my friend. 

" Is this a joke, Mr. Holmes? It is hardly 
a subject for pleasantry." 

" Not at all, your Grace. ·1 was never more 
earnest in my life." 

"What do you mean, then ? " 
" I mean that I have earned the reward. I 

know where your son is, and I know some, at 
least, of those who are holding him." 

The Duke's beard had turned more aggres­
sively red than ever, against his ghastly white 
faoe. 

" ""here is he ?" he gasped. ' 
"He is, or was last night, at. the Fighting 

Cock Inn, about two miles from your park 
gate." .. 

The Duke fell back in his ~hair. 
"And whom' do you accuse?" 
Sherlock Holmes's answer was an astound­

ing' one. He stepped s\\iftly forward and 
touched the Duke upon the shoulder. 

"1 "accuse you," said he. "And now, 
'your Grace, I'll trouble you for that cheque." 

VoL xxvii.-18. 

N ever shall I .forget the Duke's appear­
ance as he Spr!l.ng up and clawed with his 
hands like one 'Viho is sinking into an abyss. 
Then, with an extraordinary effort of aristo­
cratic self-command, he sat down and sank 
his face in his hands. It was some minutes 
before he spoke. . 

" How much do you know?" he asked at 
last, without raising his head. 

" I saw you together last nigJ;lt." 
"Does anyone else besides your friend 

know?," 
"I have spoken to no one." 
The Duke took·a pen in his quivering 

fingers and opened 'his cheque-book. 
"I shall be as good as my word, ,Mr. 

Holmes. I am about to write your cheque, 
however unwelcome the information which 
you have gained may be to me. When the 
offer was first made I little thought the tum 
which events' might take. But you and yO~lf 
friend are men of discretion, Mr., Holmes?" 

"I hardly understand your Grace." 
" I must put it plainly, Mr. Holme~. If 

only you two know of this incid€nt, there is 
no reason why 'it should go any farther. I 
think !we~y~ th9~s~<L po~~ds. is the sum 
that lowe you, is it not? " 

But Holmes smiled and shook his heacl. 
"I fear, your' Grace, that matters can 

hardly be arranged so e~ily., There is the 
death of this schoolmaster to be accounted 
for." 

" But James knew nothing of that. You 
cannot hold him responsible for that. It was 
the work of this brutal ruffian whom he had 
the misfortune to employ." 

"I must take the view, your Grace, that 
when a man embarks upon a crime he is 
morally guilty of any 'Other crime which may 
spring from it." 

"Morally, Mr. Holmes. No doubt you 
are rig}:lt. But surely not ,in the eyes of the 
law. A man cannot be condemned for a 
murder at which he was not present;- and 
which he loathes and abhors as much 8$ you 
do. The instant that he heard of it he made 
a complete confession t9 me, so filled was he 
with horror and remorse. He lost not an 
hour in breaking entirely with the murderer. 
Oh, Mr. Holmes, you must save him-you 
Inust save him 1 I tell you that you nlust 
save him I" 'The Duke had dropped the last 
attempt at self-command, and was pacing .the 
room with a convulsed face and with his 
clenched.hands raving 'in the air. At last he 
mastered himself and sat d6WIl once more at 
his desk.' "I appreciate your conduct in 
coming here before you spoke to apyone 

I y/"l 
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o'clock last night. I 
had a telegram 
from the head 'of the 
local police before I 
left the school this 
morning." 

The Duke leaned 
back in his chair and 
stared with amaze­

. ment at my friend. 
"You seem to have 

powers that are hardly 
human," said he. "So 

' Reu ben Hayes is 
taken? I am right 
glad to hear it, if it 
will not react upon 
the fate of James." 

" Your secretary?" 
:' No, sir; my 

son." 
It was Holmes's 

tum to look aston­
ished. 

" I confess that 
this is entirely new to 
me, your Grace. I 
must beg you to b~ 
more explicit." 

"THe MUROERER HAS ESCAPED. " 

"I will conceal 
nothing from Y9u. I 
agree with you that 
complete frankness, 
however painful it 
may be to me, is the 
best policy in this 
desperate situation to 
\yhich It.mes's folly 
!l:nd jealo,llsy _ ha~e 

else," said he. "At least we may take 
counsel how far we can minimize this hideous 
scandal." 

"Exactly," said Holmes. " I think, your 
Grace, that this can only be done by absolute 
and complete frankness between us. I am 
disposed to help your Grace to the best of 
my ability; but in order to do so I must 
understand, to the last detail how the matter 
stands. I realize that your words applied to 
Mr. James Wilder, and that he is not the 
murderer." 

" No; the murderer has escaped." 
Sherlock Holmes smiled demurely. 
"Your Grace can hardly have heard of 

any small reputation which I possess, or you 
would not imagine that it is so easy to escape 
me, Mr. Reuben Hayes was arrested at 
Chesterfield on my information at eleven 

reduced us. When 
I was a very young man, Mr. Holmes, I 
loved with such a love as comes only once 
in a lifetime. I offered the lady marriage, 
but she refused it on the grounds that such 
a match might mar my career. Had she 
lived I would certainly never have married 
anyone else. She died, and left this one 
child, whom for her sake I have cherished 
and cared for. I could not acknowledge the 
paternity to the world; but I gav~ him the 
best of educations, and since he carne to 
manhood I have kept him near my person. 
He surprised my secret, and has pr~sumed 
ever since upon the claim which he has upon 
me and upon his power of provoking a 
scandal, which would be abhorrent to me. 
His presence had something to do with the 
unhappy issue of my marriage. Above all, 
he~ated !I!y young legitiIp_ate 'p"~ir J!:o..!IJ- t?e 
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first with a p~rs~st~~~_~~~~ed. Vou. may.well ask me why, under these. cirCllinstances, ' I 
still kept James under my, roof., . I answer 
that it was because I could see. his .mother's 
face in his, ,and that for her dear sa:ke 
there was no end to my long -suffering. 
... L\.ll her pretty ways, too - the~e was not 
one of them which he coqld nO.t S\1g­
gest and bring back to. my . memory. I 
could not send him away. But, I feared so 
much lest, he shou,1d do At:~hur-that, is, 
Lord Saltire-a, mischief "tnat l. disp~tched 
him for safety to Dr. Huxtable's ,schooL" 

" J am~s cam~ iptQ" __ con~act with this fellow 
Hayes because the man ,was a tp.oant of 
niine, aIid James acted as ~ent. The fel.low 
was a rascal from the· beginnjng";. but In· 
some extraordinary way J aines· 'becalne ll1:ti· 
mate with· him. He had always a taste for 
low company. Whet) James determined to 
kidnap Lord SaltIre it was of this ,man's 
service that he availed himself. You remeluber 
that I 'wrote to Arthur upon that last ,day, 
Well, J anles opened the lelter and inserted 
a note asking Arthur to me,et him in a little 
wood called the Ragged Shaw, which is near 
to the school. He used the Duche$s's name, 
and in that way got the boy to come. That 
evening James bicycled over-I am teUing 
you what he has hhnself confessed to me­
and he told Arthur, whom he met in the 
wood, that his mother longed to see him, 
that she, was awaiting him on the Inoor, and 
that 'if he would, come back into the wood 
at midnight he .. would find a· man with a 
h9fSe, who would take him to her. Poor 
Arthur fell into the trap. He came to the 
appointni~nt and found this fellow Hayes 
with a led pony. Arthur mounted, and 
they' ,set off together. It appears-though 
this James only heard ye~terday ,- that 
they were pursued, that Hayes struck the 
pursuer ~ith hi~ stick, and that the nlan died 
of hi~ injuries. Haxes ~rou~t(·Art~u.!...~~.!li~ 
P~1?l!~:-:ho~~~_!~~.¥!ght~_._.o.~~! wfiere· he 
was confined in an upper room,·' under the 
care of Mrs. Hayes, who is a kindly woman, 
but entirely under the control of her brutal 
husband. ' 

cc Well, Mr. Holmes, that was the state of 
affairs when I first saw you two days ago. I 
had no more i4ea of the truth than you. You 
will ask me· what was lames's motive in doing 

( such a d.eed. I answer t~at there was ~ gre~t 
{ deal whic~ was unreasonIng and fanatIcal In 
v the hatred which he bore my heir. In his 

view he should himself have been heir of all 
Z\ my estates, and be deeply resented those social 
'\ laws whjch made itjm~!!~!~. At the same 

\) 

time he had a 9.~finite motive also. ~e was 
e.~er- that ~ ~ould break the entail" a:Q.d, he 
was of opinion that it, lay i~ my. power to do 
S9. He intended to make a bargain with 
rpe-. to JestQr~ Ar~liur if I, wo~14 break the 
entail, and so nlake it possible for the e~~ate 
to be . left to him by. will.· H e k~ew well that 
1- shpuld neyer willingly invoke the aid of the 
police agaln~t him. , I s~y that he woul<.i 
have Pr.0P9s.ed such a bargain to me, but he 
did nqt.actuallY do S9, for ev~t)ts rhoyed too 
quickly for him; an4 he had not tiin~ to put 
hiS plans 'lnt~ pra~tice; 

., What brought all his wicked. sche,me 
to. ~eck ,was your di~covery of this man 
Heidegger's dead body. ' James was seizecl 

, with horror 'at the news. It came to. us 
yesterday as we sat together in this study . 

. Dr,· Huxtable h~d sent a telegram. J~mes 
was s.o overwhelmed WIth grief ·an,d agit~tion 
that my suspicions, which had n~ver b~eI.1 
~ntirely aQsent, rose instantly t9. a certainty, 
and 1 taxed him With the deed. He made 

, a cOlnplete voluntary confession.:' Then he 
implored me .to keep his secret for three days 
longer, so as'to give his wretched accomplice 
a ch~nce of sa:ving his gu~lty life. I yielded 
_. as I have always yielded-to his prayers, 
~nd instantly James hurried off, to the 
Fighting Cock to, warn Hayes and give 
him the nleans .of flight., I could not 
go there by· dayligQt, withCJut provoking 
comment, .but as ~oon as· night felL, I 
hutried off, to see' my, dear Arthur. I found 
him . safe and we~l, put hQrrified beyond 
expression by the dreadful deed he had 
witnessed. In deference to my promise, and 
much. against my will, I conse~ted to. leave 
him there for three,· days under the charge of 
Mrs. Hayes, since it was evident that it 
was impossible to inform the police where he 
was witJ:tout telling them also who was the 
murderer, an4· I could riot see how, that 
murq.erer could be punished without ruin to 
my unfqrtunate James., You asked for frank­
ness, Mr~ Holmes, and I have taken ypu at 
your 'word, for I have now told you every­
thing without an attempt at circumlocution 
or concealment. Do you in your tum be as 
frank with me." 

" I will," said Holmes " In the first place, 
your Grace, I am bound to tell you that. you 
have plac~d yourself in a most serious posi­
tion in the eyes of the law. You have C9n­
doned a felony and you have aided the 
escape -of a murderer;- (or I cannot doubt 
that any money which was taken by James 
Wilder to aid his accomplice in his Bigpt 
came from your Grace's purse." 

,I 
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The Duke bowed his assent. 
"This is indeed a most seriolls matter. 

Even more culpabl~ in my opinion, your 
Grace, is your attitude towards your younger 
son. You leave him in this ·den for three 
days." 

" Under solemn· promises--" 
"What are promises to' such. people as 

these? You have no' guarantee' that he will 
not b~_. spirited away again. To humour 
your guilty elder son you have exposed your 
innocent younger son to imminent and 
unnecessary. danger. It was a most unjustifi-
able action. 71 . 

The proud lord of Holdemesse was not 
accustomed to be so rated in, his· 'own ducal 
hall. The blood' flushed into his high fore­
head, . but his 'conscience held him dumb. . 

"I will help you, but on one condition 
only. It is that you ring for the footman 
and let me give such orders as J like." 

Without a word the' Duke' pressed the 
electric bell. A servant entered. . 

"You will be glad to hear," said Holmes, 
" that your young master is found. I t is the 
Duke's desire that the carriage shall go at 
once to· the Fighting Cock Inri to bring 
Lord Saltire home. ' . 

"Now," said Holmes," when the rejoicing 
1ackey had disappeared, "having secured 
the future, we can afford· to be more lenient 
with the past. 1 am not in an ,official posi­
tion, and there is no reason, so long as the 
ends of justice are serv.ed, why I should dis­
close all that I k~ow. As. to Hayes' I say 
nothing. The gallows awaits him, and I 
would do nothing to save him from it. . \Vhat 
h~ will divulge I c~nnot tell, but I have no 
doubt that your Grace could make him 
understand that it is to his interest to be silent. 
From the police point of view he will have 
kidnapped the boy for the purpose of ransom. 
If they do not themselves .find it' out I see 
no reason why I should prompt them to take 
a broader point of view. I would warn your 
Grace, however, that the continued presence 
of Mr. James Wilder in your household can 
only lead to misfortune." 

" I understand that, Mr. Holmes, '~d it is 
already settled that he shall leave' me for 
ever and go to seek his fortune in Australia." 

" In th~t case; your Grace, since yo~ have 
yourself stated that 'any ~ppiness in: your 
married life' was caused by his 'presence, I 
would suggest that you ~ake such ~ends as 
you can to the? Duchess, and that you' try to 
resume those relations which'have been so 
unhappily' interrupted.'" . 

"That also I have arranged,. Mr. Hplmes~ 
I wrote to the Duchess this morning."-

"In that case," said Holmes; rising, "I 
think that my friend and' I' can congratulate 
ourselves upon several most happy resplts 

. from our little. visit to the North. There. is 
one _ other ~mall point upon which r des~r~ 
some light. This fellow Hayes had shod his 
horses with shoes which counterfeited the 
tracks of cows. Was it. from Mr. Wilder 
that he learned so extraordinary a device? " 

The Duke stood i~ thought for a moment, 
with a look of intense surprise on his face. 
Then he opened a door and showed us. into 
a large room furnished as a museum. He 
led the way to a glass case in a corn~r, and 
pointed to the inscription. 

" These shoes," it ran, "were dug up in the 
moat of Holdemesse Hall. They are for the 
use of horses; but they are shaped below 
with a cloven foot of iron, .so as to throw 

'pursuers off the track. They are supposed to 
have' belonged to some of the marauding 
Barons of' Holdernesse in the Mid<;lle 
Ages." 

'Holmes opened the case, and moistening 
his finger he passed it along the shoe. A 
thin film of recent mud was left upon his 
skin. 

"Thank you," said he, as he replaced the 
glass. "It is' the second most interesting 
object that I have seen in the North." . 

" And the first?" 
Holmes folded up his cheque and pl~ced 

it carefully in his note-book. " I am a poor 
man,·' said he, as he patted it affectionately 
and th.rust it into the depths of his in~er 
pocket. 




