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CHAPTER I.

❚
o Sherlock Holmes she is always the
woman. I have seldom heard him men-
tion her under any other name. In his
eyes she eclipses and predominates the

whole of her sex. It was not that he felt any emo-
tion akin to love for Irene Adler. All emotions, and
that one particularly, were abhorrent to his cold,
precise but admirably balanced mind. He was, I
take it, the most perfect reasoning and observing
machine that the world has seen, but as a lover he
would have placed himself in a false position. He
never spoke of the softer passions, save with a gibe
and a sneer. They were admirable things for the ob-
server—excellent for drawing the veil from men’s
motives and actions. But for the trained reasoner
to admit such intrusions into his own delicate and
finely adjusted temperament was to introduce a dis-
tracting factor which might throw a doubt upon all
his mental results. Grit in a sensitive instrument, or
a crack in one of his own high-power lenses, would
not be more disturbing than a strong emotion in
a nature such as his. And yet there was but one
woman to him, and that woman was the late Irene
Adler, of dubious and questionable memory.

I had seen little of Holmes lately. My marriage
had drifted us away from each other. My own
complete happiness, and the home-centred inter-
ests which rise up around the man who first finds
himself master of his own establishment, were suf-
ficient to absorb all my attention, while Holmes,
who loathed every form of society with his whole
Bohemian soul, remained in our lodgings in Baker
Street, buried among his old books, and alternating
from week to week between cocaine and ambition,
the drowsiness of the drug, and the fierce energy of
his own keen nature. He was still, as ever, deeply
attracted by the study of crime, and occupied his
immense faculties and extraordinary powers of ob-
servation in following out those clues, and clearing
up those mysteries which had been abandoned as
hopeless by the official police. From time to time
I heard some vague account of his doings: of his
summons to Odessa in the case of the Trepoff mur-
der, of his clearing up of the singular tragedy of
the Atkinson brothers at Trincomalee, and finally
of the mission which he had accomplished so del-
icately and successfully for the reigning family of
Holland. Beyond these signs of his activity, how-
ever, which I merely shared with all the readers of
the daily press, I knew little of my former friend
and companion.

One night—it was on the twentieth of March,
1888—I was returning from a journey to a patient

(for I had now returned to civil practice), when
my way led me through Baker Street. As I passed
the well-remembered door, which must always be
associated in my mind with my wooing, and with
the dark incidents of the Study in Scarlet, I was
seized with a keen desire to see Holmes again, and
to know how he was employing his extraordinary
powers. His rooms were brilliantly lit, and, even as
I looked up, I saw his tall, spare figure pass twice in
a dark silhouette against the blind. He was pacing
the room swiftly, eagerly, with his head sunk upon
his chest and his hands clasped behind him. To me,
who knew his every mood and habit, his attitude
and manner told their own story. He was at work
again. He had risen out of his drug-created dreams
and was hot upon the scent of some new problem.
I rang the bell and was shown up to the chamber
which had formerly been in part my own.

His manner was not effusive. It seldom was;
but he was glad, I think, to see me. With hardly a
word spoken, but with a kindly eye, he waved me
to an armchair, threw across his case of cigars, and
indicated a spirit case and a gasogene in the corner.
Then he stood before the fire and looked me over
in his singular introspective fashion.

“Wedlock suits you,” he remarked. “I think,
Watson, that you have put on seven and a half
pounds since I saw you.”

“Seven!” I answered.

“Indeed, I should have thought a little more.
Just a trifle more, I fancy, Watson. And in prac-
tice again, I observe. You did not tell me that you
intended to go into harness.”

“Then, how do you know?”

“I see it, I deduce it. How do I know that you
have been getting yourself very wet lately, and that
you have a most clumsy and careless servant girl?”

“My dear Holmes,” said I, “this is too much.
You would certainly have been burned, had you
lived a few centuries ago. It is true that I had a
country walk on Thursday and came home in a
dreadful mess, but as I have changed my clothes
I can’t imagine how you deduce it. As to Mary
Jane, she is incorrigible, and my wife has given her
notice, but there, again, I fail to see how you work
it out.”

He chuckled to himself and rubbed his long,
nervous hands together.

“It is simplicity itself,” said he; “my eyes tell me
that on the inside of your left shoe, just where the
firelight strikes it, the leather is scored by six almost
parallel cuts. Obviously they have been caused by

3



someone who has very carelessly scraped round
the edges of the sole in order to remove crusted
mud from it. Hence, you see, my double deduction
that you had been out in vile weather, and that you
had a particularly malignant boot-slitting specimen
of the London slavey. As to your practice, if a gen-
tleman walks into my rooms smelling of iodoform,
with a black mark of nitrate of silver upon his right
forefinger, and a bulge on the right side of his top-
hat to show where he has secreted his stethoscope,
I must be dull, indeed, if I do not pronounce him
to be an active member of the medical profession.”

I could not help laughing at the ease with which
he explained his process of deduction. “When I
hear you give your reasons,” I remarked, “the thing
always appears to me to be so ridiculously simple
that I could easily do it myself, though at each
successive instance of your reasoning I am baffled
until you explain your process. And yet I believe
that my eyes are as good as yours.”

“Quite so,” he answered, lighting a cigarette,
and throwing himself down into an armchair. “You
see, but you do not observe. The distinction is clear.
For example, you have frequently seen the steps
which lead up from the hall to this room.”

“Frequently.”

“How often?”

“Well, some hundreds of times.”

“Then how many are there?”

“How many? I don’t know.”

“Quite so! You have not observed. And yet you
have seen. That is just my point. Now, I know that
there are seventeen steps, because I have both seen
and observed. By-the-way, since you are interested
in these little problems, and since you are good
enough to chronicle one or two of my trifling expe-
riences, you may be interested in this.” He threw
over a sheet of thick, pink-tinted note-paper which
had been lying open upon the table. “It came by
the last post,” said he. “Read it aloud.”

The note was undated, and without either sig-
nature or address.

“There will call upon you to-night, at a quarter
to eight o’clock,” it said, “a gentleman who desires
to consult you upon a matter of the very deepest
moment. Your recent services to one of the royal
houses of Europe have shown that you are one who
may safely be trusted with matters which are of an
importance which can hardly be exaggerated. This
account of you we have from all quarters received.
Be in your chamber then at that hour, and do not
take it amiss if your visitor wear a mask.”

“This is indeed a mystery,” I remarked. “What
do you imagine that it means?”

“I have no data yet. It is a capital mistake to
theorize before one has data. Insensibly one begins
to twist facts to suit theories, instead of theories to
suit facts. But the note itself. What do you deduce
from it?”

I carefully examined the writing, and the paper
upon which it was written.

“The man who wrote it was presumably well
to do,” I remarked, endeavouring to imitate my
companion’s processes. “Such paper could not be
bought under half a crown a packet. It is peculiarly
strong and stiff.”

“Peculiar—that is the very word,” said Holmes.
“It is not an English paper at all. Hold it up to the
light.”

I did so, and saw a large “E” with a small “g,”
a “P,” and a large “G” with a small “t” woven into
the texture of the paper.

“What do you make of that?” asked Holmes.

“The name of the maker, no doubt; or his mono-
gram, rather.”

“Not at all. The ‘G’ with the small ‘t’ stands for
‘Gesellschaft,’ which is the German for ‘Company.’
It is a customary contraction like our ‘Co.’ ‘P,’ of
course, stands for ‘Papier.’ Now for the ‘Eg.’ Let us
glance at our Continental Gazetteer.” He took down
a heavy brown volume from his shelves. “Eglow,
Eglonitz—here we are, Egria. It is in a German-
speaking country—in Bohemia, not far from Carls-
bad. ‘Remarkable as being the scene of the death
of Wallenstein, and for its numerous glass-factories
and paper-mills.’ Ha, ha, my boy, what do you
make of that?” His eyes sparkled, and he sent up a
great blue triumphant cloud from his cigarette.

“The paper was made in Bohemia,” I said.

“Precisely. And the man who wrote the note is
a German. Do you note the peculiar construction of
the sentence—‘This account of you we have from all
quarters received.’ A Frenchman or Russian could
not have written that. It is the German who is so
uncourteous to his verbs. It only remains, therefore,
to discover what is wanted by this German who
writes upon Bohemian paper and prefers wearing
a mask to showing his face. And here he comes, if
I am not mistaken, to resolve all our doubts.”

As he spoke there was the sharp sound of
horses’ hoofs and grating wheels against the curb,
followed by a sharp pull at the bell. Holmes whis-
tled.

“A pair, by the sound,” said he. “Yes,” he con-
tinued, glancing out of the window. “A nice little
brougham and a pair of beauties. A hundred and
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fifty guineas apiece. There’s money in this case,
Watson, if there is nothing else.”

“I think that I had better go, Holmes.”

“Not a bit, Doctor. Stay where you are. I am
lost without my Boswell. And this promises to be
interesting. It would be a pity to miss it.”

“But your client—”

“Never mind him. I may want your help, and so
may he. Here he comes. Sit down in that armchair,
Doctor, and give us your best attention.”

A slow and heavy step, which had been heard
upon the stairs and in the passage, paused immedi-
ately outside the door. Then there was a loud and
authoritative tap.

“Come in!” said Holmes.

A man entered who could hardly have been less
than six feet six inches in height, with the chest and
limbs of a Hercules. His dress was rich with a rich-
ness which would, in England, be looked upon as
akin to bad taste. Heavy bands of astrakhan were
slashed across the sleeves and fronts of his double-
breasted coat, while the deep blue cloak which was
thrown over his shoulders was lined with flame-
coloured silk and secured at the neck with a brooch
which consisted of a single flaming beryl. Boots
which extended halfway up his calves, and which
were trimmed at the tops with rich brown fur, com-
pleted the impression of barbaric opulence which
was suggested by his whole appearance. He carried
a broad-brimmed hat in his hand, while he wore
across the upper part of his face, extending down
past the cheekbones, a black vizard mask, which
he had apparently adjusted that very moment, for
his hand was still raised to it as he entered. From
the lower part of the face he appeared to be a man
of strong character, with a thick, hanging lip, and a
long, straight chin suggestive of resolution pushed
to the length of obstinacy.

“You had my note?” he asked with a deep harsh
voice and a strongly marked German accent. “I told
you that I would call.” He looked from one to the
other of us, as if uncertain which to address.

“Pray take a seat,” said Holmes. “This is my
friend and colleague, Dr. Watson, who is occasion-
ally good enough to help me in my cases. Whom
have I the honour to address?”

“You may address me as the Count Von Kramm,
a Bohemian nobleman. I understand that this gen-
tleman, your friend, is a man of honour and discre-
tion, whom I may trust with a matter of the most
extreme importance. If not, I should much prefer
to communicate with you alone.”

I rose to go, but Holmes caught me by the wrist
and pushed me back into my chair. “It is both, or
none,” said he. “You may say before this gentleman
anything which you may say to me.”

The Count shrugged his broad shoulders.
“Then I must begin,” said he, “by binding you both
to absolute secrecy for two years; at the end of
that time the matter will be of no importance. At
present it is not too much to say that it is of such
weight it may have an influence upon European
history.”

“I promise,” said Holmes.

“And I.”

“You will excuse this mask,” continued our
strange visitor. “The august person who employs
me wishes his agent to be unknown to you, and I
may confess at once that the title by which I have
just called myself is not exactly my own.”

“I was aware of it,” said Holmes dryly.

“The circumstances are of great delicacy, and
every precaution has to be taken to quench what
might grow to be an immense scandal and seriously
compromise one of the reigning families of Europe.
To speak plainly, the matter implicates the great
House of Ormstein, hereditary kings of Bohemia.”

“I was also aware of that,” murmured Holmes,
settling himself down in his armchair and closing
his eyes.

Our visitor glanced with some apparent sur-
prise at the languid, lounging figure of the man
who had been no doubt depicted to him as the
most incisive reasoner and most energetic agent
in Europe. Holmes slowly reopened his eyes and
looked impatiently at his gigantic client.

“If your Majesty would condescend to state your
case,” he remarked, “I should be better able to ad-
vise you.”

The man sprang from his chair and paced up
and down the room in uncontrollable agitation.
Then, with a gesture of desperation, he tore the
mask from his face and hurled it upon the ground.
“You are right,” he cried; “I am the King. Why
should I attempt to conceal it?”

“Why, indeed?” murmured Holmes. “Your
Majesty had not spoken before I was aware that
I was addressing Wilhelm Gottsreich Sigismond
von Ormstein, Grand Duke of Cassel-Felstein, and
hereditary King of Bohemia.”

“But you can understand,” said our strange vis-
itor, sitting down once more and passing his hand
over his high white forehead, “you can understand
that I am not accustomed to doing such business in
my own person. Yet the matter was so delicate that
I could not confide it to an agent without putting
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myself in his power. I have come incognito from
Prague for the purpose of consulting you.”

“Then, pray consult,” said Holmes, shutting his
eyes once more.

“The facts are briefly these: Some five years
ago, during a lengthy visit to Warsaw, I made the
acquaintance of the well-known adventuress, Irene
Adler. The name is no doubt familiar to you.”

“Kindly look her up in my index, Doctor,” mur-
mured Holmes without opening his eyes. For many
years he had adopted a system of docketing all para-
graphs concerning men and things, so that it was
difficult to name a subject or a person on which he
could not at once furnish information. In this case
I found her biography sandwiched in between that
of a Hebrew rabbi and that of a staff-commander
who had written a monograph upon the deep-sea
fishes.

“Let me see!” said Holmes. “Hum! Born in
New Jersey in the year 1858. Contralto—hum! La
Scala, hum! Prima donna Imperial Opera of War-
saw—yes! Retired from operatic stage—ha! Living
in London—quite so! Your Majesty, as I under-
stand, became entangled with this young person,
wrote her some compromising letters, and is now
desirous of getting those letters back.”

“Precisely so. But how—”

“Was there a secret marriage?”

“None.”

“No legal papers or certificates?”

“None.”

“Then I fail to follow your Majesty. If this young
person should produce her letters for blackmailing
or other purposes, how is she to prove their authen-
ticity?”

“There is the writing.”

“Pooh, pooh! Forgery.”

“My private note-paper.”

“Stolen.”

“My own seal.”

“Imitated.”

“My photograph.”

“Bought.”

“We were both in the photograph.”

“Oh, dear! That is very bad! Your Majesty has
indeed committed an indiscretion.”

“I was mad—insane.”

“You have compromised yourself seriously.”

“I was only Crown Prince then. I was young. I
am but thirty now.”

“It must be recovered.”

“We have tried and failed.”

“Your Majesty must pay. It must be bought.”

“She will not sell.”

“Stolen, then.”

“Five attempts have been made. Twice burglars
in my pay ransacked her house. Once we diverted
her luggage when she travelled. Twice she has been
waylaid. There has been no result.”

“No sign of it?”

“Absolutely none.”

Holmes laughed. “It is quite a pretty little prob-
lem,” said he.

“But a very serious one to me,” returned the
King reproachfully.

“Very, indeed. And what does she propose to
do with the photograph?”

“To ruin me.”

“But how?”

“I am about to be married.”

“So I have heard.”

“To Clotilde Lothman von Saxe-Meningen, sec-
ond daughter of the King of Scandinavia. You may
know the strict principles of her family. She is her-
self the very soul of delicacy. A shadow of a doubt
as to my conduct would bring the matter to an
end.”

“And Irene Adler?”

“Threatens to send them the photograph. And
she will do it. I know that she will do it. You do
not know her, but she has a soul of steel. She has
the face of the most beautiful of women, and the
mind of the most resolute of men. Rather than I
should marry another woman, there are no lengths
to which she would not go—none.”

“You are sure that she has not sent it yet?”

“I am sure.”

“And why?”

“Because she has said that she would send it
on the day when the betrothal was publicly pro-
claimed. That will be next Monday.”

“Oh, then we have three days yet,” said Holmes
with a yawn. “That is very fortunate, as I have
one or two matters of importance to look into just
at present. Your Majesty will, of course, stay in
London for the present?”

“Certainly. You will find me at the Langham
under the name of the Count Von Kramm.”

“Then I shall drop you a line to let you know
how we progress.”
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“Pray do so. I shall be all anxiety.”

“Then, as to money?”

“You have carte blanche.”

“Absolutely?”

“I tell you that I would give one of the provinces
of my kingdom to have that photograph.”

“And for present expenses?”

The King took a heavy chamois leather bag from
under his cloak and laid it on the table.

“There are three hundred pounds in gold and
seven hundred in notes,” he said.

Holmes scribbled a receipt upon a sheet of his
note-book and handed it to him.

“And Mademoiselle’s address?” he asked.

“Is Briony Lodge, Serpentine Avenue, St. John’s
Wood.”

Holmes took a note of it. “One other question,”
said he. “Was the photograph a cabinet?”

“It was.”

“Then, good-night, your Majesty, and I trust
that we shall soon have some good news for you.
And good-night, Watson,” he added, as the wheels
of the royal brougham rolled down the street. “If
you will be good enough to call to-morrow after-
noon at three o’clock I should like to chat this little
matter over with you.”

CHAPTER II.

At three o’clock precisely I was at Baker Street,
but Holmes had not yet returned. The landlady in-
formed me that he had left the house shortly after
eight o’clock in the morning. I sat down beside the
fire, however, with the intention of awaiting him,
however long he might be. I was already deeply
interested in his inquiry, for, though it was sur-
rounded by none of the grim and strange features
which were associated with the two crimes which I
have already recorded, still, the nature of the case
and the exalted station of his client gave it a charac-
ter of its own. Indeed, apart from the nature of the
investigation which my friend had on hand, there
was something in his masterly grasp of a situation,
and his keen, incisive reasoning, which made it a
pleasure to me to study his system of work, and
to follow the quick, subtle methods by which he
disentangled the most inextricable mysteries. So
accustomed was I to his invariable success that the
very possibility of his failing had ceased to enter
into my head.

It was close upon four before the door opened,
and a drunken-looking groom, ill-kempt and side-
whiskered, with an inflamed face and disreputable
clothes, walked into the room. Accustomed as I
was to my friend’s amazing powers in the use of
disguises, I had to look three times before I was
certain that it was indeed he. With a nod he van-
ished into the bedroom, whence he emerged in five
minutes tweed-suited and respectable, as of old.

Putting his hands into his pockets, he stretched out
his legs in front of the fire and laughed heartily for
some minutes.

“Well, really!” he cried, and then he choked and
laughed again until he was obliged to lie back, limp
and helpless, in the chair.

“What is it?”

“It’s quite too funny. I am sure you could never
guess how I employed my morning, or what I
ended by doing.”

“I can’t imagine. I suppose that you have been
watching the habits, and perhaps the house, of Miss
Irene Adler.”

“Quite so; but the sequel was rather unusual. I
will tell you, however. I left the house a little af-
ter eight o’clock this morning in the character of a
groom out of work. There is a wonderful sympathy
and freemasonry among horsey men. Be one of
them, and you will know all that there is to know. I
soon found Briony Lodge. It is a bijou villa, with a
garden at the back, but built out in front right up to
the road, two stories. Chubb lock to the door. Large
sitting-room on the right side, well furnished, with
long windows almost to the floor, and those pre-
posterous English window fasteners which a child
could open. Behind there was nothing remarkable,
save that the passage window could be reached
from the top of the coach-house. I walked round it
and examined it closely from every point of view,
but without noting anything else of interest.
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“I then lounged down the street and found, as
I expected, that there was a mews in a lane which
runs down by one wall of the garden. I lent the
ostlers a hand in rubbing down their horses, and
received in exchange twopence, a glass of half and
half, two fills of shag tobacco, and as much infor-
mation as I could desire about Miss Adler, to say
nothing of half a dozen other people in the neigh-
bourhood in whom I was not in the least interested,
but whose biographies I was compelled to listen
to.”

“And what of Irene Adler?” I asked.

“Oh, she has turned all the men’s heads down
in that part. She is the daintiest thing under a bon-
net on this planet. So say the Serpentine-mews, to
a man. She lives quietly, sings at concerts, drives
out at five every day, and returns at seven sharp
for dinner. Seldom goes out at other times, except
when she sings. Has only one male visitor, but
a good deal of him. He is dark, handsome, and
dashing, never calls less than once a day, and often
twice. He is a Mr. Godfrey Norton, of the Inner
Temple. See the advantages of a cabman as a con-
fidant. They had driven him home a dozen times
from Serpentine-mews, and knew all about him.
When I had listened to all they had to tell, I began
to walk up and down near Briony Lodge once more,
and to think over my plan of campaign.

“This Godfrey Norton was evidently an impor-
tant factor in the matter. He was a lawyer. That
sounded ominous. What was the relation between
them, and what the object of his repeated visits?
Was she his client, his friend, or his mistress? If
the former, she had probably transferred the photo-
graph to his keeping. If the latter, it was less likely.
On the issue of this question depended whether I
should continue my work at Briony Lodge, or turn
my attention to the gentleman’s chambers in the
Temple. It was a delicate point, and it widened the
field of my inquiry. I fear that I bore you with these
details, but I have to let you see my little difficulties,
if you are to understand the situation.”

“I am following you closely,” I answered.

“I was still balancing the matter in my mind
when a hansom cab drove up to Briony Lodge,
and a gentleman sprang out. He was a remark-
ably handsome man, dark, aquiline, and mous-
tached—evidently the man of whom I had heard.
He appeared to be in a great hurry, shouted to the
cabman to wait, and brushed past the maid who
opened the door with the air of a man who was
thoroughly at home.

“He was in the house about half an hour, and
I could catch glimpses of him in the windows of

the sitting-room, pacing up and down, talking ex-
citedly, and waving his arms. Of her I could see
nothing. Presently he emerged, looking even more
flurried than before. As he stepped up to the cab,
he pulled a gold watch from his pocket and looked
at it earnestly, ‘Drive like the devil,’ he shouted,
‘first to Gross & Hankey’s in Regent Street, and
then to the Church of St. Monica in the Edgeware
Road. Half a guinea if you do it in twenty minutes!’

“Away they went, and I was just wondering
whether I should not do well to follow them when
up the lane came a neat little landau, the coachman
with his coat only half-buttoned, and his tie under
his ear, while all the tags of his harness were stick-
ing out of the buckles. It hadn’t pulled up before
she shot out of the hall door and into it. I only
caught a glimpse of her at the moment, but she was
a lovely woman, with a face that a man might die
for.

“ ‘The Church of St. Monica, John,’ she cried,
‘and half a sovereign if you reach it in twenty min-
utes.’

“This was quite too good to lose, Watson. I
was just balancing whether I should run for it, or
whether I should perch behind her landau when
a cab came through the street. The driver looked
twice at such a shabby fare, but I jumped in before
he could object. ‘The Church of St. Monica,’ said
I, ‘and half a sovereign if you reach it in twenty
minutes.’ It was twenty-five minutes to twelve, and
of course it was clear enough what was in the wind.

“My cabby drove fast. I don’t think I ever drove
faster, but the others were there before us. The cab
and the landau with their steaming horses were in
front of the door when I arrived. I paid the man
and hurried into the church. There was not a soul
there save the two whom I had followed and a
surpliced clergyman, who seemed to be expostu-
lating with them. They were all three standing in
a knot in front of the altar. I lounged up the side
aisle like any other idler who has dropped into a
church. Suddenly, to my surprise, the three at the
altar faced round to me, and Godfrey Norton came
running as hard as he could towards me.

“ ‘Thank God,’ he cried. ‘You’ll do. Come!
Come!’

“ ‘What then?’ I asked.

“ ‘Come, man, come, only three minutes, or it
won’t be legal.’

“I was half-dragged up to the altar, and be-
fore I knew where I was I found myself mumbling
responses which were whispered in my ear, and
vouching for things of which I knew nothing, and
generally assisting in the secure tying up of Irene

8



Adler, spinster, to Godfrey Norton, bachelor. It was
all done in an instant, and there was the gentleman
thanking me on the one side and the lady on the
other, while the clergyman beamed on me in front.
It was the most preposterous position in which I
ever found myself in my life, and it was the thought
of it that started me laughing just now. It seems
that there had been some informality about their
license, that the clergyman absolutely refused to
marry them without a witness of some sort, and
that my lucky appearance saved the bridegroom
from having to sally out into the streets in search
of a best man. The bride gave me a sovereign, and
I mean to wear it on my watch-chain in memory of
the occasion.”

“This is a very unexpected turn of affairs,” said
I; “and what then?”

“Well, I found my plans very seriously menaced.
It looked as if the pair might take an immediate
departure, and so necessitate very prompt and en-
ergetic measures on my part. At the church door,
however, they separated, he driving back to the
Temple, and she to her own house. ‘I shall drive
out in the park at five as usual,’ she said as she
left him. I heard no more. They drove away in dif-
ferent directions, and I went off to make my own
arrangements.”

“Which are?”

“Some cold beef and a glass of beer,” he an-
swered, ringing the bell. “I have been too busy
to think of food, and I am likely to be busier still
this evening. By the way, Doctor, I shall want your
co-operation.”

“I shall be delighted.”

“You don’t mind breaking the law?”

“Not in the least.”

“Nor running a chance of arrest?”

“Not in a good cause.”

“Oh, the cause is excellent!”

“Then I am your man.”

“I was sure that I might rely on you.”

“But what is it you wish?”

“When Mrs. Turner has brought in the tray I
will make it clear to you. Now,” he said as he
turned hungrily on the simple fare that our land-
lady had provided, “I must discuss it while I eat,
for I have not much time. It is nearly five now. In
two hours we must be on the scene of action. Miss
Irene, or Madame, rather, returns from her drive at
seven. We must be at Briony Lodge to meet her.”

“And what then?”

“You must leave that to me. I have already ar-
ranged what is to occur. There is only one point on
which I must insist. You must not interfere, come
what may. You understand?”

“I am to be neutral?”

“To do nothing whatever. There will probably
be some small unpleasantness. Do not join in it.
It will end in my being conveyed into the house.
Four or five minutes afterwards the sitting-room
window will open. You are to station yourself close
to that open window.”

“Yes.”

“You are to watch me, for I will be visible to
you.”

“Yes.”

“And when I raise my hand—so—you will
throw into the room what I give you to throw, and
will, at the same time, raise the cry of fire. You
quite follow me?”

“Entirely.”

“It is nothing very formidable,” he said, taking
a long cigar-shaped roll from his pocket. “It is an
ordinary plumber’s smoke-rocket, fitted with a cap
at either end to make it self-lighting. Your task is
confined to that. When you raise your cry of fire, it
will be taken up by quite a number of people. You
may then walk to the end of the street, and I will
rejoin you in ten minutes. I hope that I have made
myself clear?”

“I am to remain neutral, to get near the window,
to watch you, and at the signal to throw in this
object, then to raise the cry of fire, and to wait you
at the corner of the street.”

“Precisely.”

“Then you may entirely rely on me.”

“That is excellent. I think, perhaps, it is almost
time that I prepare for the new role I have to play.”

He disappeared into his bedroom and returned
in a few minutes in the character of an amiable
and simple-minded Nonconformist clergyman. His
broad black hat, his baggy trousers, his white tie,
his sympathetic smile, and general look of peering
and benevolent curiosity were such as Mr. John
Hare alone could have equalled. It was not merely
that Holmes changed his costume. His expression,
his manner, his very soul seemed to vary with ev-
ery fresh part that he assumed. The stage lost a fine
actor, even as science lost an acute reasoner, when
he became a specialist in crime.

It was a quarter past six when we left Baker
Street, and it still wanted ten minutes to the hour
when we found ourselves in Serpentine Avenue. It
was already dusk, and the lamps were just being
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lighted as we paced up and down in front of Briony
Lodge, waiting for the coming of its occupant. The
house was just such as I had pictured it from Sher-
lock Holmes’ succinct description, but the locality
appeared to be less private than I expected. On
the contrary, for a small street in a quiet neighbour-
hood, it was remarkably animated. There was a
group of shabbily dressed men smoking and laugh-
ing in a corner, a scissors-grinder with his wheel,
two guardsmen who were flirting with a nurse-
girl, and several well-dressed young men who were
lounging up and down with cigars in their mouths.

“You see,” remarked Holmes, as we paced to
and fro in front of the house, “this marriage rather
simplifies matters. The photograph becomes a
double-edged weapon now. The chances are that
she would be as averse to its being seen by Mr.
Godfrey Norton, as our client is to its coming to the
eyes of his princess. Now the question is—Where
are we to find the photograph?”

“Where, indeed?”

“It is most unlikely that she carries it about with
her. It is cabinet size. Too large for easy conceal-
ment about a woman’s dress. She knows that the
King is capable of having her waylaid and searched.
Two attempts of the sort have already been made.
We may take it, then, that she does not carry it
about with her.”

“Where, then?”

“Her banker or her lawyer. There is that dou-
ble possibility. But I am inclined to think neither.
Women are naturally secretive, and they like to do
their own secreting. Why should she hand it over
to anyone else? She could trust her own guardian-
ship, but she could not tell what indirect or political
influence might be brought to bear upon a business
man. Besides, remember that she had resolved to
use it within a few days. It must be where she
can lay her hands upon it. It must be in her own
house.”

“But it has twice been burgled.”

“Pshaw! They did not know how to look.”

“But how will you look?”

“I will not look.”

“What then?”

“I will get her to show me.”

“But she will refuse.”

“She will not be able to. But I hear the rumble
of wheels. It is her carriage. Now carry out my
orders to the letter.”

As he spoke the gleam of the side-lights of a
carriage came round the curve of the avenue. It

was a smart little landau which rattled up to the
door of Briony Lodge. As it pulled up, one of the
loafing men at the corner dashed forward to open
the door in the hope of earning a copper, but was
elbowed away by another loafer, who had rushed
up with the same intention. A fierce quarrel broke
out, which was increased by the two guardsmen,
who took sides with one of the loungers, and by
the scissors-grinder, who was equally hot upon the
other side. A blow was struck, and in an instant
the lady, who had stepped from her carriage, was
the centre of a little knot of flushed and struggling
men, who struck savagely at each other with their
fists and sticks. Holmes dashed into the crowd
to protect the lady; but just as he reached her he
gave a cry and dropped to the ground, with the
blood running freely down his face. At his fall
the guardsmen took to their heels in one direction
and the loungers in the other, while a number of
better-dressed people, who had watched the scuffle
without taking part in it, crowded in to help the
lady and to attend to the injured man. Irene Adler,
as I will still call her, had hurried up the steps; but
she stood at the top with her superb figure outlined
against the lights of the hall, looking back into the
street.

“Is the poor gentleman much hurt?” she asked.

“He is dead,” cried several voices.

“No, no, there’s life in him!” shouted another.
“But he’ll be gone before you can get him to hospi-
tal.”

“He’s a brave fellow,” said a woman. “They
would have had the lady’s purse and watch if it
hadn’t been for him. They were a gang, and a
rough one, too. Ah, he’s breathing now.”

“He can’t lie in the street. May we bring him in,
marm?”

“Surely. Bring him into the sitting-room. There
is a comfortable sofa. This way, please!”

Slowly and solemnly he was borne into Briony
Lodge and laid out in the principal room, while
I still observed the proceedings from my post by
the window. The lamps had been lit, but the blinds
had not been drawn, so that I could see Holmes as
he lay upon the couch. I do not know whether he
was seized with compunction at that moment for
the part he was playing, but I know that I never felt
more heartily ashamed of myself in my life than
when I saw the beautiful creature against whom I
was conspiring, or the grace and kindliness with
which she waited upon the injured man. And yet it
would be the blackest treachery to Holmes to draw
back now from the part which he had intrusted
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to me. I hardened my heart, and took the smoke-
rocket from under my ulster. After all, I thought,
we are not injuring her. We are but preventing her
from injuring another.

Holmes had sat up upon the couch, and I saw
him motion like a man who is in need of air. A
maid rushed across and threw open the window.
At the same instant I saw him raise his hand and
at the signal I tossed my rocket into the room with
a cry of “Fire!” The word was no sooner out of my
mouth than the whole crowd of spectators, well
dressed and ill—gentlemen, ostlers, and servant-
maids—joined in a general shriek of “Fire!” Thick
clouds of smoke curled through the room and out
at the open window. I caught a glimpse of rushing
figures, and a moment later the voice of Holmes
from within assuring them that it was a false alarm.
Slipping through the shouting crowd I made my
way to the corner of the street, and in ten minutes
was rejoiced to find my friend’s arm in mine, and
to get away from the scene of uproar. He walked
swiftly and in silence for some few minutes until
we had turned down one of the quiet streets which
lead towards the Edgeware Road.

“You did it very nicely, Doctor,” he remarked.
“Nothing could have been better. It is all right.”

“You have the photograph?”

“I know where it is.”

“And how did you find out?”

“She showed me, as I told you she would.”

“I am still in the dark.”

“I do not wish to make a mystery,” said he,
laughing. “The matter was perfectly simple. You,
of course, saw that everyone in the street was an ac-
complice. They were all engaged for the evening.”

“I guessed as much.”

“Then, when the row broke out, I had a little
moist red paint in the palm of my hand. I rushed
forward, fell down, clapped my hand to my face,
and became a piteous spectacle. It is an old trick.”

“That also I could fathom.”

“Then they carried me in. She was bound to
have me in. What else could she do? And into
her sitting-room, which was the very room which
I suspected. It lay between that and her bedroom,
and I was determined to see which. They laid me
on a couch, I motioned for air, they were compelled
to open the window, and you had your chance.”

“How did that help you?”

“It was all-important. When a woman thinks
that her house is on fire, her instinct is at once to
rush to the thing which she values most. It is a
perfectly overpowering impulse, and I have more
than once taken advantage of it. In the case of the
Darlington substitution scandal it was of use to me,
and also in the Arnsworth Castle business. A mar-
ried woman grabs at her baby; an unmarried one
reaches for her jewel-box. Now it was clear to me
that our lady of to-day had nothing in the house
more precious to her than what we are in quest of.
She would rush to secure it. The alarm of fire was
admirably done. The smoke and shouting were
enough to shake nerves of steel. She responded
beautifully. The photograph is in a recess behind
a sliding panel just above the right bell-pull. She
was there in an instant, and I caught a glimpse of
it as she half-drew it out. When I cried out that it
was a false alarm, she replaced it, glanced at the
rocket, rushed from the room, and I have not seen
her since. I rose, and, making my excuses, escaped
from the house. I hesitated whether to attempt to
secure the photograph at once; but the coachman
had come in, and as he was watching me narrowly
it seemed safer to wait. A little over-precipitance
may ruin all.”

“And now?” I asked.

“Our quest is practically finished. I shall call
with the King to-morrow, and with you, if you
care to come with us. We will be shown into the
sitting-room to wait for the lady, but it is probable
that when she comes she may find neither us nor
the photograph. It might be a satisfaction to his
Majesty to regain it with his own hands.”

“And when will you call?”

“At eight in the morning. She will not be up, so
that we shall have a clear field. Besides, we must
be prompt, for this marriage may mean a complete
change in her life and habits. I must wire to the
King without delay.”

We had reached Baker Street and had stopped
at the door. He was searching his pockets for the
key when someone passing said:

“Good-night, Mister Sherlock Holmes.”

There were several people on the pavement at
the time, but the greeting appeared to come from a
slim youth in an ulster who had hurried by.

“I’ve heard that voice before,” said Holmes, star-
ing down the dimly lit street. “Now, I wonder who
the deuce that could have been.”
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CHAPTER III.

I slept at Baker Street that night, and we were
engaged upon our toast and coffee in the morning
when the King of Bohemia rushed into the room.

“You have really got it!” he cried, grasping Sher-
lock Holmes by either shoulder and looking eagerly
into his face.

“Not yet.”

“But you have hopes?”

“I have hopes.”

“Then, come. I am all impatience to be gone.”

“We must have a cab.”

“No, my brougham is waiting.”

“Then that will simplify matters.” We de-
scended and started off once more for Briony
Lodge.

“Irene Adler is married,” remarked Holmes.

“Married! When?”

“Yesterday.”

“But to whom?”

“To an English lawyer named Norton.”

“But she could not love him.”

“I am in hopes that she does.”

“And why in hopes?”

“Because it would spare your Majesty all fear
of future annoyance. If the lady loves her husband,
she does not love your Majesty. If she does not love
your Majesty, there is no reason why she should
interfere with your Majesty’s plan.”

“It is true. And yet—Well! I wish she had been
of my own station! What a queen she would have
made!” He relapsed into a moody silence, which
was not broken until we drew up in Serpentine
Avenue.

The door of Briony Lodge was open, and an
elderly woman stood upon the steps. She watched
us with a sardonic eye as we stepped from the
brougham.

“Mr. Sherlock Holmes, I believe?” said she.

“I am Mr. Holmes,” answered my companion,
looking at her with a questioning and rather star-
tled gaze.

“Indeed! My mistress told me that you were
likely to call. She left this morning with her hus-
band by the 5.15 train from Charing Cross for the
Continent.”

“What!” Sherlock Holmes staggered back, white
with chagrin and surprise. “Do you mean that she
has left England?”

“Never to return.”

“And the papers?” asked the King hoarsely.
“All is lost.”

“We shall see.” He pushed past the servant
and rushed into the drawing-room, followed by
the King and myself. The furniture was scattered
about in every direction, with dismantled shelves
and open drawers, as if the lady had hurriedly ran-
sacked them before her flight. Holmes rushed at
the bell-pull, tore back a small sliding shutter, and,
plunging in his hand, pulled out a photograph and
a letter. The photograph was of Irene Adler her-
self in evening dress, the letter was superscribed to
“Sherlock Holmes, Esq. To be left till called for.” My
friend tore it open and we all three read it together.
It was dated at midnight of the preceding night
and ran in this way:

“My dear Mr. Sherlock Holmes:
“You really did it very well. You took

me in completely. Until after the alarm
of fire, I had not a suspicion. But then,
when I found how I had betrayed my-
self, I began to think. I had been warned
against you months ago. I had been
told that if the King employed an agent
it would certainly be you. And your
address had been given me. Yet, with
all this, you made me reveal what you
wanted to know. Even after I became
suspicious, I found it hard to think evil
of such a dear, kind old clergyman. But,
you know, I have been trained as an
actress myself. Male costume is noth-
ing new to me. I often take advantage
of the freedom which it gives. I sent
John, the coachman, to watch you, ran
up stairs, got into my walking-clothes,
as I call them, and came down just as
you departed.

“Well, I followed you to your door,
and so made sure that I was really an
object of interest to the celebrated Mr.
Sherlock Holmes. Then I, rather im-
prudently, wished you good-night, and
started for the Temple to see my hus-
band.

“We both thought the best resource
was flight, when pursued by so
formidable an antagonist; so you will
find the nest empty when you call to-
morrow. As to the photograph, your
client may rest in peace. I love and am
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loved by a better man than he. The
King may do what he will without hin-
drance from one whom he has cruelly
wronged. I keep it only to safeguard
myself, and to preserve a weapon which
will always secure me from any steps
which he might take in the future. I
leave a photograph which he might care
to possess; and I remain, dear Mr. Sher-
lock Holmes,

— “Very truly yours,
“Irene Norton, née Adler.”

“What a woman—oh, what a woman!” cried the
King of Bohemia, when we had all three read this
epistle. “Did I not tell you how quick and resolute
she was? Would she not have made an admirable
queen? Is it not a pity that she was not on my
level?”

“From what I have seen of the lady she seems in-
deed to be on a very different level to your Majesty,”
said Holmes coldly. “I am sorry that I have not been
able to bring your Majesty’s business to a more suc-
cessful conclusion.”

“On the contrary, my dear sir,” cried the King;
“nothing could be more successful. I know that her
word is inviolate. The photograph is now as safe
as if it were in the fire.”

“I am glad to hear your Majesty say so.”

“I am immensely indebted to you. Pray tell me
in what way I can reward you. This ring—” He
slipped an emerald snake ring from his finger and
held it out upon the palm of his hand.

“Your Majesty has something which I should
value even more highly,” said Holmes.

“You have but to name it.”

“This photograph!”

The King stared at him in amazement.

“Irene’s photograph!” he cried. “Certainly, if
you wish it.”

“I thank your Majesty. Then there is no more to
be done in the matter. I have the honour to wish
you a very good-morning.” He bowed, and, turning
away without observing the hand which the King
had stretched out to him, he set off in my company
for his chambers.

And that was how a great scandal threatened
to affect the kingdom of Bohemia, and how the
best plans of Mr. Sherlock Holmes were beaten by a
woman’s wit. He used to make merry over the clev-
erness of women, but I have not heard him do it of
late. And when he speaks of Irene Adler, or when
he refers to her photograph, it is always under the
honourable title of the woman.
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The Monkey’s Paw

“Be careful what you wish for, you may receive it.” – Anonymous

PART ONE

Outside, the night was cold and wet, but in the small living room the curtains were closed and the 

fire burned brightly. Father and son were playing chess; the father, whose ideas about the game 

involved some very unusual moves, putting his king into such sharp and unnecessary danger that it 

even brought comment from the white-haired old lady knitting quietly by the fire.

“Listen to the wind,” said Mr. White who, having seen a mistake that could cost him the game after 

it was too late, was trying to stop his son from seeing it.

“I’m listening,” said the son, seriously studying the board as he stretched out his hand. “Check.”

“I should hardly think that he’ll come tonight,” said his father, with his hand held in the air over the 

board.

“Mate,” replied the son.

“That’s the worst of living so far out,” cried Mr. White with sudden and unexpected violence; “Of 

all the awful out of the way places to live in, this is the worst. Can’t walk on the footpath without 

getting stuck in the mud, and the road’s a river. I don’t know what the people are thinking about. I 

suppose they think it doesn’t matter because only two houses in the road have people in them.”

“Never mind, dear,” said his wife calmly; “perhaps you’ll win the next one.”

Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to see a knowing look between mother and son. The 

words died away on his lips, and he hid a guilty smile in his thin grey beard.

“There he is,” said Herbert White as the gate banged shut loudly and heavy footsteps came toward 

the door.

The old man rose quickly and opening the door, was heard telling the new arrival how sorry he was 

for his recent loss. The new arrival talked about his sadness, so that Mrs. White said, “Tut, tut!” and 

coughed gently as her husband entered the room followed by a tall, heavy built, strong-looking 

man, whose skin had the healthy reddish colour associated with outdoor life and whose eyes 

showed that he could be a dangerous enemy.

“Sergeant-Major Morris,” he said, introducing him to his wife and his son, Herbert.

The Sergeant-Major shook hands and, taking the offered seat by the fire, watched with satisfaction 

as Mr. White got out whiskey and glasses.

After the third glass his eyes got brighter and he began to talk. The little family circle listened with 

growing interest to this visitor from distant parts, as he squared his broad shoulders in the chair and 

spoke of wild scenes and brave acts; of wars and strange peoples.

“Twenty-one years of it,” said Mr. White, looking at his wife and son. “When he went away he was 

a thin young man. Now look at him.”



“He doesn’t look to have taken much harm.” said Mrs. White politely.

“I’d like to go to India myself,” said the old man, just to look around a bit, you know.”

“Better where you are,” said the Sergeant-Major, shaking his head. He put down the empty glass 

and sighing softly, shook it again.

“I should like to see those old temples and fakirs and the street entertainers,” said the old man. 

“What was that that you started telling me the other day about a monkey’s paw or something, 

Morris?”

“Nothing.” said the soldier quickly. “At least, nothing worth hearing.”

“Monkey’s paw?” said Mrs. White curiously.

“Well, it’s just a bit of what you might call magic, perhaps,” said the Sergeant-Major, without first 

stopping to think.

His three listeners leaned forward excitedly. Deep in thought, the visitor put his empty glass to his 

lips and then set it down again. Mr. White filled it for him again.

“To look at it,” said the Sergeant-Major, feeling about in his pocket, “it’s just an ordinary little paw, 

dried to a mummy.”

He took something out of his pocket and held it out for them. Mrs. White drew back with a look of 

disgust, but her son, taking it, examined it curiously.

“And what is there special about it?” asked Mr. White as he took it from his son, and having 

examined it, placed it upon the table.

“It had a spell put on it by an old fakir,” said the Sergeant-Major, “a very holy man. He wanted to 

show that fate ruled people’s lives, and that those who tried to change it would be sorry. He put a 

spell on it so that three different men could each have three wishes from it.”

The way he told the story showed that he truly believed it and his listeners became aware that their 

light laughter was out of place and had hurt him a little.

“Well, why don’t you have three, sir?” said Herbert, cleverly.

The soldier looked at him the way that the middle aged usually look at disrespectful youth. “I 

have,” he said quietly, and his face whitened.

“And did you really have the three wishes granted?” asked Mrs. White.

“I did,” said the Sergeant-Major, and his glass tapped against his strong teeth.

“And has anybody else wished?” continued the old lady.

“The first man had his three wishes. Yes,” was the reply, “I don’t know what the first two were, but 

the third was for death. That’s how I got the paw.”

His voice was so serious that the group fell quiet.



“If you’ve had your three wishes it’s no good to you now then Morris,” said the old man at last. 

“What do you keep it for?”

The soldier shook his head. “Fancy I suppose,” he said slowly. “I did have some idea of selling it, 

but I don’t think I will. It has caused me enough trouble already. Besides, people won’t buy. They 

think it’s just a story, some of them; and those who do think anything of it want to try it first and 

pay me afterward.”

“If you could have another three wishes,” said the old man, watching him carefully, “would you 

have them?”

“I don’t know,” said the other. “I don’t know.”

He took the paw, and holding it between his front finger and thumb, suddenly threw it upon the fire. 

Mr. White, with a slight cry, quickly bent down and took it off.

“Better let it burn,” said the soldier sadly, but in a way that let them know he believed it to be true.

“If you don’t want it Morris,” said the other, “give it to me.”

“I won’t.” said his friend with stubborn determination. “I threw it on the fire. If you keep it, don’t 

hold me responsible for what happens. Throw it on the fire like a sensible man.”

The other shook his head and examined his possession closely. “How do you do it?” he asked.

“Hold it up in your right hand, and state your wish out loud so that you can be heard,” said the 

Sergeant-Major, “But I warn you of what might happen.”

“Sounds like the ‘Arabian Nights’”, said Mrs. White, as she rose and began to set the dinner. “Don’t 

you think you might wish for four pairs of hands for me.”

Her husband drew the talisman from his pocket, and all three laughed loudly as the Sergeant-Major, 

with a look of alarm on his face, caught him by the arm.

“If you must wish,” he demanded, “Wish for something sensible.”

Mr. White dropped it back in his pocket, and placing chairs, motioned his friend to the table. In the 

business of dinner the talisman was partly forgotten, and afterward the three sat fascinated as the 

listened to more of the soldier’s adventures in India.

“If the tale about the monkey’s paw is not more truthful than those he has been telling us,” said 

Herbert, as the door closed behind their guest, just in time to catch the last train, “we shan’t make 

much out of it.”

“Did you give anything for it, father?” asked Mrs. White, watching her husband closely.

“A little,” said he, colouring slightly, “He didn’t want it, but I made him take it. And he pressed me 

again to throw it away.”

“Not likely!” said Herbert, with pretended horror. “Why, we’re going to be rich, and famous, and 

happy.” Smiling, he said, “Wish to be a king, father, to begin with; then mother can’t complain all 



the time.”

He ran quickly around the table, chased by the laughing Mrs White armed with a piece of cloth.

Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it doubtfully. “I don’t know what to wish for, and 

that’s a fact,” he said slowly. “It seems to me I’ve got all I want.”

“If you only paid off the house, you’d be quite happy, wouldn’t you!” said Herbert, with his hand on 

his shoulder. “Well, wish for two hundred pounds, then; that’ll just do it.”

His father, smiling and with an embarrassed look for his foolishness in believing the soldier’s story, 

held up the talisman. Herbert, with a serious face, spoiled only by a quick smile to his mother, sat 

down at the piano and struck a few grand chords.

“I wish for two hundred pounds,” said the old man clearly.

A fine crash from the piano greeted his words, broken by a frightened cry from the old man. His 

wife and son ran toward him.

“It moved,” he cried, with a look of horror at the object as it lay on the floor. “As I wished, it 

twisted in my hand like a snake.”

“Well, I don’t see the money,” said his son, as he picked it up and placed it on the table, “and I bet I 

never shall.”

“It must have been your imagination, father,” said his wife, regarding him worriedly.

He shook his head. “Never mind, though; there’s no harm done, but it gave me a shock all the 

same.”

They sat down by the fire again while the two men finished their pipes. Outside, the wind was 

higher than ever, and the old man jumped nervously at the sound of a door banging upstairs. An 

unusual and depressing silence settled on all three, which lasted until the old couple got up to to go 

to bed.

“I expect you’ll find the cash tied up in a big bag in the middle of your bed,” said Herbert, as he 

wished them goodnight, “and something horrible sitting on top of your wardrobe watching you as 

you pocket your ill-gotten money.

Herbert, who normally had a playful nature and didn’t like to take things too seriously, sat alone in 

the darkness looking into the dying fire. He saw faces in it; the last so horrible and so monkey-like 

that he stared at it in amazement. It became so clear that, with a nervous laugh, he felt on the table 

for a glass containing some water to throw over it. His hand found the monkey’s paw, and with a 

little shake of his body he wiped his hand on his coat and went up to bed.

PART TWO

In the brightness of the wintry sun next morning as it streamed over the breakfast table he laughed 

at his fears. The room felt as it always had and there was an air of health and happiness which was 

not there the previous night. The dirty, dried-up little paw was thrown on the cabinet with a 

carelessness which indicated no great belief in what good it could do.



“I suppose all old soldiers are the same,” said Mrs. White. “The idea of our listening to such 

nonsense! How could wishes be granted in these days? And if they could, how could two hundred 

pounds hurt you, father?”

“Might drop on his head from the sky,” said Herbert.

“Morris said the things happened so naturally,” said his father, “that you might if you so wished not 

see the relationship.”

“Well don’t break into the money before I come back,” said Herbert as he rose from the table to go 

to work. “I’m afraid it’ll turn you into a mean, greedy old man, and we shall have to tell everyone 

that we don’t know you.”

His mother laughed, and following him to the door, watched him go down the road, and returning to 

the breakfast table, she felt very happy at the expense of her husband’s readiness to believe such 

stories. All of which did not prevent her from hurrying to the door at the postman’s knock nor, when 

she found that the post brought only a bill, talking about how Sergeant-Majors can develop bad 

drinking habits after they leave the army.

“Herbert will have some more of his funny remarks, I expect, when he comes home,” she said as 

they sat at dinner.

“I know,” said Mr. White, pouring himself out some beer; “but for all that, the thing moved in my 

hand; that I’ll swear to.”

“You thought it did,” said the old lady, trying to calm him.

“I say it did,” replied the other. “There was no thought about it; I had just – What’s the matter?”

His wife made no reply. She was watching the mysterious movements of a man outside, who, 

looking in an undecided fashion at the house, appeared to be trying to make up his mind to enter. In 

mental connection with the two hundred pounds, she noticed that the stranger was well dressed, and 

wore a silk hat of shiny newness. Three times he stopped briefly at the gate, and then walked on 

again. The fourth time he stood with his hand upon it, and then with sudden firmness of mind 

pushed it open and walked up the path. Mrs White at the same moment placed her hands behind her, 

hurriedly untied the strings of her apron, and put it under the cushion of her chair.

She brought the stranger, who seemed a little uncomfortable, into the room. He looked at her in a 

way that said there was something about his purpose that he wanted to keep secret, and seemed to 

be thinking of something else as the old lady said she was sorry for the appearance of the room and 

her husband’s coat, which he usually wore in the garden. She then waited as patiently as her sex 

would permit for him to state his business, but he was at first strangely silent.

“I – was asked to call,” he said at last, and bent down and picked a piece of cotton from his trousers. 

“I come from ‘Maw and Meggins.’ ”

The old lady jumped suddenly, as in alarm. “Is anything the matter?” she asked breathlessly. “Has 

anything happened to Herbert? What is it? What is it?”

Her husband spoke before he could answer. “There there mother,” he said hurriedly. “Sit down, and 

don’t jump to a conclusion. You’ve not brought bad news, I’m sure sir,” and eyed the other, 

expecting that it was bad news but hoping he was wrong.



“I’m sorry – ” began the visitor.

“Is he hurt?” demanded the mother wildly.

The visitor lowered and raised his head once in agreement.”Badly hurt,” he said quietly, “but he is 

not in any pain.”

“Oh thank God!” said the old woman, pressing her hands together tightly. “Thank God for that! 

Thank – ”

She broke off as the tragic meaning of the part about him not being in pain came to her. The man 

had turned his head slightly so as not to look directly at her, but she saw the awful truth in his face. 

She caught her breath, and turning to her husband, who did not yet understand the man’s meaning, 

laid her shaking hand on his. There was a long silence.

“He was caught in the machinery,” said the visitor at length in a low voice.

“Caught in the machinery,” repeated Mr. White, too shocked to think clearly, “yes.”

He sat staring out the window, and taking his wife’s hand between his own, pressed it as he used to 

do when he was trying to win her love in the time before they were married, nearly forty years 

before.

“He was the only one left to us,” he said, turning gently to the visitor. “It is hard.”

The other coughed, and rising, walked slowly to the window. “The firm wishes me to pass on their 

great sadness about your loss,” he said, without looking round. “I ask that you to please understand 

that I am only their servant and simply doing what they told me to do.”

There was no reply; the old woman’s face was white, her eyes staring, and her breath unheard; on 

the husband’s face was a look such as his friend the Sergeant-Major might have carried into his first 

battle.

“I was to say that Maw and Meggins accept no responsibility,” continued the other. “But, although 

they don’t believe that they have a legal requirement to make a payment to you for your loss, in 

view of your son’s services they wish to present you with a certain sum.”

Mr. White dropped his wife’s hand, and rising to his feet, stared with a look of horror at his visitor. 

His dry lips shaped the words, “How much?”

“Two hundred pounds,” was the answer.

Without hearing his wife’s scream, the old man smiled weakly, put out his hands like a blind man, 

and fell, a senseless mass, to the floor.

PART THREE

In the huge new cemetery, some two miles away, the old people buried their dead, and came back to 

the house which was now full of shadows and silence. It was all over so quickly that at first they 

could hardly realize it, and remained in a state of waiting for something else to happen – something 

else which was to lighten this load, too heavy for old hearts to bear.



But the days passed, and they realized that they had to accept the situation – the hopeless 

acceptance of the old. Sometimes they hardly said a word to each other, for now they had nothing to 

talk about, and their days were long to tiredness.

It was about a week after that the old man, waking suddenly in the night, stretched out his hand and 

found himself alone. The room was in darkness, and he could hear the sound of his wife crying 

quietly at the window. He raised himself in bed and listened.

“Come back,” he said tenderly. “You will be cold.”

“It is colder for my son,” said the old woman, who began crying again.

The sounds of crying died away on his ears. The bed was warm, and his eyes heavy with sleep. He 

slept lightly at first, and then was fully asleep until a sudden wild cry from his wife woke him with 

a start.

“THE PAW!” she cried wildly. “THE MONKEY’S PAW!”

He started up in alarm. “Where? Where is it? What’s the matter?”

She almost fell as she came hurried across the room toward him. “I want it,” she said quietly. 

“You’ve not destroyed it?”

“It’s in the living room, on the shelf above the fireplace,” he replied. “Why?”

She cried and laughed together, and bending over, kissed his cheek.

“I only just thought of it,” she said. “Why didn’t I think of it before? Why didn’t you think of it?”

“Think of what?” he questioned.

“The other two wishes,” she replied quickly. “We’ve only had one.”

“Was not that enough?” he demanded angrily.

“No,” she cried excitedly; “We’ll have one more. Go down and get it quickly, and wish our boy 

alive again.”

The man sat up in bed and threw the blankets from his shaking legs. “Good God, you are mad!” he 

cried, struck with horror.

“Get it,” she said, breathing quickly; “get it quickly, and wish – Oh my boy, my boy!”

Her husband struck a match and lit the candle. “Get back to bed he said,” his voice shaking. “You 

don’t know what you are saying.”

“We had the first wish granted,” said the old woman, desperately; “why not the second?”

“A c-c-coincidence,” said the old man.

“Go get it and wish,” cried his wife, shaking with excitement.



The old man turned and looked at her, and his voice shook. “He has been dead ten days, and besides 

he – I would not tell you before, but – I could only recognize him by his clothing. If he was too 

terrible for you to see then, how now?”

“Bring him back,” cried the old woman, and pulled him towards the door. “Do you think I fear the 

child I have nursed?”

He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to the living room, and then to the fireplace. The 

talisman was in its place on the shelf, and then a horrible fear came over him that the unspoken wish 

might bring the broken body of his son before him before he could escape from the room. He 

caught his breath as he found that he had lost the direction of the door. His forehead cold with 

sweat, he felt his way round the table and along the walls until he found himself at the bottom of the 

stairs with the evil thing in his hand.

Even his wife’s face seemed changed as he entered the room. It was white and expectant, and to his 

fears seemed to have an unnatural look upon it. He was afraid of her.

“WISH!” she cried in a strong voice.

“It is foolish and wicked,” he said weakly.

“WISH!” repeated his wife.

He raised his hand. “I wish my son alive again.”

The talisman fell to the floor, and he looked at it fearfully. Then he sank into a chair and the old 

woman, with burning eyes, walked to the window and opened the curtains.

He sat until he could no longer bear the cold, looking up from time to time at the figure of his wife 

staring through the window. The candle, which had almost burned to the bottom, was throwing 

moving shadows around the room. When the candle finally went out, the old man, with an 

unspeakable sense of relief at the failure of the talisman, went slowly back back to his bed, and a 

minute afterward the old woman came silently and lay without movement beside him.

Neither spoke, but lay silently listening to the ticking of the clock. They heard nothing else other 

than the normal night sounds. The darkness was depressing, and after lying for some time building 

up his courage, the husband took the box of matches, and lighting one, went downstairs for another 

candle.

At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and he stopped to light another; and at the same 

moment a knock sounded on the front door. It was so quiet that it could only be heard downstairs, as 

if the one knocking wanted to keep their coming a secret.

The matches fell from his hand. He stood motionless, not even breathing, until the knock was 

repeated. Then he turned and ran quickly back to his room, and closed the door behind him. A third 

knock sounded through the house.

“WHAT’S THAT?” cried the old woman, sitting up quickly.

“A rat,” said the old man shakily – “a rat. It passed me on the stairs.”



His wife sat up in bed listening. A loud knock echoed through the house.

“It’s Herbert!” she screamed. “It’s Herbert!”

She ran to the door, but her husband was there before her, and catching her by the arm, held her 

tightly. “What are you going to do?” he asked in a low, scared voice.

“It’s my boy; it’s Herbert!” she cried, struggling automatically. “I forgot it was two miles away. 

What are you holding me for? Let go. I must open the door.”

“For God’s sake don’t let it in,” cried the old man, shaking with fear.

“You’re afraid of your own son,” she cried struggling. “Let me go. I’m coming, Herbert; I’m 

coming.”

There was another knock, and another. The old woman with a sudden pull broke free and ran from 

the room. Her husband followed to the top of the stairs, and called after her as she hurried down. He 

heard the chain pulled back and the bottom lock open. Then the old woman’s voice, desperate and 

breathing heavily.

“The top lock,” she cried loudly. “Come down. I can’t reach it.”

But her husband was on his hands and knees feeling around wildly on the floor in search of the paw. 

If only he could find it before the thing outside got in. The knocks came very quickly now echoing 

through the house, and he heard the noise of his wife moving a chair and putting it down against the 

door. He heard the movement of the lock as she began to open it, and at the same moment he found 

the monkeys’s paw, and frantically breathed his third and last wish.

The knocking stopped suddenly, although the echoes of it were still in the house. He heard the chair 

pulled back, and the door opened. A cold wind blew up the staircase, and a long loud cry of 

disappointment and pain from his wife gave him the courage to run down to her side, and then to 

the gate. The streetlight opposite shone on a quiet and deserted road.



The Adventure of the Speckled Band

Arthur Conan Doyle



This text is provided to you “as-is” without any warranty. No warranties of any kind, expressed or implied, are made to you as to the
text or any medium it may be on, including but not limited to warranties of merchantablity or fitness for a particular purpose.

This text was formatted from various free ASCII and HTML variants. See http://sherlock-holm.es for an electronic form of this text
and additional information about it.

This text comes from the collection’s version 3.1.

http://sherlock-holm.es


❖
n glancing over my notes of the seventy
odd cases in which I have during the
last eight years studied the methods of
my friend Sherlock Holmes, I 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 acquire-
ment of wealth, he refused to associate himself with
any investigation which did not tend towards the
unusual, and even the fantastic. Of all these varied
cases, however, I cannot recall any which presented
more singular features than that which was asso-
ciated with the well-known Surrey family of the
Roylotts of Stoke Moran. The events in question
occurred in the early days of my association with
Holmes, when we were sharing rooms as bachelors
in Baker Street. It is possible that I might have
placed them upon record before, but a promise of
secrecy was made at the time, from which I have
only been freed during the last month by the un-
timely death of the lady to whom the pledge was
given. It is perhaps as well that the facts should
now come to light, for I have reasons to know that
there are widespread rumours as to the death of Dr.
Grimesby Roylott which tend to make the matter
even more terrible than the truth.

It was early in April in the year ’83 that I woke
one morning to find Sherlock Holmes standing,
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, I
blinked up at him in some surprise, and perhaps
just a little resentment, for I was myself regular in
my habits.

“Very sorry to knock you up, Watson,” said he,
“but it’s the common lot this morning. Mrs. Hud-
son has been knocked up, she retorted upon me,
and I 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 metropolis at this hour of the morning,
and knock sleepy people up out of their beds, I
presume that it is something very pressing which
they have to communicate. Should it prove to be
an interesting case, you would, I am sure, wish to
follow it from the outset. I thought, at any rate,
that I should call you and give you the chance.”

“My dear fellow, I would not miss it for any-
thing.”

I had no keener pleasure than in following
Holmes in his professional investigations, and in

admiring the rapid deductions, as swift as intu-
itions, and yet always founded on a logical basis
with which he unravelled the problems which were
submitted to him. I 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 cheerily.
“My name is Sherlock Holmes. This is my intimate
friend and associate, Dr. Watson, before whom you
can speak as freely as before myself. Ha! I am glad
to see that Mrs. Hudson has had the good sense to
light the fire. Pray draw up to it, and I shall order
you a cup of hot coffee, for I 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 agitation, her face
all drawn and grey, with restless 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 grey, and her expres-
sion was weary and haggard. Sherlock Holmes ran
her over with one of his quick, all-comprehensive
glances.

“You must not fear,” said he soothingly, bend-
ing forward and patting her forearm. “We shall
soon set matters right, I have no doubt. You have
come in by train this morning, I see.”

“You know me, then?”

“No, but I observe the second half of a return
ticket in the palm of your left glove. You must have
started early, and yet you had a good drive in a
dog-cart, along heavy roads, before you reached
the station.”

The lady gave a violent start and stared in be-
wilderment at my companion.

“There is no mystery, my dear madam,” said
he, smiling. “The left arm of your jacket is spat-
tered 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 be-
fore six, reached Leatherhead at twenty past, and
came in by the first train to Waterloo. Sir, I can
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stand this strain no longer; I shall go mad if it con-
tinues. I have no one to turn to—none, save only
one, who cares for me, and he, poor fellow, can
be of little aid. I have heard of you, Mr. Holmes; I
have heard of you from Mrs. Farintosh, whom you
helped in the hour of her sore need. It was from her
that I 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 darkness which sur-
rounds me? At present it is out of my power to
reward you for your services, but in a month or six
weeks I shall be married, with the control of my
own income, and then at least you shall not find
me ungrateful.”

Holmes turned to his desk and, unlocking it,
drew out a small case-book, which he consulted.

“Farintosh,” said he. “Ah yes, I recall the case;
it was concerned with an opal tiara. I think it was
before your time, Watson. I can only say, madam,
that I shall be happy to devote the same care to
your case as I did to that of your friend. As to
reward, my profession is its own reward; but you
are at liberty to defray whatever expenses I may be
put to, at the time which suits you best. And now I
beg that you will lay before us everything that may
help us in forming an opinion upon the matter.”

“Alas!” replied our visitor, “the very horror of
my situation lies in the fact that my fears are so
vague, and my suspicions depend so entirely upon
small points, which might seem trivial to another,
that even he to whom of all others I have a right to
look for help and advice looks upon all that I tell
him about it as the fancies of a nervous woman. He
does not say so, but I can read it from his soothing
answers and averted eyes. But I have heard, Mr.
Holmes, that you can see deeply into the manifold
wickedness of the human heart. You may advise me
how to walk amid the dangers which encompass
me.”

“I am all attention, madam.”

“My name is Helen Stoner, and I am living with
my stepfather, who is the last survivor of one of
the oldest Saxon families in England, the Roylotts
of Stoke Moran, on the western border of Surrey.”

Holmes nodded his head. “The name is familiar
to me,” said he.

“The family was at one time among the richest
in England, and the estates extended over the bor-
ders into Berkshire in the north, and Hampshire in
the west. In the last century, however, four succes-
sive heirs were of a dissolute and wasteful disposi-
tion, and the family ruin was eventually completed
by a gambler in the days of the Regency. Nothing

was left save a few acres of ground, and the two-
hundred-year-old house, which is itself crushed
under a heavy mortgage. The last squire dragged
out his existence there, living the horrible life of an
aristocratic pauper; but his only son, my stepfather,
seeing that he must adapt himself to the new con-
ditions, obtained an advance from a relative, which
enabled him to take a medical degree and went out
to Calcutta, where, by his professional skill and his
force of character, he established a large practice.
In a fit of anger, however, caused by some robberies
which had been perpetrated in the house, he beat
his native butler to death and narrowly escaped
a capital sentence. As it was, he suffered a long
term of imprisonment and afterwards returned to
England a morose and disappointed man.

“When Dr. Roylott was in India he married my
mother, Mrs. Stoner, the young widow of Major-
General Stoner, of the Bengal Artillery. My sister
Julia and I were twins, and we were only two years
old at the time of my mother’s re-marriage. She had
a considerable sum of money—not less than £1000

a year—and this she bequeathed to Dr. Roylott en-
tirely while we resided with him, with a provision
that a certain annual sum should be allowed to each
of us in the event of our marriage. Shortly after
our return to England my mother died—she was
killed eight years ago in a railway accident near
Crewe. Dr. Roylott then abandoned his attempts to
establish himself in practice in London and took us
to live with him in the old ancestral house at Stoke
Moran. The money which my mother had left was
enough for all our wants, and there seemed to be
no obstacle to our happiness.

“But a terrible change came over our stepfather
about this time. Instead of making friends and ex-
changing visits with our neighbours, who had at
first been overjoyed to see a Roylott of Stoke Moran
back in the old family seat, he shut himself up in
his house and seldom came out save to indulge in
ferocious quarrels with whoever might cross his
path. Violence of temper approaching to mania has
been hereditary in the men of the family, and in my
stepfather’s case it had, I believe, been intensified
by his long residence in the tropics. A series of
disgraceful brawls took place, two of which ended
in the police-court, until at last he became the ter-
ror of the village, and the folks would fly at his
approach, for he is a man of immense strength, and
absolutely uncontrollable in his anger.

“Last week he hurled the local blacksmith over
a parapet into a stream, and it was only by paying
over all the money which I could gather together
that I was able to avert another public exposure. He
had no friends at all save the wandering gypsies,
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and he would give these vagabonds leave to en-
camp upon the few acres of bramble-covered land
which represent the family estate, and would accept
in return the hospitality of their tents, wandering
away with them sometimes for weeks on end. He
has a passion also for Indian animals, which are
sent over to him by a correspondent, and he has at
this moment a cheetah and a baboon, which wan-
der freely over his grounds and are feared by the
villagers almost as much as their master.

“You can imagine from what I say that my poor
sister Julia and I had no great pleasure in our lives.
No servant would stay with us, and for a long time
we did all the work of the house. She was but
thirty at the time of her death, and yet her hair had
already begun to whiten, even as mine has.”

“Your sister is dead, then?”

“She died just two years ago, and it is of her
death that I wish to speak to you. You can under-
stand that, living the life which I have described, we
were little likely to see anyone of our own age and
position. We had, however, an aunt, my mother’s
maiden sister, Miss Honoria Westphail, who lives
near Harrow, and we were occasionally allowed
to pay short visits at this lady’s house. Julia went
there at Christmas two years ago, and met there
a half-pay major of marines, to whom she became
engaged. My stepfather learned of the engagement
when my sister returned and offered no objection
to the marriage; but within a fortnight of the day
which had been fixed for the wedding, the terrible
event occurred which has deprived me of my only
companion.”

Sherlock Holmes had been leaning back in his
chair with his eyes closed and his head sunk in
a cushion, but he half opened his lids now and
glanced across at his visitor.

“Pray be precise as to details,” said he.

“It is easy for me to be so, for every event of
that dreadful time is seared into my memory. The
manor-house is, as I have already said, very old,
and only one wing is now inhabited. The bedrooms
in this wing are on the ground floor, the sitting-
rooms being in the central block of the buildings.
Of these bedrooms the first is Dr. Roylott’s, the
second my sister’s, and the third my own. There
is no communication between them, but they all
open out into the same corridor. Do I make myself
plain?”

“Perfectly so.”

“The windows of the three rooms open out
upon the lawn. That fatal night Dr. Roylott had
gone to his room early, though we knew that he

had not retired to rest, for my sister was troubled
by the smell of the strong Indian cigars which it
was his custom to smoke. She left her room, there-
fore, and came into mine, where she sat for some
time, chatting about her approaching wedding. At
eleven o’clock she rose to leave me, but she paused
at the door and looked back.

“ ‘Tell me, Helen,’ said she, ‘have you ever heard
anyone whistle in the dead of the night?’

“ ‘Never,’ said I.

“ ‘I suppose that you could not possibly whistle,
yourself, in your sleep?’

“ ‘Certainly not. But why?’

“ ‘Because during the last few nights I have al-
ways, about three in the morning, heard a low, clear
whistle. I am a light sleeper, and it has awakened
me. I cannot tell where it came from—perhaps from
the next room, perhaps from the lawn. I thought
that I would just ask you whether you had heard
it.’

“ ‘No, I have not. It must be those wretched
gipsies in the plantation.’

“ ‘Very likely. And yet if it were on the lawn, I
wonder that you did not hear it also.’

“ ‘Ah, but I sleep more heavily than you.’

“ ‘Well, it is of no great consequence, at any rate.’
She smiled back at me, closed my door, and a few
moments later I heard her key turn in the lock.”

“Indeed,” said Holmes. “Was it your custom
always to lock yourselves in at night?”

“Always.”

“And why?”

“I think that I mentioned to you that the doctor
kept a cheetah and a baboon. We had no feeling of
security unless our doors were locked.”

“Quite so. Pray proceed with your statement.”

“I could not sleep that night. A vague feeling
of impending misfortune impressed me. My sis-
ter and I, you will recollect, were twins, and you
know how subtle are the links which bind two souls
which are so closely allied. It was a wild night. The
wind was howling outside, and the rain was beat-
ing and splashing against the windows. Suddenly,
amid all the hubbub of the gale, there burst forth
the wild scream of a terrified woman. I knew that
it was my sister’s voice. I sprang from my bed,
wrapped a shawl round me, and rushed into the
corridor. As I opened my door I seemed to hear
a low whistle, such as my sister described, and a
few moments later a clanging sound, as if a mass
of metal had fallen. As I ran down the passage, my
sister’s door was unlocked, and revolved slowly
upon its hinges. I stared at it horror-stricken, not

3



knowing what was about to issue from it. By the
light of the corridor-lamp I saw my sister appear
at the opening, her face blanched with terror, her
hands groping for help, her whole figure swaying
to and fro like that of a drunkard. I ran to her
and threw my arms round her, but at that moment
her knees seemed to give way and she fell to the
ground. She writhed as one who is in terrible pain,
and her limbs were dreadfully convulsed. At first
I thought that she had not recognised me, but as I
bent over her she suddenly shrieked out in a voice
which I shall never forget, ‘Oh, my God! Helen!
It was the band! The speckled band!’ There was
something else which she would fain have said,
and she stabbed with her finger into the air in the
direction of the doctor’s room, but a fresh convul-
sion seized her and choked her words. I rushed
out, calling loudly for my stepfather, and I met
him hastening from his room in his dressing-gown.
When he reached my sister’s side she was uncon-
scious, and though he poured brandy down her
throat and sent for medical aid from the village, all
efforts were in vain, for she slowly sank and died
without having recovered her consciousness. Such
was the dreadful end of my beloved sister.”

“One moment,” said Holmes, “are you sure
about this whistle and metallic sound? Could you
swear to it?”

“That was what the county coroner asked me at
the inquiry. It is my strong impression that I heard
it, and yet, among the crash of the gale and the
creaking of an old house, I may possibly have been
deceived.”

“Was your sister dressed?”

“No, she was in her night-dress. In her right
hand was found the charred stump of a match, and
in her left a match-box.”

“Showing that she had struck a light and looked
about her when the alarm took place. That is impor-
tant. And what conclusions did the coroner come
to?”

“He investigated the case with great care, for Dr.
Roylott’s conduct had long been notorious in the
county, but he was unable to find any satisfactory
cause of death. My evidence showed that the door
had been fastened upon the inner side, and the win-
dows were blocked by old-fashioned shutters with
broad iron bars, which were secured every night.
The walls were carefully sounded, and were shown
to be quite solid all round, and the flooring was
also thoroughly examined, with the same result.
The chimney is wide, but is barred up by four large
staples. It is certain, therefore, that my sister was

quite alone when she met her end. Besides, there
were no marks of any violence upon her.”

“How about poison?”

“The doctors examined her for it, but without
success.”

“What do you think that this unfortunate lady
died of, then?”

“It is my belief that she died of pure fear and
nervous shock, though what it was that frightened
her I cannot imagine.”

“Were there gipsies in the plantation at the
time?”

“Yes, there are nearly always some there.”

“Ah, and what did you gather from this allusion
to a band—a speckled band?”

“Sometimes I have thought that it was merely
the wild talk of delirium, sometimes that it may
have referred to some band of people, perhaps to
these very gipsies in the plantation. I do not know
whether the spotted handkerchiefs which so many
of them wear over their heads might have suggested
the strange adjective which she used.”

Holmes shook his head like a man who is far
from being satisfied.

“These are very deep waters,” said he; “pray go
on with your narrative.”

“Two years have passed since then, and my life
has been until lately lonelier than ever. A month
ago, however, a dear friend, whom I have known
for many years, has done me the honour to ask my
hand in marriage. His name is Armitage—Percy Ar-
mitage—the second son of Mr. Armitage, of Crane
Water, near Reading. My stepfather has offered no
opposition to the match, and we are to be married
in the course of the spring. Two days ago some re-
pairs were started in the west wing of the building,
and my bedroom wall has been pierced, so that I
have had to move into the chamber in which my
sister died, and to sleep in the very bed in which
she slept. Imagine, then, my thrill of terror when
last night, as I lay awake, thinking over her ter-
rible fate, I suddenly heard in the silence of the
night the low whistle which had been the herald
of her own death. I sprang up and lit the lamp,
but nothing was to be seen in the room. I was too
shaken to go to bed again, however, so I dressed,
and as soon as it was daylight I slipped down, got
a dog-cart at the Crown Inn, which is opposite, and
drove to Leatherhead, from whence I have come on
this morning with the one object of seeing you and
asking your advice.”

“You have done wisely,” said my friend. “But
have you told me all?”

“Yes, all.”
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“Miss Roylott, you have not. You are screening
your stepfather.”

“Why, what do you mean?”

For answer Holmes pushed back the frill of
black lace which fringed the hand that lay upon
our visitor’s knee. Five little livid spots, the marks
of four fingers and a thumb, were printed upon the
white wrist.

“You have been cruelly used,” said Holmes.

The lady coloured deeply and covered over her
injured wrist. “He is a hard man,” she said, “and
perhaps he hardly knows his own strength.”

There was a long silence, during which Holmes
leaned his chin upon his hands and stared into the
crackling fire.

“This is a very deep business,” he said at last.
“There are a thousand details which I should de-
sire to know before I decide upon our course of
action. Yet we have not a moment to lose. If we
were to come to Stoke Moran to-day, would it be
possible for us to see over these rooms without the
knowledge of your stepfather?”

“As it happens, he spoke of coming into town
to-day upon some most important business. It is
probable that he will be away all day, and that there
would be nothing to disturb you. We have a house-
keeper now, but she is old and foolish, and I could
easily get her out of the way.”

“Excellent. You are not averse to this trip, Wat-
son?”

“By no means.”

“Then we shall both come. What are you going
to do yourself?”

“I have one or two things which I would wish
to do now that I am in town. But I shall return by
the twelve o’clock train, so as to be there in time
for your coming.”

“And you may expect us early in the afternoon.
I have myself some small business matters to attend
to. Will you not wait and breakfast?”

“No, I must go. My heart is lightened already
since I have confided my trouble to you. I shall
look forward to seeing you again this afternoon.”
She dropped her thick black veil over her face and
glided from the room.

“And what do you think of it all, Watson?”
asked Sherlock Holmes, leaning back in his chair.

“It seems to me to be a most dark and sinister
business.”

“Dark enough and sinister enough.”

“Yet if the lady is correct in saying that the floor-
ing and walls are sound, and that the door, window,
and chimney are impassable, then her sister must
have been undoubtedly alone when she met her
mysterious end.”

“What becomes, then, of these nocturnal whis-
tles, and what of the very peculiar words of the
dying woman?”

“I cannot think.”

“When you combine the ideas of whistles at
night, the presence of a band of gipsies who are
on intimate terms with this old doctor, the fact that
we have every reason to believe that the doctor has
an interest in preventing his stepdaughter’s mar-
riage, the dying allusion to a band, and, finally, the
fact that Miss Helen Stoner heard a metallic clang,
which might have been caused by one of those
metal bars that secured the shutters falling back
into its place, I think that there is good ground to
think that the mystery may be cleared along those
lines.”

“But what, then, did the gipsies do?”

“I cannot imagine.”

“I see many objections to any such theory.”

“And so do I. It is precisely for that reason that
we are going to Stoke Moran this day. I want to
see whether the objections are fatal, or if they may
be explained away. But what in the name of the
devil!”

The ejaculation had been drawn from my com-
panion by the fact that our door had been suddenly
dashed open, and that a huge man had framed
himself in the aperture. His costume was a peculiar
mixture of the professional and of the agricultural,
having a black top-hat, a long frock-coat, and a
pair of high gaiters, with a hunting-crop swing-
ing in his hand. So tall was he that his hat ac-
tually brushed the cross bar of the doorway, and
his breadth seemed to span it across from side to
side. A large face, seared with a thousand wrinkles,
burned yellow with the sun, and marked with ev-
ery evil passion, was turned from one to the other
of us, while his deep-set, bile-shot eyes, and his
high, thin, fleshless nose, gave him somewhat the
resemblance to a fierce old bird of prey.

“Which of you is Holmes?” asked this appari-
tion.

“My name, sir; but you have the advantage of
me,” said my companion quietly.

“I am Dr. Grimesby Roylott, of Stoke Moran.”

“Indeed, Doctor,” said Holmes blandly. “Pray
take a seat.”
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“I will do nothing of the kind. My stepdaughter
has been here. I have traced her. What has she been
saying to you?”

“It is a little cold for the time of the year,” said
Holmes.

“What has she been saying to you?” screamed
the old man furiously.

“But I have heard that the crocuses promise
well,” continued my companion imperturbably.

“Ha! You put me off, do you?” said our new vis-
itor, taking a step forward and shaking his hunting-
crop. “I know you, you scoundrel! I have heard of
you before. You are Holmes, the meddler.”

My friend smiled.

“Holmes, the busybody!”

His smile broadened.

“Holmes, the Scotland Yard Jack-in-office!”

Holmes chuckled heartily. “Your conversation
is most entertaining,” said he. “When you go out
close the door, for there is a decided draught.”

“I will go when I have said my say. Don’t you
dare to meddle with my affairs. I know that Miss
Stoner has been here. I traced her! I am a dan-
gerous man to fall foul of! See here.” He stepped
swiftly forward, seized the poker, and bent it into
a curve with his huge brown hands.

“See that you keep yourself out of my grip,”
he snarled, and hurling the twisted poker into the
fireplace he strode out of the room.

“He seems a very amiable person,” said Holmes,
laughing. “I am not quite so bulky, but if he had re-
mained I might have shown him that my grip was
not much more feeble than his own.” As he spoke
he picked up the steel poker and, with a sudden
effort, straightened it out again.

“Fancy his having the insolence to confound me
with the official detective force! This incident gives
zest to our investigation, however, and I only trust
that our little friend will not suffer from her impru-
dence in allowing this brute to trace her. And now,
Watson, we shall order breakfast, and afterwards
I shall walk down to Doctors’ Commons, where I
hope to get some data which may help us in this
matter.”

It was nearly one o’clock when Sherlock Holmes
returned from his excursion. He held in his hand a
sheet of blue paper, scrawled over with notes and
figures.

“I have seen the will of the deceased wife,” said
he. “To determine its exact meaning I have been

obliged to work out the present prices of the in-
vestments with which it is concerned. The total
income, which at the time of the wife’s death was
little short of £1100, is now, through the fall in agri-
cultural prices, not more than £750. Each daughter
can claim an income of £250, in case of marriage.
It is evident, therefore, that if both girls had mar-
ried, this beauty would have had a mere pittance,
while even one of them would cripple him to a
very serious extent. My morning’s work has not
been wasted, since it has proved that he has the
very strongest motives for standing in the way of
anything of the sort. And now, Watson, this is too
serious for dawdling, especially as the old man is
aware that we are interesting ourselves in his af-
fairs; so if you are ready, we shall call a cab and
drive to Waterloo. I should be very much obliged
if you would slip your revolver into your pocket.
An Eley’s No. 2 is an excellent argument with gen-
tlemen who can twist steel pokers into knots. That
and a tooth-brush are, I think, all that we need.”

At Waterloo we were fortunate in catching a
train for Leatherhead, where we hired a trap at the
station inn and drove for four or five miles through
the lovely Surrey lanes. It was a perfect day, with a
bright sun and a few fleecy clouds in the heavens.
The trees and wayside hedges were just throwing
out their first green shoots, and the air was full
of the pleasant smell of the moist earth. To me
at least there was a strange contrast between the
sweet promise of the spring and this sinister quest
upon which we were engaged. My companion sat
in the front of the trap, his arms folded, his hat
pulled down over his eyes, and his chin sunk upon
his breast, buried in the deepest thought. Suddenly,
however, he started, tapped me on the shoulder,
and pointed over the meadows.

“Look there!” said he.

A heavily timbered park stretched up in a gentle
slope, thickening into a grove at the highest point.
From amid the branches there jutted out the grey
gables and high roof-tree of a very old mansion.

“Stoke Moran?” said he.

“Yes, sir, that be the house of Dr. Grimesby Roy-
lott,” remarked the driver.

“There is some building going on there,” said
Holmes; “that is where we are going.”

“There’s the village,” said the driver, pointing
to a cluster of roofs some distance to the left; “but
if you want to get to the house, you’ll find it shorter
to get over this stile, and so by the foot-path over
the fields. There it is, where the lady is walking.”
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“And the lady, I fancy, is Miss Stoner,” observed
Holmes, shading his eyes. “Yes, I think we had
better do as you suggest.”

We got off, paid our fare, and the trap rattled
back on its way to Leatherhead.

“I thought it as well,” said Holmes as we
climbed the stile, “that this fellow should think
we had come here as architects, or on some definite
business. It may stop his gossip. Good-afternoon,
Miss Stoner. You see that we have been as good as
our word.”

Our client of the morning had hurried forward
to meet us with a face which spoke her joy. “I have
been waiting so eagerly for you,” she cried, shak-
ing hands with us warmly. “All has turned out
splendidly. Dr. Roylott has gone to town, and it is
unlikely that he will be back before evening.”

“We have had the pleasure of making the doc-
tor’s acquaintance,” said Holmes, and in a few
words he sketched out what had occurred. Miss
Stoner turned white to the lips as she listened.

“Good heavens!” she cried, “he has followed
me, then.”

“So it appears.”

“He is so cunning that I never know when I am
safe from him. What will he say when he returns?”

“He must guard himself, for he may find that
there is someone more cunning than himself upon
his track. You must lock yourself up from him to-
night. If he is violent, we shall take you away to
your aunt’s at Harrow. Now, we must make the
best use of our time, so kindly take us at once to
the rooms which we are to examine.”

The building was of grey, lichen-blotched stone,
with a high central portion and two curving wings,
like the claws of a crab, thrown out on each side.
In one of these wings the windows were broken
and blocked with wooden boards, while the roof
was partly caved in, a picture of ruin. The central
portion was in little better repair, but the right-hand
block was comparatively modern, and the blinds
in the windows, with the blue smoke curling up
from the chimneys, showed that this was where
the family resided. Some scaffolding had been
erected against the end wall, and the stone-work
had been broken into, but there were no signs of
any workmen at the moment of our visit. Holmes
walked slowly up and down the ill-trimmed lawn
and examined with deep attention the outsides of
the windows.

“This, I take it, belongs to the room in which
you used to sleep, the centre one to your sister’s,

and the one next to the main building to Dr. Roy-
lott’s chamber?”

“Exactly so. But I am now sleeping in the mid-
dle one.”

“Pending the alterations, as I understand. By
the way, there does not seem to be any very press-
ing need for repairs at that end wall.”

“There were none. I believe that it was an ex-
cuse to move me from my room.”

“Ah! that is suggestive. Now, on the other side
of this narrow wing runs the corridor from which
these three rooms open. There are windows in it,
of course?”

“Yes, but very small ones. Too narrow for any-
one to pass through.”

“As you both locked your doors at night, your
rooms were unapproachable from that side. Now,
would you have the kindness to go into your room
and bar your shutters?”

Miss Stoner did so, and Holmes, after a careful
examination through the open window, endeav-
oured in every way to force the shutter open, but
without success. There was no slit through which a
knife could be passed to raise the bar. Then with
his lens he tested the hinges, but they were of solid
iron, built firmly into the massive masonry. “Hum!”
said he, scratching his chin in some perplexity, “my
theory certainly presents some difficulties. No one
could pass these shutters if they were bolted. Well,
we shall see if the inside throws any light upon the
matter.”

A small side door led into the whitewashed
corridor from which the three bedrooms opened.
Holmes refused to examine the third chamber, so
we passed at once to the second, that in which Miss
Stoner was now sleeping, and in which her sister
had met with her fate. It was a homely little room,
with a low ceiling and a gaping fireplace, after
the fashion of old country-houses. A brown chest
of drawers stood in one corner, a narrow white-
counterpaned bed in another, and a dressing-table
on the left-hand side of the window. These articles,
with two small wicker-work chairs, made up all the
furniture in the room save for a square of Wilton
carpet in the centre. The boards round and the
panelling of the walls were of brown, worm-eaten
oak, so old and discoloured that it may have dated
from the original building of the house. Holmes
drew one of the chairs into a corner and sat silent,
while his eyes travelled round and round and up
and down, taking in every detail of the apartment.

“Where does that bell communicate with?” he
asked at last pointing to a thick bell-rope which
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hung down beside the bed, the tassel actually lying
upon the pillow.

“It goes to the housekeeper’s room.”

“It looks newer than the other things?”

“Yes, it was only put there a couple of years
ago.”

“Your sister asked for it, I suppose?”

“No, I never heard of her using it. We used
always to get what we wanted for ourselves.”

“Indeed, it seemed unnecessary to put so nice
a bell-pull there. You will excuse me for a few
minutes while I satisfy myself as to this floor.” He
threw himself down upon his face with his lens
in his hand and crawled swiftly backward and for-
ward, examining minutely the cracks between the
boards. Then he did the same with the wood-work
with which the chamber was panelled. Finally he
walked over to the bed and spent some time in
staring at it and in running his eye up and down
the wall. Finally he took the bell-rope in his hand
and gave it a brisk tug.

“Why, it’s a dummy,” said he.

“Won’t it ring?”

“No, it is not even attached to a wire. This is
very interesting. You can see now that it is fastened
to a hook just above where the little opening for
the ventilator is.”

“How very absurd! I never noticed that before.”

“Very strange!” muttered Holmes, pulling at the
rope. “There are one or two very singular points
about this room. For example, what a fool a builder
must be to open a ventilator into another room,
when, with the same trouble, he might have com-
municated with the outside air!”

“That is also quite modern,” said the lady.

“Done about the same time as the bell-rope?”
remarked Holmes.

“Yes, there were several little changes carried
out about that time.”

“They seem to have been of a most interest-
ing character—dummy bell-ropes, and ventilators
which do not ventilate. With your permission, Miss
Stoner, we shall now carry our researches into the
inner apartment.”

Dr. Grimesby Roylott’s chamber was larger than
that of his step-daughter, but was as plainly fur-
nished. A camp-bed, a small wooden shelf full of
books, mostly of a technical character, an armchair
beside the bed, a plain wooden chair against the
wall, a round table, and a large iron safe were the
principal things which met the eye. Holmes walked

slowly round and examined each and all of them
with the keenest interest.

“What’s in here?” he asked, tapping the safe.

“My stepfather’s business papers.”

“Oh! you have seen inside, then?”

“Only once, some years ago. I remember that it
was full of papers.”

“There isn’t a cat in it, for example?”

“No. What a strange idea!”

“Well, look at this!” He took up a small saucer
of milk which stood on the top of it.

“No; we don’t keep a cat. But there is a cheetah
and a baboon.”

“Ah, yes, of course! Well, a cheetah is just a big
cat, and yet a saucer of milk does not go very far
in satisfying its wants, I daresay. There is one point
which I should wish to determine.” He squatted
down in front of the wooden chair and examined
the seat of it with the greatest attention.

“Thank you. That is quite settled,” said he, ris-
ing and putting his lens in his pocket. “Hullo! Here
is something interesting!”

The object which had caught his eye was a small
dog lash hung on one corner of the bed. The lash,
however, was curled upon itself and tied so as to
make a loop of whipcord.

“What do you make of that, Watson?”

“It’s a common enough lash. But I don’t know
why it should be tied.”

“That is not quite so common, is it? Ah, me! it’s
a wicked world, and when a clever man turns his
brains to crime it is the worst of all. I think that I
have seen enough now, Miss Stoner, and with your
permission we shall walk out upon the lawn.”

I had never seen my friend’s face so grim or his
brow so dark as it was when we turned from the
scene of this investigation. We had walked several
times up and down the lawn, neither Miss Stoner
nor myself liking to break in upon his thoughts
before he roused himself from his reverie.

“It is very essential, Miss Stoner,” said he, “that
you should absolutely follow my advice in every
respect.”

“I shall most certainly do so.”

“The matter is too serious for any hesitation.
Your life may depend upon your compliance.”

“I assure you that I am in your hands.”

“In the first place, both my friend and I must
spend the night in your room.”

Both Miss Stoner and I gazed at him in aston-
ishment.
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“Yes, it must be so. Let me explain. I believe
that that is the village inn over there?”

“Yes, that is the Crown.”

“Very good. Your windows would be visible
from there?”

“Certainly.”

“You must confine yourself to your room, on
pretence of a headache, when your stepfather
comes back. Then when you hear him retire for the
night, you must open the shutters of your window,
undo the hasp, put your lamp there as a signal
to us, and then withdraw quietly with everything
which you are likely to want into the room which
you used to occupy. I have no doubt that, in spite of
the repairs, you could manage there for one night.”

“Oh, yes, easily.”

“The rest you will leave in our hands.”

“But what will you do?”

“We shall spend the night in your room, and we
shall investigate the cause of this noise which has
disturbed you.”

“I believe, Mr. Holmes, that you have already
made up your mind,” said Miss Stoner, laying her
hand upon my companion’s sleeve.

“Perhaps I have.”

“Then, for pity’s sake, tell me what was the
cause of my sister’s death.”

“I should prefer to have clearer proofs before I
speak.”

“You can at least tell me whether my own
thought is correct, and if she died from some sud-
den fright.”

“No, I do not think so. I think that there was
probably some more tangible cause. And now, Miss
Stoner, we must leave you for if Dr. Roylott returned
and saw us our journey would be in vain. Good-
bye, and be brave, for if you will do what I have
told you, you may rest assured that we shall soon
drive away the dangers that threaten you.”

Sherlock Holmes and I had no difficulty in en-
gaging a bedroom and sitting-room at the Crown
Inn. They were on the upper floor, and from our
window we could command a view of the avenue
gate, and of the inhabited wing of Stoke Moran
Manor House. At dusk we saw Dr. Grimesby Roy-
lott drive past, his huge form looming up beside
the little figure of the lad who drove him. The boy
had some slight difficulty in undoing the heavy
iron gates, and we heard the hoarse roar of the doc-
tor’s voice and saw the fury with which he shook
his clinched fists at him. The trap drove on, and a

few minutes later we saw a sudden light spring up
among the trees as the lamp was lit in one of the
sitting-rooms.

“Do you know, Watson,” said Holmes as we sat
together in the gathering darkness, “I have really
some scruples as to taking you to-night. There is a
distinct element of danger.”

“Can I be of assistance?”

“Your presence might be invaluable.”

“Then I shall certainly come.”

“It is very kind of you.”

“You speak of danger. You have evidently seen
more in these rooms than was visible to me.”

“No, but I fancy that I may have deduced a little
more. I imagine that you saw all that I did.”

“I saw nothing remarkable save the bell-rope,
and what purpose that could answer I confess is
more than I can imagine.”

“You saw the ventilator, too?”

“Yes, but I do not think that it is such a very
unusual thing to have a small opening between two
rooms. It was so small that a rat could hardly pass
through.”

“I knew that we should find a ventilator before
ever we came to Stoke Moran.”

“My dear Holmes!”

“Oh, yes, I did. You remember in her statement
she said that her sister could smell Dr. Roylott’s
cigar. Now, of course that suggested at once that
there must be a communication between the two
rooms. It could only be a small one, or it would
have been remarked upon at the coroner’s inquiry.
I deduced a ventilator.”

“But what harm can there be in that?”

“Well, there is at least a curious coincidence of
dates. A ventilator is made, a cord is hung, and
a lady who sleeps in the bed dies. Does not that
strike you?”

“I cannot as yet see any connection.”

“Did you observe anything very peculiar about
that bed?”

“No.”

“It was clamped to the floor. Did you ever see a
bed fastened like that before?”

“I cannot say that I have.”

“The lady could not move her bed. It must
always be in the same relative position to the venti-
lator and to the rope—or so we may call it, since it
was clearly never meant for a bell-pull.”

“Holmes,” I cried, “I seem to see dimly what
you are hinting at. We are only just in time to
prevent some subtle and horrible crime.”
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“Subtle enough and horrible enough. When a
doctor does go wrong he is the first of criminals.
He has nerve and he has knowledge. Palmer and
Pritchard were among the heads of their profession.
This man strikes even deeper, but I think, Watson,
that we shall be able to strike deeper still. But we
shall have horrors enough before the night is over;
for goodness’ sake let us have a quiet pipe and
turn our minds for a few hours to something more
cheerful.”

About nine o’clock the light among the trees
was extinguished, and all was dark in the direction
of the Manor House. Two hours passed slowly
away, and then, suddenly, just at the stroke of
eleven, a single bright light shone out right in front
of us.

“That is our signal,” said Holmes, springing to
his feet; “it comes from the middle window.”

As we passed out he exchanged a few words
with the landlord, explaining that we were going
on a late visit to an acquaintance, and that it was
possible that we might spend the night there. A
moment later we were out on the dark road, a chill
wind blowing in our faces, and one yellow light
twinkling in front of us through the gloom to guide
us on our sombre errand.

There was little difficulty in entering the
grounds, for unrepaired breaches gaped in the old
park wall. Making our way among the trees, we
reached the lawn, crossed it, and were about to
enter through the window when out from a clump
of laurel bushes there darted what seemed to be a
hideous and distorted child, who threw itself upon
the grass with writhing limbs and then ran swiftly
across the lawn into the darkness.

“My God!” I whispered; “did you see it?”

Holmes was for the moment as startled as I. His
hand closed like a vice upon my wrist in his agita-
tion. Then he broke into a low laugh and put his
lips to my ear.

“It is a nice household,” he murmured. “That
is the baboon.”

I had forgotten the strange pets which the doc-
tor affected. There was a cheetah, too; perhaps we
might find it upon our shoulders at any moment.
I confess that I felt easier in my mind when, after
following Holmes’ example and slipping off my
shoes, I found myself inside the bedroom. My com-
panion noiselessly closed the shutters, moved the
lamp onto the table, and cast his eyes round the
room. All was as we had seen it in the daytime.
Then creeping up to me and making a trumpet of
his hand, he whispered into my ear again so gently

that it was all that I could do to distinguish the
words:

“The least sound would be fatal to our plans.”

I nodded to show that I had heard.

“We must sit without light. He would see it
through the ventilator.”

I nodded again.

“Do not go asleep; your very life may depend
upon it. Have your pistol ready in case we should
need it. I will sit on the side of the bed, and you in
that chair.”

I took out my revolver and laid it on the corner
of the table.

Holmes had brought up a long thin cane, and
this he placed upon the bed beside him. By it he
laid the box of matches and the stump of a candle.
Then he turned down the lamp, and we were left
in darkness.

How shall I ever forget that dreadful vigil? I
could not hear a sound, not even the drawing of
a breath, and yet I knew that my companion sat
open-eyed, within a few feet of me, in the same
state of nervous tension in which I was myself. The
shutters cut off the least ray of light, and we waited
in absolute darkness.

From outside came the occasional cry of a night-
bird, and once at our very window a long drawn
catlike whine, which told us that the cheetah was
indeed at liberty. Far away we could hear the deep
tones of the parish clock, which boomed out every
quarter of an hour. How long they seemed, those
quarters! Twelve struck, and one and two and three,
and still we sat waiting silently for whatever might
befall.

Suddenly there was the momentary gleam of a
light up in the direction of the ventilator, which van-
ished immediately, but was succeeded by a strong
smell of burning oil and heated metal. Someone
in the next room had lit a dark-lantern. I heard a
gentle sound of movement, and then all was silent
once more, though the smell grew stronger. For
half an hour I sat with straining ears. Then sud-
denly another sound became audible—a very gen-
tle, soothing sound, like that of a small jet of steam
escaping continually from a kettle. The instant that
we heard it, Holmes sprang from the bed, struck
a match, and lashed furiously with his cane at the
bell-pull.

“You see it, Watson?” he yelled. “You see it?”

But I saw nothing. At the moment when
Holmes struck the light I heard a low, clear whistle,
but the sudden glare flashing into my weary eyes
made it impossible for me to tell what it was at
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which my friend lashed so savagely. I could, how-
ever, see that his face was deadly pale and filled
with horror and loathing. He had ceased to strike
and was gazing up at the ventilator when suddenly
there broke from the silence of the night the most
horrible cry to which I have ever listened. It swelled
up louder and louder, a hoarse yell of pain and fear
and anger all mingled in the one dreadful shriek.
They say that away down in the village, and even in
the distant parsonage, that cry raised the sleepers
from their beds. It struck cold to our hearts, and
I stood gazing at Holmes, and he at me, until the
last echoes of it had died away into the silence from
which it rose.

“What can it mean?” I gasped.

“It means that it is all over,” Holmes answered.
“And perhaps, after all, it is for the best. Take your
pistol, and we will enter Dr. Roylott’s room.”

With a grave face he lit the lamp and led the way
down the corridor. Twice he struck at the cham-
ber door without any reply from within. Then he
turned the handle and entered, I at his heels, with
the cocked pistol in my hand.

It was a singular sight which met our eyes. On
the table stood a dark-lantern with the shutter half
open, throwing a brilliant beam of light upon the
iron safe, the door of which was ajar. Beside this
table, on the wooden chair, sat Dr. Grimesby Roy-
lott clad in a long grey dressing-gown, his bare
ankles protruding beneath, and his feet thrust into
red heelless Turkish slippers. Across his lap lay the
short stock with the long lash which we had no-
ticed during the day. His chin was cocked upward
and his eyes were fixed in a dreadful, rigid stare at
the corner of the ceiling. Round his brow he had
a peculiar yellow band, with brownish speckles,
which seemed to be bound tightly round his head.
As we entered he made neither sound nor motion.

“The band! the speckled band!” whispered
Holmes.

I took a step forward. In an instant his strange
headgear began to move, and there reared itself
from among his hair the squat diamond-shaped
head and puffed neck of a loathsome serpent.

“It is a swamp adder!” cried Holmes; “the dead-
liest snake in India. He has died within ten seconds
of being bitten. Violence does, in truth, recoil upon
the violent, and the schemer falls into the pit which
he digs for another. Let us thrust this creature back
into its den, and we can then remove Miss Stoner
to some place of shelter and let the county police
know what has happened.”

As he spoke he drew the dog-whip swiftly from
the dead man’s lap, and throwing the noose round
the reptile’s neck he drew it from its horrid perch
and, carrying it at arm’s length, threw it into the
iron safe, which he closed upon it.

Such are the true facts of the death of Dr.
Grimesby Roylott, of Stoke Moran. It is not neces-
sary that I should prolong a narrative which has
already run to too great a length by telling how we
broke the sad news to the terrified girl, how we
conveyed her by the morning train to the care of
her good aunt at Harrow, of how the slow process
of official inquiry came to the conclusion that the
doctor met his fate while indiscreetly playing with
a dangerous pet. The little which I had yet to learn
of the case was told me by Sherlock Holmes as we
travelled back next day.

“I had,” said he, “come to an entirely erroneous
conclusion which shows, my dear Watson, how
dangerous it always is to reason from insufficient
data. The presence of the gipsies, and the use of
the word ‘band,’ which was used by the poor girl,
no doubt, to explain the appearance which she
had caught a hurried glimpse of by the light of
her match, were sufficient to put me upon an en-
tirely wrong scent. I can only claim the merit that
I instantly reconsidered my position when, how-
ever, it became clear to me that whatever danger
threatened an occupant of the room could not come
either from the window or the door. My attention
was speedily drawn, as I have already remarked to
you, to this ventilator, and to the bell-rope which
hung down to the bed. The discovery that this was
a dummy, and that the bed was clamped to the
floor, instantly gave rise to the suspicion that the
rope was there as a bridge for something passing
through the hole and coming to the bed. The idea
of a snake instantly occurred to me, and when I
coupled it with my knowledge that the doctor was
furnished with a supply of creatures from India, I
felt that I was probably on the right track. The idea
of using a form of poison which could not possibly
be discovered by any chemical test was just such
a one as would occur to a clever and ruthless man
who had had an Eastern training. The rapidity with
which such a poison would take effect would also,
from his point of view, be an advantage. It would
be a sharp-eyed coroner, indeed, who could distin-
guish the two little dark punctures which would
show where the poison fangs had done their work.
Then I thought of the whistle. Of course he must
recall the snake before the morning light revealed
it to the victim. He had trained it, probably by the
use of the milk which we saw, to return to him
when summoned. He would put it through this
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ventilator at the hour that he thought best, with the
certainty that it would crawl down the rope and
land on the bed. It might or might not bite the
occupant, perhaps she might escape every night for
a week, but sooner or later she must fall a victim.

“I had come to these conclusions before ever I
had entered his room. An inspection of his chair
showed me that he had been in the habit of stand-
ing on it, which of course would be necessary in
order that he should reach the ventilator. The sight
of the safe, the saucer of milk, and the loop of
whipcord were enough to finally dispel any doubts
which may have remained. The metallic clang
heard by Miss Stoner was obviously caused by her
stepfather hastily closing the door of his safe upon

its terrible occupant. Having once made up my
mind, you know the steps which I took in order to
put the matter to the proof. I heard the creature
hiss as I have no doubt that you did also, and I
instantly lit the light and attacked it.”

“With the result of driving it through the venti-
lator.”

“And also with the result of causing it to turn
upon its master at the other side. Some of the blows
of my cane came home and roused its snakish tem-
per, so that it flew upon the first person it saw. In
this way I am no doubt indirectly responsible for Dr.
Grimesby Roylott’s death, and I cannot say that it is
likely to weigh very heavily upon my conscience.”
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I  

A Lorn Milkmaid 

 

 

It was an eighty-cow dairy, and the troop of milkers, regular and 

supernumerary, were all at work; for, though the time of year was as yet but 

early April, the feed lay entirely in water-meadows, and the cows were 'in full 

pail'. The hour was about six in the evening, and three-fourths of the large, 

red, rectangular animals having been finished off, there was opportunity for 

a little conversation.  

 

'He do bring home his bride tomorrow, I hear. They've come as far as 

Anglebury today.'  

 

The voice seemed to proceed from the belly of the cow called Cherry, but the 

speaker was a milking-woman, whose face was buried in the flank of that 

motionless beast.  

 

'Hav' anybody seen her?' said another.  

 

There was a negative response from the first. 'Though they say she's a rosy-

cheeked, tisty-tosty little body enough,' she added; and as the milkmaid 

spoke she turned her face so that she could glance past her cow's tall to the 

other side of the barton, where a thin, fading woman of thirty milked 

somewhat apart from the rest.  

 

'Years younger than he, they say,' continued the second, with also a glance 

of reflectiveness in the same direction.  

 

'How old do you call him, then?'  
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'Thirty or so.'  

 

'More like forty,' broke in an old milkman near, in a long white pinafore or 

'wropper', and with the brim of his hat tied down, so that he looked like a 

woman. ''A was born before our Great Weir was builded, and I hadn't man's 

wages when I laved water there.'  

 

The discussion waxed so warm that the purr of the milk streams became 

jerky, till a voice from another cow's belly cried with authority, 'Now then, 

what the Turk do it matter to us about Farmer Lodge's age, or Farmer 

Lodge's new mis'ess? I shall have to pay him nine pound a year for the rent 

of every one of these milchers, whatever his age or hers. Get on with your 

work, or 'twill be dark afore we have done. The evening is pinking in a'ready.' 

This speaker was the dairyman himself, by whom the milkmaids and men 

were employed.  

 

Nothing more was said publicly about Farmer Lodge's wedding, but the first 

woman murmured under her cow to her next neighbour. "Tis hard for she,' 

signifying the thin worn milkmaid aforesaid.  

 

'O no,' said the second. 'He ha'n't spoke to Rhoda Brook for years.'  

 

When the milking was done they washed their pails and hung them on a 

many-forked stand made as usual of the peeled limb of an oak-tree, set 

upright in the earth, and resembling a colossal antlered horn. The majority 

then dispersed in various directions homeward. The thin woman who had 

not spoken was joined by a boy of twelve or thereabout, and the twain went 

away up the field also.  

 

Their course lay apart from that of the others, to a lonely spot high above 

the water-meads, and not far from the border of Egdon Heath, whose dark 

countenance was visible in the distance as they drew nigh to their home.  
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'They've just been saying down in barton that your father brings his young 

wife home from Anglebury tomorrow,' the woman observed. 'I shall want to 

send you for a few things to market, and you'll be pretty sure to meet 'em.'  

 

'Yes, Mother,' said the boy. 'Is Father married then?'  

 

'Yes. . . . You can give her a look, and tell me what she's like, if you do see 

her.'  

 

'Yes, Mother.'  

 

'If she's dark or fair, and if she's tall - as tall as I. And if she seems like a 

woman who has ever worked for a living, or one that has been always well 

off, and has never done anything, and shows marks of the lady on her, as I 

expect she do.'  

 

'Yes.'  

 

They crept up the hill in the twilight and entered the cottage. It was built of 

mud-walls, the surface of which had been washed by many rains into 

channels and depressions that left none of the original flat face visible, while 

here and there in the thatch above a rafter showed like a bone protruding 

through the skin.  

 

She was kneeling down in the chimney-corner, before two pieces of turf laid 

together with the heather inwards, blowing at the red-hot ashes with her 

breath till the turves flamed. The radiance lit her pale cheek, and made her 

dark eyes, that had once been handsome, seem handsome anew. 'Yes,' she 

resumed, 'see if she is dark or fair, and if you can, notice if her hands be 

white; if not, see if they look as though she had ever done housework, or are 

milker's hands like mine.'  
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The boy again promised, inattentively this time, his mother not observing 

that he was cutting a notch with his pocket-knife in the beech-backed chair.  
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II  

The Young Wife 

 

 

The road from Anglebury to Holmstoke is in general level, but there is one 

place where a sharp ascent breaks its monotony. Farmers homeward-hound 

from the former market-town, who trot all the rest of the way, walk their 

horses up this short incline.  

 

The next evening while the sun was yet bright a handsome new gig, with a 

lemon-coloured body and red wheels, was spinning westward along the level 

highway at the heels of a powerful mare. The driver was a yeoman in the 

prime of life, cleanly shaven like an actor, his face being toned to that 

bluish-vermilion hue which so often graces a thriving farmer's features when 

returning home after successful dealings in the town. Beside him sat a 

woman, many years his junior - almost, indeed, a girl. Her face too was 

fresh in colour, but it was of a totally different quality - soft and evanescent, 

like the light under a heap of rose-petals.  

 

Few people travelled this way, for it was not a main road; and the long white 

riband of gravel that stretched before them was empty, save of one small 

scarce-moving speck, which presently resolved itself into the figure of a boy, 

who was creeping on at a snail's pace, and continually looking behind him - 

the heavy bundle he carried being some excuse for, if not the reason of, his 

dilatoriness. When the bouncing gig-party slowed at the bottom of the 

incline above mentioned, the pedestrian was only a few yards in front. 

Supporting the large bundle by putting one hand on his hip, he turned and 

looked straight at the farmer's wife as though he would read her through 

and through, pacing along abreast of the horse.  

 

The low sun was full in her face, rendering every feature, shade, and colour 

distinct, from the curve of her little nostril to the colour of her eyes. The 

farmer, though he seemed annoyed at the boy's persistent presence, did not 

order him to get out of the way; and thus the lad preceded them, his hard 

gaze never leaving her, till they reached the top of the ascent, when the 
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farmer trotted on with relief in his lineaments having taken no outward 

notice of the boy whatever.  

 

'How that poor lad stared at me!' said the young wife.  

 

'Yes, dear; I saw that he did.'  

 

'He is one of the village, I suppose?'  

 

'One of the neighbourhood. I think he lives with his mother a mile or two 

off.'  

 

'He knows who we are, no doubt?'  

 

'O yes. You must expect to be stared at just at first, my pretty Gertrude.'  

 

'I do - though I think the poor boy may have looked at us in the hope we 

might relieve him of his heavy load, rather than from curiosity.'  

 

'O no,' said her husband off-handedly. 'These country lads will carry a 

hundredweight once they get it on their backs; besides his pack had more 

size than weight in it. Now, then, another mile and I shall be able to show 

you our house in the distance - if it is not too dark before we get there.' The 

wheels spun round, and particles flew from their periphery as before, till a 

white house of ample dimensions revealed itself, with farm-buildings and 

ricks at the back.  

 

Meanwhile the boy had quickened his pace, and turning up a by-lane some 

mile-and-a-half short of the white farmstead, ascended towards the leaner 

pastures, and so on to the cottage of his mother.  
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She had reached home after her day's milking at the outlying dairy, and was 

washing cabbage at the doorway in the declining light. 'Hold up the net a 

moment,' she said, without preface, as the boy came up.  

 

He flung down his bundle, held the edge of the cabbage-net, and as she 

filled its meshes with the dripping leaves she went on, 'Well, did you see 

her?'  

 

'Yes; quite plain.'  

 

'Is she ladylike?'  

 

'Yes; and more. A lady complete.'  

 

'Is she young?'  

 

'Well, she's growed up, and her ways be quite a woman's.'  

 

'Of course. What colour is her hair and face?'  

 

'Her hair is lightish, and her face as comely as a live doll's.'  

 

'Her eyes, then, are not dark like mine?'  

 

'No - of a bluish turn, and her mouth is very nice and red; and when she 

smiles, her teeth show white.'  
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'Is she tall?' said the woman sharply.  

 

'I couldn't see. She was sitting down.'  

 

'Then do you go to Holmstoke church tomorrow morning: she's sure to be 

there. Go early and notice her walking in, and come home and tell me if 

she's taller than I.'  

 

'Very well, Mother. But why don't you go and see for yourself?'  

 

'I go to see her! I wouldn't look up at her if she were to pass my window this 

instant. She was with Mr Lodge, of course. What did he say or do?'  

 

'Just the same as usual.'  

 

'Took no notice of you?'  

 

'None.'  

 

Next day the mother put a clean shirt on the boy, and started him off for 

Holmstoke church. He reached the ancient little pile when the door was just 

being opened, and he was the first to enter. Taking his seat by the font, he 

watched all the parishioners file in. The well-to-do Farmer Lodge came 

nearly last; and his young wife, who accompanied him, walked up the aisle 

with the shyness natural to a modest woman who had appeared thus for the 

first time. As all other eyes were fixed upon her, the youth's stare was not 

noticed now.  

 

When he reached home his mother said, 'Well?' before he had entered the 

room.  
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'She is not tall. She is rather short,' he replied.  

 

'Ah!' said his mother, with satisfaction.  

 

'But she's very pretty - very. In fact, she's lovely.' The youthful freshness of 

the yeoman's wife had evidently made an impression even on the somewhat 

hard nature of the boy.  

 

'That's all I want to hear,' said his mother quickly. 'Now, spread the table-

cloth. The hare you wired is very tender; but mind nobody catches you. 

You've never told me what sort of hands she had.'  

 

'I have never seen 'em. She never took off her gloves'  

 

'What did she wear this morning?'  

 

'A white bonnet and a silver-coloured gownd. It whewed and whistled so 

loud when it rubbed against the pews that the lady coloured up more than 

ever for very shame at the noise, and pulled it in to keep it from touching; 

but when she pushed into her seat, it whewed more than ever. Mr Lodge, he 

seemed pleased, and his waistcoat stuck out, and his great golden seals 

hung like a lord's; but she seemed to wish her noisy gownd anywhere but on 

her.'  

 

'Not she! However, that will do now.'  

 

These descriptions of the newly married couple were continued from time to 

time by the boy at his mother's request, after any chance encounter he had 

had with them. But Rhoda Brook, though she might easily have seen young 

Mrs Lodge for herself by walking a couple of miles, would never attempt an 
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excursion towards the quarter where the farmhouse lay. Neither did she, at 

the daily milking in the dairyman's yard on Lodge's outlying second farm, 

ever speak on the subject of the recent marriage. The dairyman, who rented 

the cows of Lodge, and knew perfectly the tall milkmaid's history, with 

manly kindness always kept the gossip in the cow-barton from annoying 

Rhoda. But the atmosphere thereabout was full of the subject the first days 

of Mrs Lodge's arrival; and fom her boy's description and the casual words of 

the other milkers, Rhoda Brook could raise a mental image of' the 

unconscious Mrs Lodge that was realistic as a photograph.  
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III  

A Vision 

 

 

One night, two or three weeks after the bridal return, when the boy had 

gone to bed, Rhoda sat a long time over the turf ashes that she had raked 

out in front of her to extinguish them. She contemplated so intently the new 

wife, as presented to her in her mind's eye over the embers, that she forgot 

the lapse of time. At last, wearied by her day's work, she too retired.  

 

But the figure which had occupied her so much during this and the 

previous days was not to be banished at night. For the first time Gertrude 

Lodge 'visited the supplanted woman in her dreams. Rhoda Brook dreamed - 

since her assertion that she really saw, before falling asleep, was not to be 

believed - that the young wife, in the pale silk dress and white bonnet, but 

with features shockingly distorted, and wrinkled as by age, was sitting upon 

her chest as she lay. The pressure of Mrs Lodge's person grew heavier; the 

blue eyes peered cruelly into her face: and then the figure thrust forward its 

left hand mockingly, so as' to make the wedding-ring it wore glitter in 

Rhoda's eyes. Maddened mentally, and nearly suffocated by pressure, the 

sleeper struggled; the incubus, still regarding her, withdrew to the foot of 

the bed, only, however, to come forward by degrees, resume her seat, and 

flash her left hand as before.  

 

Gasping for breath, Rhoda, in a last desperate effort, swung out her right 

hand, seized the confronting spectre by its obtrusive left arm, and whirled it 

backward to the floor, starting up herself as she did so with a low cry.  

 

'O, merciful heaven!' she cried, sitting on the edge of the bed in a cold sweat; 

'that was not a dream - she was here!'  

 

She could feel her antagonist's arm within her grasp even now - the very 

flesh and hone of it, as it seemed. She looked on the floor whither she had 

whirled the spectre, but there was nothing to be seen.  



13 

 

 

Rhoda Brook slept no more that night, and when she went milking at the 

next dawn they noticed how pale and haggard she looked. The milk that she 

drew quivered into the pail; her hand had not calmed even yet. and still 

retained the feel of the arm, She came home to breakfast as wearily as if it 

had been supper-time.  

 

'What was that noise in your chimmer, mother, last night?' said her son. 

'You fell off the bed. surely?'  

 

'Did you hear anything fall? At what time?'  

 

'Just when the clock struck two.'  

 

She could not explain, and when the meal was done went silently about her 

household works, the boy assisting her, for he hated going afield on the 

farms, and she indulged his reluctance. Between eleven and twelve the 

garden-gate clicked, and she lifted her eyes to the window. At the bottom of 

the garden, within the gate, stood the woman of her vision. Rhoda seemed 

transfixed.  

 

'Ah, she said she would come!' exclaimed the boy, also observing her.  

 

'Said so - when? How does she know us?'  

 

'I have seen and spoken' to her. I talked to her yesterday.'  

 

'I told you,' said the mother, flushing indignantly, 'never to speak to anybody 

in that house, or go near the place.'  
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'I did not speak to her till she spoke to me. And I did not go near the place. I 

met her in the road.'  

 

'What did you tell her?'  

 

'Nothing. She said, "Are you the poor boy who had to bring the heavy load 

from market?" And she looked at my hoots, and said they would not keep 

my feet dry if it came on wet, because they were so cracked. I told her I lived 

with my mother, and we had enough to do to keep ourselves, and that's how 

it was; and she said then: "I'll come and bring you some better hoots, and 

see your mother." She gives away things to other folks in the meads besides 

us.'  

 

Mrs Lodge was by this time close to the door - not in her silk, as Rhoda had 

dreamt of in the bed-chamber, but in a morning hat, and gown of common 

light material, which became her better than silk. On her arm she carried a 

basket.  

 

The impression remaining from the night's experience was still strong. 

Brook had almost expected to see the wrinkles, the scorn and the cruelty on 

her visitor's face. She would have escaped an interview, had escape been 

possible. There was, however, no backdoor to the cottage, and in an instant 

the boy had lifted the latch to Mrs Lodge's gentle knock.  

 

'I see I have come to the right house,' said she, glancing at the lad, and 

smiling. 'But I was not sure till you opened the door.'  

 

The figure and action were those of the phantom; but her voice was so 

indescribably sweet, her glance so winning, her smile so tender, so unlike 

that of Rhoda's midnight visitant, that the latter could hardly believe the 

evidence of her senses. She was truly glad that she had not hidden away in 

sheer aversion, as she had been inclined to do. In her basket Mrs Lodge 

brought the pair of boots that she had promised to the boy, and other useful 

articles.  
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At these proofs of a kindly feeling towards her and hers Rhoda's heart 

reproached her bitterly. This innocent young thing should have her blessing 

and not her curse. When she left them a light seemed gone from the 

dwelling. Two days later she came again to know if the boots fitted; and less 

than a fortnight after paid Rhoda another call. On this occasion the boy was 

absent.  

 

'I walk a good deal,' said Mrs Lodge, 'and your house is the nearest outside 

our own parish. I hope you are well. You don't look quite well.'  

 

Rhoda said she was well enough; and, indeed, though the paler of the two, 

there was more of the strength that endures in her well-defined features and 

large frame than in the soft-cheeked young woman before her. The 

conversation became quite confidential as regarded their powers and 

weaknesses; and when Mrs Lodge was leaving, Rhoda said, 'I hope you will 

find this air agree with you, ma'am, and not suffer from the damp of the 

water-meads.'  

 

The younger one replied that there was not much doubt of her general 

health being usually good. 'Though, now you remind me, she added, 'I have 

one little ailment which puzzles me. It is nothing serious, but I cannot make 

it out.'  

 

She uncovered her left hand and arm; and their outline confronted Rhoda's 

gaze as the exact original of the limb she had beheld and seized in her 

dream. Upon the pink round surface of the arm were faint marks of an 

unhealthy colour, as if produced by a rough grasp. Rhoda's eyes became 

riveted on the discolorations; she fancied that she discerned in them the 

shape of her own four fingers.  

 

'How did it happen?' she said mechanically.  
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'I cannot tell,' replied Mrs Lodge, shaking her head. 'One night when I was 

sound asleep, dreaming I was away in some strange place, a pain suddenly 

shot into my arm there, and was so keen as to awaken me. I must have 

struck it in the daytime, I suppose, though I don't remember doing so.' She 

added, laughing, 'I tell my dear husband that it looks just as if he had flown 

into a rage and struck me there. O, I daresay it will soon disappear.'  

 

'Ha, ha! Yes. . . . On what night did it come?'  

 

Mrs Lodge considered, and said it would be a fortnight ago on the morrow. 

'When I awoke I could not remember where I was,' she added, 'till the clock 

striking two reminded me.'  

 

She had named the night and hour of Rhoda's spectral encounter, and 

Brook felt like a guilty thing. The artless disclosure startled her; she did not 

reason on the freaks of coincidence; and all the scenery of that ghastly night 

returned with double vividness to her mind.  

 

'O, can it be,' she said to herself, when her visitor had departed, 'that I 

exercise a malignant power over people against my own will?' She knew that 

she had been slyly called a witch since hey fall; but never having understood 

why that particular stigma had been attached to her, it had passed 

disregarded. Could this be the explanation, and had such things as this ever 

happened before?  
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IV  

A Suggestion 

 

 

The summer drew on, and Rhoda Brook almost dreaded to meet Mrs Lodge 

again, notwithstanding that her feeling for the young wife amounted well-

nigh to affection. Something in her own individuality seemed to convict 

Rhoda of crime. Yet a fatality sometimes would direct the steps of the latter 

to the outskirts of Holmstoke whenever she left her house for any other 

purpose than her daily work; and hence it happened that their next 

encounter was out of doors. Rhoda could not avoid the subject which had so 

mystified her, and after the first few words she stammered, 'I hope your - 

arm is well again, ma'm?' She had perceived with consternation that 

Gertrude Lodge carried her left arm stiffly.  

 

'No; it not quite well. Indeed it is no better at all; it is rather worse. It pains 

me dreadfully sometimes.'  

 

'Perhaps you had better go to a doctor, ma'am.'  

 

She replied that she had already seen a doctor. Her husband had insisted 

upon her going to one. But the surgeon had not seemed to understand the 

afflicted limb at all; he had told her to bathe it in hot water, and she had 

bathed it, but the treatment had done no good.  

 

'Will you let me see it?' said the milkwoman.  

 

Mrs Lodge pushed up her sleeve and disclosed the place, which was a few 

inches above the wrist. As soon as Rhoda Brook saw it, she could hardly 

preserve her composure. There was nothing of the nature of a wound, but 

the arm at that point had a shrivelled look, and the outline of the four 

fingers appeared more distinct than at the former Moreover, she fancied that 

they were imprinted in precisely the relative position of her clutch upon the 
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arm in the trance; the first linger towards Gertrude's wrist, and the fourth 

towards her elbow.  

 

What the impress resembled seemed to have struck Gertrude herself since 

their last meeting. 'It looks almost like finger marks,' she said; adding with a 

faint laugh, 'my husband says it is as if some witch, or the devil himself, had 

taken hold of me there, and blasted the flesh.'  

 

Rhoda shivered. 'That's fancy,' she said hurriedly. 'I wouldn't mind it, if I 

were you.'  

 

'I shouldn't so much mind it,' said the younger, with hesitation, 'if - if I 

hadn't a notion that it makes my husband dislike me - no, love me less. Men 

think so much of personal appearance.'  

 

'Some do - he for one.'  

 

'Yes; and he was very proud of mine, at first.'  

 

'Keep your arm covered from his sight.'  

 

'Ah - he knows the disfigurement is there!' She tried to hide the tears that 

filled her eyes.  

 

'Well, ma'am, I earnestly hope it will go away soon.'  

 

And so the milkwoman's mind was chained anew to the subject by a horrid 

sort of spell as she returned home. The sense of having been guilty of an act 

of malignity increased, affect as she might to ridicule her superstition. In her 

secret heart Rhoda did not altogether object to a slight diminution of her 

successor's beauty, by whatever means it had come about; but she did not 
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wish to inflict upon her physical pain. For though this pretty young woman 

had rendered impossible any reparation which Lodge might have made 

Rhoda for his past conduct, everything like resentment at the unconscious 

usurpation had quite passed away from the elder's mind.  

 

If the sweet and kindly Gertrude Lodge only knew of the dream-scene in the 

bed-chamber, what would she think? Not to inform her of it seemed 

treachery in the presence of her friendliness; but tell she could not of her 

own accord neither could she devise a remedy.  

 

She mused upon the matter the greater part of the night; and the next day, 

after the morning milking, set out to obtain another glimpse of Gertrude 

Lodge if she could, being held to her by a gruesome fascination. By watching 

the house from a distance the milkmaid was presently able to discern the 

farmer's wife in a ride she was taking alone - probably to join her husband 

in some distant field. Mrs Lodge perceived her, and cantered in her 

direction.  

 

'Good morning, Rhoda!' Gertrude said, when she had come up. 'I was going 

to call.'  

 

Rhoda noticed that Mrs Lodge held the reins with some difficulty.  

 

'I hope - the bad arm,' said Rhoda.  

 

'They tell me there is possibly one way by which I might be able to find out 

the cause, and so perhaps the cure of it,' replied the other anxiously. 'It is by 

going to some clever man over in Egdon Heath. They did not know if he was 

still alive - and I cannot remember his name at this moment; but they said 

that you knew more of his movements than anybody else hereabout, and 

could tell me if he were still to be consulted. Dear me what was his name? 

But you know.'  
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'Not Conjuror Trendle?' said her thin companion, turning pale.  

 

'Trendle - yes. Is he alive?'  

 

'I believe so,' said Rhoda, with reluctance.  

 

'Why do you call him conjuror?'  

 

'Well - they say - they used to say he was a - he had powers other folks have 

not.'  

 

'O, how could my people be so superstitious as to recommend a man of that 

sort! I thought they meant some medical man. I shall think no more of him.'  

 

Rhoda looked relieved, and Mrs Lodge rode on. The milkwoman had 

inwardly seen, from the moment she heard of her having been mentioned as 

a reference for this man,' that there must exist a sarcastic feeling among the 

work-folk that a sorceress would know the wbereabouts of the exorcist. They 

suspected her, then. A short time ago this' would have given no concern to a 

woman of her common sense. But she had a haunting reason to be 

superstitious now; and she had been seized with sudden dread that this 

Conjuror Trendle might name her as the malignant influence' which was 

blasting the fair person of Gertrude, and so lead her friend to hate her for 

ever, and to treat her as some fiend in human shape.  

 

But all was not over. Two days after, a shadow intruded into the window-

pattern thrown on Rhoda Brook's floor by the afternoon sun. The woman 

opened the door at once, almost breathlessly.  

 

'Are you alone?' said Gertrude. She seemed to be no less harassed and 

anxious than Brook herself.  
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'Yes,' said Rhoda.  

 

'The place on my arm seems worse, and troubles me!' the young farmer's 

wife went OIL 'It is so mysterious! I do hope it will not be an incurable 

wound. I have again been thinking of what they said about Conjuror 

Trendle. I don't really believe in such men, but I should not mind just 

visiting him, from curiosity - though on no account must my husband know. 

Is it far to where he lives?'  

 

'Yes - five miles,' said Rhoda backwardly. 'In the heart of Egdon.'  

 

'Well, I should have to walk. Could not you go with me to show me the way - 

say tomorrow afternoon?'  

 

'O, not I; that is----,' the milkwoman murmured, with a start of dismay. 

Again the dread seized her that something to do with her fierce act in the 

dream might be revealed, and her character in the eyes of the most useful 

friend she had ever had be ruined irretrievably.  

 

Mrs Lodge urged, and Rhoda finally assented, though with much misgiving. 

Sad as' the journey would be to her, she could not conscientiously stand in 

the way of a possible remedy for her patron's strange affliction. It was agreed 

that, to escape suspicion of their mystic intent, they should meet at the edge 

of the heath at the corner of a plantation which was visible from the spot 

where they now stood.  
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V  

Conjuror Trendle 

 

 

By the next afternoon Rhoda would have done anything to escape this 

inquiry. But she had promised to go. Moreover, there was a horrid 

fascination at times in becoming instrumental in throwing such possible 

light on her own character as would reveal her to be something greater in 

the occult world than she had ever herself suspected.  

 

She started just before the time of day mentioned between them, and half an 

hour's brisk walking brought her to the south-eastern extension of the 

Egdon tract of country, where the fir plantation was. A slight figure, cloaked 

and veiled; was already there. Rhoda recognized, almost with a shudder, 

that Mrs Lodge bore her left arm in a sling.  

 

They hardly spoke to each other, and immediately set out on their climb into 

the interior of this solemn, country, which stood high above the rich alluvial 

soil they had left half an hour before. It was a long walk; thick clouds made 

the atmosphere dark, though it was as yet only early afternoon; and the 

wind howled dismally over the slopes of the heath - not improbably the same 

heath which had witnessed the agony of the Wessex King Ina, presented to 

after-ages as Lear. Gertrude Lodge talked most, Rhoda replying with 

monosyllabic preoccupation. She had a strange dislike to walking on the 

side of her companion where hung the afflicted arm, moving round to the 

other when inadvertently near it. Much heather had been brushed by their 

feet when they descended upon a cart-track, beside which stood the house 

of the man they sought.  

 

He did not profess his remedial practices openly, or care anything about 

their continuance, his direct interests being those of a dealer in furze, turf, 

'sharp sand', and other local products. Indeed, he affected not to believe 

largely in his own powers, and when watts that had been shown him for 

cure miraculously disappeared - which it must be owned they infallibly did - 

he would say lightly, 'O, I only drink a glass of grog upon 'em at your 

expense - perhaps it's all chance', and immediately turn the subject.  
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He was at home when they arrived, having in fact seen them descending into 

his valley. He was a grey-bearded man, with a reddish face, and he looked 

singularly at Rhoda the first moment he beheld her. Mrs Lodge told him her 

errand; and then with words of self-disparagement he examined her arm.  

 

'Medicine can't cure it,' he said promptly. "Tis the work of an enemy.'  

 

Rhoda shrank into herself, and drew back.  

 

'An enemy? What enemy?' asked Mrs Lodge.  

 

He shook his head. 'That's best known to yourself,' he said. 'If you like, I can 

show the person to you, though I shall not myself know who it is. I can do 

no more; and don't wish to do that.'  

 

She pressed him; on which he told Rhoda to wait outside where she stood, 

and took Mrs Lodge into the room. It opened immediately from the door; 

and, as the latter remained ajar, Rhoda Brook could see the proceedings 

without taking part in them. He brought a tumbler from the dresser, nearly 

filled it with water, and fetching an egg, prepared it in some private way; 

after which he broke it on the edge of the glass, so that the white went in 

and the yolk remained. As it was getting gloomy, he took the glass and its 

contents to the window, and told Gertrude to watch the mixture closely. 

They leant over the table together, and the milkwoman could see the opaline 

hue of the egg-fluid changing form as it sank in the water, but she was not 

near enough to define the shape that it assumed.  

 

'Do you catch the likeness of any face or figure as you look?' demanded the 

conjuror of the young woman.  
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She murmured a reply, in tones so low as to be inaudible to Rhoda,' and 

continued to gaze intently into the glass. Rhoda turned, and walked a few 

steps away.  

 

When Mrs Lodge came out, and her face was met by the light, it appeared 

exceedingly pale - as pale as Rhoda's - against the sad dun shades of the 

upland's garniture. Trendle shut the door behind her, and they at once 

started homeward together. But Rhoda perceived that her companion had 

quite changed.  

 

'Did he charge much?' she asked tentatively.  

 

'O no - nothing, He would not take a farthing,' said Gertrude.  

 

'And what did you see?' inquired Rhoda.  

 

'Nothing I - care to speak of.' The constraint in her manner was remarkable; 

her face ,was so rigid as to wear an oldened aspect, faintly suggestive of the 

face in Rhoda's' bed-chamber.  

 

'Was it you who first proposed coming here?' Mrs Lodge suddenly inquired, 

after a long pause. 'How very odd, if you did!'  

 

'No. But I am not very sorry we have come, all things considered.' she 

replied. For the first time a sense of triumph possessed her, and she did not 

altogether deplore that the young thing at her side should learn that their 

lives had been antagonized by other influences than their own.  

 

The subject was no more alluded to during the long and dreary walk home. 

But in some way or other a story was whispered about the many-dairied 

lowland that winter that Mrs Lodge's gradual loss of the use of her left arm 

was owing to her being 'overlooked' by Rhoda Brook. The latter kept her own 
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counsel about the incubus, but her face grew sadder and thinner; and in the 

spring she and her boy disappeared from the neighbourhood of Holmstoke.  
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VI  

A Second Attempt 

 

 

Half a dozen years passed away. and Mr and Mrs Lodge's married experience 

sank into prosiness, and worse. The farmer was usually gloomy and silent: 

the woman whom he had wooed for her grace and beauty was contorted and 

disfigured in the left limb; moreover, she had brought him no child, which 

rendered it likely that he would be the last of a family who had occupied 

that valley for some two hundred years. He thought of Rhoda Brook and her 

son; and feared this might be a judgement from heaven upon him.  

 

The once blithe-hearted and enlightened Gertrude was changing into an 

irritable, superstitious woman, whose whole time was given to 

experimenting upon her ailment with every quack remedy she came across. 

She was honestly attached to her husband, and was ever secretly hoping 

against hope to win back his heart again by regaining some at least of her 

personal beauty. Hence it arose that her closet was lined with bottles, 

packets, and ointment-pots of every description - nay, bunches of mystic 

herbs, charms, and books of necromancy, which in her schoolgirl time she 

would have ridiculed as folly.  

 

'Damned if you won't poison yourself with these apothecary messes and 

witch mixtures some time or other,' said her husband, when his eye 

chanced to fall upon the multitudinous array.  

 

She did not reply, but turned her sad, soft glance upon him in such heart-

swollen reproach that he looked sorry for his words, and added, 'I only 

meant it for your good, you know, Gertrude.'  

 

'I'll clear out the whole lot, and destroy them,' said she huskily, 'and try 

such remedies no more!'  
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'You want somebody to cheer you,' he observed. 'I once thought of adopting 

a boy; but he is too old now. And he is gone away I don't know where.'  

 

She guessed to whom he alluded; for, Rhoda Brook's story had in the course 

of years become known to her; though not a, word had ever passed between 

her husband and herself on the subject. Neither had she ever spoken to him 

of her visit to Conjuror Trendle, and of what was revealed to her, or she 

thought was revealed to her, by that solitary heathman.  

 

She was now five-and-twenty; but she seemed older. 'Six 'years of marriage, 

and only a few months of love,' she sometimes whispered to herself. And 

then she thought of the apparent cause, and said, with a tragic glance at her 

withering limb, 'If I could only be again as I was when he first saw me!'  

 

She obediently destroyed her nostrums and charms; but there remained a 

hankering wish to try something else - some other sort of cure altogether. 

She had never revisited Trendle since she had been conducted to the house 

of the solitary by Rhoda against her will; but it now suddenly occurred to 

Gertrude that she would, in a last desperate effort at deliverance from this 

seeming curse, again seek out the man, if he yet lived. He was entitled to a 

certain credence, for the indistinct form he had raised in the glass had 

undoubtedly resembled the only woman in the world who - as she now 

knew, though not then - could have a reason for bearing her ill-will. The 

visit should be paid.  

 

This time she went alone, though she nearly got lost on the heath, and 

roamed a considerable distance out of her way. Trendle's house was 

reached' at last, however: he was not indoors, and instead of waiting at the 

cottage. she went to where his bent figure was pointed out to her at work a 

long way off. Trendle remembered her, and laying down the handful of furze-

roots which he was gathering and throwing into a heap, he offered to 

accompany her in the homeward direction, as the distance was considerable 

and the days were short. So they walked together, his head bowed nearly to 

the earth, and his form of a colour with it.  
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'You can send away warts and other excrescences, I know,' she said; 'why 

can't you send away this?' And the arm was uncovered.  

 

'You think too much of my powers!' said Trendle; 'and I am old and weak 

now, too. No, no; it is too much for me to attempt in my own person. What 

have ye tried?'  

 

She named to him some of the hundred medicaments and counterspells 

which she had adopted from time to time. He shook his head.  

 

'Some were good enough,' he said approvingly; 'but not many of them for 

such as this. This is of the nature of a blight, not of the nature of a wound; 

and if you ever do throw it off, it will be all at once.'  

 

'If I only could!'  

 

'There is only one chance of doing it known to me. It has never failed in 

kindred afflictions - that I can declare. But it is hard to carry out, and 

especially for a woman.'  

 

'Tell me!' said she.  

 

'You must touch with the limb the neck of a man who's been hanged.'  

 

She started a little at the image he had raised.  

 

'Before he's cold - just after he's cut down,' continued the conjuror 

impassively.  
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'How can that do good?'  

 

'It will turn the blood and change the constitution. But, as I say, to do it is 

hard. You must go to the jail when there's a hanging, and wait for him when 

he's brought off the gallows. Lots have done it, though perhaps not such 

pretty women as you. I used to send dozens for skin complaints. But that 

was in former times. The last I sent was in '13 - near twelve years ago.'  

 

He had no more to tell her; and, when he had put her into a straight track 

homeward, turned and left her, refusing all money as at first.  
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VII  

A Ride 

 

 

The communication sank deep into Gertrude's mind. Her nature was rather 

a timid one; and probably of all remedies that the white wizard could have 

suggested there was not one which would have filled her with so much 

aversion as this, not to speak of the immense obstacles in the way of its 

adoption.  

 

Casterbridge, the county-town, was a dozen or fifteen miles off; and though 

in those days, when men were executed for horse-stealing, arson, and 

burglary, an assize seldom passed without a hanging, it was not likely that 

she could get access to the body of the criminal' unaided. And the fear of her 

husband's anger made her reluctant to breathe a word of Trendle's 

suggestion to him or to anybody about him.  

 

She did nothing for months, and patiently bore her disfigurement as before. 

But her woman's nature, craving for renewed love, through the medium of 

renewed beauty (she was but twenty-five), was ever stimulating her to try 

what, at any rate, could hardly do her any harm. 'What came by a spell will 

go by a spell surely,' she would say. Whenever her imagination pictured the 

act she shrank in terror from the possibility of it: then the words of the 

conjuror, 'It will turn your blood', were seen to be capable of a scientific no 

less than ghastly interpretation; the mastering desire returned;. and urged 

her on again.  

 

There was at this time but one county paper, and that her husband only 

occasionally borrowed. But old-fashioned days had old-fashioned means, 

and news was extensively conveyed by word of mouth from market to 

market, or from fair to fair, so that, whenever such an event as an execution 

was about to take place, few within a radius of twenty miles were ignorant of 

the' coming sight; and, so far as Holmstoke was concerned, some 

enthusiasts had been known to walk all the way to Casterbridge and back in 

one day, solely to witness the spectacle. The next assizes were in March; and 
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when Gertrude Lodge heard that they had been held, she inquired stealthily 

at the inn as to the result, as soon as she could find opportunity.  

 

She was, however, too late. The time at which the sentences were to be 

carried out had arrived, and to make the journey and obtain permission at 

such short notice required at least her husband's assistance. She dared not 

tell him, for she had found by delicate experiment that these smouldering 

village beliefs made him furious if mentioned, partly because he half 

entertained them himself. It was therefore necessary to wait for another 

opportunity.  

 

Her determination received a fillip from learning that two epileptic children 

had attended from this very village of Holmstoke many years before with 

beneficial results, though the experiment had been strongly condemned by 

the neighbouring clergy. April, May, June, passed; and it is no 

overstatement to say that by the end of the last-named month Gertrude 

well-nigh longed for the death of a fellow-creature. Instead of her formal 

prayers each night, her unconscious prayer was, O Lord, hang some guilty 

or innocent person soon!'  

 

This time she made earlier inquiries, and was altogether more systematic in 

her proceedings. Moreover the season was summer, between the haymaking 

and the harvest, and in the leisure thus afforded him her husband had been 

holiday-taking away from home.  

 

The assizes were in July, and she went to the inn as before. There was to be 

one execution - only one - for arson.  

 

Her greatest problem was not how to get to Casterbridge, but what means 

she should adopt for obtaining admission to the jail. Though access for such 

purposes had formerly never been denied,. the custom had fallen into 

desuetude; and in contemplating her possible difficulties, she was again 

almost driven to fall back upon her husband. But, on sounding him about 

the assizes, he was so uncommunicative, so more than usually cold, that 

she did not proceed, and decided that whatever she did she would do alone.  
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Fortune, obdurate hitherto, showed her unexpected favour. On the 

Thursday before the Saturday fixed for the execution, Lodge remarked to her 

that he was going away from home for another day or two on business at a 

fair, and that he was sorry he could not take her with him.  

 

She exhibited on this occasion so much readiness to stay at home that he 

looked at her in surprise. Time had been when she would have shown deep 

disappointment at the loss of such a jaunt. However, he lapsed into his 

usual taciturnity, and on the day named left Holmstoke.  

 

It was now her turn. She at first had thought of driving, but on reflection 

held that driving would not do, since it would necessitate her keeping to the 

turnpike-road, and so increase by tenfold the risk of her ghastly errand 

being found out. She decided to ride, and avoid the beaten track, 

notwithstanding that in her husband's stables there was no animal just at 

present which by any stretch of imagination could be considered a lady's 

mount, in spite of his promise before marriage to always keep a mare for 

her. He had, however, many cart-horses, fine ones of their kind; and among 

the rest was a serviceable creature, an equine Amazon, with a back as broad 

as a sofa, on which Gertrude had occasionally taken an airing when unwell. 

This horse she chose.  

 

On Friday afternoon one of the men brought it round. She was dressed, and 

before going down looked at her shrivelled arm. 'Ah!' she said to it, 'if it had 

not been for you this terrible ordeal would have been saved me!'  

 

When strapping up the bundle in which she carried a few articles of 

clothing, she took occasion to say to the servant, 'I take these in case I 

should not get back tonight from the person I am going to visit. Don't be 

alarmed if I am not in by ten, and close up the house as usual. I shall be 

home tomorrow for certain.' She meant then to tell her husband privately: 

the deed accomplished was not like the deed projected. He would almost 

certainly forgive her.  
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And then the pretty palpitating Gertrude Lodge went from her husband's 

homestead; but though her goal was Casterbridge she did not take the direct 

route thither through Stickleford. Her cunning course at first was in 

precisely the opposite direction. As soon as she was out of sight, however, 

she turned to the left, by a road which led into Egdon, and on entering the 

heath wheeled round, and set out in the true course, due westerly. A more 

private way down the county could not be imagined; and as to direction, she 

had merely to keep her horse's head to a point a little to the right of the sun. 

She knew that she would light upon a furze-cutter or cottager of some sort 

from time to time, from whom she might correct her bearing.  

 

Though the date was comparatively recent, Egdon was much less 

fragmentary in character than now. The attempts - successful and otherwise 

- at cultivation on the lower slopes, which intrude and break up the original 

heath Into small detached heaths, had not been carried far; Enclosure Acts 

had not taken effect, and the banks and fences which now exclude the cattle 

of those villagers who formerly enjoyed rights of commonage thereon, and 

the carts of those who had turbary privileges which kept them in firing all 

the year round, were not erected. Gertrude, therefore, rode along with no 

other obstacles than the prickly furze-bushes, the mats of heather, the white 

water-courses, and the natural steeps and declivities of the ground.  

 

Her horse was sure, if heavy-footed and slow, and though a draught animal, 

was easy-paced; had it been otherwise, she was not a woman who could 

have ventured to ride over such a bit of country with a half-dead arm. It was 

therefore nearly eight o'clock when she drew rein to breathe her bearer on 

the last outlying high point of heath-land towards Casterbridge, previous to 

leaving Egdon for the cultivated valleys.  

 

She halted before a pool called Rushy-pond, flanked by the ends of two 

hedges; a railing ran through the centre of the pond, dividing h in half. Over 

the railing she saw the low green country; over the green trees the roofs of 

the town; over the roofs a white flat façade, denoting the entrance to the 

county jail. On the roof of this front specks were moving about; they seemed 

to be workmen erecting something. Her flesh crept. She descended slowly, 

and was soon amid corn-fields and pastures In another half-hour, when it 

was almost dusk, Gertrude reached the White Hart, the first inn of the town 

on that side.  
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Little surprise was excited by her arrival; farmers' wives rode on horseback 

then more than they do now; though, for that matter, Mrs Lodge was not 

imagined to be a wife at all; the innkeeper supposed her some harum-

skarum young woman who had come to attend 'hang-fair' next day. Neither 

her husband nor herself ever dealt in Casterbridge market, so that she was 

unknown. While dismounting she beheld a crowd of boys standing at the 

door of a harness-maker's shop just above the inn, looking inside it with 

deep interest.  

 

'What is going on there?' she asked of the ostler.  

 

'Making the rope for tomorrow.'  

 

She throbbed responsively, and contracted her arm.  

 

"Tis sold by the inch afterwards,' the man continued. 'I could get you a bit, 

miss, for nothing, if you'd like?'  

 

She hastily repudiated any such wish, all the more from a curious creeping 

feeling that the condemned wretch's destiny was becoming interwoven with 

her own; and having engaged a room for the night, sat down to think.  

 

Up to this time she had formed but the vaguest notions about her means of 

obtaining access to the prison. The words of the cunning-man returned to 

her mind. He had implied that she should use her beauty, impaired though 

it was, as a pass-key, In her inexperience she knew little about jail 

functionaries; she had heard of a high-sheriff and an under-sheriff, but 

dimly only. She knew, however, that there must be a hangman, and to the 

hangman she determined to apply.  
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VIII  

A Water-side Hermit 

 

 

At this date, and for several years after, there was a hangman to almost 

every jail. Gertrude found, on inquiry, that the Casterbridge official dwelt in. 

a lonely cottage by a deep slow river flowing under the cliff on which the 

prison buildings were situate - the stream being the self-same one, though 

she did not know it, which watered the Stickleford and Holmstoke meads 

lower down in its course.  

 

Having changed her dress, and before she had eaten or drunk - for she 

could not take her ease till she had ascertained some particulars - Gertrude 

pursued her way by a path along the water-side to the cottage indicated. 

Passing thus the outskirts of the jail, she discerned on the level roof over the 

gateway three rectangular lines against the sky, where the specks had been 

moving in her distant view; she recognized what the erection was, and 

passed quickly on, Another hundred yards brought her to the executioner's 

house, which a boy pointed out. It stood close to the same stream, and was 

hard by a weir, the waters of which emitted a steady roar.  

 

While she stood hesitating the door opened, and an old man came forth 

shading a candle with one hand. Locking the door on the outside, he turned 

to a flight of wooden steps fixed against the end of the cottage, and began to 

ascend them, this being evidently the staircase to his bedroom. Gertrude 

hastened forward, but by the time she reached the foot of the ladder he was 

at the top. She called to him loudly enough to be heard above the roar of the 

weir; he looked down and said, 'What d'ye want here?'  

 

'To speak to you a minute.'  

 

The candle-light, such as it 'was, fell upon her imploring, pale, upturned 

face, and Davies (as the hangman was called) backed down the ladder. 'I 

was just going to bed,' he said; '"Early to bed and early to rise", but I don't 
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mind stopping a minute for such a one as you. Come into house.' He 

reopened the door, and preceded her to the room within.  

 

The implements of his daily work, which was that of a jobbing gardener, 

stood in a corner, and seeing probably that she looked rural, he said, 'If you 

want me to undertake country work I can't come, for I never leave 

Casterbridge for gentle nor simple - not I. My real calling is officer of justice,' 

he added formally.  

 

'Yes, yes! That's it. Tomorrow!'  

 

'Ah! I thought so. Well, what's the matter about that? 'Tis no use to come 

here about the knot - folks do come continually, but I tell 'em one knot is as 

merciful as another if ye keep it under the ear. Is the unfortunate man a 

relation; or, I should say, perhaps' (looking at her dress) 'a person who's 

been in your employ?'  

 

'No. What time is the execution?'  

 

'The same as usual - twelve o'clock, or as soon after as the London mail-

coach gets in. We always wait for that, in case of a reprieve.'  

 

'O - a reprieve - I hope not!' she said involuntarily.  

 

'Well, - hee, hee! - as a matter of business, so do I! But still, if ever a young 

fellow deserved to be let off, this one does; only just turned eighteen,' and 

only present by chance when the rick was fired. Howsomever, there's not 

much risk of that, as they are obliged to make an example of him, there 

having been so much destruction of property that way lately.'  

 

'I mean,' she explained, 'that I want to touch him for a charm, a cure of an 

affliction, by the advice of a man who has proved the virtue of the remedy.'  
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'O yes, miss! Now I understand. I've had such people come in past years. 

But it didn't strike me that you looked of a sort to require blood-turning. 

What's the complaint? The wrong kind for this, I'll be bound.'  

 

'My arm.' She reluctantly showed the withered skin.  

 

'Ah! - 'tis all a-scram!' said the hangman, examining it.  

 

'Yes,' said she.  

 

'Well,' he continued, with interest, 'that is the class o' subject, I'm bound to 

admit! I like the look of the wownd; it is as suitable for the cure as any I ever 

saw. 'Twas a knowing-man that sent 'ee, whoever he was.'  

 

You can contrive for me all that's necessary?' she said breathlessly.  

 

'You should really have gone to the governor of the jail, and your doctor with 

'ee, and given your name and address - that's how it used to be done, if I 

recollect. Still, perhaps, I can manage it for a trifling fee.'  

 

'O, thank you! I would rather do it this way, as I should like it kept private.'  

 

'Lover not to know, eh?'  

 

'No - husband.'  

 

'Aha! Very well. I'll get 'ee a touch of the corpse.'  
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'Where is it now?' she said, shuddering.  

 

'It? - he, you mean; he's living yet. Just inside that little small winder up 

there in the glum.' He signified the jail on the cliff above.  

 

She thought of her husband and her friends. 'Yes, of course,' she said; 'and 

how am I to proceed?'  

 

He took her to the door. 'Now, do you be waiting at the little wicket in the 

wall, that you'll find up there in the lane, not later than one o'clock. I will 

open it from the inside, as I shan't come home to dinner till he's cut down. 

Goodnight. Be punctual; and if you don't want anybody to know 'ee, wear a 

veil. Ah - once I had such a daughter as you!'  

 

She went away, and climbed the path above, to assure herself that she 

would be able to find the wicket next day. Its outline was soon visible to her 

- a narrow opening in the outer wall of the prison precincts. The steep was 

so great that, having reached the wicket, she stopped a moment to breathe: 

and, looking back upon the water-side cot, saw the hangman again 

ascending his outdoor staircase.' He entered the loft or chamber to which it 

led, and in a few minutes extinguished his light.  

 

The town clock struck ten, and she returned to the White Hart as she had 

come.  
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IX  

A Rencounter 

 

 

It was one o'clock on Saturday. Gertrude Lodge, having been admitted to the 

jail as above described, was sitting in a waiting-room within the second gate, 

which stood under a classic archway of ashlar, then comparatively modern, 

and bearing the inscription, 'COVNTY JAIL: 1793.' This had been the façade 

she saw from the heath the day before. Near at hand was a passage to the 

roof on which the gallows stood.  

 

The town was thronged, and the market suspended; but Gertrude had seen 

scarcely a soul. Having kept her room till the hour of the appointment, she 

had proceeded to the spot by a way which avoided the open space below the 

cliff where the spectators had gathered; but she could, even now, hear the 

multitudinous babble of their voices, out of which rose at intervals the 

hoarse croak of a single voice uttering the words, 'Last dying speech and 

confession!' There had been no reprieve, and the execution was over; but the 

crowd still waited to see the body taken down.  

 

Soon the persistent woman heard a trampling overhead', then a hand 

beckoned to her, and, following directions, she went out and crossed the 

inner paved court beyond the gate-house, her knees trembling so that she 

could scarcely walk. One of her arms was out of its sleeve, and only covered 

by her shawl.  

 

On the spot at which she had now arrived were two trestles, and before she 

could think of their purpose she heard, heavy feet descending stairs 

somewhere at her back. Turn her head she would not, or could not, and, 

rigid in this position, she was conscious of a rough coffin' passing her borne 

by four men. It was open, and in it lay the body of a young man, wearing the 

smockfrock of a rustic, and fustian breeches. The corpse had been thrown 

into the coffin so hastily that the skirt of the smockfrock was hanging over. 

The burden was temporarily deposited on the trestles.  
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By this time the young woman's state was such that a grey mist seemed to 

float before her eyes, on account of which, and the veil she wore, she could 

scarcely discern anything: it was as though she had nearly died, but was 

held up by a sort of galvanism.  

 

 

'Now!' said a voice close at hand, and she was just conscious that the word 

had been addressed to her.  

 

By a last strenuous effort she advanced, at the same time hearing persons 

approaching behind her. She bared her poor curst arm; and Davies, 

uncovering the face of the corpse, took Gertrude's hand, and held it so that 

her arm lay across the dead man's neck, upon a line the colour of an unripe 

blackberry, which surrounded it.  

 

Gertrude shrieked:' 'the turn o' the blood', predicted by the conjuror, had 

taken place. But at that moment a second shriek rent the air of the 

enclosure: it was not Gertrude's, and its effect upon her was to make her 

start round.  

 

Immediately behind her stood Rhoda Brook, her face drawn, and her eyes 

red with weeping. Behind Rhoda stood Gertrude's own husband; his 

countenance lined, his eyes dim, but without a tear.  

 

'D----n you! what are you doing here?' he said hoarsely.  

 

'Hussy - to come between us and our child now!' cried Rhoda. 'This is the 

meaning of what Satan showed me in the vision! You are like her at last!' 

And clutching the bare arm of the younger woman, she pulled her 

unresistingly back against the wall. Immediately Brook had loosened her 

hold the fragile young Gertrude slid down against the feet of her husband. 

When he lifted her up she was unconscious.  
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The mere sight of the twain had been enough to suggest to her that the dead 

young man was Rhoda's son. At that time the relatives of an executed 

convict had the privilege of claiming the body for burial, if they chose to do 

so; and it was for this purpose that Lodge was awaiting the inquest with 

Rhoda. He had been summoned by her as soon as the young man was taken 

in the crime, and at different times since; and he had attended in court 

during the trial. This was the 'holiday' he had been indulging in of late. The 

two wretched parents had wished to avoid exposure; and hence had come 

themselves for the body, a wagon and sheet for its conveyance and covering 

being in waiting outside.  

 

Gertrude's case was so serious that it was deemed advisable to call to her 

the surgeon who was at hand. She was taken out of the jail into the town; 

but she never reached home alive. Her delicate vitality, sapped perhaps by 

the paralysed arm, collapsed under the double shock that followed the 

severe strain, physical and mental, to which she had subjected herself 

during the previous twenty-four hours. Her blood had been 'turned' indeed - 

too far. Her death took place in the town three days after.  

 

Her husband was never seen in Casterbridge again; once only in the old 

market-place at Anglebury, which he had so much frequented, and very 

seldom in public anywhere Burdened at first with moodiness and remorse, 

he eventually changed for the better, and appeared as a chastened and 

thoughtful man. Soon after attending the funeral of his poor wife he took 

steps towards giving up the farms in Holmstoke and the adjoining parish, 

and, having sold every head of his stock, he went away to Port-Bredy, at the 

other end of the county, living there in solitary lodgings till his death two 

years later of a painless decline. It was then found that he had bequeathed 

the whole of his not inconsiderable property to a reformatory for boys, 

subject to the payment of a small annuity to Rhoda Brook, if she could be 

found to claim it.  

 

For some time she could not be found; but eventually she reappeared in her 

old parish - absolutely refusing, however, to have anything to do with the 

provision made for her. Her monotonous milking at the dairy was resumed, 

and followed for many long years, till her form became bent, and her once 

abundant dark hair white and worn away at the forehead - perhaps by long 

pressure against the cows. Here, sometimes, those who knew her 
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experiences would stand and observe her, and wonder what sombre 

thoughts were beating inside that impassive, wrinkled brow, to the rhythm 

of the alternating milk-streams.  

 

Blackwood's Magazine, January 1888  

 

The End 
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