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Tales of Sherlock Holmes

By A. CONAN DOYLE

II. The Sign of the Four

CHAPTER V— (Continued)

YES, you do, MeMurdo,"” cried Sherlock
on!'lolme'l,y genially, "I dem't think you
ean have forgotiten me, Don’'t you remems=

" ber the amateur who fought three rounds

with you at Alison’s rooms on the night of
your benefit four years back?

. r. Sherlock Holmes?" roared the
b h:::r. "God’s truth, how could 1 have
mistook you? If, instead 0 standin’ there
po quiat, you had just stepped up and glven
me that cross-hit of yours under the jaw,
'd bha’ known you without question, Ah,
re one that bas wasted your gifts, you
have! You might have aimed high, if you
had joined the fancy.”

wYou see, Watson, if all else falls me I
pave still ome of the scientific professions
to me,” sald Holmes, laughing. “Our
friend won't keep us out in the cold now, I
am sure.”
“In you come, sir; in you come—you and
our friends,” he answered, “Very sorry,
&r. Thaddeus, but orders Aare very gtrict.
Had to be certain of your friends before I
let them in,"”

Ingide a gravel path wound through deso-
Jate grounds to a hugh clump of a house,
square and prosaic, all plunged in shadow
save where a moonbeam struck one corner
and glimmered In a garret window. The
vast size of the building, with its gloom and
its deathly silence, struck a chill to the
heart. Even Thaddeus Sholto seemed il at
ease, and the lantern quivered and rattled
fn his hand,

“I eannot understand it,” he gald, “There
must be some mistake, 1 distinctly told
Bartholomew that we should be here, and
yet there is no light in his window, I do
not know what to make of it.”

“Does he always guard the premises in
this way?" asked Holmes,

“Yes: ho has followed my father's custom,
He was the favorite son, you know, and I
pometimes think that my father may have
told him more than he ever told me, That
fs Bartholomew's window up there where
the moonshine strikes. It is quite bright,
put there I8 no light from within, I think,”

“None,” sald Holmes. "But I see the
glint of a light in that little window beside
the door.”

“Ah, that is the housekeeper's room, That
8 where old Mrs, Bernstone sits, B8he can
tell us all about it, But perhaps you would
not mind waiting here for a minute or two,
for If we go In togzether, and she has had

her volce died away into a muffled mono=

tone,

Our guide had left us the lantern. Holmes
swung it slowly round, and peered keenly at
the house and at the great rubbish-heaps
which cumbered the grounds. Miss Morstan
and I stood together, and her hand wag in
mine. A wondrous subtle thing is love, for
here were we two who had never seen each
other before that day, between whom no
word or even look of affection had ever pass~
ed, and yet now in an hour of trouble our
hands instinctively sought for each other.
I have marveled at it since, but at the time
it seemed the most natural thing that I
should go out to her so, and, as she has of-
ten told me, there was In her also the in-
stinct to turn me for comfort and protection,
80 we stood hand In hand, like two children,
and there was peace in our hearts for all
the dark things that surrounded wup.

“What a strange place!" she said, looking
round,

“It looks as though all the moles in Eng-
land had been let loose In it. I have seen
something of the sort on the side of a hill
near Ballarat, where the prospectors had
been at work,”

AAnd from the same cause,” sald Holmes,

“Thege are the traces of the treasure-
geekers. You must remember that they
were gix yvears looking for it. No wonder
that the grounds look like & gravel-pit.”

At that moment the door of the house
burst open, and Thaddeus Sholto came run-
ning out, with *his hands ‘thrown forward
and terror in his eyes.

“There Is something amiss with Barthole=
mew!” he ecried. “I am Irightened! My
nerves cannot stand it.” He was, Indeed,
half blubbering with fear, and his twitch-
ing, feeble face, peeping out from the great
astrakhan collar, had the helpless, appeal-
ing expression of a terrified child,

“Come into the house,” said Holmes, in
his crisp, firm way.

“Yes, do!" pleaded Thaddeus Sholto, “T
really do not feel equal to giving direct-
fons."” '

We all followed him into the housekeep=-
er's room, which stood upon the left-hand
side of the passage. The old woman was
pacing up and down with a scared look and
restless, picking fingers, but the sight of
Miss Morstan appeared to have & soothing
effect upon her,

“God bless your sweet, calm face!” ghe
cried, with a hysterical sob. ‘It does me
good to see you, Oh, but I have been sorely

no word of our coming, she may bg alarmed, ~Aried this dag!”’

But hush! what is that?”l AL
_held up the sdntern, and his hand

H ]
: 'Mb’i untl] "the ¢frcles of lght fickered and

wavered all round us, Mlss Morstan seized
my wrist, and we all stood with thumping
he gtraining our ears., From the great
black house there sounded through the silent
might the saddest and most pitifal of sounds
~the sghrill, broken whimpering of a fright-
eéned woman,

“It is Mrs. Bernstone,” said Sholto, “She
fs the only woman in the house, Wait here.
I shall be back in a moment,” He hurried
for the door, and knocked in hls peculiar
way. We could see & tall old woman admit
him ang sway with pleasure at the very
gight of him,

“Oh, Mr. Thaddeus, sir, I am so glad you
have come! I am so glad you have come,
Mr, Thaddeus, sir!" We heard her reiterat=
ed rejoicings until the door was closed and
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long arm of the telephone,

Our companion patted her thin, work-
worn hand, and murmured some few words
of kindly, womanly comfort which brought
the color back into the other's bleodless
cheeks,

“Master has locked himself In and will not
answer me,"” ghe explained. *All day I
have walited to hear from him, for he often
likes to be alone; but an hour ago I feared
that something was amiss, se I went up and
peeped through the keyhole, You must go
up, Mr. Thaddeus—you must go up and look
for yourself. I have seen Mr, Bartholomew
Sholto in Jjoy and in sorrow for ten long
years, but I never saw him with such a face
on him as that.,”

Sherlock Holmes took the lamp and led
the way, for Thaddeus Bholto's teeth were
chattering in his head. 8o shaken was he
that L had to pass my hand under hisg
arm as he went up the stairs, for his knees
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The third fight of stairs ended {n a stralght "

e of some length, with a great plcture

in Indian tapestry upon the right of it and

three doors upoa the left, Holmes

along it in the same slow and met

way, while we kept close at his heels, with
our long black shadows streaming b _
down the corridor, The third door whs
that which we were seeking, Holmes nock-
ed without receiving any answer, and them
tried to turn the handle and force it open.
It was locked on the inside, however, and by
a brogd and powerful bolt, as we could see
when we set our lamp up against it. The
key being turned, however, the hole was not
entirely clesed., Sherlock Holmes bent down
to it, and instantly rose again with a sharp
intaking of the breath,

“DPhere is something devilish in this, Wat-
gon,” saild he, more moved ghan I had ever
before seen him, “What do you make of
it
‘ 1 stooped to the hole, and recolled In hor-
ror, Moonlight was streaming Into the
room, and it was bright with a vague and
shifty radlance. Looking straight at me,
and suspended, as it were, in the air, for all
beneath was in shadow, there hung a face—
the very face of our companion Thaddeus,
There was the same high, shining head, the
same circular bristle of red hair, the same
bloodless countenance. The features Wwere
set, however, in a horrible. smile, a fixed
and unnatural grin, which, in that still and
moonlit room, was more Jjarring to the
nerves than any scowl or. contortion, 8o
like was the face to that of our little friend
that I looked round at him -to make sure
that he was indeed with us, Then I recalled
that he had mentioned to us that his broth-
and he were twins.

“Thig is terrible!” I said to Holmes,
“What is to be done?"

“The door must come down,” he answer-
ed, and, springing against it, he put all his
welght wupon the lock. It creaked and
groaned, but did not yleld, Together we
flung ourselves upon it once more, and this
time it gave way with’ & sudden snap, and
we Tfound ourselves within Bartholomew
Bholto's chamber

It appeared to have been fitted up.as a
chemical laboratory. A double line of glasgs-
gtoppered bottles was drawn up upon the
wall opposite the door, and the table wa#
littered over with Bunsen burners, test-
tubes, and retorts. In the corners stood car-
boys of acid in wicker baskets. One of these
appeared to leak or to havé been broken,
for a stream of dark-colored liquid had
trickled out from it, and the air was heavy
with a peculiarly purgent, tar-like odor. A
set of steps stood at one side of the room,
in the midst of a litter of lath and plaster,

., ani above them there was an opening in

the celling large enough for a man “to pass
through, At the foot eof the steps a long
coil of rope was thrown carelessly together,

By the table, in a wooden armchair, the
master of the house was seated all in a
heap, with his head sunk upon his léft
shoulder, and that ghastly, inscrutable
smile upon his face, He was stiff and cold,
and had clearly been dead many hours. It
seemed to me that not only his features but
all his limbs were twisted and turned in the
most fantastic fashion. By his hand wupon
the table there lay a peculiar instrument—
a brown, close-grained stick, with & stone
head like a hammer, rudely lashed on with
coarse twine, Beside it was a torn sheet of
note-paper with. 'some words scrawled upen
i:.t Holmeg glanced at it, and then handed

0 me,

““You see,”” he said, with a significant rais-
ing of the eyebrows.

In the light of the lantern I read, with
thrill of horror, “The sign of the fmir." a
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helped him .do 4! I was the last Perscy

::‘; I“' him! T Jeft 'hﬂillll here last nighy
heard him lock fhe

downstalrs.” LA door as 1 came

“What time was that?”’

“It was ten o'cloek. And now he
and the pollce will bg called in, amils} ds%ﬁi
be suspected of havifig had a hand jp g
Oh, yes, ¥ am sure I shall. But you dont
think so, gentlemen? Burely you don’t thjng
that it was I' h, deatr! oh, dear! I know
that I shall g0 mad!” He jerked his armg
and stamped hik feet in a kind of conyyl.
sive frenzy, :

“You have no reason to fear, Mr, Sholgo»
said Holmes, kindly, putting his hand upep
his shoulder, ' *“Take my advice, and drivs
down to the station and report the matter o
the police. Offer to assiet them in every
way. We shall walt here until your return»

The Ifttle man obeyved in a half-stupeq
fashion, and we rd him stumhlingu?:leuweg
the stairs in the dar

.. CHAPTER VI
Sherlock Holmes Glves & Demonsiration

OW, Watson,” sald Holmes, rubbin
N hands, “we have half an hour togoﬂf
selves, Let us make good use of it, My
case is, as I have told you, almost complete;
but we must not err on the side of over-
confidence. Simple as the case seems now, .
}zsre may be semething deeper underlying

“Simple!” I ejaculated.

“Surely,” saild he, with something of ths
air of a clinical professor expounding to his
clags, *‘Just sit In the corner there, that
your foot-prints may not complicate mate
ters, Now to work! -In the first place, how |
did these folks ceme, and how did they go? |
The deor-—has not been opened since last
night, How of the window?"” Ie carried . |
the lamp across to It, muttering his observa. .
tions aloud the while, but addressing them & |
to himself rather than te me. “Window Is
snibbed on the jinner side. Framework is - -
solid,. No himges &t the side. Let us open °
it, No water-pipe near it. Roof quite out .
of reach, Yet a man has mounted by ths |
windew. It rained & lttle last night, Here
is the print of a foot In mold upon the sill,
And here is a circular muddy mark, and ¢
here agein by the table. See here, Watson!
This is really a pretty demonstration.”

1 looked &t the round, well-defined, muddy
disks, “This is mot a footmark,” said L

“It is something much more valuable 0
us. It is the impressfon of a wooden stump.
You see here on the sill is the bootmark, &
heavy boot with & ‘broad metal heel, and
beside it 18 the mark of the timber-toe.”

“It 1s the, wooden-legged man,”

“Quite s0. But there has been someond
else—a very, able and eficlent ally, Could
You scala that wall, doctor?” h

I looked out of the open window. The .=
moon still shome brightly on that angle of
the house. We were & good 60 feet from the
ground; and,, look where I would, I could seé
no ‘foothold, nor as much as a crevice in |
the brick-work. = i

“It s absolutely impossible,” I answered |

“Without aid it is so,” But suppose yo#
had & friend up here who lowered you this
good stout rope Which I see In the corneh
securing ome emd of it to this great hook in
the wall, Then, I think, if you were 81
active man you might climb up, wooden leg
and all, You would depart, of coursé in -
the same fashion, and your ally would draw
up the rope, untle ft:from the hoolk, shut the
window, snib it on the inside, and get aW8F
in the way that he originally came. AS ed'.' '
minor point it may be noted,” he continu e
fingering the rope, “that our wooden-legé
friend, though a fafr climber, was not 8
professional saifor, His hands wWere
from horny, My iens discloses more
one blood-mark, especially toward the elllu
of the rope, from +which I gather that e
siipped dewn with such velocity that 192
took the skin off his hands.” ol

“This ig all very well,” sald I, “but
thing becomes miz"unintelliglble than *’-“’g; ‘"
How about this mysterious ally? HOV ca |
he into the room?” e 3

“Yes, ‘the ally!” .repeated Holmes DU 3
sively, *"There are features of interest 8% 3

He lifts the case from the "g"’;]'

of the commonplace, I fancy that this & vy
fresh ground In aﬂnet;.ls 01;5'31::;‘3‘&‘

this country—though » cas 7
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serves me, from negambia.” e 5

“How came he, then?” I reiterated. ;
dm-il.'!ockﬂ‘?‘th?i&W_ is inaccessiblée v
Was it through the chimney?” s S5

“The grate Is much teo small”’
swered, " “1 Mave Wiready considered et
possibllity.™ . e

“How them?" I persisted.

not apply recept,” 4
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