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The Sign of Four.

CHAPTER III.—Continued.

IN QUEST OF A SOLUTION. 4

It was half-past five before Holmes re-
turned. He was bright, eager, and in ex-
<ellent spirits, a mood which in his case
alternated with fits of the blackest depres-
sion. ” ,

“ There is no great mystery in this mat-
ter,” he said, taking the cup of tea which
1 had poured out for him ; “the facts ap-
pear to admit of only one explanation.”

“What! you have solved it already ?”’

“Well, that would be too much to say.
1 have discovered a suggestive fact, that is
all, It is, however, very suggestive. The
details are still to be added. I have just
found. on consulting the back files of the
“Times, that Major Sholto, of Upper Nor-
wood, late of the 34th Bombay Infantry,
died upon the 28th of April, 1882.”

“1 may be very obtuse, Holmes, but 1
fail to see what this suggests.” :

“No? You surprise me. Look at it
in this way, then. Captain Morstan dis-
appears. The only person ‘in London
whom he could have visited is Major
Sholto. Major Sholto denies having heard
that he was in London. Four years later
Sholto dies. Within a week of his death
Captain Morstan’s daughter received a
valuable present, which is-repeated from
year to year, and now culminated in a let-
ter which describes her as 8 wronged wo-
man. What wrong can it refer to except
this deprivation of her father? And why
should the presents begin immediately
after Sholto’s death, unless it is that
Sholto’s heir knows something of the
amystery and aesires to make compensa-
tion! Have you any alternative theory
which will meet the facts 7"’

«But what a strange compe nsation !
‘And how strangely made? Why, too,
should he write a letter now, rather than
six years ago ! Again, the letter speaks of
giving her justice. at justice can she
have? It is too much to suppose that her
father is still alive. There is no other
injustice in her case that you know of.”

«There are difficulties ; there are cer- |

ir7 » difficulties,” said Sherlock Holmes
“bly ; “but our expedition of to-
night will solve them all. Ah, hereis a
four-wheeler, and Miss Morstan is inside.
Are you all ready ? Then we had better
go down, for it is a little past the hour.”
I picked up my hat and my heaviest
stick, but I observed that Holmes took his
revolver from his drawer and slipped it
into his pocket. It was “ern that he
thought that our night’s work might be a
serious one,
fE‘p Morstan was muffled in a dark
<lchk, and her sensitive face was compos-
«d, but pale. She must have been more
-than woman if she did not feel some un-
easiness at the strange enterprise upon
~which we were embarking, yet her self-
<ontrol was perfect, and she readily an-
swered the few additional questions which
Sherlock Holmes put to her.
) “Major Sholto was & very particular
friend of papa’s,” she said. “ His letters
-were full of allusions to the Major. He
and papa were in command of the troops
at the Andaman Islands, so they were
‘thrown a great deal together. By the way,
2 curious paper was found in papa’s desk
-which no one could understand. I don’t
suppose that it is of the slightest import-
ance, but I thought you might care Lo see
it, so I brought it with me. It is here.”
Holmes unfolded the paper carefully
.and smoothed it out upon his knee. He
then very methodically examined it all
over with his double lens.
“It is paper of native Indian manu-
facture,” he remarked. “Jt has at some

time been pinned to a board. The diagram
~ upon it appears {0 be a plan of part of a

ridors and passages. At one point is a
small cross done irt red ink, and above it
is ‘3.37 from left,’ in fade 1 pencil-writing.
In the left-hand corner is a curious
hieroglyphic like four crosses in a line,
with their arms touching. Beside it is
written, in very rough and coarse charac.
ters, ‘The sign of the four—Jonathan
Small, Mahomet Singh, Abdullah Khan,
Dost Akbar.” No, I confess that I do not
see how this bears upon the matter. Yet
it is evidently a document of importance.
It has been kept carefully in a pocket-
book ; for the one side is as clean as the
other.”

“It was in his pocket-book that we
found it.” ‘

“ Preserve it carefully, then, Miss Mor-
stan, for it may prove to be of use to us.
I begin to suspect that this matter may
tarn out to be much deeper and more
subtle than I at first supposed. I must
reconsider my ideas.”

He leaned back in the cab, and I could
see by his drawn brow and his vacant eye
that he was thinking intently. Miss Mor-
stan and I chatted in an undertone about
our present expedition and its possible
outcome, but our companion maintained
his impenetrable reserve until the end of
our journey. :

It was a September evening, and not
yet seven o’clock, but the day had been a
dreary one, and a dense drizzly fog lay
low upon the great city. Mud-colored
¢louds drooped sadly over the muddy
streets. Down the strand the lamps were
but misty splotches of diffused light which
threw a feeble circular glimmer upon the
slimy pavement. The yellow glare from
the shop windows streamed out into the
steamy, vaporous air, and threw a murky,
shifting radiance across the crowded
thoroughfare. There was, to my mind,
something eerie and ghost-like in the end-
less procession of faces which flitted across
these narrow bars of light—sad faces and
glad, haggard and merry. Like all hu-
man kind, they flitted from the gloom
once more. I am not subject to impres-
sions, but the dull, heavy evening, with
the strange business upon which {we were
engaged, combined to make me nervous
and depressed. I could see from Miss
Morstan’s manner that she was suffering
from the same- feeling.” Holmes alone
could rise superior to pretty influences.
He held his open note-book upon his
knee, and from time to time he jotted
down figures and memoranda in the light
of his pocket lantern.

At the Lyceum Theater the crowds were
already thick at the side entrances. In
front a continuous stream of hansoms and
four-wheelers were rattling up, discharg-
ing their cargoes of shirt-fronted men and
be-shawled, be-diamonded women. We
had hardly reached the third pillar, which
was our rendezvous, before a small, dark,
brisk man in the dress of a coachman ac-
costed us.

“ Are you the parties who come with
Miss Morstan 7’ he asked.

‘%] am Miss Morstan, and these two
gentlemen are my friends,” said she.

He bent a pair of wonderfully pene-
trating and questioning eyes upon us.

“ You will excuse me, miss,”” he said,
with a certain dogged manner, *“but I was
to ask you to give me your word that
neither of your companions is a police-
officer.”

[ give you my word on that,” she
answered.

He gave a shrill whistle, on which a
street arab led across a four-wheeler and
opened the door. The man who had ad-
dressed us mounted to the box, whi}e we
took our places inside. 'We had hardly
done so before the driver whipped up the
horse, and we plunged away at a furious
pace through the foggy streets.

The situation was a curious one. We
were driving to an unknown place, on an
unknown errand. Yet our invitation was
either a complete hoax—which was an in-
conceivable hypothesis—or else we had
good reason to think that important issues
might hang upon our journey. Miss Mor-
stan’s demeanor was as resolute and col-
lected as ever. I endeavored to'cheerand
amuse her by reminiscences of my ad-
ventures in Afghanistan ; but, to tell the
truth, I was myself so excited at our situ-
ation, and so curious as to our destination
that my stories were slightly involved.
To this day she declares that I told her one
moving anecdote as to how a musket look-
ed into my tent at the dead of night, and
how I fired a double-barreled tiger cub at
it. At first I had some idea as to the
direction in which we were driving ; but
soon, what with our pace, the fog, and my
own limited knowledge of London, I lost
my bearings, and knew nothing, save that
we seemed to be going a very long way.
Sherlock Holmes was never at fault, how-
ever, and he muttered the names as the
cab rattled through squares and in and out

by tortuous by-streets.

large building with numerous halls, cwr-1

“ Rochester Row,” said he. “Now
Vincent Square. Now we come out on
the Vauxhall Bridge Road. Weare mak-
ing for the Surrey side, apparently. Yes,
I thought so. Now we are on the bridge.
You can catch glimpses of the river.”

We did indeed get a fleeting view of a
stretch of the Thames, with the lamps
shining upon the broad, silent water ; but
our cab dashed on, and was soon involved

in a labyrinth of streets upon the other |.

side.

“ Wordsworth Road,” said my com-
panion.  “Priory Road. Lark Hall
Lane. Stockwell Place. Robert Street.
Cold Harbor Lane. Our quest does not
appeur to take us to very fashionable re-
gions.”

We had indeed reached a questionable
and forbidding neighborhood. Long lines
of dull brick houses were only relieved by
the coarse glare and tawdry brilliancy of
public-houses at the corner. Then came
rows of two-storied villas, each with a
fronting of miniature garden, and then
again interminable lines of new, staring
brick buildings—the monster tentacles
which the giant city was throwing out
into the country. At last the cab drew
up at the third house in a new terrace.
None of the other houses were inhabited,
and that at which we stopped was as dark
as its neighbors, save for a single glimmer
in the kitchen window. On our knock-
ing, however, the door was inswantly
thrown open by a Hindoo servant, clad in
a yellow turban, white loose-fitting clothes,
and a yellow sash. There was something
strangely incongruous in this Oriental
figure framed in the commonplace door-
way of a third-rate suburban dwelling-
house.

“The Sahib awaits you,” said he, and
even as he spoke there came a high, pip-
ing voice from some inner room.

* Show them in to me, khitmutgar,” it
cried. “Show them straight in to me.”

CHAPTER 1IV.
THE STORY OF THE BALD-HEADED MAN.

We followed the Indian down a sordid
and common passage, ill-lit and worse
fiurnished, until he came to a door upon
the right, which he threw open. A blaze
of yellow light streamed out upon us,and
in the centre of the glare there stood a
small man with a very High head, a bristle
of red hair all round the fringe of it, and
a bald, shining scalp which shot out from
among it like a mountain-peak from fir-
trees, He writhed his hands together as
he stood, and his features were in a per-
petual jerk—now smiling, now scowling,
but never for an instant in repose.
Nature had given him a pendulous lip,
and a too visible lice of yellow and ir-
regular teeth, which he strove feebly to
conceal by constantly passing his hand
over the lower part of his face. In spite
of his obtrusive baldness, he gave the im-
pression of youth. In point of fact, he
had just turned his thirtieth year.

“ Your servant, Miss Morstan,” he kept
repeating, in a thin, high tone, “ Your
servant, gentlemen. Pray step into my
little sanctum. A small place, miss, but
furnished to my own liking. An oasis of
art in the howling desert of South Lon-
don.”

We were all astonished by the appear-
ance of the apartment into which he invit-
ed us. In that sorry house it looked as
out of place as a diamond of the first
water in a setting of brass, The richest
and glossiest of curtains and tapestries
draped the walls, looped back here and
there to expose some richly-mounted
painting or Oriental vase. The carpet
was of amber and black, so soft and so
thick that the foot sank pleasantly into it,
as into a bed of moss. Two great tiger
skins thrown athwart it increased the sug-
gestion of Eastern luxury, as did a huge
hookah which stood upon a mat in the
corner. A lamp in the fashion of a silver
dove was hung from an almost invisible
golden wire in the center of the room.
As it burned it filled the air with a subtle
and aromatic odor.

« Mr. Thaddeus Sholto,” said the little
man still jerking and smiling. = “That is
my name, You are Miss Morstan, of
course. And these gentlemen—-"

“This is Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and this
Dr. Watson ”

“ A doctor, eh ?”” cried he, much excit-
ed. ** Have you your stethoscope ! Might
I ask you—would you have the kindness?
I have grave doubts as to my mitral value,
if you would be so very good. The aortic
I may rely upon, but I should value your
opinion upon the mitral.”

I listened to his heart, as requested, but
was unable to find anything amiss, save,
indeed, that he was in an ecstasy of fear,
for he shivered from head to foot.

“It appears to be normal” I said.

L ¢ You have no cause for uneasiness,”

“You will excuse my anxiety, Miss
Morstan,” he remarked airily. “lam a
great sufferer, and I bave long bad sus-

| you a glass of Chianti, Miss Morstan 7 Or

picions as to that value. I am delighted
to hear that they are unwarranted. Had
your father, Miss Morstan, refrained from
throwing a strain upon his heart, he might
have been alive now.”

I could have struck the man across the
face, so hot was I at this callous and off.
bhand reference to so delicate a matter.
Miss Morstan sat down, and her face grew
white to the lips.

“I knew in my heart that he was dead,”
said she.

“] can, give you every information,”
said he ; “and, what is more, I can do
you {uttice : and I will, too, whatever
Brother Bartholomew way say. I am so
dlad to have your friends here, not only
as an egeort to you, but also as witnesses
to what I am about to do and say. The
three of us can show a bold front to
Brother Bartholomew. But let us have
no outsiders—no police or officials. We
can settle everything eatisfactory among
ourselves, without any interference.
Nothing would annoy Brother Bartholo-
mew more than any publicity.”

He sat down upon a low settee, and
blinked at us inquiringly with his weak,
watery blue eyes. '

“ For my part,” said Holmes,” whatever
you may choose to say will go no fur-
ther.”

I nodded to show my agreement.

“That is well !” said he. “ May I offer

of Tokay ? I keep no other wines. Shall
I open a flask? No? Well, then, I trust
that you have no objection to tobacco-
smoke, to the balsamic odor of the Eastern
tobacco. I am a little nervous, and I find
my hookah an invaluable sedative.”

He applied a taper to the great bowl,
and the smoke bubbled merrily through
the rose-water, We sat all three in a
semicircle, with our heads advanced and
o~ . chins upon our hands, while the
strange, jerky little fellow, with his high,
shining head, puffed uneasily in the cen-
ter,

“ When I first determined to make this
communication to you,” said he, “ I might
have given you my address ; but I feared
that you might disregard my request and
briug unpleasant people with you. Itook
the liberty, therefore, of making an ap-
pointment in such a way that my man
Williams might be able to see you first.
I have complete confidence in his dis-
eretion, and he had orders, if he were dis-
satisfied, to proceed no furtherin the mat-
ter. You will excuse these precautions,
but I am a man of somewhat retiring, and
I might even say refined tastes, and there
is nothing more unasthetic than a police-
man. I bavea vatural shrinking from all
forms of rough materialism. I seldom
come in contact with the rough crowd.
I live, as you see, with some little atmos-
phere of elegance around me. I may call
myself a patron of the arts. It is my
weakness. That landscape is a genuine
Corot, and, though a connisseur might per-
haps throw a doubt upon that Salvator
Rosa, there cannot be the least question
about the Bouguereau. I am partial to
the modern French school.”

“You will eScuse me, Mr. Sholto,” said
Miss Moistan, “ but I am here at your re-
quest to learn something which you desire
to tell me. It is very late, and I should
desire the interview to be as short as pos-
sible.” g

“At the best it must take some time,”’
he answered ; * for we shall certainly have
to go to Norwood and see Brother Bar-
tholomew. We shall all go and try if we
can get the fetter of Brother Bartholomew.
He is very angry with me for taking the
course which has seemed right to me. I
had quite high words with him last night.
You cannot imagine what a terrible fellow
he is when he is angry.”

“If we are to go to Norwood, it would
perhaps be as well to start at once,” 1
ventured to remark.

He laughed until his ears were quite
red.
¢ That would hardly do,” he cried. “I
don’t know what he would say if I brought
you in that sudden way. No, I must pre-
pare you by showing you how we all stand
to each other. In the first place, I must
tell you that there are several points in
the story of which I am myself ignorant.
I can only lay the facts before you as far
as I know them myself.

“My father was, as you may have
guessed, Major John Sholto, once of the |
Indian army. He retired some eleven |
years ago, and came to live at Pondicherry '
Lodge in Upper Norwood. He had pros- l
pered in India and brought back with him |
a considerable sum of money, a large col-
lection of valuable curiosities, and a staff |
of native servants, With these advant-
ages he bousht himself a house, and lived ‘
in great luxury. My twin-brother Bar- ,
tholomew and I were the only children.

«] very well remember the sensation

the papers, and, knowing that he had been |
a friend of our father’s, we discussed the |
case freely in his presence. He used to
join in our speculations as to what could
have happened. Never for an instant did
we suspect that he had the whole secret
hidden in his breast, that of all men he
alone knew the fate of Arthur Morstan.

[T0 BE CONTINUED.]

PR T L -

A Good Suggestion.

By constipation is meant irregular ac-
tion of the bowels, often called costive-
ness, and commonly caused by dyspepsia,
neglect, excess in eating or drinking, ete.
It is a serious complaint and not to be ne-
glected under any ecircumstances, as it ‘
leads to impure blood, headache, debility,
fevers, etc. A uniformly successful rem-
edy is Burdock Blood Bitters, which, if
faithfully tried, never fails to effect a |
prompt and lasting cure even in the worst '
cases, The following extract, fagm a
letter from Mr, James Carson, Banfl, N
W. T., speaks for itself: “I have been
troubled with constipation and general |
debility and was induced to use your B. |
B. B, through seeing your advertisement. |
I now take great pleasure in recommend- |
ing it to my friends, as it completely |
cured me, |

ST DN ‘
A Cow’s Intelligence.

Col. I. McDonald of Columbus City, |
Ind., tells the following :— :

“I had bought a lot of stock,including a |
cow and acalf. The cow had been recom- |
mended to me as one of the kindest ani- |
mals in the neighborhood. Its motherly
affection for its offspring had more than
once attracted attention. It never desert-

ed its calf, and anybody that tried to sep- |

arate them was met by such piteous ap-
peals from the elder that nobody but a
hardened butcher could carry out a design
against the younger. The cow and calf
drove along very differently from the
other cattle until a deep stream was reach-
ed. There was no bridge and mear the
ford in the water was a deep set-off of a
grod many inches,

| ]ung as a ]mlgv[mlu.
' was filled. with fizh that (had three eyes

The current was very |

Tradition of Prehistorie Man,

The Utes of the Colorado River have
preserved among them a remarkable tra-
dition concerning that region and the
people who formerly inhabited it. They
say that in years long passed they lived
near a vast warm lake to the northeast of
the Big (Colorado) river, that the country

' was warm and filled with white horns as

The big warm lake

and four legs each, besides snakes 20 enas
(about 14 inches) long. One day all the
big oxen began to bellow, and they raised
such a steam from their nostrils that the
sun was obscured.

Then the lake began to fall, and by the
end of one moon -all was gone, having
been drained away to the south, through
the present canyons of che Green and¢Col-
orado rivers, When the water was gone
the big oxen with the white horns and the
big deer all strayed away to the north and

| east and perished from cold or the arrows
| of the Ute hunters,

Soon after the burst-
ing of the Jake and the great flood cama
a small people with skin canoes and seed
They were almost white and very
peaceable. They taught the Utes how to
make earthenware and to weave mats and
blankets. They built their houses in the
cliffs. They had iron tools and cultivat-

corn.

| .
| ed pumpkins corn and Leans,

After this big red Indians came down
from the Northwest and killed and drove
off the little people,the remnants of which
vent to the south and built many bridges
and villages and stone houses, Soon the
| big red Indians, (believed to be the Ap-
iaches and Kiowas), also went south, be.
| cause the land near Big River (Colorado)
| was becoming dry and celd. This left
' only the Utes on Big River and its
| branches. Then there was a time when
| the mountains took fire (volcanic erup-
| tions) and poured out redehot wax all
| over the valleys.
| After all these terrors had subsided a
| few of the little people came back and
| lived in peace near, but never with the
| Utes, They taught the Utes many arts,

swift. When the cattle stepped into it |and told of the country where they had

they were swept off their feet into deep | been driven by the big

red Indian

water, and a good many of them disap- | and among other things of a water (lake)

peared for 8 moment. When the cow
came up her first thought was for her

| where abounded a fish with a head [like a

man. The flesh of this creature was as

calf. She held her head up out of water | poisonous as the venom of a rattlesnake,

and looked about in all directions.
did not at first see her calf, becanse it had
been swept several rods down stream and |
was struggling in the water. The mother |
at length observed this with dismay. In-|
stead of making for the opposite shore, as |
all the other animals had done, she plung- |
ed into the stream and swam down below
her calf. The current drove the young |
animal up against the protecting bulk of
the mother. Then the mother started for |
the shore, the calf swimming alongside of
her in comparatively calm water. Some |
progress was made in this way ; but about
the middle of the stream the current
striking the calf on the forequarter, swept
it behind the cow, and it floundered down
the stream. The mother once more
went to the rescue. She had to swim
clear round to the other side of the calf,
and this done she had to steady herself in
the stream, treading water to hold her
position until the calf was once more safe-
ly against her side. Then she gave a low
bellow, which seemed to be comprehend-
ed by the young animal. At any rate the
calf sprang upon its mother’s back, the
latter then swam to the shore and deposit-
ed ber offspring on dry land.
o il s i
The Dreaded Ia Grippe

Following this scourge of humanity
come a train of evils in the shape of ob-
stinate colds, coughs lung troubles, etc.
There is no remedy so prompt, and at the
same time effectual and pleasant, as Mil-
burn’s Cod Liver Oil Emulsion with Wild
Cherry and Hypophosphites, which is the

latest and best combination of anti-con-

sumptive remedies. Price 50 cents and
$1.00 per bottle.
—_—

Salt Water as a Hair Tonie.

“The best thing in the world for pre-
serving and strengthening the hair,” said a
Park Row barber, “is salt water. You
never hear of bald-headed sailors do you?
Let tonics alone,bathe your head everyday
in salt water and rest assured that you
will not be troubled with falling out of
hair.”

IS <SR :
What Stronger Proo
Is needed of the merit of Hood’s Sars-
aparilla than the hundreds of letters con-
tinually coming in telling of marvellous
cures it has effected after all other rem-
edies had failed? Truly, Hood’s Sarspa-
tilla possesses peculiar curative pawer un-
known to other remedies,

Hood’s Pills cure Constipation by re-
storing the peristaltic actionof the aliment-

which was caused by the disappearance of | ary canal. They are the best famuly cath-
Captain Morstan, We read the details in l artic.
)

She | but the oil would cure “the wheel in the

head” (probably insanity)—St. Louis Res
public.
e oo
Mysterious Hand in a Pane of Glass,
Much interest was created in Deering,
Maine, a few years ago by the appearance
of the outline of a hand in a pane of glass
in a house there. The occupants of the
héuse were much troubled, thinking the
outline that of a hand ofa deceased rela-
tive. The phenomenon was never satis-
factorily accounted for, although it seems
probable that the figure of the hand was
pressed upon the glass at sometime during
its manufacture and not noticed by the
occupants of the house until its discovery
as a ghostly manifestation. It seems that
in Ottawa, Ka 1sas, there is a similar phen-
omenon. The dispatches say that about
Feb. 1 there appeared on a window pane
in the house of Isaac O. Johnson, on
Cypress st., what was called the shadew of
a hand. The appearance could be seen
from both sides of the window, but only
at certain hours of the day unless a dark
substance was placed on the outside of the
window, and then the hand was visible at
all hours, The mystery was supposed to
| be the result of a lightning’s freak and
| the window was cutout and sent to
| Chicago by an enterprising correspond-
| ent. It is now said that the hand disap-
| peared from the piece of glass cut out and
' made its appearance in another portion of
| the window. The inbabitants of the
| house believe the hand to be a preternat-
| ural warning.
, e I - DR W
E Letievery enfeebled woman know it!
| There’s a medicine that’ll eure her, and
| the proof’s positive !
Here’s the proof—if it doesn’t do you
| good within a reasonable time, report the
| fact to its makers and get your money
| back without a word—but you won’t do
Lit!
| The remedy is Dr. Pierce’s Favorite
' Prescription—and it has proved itself the
' right remedy in nearly every case of fe.
male weakness, Itis not a miracle. It

| won’t cure everything—but it has done
more to build.-up tired, enfeebled, and
broken-down women than any other
medicine known.

Where'’s the woman who’s not ready for

it? All we have to do is to get the .news
to her. The medicine will do the rest.

Wanted—Women. First to know it,
Second to use it. Third to be cured by
it. The one comes of the other.

'l?he seat of sick headache 1z not in the
brain. Regulate the stomach and you
cure it. Dr. Pierce’s Pellets are the Lattle

' Regulators. Only 25 cents a vial.
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