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The Sign of Four. 
CHAPTER VIII. —Continued. 

“What are we to do, then 7’ 1 asked, 

as we landed near Millbank Penitentiary. 

“Take this hansom, drive home, have 

some breakfast, and get an hour’s sleep. 

It is quite on the cards that we may be 

afoot to-night again. Stop at a telegraph 

office, cabby | We will keep Toby, for he 

may be of use to us yet.” 

We pulled up at the Great Peter Street 

Post-office, and Holmes dispatched his 

wire, 
“ Whom do you think this is to 7” he 

asked, as we resumed our journey. 

“1 am sure I don’t know.” 

“ You remember the Baker street divi- 

gion of the detective police force whom 1 

employed in the Jefferson Hope case 1” 

“Well,” said I, laughing. 
“ This is just the case where they might 

be invaluable. If they fail, I have other 

sources ; but I shall try them first That 

wire was to mv dirty little lieutenant, 

Wiggins, and I expect that he and his gang 

will be with us before we have finished 

our breakfast.” 

It was between eight and nine o’clock 

now, and I was conscious of a strong re- 

action after the successive excitements of 

the night. I was limp and weary, befog- 

ged in mind and fatigued in body. Thad 

not the professional enthusiasm which car- 
ried my companion on, nor could [ look 
at the matter as a mere abstract intellectual 

problem. As far as the death of Bar- 

tholomew Sholto went, I had heard little 

good of him, and could feel no intense 

antipathy to his murderers. THe treasure, 

however, was a different matter. That, 

or part of it, belonged rightfully to Miss 

Morstan., While there was a chance of re- 

covering it I was ready to devote my life 

to the one object. True, if I found it, it 

would probably put her forever beyond 

my reach. Yet it would be a petty and 
selfish love which would be influenced by 

such a thought as that. If Holmes could 

work to find the criminals, I had a tenfold 

stronger reason to urge me on to find the 

treasure, 

A bath at Baker street and a complete 

change refreshed me wonderfully. When 

I came down to our room I found the 

breakfast laid and Holmes pouring out 

the coffee. 
“ Here it is,” said he, laughing and 

pointing to an open newspaper. “The 

energetic Jones and the ubiquitous re- 

porter have fixed it up between them. 

But you have had enough of the case. 

Better have your ham and eggs first.” 
I took the paper from him and read the 

short notice, which was headed *“ Mysteri- 

ous Business at Upper Norwood.” 
“ About twelve o’clock last night, said 

the Standara, “ Mr. Bartholomew Sholto, 

of Pondicherry Longe, Upper Norwood, 

was found dead in his room under circum- 

stances which point to foul play. As far 

as we can learn, no actual traces of violence 

were found upon Mr. Sholto’s person, but 

a valuable collection of Indian gems which 

the deceased gentleman had inherited from 

his father has been carried off. The dis- 

covery was first made by Mr. Sherlock 

Holmes and Dr. Watson, who had called 

at the house with Mr, Thaddeus Sholto, 
brother of the deceased. By a singular 

piece of good fortune, Mr Athelney Jones, 

the well-known member of the detective 

police force, happened to be at the Nor- 

wood Police Station, and was on the 

ground within half an hour of the first 

alarm. His trained and experienced 

faculties were at once directed towards the 
detection of the criminals, with the grati- 

fying result that the brother, Thaddeus 

Sholto, has already been arrested, together 

with the housekeeper, Mrs. Bernstone, an 

Indian butler named Lal Rao, and a porter, 
or gatekeeper, named McMurdo. It is 

quite certain that the thief or thieves were 

well acquainted with the house, for Mr. 
Jones’s well-known technical knowledge 

and his powers of minute observation have 

enabled him to prove conclusively that the 

miscreants could not have entered by the 
door or by the window, but must have 

made their way across the roof of the 
building, and so through a trap-door into 
a room which communicated with that in 

which the body was found. This fact, 
which has been very clearly made out, 
proves conclusively that it was no mere 

haphazard burglary. The prompt and 
energetic action of the officers of the law 
shows the great advantage of the presence 

on such occasions of a single vigorous and 

masterful mind. We cannot but think it 

supplies an argument to those who would 
wish to see our detectives more decentra- 

lized, and so brought into closer and more 

effective touch with the cases which it is 

their duty te investigate.” 

“Isn't it gorgeous !”” said Holmes, grin- 

nirg over his coffee cup. “ What do you 

think of it 1” 
“1 think that we have had a close shave 

ourselves of being arrested for the crime.” 

“Sodol. I wouldn't answer for our 
safety now, if he should happen to have 

another of his attacks of energy.” 

At this moment there was a loud 1ing 

at the bell, and I could hear Mrs. Hudson, 

our landlady, raising her voice in a wail 

of expostulation and dismay. 
“ By heavens, Holmes,” I said, half ris- 

ing, “I believe that they are really after 
us.” 

“ No, it’s not quite so bad as that, It 
is the unofficial force—the Baker street 
irregnlars.” 
As he spoke, there came a swift patter- 

ing of naked feet upon the stairs, a clatter | “Ah, that is more than I can tell, 
of high voices, and in rushed a dozen dirty 
and ragged little street Arabs. There was 
some show of discipline among them, des- 
pite their tumultuous entry, for they in- 
stantly drew up in line and stood facing 
us with expectant faces. One of their 
number, taller and older than the others, 

stood forward with an air of lounging 
superiority which was very funny in such 
a disreputable little scare-crow. 
“(ot your message, sir,’”’ said he, “and 

brought ’em on sharp. Three bod and a 

tanner for tickets.” 
“ Here you are,” said Holmes, produc- 

ing some silver. “In future they can re- 
port to you, Wiggins, and you to me. I 
cannot have the houseinvaded in this way. 
However, it is just as well that you should 
all hear the instructions. I want to find 
the whereabouts of a steam launch called 
the Aurora, owner Mordecai Smith, black 
with two red streaks, funnel black with a 
white band. She is down the river some- 
where. I want one boy to be at Mordecai 
Smith’s landing-stage opposite Millbank 
to see if the boat comes back. You must 
divide it out among yourselves, and do 
both banks thoroughly. Let me know the 
moment you have news. Is that all 

clear 7’ 

“Yes, guv’nor,” said Wiggins. 
“The old scale of pay, and a guinea to 

the boy who finds the boat. Here’s a day 
in advance. Now off you go!” 
He handed them a shilling each, and 

away they buzzed down the stairs, and | 
saw them a moment later streaming down 
the street. 
“If the launch is above water they will 

find her,” said Holmes, as he rose from 
the table and lit his pipe. “They can go 

everywhere, see everything, overhear 
everyone, I expect to hear before even- 

ing that they have spotted her. Ip the 
meanwhile, we can do nothing but await 
results. We cannot pick up the broken 

trail until we find either the Aurora or 

Mr. Mordecai Smith,” 
“Toby could” eat these scraps, I dare 

say. Are you going to bed, Holmes ?” 
“No : I amnot tired. Ihavea curious 

constitution. I never remember feeling 
tired by work, though idleness exhausts 
me completely. I am going tosmoke and 
to think over this queer business to which 
my fair client has introduced us. If ever 
man had an easy task, this or ours ought 
to be. Wooden-legged men are not so 
common, but the other man must, I should 

think, be absolutely unique.” 

“That other man again !”’ 
“I have no wish to make a mystery of 

him to you, anyway. But you must have 

formed your own opinion. Now,do con- 
sider the data. Diminutive footmarks, 
never fettered by boots, naked feet, stone- 

headed wooden mace, great agility, small 
poisoned darts. What do you make of 
this 7” : oh 

“A savage !” I exclaimed. “Perhaps 
one of those Indians who were the as- 
sociates of Jonathan Small.” 

“ Hardly that,” said he. “ When first 
I saw signs of strange weapons, 1 was in- 

clined to think so ; but the remarkable 

character of the footmarks caused me to 
reconsider my views, Some of the in- 
habitants of the Indian Peninsula are small 
men, but none could have left such marks 

as that. The Hindoo proper has long and 
thin feet. The sandal-wearing Moham- 
medan has the great toe well separated 
from the others, because the thong is com- 
monly passed between. These little darts, 
too, could only beshot in one way. They 
are from a blow-pipe. Now, then, where 
are we to find our savage ?”’ 
“South America,”’ I hazarded. 
He stretched his hand up, and took 

down a bulky volume from the shelf. 
“ This is the first volume of a gazetteer 

which is now being published. It may be 
looked upon as the very latest authority. 
What have we herel ‘Andaman Islands, 
situated three hundred and forty miles to 
the north of Sumatra, in the Bay of 
Bengal.” Hum! hum! What’s all this? 
Moist climate, coral reefs, sharks, Port 

Blair, convict barracks, Rutland Island, 
cottonwoods Ah, here we are! ‘The 
aborigines of the Andaman Islands may 
perhaps claim the distinction of being the 
smallest race upon this earth, though some 
anthropologists prefer the Bushmen of 
Africa, the Digger Indians of America, and 
the Terra del Fuegians. The average 
height is rather below four feet, although 
many full-grown adults may be found 
who are very much smaller thah this. 
They are a fierce, morose, and intractable 
people, though capable of forming most 
devoted friendships when their confidence 
has once been gained.’ Mark that, Wat- 
son. Now, then, listen to this. ‘They 
are naturally hideous, having large, mis- 

shapen heads, small fierce eyes, and dis- 
torted features, Their feet and hands, 
however, are remarkably small. So in- 
tractable and fierce are they, that all the 
efforts of the British officials have failed 
to win them over in any degree. They 
have always been a terror to shipwrecked 
crews, braining the survivors with their 
stone-headed clubs, or shooting them with 
their poisoned arrows. These massacres 
are invariably concluded by a cannibal 
feast,” Nice, amiable people, Watson ! 
If this fellow had been left to his own un- 
aided devices, this affair might have taken 
an even more ghastly turn. I fancy that, 
even as it is, Jonathan Small would. givea 
good deal not to have employed him.” 
“But how came he to have so singular 

u companion ”m 

Sinee, however, we had already determin- 
ed that Small had come from the Anda- 
mans, it is not so very wonderful that this 
islander should be with him. No doubt 

| we shall know all about itin time. Look 

here, Watson ; you look regularly done, 
Lie down there on the sofa, and see if I 
can put you to sleep.” 
He took up his violin from the corner, 

and as I stretched myself out he began to 
play some low, dreamy, melodious air— 
his own, no doubt, for he had a remark- 
able gift for improvisation. I have a 
vague remembrance of his gaunt limbs, 
his earnest face, and the rise and fall of his 
bow. Then I seemed to be floated peace- 
fully away upon a soft sea of sound, until 
I found myself in dreamland, with the 
sweet face of Mary Morstan looking down 
upon me, 

CHAPTER IX. 

A BREAK IN THE CHAIN, 

It was late in the Jafternoon before I 

woke, strengthened and refreshed. Sher- 
lock Holmes still sat exactly as I had left 
him, save that he had laid aside his violin 
and was deep in a book. He looked 
across at me as I stirred, and I noticed 
that his face was dark and troubled. 
“You haveslept soundly,” hesaid. “I 

feared that our talk would wake you.” 
“I heard ngthing,” I answered. “Have 

you had fresh news, then 7’ 
“Unfortunately, no. I confess that I 

am surprised and disappointed. 1 ex- 
pected something definite by this time. 
Wiggins has just been up to report. He 
says that no trace can be found of the 
launch, Itisa provoking check, fer every 
hour is of importance.” 
“Can I do anything? I am perfectly 

fresh now, and quite ready for another 
night’s outing.” 
“No; wecan do nothing. We can 

only wait, If we go ourselves, the mes- 
sage might come in our absence, and delay 
be caused. You can do what you will, 
but I must remain on guard.” 
“Then I shall run over to Camberwell 

and call upon Mrs. Cecil Forrester. She 
asked me to, yesteaday.” 
“On Mrs, Cecil Forrester?’ asked 

Holmes, with the twinkle of a smile in his 
eyes. 
“Well, of course on Miss Morstan too. 

They were anxious to hear what happen- 

ed.” 
“1 would not tell them too much,’ said 

Holmes. “ Women are never to be entire- 
ly trusted—not the best of them.” 

I did not pause to argue over this 
atrocious sentiment. 

“I shall be back in an hour or two,” 1 

remarked. 
“All right ? Good luck! But, I say, 

if you are crossing the river you may as 
well return Toby, for I don’t think it is at 
all likely that we shall have any use for 
him new.” 

I took our mongrel aceordingly, and 
left him, together with a half-sovereign, 
at the old naturalist’s in Pinchin Lane. 
At Camberwell I found Miss Morstan a 
little weary after her night's adventures, 
but very eager to hear the news. Mrs. 
Forrester, too, was full of curiosity, 1 

told them all that we had done, suppress- 
ing, however, the more dreadful parts of 

tragedy. Thus, although I spoke of Mr. 
Sholto’s death, I said nothing of the exact 
manner and method of it, With all my 
omissions, however, there was enough to 
startle and amaze them. 

“It is a romance!” cried Mrs, For- 
rester. “An injured lady, half a million 

in treasure, a black cannibal, and a wood- 
en-legged ruffian. They take the place of 
the conventional dragon or wicked earl.” 

“ And two knight-errants to the rescue,” 
added Miss Morstan, with a bright glance 
at me, 

“Why, Mary, your fortune depends 
upon the issue of this search. I don’t 
think that you are nearly excited enough. 
Just imagine what it must be to be so 
rich, and to have the world at you feet !” 

It sent a thrill of joy to my heart to 
notice that she showed no sign of elation 
at the prospect. On the contrary, she 
gave a toss of her proud head, as though 
the matter were one in which she took 
small interest. 

“It is for Mr. Thaddeus Sholto that I 
am anxious,” she said. “Nothing else is 
of any consequence ; but I think that he 
has behaved most kindly and honorably 
throughout. It is our duty to clear him 
of this dreadful and unfounded - charge.” 

It was evening before I left Camberwell, 
and quite dark by the time I reached 
home. 
My companion’s book and pipe lay by 

his chair, but he had disappeared. T look- 

ed about in the hope of seeing a note, but 
there was none. 
“I suppose that Mr, Sherlock Holmes 

has gone out,” I said to Mrs. Hudson as 
she came up to lower the blinds. 
“No, sir. He has gone to his room, 

gir. Do you know, sir,” sinking her voice 
into an impressive whisper, “I am afraid 
for his health 7’ 

“ Why so, Mrs. Hudson 1” 
“Well, he’s that strange, sir. After you 

were gone he walked and he walked, up and 

down, until I was weary of the sound of 
his footstep. Then I heard him talking 
to himself and muttering, and every time 
the bell rang out he came on the stair- 
head with, “ What is that, Mrs. Hudson !” 
Aud now he has slammed off to his room, 

but I can hear him walking away the same 
as ever. I hope he’s not going tv be ill, 
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Is the sister of Mr. W. S. Huntley of 
Cortland, N. Y., a well known car- 
penter and builder. Her frank state- 
ment below gives only the absolute 
truth concerning her i and mar- 
velous reco y the aid of Hood's 
Sarsaparilla. e says: 
“C. IL. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass. : 
“Dear Sir: Twelve years ago I began to 

have hemorrhages and four years ago became 
80 low that the physicians told me : 

There Was No Hope 
and I should soon die. I could not be moved 
from my bed. Under my face were napkins 
continually reddened with blood from my 
mouth. could ent mothimg and had no 
action of the bowels for a week. The doctors 
said the cause was ulcers in the stomach. At 
this time NY [oather said she wanted to make 
one more frial, and asked if I would take 
Hood’s Sarsaparilla. I told her it would be 

A Waste of Money 
but finding it would comfort her, I began tak- 
ing it. In a few days the bloating began to 

subside, I seemed to feel a little stronger, but 
thought it only fancy. I was sow could 
only take ten drops of Sarsaparilla at first. 
In fwo weeks I was able to sit up a few min- 
utes every day. In a month X com 4 ik 
pa diddy 2 py CF One day I naked hat 
they were to have for dinner, and geil I 
wanted something hearty. My mother was 
80 happy she cried. It was the 

First Time | had Felt Hun- 
gry for Two Years 

I kept on with Hood's Sarsaparilla and in six 
months was as well as ever in my life. It is 

now four years since I recovered, and I have 
not had a day’s sickness since, nor any Depage 
rhage. If ever a human being thanked the 

% JomL on bended iy it we 0 td 
a ’s Sarsapar and that alone, 

unquestionably Saved my Life.” 
Messrs. Sager & Jennings, the well known 

druggists of Cortland, say that Miss Huntley “is 

a highly réspected lady; her statement of what 

Hood’s Sarsaparilla 
Has done for her is worthy the highest confi- 

. dence.” Hood’s Pills cure Liver Ills, 
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W. C. PITFIELD, 8S. HAYWARD, 
General Partner. Special Partner. 

W. C. PITFIELD & CO. 
IMPORTERS AND JOBBERS OF 

BRITISH, FOREIGN and 
DOMESTIC 

Dry Goods, 
TEAS, &c., 

CANTERBURY STREET, ST. JOHN,N.B 

FIRST-CLASS 
Livery Stable ! 

I am prepared to furnish 

FIRST-CLASS TEAMS 
to accommodate the travelling public, at 

short notice to any part of: the 
country. 

ISAAC TRENHOLM, 
Buctouche, June 16, 1892. (6m) 

4 

SPRING GOODS’! 
TO WHOLESALE BUYERS 

We now have the most complete stock to be had in 

the LOWER PROVINCES. 

BY LATE ARRIVALS WE HAVE RECEIVED - 

S
E
 

5960 Cases Window Glass, 5960 Cases Polished Plate Glass. DE 
2250 bbls. Portland Cement. 25 tons Zinc and Spelter, wl | 
20 tons Iron Wire. 3000 boxes Tin Plates. | 
10 tons Pig Lead. 2 tons Pig Tin. i 2 
2 car loads White Leads. 12 cars Manilla Cordage. wi 
100 bbls. Linseed Oil, 100 bbls. Whiting. 
1200 packages General Shelf Goods. 46 bales Net and Fishing Twines. 

W. H. THORNE & CO. 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

J 2 

JOHN HANNAH, 
~—~MANUFACTURER OF— 

Woven weer Mattresses, 
Of Different Crades for the Trade enly. Warranted not to 

To be bad from all the principal furniture and general dealers in ‘the Maritime ‘mo 

105 CITY ROAD, ST. JOHN, N. B. 2% Repairing promptly done. 

Millers’ Tanning Extract Co. 
(LIMITED). 

—WORKS AT— 

Millerton and Mortimore, N i. 
Cable Addresses—*‘ Hypotan,” London ; and * Miller,” Miramichi. 

A very complete stock of Ceneral Coods, cheap for Cash or Trade, at 

OUR MORTIMORE STORE. 

ASA, 

NEW GOODS! 
Nearly every day brings in new additions to stock. 
‘We buy nothing but the Plums in the trade. 
Our expenses are light, and therefore we can and will give our 

patrons the advantages of our purchases every time. 
We mean to sell goods and mean that our prices will do it. 
Those who want best value for their money should not fail te 

come to us. We will make it to their interest to do so. 
We are having much of a run now on for Chambrays for ladies’ 

house Wrappers. They are only 8c a yard, worth twice the money. 

J FLANAGAN 
90 MAIN STREET, MONCTON, N. B. 

RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO. 
—WHOLESALE— 

Wine and Spirit Merchants, 
—IMPORTERS AND DEAELRS IN— 

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS, 
54 DOCK STREET, ST. JOHN, N.-B. 

Bonded Warehouse No. 8, | 

NEAT | STYLISHY- SERVICEA 
THIS IS WHAT IS REQUIRED IN A SUIT OF CLOTH 

V[ZEDOCK oT Eons 
TAILORING ESTABLISHMENT, 

118 MAIN STREET, 

MONCTON, 
IS THE PLACE TO GET A SUIT OF CLOTHES MADE. 

A Fine Stock of Cloths on hand to select from. 

T WANT A GOOD GARMENT 
DO U AT A SMALL PRICE ? 

The subscriber has just received a full assortment of t 

Scotch and Canadian Tw Ladies’ Fi d and 
Plain Mantil Cloths, Men’s Felt Hats, &e¢., which will 
be sold 20 per cemt lower than the regular retail 
prices. 

BUCTOUCHE. 
Subscribe for THE REVIEW. 


