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to fall before some more ignoble foe. These pa-
pers are now ready, Watson. If you will help

me with our prisoner, I think that we may get
started for London at once."

It was no easy task to move Von Bork, for

he was a strong and a desperate man. Finally,

holding either arm, the two friends walked him
very slowly down the garden walk which he had
trod with such proud confidence when he re-

ceived the congratulations of the famous diplo-

matist only a few hours before. After a short,

final struggle he was hoisted, still bound hand
and foot, into the spare seat of the little car.

His precious valise was wedged in beside him.

"I trust that you are as comfortable as circum-

stances permit," said Holmes, when the final

arrangements were made. "Should I be guilty

of a liberty if I lit a cigar and placed it between
your lips?"

But all amenities were wasted upon the angry
Grerman.

"I suppose you realise, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,"
said he, "that if your Government bears you
out in this treatment it becomes an act of war."

"What about your Gk)vemment and all this

treatment?" said Holmes, tapping the valise.

"You are a private individual. You have no
warrant for my arrest. The whole proceeding
is absolutely illegal and outrageous.'

"Absolutely," said Holmes.
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