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tracks coming beek «gain to the opposite
direction.

“One for you, Watson," said Holme, 
when I pointed it ont. "You have saved 

long walk, which would have brought 
us back to out own trades. let us fol
low the return track,"

We had net to go far. It ended at the 
paving o# aehphalt which led up to the 
gates of the Mapleton stables. As we ap
proached a groom ran out from them.

“We don’t want any loiterers about 
here,” said he.

“I only wished to sek * question," sud 
Holmes, with his finger and thumb to his 
waistcoat pockets.“Should I be too early 
to see your master, Mr. Solas Brown, if 
I were to call at five o’clock tomorrow 
morning?”

“Bless you, / sir, if anyone is about, he 
will be, for he is always the first stirring. 
But here he m, sir, to answer your ques
tions for himself. No, sir, no; it is as 
much as my place is worth to let him see 
me touch your money, 
you like.”

As Sherlock Hoboes replaced the half 
crown which he had drawn from his poc
ket, a fieree-lookmg elderly man strode 
out from the gate with a hunting-crop 
swinging in his "hand.

“What’s that, Dawson?" he raid. "No 
gossiping! Go about your business! And 
you, what the devil do you want, here!”

“Ifen minutes’ talk with you, my good 
sir,” said Holmes in . the sweetest of 
voices. \

"I’ve- no time to talk to every gadabout. 
We want no strangers here. Be off, or 
you may find e dog at, yotir heels.” ,

Holmes leaned forward and whispered 
something in the trainer’s ear. He start
ed violently and flushed to the temples.

“It’s a lie!” he dhouted; “an infeAal 
lie!”

“Very good. Shall we argue about it 
in public dr talk it over in your parlor?”

"Oh, come in if you wish to."
Htitmee smiled. "I shall not keep you 

more than a few minutes, Watson,” said 
he. “Now, Mr. Brown, I am quite at 
your disposal.” ,B '

It was twenty minutes, and the rede had 
faded into greys, before Holmes and the 
trainer reappeared. Never hod I seen 
such a change as had been brought about 
in Silas Brown in that short time. H3e 
face wee ashy pale, beads of perspiration 
shone upon hie brow, and his hands shook 
until the hunting-crop wagged like a 
branch in the wind. His bullying, over
bearing manner was all gone, too, and he 
cringed along at my companion’s side like 
a dog with its master.

“Your instructions wiH be done. It 
shall ail be- done,” said he.

“There must iy'. no mistake,” said 
Holtnes, looking rouhd at him. The other 
winced as he read the menace in hie eyes.

“Oh, no, there shall be no mistake. It 
shall be there. Should I change it first or 
not?”

Holmes thought a little and then burst 
out laughing. “No, don’t,” said he; “I 
shall write to you about it. No tricks, 
now, or----- 1 ■_

“Oh, you can trust me, you can trust

“Yes, I think I can. Well, you shall

the moor. Hie sun was beginning to sink 
behind the Stable of Mapleton, and the 
long, sloping plain in front of us was ting
ed with gold, deepening into rich, ruddy 
browns where the faded ferns and bram
bles caught the evening Eght, But the 
glories of the landscape were, all lost upon 
my companion, who was sunk in the deep
est thought.

“It's this way, Watson,” said he at last. 
“We may leave the question of who kill
ed John Straker for the instant, and con
fine ourselves to finding out What has be
come of the horse. Now, supposing that 
he broke away during Or after the trage
dy, where could he have gone to? The 
horse is a very gregarious creature. If 
left to himself his instinct», would have 
been either to return to Kang's Pyland 
or go over to Mapleton. Why should he 
run wild upon the moor? He would sure
ly have been seen by now. 
should gypsies kidflhp him? 
pie always clear out when they hear of 
trouble, for they do not wish to be pee- 
have happened, acted upon the supposition, 
to sell such a horse. They would 
greet -risk and gain nothing by taking 
him. Surely that is clear.”

“Where is he, then?"
“I mave already said that be must have 

gone to King’s Pyland or to Mapleton. 
He is.not at King’s Pyland. Therefore he 
is at Mapleton. Let us take that as a 
working hypothesis and see what H leads 
us to. ’ This "part of the mexfr, as the in
spector remarked, is very hard and dry. 
But it falls away toward Mapleton, and 
you can see from here that there is a long 
hollow over yonder, which must have been 
very wet on Monday night. If o*r sup
position is correct, then the horse must 
have crossed that, and there is the point 
where we should look for hie tracks.”

We had been walking briskly during 
this conversation, and a few more minuteg 
brought ns to the hollow in’ question. At 
Hoi mas’ request I walked down the bank 
to tiie right, and he to the left, but I had 
not taken fifty paces when I heard him 
give a shout, and saw him waving hie 
hand to me. The track of a house, was 
plainly outlined in the Soft earth iii front 
of him, and the shoe which he took from 
his pocket exactly fitted the impression.

“See the value of imagination,” said 
“Jt is the one quality which 

Gregory lacks. We imagined what might 
have happened, acted upon the eupoeition, 
and find ourselves justified, 
ceed.”

We crossed the marshy bottom and pass
ed over a quarter of a mile of dry hard 
turf. Again the ground sloped, and 
again we came on the tracks, 
lost them for half a mile, but only to pick 
them up once more quite close to Maple- 
tan. It was Holmes who saw them first, 
and he stood pointing with 4 look of tti- 
jpnph upon his face. A man’s track was 
visible beside the horse’s.

“The horse was alone before,” I cried.
“Quite so. It was alone before. Hul

lo, what’s this?” '
The double track turned sharp off and 

took the direction of King’s Pyland. 
Holmes whistled, and we both followed 
along after it. Hie eyes were on the trail, 
but I happened to look a little to one 
side, and saw to my surprise the same
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IT IS MADE FROM VEGETABLE OILS,“There was no iwind that nigh t, I-under
stand.” said Holmes.

“None; but very heavy rain.”
“In that case the overcoat was not 

bloom against the furze-bushes, but plac
ed there.”

“Yes, it was kid across the bush.”
“You fill me with inters*. I perceive 

that the ground has been trampled up a 
good deal. No doubt many feet have been 
here since Monday night.”

“A piece of matting hoe been laid here 
at the side, and iwe have all stood upon 
that.”

(Continuée.) '
c "I thought so. A very delicate blade, 
devised for very delicate work. A strange 

! thing for a man to carry with him upon 
& rough expedition, especially ae it would 
not shut in his pocket.”

“The tip iwas guarded by a disk of 
oork Whit* we found beside hie body,” 
said the inspector. “His wife telk us that 
the knife had lain upon the dressing table 
and that he had packed it up as he left the 
room. It was a poor weapon, but perhaps 
tho best that he could lay Ms hands on 
at the moment.”

i “Very possibly. How about these pa- 
ipero?” t
i “Three of them are recipted hay-deal
ers’ accounts. One of them ia a letter of 
instructions from Ool. Ross. This other 
is a milliner’s account for thirty-senren 
pounds fifteen, made ont by Madame Le- 
surier, of Bond street, to WiUiaui Demby- 
ahire. Mrs. Straker tells us that Derby
shire was a friend of her husbands, and 
that occasionally his letters were address- 
ad here.”

"Madame Derbyshire Nad somewhat ex
pensive fastes,” remasfced Holmes, glamc- 
’lng dawn the account. ‘Twenty-two guin- 
-eae is rather heavy for a single costume. 
However, there appears to be nothing 
more to 'learn, and we may go down to 
the scene of the crime.”/ 

j As iwe emerged from the sitting room a 
woman who had been waiting in the pas
sage, took a step forward and kid her 
hand upon the Inspector’s sleeve. Her 
'face was haggard and thin and eager, 
Stamped with the print of a recent hor
ror.

"Have you got them? Have you found 
I them?’’ she panted.
J “No, Mrs. Straker. But Mr. Holmes 
tier? has come from London to help us, 

i and we shell do all that is possiblq. 
i "Surely I met you in Plymouth at a 
/garden party some little time ago, Mrs. 
(Straker?” said Holmes.
■ “No, air; you are mistaken.”

“Dear me! Why! I could have sworn 
«to it. You wore a ooetume of dove-oolor- 
f«d silk with ostrich-feather trimming.'’

“I never had sudh a dress, sir,” answer-
!**“Ah, that quite settles it,” said Holmes, 

liAnd with an apology he followed the In
spector outride. A short walk across the 
moor took us to the hollow to which the 
body had been found. At the brink <* l 
•was tiie furze bush upon iwhich. the coat 

<had been hung.
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And why 

These peo-“ExceHent.”
■ “In this bag I have one of the boots 

which Straker wore, one of iPitzroy Simp
son’s shoes, and a cast horse shoe of Sil
ver Blaze.”

"My dear Inspector, you surpaai your- 
self!” Holmes took the bag, and, descend
ing into the hoûow, he pushed the mat
ting into a more central position. Thpn 
stretching himself upon his face and lean
ing-bis chin upon his hands, he made a 
careful study of the trampled mud to 
front of him. Hullo!” said he suddenly. 
“What’s this?" It was a wax vesta half 
burned, and was so coated with mud that 
it looked at first like a little chip of wood.

“I cannot think how I came to overlook 
it,” said the Inspector, with an expression 
of annoyance.

“It was invisible, buried in the nmd- I 
only saiw it because I was looking for it.”

"What! You expected to find it?”
“I thought it net unlikely.”
He took the boots from the bag, and 

compared the impression of each of them 
with marks upon the ground. Then he 
clamored up to the rim of the hollow, and 
crawled about among the ferns and bushes

“I am afraid that there are no more 
tracks,” said the Inspector. "I have ex
amined the ground very carefully for a 
hundred yards in each direction.”

“Indeed!” said Holmes, rising. “I should 
not have the impertinence to do it again 
after what you say. But I should like to 
have a little walk over the moor before 
it grows dark, that I may know 
my ground tomorrow, ând I think 
■that I shall put this horseshoe into my 
pocket for luck.”

Col. Boss, who had shown some signs of 
impatience at my companion’s quiet and 
systematic method of work, glanced at hie 
watch. “I wtih you would come back 
with me, Inspector,” he said. “There are 
several 'points on which I should like your 
advice, and especially ae t»- whether we 
do not owe it to the public to remove the 
home’s namq from die entries for the Cup.

“Certainly not,” cried Holmes with 'de-, 
cislon. “I should let the name stand:”

The Colonel bowed. “I am very glad 
to have had your opinion, sir." said he. 
“You will find us at poor Striker's house 
when you have finished your walk, and 
we can drive together into Tavistock.”

He turned back with the Inspector, 
while Holmes and I walked slowly across
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"Certainly not without your permis, 
«km.” »

“And of course this is all quite a minor 
point compared to the question of who 
killed John Straker.”

“And you will devote yourself to that?’’
"On the contrary, we both go book to 

London on the night train.”
I was thunderstruck by my friend’s 

words. We had only been a few hours 
in Devonshire, and that he should give 
up an investigation which he had begun 
so brilliantly was quite incomprehensible 
to me. Not a word could I draw from him 
until we were back at the trainer’s ho we. 
The Colonel and the Inspector were await
ing us in the parlor.

“My friend and I return to town by the 
night express,” said Holmes. "We hâve 
had a charming little breath of your beter 
tiful Dartmoor air.” Y

/ (To be continue*) '".'j--------------------------------------  g.

The world Is a looking-glass, W 
Wherein ourselves are Shown, ’ “ 

Kindness tor kindness, cheer for cheer. 
Coldness for gloom, repulse for tear-< To every soul Its own.
We cannot change the world a whit 
Only ourselves which look In it.

—Susan Coolldge.

lead him back to King’s Pyland, sod how 
the devil had shown him bow he could

hiar from me tomorrow.” He turned up- 
oÀ hia heel, disregarding the trembling 

band which thd other hdd out to him, 
and we set off for King’s Pyland.

“A more perfect compound of the bully, 
coward, and sneak than Master Silas 
Brown I have seldom met with,” remark
ed Holmes as we trudged along together.

“He has the home, them?”
"He tried to bluster out of it, but I des

cribed to him so exactly what hie actions 
had been'that morning that he is 
vinced that I was watching him. Of 
course you observed the peculiarly square 
toes in the impressions, and that his 
boots exactly correspond to them. Again, 
of course ho subordinate would have dar
ed to do such a thing. I described to 
him how, when according to his custom 
he was £rst down, he perceived a strange 
•horse wandering over the moor. Hhw 
he went out to it, and his astonishment at 
recognizing, froth the white forehead 
which has given the favorite its name, that 
chance had put, in his power the only 
horse which could beat i the one upon 
which be had hie money. Then I des
cribed how hie first impulse had been to horse.”

hide the horse until the race was over, 
sod hew he had led it beok and conceal
ed it at Mapleton. When I *oM him every 
detail be gave it up and thought only of 
saving his own Skin.”

“But his stables had been searched?”
"Oh, an old horse-fakir like him has 

many a dodge,”
"But are you not afraid to leave the 

horse in hie power new, rince he has ev
ery interest in injuring it?”

“My dear fellow, he will guard it as the 
apple of his eye. He knows that his only 
hope of mercy is to produce it safe.”

“Ool. Ross did not impress me as a 
imam who would be likely to show much 
meroy in any case.”

“The matter does not rest with Ool. 
Roes. I follow my own methods, and tell 
as much or as little, a» I choose. That 
is the advantage of being unofficial. I 
don’t know whether you observed it, Wat
son, but the Colonel’s manner has been 
just a little cavalier to me. I am inclin
ed now to have a little amusement at his 
expense. Say nothing to him about the
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