
FHE BLIND MAN'S -BLUFF
The Strange Adventure of an Amateur Detective.

HE fact that I arn an actor,
I and love to sit up late, made

this story possible.
It was in the year 1904

that I occupied a suite of
rooms in Guildford Street,
BIoomsbury, W.C., for the

first time.> The year i904
saw a great change in my
prof essio±ial, prospects. I
had corne from.the obscur-

provincial tours, to London distinction. A
played well in a, revival.at Manchester had

d the great rnan f rom London. An engage-
had followed, and' here I was, 'in the year
playing in an important London theatre, and
g an important part with conspicuous success.
.ord Street becamne >my living-place, near as it
:hie West End, and here, in the heart of Lon-
or about three years, during rny first London
s, I lived.
day, Guildford Street is a busy thoroughfare.
of 'buses rua through it, while muchiof the
to the railway stations also rumbles along

reet. But Guildford Street, like every other
has its hours of silence-the few hours in
to go to sleep. Now, the actor is a niglit-
He loves the few hours which follow the
He loves the supper after the theatre with

sen, friend, the merry hour at the club, the
hour of privacy over the last cigar. I was
cention to the rule. and most niphts of the

le of lite
aring be-
ia sense,
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You will see how curiously it affected me when
I tell you that 1 had Jimmy Somerset sharing my
roorn s early in 1905-January of that year. 'The
very first night of our stay we 'had comfortably
made our camp round the big fire, after the show,
and over hot whiskey were talking of professional
doi 'ngs. And just then, as I took my glass from
the'nmantelpiece, I noticed the hour. It was twenty-
five minutes after one, and outside there was not a
sound.

"Jinmy," I said, "you would not think it, but I'm
a prophet."

Jimmy blew a cloud of smoke out, and lazily
drawled: "Prophesy, then; that's what the prophets'
do."

"*I will," I said, sitting up, eagerly. "It is just
one-twenty-five by the dlock. Watch it. By the
tirne it goes one-thirty, you will hear an iron ferrule
ringing on the flags. Then you will hear the
accornpanying footsteps. One will be clear and cat-
like. The other 'will drag, just ever sucli a little."

jimmy took a pull 'at bis smoking glass, then
taped bis forehead sardonically. "'1l teillyou wbat
it is, Alan; too, much success and too mucli work!
You are just a bit touched."

He tapped bis head again derisively. I seized
bis arm and pointed to the dlock. Tt was just haîf-
past one.

"Listen," I said. "I arn a prophet, dear man;
but I amn somnething more-I am a prophet whose
propliecy cornes truc."

We stood there a few moments ini silence. Out-
side, a public cloc struck. Then, like an answer,
came the tap, tap, tap of the iron ferrule. The tap,
tap, tap advanced; then with thc rnetallic ring came
the sound of footsteps, the clear, careful step first,
followed by the footstep which dragged behind.
They came nearer, were louder a5 they camne, pass-
cd the house, grew fainter and fainter, uintil aIl that
was left of the passing sound was the receding,
regular beats of the ferruled stick.

'Now, Jimnmyl 1' said." ,Prophet," he answered. "Prophct of the pro-
phets-the taker of prophecies that come true.

with a weird moan,' and it cu t o 1 e's face like a

"blgPooh 1" said Jîmmy, as hie turned his collar up,
"we are a pair of nervous old women. Fancy
coming into this to see a grubby old man go by with
a limp."

"Neyer mind, Jimrny, we'll see hirn now we are
out. We ought to be hearing him soon."

The street was absolutely silent. There was not
a soul about. Not even a cab broke the chully
ghostliness of the frowning Bloornsbury thorough-
fare. We walked slowly down the road towards
the Foundling Hospital, finally standing at the cor-
ner of the square leading into Red Lion Street
under a gas lamp. A minute or two in that chîlling
wind cooled our ardour and both of us were half
repentant, when suddenly we heard a door bang in
Red Lion Street. Imrnediately after we heard the
well-known tap, tap of the iron ferrule.

"He's coming," Jimmy whispered, with awakened
interest.

I pulled o ut my watch and noted it wanted two
minutes to the half-bour, and lie took just exactly
that time in corningk to, the street corner. We saw
his black formn coming nearer and nearer, and be-
gan to talk naturally as if we were dropping each
other in the way home.

I got a photographic picture of him.as lie passed
the next nearest liglit. He was oid and -bent. He
wore a hat pulled down well over bis eyes-a faded,
battered liat. His coat, a great one, was shabby
and green with age, turned up at the collar. i A
grey-white beard flîckered in the liglit. There was
something sinister in the tap, tap of the ferrule, the
quick, sure step of one foot, the slight limp or
shuffie ini the otlier, and the cringing, bowed figure
moving swiffcr than he appeared to travel.

We went on talking and every stcp brouglit him
nearer. Now lie was a few yards away; now on us.
I had just time for a square glaftce at hira. I
noticed most that the hand grasping the stick was
thini and surprisingly white, with veins and uscles
standing up like whip-cords. He raised bis face
towards the liglit, heariing us talking. His faue
were thin and covered with shaggy white aran
the bottom lip drooped with the lack of control one
sees in an animal. Then I noticed hie seerned to
bc coming straiglit at us. We were still talking.
Hc hesitated for a moment, tapping irresolutely.
In a flashi both Jimmy and I realised a curious fact.
On his brcast was pixined a tin plate baigthe
one word-blind-and what I took ta be saos

Ehim dlear

said, "but
sir." The
is cold and


