
T'^n7?AF"°-^ '?^ Sherlock Holmes,
_!

and all the imuative crew; I'm tired
ot triumphs built upon a collar button
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in m,rM!Tn **>« ."["'"» O"" ""ovcs aroundm marble halls, with equal grace: he al-ways takes some kind of dopc^or p ays the
flute or violin, and when he's billed for
active work he glues false whiskers on his
chin. He always has a Watson near, a tire-some chump who sits and broods, the while
the selling-plater sleuth reels off 'a string of
platitudes. Detective yarns are all so stale IIhe plot IS evermore the same; we always
have the murdered man, with knives or bul-
ets in his frame; the pantry window is un-
locked; the safe's been opened with a file-
suspicion shifts until it rests on every man
within a mile; the local peelers blunder
round and ball things up in frightful shape,
and then the Great Detective comes, with
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around upon the floor, examines all the
water mains, and tastes the ashes in the
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and then he says the problem's solved
forthwith he spends two weeks or more inshowing Watson and the world how easy
lis to be a bore I
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