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A SCANDAL IN BOHEMIA 5

glad, I think, to see me. With hardly a word spoken, but
with a kindly eye, he waved me to an arm-chair, threw across
his case of cigars, and indicated a spirit case and a gasogene
in the corner. Then he stood before the fire, and looked me
over in his singular introspective fashion.

“Wedlock suits you,” he remarked. “I think, Watson, that
you have put on seven and a half pounds since I saw you.”

“Seven!” I answered.

“Indeed, I should have thought a little more. Just a trifle
more, I fancy, Watson. And in practice again, I observe.
You did not tell me that you intended to go into harness ?

“Then, how do you know ?”

“I see it, I deduce it. How do I know that you have been
getting yourself very wet lately, and that you have a most
clumsy and careless servant girl }”’

“My dear Holmes,” said I, “this is too much You would
certainly have been burned, had you lived a few centuries ago.
It is true that I had a country walk on Thursday and came
home in a dreadful mess ; but, as I have changed my clothes,
I can’t imagine how you deduce it. As to Mary Jane, she is
incorrigible, and my wife has given her notice; but there,
again, I fail to see how you work it out.”

He chuckled to himself and rubbed his long, nervous hands
together.

1t is simplicity itself,” said he ; “ my eyes tell me that on
the inside of your left shoe, just where the firelight strikes it,
the leather is scored by six almost paralled cuts. Obviously
they have been caused by some one who has very carelessly
scraped round the edges of the sole in order to remove
crusted mud from it. Hence, you see, my double deduction
that you had been out in vile weather, and that you had a
particularly malignant boot-slitting specimen of the London
slavey. As to your practice, if a gentleman walks into my
rooms smelling of iodoform, with a black mark of nitrate of
silver upon his right forefinger, and a bulge on the side of his
top-hat to show where he has secreted his stethoscope, I
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6 ADVENTURES OF SHERLOCK HOLMES

must be dull, indeed, if I do not pronounce him to be an active
member of the medical profession.”

I could not help laughing at the ease with which he ex-
plained his process of deduction. “When I hear you give
your reasons,” I remarked, “ the thing always appears to me
to be so ridiculously simple that I could easily do it myself,
though at each successive instance of your reasoning I am
baffled, until you explain your process. And yet I believe
that my eyes are as good as yours.”

“Quite so,” he answered, lighting a cigarette, and throwing
himself down into an arm-chair. “You see, but you do not
observe. The distinction is clear. For example, you have fre-
quently seen the steps which lead up from the hall to this room.”

“ Frequently.”

“ How often ?”

“ Well, some hundreds of times.”

“Then how many are there ?”

“How many? I don’t know.”

“Quite so! You have not observed. And yet you have
seen. That is just my point. Now, I know that there are
seventeen steps, because I have both seen and observed. By-
the-way, since you are interested in these little problems, and
since you are good enough to chronicle one or two of my
trifling experiences, you may be interested in this.” He threw
over a sheet of thick, pink-tinted note-paper which had been
lying open upon the table. “It came by the last post,” said
he. “Read it aloud.”

The note was undated, and without either signature or
address.

“There will call upon you to-night, at a quarter to eight
o’clock,” it said, “a gentleman who desires to consult you
upon a matter of the very deepest moment. Your recent serv-
ices to one of the royal houses of Europe have shown that
you are one who may safely be trusted with matters which are
of an importance which can hardly be exaggerated. This
account of you we have from all quarters received. Be in
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KNIGHTS OF THE OPEN PALM

Klan; we want no hired gunmen in Clinton,” he
said. “You have twenty-four hours to leave
town—twenty-four.”

“You couldn’t make that twenty-five,” I
chirp. “You see, I want to attend your next meet-
ing and sort of bust things up.”

Oh, I just wanted to get him mad.

And it worked!

“You have heard me.” I can almost see him
glare through the slits. “And be careful of that
tongue of yours, for I have a gun—a gun that I
draw and shoot in one second.”

And then he finished things up with a string
of oaths that, if not original, were at least well
chosen.

But he was speaking my language now—this
gun business—and I just stood up and faced
him.

“Listen, Dough-head.” And I wasn’t talking
for pleasure now. “So you have a gun that shoots
in one second, eh? Well, let me give you some
advice. If that’s the best you can do you had bet-
ter keep that gun parked. I'm telling you flat that
you’d be exactly one-half a second too late.”

His hand half lowered to his side.

“If you don’t believe me try it,” I encouraged.
~ “Your two friends there can carry you out.”

Was I bluffing? Say, I was talking gospel and
he knew it.

Then, when he didn’t try nothing, I whipped
out my gun and covered the three of them. And
with that I make a grab and pull off the big lad’s
hood. T just wanted to get one look at his map
and one look was enough—you could a picked
him in a straw hat at Coney Island. He had a chin
like one of the Smith Brothers or both of them—
all whiskers and all hair and eyebrows.

“Listen, Feather-Face.” I pound his ribs gen-
tle like with the automatic. “You ain’t dealing
with no women nor a half-grown boy nor a dis-
tracted father now. You’ll give me twenty-four
hours, will you? Well, I’ll give you twenty-four
seconds to get out. And the next time you come
around here I'll take that night shirt off you and
shove it down your throat—whiskers and all.”

I was mad now and meant it. This white-

hooded frightener of women and children
couldn’t come none of that high-falutin game on
me, and what’s more I didn’t like the names he
had called me.

“You’ve had one look at my gun,” I told them
as they sneaked out. “The next time you have
cause to see it you'll see it smoking; now—beat
it!” '

Which they done. Say, them boys had never
had such a shock in their lives. I just sat down on
the bed and roared.

The next morning I find a little slip under my
door; it’s from the hotel manager and it asks me
to leave. So the Klan had opened up. Of course,
I wasn’t ready to go and I knew that they
couldn’t drive me out. You see, the town was
about half and half; the authorities didn’t side
with the Klan nor they didn’t come out against
it; everybody was just sitting tight to see which
way things was going to break. But if I was going
to do a little gunning I’d need my night’s sleep
and if this manager was against me it would keep
me pretty well on the jump. But I just shrug my
shoulders and beat it downstairs, thinking things
over.

I nod good morning to Jimmy O’Brien, the
clerk. He’s a real friendly lad and his handle tells
me that he ain’t no Klansman. There was no one
else in the lobby, so I just wander to the doors
and look out. And through them doors I catch a
slant which is sure surprising even way off in
that little Western town. Three men are coming
down the street—single file—and there’s about
twenty-five feet between; right down the center
of the main street they walk. Each has a gun
swinging from his shoulder, but it don’t hang
over his back; it’s swinging loose and mighty
handy under the armpit—just a movement and
it’s ready to shoot.

The leader is a man which I place at over
sixty; he’s small but stocky—the other two must
be in the thirties, big strapping giants of men.

I half turn as a figure comes to my side; it’s
Jimmy O’Brien. Of course I know that he’s
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