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On glancing over my notes of
the seventy odd cases in which I
have during the last eight years
studied the methods of my friend
Sherlock Holmes!, I find many
tragic, some comic, a large number
merely strange, but none common-
place; for, working as he did rather
for the love of his art than for the
acquirement of wealth, he refused
to associate himself with any in-
vestigation which did not tend to-
wards the unusual, and even the
fantastic. Of all these varied cases,
however, I cannot recall any which
presented more singular features
than that which was associated
with the well-known Surrey fami-
ly of the Roylotts of Stoke Moran?.
The events in question occurred
in the early days of my association

....6 Komopuix 5 Ha npomsi-
JICEHUU B0COMU A€M U3YHAL
Mmemodbl ceoezo opyea Illep-
aoxa Xoamca

006 o6pa3oBaHUU U YIIOTPE-
osenun Present Perfect cm.
I'paMMaTHYeCKU CITpaBOY-
nuk (I'C) 229

2 Stroke Moran — Ha3BaHue
3aropoaHoro noma. B AH-
IJINM, OCOOEHHO B CEJILCKOIT
MECTHOCTH, IOMaM IIPUHSITO
IIaBaTh Ha3BaHMSI.



IIpukntouenusa Illepaoka Xosmca

3 Dmu cobvimus cayqu-
AUCH... K020a MblL X0A0CMAKA-
MU emecne CHUMAAU KOMHA-
mot Ha beiikep-cmpum.

we were sharing rooms — Mbl
BMeCTe CHUMaJIX KOMHa-
ThI; were sharing — opma
Past Continuous riarosia

to share — deaumu; yno-
TpeOJIsIeTCs 1Tl ONMCAHUS
HE3aKOHUYEHHOTO JeCTBUS
B IIPOIIIJIOM B KaKOW-TO TIe-
puon BpeMenu. Odpasyercst
TTPY TTOMOIITN BCITOMOTA-
TEJIBHOTO TJ1arosa fo be u
MPUYACTHSI HACTOSIIIIETO
BPEMEHM OCHOBHOTO TJIaro-
na. Cum. I'C 225

* Kax npaeuao, on 6cmasaa
no3omo

a late riser — 4eyioBeK,
KOTOPBII TIO3THO BCTAET
(1o yrpam). JIekcuueckoe
CJIOBOCOYETAHUE; CTOUT 3a-
TMIOMHUTh

as a rule — Kaxk paBuIIO;
YIIOTPeOUTEIBHBII 000POT;
CTOUT 3aITOMHMUTb.

5 Ilpowy npocmumo mens,
Bamcon, umo paz6youa eac
very sorry — TIpOIIy TIpoIIe-
Husl, npoctute. OYeHb yII0-
TpeOUTEIbHOE BhIpaKEHUE
B peumu.

to knock up — pa30ynuThb;
(pa3oBEIii II1aroI.

° muccuc Xaocon pazbyouiu
has been knocked up — Gvina
pa3bykeHa; (hopMa MacCuB-
HOTO 3aJIora IJ1aroua fo knock
up B Present Perfect; oopa-
3yeTcs C TOMOILIbIO BCITO-
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with Holmes, when we were shar-
ing rooms as bachelors in Baker
Street®. It is possible that I might
have placed them upon record be-
fore, but a promise of secrecy was
made at the time, from which I
have only been freed during the
last month by the untimely death
of the lady to whom the pledge was
given. It is perhaps as well that the
facts should now come to light, for
I have reasons to know that there
are widespread rumours as to the
death of Dr. Grimesby Roylott
which tend to make the matter
even more terrible than the truth.

It was early in April in the year
’83 that I woke one morning to find
Sherlock Holmes standing, ful-
ly dressed, by the side of my bed.
He was a late riser?, as a rule, and
as the clock on the mantelpiece
showed me that it was only a quar-
ter-past seven, I blinked up at him
in some surprise, and perhaps just
a little resentment, for I was my-
self regular in my habits.

“Very sorry to knock you up,
Watson,”? said he, “but it’s the
common lot this morning. Mrs.
Hudson has been knocked up®, she
retorted upon me, and I on you.”

“What is it, then—a fire?”

“No; a client. It seems that a
young lady has arrived in a consid-
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erable state of excitement, who in-
sists upon seeing me. She is wait-
ing now in the sitting-room’. Now,
when young ladies wander about
the metropolis at this hour of the
morning, and knock sleepy people
up out of their beds, I presume
that it is something very pressing
which they have to communicate.
Should it prove to be an interest-
ing case, you would, I am sure,
wish to follow it from the outset?. I
thought, at any rate, that I should
call you and give you the chance.”

“My dear fellow, I would not
miss it for anything®.”

I had no keener pleasure than in
following Holmes in his profession-
al investigations, and in admiring
the rapid deductions, as swift as
intuitions, and yet always founded
on a logical basis with which he un-
ravelled the problems which were
submitted to him. I rapidly threw
on my clothes and was ready in a
few minutes!® to accompany my
friend down to the sitting-room.
A lady dressed in black and heavily
veiled, who had been sitting in the
window, rose as we entered.

“Good-morning, madam,” said
Holmes cheerily. “My name is
Sherlock Holmes. This is my in-
timate friend and associate, Dr.
Watson, before whom you can

’
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MOTaTeJIbHOTO Ij1aroJa fo be
Y IPUYACTUSI IIPOIIEIIIETO
BpemeHu. Cm. I'C 249

006 00pa3oBaHMM U YIIOTPE-
omnenuu Present Perfect cm.
Irc229

7 Kakas-mo moaodas dama
npuexaaa. Ona ceitnac ncoém
6 npuémHoil.

has arrived — nipuexaia, pu-
6bL1a; hopma Present Perfect
rjiarojia fo arrive; ynorpe-
OJieHa 31ech 1T 0003Haue-
HMS IECTBUS B HEJaBHEM
TPOIILIOM, CBSI3aHHOTO C
HacTosIIIUM BpeMeHeM. CM.
rc229

is waiting — (ceityac) XIeT;
¢opma Present Continuous
rjarosa fo wait. Present
Continuous ymoTpeosieTcst
JUTSI OTTMCAHUST ICHCTBUYS,
KOTOPOE TIPOMCXOUT B Ha-
crogumii MomeHT. Cm. 'C
222

8 Ecau 5mo unmepecnoe
deao, 51 yeepeH, 6oL 3axomunie
cAe0ums 3a HUM C Camoz2o
Hauaaa.

would like — 3axoTute, X0TE-
JM OBI;, would — MO ATbHBIN
[J1aroJ1, yIOTpeOIseTCs 1St
BBIPAKEHUSI BEPOSITHOCTH
nevictBust. O6 yrmorpe0Jie-
HuK would ¥ KOHCTPYKIIMK
would like cm. I'C 204

I’m sure — s1 yBepeH; ynoTpe-
OUTEJIbHOE CJIOBOCOYETAHME,
CTOUT 3aITOMHUTb.

° ...q HU 30 YMO M0 He npo-
nyuwy.

10" T odeacs u 6vt1 20mog ue-
Pe3 HeCKOAbKO MUHYM
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3nech MpocToe Mpolieiee
Bpems Past Simple, cM.
rcai4

to threw on — Hanetb (one-
XK1y); pa3oBbIii IJIAro,
OUYEeHb YIIOTPEOUTELHBII

in a few minutes — yepe3
HECKOJIbKO MUHYT; O TIpe-
Jorax BpemeHu cm. I'C 179.
06 ynorpebyieHnu a few cM.
rc159

1" 9mo ne x0400 3acmaeasem
MeHs Opoycamb

which makes me shiver —
KOTOPBIif 3aCTaBJISIET MEHST
IIPOXKaTh; ocobast rpaMMa-
TUYECKast KOHCTPYKIIMS
Complex Object (cnoxHoe
TTOITOJTHEHME ), YIIOTPeOJIsI-
€TCsI C PSIIOM TJIaroJioB,
Hampumep, fo want — xo-
memo, to think — dymamo, to
make — 3acmaensme, to see —
sudems, to hear — caviams,
to watch — nabarodamo 1 [p.
IlepeBonutcs Ha pyccKuii
SI3BIK TPUIATOYHBIM TOTION-
HUTEJbHBIM MIPEATOXKEHUEM
C COI03aMM 4o, Umoobbl, KaxK.
Cm. I'C 263

1213« Bot ne doaxcnot 6osmo-
¢, Mot nomoxcem eam, s He
COMHEBarOCh».

must not fear — He NOJKEH
60SIThCSI; MOTATBHBIN TJIATOJT
must B oTpuyLIaTeIbHOMI op-
me. Cm. I'C 198

we set matters right — Mbl
nomoxeM; (popma Future
Simple, cm. I'C 217. O6
ymotpe6ienuu shall cm. I'C
201

8
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speak as freely as before myself.
Ha!Iam glad to see that Mrs. Hud-
son has had the good sense to light
the fire. Pray draw up to it, and I
shall order you a cup of hot coffee,
for I observe that you are shiver-
ing.”

“It is not cold which makes
me shiver!!,” said the woman in a
low voice, changing her seat as re-
quested.

“What, then?”

“It is fear, Mr. Holmes. It is
terror.” She raised her veil as she
spoke, and we could see!? that she
was indeed in a pitiable state of
agitation, her face all drawn and
grey, with restless frightened
eyes, like those of some hunted an-
imal. Her features and figure were
those of a woman of thirty, but her
hair was shot with premature grey,
and her expression was weary and
haggard. Sherlock Holmes ran her
over with one of his quick, all-com-
prehensive glances.

“You must not fear,”'? said he
soothingly, bending forward and
patting her forearm. “We shall
soon set matters right, I have no
doubt!®. You have come in by train
this morning!, I see.”

“You know me, then?”

“No, but I observe the second
half of a return ticket in the palm
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of your left glove. You must have
started early'®, and yet you had
a good drive in a dog-cart, along
heavy roads, before you reached
the station.”

The lady gave a violent start
and stared in bewilderment at my
companion.

“There is no mystery, my dear
madam,” said he, smiling. “The
left arm of your jacket is spattered
with mudinnolessthan seven plac-
es. The marks are perfectly fresh.
There is no vehicle save a dog-cart
which throws up mud in that way,
and then only when you sit on the
left-hand side of the driver.”

“Whatever your reasons may
be, you are perfectly correct,” said
she. “I started from home before
six, reached Leatherhead at twenty
past, and came in by the first train
to Waterloo. Sir, I can stand this
strain no longer'%; I shall go mad
if it continues'’. I have no one to
turn to—none, save only one, who
cares for me, and he, poor fellow,
can be of little aid. I have heard of
you, Mr. Holmes; I have heard of
you'® from Mrs. Farintosh, whom
you helped in the hour of her sore
need. It was from her that I had
your address. Oh, sir, do you not
think that you could help me, too,
and at least throw a little light
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1 have no doubt — s He co-
MHEBalOCh; yIIOTPEOUTEIb-
HOE JIEKCUIEeCKOE CIIOBOCO-
YyeTaHUe, CTOUT 3aTIOMHUTb.
14 Bot npuexaau noezoom ce-
200H: ympom

you have come — BbI Tiprexa-
a; hopma Present Perfect
rjaaroJia fo come; ynorp.
31ech sl 0003HAYCHMST
NeCTBUS B HEaBHEM TTPO-
1IJIOM, CBSI3aHHOTO C HAaCTO-
M MoMeHToM. Cm. I'C
229

to come by train — ipuexartb
M0e310M; TIPOYKTUBHAS
KOHCTPYKIIUSI: fo come by
bus/tram/ taxi — npuexams Ha
asmobyce/mpameae/makcu

15 Bot, 0oaxcno Gbimb, eble-
Xxaau pano ympom

3mech MOTAIBHBIN I1aroj
must BbIpaxaeT BEposIT-
HOCTb, JIOTMYECKOE MPeIo-
JIOKEHME C IJ1aroJjioM fo start
B hopme Present Perfect, Tak
KakK JEMCTBUE COBEPLIECHO
paHbllIe MPEATTOTOKEHHS.
06 ynotp. must cm. I'C 198.
O Present Perfect cm. I'C 229
1618 5T Go.ave ne mozy 6vino-
CUMb IM020 HANPANCEHU, 5
colidy ¢ yma, ecau 3mo ydem
npodoaxcamocs. A ycavimaaa
0 6ac, mucmep Xoamc

longer — cpaBHUTENTbHAS CTE-
reHb Hapeuus long, cm. ['C
171

1 shall go mad — vactsb yc-

JIOBHOTO TIPEIJIOKEHNS, T/IE
€CTb IIPUAATOYHOE ITPEJIO-

9
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keHue ¢ if. O0 yCIOBHBIX
npemioxeHusx cMm. I'C 275
1 have heard — s cnbixana,
ycnbelmana; ¢popma Present
Perfect rmarona fo hear —
cabliiams; 0003HAYaeT Jeii-
CTBUE, KOTOPOE IMPOMU3OIILIO
paHbllie, HO pe3yJIbTaT ero
MMeET 3HaueHUe B HACTOSI-
it momeHT. Cum. I'C 229

Y Ymo kacaemcs 6o3na-
2paxcoeHus. .. 6bL MoJiceme
3anaamums mMHe 8 a1060e
Yy0obnoe eam epems.

as to reward — 4TO KacaeTcst
BO3HarpaxaueHus; as to —
YTO KacaeTcsl; OYeHb Moje3-
HOE CJIOBOCOUETAHUE, CTOUT
3aMIOMHUTh

10
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through the dense darkness which
surrounds me? At present it is
out of my power to reward you for
your services, but in a month or
six weeks I shall be married, with
the control of my own income, and
then at least you shall not find me
ungrateful.”

Holmes turned to his desk and,
unlocking it, drew out a small case-
book, which he consulted.

“Farintosh,” said he. “Ah yes,
I recall the case; it was concerned
with an opal tiara. I think it was be-
fore your time, Watson. I can only
say, madam, that I shall be happy
to devote the same care to your
case as I did to that of your friend.
As to reward, my profession is its
own reward; but you are at liberty
to defray whatever expenses I may
be put to, at the time which suits
you best'®. And now I beg that you
will lay before us everything that
may help us in forming an opinion
upon the matter.”

“Alas!” replied our visitor, “the
very horror of my situation lies in
the fact that my fears are so vague,
and my suspicions depend so en-
tirely upon small points, which
might seem trivial to another, that
even he to whom of all others I have
a right to look for help and advice
looks upon all that I tell him about
it as the fancies of a nervous wom-
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an. He does not say so, but I can
read it from his soothing answers
and averted eyes. But I have heard,
Mr. Holmes, that you can see deep-
ly into the manifold wickedness of
the human heart. You may advise
me how to walk amid the dangers
which encompass me.”

“I am all attention, madam.”

“My name is Helen Stoner, and
I am living with my stepfather,
who is the last survivor of one of
the oldest Saxon families in Eng-
land?°, the Roylotts of Stoke Mo-
ran, on the western border of Sur-
rey.”

Holmes nodded his head. “The
name is familiar to me,” said he.

“The family was at one time
among the richest in England?!,
and the estates extended over
the borders into Berkshire in the
north, and Hampshire in the west.
In the last century, however, four
successive heirs were of a dissolute
and wasteful disposition, and the
family ruin was eventually com-
pleted by a gambler in the days of
the Regency. Nothing was left save
a few acres of ground, and the two-
hundred-year-old house, which is
itself crushed under a heavy mort-
gage. The last squire dragged out
his existence there, living the hor-
rible life of an aristocratic pauper;

V00un uz cmapeiimux podos 6
Aneauu

oldest — campblii cTapblii,
CcTapeiiunii u3 Bcex; mpe-
BOCXOJHAsI CTETIeHb IIpUJIa-
raTesibHOTO old — cmapwiil.

C IpeBOCXOTHOM CTETIEHBIO
TpuJiaraTeIbHbIX YIOTpe-
OJIsIeTCs BCeraa onpenesacH-
HbIi apTuKIb the. Cm. I'C
171

2 Dma cembs GvLaa 00Ho epe-
MA cpedu bozameimux cemeti
6 Aneauu

richest — caMblii OOTaThIA;
MPEBOCXO/IHAsI CTETNEHb
TrpuiarateibHoro rich — 6o-
eamuiii. Cm. IT'C 171
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2 onpeodeaénnasa cymma

004)ICHA BBINAAYUGAMBCS
Kaxcooll u3 nac Kaxcovlii 200 6
cayuae Haulezo 3amyxncecmed.
should be allowed — momxHa
BBITIJIAYMBAThLCS; should —
MOAAJbHBIN I1aroJi co 3Ha-

12
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but his only son, my stepfather,
seeing that he must adapt himself
to the new conditions, obtained an
advance from a relative, which en-
abled him to take a medical degree
and went out to Calcutta, where,
by his professional skill and his
force of character, he established
a large practice. In a fit of anger,
however, caused by some robberies
which had been perpetrated in the
house, he beat his native butler to
death and narrowly escaped a capi-
tal sentence. As it was, he suffered
a long term of imprisonment and
afterwards returned to England a
morose and disappointed man.
“When Dr. Roylott was in In-
dia he married my mother, Mrs.
Stoner, the young widow of Ma-
jor-General Stoner, of the Bengal
Artillery. My sister Julia and I
were twins, and we were only two
years old at the time of my moth-
er’s re-marriage. She had a con-
siderable sum of money—not less
than £ 1000 a year—and this she
bequeathed to Dr. Roylott entire-
ly while we resided with him, with
a provision that a certain annual
sum should be allowed to each of
us in the event of our marriage??.
Shortly after our return to Eng-
land my mother died—she was
killed eight years ago in a railway
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YeHUEM caedyem, 00AJICHO,
Hado. Cm. T'C 203

be allowed — BbITITIaueHa,
TMpenocTaBieHa; hoopma
Passive Voice (maccuBHOTO
3ajiora) rjarosna fo allow —
naamums. Cm. T'C 249

accident near Crewe. Dr. Roylott .
then abandoned his attempts to -
establish himself in practice in
London and took us to live with :
him in the old ancestral house at
Stoke Moran. The money which my .
mother had left was enough for all -
our wants, and there seemed to be
no obstacle to our happiness. :
“But a terrible change came .
over our stepfather about this .
time. Instead of making friends -
and exchanging visits with our
neighbours, who had at first been :
overjoyed to see a Roylott of Stoke .
Moran back in the old family seat, 5 Kood ) )
he shut himself up in his house - 004 OH U3pEdKa 6bLxo0ul
U3 0oma, Mo HAMUHAA CCOPBL C
and seldom came out save to in- : ,,yaum, Koco sempenaa.
dulge in ferocious quarrels with
whoever might cross his path?. !
Violence of temper approaching -
to mania has been hereditary in
the men of the family, and in my :
stepfather’s case it had, I believe, .
been intensified by his long resi-
dence in the tropics. A series of -
disgraceful brawls took place, two
of which ended in the police-court, :
until at last he became the terror .
of the village, and the folks would -
fly at his approach, for he is a man
of immense strength, and abso-
lutely uncontrollable in his anger. |
“Last week he hurled the local .
blacksmith over a parapet into a .

to come out — BBIXOIUTH (13
TOMeILIeHUsI, Ha YJIUILY);
OYEHb YIIOTPEOUTEIbHBIIA

¢ pa3oBEIii TJ1aT0I

13



IIpukntouenusa Illepaoka Xosmca

2 YV nezo coecem nem opysell,
3a UCKAIOMEeHUEeM UbleaH.

006 ynotpebieHIH T71aroia
to have cm. IT'C 185

at all — coBceM; 0OYeHb YII0-
TPEeOUTENLHO B peum.

CTOUT 3aNIOMHUTH BCE TIpe/I-
JIOXKEHHUE.

14
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stream, and it was only by paying
over all the money which I could
gather together that I was able to
avert another public exposure.
He had no friends at all save the
wandering gipsies?, and he would
give these vagabonds leave to en-
camp upon the few acres of bram-
ble-covered land which represent
the family estate, and would ac-
cept in return the hospitality of
their tents, wandering away with
them sometimes for weeks on end.
He has a passion also for Indian an-
imals, which are sent over to him
by a correspondent, and he has at
this moment a cheetah and a ba-
boon, which wander freely over
his grounds and are feared by the
villagers almost as much as their
master.

“You can imagine from what I
say that my poor sister Julia and I
had no great pleasure in our lives.
No servant would stay with us, and
for a long time we did all the work
of the house. She was but thirty at
the time of her death, and yet her
hair had already begun to whiten,
even as mine has.”

“Your sister is dead, then?”

“She died just two years ago,
and it is of her death that I wish
to speak to you. You can under-
stand that, living the life which
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I have described, we were little
likely to see anyone of our own
age and position. We had, howev-
er, an aunt, my mother’s maiden
sister, Miss Honoria Westphail,
who lives near Harrow, and we
were occasionally allowed to pay
short visits?® at this lady’s house.
Julia went there at Christmas two
years ago, and met there a half-
pay major of marines, to whom
she became engaged. My stepfa-
ther learned of the engagement
when my sister returned and
offered no objection to the mar-
riage; but within a fortnight of
the day which had been fixed for
the wedding, the terrible event
occurred which has deprived me
of my only companion.”

Sherlock Holmes had been
leaning back in his chair with his
eyes closed and his head sunk in
a cushion, but he half opened his
lids now and glanced across at his
visitor?6,

“Pray be precise as to details,”
said he.

“It is easy for me to be so, for
every event of that dreadful time
is seared into my memory. The
manor-house is, as I have already
said, very old, and only one wing
is now inhabited. The bedrooms
in this wing are on the ground
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3 Y nac 6btra mémywra, xo-
mopyio Ham 6b110 103604€HO
uzpedxa nocewyans.

we were allowed to pay short
Visits — HaM ObLITO M03BoJIe-
HO IoceIaTh; MacCUBHbI
3aJ10T, POCTOE TPOLIE/IIee
BpeMsi. Cum. I'C 249. O6 ymio-
TpeOIeHNM MTH(MUHUTUBA CM.
rc2ass

however — oqHaKO; OYEHb
YIOTPeOUTEIbHOE BBOTHOE
CJIOBO.

% Ilepaok Xoamc cudea 6
Kpec.e, OMKUHYBUWUCH HA3a0,
3aKpbI6 2Aa3a U NOA0HCUG 20~
108y HA NOOYWIKY, HO Henepb
OH NPUNOOHSN 6EKU U G32AAHYA
Ha nocemumevHuuy.

had been leaning back — dop-
Ma Past Perfect Continuous
riaroa fo lean back — omku-
Hymbcs Ha3ao; yoTpeodeHa
311eCh ISl 0003HAYECHUS
JIEACTBUS JJIUTEIHLHOTO Xa-
pakTepa, COBEpLIABLIETOCs
paHbIIIE IPYroro AeiCTBUs
(toxe B miporuiom). Cm. I'C
241

15
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27 H3 3mux cnaien... 6mo-
pas — CnaabHA cecmpol

these — ykazaTeJbHOE MECTO-
“MeHue Bo MH. unciie. Cm.
I'c 163

the second is my sister’s —
BTOpAast (CriajibHs) MOeit
CECTpHI; CYIIECTBUTEIBHOE
sister — cecmpa B IPUTSIKa-
tesibHOM manexe. Cm. 'C
154

28 Mol 3HAAU, YMO OH HE Aé2
cnamo

DTO npenjiokeHue — Mpu-
Mep COTJIACOBaHMS BpEMEH: B
[JIABHOM TIPEIJIOKEHUH TJ1a-
roJ to know — 3Hamos CTOUT B
opme mporireiero BpeMe-
HM, TI0O3TOMY TJIaroJt B IpH-
JATOYHOM IPEUTOKEHNUH,
CJIEMYIOIIEM 32 IJIaBHBIM,
yHoTpeOEH B TIpOLIe/IIeM
coBepireHHOM Past Perfect.
O 1paBUJIe COTJIACOBAHUST
BpeMéH cm. ['C 244

¥ ona nocudena Hexomopoe
epems1, 2060ps1 0 npeocmosi-
weli ceadvbe.

chatting about her
approaching wedding — ro-
BOpSI O CBOEH cBanboe;
chatting — npuyacTue HacCTo-
SIIIIETO BpeMeHU (TepyHIIA),
B TaKOM MO3ULIMKU 00pa3yeT
NeerpruyacTHbIA 000pPOT,
MePEBOIUTCS Ha PYCCKUI
SI3BIK JIeCTIPUYACTUEM,
approaching — mpudacTie
HACTOSIIETO BPEMEHU, CTO-
WT Mepe1 oTpeessieMbIM
CJIOBOM, Ha PYCCKUI SI3bIK

16
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floor, the sitting-rooms being in
the central block of the buildings.
Of these bedrooms the first is Dr.
Roylott’s, the second my sister’s?,
and the third my own. There is no
communication between them, but
they all open out into the same cor-
ridor. Do I make myself plain?”

“Perfectly so.”

“The windows of the three
rooms open out upon the lawn.
That fatal night Dr. Roylott had
gone to his room early, though we
knew that he had not retired to
rest?®, for my sister was troubled
by the smell of the strong Indian
cigars which it was his custom to
smoke. She left her room, there-
fore, and came into mine, where
she sat for some time, chatting
about her approaching wedding?®.
At eleven o’clock she rose to leave
me, but she paused at the door and
looked back.

“‘Tell me, Helen,” said she,
‘have you ever heard anyone whis-
tle in the dead of the night 73"’

“‘Never,’ said I.

“‘I suppose that you could not
possibly whistle, yourself, in your
sleep?’

“‘Certainly not. But why?’

“‘Because during the last few
nights I have always, about three
in the morning, heard a low, clear
whistle. I am a light sleeper, and
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