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that comes along. Cabs-drivers have ears oo, f they
Choose 1o e them

You are certainy corec in one of your sppositons:
it was indeed | who lured the hal-bisod creature back
o the room in Shoreditch

Ui isany comjort 10 you, Raving earned a e of
s recreational predilections 1 had rold him 1 had
procurcd for him  gir, abduced from a convent in
Cormeall where she had never seen a man, and that it
would onl take is touch, an the sight of i face, 0
i her over into  perfct madness

Hal she existed, he would have feasted on her
madness while he took hr, ke a man suckin the flesh
Jrom a ipe peach leaving noihin behind bt th skin
‘and he pit.  have scen them do this 1 Rave scen hem
o fur worse. And i i ot the price we pay for pesce
and prospriy. s 100 reat  price fo tha

The good doctor - who belicves a1 do, and who did
indeed wrie our lile performance, for e has some
Crowd:pleasing skills - was waiting for us, with his
nives,

T send his moe,notas a cachme-fyou-can taun,
Jor weare gone, the sstimabe docor and | and youshal
ot find s, but 0 el you that it was oo o feel that,
only or a moment 1 had a worthy adersary: Horthier
by fur than inhuman creatures from beyond the Pt

1jear th Siand Players wil need 10 find themselves
a new lading man.

T will ot sign myself Verner, and wniil he hunt is
done and the world restored. 1 beg you to think of me
Simply s

Rache

Inspctor Lestrade an from the room, callin o bis men.
They made young Wiggins take ther o the lace where
he man had given him the not, foral the world as it
Vernet the actor would be waiting there for themn,
smoking of s pipe. From the window we waiched them
run, my friend and |, and we shook our heads

“They will stop and search all he trains leaving.
London, allthe shipsleaving Albion for Europe ot the
New World”sid my fead, “Looking for atal man,and
his companion, a smale, thickset medical man, with 3
bt limp. They will clos th ports. Every way out of
the county wil be locked "

Do you thik thy will catch him, then?”

My fricnd shook his bad. 1 may be wrong,” be said,
“But | would wager that he and bis friend are even now
only a mile o 5o away, inthe rookey of St.Gils, where
the poice will not o except by the dozen. And they will
hide up there ntl the hue and cry have died sway. And

"

hen thy will b about hei busines.”

“What makes you ey hat?”

“Becaus,” said my frend, “If ou positons were
reversed it s what 1 would do. You shoud bur the e,
by he way.

frowned. “Butsuely i’ vidence, s

 sditonary nonsnse,”said my friend

And I should have bumed . Indeed, 1 101d Lesrade
1 had burmed it when he retumed, and he congratulaied
e on my good sense. Lestade kept his job, and Prnce
Alber wrote a nae 1 my fiend congratuling bim on
hisdeduction, whi regreing that the perperaor was
sl at o,

They hav notyet casght Sherr Verner, or whatever
his name really is, nor was any trace of b murderous
accomplice,tentaively deatified 5 3 former miliary
surgeon namod John o perhaps Jane) Watson, Curiously.
it was revealed that he had aso been in Afghanisian. |
Wonde i we ever met.

My shoulder, touched by the Queen, continues to
improve, the fle ill and it heals. Soon | hal bea dead-
Shot once more.

One night when we wer alone,several months sgo,
K asked my friend i he remerbered the correspandence
referred 0 inthe etter from the man who signed hmself
Rache. My ficnd said that he remembered it wel, and
that “Sigerson” (for o the acto had caled imsef the,
climing to be an lcclander) had been inspired by an
equation of my frend's o suggest some wld theories
funhering the relaionship between mass, cnergy and e
ypothtical spead oflght. “Nonsens, of coure,” sad
my fiend, withou smiling. “But inspired and dungerous
omsens novedheless

"The palace eventualy snt word ha the Queen was

my friend's accomplishments in he case,
e mattr s resed
1 doubt my friend will eae t alone, houghs twill
ot be over unil one of the has killd he othe.

Tikept the o, have said things in this rtcllng of
eventsthat are ot o b sad. 1€ were 3 snsible man |
‘would bum allthese pags, butthen, 35 my fiend taught
me, even ashescan give up ther secrets. nsead, | shall
place these papers 1 3 szongbox at my bark with
Insiuctionsthat the box may not b opened unil long
afer anyone now livingis dead. Allsough, in the light of
e recent vents in Russia, | far that day may be closer
an any ofus would car o think.

s M__ Major (Red)
BakerSuee,
London, New Alion, 1581
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1. The New Friend.

= 2 STUID IUATRS =
e toe s e CROWNED HEADS OF

EUROPE, rocrig tei plandite s praise with
magaificent dramatie performances, cobining both
COMEDY w1 TRAGEDY, the Strand Players wih 10
make it known hat heyshll b appearicg st e Roya Conrt
Theatre, Drury Lase, for s LIMITED ENGAGEMENT
i Apel atwhichthey will prsent“My Look-Alike Brother
Tom!* “The Litlest Violer-Seller™ ant “The Great
O1d Ones Come,” (this st an Hisoriel Epic o Pageantry
and Deligh)s eah an nvieplay i one et Ticketsaee
lble o from the fox Offie

Iis the immensiy. I believe. The hugeness of things
below. The durkncs of dreams.

Butam woolgaheing. Forgive me. | am nota lcrary

' had been in nced of odgings. That was bow | met
him. 1 wanied someone t shar the cost of rooms with
me. We wer introduced by a mutual acquantance, nthe
Chemical Isboratoies of St Bart’s. “You have becn in
‘Afghanistan, | perceive,”that ws what be sid o e, ad
my mouth el apen and my cyes opened very wide.

“Astonishing " sad.

“Notreall.” said the sranger i the white labcon,
who was 0 become my friend. “From the way you hold
Sout . | ee you have been wounded,and in 8 paticlas
ey You havea deepan You lsohave iy bearing,
and there are few enough places in the Empire that 3
mltary man canbe b tannd and, giventhe natre of
the inury o your shouderan the radiions ofthe Afghan
cave-folk, torured:

d lay-out by Jount Koponen

Put ke tha,of course, t was absurdly simpl. But
then, it always was. 1 b been tanned nut-brown. And |
had indecd, a5 he had observed,been torued.

The gods and men of Afghanistan were savages,
unwilig to b ruled from Whitchall ot from Berln or
even from Moscow, and unprepared o see reson. | had
been sent into those hils, atached to the __th
Regiment. Ax long 1 the fightng remained in he ill
and mourtains, we ought on an cqual foting. When the
Skimishes descended it the cas 4 nd the darkncss then
we found oursevcs, a8 it were, out of our depth and in
aver our heads.

1 shall mot forget the mirrored surfsce of the
underground lake, no th thing that merged from the
Take, s ey opening ad closng. and e singing whisers
hat sccompanied it 1 roe, wrathiag theic way shout
elike the burzing of flcsbigger than worlds

That 1 urvied was 3 mrsle, but survive | did, and
I retumed to England withmy nrves i shredsand taten.
The place that lcch.like mouth had touched me was

tooed forever,frog-white, into he sk of my now-
withered shoulde. | had once been o srack-shat Now |
Had nothing, save a fea o the word-beneath te-world
ki o panic which meantthat | would gladly pay sperce
of my army pension for  Hansom cab, ater tha 3 penny
o ravel underground.

Sl the fogs and darknesss of London comforied
me, took me in. 1 had los my first lodgings because 1
screamed in the ight. | had been in Afghanistan; | vas
here o loner

1 scream in the night,” | 0 i

Lhave becn tod that 1 snore” b sad. “Also 1 kecp,
use the mantlpice or trget

room o meet clents | am
Slfish,private and casily bored. Willhis e  poblen?”

T smiled,d L hook my head, and extendod my band.
We shook on it

“The ooms he had found for us,in Baker Sreet, were
more han adequat for two bachelrs. I bore in mind all
my friend had said about his desire for privacy, and |
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Freah From Their Supendous Europenn Tour, where they
performed before several o e CROWNED HEADS OF
EUROPE, arocrig teic plaudits s praise wilh
magnificent dramatic performances.conbining both
COMEDY un TRAGEDY, the Strand Players wih t
make it known hat heyshll b apearing ¢ e Royl Court
Theaire, Drury Lane, for s LIMITED ENGAGEMENT
i Apel atwhichthy will prscn “My Look-Alike Brother
Tom!* “The Litlest Vilet-Seller” and “The Great
01l Onex Come,” i st an Hisorical Epic of Pageantry
and Deligh)s eah an ntieplay i one et Ticketsaec
vaiable o from the Box Offce.

i the immensity. | believe. The hugeness of things
below. The darkns of dreams.
Bt am woolgatherng. Forgiv me, s notalrary
1 had been in ned of odgings. That was how I met
him. 1 wanied someone to shar the costof rooms with

me. We wer introduced by a mutual acquantanc, i the
Chemical Isboratoies of St Bart’s. “You have becn in
‘Afghanistan, | perceive,” that was what be sid o e, nd
my mouth fell apen 4nd my cyes opencd very wide.

“Astonishing." | sad

“Notrell,” aid the sranger i the white lab-cot,
who wat 0 become my friend. From the way you bold
Sour s, e you have been wounded,andin 4 paricular
ey You havea deeptan-You lsohave amilary bearng,
and there are few cnough places in the Empire that &
miltary man can be b tanned and, givn thenatre of
the njury o your shoulderand the radtons ofhe Afghan
cave-flk, torured”

tions and lay-out by Jouni Koponen

Put ke that, of coure, it was sbsurdly simple. But
thn, it shways was. | hd ben tanned nut-brown. And |
ad indec, a5 e had bserved, been torured.

The gods and men of Afghanistan were savages,
nwilling (0 be ruld from Whitchallor from Berln or
even from Moscow, snd unprepared o s reson. | had
been sent into those hils, atached to the __th
Regiment. As lon a5 the ighting remained i he il
and mounains, we foughton an cqua fooing. When the
Simishes descended int the casex and the darknessthen
e Tound ourseles, 5 1 were, ou of our deph and in
over our heads,

1 shall not forget he mirrored surface of the
underground lake, nor the thing hat emerged from the
lake it yes opening nd cloin. nd th singig whispers
hat sccompanied it 35 i roe, wreathing thie way sbout
i€ ke the buzzing o s bigger than worlds.

That 1 survied was 3 mrace, butsurvive 1 did, and
K retummd to Eagland it my nerves n shres and tters
The place that lcch.ike mouth had touched me was
attooed forever, frog-while, into the ski of my now-
withered shoulder | had once been  crack-shot. Now |
ad nothing, save a fea of the world-beneath the-world
kim0 panic which meant that | would ladly pay snperce
f my amy penson for & Hansom cab,athr han 3 ey
o vl underground.

Sl the fogs and darknesses of London comforied
me, 0ok me in- 1 had lost my first lodgings because |
screamed n the night. | had been in Afghanista; | was
there 50 longer.

srcam i the night” 1 0l i,
Bave been ol that 1 snre,” e said. “Also | keep
ircgula bour, and | ofin us the manelpcce forarget
pracice, 1 wil e the iting room t meet lients. 1 am
Selfs, prvate and asly bored. Wil his be  problens?”

Lsmied,and 1 shook my head, nd extcndod my hand.
We shook on i

more than deaquae for two bachelors. | bore in mind all.
Iny friend had said sbout his desire for privacy, and |
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and cuthronts which st o London ke  cancer on the
fce of s prety Nower-cler. d th only lght o enter
the cab was dim nd faint
“Are you sure that you wish me along with you?”

Tn'ply my rend sared ¢ me withoutblnking. “I
have s fecling.*he said. I have  fling that we were
mesnt b together, That we hav fought the good Gght,
e by side, i the pastor i the uture, 1 do ot know. |
' atonalman, bt have learned the value ofa good
Companion, and from the moment | clapped ycs o you.
Fknew T rused you as wel a5 | do mysel. Yes. | want
sou with me.”

1 blushed, or sid something meaningles. For th frst.
i since Afghansan, 1l hat | had worth n the world.

e flia! Do
Vourlimbs and ncther regions lack lte?
Do you look hack on the days of your
youth with enwy? Are he plessuresof the
Tesh now buried

“Vitae” ill ring e where e has ong
becn ost ven the aldest warhorsc

Company, 1 Cheap Sircet. London

1 wasa chesp roming house in Shoreditch. There ws
polcemana th ront door. Lesrade reted him by e,
nd made 0 usher us in, and | s eady 0 cote, bt my
friendsquated o the doorsep, and pulled  magrifying
glase from hiscostpocket. He cxamined the mud on he
‘rough on ootsrape,podding i with s focfinger:
Only when he was saisfied would he et s g0 inide.
We walked upsais. The room in which the crime had
been commitid was obvious: it s anked by two burly
constables,
Lestrade nodded o the men, and they stood aside. We.
walked i
Tam ok, a1 i, 8 wrier by profession,and | st
1o desribe that place, knowing tht my words camn do
itjustce. Sull, T have begun this narative, and 1 fea
continue. A murder had ben commited i tht e

*

bedsit. The body, what was et of i, was st tere,on
the foor. T saw 1, but,a i somehow, 1did nt see it
What I saw inscad was what had sprayed and gushed from
e throa o chstofhevietm: 1 olour t ranged from
bilegreen o grase-gren. 1 had sosked o the thrcadbare
carpet and spatcred the wallpaper | imagind i oronc
momentthe work ofsome belih artit, who hd decided
10 create ¥ study i emerald.

Afcr what scemed ik  hundredyears loked down
e oy, apened like a rabbi o 8 butcher'sssb,and
e o make sense of what | s, | emoved my ha,and
my fricnd did e same.

e kel and inspected e body, inspcing e s and
b, Then b pulld out his magifing lss, and wlked
ver 1o the wall, cxamining the gouts of dryng ichor.

We'e aleady done that,” said Inspecor Lesrade

“Indeed?” said my fiend. “Then what did you make
of i, then? 1 do beleve it s word™

Lestrade walked o the plce my friend wasstnding.
and looked up. There was a word, witenin capials, i
rcen bod, on the faded yellow wallpsper, some e
Way sbove Lestrade’ head. “Rache. " said Lewrade,
speling it ou.“Obviously he was going 0 Wit Rachel
bt he was intcrnupted. S0 - we mstlok fora woman. ™

My fiendsid nothing.He walked back o thecorpe,
and icked up s hands,ane e the cter The fingerips
wereclean o chor. 1 tink we have stblished that e
‘Word was ot wrien by bis Royal Highoess -

“Whatthe Devil makes you sy 7"

“My dear Lesrade. Plase give me some cre (or
having 4 brain.The corpse isobviously not hat o  man
~he olour f his load. te number o imbs, th cycs,
e postion ofthe uce, sl these things bespesk the bloo
coyal, While | cannot way whih royal e, would hzard
that b i a her,perhaps 70, sccond  the throne, ..
i one of the German prncipalies”

“That is amazing.” Lestrade hesiated,then e said,
“Tis is Prince Franz Drago of Bobemia. He was hee n
Albion 3 a guest of Her Majesty Victoria, Here for &
oliday and s change o si..”

“For the theare,the whores ad the gaming sbls,

1 you say s0.” Lestrade looked put out. “Anyway,
you've given us a fine lead with this Rachel woman.
‘Altiough 1 don' doubt we would have found bt on our

“Doubless,”sid my fiend

He inspected the room furher, commenting acidly
several imes that e police, withtei bots had obscured
Tootprints,and moved things that might have been of e
10 anyone atempting o reconstruct the cvents of the
previous night
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forbore from asking what it was he did foralvig. Sl
there was much 10 pique my curosity. Visitors would
arive at al hours, and when they did  would eave the

ting room and repar o my bedroom, pondeing what
they could have i conmon wih my fricd: e pae woman
with on cye bone-wit,th small man who lookedlike
& commercial traveler, th portly dandy in is velvet
jacket, and the rest. Some ere frequent viitors, many
others came only ance, spoke o him, and e, ooking
{roubledorlooking satAfed.

He was a mystry o me.

We wer paraking of one ofou anlady's magnificcn
breakfsts one morning, when my friend rang he el (0
summn tht good Iady: Thre will be s genlcman foing
s, i about four minues,” e sid. “We will ned anaber
plce a able”

“Very good, she sid, Il put more sausages under
he gril®

iy frend reurned to perusing bis morning paper. |
‘watd for an explanation with growiog impatcce. Finaly
ould iand it nolonge, 1 don'tunderstand. How could
Sou kaow that n four minues we would be receiving &
i There was o eegram, no message ofany kind ™

He smicd,thinly. “You did ot bear the latter of a
brogham severalminutes 30 e sowed as it passed s

abviousy a the driver denifiedout door, then 1 sed
p and went past,up into the Marylebone Road. There 1
crush ofcamiages and txicabs etng of passengersat
ihe ailway staion and a he waxworks, and i 1 n that
crush that anyone wishing o alight withoutbeng observed
Will . The walk from thee o hee is bt fou ot

He glanced a his pocket-watch, nd as he 4 20 |
heard  tead onthe s outid.

“Come n, Lesrade,” e called. “The dooe i jar, and
your ssusages ae just coming ou rom under the grll™

A man T took o be Lestade opened the door, then
closed it carfully behind him. “ should noL”he sai
“But et 0 el have had not had a chance 1 break my
st his momning, And 1 couldcerainly dojustic 103 e
of those susages”He wasth smll man | had observed
o several occasions previously, whose demcanour was
{hatof a travele in rubber noveies o patent nosruns.

My fricnd watedunt)our lndiady hd e the oo,
befoe he s, “Obvinsly, L iake i s  oatier of rions.

My stas” sid Lesrade, and he paled. “Surely the
‘word cannot be out alseady. Tell me 15 not.” He began
1o pile s plt high with susages,Kiper s edgeree
and toast,buthis hnds shook,a e

“OF ourse no” sid my fiend. 1 Ko the squeak
of your brougham whees,though,afe all ths .
osclling G sharp sbove igh C. And i nspcto Lesrade

*

of Scoland Yard cannot publicaly b seen 0 come ino
the parlour of London's only consulting detccive, yet
comes anyway,and withou hving had hi breakfat, hen
Tinow that this s not  routne case. Ergo, i involves
those sbove us and i & mate of nationl portance.™

Lstrade dabbed cgg yolk from his chin with his
napkin, stared t him. He dd not ook ik my idea of s
polce inspctor, bt ther, my fiendlooked e enough
Tike my idea of » consuling detective - whatever that
mightbe

“Perhaps we should discuss the mater pivately,”
Lestade said,giancing at me.

My riend began to smile, impishly, and bis head
moved o bis shoulders as i did when he was ojoying 8
private joke. “Nonsens,” e said. “Two heads ar beter
T one. And what s said 0 onc of s i ssid 0 s bth ™

“If 1 am intrding - [ sid grufly, but b motoned
me o sience

Lestrade shrugged. 11 ll the same 10 me,” he said,
afer s mameat “If you sove the case hen | have my job
1 ou dont, then [ have 0o job. You ue your methods,
that's what T say. It can' make things any worse."

et e thin that 3 sy of hisory has taght
s i that thingscan sy gt worse.” sy friend
“When do we go to Shoredich?™
Letrade dropped s fok. “This s too bad!” be
med “Hiere you were, making sport o e, wher 04
Know il sbout the mater! You should b shamed -
"No one has old me anything f he marier. When +
police inspectr walks ino my room with res splashes
F mud of that pecuiar mustard yelow he on his boots
and rouser.leg, | can surely be forgivn forpresuming
ht he s recenly walked past the diggings i Hobos
Lane, in Shoredich, which isth only pace in London
hat paricola mstard.coloured clay seems o be found ™

Tspector Lestrde looked embarassed. “Now you put
ik that,” be ai, T seems 0 obvious.”

My find pushec his plte away from i, “Of course
it docs.” e said slghtly &

We rode o th East End ina cab.Inspector Lestrade
had walked up 1o the Marylebone Rod 10 find his
brougham, and et us alone.

""So you are traly 8 consuling detective?” 1 sad.

“The any one in London, o perhaps, the world,” ssid
my find. T do ot takecass.Instad, | consul.Others
bring me theie insoluble problems, they describe them,
and,somesimes, 1 sole them.”

“Then thos people who come t you.

“Are, n the mai, police offcer,or are dtecives
emselves, .

1 was  fne morming,but w were now joling about
e cdges o the rookery of St Gie, Lt warren of thicves
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ndecd maam,” ssid my friend.

b squimed and ponied t . Ztepp ornard.
Fwantcd towalk. My legs would not move

My fried came 1o myrescue then. He took me by the
elbow nd walked me toward her mjesty

Lz not 10 be afid. 152 10 be worthy, Iz o be @
companion That was wha she said tome. Her voice was
S very sweetconrat, with s distant bz, Then th b
ncoled and extended, and she touched my shoulder.
There wa a moment. bt only  mormen,of 4 pain decper
and e pofound tan anyihing | have ever expeienced,
and then 1 was replaced by 3 pervasive sease of wel
bcing | could felthe musces i my shoulder relax, an,
o the first me since Afghanistan, | wasfee from pain

“Then my frend walked forward. Victri spoke (o
im, yet | could ot hear her words; | wondered i they
‘wen,somehow, disetly from her mind tobis, i his was
e ucen's Counsel | had readabout i he istoies. He
replied aoud.

“Coranly, mam. | can tell youthat there were two.
thermen with your nephes n tha room in Shoredich,
that igh, the footprins were. although obscured.
nmistakable " And hen, “Yes. | undersand... beleve
o Yo

e wasquetwhen we lef e palace,and said pothing
0 me s we rode back o Baker tret.

i was dark aready. | wondered how long we had
spent i the Place

Fingesof soty fog wined scrossthe rod andte sky.

Upon ourretum t0 Baker e, n he looking glass
of my room, | abscved that he fog-hie skin cross my
Shoulderhad aken on a pinkis inge. 1 hoped that  was
ot imagini Wwas not merely the moonlight
{hrough the window.

4. The Performance.

ATTAKS NEURASTHENC
DIGTURBANCES?! GUINEY"!

e ey b
i D e e
Mkt vt o g
s o g, ¥, TEPES
EBANGUINATOR (oo
e Ty pe R
P Lo, Wi, Youve e
e oW TRY TR R

*

Thstmy Find was st of diguse shoud have come
5.0 suprse 1o me, vt surprise e i did. Over the next
cndays  stange swortment of charseers ame n through
our dor i Baker Srcet - eldely Chinese man,  young
vk, ft, red haired woman of whose former profesion
herecould be e doubt, and 3 venerabl old bute,his
ot swllenand ndaged from gout. Each f them would
‘walk o my fiead's room,and,with a speedthat would
have done justce o 3 musichail “quick change atis”,
my frend would walk out

He would ot talk about what e had been ding on

sions, prefring 1 la,saring off no space,
ly making notations on any srsp of paper 0
hand, noations | found, fraakly, incomprehensibe. He
scemed entirely preoccupied, 0 much 10 that [ found
myself worryng sbouthis wellbeing. And ten, It one
afernoon,he came home dresed 1 his o clohes, with
an casy grin upon his e, nd he asked i was iteresid
in he theatre

“As much s the et man,” | 01d bim,

“Then fech your opersglasse,”he told me. “Weare
off o Drury Lane.

1had expected  lightoper, o somethiog of theKind,
bt nstead | found myselt in what must have been the
wont heare in Drury Lae,fo ol hat i had named el
afcr the roya court - and o be honest, t was barcly in
Drey Laneatall, being situted s the Shafesbury Avenne
nd of the rod, wher the venue approsches the Rookery
Of St Gile. On my frend'sadvice | concesld my walet,
and, ollowing his exampe, | camicd a stou stick

‘Once we were seaed in the sl (1 had bought a
threcpeany orange from one ofthe lovely young women
Who Sold them to the mermbers of the audience, 30d 1
sucked it as we waited), my frend sai, quetly, “You
hould only ot youref iy that you did ot noed o
accompany me to the gambling densor the brothes.Or
the madhouses - antherplacetht Prnce Fran delighied
in visting, s 1 ave leamed. But there was nowhere he
Went o mre than once. Nowhere bt

“The orchesta struck up, and the curain was rased.
My friend was sl

1¢was 3 fine enough show n s way:tree one-act
plays wereperformed. Comic songs wer sung between
the act. The eading man was tal, anguid, and bada ne
singingvoic;the leading ldy was clegant, and et voice
caried through sl the thete; the comedian had a fine
touch for patersongs.

“The first play was a broad comedy of mistaken
denitis:the ading man played a pai ofeatca wins
who had never me,but had managed, by a e of comical
misadventures, cach o fnd himseengaged o be mamed
10 the same young lady - who, amusingly. hought herelt.
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Noil Gatman

e ssemed ntrested in 8 small pach of mud b
found behind the door.

Beside the frepace he found what appesred to be
some ah o die.

"Did you s his?” he asked Lesrade

“Hor majsty’s police” replied Lestrace, “end ot 1o
e cxcied by ash i ireplace. I's where ah ends 0 b
found " And he chuckled t that

"My friend ook pinch ofthe ssh and rbed betwcen
his fingers, hen sniffed th remans ¥ naly,he scooped
up what was e ofthe maleral and tpped i nt # s
vial, which he stoppered and placed in an nner pocket o
i cont.

He stood up. “And the body™

Lestrade sad,“The palace will send thes o people™
My friend nodded at me, nd togeher we walked o the
dour My frend sighed. “Inspetor. Your questfo Miss
Rachel may prove frutess. Among other things, Rche
s German word It meansrevenge, Check you dicdonary.
Therear other meanings.”

We rached the bottom of the tsr, and walked out
oo the sreet, “You have never sn roylty befoe this
morming, bave you?™ he asked, | shook my head, “Wll
the sight can b unncrviog, i you'ec unprepared. Why my
sood fllow - you ar remblng!”

“Forgive me. | shll b fne in momeni.”

“Would it o you good to walk?” he asked, and |
assnted, cerain that i1 dd not walk then | would begin

“West, hen,” said my friend, poiting 10 the dark
ower of the Palsce. And we commenced 1o walk.

“So,"said my frend, ate same time. “You have
never hd any personl ncouniers with any of he crowned
heads of Europe

NoIsad

“Tbeieve | can confidenly sate that o shall " he
Told me. “And it with a corpse his e Very soon

Ny deat fellow, whatever makes you belicve

Inreply he poiniedt0a carriage, black-paied, that
had pulled up ity yards shead of us A man n # black
{op-hatand a gresteost stoad by the doo, holding it opn,
wating ilenly. A coat ofarms fmilar o very child n
Albion was painted in gold upon the carriage door.

“There ar invitations ane doesno refuse ssid my.
riend.He doffed his own hat to the ootman, and 1 4o
eieve that he was smiling as b climbed ino the box.
ke space, and relaxcd back into the soft leathery
cushions.

When | atemptd o spcsk with i during thefueney
10 e Pace, he placed his fnger over is lps. Then he
closcd b cyes nd secmed sunk decp in thought I, for
my . i o remermbee whit 1 knew of German oyaly,

"

ot apar from the Queen's consor, Prince Albet, being
Germaa, knew lile enough.

put  hand in my pocket, pulld out a bandfu of
coins - brown and silve, black and coppr-gren. | stared
athe portit stamped oncach of thrn of our Quecn,and
el both patriti pride and sak dread. 1 tld myself |
ad once been  milary man, and  sranger o fear,and
1 could remermber 3t when thi had been the plain
. For a moment | remembered s e when T had been
a crackishot - even, 1 liked to thiak, somethiag of &
marksman - but my right hand shook s i i wee alsied,
and the coins jingled and chinked, and | et ool regret

3. The Palace.

A Long Lo oo ey kot
o e el el 0 o
o lekyl's Powders” o
oot o e e v e
N prvicgd e R h aar Yot For
CONSTIPATION OF THE SOUL
Rkt i -
pomaen CAvetiable in Venilis and

g

The Queen's consor, Prince Alber, was big man, with
an impressive andichar moustach and a rceding haioe,
and 1 was undeniaby and enirely human. He me us in
the comidor, nodded oy friend and 0 me, did ot sk
s for ournames o offe o shake hands,
“The Qucen s most upset,”he sid. He had an sccent
He pronounced his ¢ 88 25: Mozt. Upzet, “Franz was
one of ber favourits. Sh has 0 many nephews. But he
her ughs0. Yo will i e ones who did this to

It was | who old them that you should be consuled. |
hope 1 dd ight™

“As do 1" sid my fiend

And then the great door was opened, and we were
ushered ino the darkcnss and the prsence of the Queen.

She was called Vietora, because sh had beaten us in
batle, seven hundred years before, and she was caled
Gloians, because she was glorious, and she wascalled
the Quecn, because th human mouih was ot shaped 10
52y b truc ame. She was huge, hger tan | had imagincd
possible, nd sh squaticd n he shadows staring down a1
s, without moving.

Thissz muzest b zsolved. The words came fom the
shadows.
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tobacco,and the two men pufed away, while my friend
described a vision b had for a play hat ould our the

€ of the New World, rom Mashatan sland al the
Way o the urhest i of hecontnent nthe distant south.
“The frstact would b the last play we bad seen. The est
ofthe play migh perhaps el o the dominion ofthe OId
Ones over humanity and it gods, erhaps teling what
might have appened i people had had no Royal Families
0'look up 0 - world of babarism and darkaess - “But
‘your myserious professionsl man would be the play’s
‘Suthor, and what oceurs would be his lone o decide.”
nterjecied my frend. “Ou drama would be bis. Bu | can
uarantee you audicnces beyond your imaginings, and s
significantshae of the takings at e door.Letus sy ity

mostexcing.” said Verne. 1
ot tum ut o ave been  pipe-dram'™
o sir, it shall no” sxid my frind, pufling on his
own pipe chucklng at the man's ok, “Came 10 my rooms
i Baker Stret tomorrow moraing,afe breakfst. e,
sayat e, incompany with your utho frend,and 1 shall
have the contractsdraun up and waitng ™
With that he actor clambered up onto is chair and
upped his hands for sience. “Ladics and Gentlemen of
{0 company,  hav sn announcement o make” he sid,
his resonant voic flling the room. “This gentleman is
Heary Camberley, the thearicl promoter, and he i+
proposing (0 ake us arossthe Atlantic Ocean, 10d 0
Tame nd fortune ™
There were several chcrs, and the comedian sid,
“Well, i1l make a change from herings and pickled:
cabbage;” and the company laughed
it wast hesmiles o l of e thst we valked
out of the thetze and out oo the fog-wreathed srets.
My dear ellow,"  said. “Whatever was
S5 my friend “There s many

Not anther wo
earsinthe cy "

A ot anothr word was spoken unsil we had haled
cab, and clambered msde, and were atling up the
Charng Cross Road.

"And even then,before e said anyihing, my friend
ook his pie rom i o, andempoed the half smoked
contents ofthe bowl o 8 sl . He presse the i
onto the i, and placed it to s pocket

“There" be sid “That'sthe Tall Man found, o '
 Dutchman Now, we just have t hope hat the copidity
and the curosity of te Linping Doctor proves caough to
bring him 1 us tomorrow morning.”

“The Limpiag Docior?”

My friend snoried. “Tha s what 1 have been calling
i s obvious rom footprints and much el esies,
when we saw the Prince’s bady, tha two men had been

"

PICCADILLY. 1 al in the Spring! 7

inth oot gl i, who, s mis my
s, e e cncouncrd nd sl i
i, who et o pic with  pofsion sl
[

N

ndco. 1 e o sy i, ot mycxericcs hat
hena Docorgos i b e e and ke
s tha h wor . Thers s Haston.
S man,a Campl o rovgh o procrsican
S Eaing . s e o on i i v o
oot o

The i s the ke, “Tarl b e snd
epence, st h . My e s i o,
i e cagh,and tpped o s egsd - Mo
et o ot e clled o, e hos cloped
o e o

Wemiked

our front door. As 1 unlocked th door,
044 Our cabbie st ignored that felow

pointed out.

“Indeed they do” said my rend.

1 drcamed of shadows that night,vast shadows that
bloted out the sun. and 1 called out o them in my
despersion, bu they did ot lsen

5. The Skin and the Pit.

nspector Lestrade was the firs 10 aive.

“You have posted your men i the seet?” asked my.
fend.

1 have,” ssid Lestrade, “With srict orders o et
anyone
i Who comes, but 10 aest anyone ying 10 leave.”

“And you have handeuffs with you?™

In reply, Lesrade put his hand in his pocket, and.
Jangled two pirs ofcuts, gry.

"“Now sit” e said."While we wai. why do you not
el me wht we ar waiting for”

My fend pulled his pipe ut of s pocket. He did
ot pat it n is mouth, batplced it on he tabie in front
of him. The be ook the tn rom the ight before,and &
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engaged 0 only one man. Doors swung apen and closed
a5t actorchanged from identity 1o ideaty.

“The sccond lay was & besrtbraking ke ofan o
il whosarved 1 he snow sellng hothouse vioets e
randmother rcogrised et o the st and sware hat she
was the babe o en year bck by bandis, bt it was
10 e, and hefozen e el brcathed e a1 must
confess 1 found myself wiping my eyes with my linen
handerhief more han once

"The performance finshed with s ousin historicl
narative he et company played the men and women
of s villgeon th shore of th ocean, even hundrd years
befor our modem tme. They o ahapesrn from the
seainthe distance. The hero joyously proclaimed o he
Villagers tha these e the O1d Ones whos coming was
e, euming 10 s from Ry, nd from dm Carcos,
and from the plans of Leng, where they had sicpt, or
‘wated,or passed ot e tme of thes deth, The comedian
opined tat thecervillges had al beenctin oo many
pies and drnking o much ale, and thy were magining
e shapes. A portly gentleman playin  pricstof he
Roman God tell the villagers tat the shapes in the sca
were monsters and demons, and must be destroyed.

A he climas, the hero bea the priest 10 death with
hisown crucifer, and prepard  welcome Them a3 They
came. The herone sang 4 haunting ara, whill, in an
asonishing dispay of magic anten rickery, it secmed
a5 we s Their shadows cross th sky t the back of
{he stage: the Queen of Albion hersef, nd the Black One
of Egypt in hape almost ke  man), followed by the
‘Ancien Gout, Parnt 108 Thousand, Emperor ofall China,
and the Caar Unaswerable, and He Who Presides over
the New Warld, 1nd the White Lady of the Antactic
Fastnes, and th otbers. And ascachshadow crossed he
sage, orappeard t, fom ot ofevery teoa i hegaley
came, unbidden, a mighty “Huzzabi” unil he ai self
Secmed o vibrte. The oon rose i the panted sky, and
then,at s eigh, in one final moment of hearical magic,
it tumed from a pallid yellow, s it was in the old taes,
1o th comiforing crimson ofthe moo that shines dovn
upon s al today

“The members of the cast took teir bows snd ther
curtaincalls to cheers nd Taughtr,and the curso fel
o the st e, and the show was done.

“There” said my fricad. “What did you think?"

“Joly, olly good,” 1 101d him, my hands soe from
spplaudin

“Stout fellow,” b said, with a smile. “Let us g0
buckstage™

Wewlked outside nd ino n alley besidethe thetre,
1o the stage door, where  tin woman with & wen on et
check it busly. My rendshowed her a viiing card,

*

+smal ommunal dresing oom.

O amps and candlcs gticred in fontof smeared
Tooking glasss,and men and women wer aking o eir
make.up and costumes with no regard o the proprities
of gender, | avertcd my eyes. My friend scemed
Unperutbed. “Might sk o Mir Vet h aked,loudly.

A young woman who had played the herone's best
frend inthe it pay. and the sucy innkeeper's daughte
in the lst, pointed s 1o the e of the room. “Sherry!
Sherry Verme”she saled

“The young man who stood up i response was lean;
less conventionaly Bandsome han he had seemed from
the ther side of the footghi. He pered at us quizzicaly.
1 do not believe [ have ad the plessue. 7"

“My ame is Heary Camberley,” said my friend,
drawling his specch somewhat. “You may have heard of

1 must confes that 1 ave not had hatpriviege,”
sid Vermet

My find presentedthe sctor with a engraved card.

The man looked at the card with unfegned imterst.
“A thestrical promoter? rom the New World? My, my.
And his s 7 He looked st me.

“This i  frend o mine, Miser Scbastion He s ot
of the profession™

T mattred sometbing about having cnjoyed the
performance cpormously, and shook hands with th ator.

My frend sid, “Hove you ever viited the New
Worla?”

1 have no yet had tht honour,” admitied Vernet,
“altough it as hways been my deares wish.”

Wl my good nan” aid my find, with he casy
informalty of & New Workder. “Maybe you'll gt your
wish. That last ply. I've neve seenanything ike it Did
you wie i

“Alss, o The plsysright s 3 good friend of mine
Although 1 devsed he mechanism of the magic lanter
dow show. You'l ot see finr on the stage oday."

1 should speak o him diretly, tis
‘Vernetshook his head. “That wil ot be possbl, |

am afaid. He i  profssional man, and does o wish i

‘conneetion with thesage publically o be known.”

I sc." My fiend puled a pipe rom bispocket, and.
put it n his mouth. Thea he patid his pockets. 1 am
Sory.”he began. T have forgotien to bring my tobacco
poueh.”

“Tsmoke a srong black shag.” sad the ctor, “but
you have no bjection

“None!” said my friend, hearily. “Why, I smoke a
srong shag mysel”snd e lled s pipe withthe ctor's






index-8_1.jpg
Netl Gaiman

slass vial 1 recognised as the one b had had i the room
o Shoredich

“There” he said. “The cofi-nail, a 1 rust i shall
prove,fo our Master Vernt” He paused. Then he took
ut his pocket watch, aid it carfully on he tabe. “We
Have several minus before theyarve ” He trmed t me.
“What do you know of the Restorationists?”

“Not a lessed thing" 1 (ld i,

Lestrade coughed. “If you're talking sbout what |
hink you'e alking about,” e sid, “perhaps e should
leave i her. Enough's cnough.”

oot for that,” sad my fiend.For thrc e hose
‘who do not believe that thecoming of the O1d Ones was
e fine thing we ll know it o b Anschists to o .
ey would s he old ways restored - mankind i conrol
of s own destiny ifyou will

1 will no har his sediion spoken.” said Lesrade.
“Umustwam you -

1 must warn you no 0 be such  fthesd.”said my
i "Because it was the Restorationists ki led Proce
Frans Drago. They murder, they il, in a van effor 1o
fore our mastes o leave s alone n the darkness. The
Prince was kild by arache - s an o tem for & bunting
dog, nspectr, as you would know f you hd looked n
 ictionary i sl means evenge. And the hunte It
hi signatur on the wallpapes inthe murder-room, st as
an arist might sig & canvas But he was ot the ane who
illd he Prince

“The Limping Doctor!” | excaimed.

“Very good. Thcre was  all man there hat night
1 could el is height, for the word was wrtin at cye
level. He smoked a pipe - the ash nd dowle st unburnt
e irepace, and e had apped out his pipe with case
on themanil, something a smaler man would ot have
done. The tobacca was an unususl lend of shas. The
Tootprints i the oo had,for the mort part b simost
obleried by you e, but hee were severa e prnts
chind the door 4nd by the window Sormcone had wared
here:a smalerman from his sirde, who put is weight
on hs ight g On the path owside | had several c
prints,and the differentcolous ofclay o e booscrper
outside gave me more information:  al min, who had
sccompanid th Prince int those rooes, and had,ter,
walked out. Waiing for them 1 arive ws the man who
had lced upthe Prince s impressve

Lestradé made an uncomfortable noie that did not
quite become a ward.

"1 have spen many days rtracin the movemenss of
his ighness. | wen rom gamblng el o brotel 0 dinng
den 1o madhouse looking for our pipe-smoking man and
his friend. 1 made no progressun 1 though 0 check he
newspapers of Bahemi,searchingfo e o he Prnce's

s

recntactiviies there,and i them | eamed thatan English
Theatical Troupe had been in Praguc last month, ad had
performed befor rince Franz Drago..”
“Good lord,” said. “So that Shery Vermetfllow..
“Is s Restoratonit, Exacly.”
1 was shaking my head in wonder at my frend’s
of observation, when there was &

“This will be our quary!™ said my friend. “Careful

Lestade put hisHand decp o is pocker, where
Had 5o doubt he kept  pstl.He swallowed, nervousy.

My ficnd called out, “Please, come inl™

The doorapened.

04 ot Veme, o wasita Limping Doctor. It was
one of the Young srce Arabs who car  crst running
rrands - “in the mploy of Mesrs. izt and Walker",
30w sd to sy when | was young. “Plesse sir,” he
id I ere a M Heory Camberiey bere? | was soked
by genteman o deliver a ote

‘m he” aid my friend. “And for s ixpence, what
can you tell me about he gerleman who gave you the

“The young Iad, who volunteeed that s name was
Wiggin,bit the sixpence before making it vanish, and
hen 0l usthat the checry cove who gave hm e noke
‘was o the tll sid, with dark i, and. he added,he had
been smaking 1 i

Thav the ot here and ke he Fryof rascrbing.

My Dear i

1.do not address you as Henry Camberley, for it is a
name 10 which you Kave v claim. 1 am surprised that
you did notannosnce yoursel nde your own name, for
s a e one, and one tha doesyou cedi. 1 e read
a mumber of your papers, when 1 have ben able 0 oblan
hem. Indeed, | conresponded with you guite proiably
w0 years ago abour certin theoreical anomalies in
Jour paper on the Dynamics of an Asierid.

" was amused 0 meet you. yesierday evening A few.
tips which might save you bothe i imes 1o come, i he
profesion you curreily follow: Frsly,a pipe-smoking
I might possibly have a brand-new, unused pipe in
ispacker, and no obaceo, but i i xceedingly unlkely

at least as unlikely as & hetrical promoter with 70
{dea of the usual custons of recompense on a tour, who
s accompanied by a taciturn ex-army officer
(Afghanistan uness 1 miss my guess).Incidentlly, while
you ure orreetthal he sirets of London have ears, it
mightalss bekoon yo nfure ot 1 ake hefrst cab






