rang Patrivk the follofwing

etening—frusting that our Sherlockian pursuers lacked the wheretvithal to fap
lines and frare felephone ralls—to ask him fo stofe the frunk of memnirs fuith a
thirdy party for the presenf, and heardy of the park’s ronfounding by our actor’s
cross-rountry sprinf. Patrick fold me he oould spend anofher night sleeping in
the Land Rower af our door, then load up our frunks and balpables and shandon
his post on the morrofn, lpating the actar to his play.

Me spent & pleasant three days in my serond home of Oxfors, wisifing fwith ol
friends, pursuing our varied studies, and feorrying nof in the least that foe foould
he disrojrered—the ancient rify is generously endofued fith ancient arademirs, and

eiren the rlosing days of April are rool enough fo jusfify hats and the orrasional
srarf.

On the fourth day, my medival student greetfed our refurn fith the nefus that a
vouple of rather odd Amerivans had rome fo the door fwhile foe feere onf. With
sinking heart, I ashed if they had foorn lapel pins with pipes, deersfalker raps,
or 2218.

Nu, she replied—they fuere dogs.

“Holmes,” I shouted up the stairs,
“time fo he off.”

Huofuetrer, fulien J fuent fo gef the
rar out, they fuere lying fuaif.




