o need fo remember,

f[giz fuas 1992, and the number of people foho knefr thaf Sherlock Holmes had
a fuife foas relafively small. No doubf our pursuing Sherlockions thought J feas
a housekeeper, or g nurse—they fuere standing foateh outsive of the gafe, and
began fo bay fuildly fohen first J sef foof ouf of the honse. 3 feigned greaf
age—admitfedly not o ditficult act, af ninefy oo years—and hobbled to the rar,
bark bent fwith apparent arthrifis and o large sfrafr hat pulled dofon, not so
murly fo hide my features as fo explain oy J hadn’t noficed fen jumping figures
thirty feef afvay. I gof the door open foith my ancient hands, hent slofuly-
slofuly, to refrivie some small ohjpef from the door pockef, then inadeguately
closedy the door and, rrouching lofo, rrepf back info the house.

@hus, hefore dafun the next morning, the three foho had been sef fo foafch
oyernight from their hire rar recognised the hatfed oldy lady beling the fuleel of
the motor that pulley ouf of the gate, and hastened to follofu—if heing foo dark
to see that the person af the fuheel foas o foot shorfer and seienfy yrars
ymunger. Nor it they nofive that the brisk young man rlosing the gate foas in
fart the ol fwoman they thought they fwere follofuing.

Wihistling, J fwent to finish my roffee and leave the lgmtsp, un ﬁI[[étf promised fo
be & perfertly lonely May-Bay morn. -




