i e door of the faifing rar clicked open

and the grawel reunched. Our artor greefed us in lofr whispers as fup fanded oirer
Huolmes’ outer garments (fwhich the Amerivans might recognise, if they had been keep-
ing fwateh for some I}ztgz) in exvhange for fis keys. In under oo minufes, foe foere in
the rar andy Patvivk fas lpading the avtor bark the foay foe had rome.

He wazs, I thought, already dressed and made up for his role, althongh anyone

paying affenfion tfo lis gait foouldy knofe his middle-aged strength—he feas o competifioe
vunner, fhiclh gate him the neressary thinness fo enact Holmes. In fact, I learnf later,
this fleptuess of foot rame in useful the sery next afternoon, fulen the foaifing Sher-
lockians sate “Holmes” sef ouf for o walk along the cliffs, sef off haying affer him,
only fo be uftferly ronfounded when Sherlork Holmes broke info o brisk sprinf and [eff
them panfing in his foake.

(@he follofwing day, Patrick foithdrefr his guard, and within the honr, knock rame

on the door. The arfor fas suitshly faken abark by these Amerivans fwho imagined his
stane roffage fas inhabifed by Sherlock Holmes. (ﬂﬁtﬂ; exyuisife polifeness he
ashed, Were they not afeare that Sher-
lock Holmes fwas a ficfional chararter?)
By the fime the ronfused and dofun-
hearted park foalkey back up the dripe,
fup had heen gone for fhree days, and

our frail fwas cold.
Or so fue thonght.



