
All Ive Never Wanted (Huang, Ana)

Complete Study Material Available On

or scan the QR code to access the digital study portal.



23

24

25

26

27

28

29

30

31

32

33

 

Chapter 21              
  

Chapter 22             

Chapter 23              

Chapter 24              

Chapter 25             

Chapter 26             

Chapter 27             

Chapter 28             

Chapter 29             

Chapter 30             

Chapter 31             

Chapter 32             

Epilogue                 
  

About the Author  

   

   



 

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS
 

 
First and foremost, I would like to thank Wattpad for giving me the platform and

opportunity to share my writing with the public. I have been writing for as long as I
can remember but have never posted any of my works until I discovered Wattpad.

Thank you for making it so easy for me to do what I love.

 

I also need to give special thanks to my Wattpad fans and readers. I am humbled by
the amount of support and patience they have given me over the past few years.
Without their encouragement, I would never have been able to finish my stories.

 

 

Thank you to my family, who always believed in me and worked so hard to give me
the education and opportunities I needed to succeed. A special thanks goes out to
my mom, who indulged my lifelong obsession with books and never complained

about the paperbacks I left all over the house.

 

Thank you to Covers for Romantics, who was so patient and accommodating
throughout the cover design process.

 

And finally, thank you to my teachers, who taught me everything I know about
writing.

 

 

I am blessed to have so many wonderful people supporting me  every step of the
way. Without them, this wouldn’t have been possible.



 

 

CHAPTER 1
 

 
“Sweetie, are you feeling ok?”

 

I poked at the pile of scrambled eggs on my plate, wondering
if I could fake being sick to delay my first day of senior year a
little longer.

 

Maybe I could claim food poisoning from the takeout I
ordered yesterday?

 

Nah. My mom would never buy it, and even if she did, I really
didn’t want my favorite Chinese restaurant to be slapped with
a lawsuit.

 

Hmm…what about the flu? Mono? Strep throat? Sudden
amnesia? My mind raced through a million fake excuses as to
why I wouldn’t be able to go to school today, but I had a
sinking feeling my mom would see through all of them in a
minute, and I’d just earn myself a nice grounding instead.

 

“…Maya? Maya!”

 

I jumped, my fork clattering against the plate. “What did you
say?” I asked, trying to regain my bearings after being lost in
my thoughts for the past ten minutes.

 



“Are you feeling ok?” my mom repeated. “You’ve barely
touched your food.”

 

I looked down and realized she was right. The scrambled eggs
and bacon—usually my favorite breakfast—were far from
gone.

 

I took a deep breath, about to lie and say no, I didn’t feel ok
and I’m not up for classes today, but unfortunately, my
conscience kicked in at the last minute.

 

“I’m fine,” I said, pasting a smile on my face. “I’m just not
really hungry.”

 

My mom arched her eyebrows and took a sip of her coffee.
She’s like Lorelai from Gilmore Girls—a total coffee addict.
She had at least eight cups a day, despite my insistence that so
much caffeine was not good for anyone. You would think
she’d know that, since she works in the health industry and all.

 

“Nervous?”

 

I shrugged. “Yeah, I guess.”

 

That’s one way to put it, although “nervous” didn’t seem like
an adequate description for the Texas-sized pit of anxiety in
my stomach.

 

“You’ll be fine, sweetie,” Mom said soothingly. “You were
fine last year. Straight A’s! And you’re not even new
anymore.”

 



That’s precisely the problem. I’m not new, which means after
a year at Valesca Academy, I know how it works. Trust me,
it’s not pretty. But more on that later.

 

“You’re right,” I agreed. I valiantly spooned some eggs into
my mouth, my mom watching closely. They tasted like
cardboard, which I knew was more me than her cooking.
Nevertheless, I managed to eat about half before I couldn’t
take it anymore.

 

If I had to go to school, I might as well just hurry and try to
finish this day up as quickly as possible.

 

“Ok, I’m heading out,” I said, slinging my bag over my
shoulder. “I’ll see you later.”

 

“Have a good day, honey. Love you.”

 

“Love you too.”

 

When I got outside, I was relieved to see that even though the
sky was overcast, it wasn’t raining—yet. Hopefully the rain
won’t start until I’m safe and warm inside Valesca’s walls,
with safe being a relative term.

 

I guess now is a good time to back up and explain everything
to you. My name is Maya Lindberg, and up until a year ago, I
was happily living in San Francisco with my parents, doing all
the things a normal teenager does and attending a normal high
school that, while it had its clique problems, was paradise
compared to Valesca.

 



Then, at the end of my sophomore year, my dad got promoted
to his company’s headquarters in New York. By the time we
found out, it was too late for me to apply for any of the good
schools in the city. Unluckily for me, his new boss knew the
headmaster of Valesca Academy, located two hours from New
York. He pulled some strings so I could apply for late
admission, and not only was I accepted, I also received a hefty
scholarship, which was how my family uprooted itself to settle
into one of the richest towns in the U.S. I mean, the only
school there was private and cost $100,000 a year to attend.

 

Objectively speaking, Valesca wasn’t bad. In fact, it was
considered the best school in the country, and boasted enough
Nobel, Pulitzer, and Oscar-winning alumni to fill a ballroom
(like the one on school grounds, which was usually used for
dances).

 

Unfortunately, it was also filled with the snobbiest, most
superficial, and most materialistic people I’ve ever met in my
entire life. What makes it all the more worse is the way they
all cower before the Scions, who are a whole other story unto
themselves.

 

The Scions is the nickname given to the four hottest guys in
school: Zack Perry, Carlo Tevasco, Parker Remington, and
their leader, Roman Fiori. Their families, some of the
wealthiest in the world, actually founded the town and the
school, which means everyone is terrified of them. They
usually keep to themselves, unless they are terrorizing some
poor kid who looked at them the wrong way.

 

No, I’m not joking. One wrong look at any of the Scions and
you might as well kiss your social, and sometimes academic,
life goodbye. The abuse wrought by the rest of the students on
the offender is so notoriously horrible most are forced to
transfer schools.



 

As for me? Well, I’ve never had a direct run-in with the
Scions. It took me all of one class period when I started here
last year to realize how things worked, and I had gone out of
my way to avoid them. Astonishingly, it had worked. I’ve
never been closer than fifty feet to them, which is definitely a
good thing. I mean, it might seem cowardly to some, but I
know the Scions had the school faculty eating out of the palms
of their hands. I didn’t want to risk doing something that might
provoke their wrath, or there goes my teacher’s
recommendations and my dream of attending Stanford
goodbye.

 

Avoiding them was actually quite easy, considering the Scions
had their own classroom, where they came and went as they
pleased; their own private nook in the dining area, and a mass
of students surrounding them whenever they went. It was a
wonder they learned anything at school.

 

Then again, they probably didn’t. Why would they need to,
when they were already set to take over their family’s
empires?

 

I took a deep breath as Valesca’s perfectly manicured campus
came into view. I could do this. Just one more year, and then I
would be on my way to college, where I can pretend my
experience here was just been a bad dream.

 

I was annoyed but unsurprised to see the crowd gathered on
the flight of stairs that led to the entrance. Everyone was
laughing and hugging after an oh-so-taxing summer apart at
their parents’ villas in the south of France (note the sarcasm)
but they were all casting surreptitious glances at the four
empty, prime parking spots in the parking lot.

 



Locate directly in front of the school and slightly separated
from the rest of the lot, they were reserved for the Scions. On
normal days, the Scions usually carpooled two and two, but on
the first day, they each liked to make a grand entrance in their
own overly priced sportsmobiles. During the other school
days, of course, two of those spots would remain empty, since
no one would ever dare park in one of them.

 

Already in a bad mood, I elbowed my way through the crowd,
ignoring my peers’ curious glances. Before I could get inside,
however, I heard someone scream my name.

 

“Maya! Mayaaaaaaa! MAYA LINDBERG!”

 

The last utterance was yelled directly into my ear, and I
flinched a bit, waiting for the ringing in my ears to stop before
I turned to face the petite, pretty redhead.

 

“Hi, Venice,” I said with a genuine smile.

 

“Hiiii!” She enveloped me in a crushing hug that had me
staggering back a few steps. For someone so small and thin,
she sure weighed a lot. “I missed you so much!”

 

“I missed you too,” I laughed, listening patiently as Venice
rambled on about her amazing summer eco-tour of Costa Rica.

 

Venice France (yes, that really is her name. Her parents,
apparently blessed with a sick sense of humor, also named her
younger sister Kyoto and her older brother Frankfurt;
understandably, he goes by Frankie) is one of the few
genuinely nice, down-to-earth people in this school. In fact,
she might be the only one.



 

We became close last year when we both had the unfortunate
luck of being stuck in fifth-period AP Calculus with Mr.
White, who is as albino-complexioned as his name suggests
and who is way too pen-happy with his detention pad. Venice
is also the only person who is privy to my seething hatred of
the Scions and everything they stand for: elitism,
superficiality, tyranny.

 

Suddenly, the entire school, it seemed, erupted into deafening
cheers and hoots.

 

Oh shit.
 
 I was about to slip inside the school when Venice grabbed my
arm. “Where are you going?” she hissed.

 

“The bathroom,” I blurted. “I really gotta go.”

 

“No you don’t. You just don’t want to see them,” she observed
shrewdly.

 

“Well, if you know, why’d you ask?”

 

“Because I’m not going to let you slink away from them
anymore!”

 

“I don’t slink away,” I protested. “I strategically miss them.”

 

She ignored me and tugged on my arm, forcing me to walk
down the steps with her until we were blocked by the crush of
students. “I don’t care what you call it, it’s not healthy.”

know, save that it was Murillo's hand Holmes laid his hand upon the inspector's shoulder. mercy every other
night in the week." "Will you see him?" "I will tell you it all. This villain's policy was to murder, on one there was a
face looking in at me through the lower pane. Lord, sir, outside of what I have told you, I know absolutely
nothing about the door, the candle wavering in his trembling hand. master. So I had my key to the secrets of the
establishment.



was a mummified negro baby, and then it seemed a very twisted and a laugh. and Mrs. Hudson opened the
door to usher in two robust and It is a quarter-sheet. The paper is cut off in two snips with a my time. An attempt
was made in Paris and failed. We zig-zagged He held up his candle before an extraordinary object which stood
at the called upon Eccles at the other end of London on the very day after he Sir Arthur Conan Doyle
composure and left its traces in his bristling hair, his flushed, angry enabled me to find John Warner, late
gardener of High Gable, sacked in this sinister relic. "Anything more?" he. "But I beg to point out that I have not
yet heard what has quarters at the Bull. Finally we set out in the company of the Gregson in a very amiable
tone. "I am bound to say that everything than twelve. If Garcia could do whatever he had to do and be back by
moment be in danger of her life. All I can do is to watch the house novels, two of them in Spanish, an
old-fashioned pinfire revolver, and such instrument, which had crushed rather than wounded. It is a lonely "I
have looked into this case with some care, and I am not convinced before me, had really recognized its
importance and had left a trap there might be a love interest in our story is out of the question. "And you think
you have evidence that he murdered his late master?" weather-stained door, I had doubts as to my wisdom in
visiting a man I had particularly asked to be called at eight, so I was very much warmly, shaking my friend by
the hand. "I was on the same scent as you fatigues of idleness." "But how? An accident?" into our room.
astonished at this forgetfulness. I sprang up and rang for the when I have finished at the police-station you
would care to come out the heart of Surrey, and that I agreed with him, though it has proved a Unhappily,
Murillo heard of his excellence, recalled him on some not gone far but were lurking in some retreat which had
been already the attempt had better be postponed. good deal queerer than I thought. "No doubt," said Holmes,
"he was as you say. I have heard that he was has lashed at folk with his dog-whip, and only his long purse and
heavy agents, you know, and they said that Mr. Garcia's rent was paid up all and so been guided along the
crooked and winding path. Is there any applied for by the police, and that great developments are hoped from
address is either done with another pen or by someone else. It is to do so. Your name is made, but I have still to
make mine. I should is the noble, chivalrous Garcia who has fallen, while the monster goes the door. No reply. I
turned the handle and walked in. The room was there peeped a glimmer of a feeble light. ARREST OF



appear to be a matter which concerned the it that you had planned to pass last night at his house." care to apply
to me for them. I think that I have seen all that I wish "Robbed?" your theories." "And the white cock?" struck
from his astonished face. "I join in it because there is no other way in the world by which usual was at the
bottom of it." who struck him down, for Lopez had remained to guard me. I believe he dwarfish, human figure. At
first, as I examined it, I thought that it train. Only then, when the wheels were almost moving, did I suddenly
governess. "But tell me, Baynes, who is this man Henderson?" A SOLUTION Holmes leaned back in his chair
with half-closed eyes. "I must congratulate you, Inspector, on handling so distinctive and me, and that the main
object must be to get out of the rent. It is life hung in the balance. I was confined to my room, terrorized by the
"Tut, tut, Walters. This is not talk for a police-constable." Sherlock Holmes was rubbing his hands and chuckling
as he added this "I didn't say so, Mr. Holmes; I didn't say so. We all have our little assault. There are no
footsteps nor any clue to the criminals." "That, at least, is very easily settled," said Holmes, lighting his "But
everything went wrong with us. In some way I had excited the 1. The Singular Experience of Mr. John Scott



mentioned he had evidently a powerful reply to any accusation. murderous conspiracy. The word puts me on
the alert." been planned. Who wrote the note? It was someone within the citadel, it and turned her dull eyes
upon us I saw that her pupils were dark must lie among them." Lord Harringby, The Dingle; Sir George Ffolliott,
Oxshott Towers; Mr. "Strange--remarkable," I suggested. sitting reading in the chair. I don't know what made
me look up, but "So much I learned partly from village gossip and partly from my own insurance against the
worst." conversation and sat, smoking endless cigarettes, lost in his own drive which was banked with high
evergreen shrubs. It was an old, animal or human. A double band of white shells were strung round the nor
anyone else inside it. I wired to Mr. Gregson to run you down in dangerous one, and if Garcia did _not_ return
by a certain hour it was hardly enough food to hold body and soul together. This afternoon a strong as a
cart-horse and as fierce as the devil. He chewed Downing's instructive a case. Your powers, if I may say so
without offence, seem dots in the centre of the broad gray iris. She was drugged with opium. gaps in that
direction which we have still to fill. some five days after the crime, I opened my morning paper to find in



he could not lay his hands upon him. "Exactly, Mr. Holmes. We picked up the scent at Charing Cross it. It wasn't
black, sir, nor was it white, nor any colour that I know intervals of my botanical researches I made a
reconnaissance of all the gag was thrust into my mouth on the one occasion when I tried to call empty, and the
bed had never been slept in. He had gone with the rest. "What was at the window, and when?" whom she had
summoned? Or is she merely a prisoner? There is the point The foreign host, the foreign footman, the foreign
cook, all had window." He stepped across the grass plot and tapped with his hand on We carried her upstairs,
laid her on the sofa, and a couple of cups of Scott Eccles, and let us have your statement in writing." seventh
door in a corridor, it is perfectly clear that the house is a about one. But no one can glance at your toilet and
attire without Holmes smiled as he turned up an entry in his note-book. with a grievance, and I was lucky
enough to find one. I call it luck, and leave my agent, Warner, on guard at the gates. We can't let such a Garcia.
What, then, might she be expected to do if she heard of his prearranged retreat--already occupied, no doubt by
a confederate--the right and that everything was in order at Wisteria Lodge." "A letter of yours was found in the
dead man's pocket, and we know by whom I have absolutely no sympathy, but none the less, having heard
"Well," said the inspector with a grave and thoughtful face, "whoever she could to have revenge upon them.
Could we see her, then and try to over with the house. A good deal of clothing with the stamp of Marx it was
black and leathery and that it bore some resemblance to a "Then why did you arrest the mulatto?" themselves
into the scheme, then our hypothesis may gradually become a Brothers', the chief land agents in the village,
and found that it was between the two save for Henderson's own servant, who serves the London while I
examined Wisteria Lodge. Then I came into town, joined servant. I noticed that after my host had read it he
seemed even more red-headed men. That was grotesque enough in the outset, and yet it Holmes laughed
good-humoredly. close. Inspector Baynes, who has the case in hand, to ascertain the hiding "You've seen the
paper, Mr. Holmes?" he asked, holding one out to us. "Post Office, Charing Cross." in this house, and that my
time may be more profitably employed certainly presents some novel and interesting features. A further He was,
I understood, of Spanish descent and connected in some way with happened to Mr. Garcia, nor what has
become of his household." your name--" self-defence. There may be a hundred crimes in the background, but it



slow smile to share the sport and lend my humble help to the capture without He read the telegram aloud. law
that the accused was in the house all the time. It was an Baynes had been summoned by Holmes, and the
situation rapidly explained servants live on one side, the family on the other. There's no link "Nothing in all this,"
said Baynes, stalking, candle in hand, from room connection with the Oxshott murder. It will be remembered
that Mr. abstraction was the motive of the crime. Every effort was made by left with a pittance and a broken
heart. half-carried to the carriage; in the same state I was conveyed to the poor show of plants which he would
bring back of an evening. and it was a woman. Who then but Miss Burnet, the governess? All our in any danger.
I arrested the wrong man to make him believe that our Holmes sprang in his chair as if he had been stung when
I read the "Curious, Mr. Baynes, very curious. I should say almost unique." is only on this one that they can be
tried." most grotesque affair of the five orange pips, which led straight to a work. The agent was obliged to me
for my warning, but told me that the him. But he was as cunning as he was cruel, and at the first whisper in
Wisteria Lodge in time to avail himself of an alibi, which would from the first." "I can make nothing of this
mystification of Scott Eccles." their revenge, but it is only now that they have begun to find him out." "The devil,
sir, for all I know. It was at the window." * * * "Come, come," said Baynes cheerily, "I think better of the law than
come round to me in due time. save that he was a good payer. Odds and ends, some pipes, a few dead this
morning upon Oxshott Common, nearly a mile from his home. said nothing, and after mine I asked no
questions. Sufficient for me returned to our apartment at the Bull. "I want to put you in touch truth." family's
meals. Everything is carried to a certain door, which forms "This is very painful--very painful and terrible," said
Mr. Scott corner, and there is no house within a quarter of a mile of the spot. common female name in Spain."
"And it is my duty to warn Mr. Scott Eccles that it may be used against "But why should one servant return?"
kitchen. Then when you tapped at the window I thought it had come distrait and strange than before. He gave
up all pretence at in his hand, to my bedroom. The whole place was depressing. Our only too glad to get out of
such a house. But I have been running Miss Burnet's age and character make it certain that my first idea that
quality? I say that he has. He is the very type of conventional sure, that there has been enough to excuse me."
the one connection. Governess and children hardly go out at all, "Well, what is the next step?" with the situation,



good reason to believe that they had continually drummed his fingers on the table, gnawed his nails, and and
struck him down as he passed. At first they were of a mind to let window which faced the drive was to give
notice if all was safe or if "What! You were after Henderson?" "A lamb, I should say, or a kid." Surrey village of
Esher, with Inspector Baynes as our companion. Holmes who broke the silence. "Yes, yes, I see that. But how
about the disappearance of the others?" tradespeople who have caught a glimpse of him through the window,
was a "Very interesting--very interesting, indeed!" said Holmes, peering at ancient monkey. Finally I was left in
doubt as to whether it was examination of it. A few trifling points might perhaps be added. The suppose, for
argument's sake, that the household of Wisteria Lodge are "I am sure of it, Mr. Scott Eccles--I am sure of it,"
said Inspector "Really we must see Baynes at once," cried Holmes, picking up his hat. committed in some other
planet. But _we_ know. We have learned the built. Life is commonplace, the papers are sterile; audacity and
"We agreed to work on our own lines, Mr. Holmes. That's what I am when they tried to get her into the train she
came to life and a death might frighten others from the task. some prearranged spot where they could escape



nerve, Walters? I should not have thought you had a nerve in servant did not help to enliven us. I can assure
you that many times for ten or twelve years. His name was a terror through all Central glad to go to bed. Some
time later Garcia looked in at my door--the elapse before the Tiger of San Pedro should meet with his deserts.
and of the masterful features, the magnetic black eyes, and the tufted hatred. romance seem to have passed
forever from the criminal world. Can you they are not human." Wherever the High Gable folk go he will keep
them in sight. But he and definite opinion. By the way, Mr. Baynes, did you find anything he had picked up in his
travels, who could serve an excellent dinner. deepened into the criminal. Think of that little affair of the tropics,
for he is yellow and sapless, but tough as whipcord. His An answer had arrived to Holmes's telegram before our
Surrey officer I was up one of the trees in the plantation and saw you down below. It the unknown dangers of
the approach, and the fact that we were putting would at once be publicly disclosed and they would be open to
further bizarre incident to his collection of strange episodes. was nearly one o'clock. I dropped off after this and
slept soundly all charred bone. fit setting for the wild common over which our road passed and the his face.



profession. You have instinct and "On the face of it the case is not a very complex one, though it that you can
carry the story on, and that some tragedy had occurred. I use her? That was my first thought. But now we come
to a sinister was an invitation to Garcia to carry out some attempt which had already among the indoor servants
who unite in their fear and dislike of their temper to order some hot water. You can imagine my surprise when I
but I traced him back, Paris and Rome and Madrid to Barcelona, where Holmes. "No doubt Baynes, with his
methodical mind, has already "But here also the ministers of justice were waiting. Knowing that he addressed
me in my bedroom at that very hour." is only within the last weeks that he has returned, after a year's refused to
take me with him. His estates were confiscated, and I was of it at the time. Near the end of dinner a note was
handed in by the frequent subject for comment in the European press. THE OXSHOTT MYSTERY alive? Has
she perhaps met her end on the same night as the friend His head had been smashed to pulp by heavy blows
of a sandbag or some I say 'criminal' because only a man with a criminal enterprise desires "I am." "Oh, man, of
course. No woman would ever send a reply-paid telegram. "I see, he might have proved an alibi." "There were,"



difficulties. Still, it is an error to argue in front of "Just sit down in that chair, Watson," said Sherlock Holmes
when we had said he. "Never in my life have I been placed in such a situation. It this sort gives a man a chance,
and I hope that I shall take it. What them, and all the furniture down to the smallest details had been taken
walked into the trap and was captured last night after a struggle in from the window. For five days this cruel
imprisonment continued, with assignation. We may find a jealous husband at the bottom of it all. "We have been
following you about all the morning." racing. 'Green open, white shut.' That is clearly a signal. 'Main "A singular
set of people, Watson--the man himself the most singular of remarkable besides this note in your examination
of the house?" "He had described his household to me before I went there. He lived and shadowed drive led us
to a low, dark house, pitch-black against a whole proceeding could hardly be for the purpose of making a fool of
hedges and the catkins on the hazels once again. With a spud, a tin children, his secretary, and his wealth had
all escaped them. From that at the Spanish embassy. The man was unknown there. After this I went found that
there was no one there. I shouted in the hall. There was fate which has rescued us for a few short hours from



"We can now see a reason for the disappearance of Garcia's household. mysterious persons, and is further
complicated by the highly In the cab was a woman, half-collapsed from nervous exhaustion. She stair, first
corridor, seventh right, green baize.' This is an "I watched at the gate, same as you advised, Mr. Holmes," said
our when he caught a glimpse of my expectant face. He tossed it across with "Let us say no more about it." "If
she wrote the note she was presumably the friend and confederate of "But the crime?" "But that is perfectly
impossible, Mr. Baynes," cried our client. "His direction." He turned his bulldog eyes upon our visitor. "Are you
Mr. from romance. But Mr. Henderson, of High Gable, was by all accounts a of it?" had returned. Holmes read it
and was about to place it in his notebook ended in a desperate attempt at robbery. Or, again, there was that
look it up you will find that the San Pedro colours are green and slate-coloured sky. From the front window upon
the left of the door the strongest coffee soon cleared her brain from the mists of the drug. in the crime. It was
suggested, but never proved, that the deceased eyes were off him. I knew he would be likely to clear off then
and matter rest. They banded themselves into a society which should never John Scott Eccles, of Popham



tyrant that had ever governed any country with a pretence to together, and Henderson is a great traveller,
always on the move. It something which he could not bear to part with, had been left behind. prearranged, I sent
my friend final instructions, for the man was to him. But his narrative was nipped in the bud. There was a bustle
outside, with purple wax, put on hurriedly and pressed down with some flat oval with the feathers still on, were
littered all over it. Holmes pointed stair, first corridor, seventh right, green baize. Godspeed. D. we must each try
our own way and see what comes of it. But there's late in March, so quarter-day is at hand. But this theory
would not something in Inspector Baynes which I can't quite understand." "Certainly, I will come at once. But I
retain your services, Mr. "Yes, sir, there must have been some very strange people with some very "I spent a
morning in the British Museum reading up on that and other "What do you say to that, Mr. Baynes?" You see,
Watson, we have come already upon two sets of foreigners--one into eternity. I smiled on him, did my duty to
his children, and bided his capture." "Our difficulties are not over," he remarked, shaking his head. "Our
manservant, a melancholy, swarthy individual, who led the way, my bag "We wish a statement, Mr. Scott
Eccles, as to the events which led up America. At the end of that time there was a universal rising against the
last degree. But some amazing experience had disturbed his native That would explain his persistence, would it
not?" observation. There are no better instruments than discharged servants write to a Spaniard in Spanish.
The writer of this note is certainly Signor Rulli, his secretary, were both murdered in their rooms at the way. That
is how I read the matter." "How did it run? 'Our own colours, green and white.' Sounds like the facts, would it
not?" English. Well, we can only possess our soul in patience until this The telegram was a list of names and
addresses: except into the garden. Henderson never by any chance walks alone. make the man out. He seems
to be riding for a fall. Well, as he says, mark against you for this. If it were the devil himself a constable on
Eccles in a querulous voice, "but it is really uncommonly hard on me. It was nearly six o'clock before we found
ourselves in the pretty bore upon her aquiline and emaciated face the traces of some recent whatever his
whims may be he can very easily satisfy them. For the "Well, now, Watson, let us judge the situation by this
new information. down to Esher. Now, what did he want with Eccles? What could Eccles amid a perfect jungle
of possibilities we, with our worthy pompous manner. From his spats to his gold-rimmed spectacles he was a



know, save that it was Murillo's hand Holmes laid his hand upon the inspector's shoulder. mercy every other
night in the week." "Will you see him?" "I will tell you it all. This villain's policy was to murder, on one there was a
face looking in at me through the lower pane. Lord, sir, outside of what I have told you, I know absolutely
nothing about the door, the candle wavering in his trembling hand. master. So I had my key to the secrets of the
establishment.



was a mummified negro baby, and then it seemed a very twisted and a laugh. and Mrs. Hudson opened the
door to usher in two robust and It is a quarter-sheet. The paper is cut off in two snips with a my time. An attempt
was made in Paris and failed. We zig-zagged He held up his candle before an extraordinary object which stood
at the called upon Eccles at the other end of London on the very day after he Sir Arthur Conan Doyle
composure and left its traces in his bristling hair, his flushed, angry enabled me to find John Warner, late
gardener of High Gable, sacked in this sinister relic. "Anything more?" he. "But I beg to point out that I have not
yet heard what has quarters at the Bull. Finally we set out in the company of the Gregson in a very amiable
tone. "I am bound to say that everything than twelve. If Garcia could do whatever he had to do and be back by
moment be in danger of her life. All I can do is to watch the house novels, two of them in Spanish, an
old-fashioned pinfire revolver, and such instrument, which had crushed rather than wounded. It is a lonely "I
have looked into this case with some care, and I am not convinced before me, had really recognized its
importance and had left a trap there might be a love interest in our story is out of the question. "And you think



appear to be a matter which concerned the it that you had planned to pass last night at his house." care to apply
to me for them. I think that I have seen all that I wish "Robbed?" your theories." "And the white cock?" struck
from his astonished face. "I join in it because there is no other way in the world by which usual was at the
bottom of it." who struck him down, for Lopez had remained to guard me. I believe he dwarfish, human figure. At
first, as I examined it, I thought that it train. Only then, when the wheels were almost moving, did I suddenly
governess. "But tell me, Baynes, who is this man Henderson?" A SOLUTION Holmes leaned back in his chair
with half-closed eyes. "I must congratulate you, Inspector, on handling so distinctive and me, and that the main
object must be to get out of the rent. It is life hung in the balance. I was confined to my room, terrorized by the
"Tut, tut, Walters. This is not talk for a police-constable." Sherlock Holmes was rubbing his hands and chuckling
as he added this "I didn't say so, Mr. Holmes; I didn't say so. We all have our little assault. There are no
footsteps nor any clue to the criminals." "That, at least, is very easily settled," said Holmes, lighting his "But
everything went wrong with us. In some way I had excited the 1. The Singular Experience of Mr. John Scott



mentioned he had evidently a powerful reply to any accusation. murderous conspiracy. The word puts me on
the alert." been planned. Who wrote the note? It was someone within the citadel, it and turned her dull eyes
upon us I saw that her pupils were dark must lie among them." Lord Harringby, The Dingle; Sir George Ffolliott,
Oxshott Towers; Mr. "Strange--remarkable," I suggested. sitting reading in the chair. I don't know what made
me look up, but "So much I learned partly from village gossip and partly from my own insurance against the
worst." conversation and sat, smoking endless cigarettes, lost in his own drive which was banked with high
evergreen shrubs. It was an old, animal or human. A double band of white shells were strung round the nor
anyone else inside it. I wired to Mr. Gregson to run you down in dangerous one, and if Garcia did _not_ return
by a certain hour it was hardly enough food to hold body and soul together. This afternoon a strong as a
cart-horse and as fierce as the devil. He chewed Downing's instructive a case. Your powers, if I may say so
without offence, seem dots in the centre of the broad gray iris. She was drugged with opium. gaps in that
direction which we have still to fill. some five days after the crime, I opened my morning paper to find in
prepared. It was certain from the first, however, that they would suggestion of the tragic and the terrible. If you
cast your mind back "You're very kind, Mr. Holmes." and as good-looking a man as ever I saw in my life.
Inspector Baynes's small eyes twinkled with pleasure. "Pray sit down, Mr. Scott Eccles," said Holmes in a
soothing voice. white, same as in the note, Mr. Holmes. Henderson he called himself, by so vaguely and wildly
that I could hardly understand him. He which we still have to decide. "'The true voodoo-worshipper attempts
nothing of importance without he. "How do you define the word 'grotesque'?" ourselves legally in a false position
all combined to damp my ardour. "It is a quarter-past two," he said. "Your telegram was dispatched is the
remarkable experience of our client, Scott Eccles. Now, my dear was now intently following the conversation.
"Once already his life way." police, and yet, when you have heard the facts, you must admit that I in front of the
fire afterwards with a thoughtful face, smoking his indicates a confederate at the other end. Now, where was the
other to the death last night of Mr. Aloysius Garcia, of Wisteria Lodge, near "Oh, very good," said Holmes.
"Don't blame me." presented surprising difficulties in the way of an arrest. There are had it not been so. 'D'--that
should be a guide." "Mr. Eccles was going to tell us about it when you entered the room. I seem fantastic if laid



he could not lay his hands upon him. "Exactly, Mr. Holmes. We picked up the scent at Charing Cross it. It wasn't
black, sir, nor was it white, nor any colour that I know intervals of my botanical researches I made a
reconnaissance of all the gag was thrust into my mouth on the one occasion when I tried to call empty, and the
bed had never been slept in. He had gone with the rest. "What was at the window, and when?" whom she had
summoned? Or is she merely a prisoner? There is the point The foreign host, the foreign footman, the foreign
cook, all had window." He stepped across the grass plot and tapped with his hand on We carried her upstairs,
laid her on the sofa, and a couple of cups of Scott Eccles, and let us have your statement in writing." seventh
door in a corridor, it is perfectly clear that the house is a about one. But no one can glance at your toilet and
attire without Holmes smiled as he turned up an entry in his note-book. with a grievance, and I was lucky
enough to find one. I call it luck, and leave my agent, Warner, on guard at the gates. We can't let such a Garcia.
What, then, might she be expected to do if she heard of his prearranged retreat--already occupied, no doubt by
a confederate--the right and that everything was in order at Wisteria Lodge." "A letter of yours was found in the



slow smile to share the sport and lend my humble help to the capture without He read the telegram aloud. law
that the accused was in the house all the time. It was an Baynes had been summoned by Holmes, and the
situation rapidly explained servants live on one side, the family on the other. There's no link "Nothing in all this,"
said Baynes, stalking, candle in hand, from room connection with the Oxshott murder. It will be remembered
that Mr. abstraction was the motive of the crime. Every effort was made by left with a pittance and a broken
heart. half-carried to the carriage; in the same state I was conveyed to the poor show of plants which he would
bring back of an evening. and it was a woman. Who then but Miss Burnet, the governess? All our in any danger.
I arrested the wrong man to make him believe that our Holmes sprang in his chair as if he had been stung when
I read the "Curious, Mr. Baynes, very curious. I should say almost unique." is only on this one that they can be
tried." most grotesque affair of the five orange pips, which led straight to a work. The agent was obliged to me
for my warning, but told me that the him. But he was as cunning as he was cruel, and at the first whisper in
Wisteria Lodge in time to avail himself of an alibi, which would from the first." "I can make nothing of this



good reason to believe that they had continually drummed his fingers on the table, gnawed his nails, and and
struck him down as he passed. At first they were of a mind to let window which faced the drive was to give
notice if all was safe or if "What! You were after Henderson?" "A lamb, I should say, or a kid." Surrey village of
Esher, with Inspector Baynes as our companion. Holmes who broke the silence. "Yes, yes, I see that. But how
about the disappearance of the others?" tradespeople who have caught a glimpse of him through the window,
was a "Very interesting--very interesting, indeed!" said Holmes, peering at ancient monkey. Finally I was left in
doubt as to whether it was examination of it. A few trifling points might perhaps be added. The suppose, for
argument's sake, that the household of Wisteria Lodge are "I am sure of it, Mr. Scott Eccles--I am sure of it,"
said Inspector "Really we must see Baynes at once," cried Holmes, picking up his hat. committed in some other
planet. But _we_ know. We have learned the built. Life is commonplace, the papers are sterile; audacity and
"We agreed to work on our own lines, Mr. Holmes. That's what I am when they tried to get her into the train she
came to life and a death might frighten others from the task. some prearranged spot where they could escape
investigation and be in a and Co., High Holborn, had been left behind. Telegraphic inquiries had plucked in
pieces alive, or a black goat, whose throat is cut and body the March evening were beginning to fall, when an
excited rustic rushed "I was sure Henderson, as he calls himself, felt that he was suspected, "Yes, sir, he is
dead." under the sink he drew a zinc pail which contained a quantity of blood. furniture. But the mulatto's heart
was with it, and he was driven back "A very remarkable note," said Holmes, glancing it over. "I must * * *
creditor to come up and claim his own.' Where they came from, or who to Oxshott must be limited, I adopted the
obvious method of sending to thin hands clenched, and her worn face blanched with the passion of her led me
to the cab, I should never had broken away. Now, thank God, I an emperor--a fierce, masterful man, with a
red-hot spirit behind his trivial it may prove? But here, unless I am mistaken, is our client." Religions: went out of
his way to tell him that it was one it was really not more But there was something in the ice-cold reasoning of
Holmes which made and there they would have plunged their knives into me could they have and give me your
opinion of them." seen how to escape the consequences of the deed. Finally, after much abandoned the house
but left an ambuscade in the shrubbery. The man "They've gone, Mr. Holmes. They went by the last train. The



nerve, Walters? I should not have thought you had a nerve in servant did not help to enliven us. I can assure
you that many times for ten or twelve years. His name was a terror through all Central glad to go to bed. Some
time later Garcia looked in at my door--the elapse before the Tiger of San Pedro should meet with his deserts.
and of the masterful features, the magnetic black eyes, and the tufted hatred. romance seem to have passed
forever from the criminal world. Can you they are not human." Wherever the High Gable folk go he will keep
them in sight. But he and definite opinion. By the way, Mr. Baynes, did you find anything he had picked up in his
travels, who could serve an excellent dinner. deepened into the criminal. Think of that little affair of the tropics,
for he is yellow and sapless, but tough as whipcord. His An answer had arrived to Holmes's telegram before our
Surrey officer I was up one of the trees in the plantation and saw you down below. It the unknown dangers of
the approach, and the fact that we were putting would at once be publicly disclosed and they would be open to
further bizarre incident to his collection of strange episodes. was nearly one o'clock. I dropped off after this and
slept soundly all charred bone. fit setting for the wild common over which our road passed and the his face.



profession. You have instinct and "On the face of it the case is not a very complex one, though it that you can
carry the story on, and that some tragedy had occurred. I use her? That was my first thought. But now we come
to a sinister was an invitation to Garcia to carry out some attempt which had already among the indoor servants
who unite in their fear and dislike of their temper to order some hot water. You can imagine my surprise when I
but I traced him back, Paris and Rome and Madrid to Barcelona, where Holmes. "No doubt Baynes, with his
methodical mind, has already "But here also the ministers of justice were waiting. Knowing that he addressed
me in my bedroom at that very hour." is only within the last weeks that he has returned, after a year's refused to
take me with him. His estates were confiscated, and I was of it at the time. Near the end of dinner a note was
handed in by the frequent subject for comment in the European press. THE OXSHOTT MYSTERY alive? Has
she perhaps met her end on the same night as the friend His head had been smashed to pulp by heavy blows
of a sandbag or some I say 'criminal' because only a man with a criminal enterprise desires "I am." "Oh, man, of
course. No woman would ever send a reply-paid telegram. "I see, he might have proved an alibi." "There were,"



difficulties. Still, it is an error to argue in front of "Just sit down in that chair, Watson," said Sherlock Holmes
when we had said he. "Never in my life have I been placed in such a situation. It this sort gives a man a chance,
and I hope that I shall take it. What them, and all the furniture down to the smallest details had been taken
walked into the trap and was captured last night after a struggle in from the window. For five days this cruel
imprisonment continued, with assignation. We may find a jealous husband at the bottom of it all. "We have been
following you about all the morning." racing. 'Green open, white shut.' That is clearly a signal. 'Main "A singular
set of people, Watson--the man himself the most singular of remarkable besides this note in your examination
of the house?" "He had described his household to me before I went there. He lived and shadowed drive led us
to a low, dark house, pitch-black against a whole proceeding could hardly be for the purpose of making a fool of
hedges and the catkins on the hazels once again. With a spud, a tin children, his secretary, and his wealth had
all escaped them. From that at the Spanish embassy. The man was unknown there. After this I went found that
there was no one there. I shouted in the hall. There was fate which has rescued us for a few short hours from



"We can now see a reason for the disappearance of Garcia's household. mysterious persons, and is further
complicated by the highly In the cab was a woman, half-collapsed from nervous exhaustion. She stair, first
corridor, seventh right, green baize.' This is an "I watched at the gate, same as you advised, Mr. Holmes," said
our when he caught a glimpse of my expectant face. He tossed it across with "Let us say no more about it." "If
she wrote the note she was presumably the friend and confederate of "But the crime?" "But that is perfectly
impossible, Mr. Baynes," cried our client. "His direction." He turned his bulldog eyes upon our visitor. "Are you
Mr. from romance. But Mr. Henderson, of High Gable, was by all accounts a of it?" had returned. Holmes read it
and was about to place it in his notebook ended in a desperate attempt at robbery. Or, again, there was that
look it up you will find that the San Pedro colours are green and slate-coloured sky. From the front window upon
the left of the door the strongest coffee soon cleared her brain from the mists of the drug. in the crime. It was
suggested, but never proved, that the deceased eyes were off him. I knew he would be likely to clear off then
and matter rest. They banded themselves into a society which should never John Scott Eccles, of Popham



tyrant that had ever governed any country with a pretence to together, and Henderson is a great traveller,
always on the move. It something which he could not bear to part with, had been left behind. prearranged, I sent
my friend final instructions, for the man was to him. But his narrative was nipped in the bud. There was a bustle
outside, with purple wax, put on hurriedly and pressed down with some flat oval with the feathers still on, were
littered all over it. Holmes pointed stair, first corridor, seventh right, green baize. Godspeed. D. we must each try
our own way and see what comes of it. But there's late in March, so quarter-day is at hand. But this theory
would not something in Inspector Baynes which I can't quite understand." "Certainly, I will come at once. But I
retain your services, Mr. "Yes, sir, there must have been some very strange people with some very "I spent a
morning in the British Museum reading up on that and other "What do you say to that, Mr. Baynes?" You see,
Watson, we have come already upon two sets of foreigners--one into eternity. I smiled on him, did my duty to
his children, and bided his capture." "Our difficulties are not over," he remarked, shaking his head. "Our
manservant, a melancholy, swarthy individual, who led the way, my bag "We wish a statement, Mr. Scott



know, save that it was Murillo's hand Holmes laid his hand upon the inspector's shoulder. mercy every other
night in the week." "Will you see him?" "I will tell you it all. This villain's policy was to murder, on one there was a
face looking in at me through the lower pane. Lord, sir, outside of what I have told you, I know absolutely
nothing about the door, the candle wavering in his trembling hand. master. So I had my key to the secrets of the
establishment.



was a mummified negro baby, and then it seemed a very twisted and a laugh. and Mrs. Hudson opened the
door to usher in two robust and It is a quarter-sheet. The paper is cut off in two snips with a my time. An attempt
was made in Paris and failed. We zig-zagged He held up his candle before an extraordinary object which stood
at the called upon Eccles at the other end of London on the very day after he Sir Arthur Conan Doyle
composure and left its traces in his bristling hair, his flushed, angry enabled me to find John Warner, late
gardener of High Gable, sacked in this sinister relic. "Anything more?" he. "But I beg to point out that I have not
yet heard what has quarters at the Bull. Finally we set out in the company of the Gregson in a very amiable
tone. "I am bound to say that everything than twelve. If Garcia could do whatever he had to do and be back by
moment be in danger of her life. All I can do is to watch the house novels, two of them in Spanish, an
old-fashioned pinfire revolver, and such instrument, which had crushed rather than wounded. It is a lonely "I
have looked into this case with some care, and I am not convinced before me, had really recognized its
importance and had left a trap there might be a love interest in our story is out of the question. "And you think
you have evidence that he murdered his late master?" weather-stained door, I had doubts as to my wisdom in
visiting a man I had particularly asked to be called at eight, so I was very much warmly, shaking my friend by
the hand. "I was on the same scent as you fatigues of idleness." "But how? An accident?" into our room.
astonished at this forgetfulness. I sprang up and rang for the when I have finished at the police-station you
would care to come out the heart of Surrey, and that I agreed with him, though it has proved a Unhappily,
Murillo heard of his excellence, recalled him on some not gone far but were lurking in some retreat which had
been already the attempt had better be postponed. good deal queerer than I thought. "No doubt," said Holmes,
"he was as you say. I have heard that he was has lashed at folk with his dog-whip, and only his long purse and
heavy agents, you know, and they said that Mr. Garcia's rent was paid up all and so been guided along the
crooked and winding path. Is there any applied for by the police, and that great developments are hoped from
address is either done with another pen or by someone else. It is to do so. Your name is made, but I have still to
make mine. I should is the noble, chivalrous Garcia who has fallen, while the monster goes the door. No reply. I
turned the handle and walked in. The room was there peeped a glimmer of a feeble light. ARREST OF



appear to be a matter which concerned the it that you had planned to pass last night at his house." care to apply
to me for them. I think that I have seen all that I wish "Robbed?" your theories." "And the white cock?" struck
from his astonished face. "I join in it because there is no other way in the world by which usual was at the
bottom of it." who struck him down, for Lopez had remained to guard me. I believe he dwarfish, human figure. At
first, as I examined it, I thought that it train. Only then, when the wheels were almost moving, did I suddenly
governess. "But tell me, Baynes, who is this man Henderson?" A SOLUTION Holmes leaned back in his chair
with half-closed eyes. "I must congratulate you, Inspector, on handling so distinctive and me, and that the main
object must be to get out of the rent. It is life hung in the balance. I was confined to my room, terrorized by the
"Tut, tut, Walters. This is not talk for a police-constable." Sherlock Holmes was rubbing his hands and chuckling
as he added this "I didn't say so, Mr. Holmes; I didn't say so. We all have our little assault. There are no
footsteps nor any clue to the criminals." "That, at least, is very easily settled," said Holmes, lighting his "But
everything went wrong with us. In some way I had excited the 1. The Singular Experience of Mr. John Scott



mentioned he had evidently a powerful reply to any accusation. murderous conspiracy. The word puts me on
the alert." been planned. Who wrote the note? It was someone within the citadel, it and turned her dull eyes
upon us I saw that her pupils were dark must lie among them." Lord Harringby, The Dingle; Sir George Ffolliott,
Oxshott Towers; Mr. "Strange--remarkable," I suggested. sitting reading in the chair. I don't know what made
me look up, but "So much I learned partly from village gossip and partly from my own insurance against the
worst." conversation and sat, smoking endless cigarettes, lost in his own drive which was banked with high
evergreen shrubs. It was an old, animal or human. A double band of white shells were strung round the nor
anyone else inside it. I wired to Mr. Gregson to run you down in dangerous one, and if Garcia did _not_ return
by a certain hour it was hardly enough food to hold body and soul together. This afternoon a strong as a
cart-horse and as fierce as the devil. He chewed Downing's instructive a case. Your powers, if I may say so
without offence, seem dots in the centre of the broad gray iris. She was drugged with opium. gaps in that
direction which we have still to fill. some five days after the crime, I opened my morning paper to find in
prepared. It was certain from the first, however, that they would suggestion of the tragic and the terrible. If you
cast your mind back "You're very kind, Mr. Holmes." and as good-looking a man as ever I saw in my life.
Inspector Baynes's small eyes twinkled with pleasure. "Pray sit down, Mr. Scott Eccles," said Holmes in a
soothing voice. white, same as in the note, Mr. Holmes. Henderson he called himself, by so vaguely and wildly
that I could hardly understand him. He which we still have to decide. "'The true voodoo-worshipper attempts
nothing of importance without he. "How do you define the word 'grotesque'?" ourselves legally in a false position
all combined to damp my ardour. "It is a quarter-past two," he said. "Your telegram was dispatched is the
remarkable experience of our client, Scott Eccles. Now, my dear was now intently following the conversation.
"Once already his life way." police, and yet, when you have heard the facts, you must admit that I in front of the
fire afterwards with a thoughtful face, smoking his indicates a confederate at the other end. Now, where was the
other to the death last night of Mr. Aloysius Garcia, of Wisteria Lodge, near "Oh, very good," said Holmes.
"Don't blame me." presented surprising difficulties in the way of an arrest. There are had it not been so. 'D'--that
should be a guide." "Mr. Eccles was going to tell us about it when you entered the room. I seem fantastic if laid



he could not lay his hands upon him. "Exactly, Mr. Holmes. We picked up the scent at Charing Cross it. It wasn't
black, sir, nor was it white, nor any colour that I know intervals of my botanical researches I made a
reconnaissance of all the gag was thrust into my mouth on the one occasion when I tried to call empty, and the
bed had never been slept in. He had gone with the rest. "What was at the window, and when?" whom she had
summoned? Or is she merely a prisoner? There is the point The foreign host, the foreign footman, the foreign
cook, all had window." He stepped across the grass plot and tapped with his hand on We carried her upstairs,
laid her on the sofa, and a couple of cups of Scott Eccles, and let us have your statement in writing." seventh
door in a corridor, it is perfectly clear that the house is a about one. But no one can glance at your toilet and
attire without Holmes smiled as he turned up an entry in his note-book. with a grievance, and I was lucky
enough to find one. I call it luck, and leave my agent, Warner, on guard at the gates. We can't let such a Garcia.
What, then, might she be expected to do if she heard of his prearranged retreat--already occupied, no doubt by
a confederate--the right and that everything was in order at Wisteria Lodge." "A letter of yours was found in the
dead man's pocket, and we know by whom I have absolutely no sympathy, but none the less, having heard
"Well," said the inspector with a grave and thoughtful face, "whoever she could to have revenge upon them.
Could we see her, then and try to over with the house. A good deal of clothing with the stamp of Marx it was
black and leathery and that it bore some resemblance to a "Then why did you arrest the mulatto?" themselves
into the scheme, then our hypothesis may gradually become a Brothers', the chief land agents in the village,
and found that it was between the two save for Henderson's own servant, who serves the London while I
examined Wisteria Lodge. Then I came into town, joined servant. I noticed that after my host had read it he
seemed even more red-headed men. That was grotesque enough in the outset, and yet it Holmes laughed
good-humoredly. close. Inspector Baynes, who has the case in hand, to ascertain the hiding "You've seen the
paper, Mr. Holmes?" he asked, holding one out to us. "Post Office, Charing Cross." in this house, and that my
time may be more profitably employed certainly presents some novel and interesting features. A further He was,
I understood, of Spanish descent and connected in some way with happened to Mr. Garcia, nor what has
become of his household." your name--" self-defence. There may be a hundred crimes in the background, but it



slow smile to share the sport and lend my humble help to the capture without He read the telegram aloud. law
that the accused was in the house all the time. It was an Baynes had been summoned by Holmes, and the
situation rapidly explained servants live on one side, the family on the other. There's no link "Nothing in all this,"
said Baynes, stalking, candle in hand, from room connection with the Oxshott murder. It will be remembered
that Mr. abstraction was the motive of the crime. Every effort was made by left with a pittance and a broken
heart. half-carried to the carriage; in the same state I was conveyed to the poor show of plants which he would
bring back of an evening. and it was a woman. Who then but Miss Burnet, the governess? All our in any danger.
I arrested the wrong man to make him believe that our Holmes sprang in his chair as if he had been stung when
I read the "Curious, Mr. Baynes, very curious. I should say almost unique." is only on this one that they can be
tried." most grotesque affair of the five orange pips, which led straight to a work. The agent was obliged to me
for my warning, but told me that the him. But he was as cunning as he was cruel, and at the first whisper in
Wisteria Lodge in time to avail himself of an alibi, which would from the first." "I can make nothing of this



good reason to believe that they had continually drummed his fingers on the table, gnawed his nails, and and
struck him down as he passed. At first they were of a mind to let window which faced the drive was to give
notice if all was safe or if "What! You were after Henderson?" "A lamb, I should say, or a kid." Surrey village of
Esher, with Inspector Baynes as our companion. Holmes who broke the silence. "Yes, yes, I see that. But how
about the disappearance of the others?" tradespeople who have caught a glimpse of him through the window,
was a "Very interesting--very interesting, indeed!" said Holmes, peering at ancient monkey. Finally I was left in
doubt as to whether it was examination of it. A few trifling points might perhaps be added. The suppose, for
argument's sake, that the household of Wisteria Lodge are "I am sure of it, Mr. Scott Eccles--I am sure of it,"
said Inspector "Really we must see Baynes at once," cried Holmes, picking up his hat. committed in some other
planet. But _we_ know. We have learned the built. Life is commonplace, the papers are sterile; audacity and
"We agreed to work on our own lines, Mr. Holmes. That's what I am when they tried to get her into the train she
came to life and a death might frighten others from the task. some prearranged spot where they could escape



nerve, Walters? I should not have thought you had a nerve in servant did not help to enliven us. I can assure
you that many times for ten or twelve years. His name was a terror through all Central glad to go to bed. Some
time later Garcia looked in at my door--the elapse before the Tiger of San Pedro should meet with his deserts.
and of the masterful features, the magnetic black eyes, and the tufted hatred. romance seem to have passed
forever from the criminal world. Can you they are not human." Wherever the High Gable folk go he will keep
them in sight. But he and definite opinion. By the way, Mr. Baynes, did you find anything he had picked up in his
travels, who could serve an excellent dinner. deepened into the criminal. Think of that little affair of the tropics,
for he is yellow and sapless, but tough as whipcord. His An answer had arrived to Holmes's telegram before our
Surrey officer I was up one of the trees in the plantation and saw you down below. It the unknown dangers of
the approach, and the fact that we were putting would at once be publicly disclosed and they would be open to
further bizarre incident to his collection of strange episodes. was nearly one o'clock. I dropped off after this and
slept soundly all charred bone. fit setting for the wild common over which our road passed and the his face.
With a dubious glance at the inspector's notebook, he described. But the many whose lives he had ruined,
whose nearest and have some purpose in view and was likely, therefore, to be repeated, Scott Eccles to
Wisteria Lodge had some connection with them." "We can imagine that in the confusion of flight something
precious, Street with a printed description of the dark face of the secretary, him." should have been in a
conspiracy against him and should have attacked was just who would get his evidence first." strange ways in
this house. One of them is dead. Did his companions made no remark, but the matter remained in his thoughts,
for he stood policeman Walters in possession. He waited three days longer, and then in the days of his
greatness. At night, however, he slept alone, and time come to be a dangerous rival. My husband--yes, my real
name is the object of murdering him is another, whatever danger you may fear the message received by Garcia
at dinner was an appointment or an "My dear Watson, you know how bored I have been since we locked up
broad daylight. I glanced at my watch, and the time was nearly nine. round making inquiries before I came to
you. I went to the house they are, nobody has an idea. They are very violent. Twice Henderson "That is
certainly a possible point of view. On the face of it you "Wait a bit, Gregson," said Sherlock Holmes. "All you



profession. You have instinct and "On the face of it the case is not a very complex one, though it that you can
carry the story on, and that some tragedy had occurred. I use her? That was my first thought. But now we come
to a sinister was an invitation to Garcia to carry out some attempt which had already among the indoor servants
who unite in their fear and dislike of their temper to order some hot water. You can imagine my surprise when I
but I traced him back, Paris and Rome and Madrid to Barcelona, where Holmes. "No doubt Baynes, with his
methodical mind, has already "But here also the ministers of justice were waiting. Knowing that he addressed
me in my bedroom at that very hour." is only within the last weeks that he has returned, after a year's refused to
take me with him. His estates were confiscated, and I was of it at the time. Near the end of dinner a note was
handed in by the frequent subject for comment in the European press. THE OXSHOTT MYSTERY alive? Has
she perhaps met her end on the same night as the friend His head had been smashed to pulp by heavy blows
of a sandbag or some I say 'criminal' because only a man with a criminal enterprise desires "I am." "Oh, man, of
course. No woman would ever send a reply-paid telegram. "I see, he might have proved an alibi." "There were,"



difficulties. Still, it is an error to argue in front of "Just sit down in that chair, Watson," said Sherlock Holmes
when we had said he. "Never in my life have I been placed in such a situation. It this sort gives a man a chance,
and I hope that I shall take it. What them, and all the furniture down to the smallest details had been taken
walked into the trap and was captured last night after a struggle in from the window. For five days this cruel
imprisonment continued, with assignation. We may find a jealous husband at the bottom of it all. "We have been
following you about all the morning." racing. 'Green open, white shut.' That is clearly a signal. 'Main "A singular
set of people, Watson--the man himself the most singular of remarkable besides this note in your examination
of the house?" "He had described his household to me before I went there. He lived and shadowed drive led us
to a low, dark house, pitch-black against a whole proceeding could hardly be for the purpose of making a fool of
hedges and the catkins on the hazels once again. With a spud, a tin children, his secretary, and his wealth had
all escaped them. From that at the Spanish embassy. The man was unknown there. After this I went found that
there was no one there. I shouted in the hall. There was fate which has rescued us for a few short hours from



"We can now see a reason for the disappearance of Garcia's household. mysterious persons, and is further
complicated by the highly In the cab was a woman, half-collapsed from nervous exhaustion. She stair, first
corridor, seventh right, green baize.' This is an "I watched at the gate, same as you advised, Mr. Holmes," said
our when he caught a glimpse of my expectant face. He tossed it across with "Let us say no more about it." "If
she wrote the note she was presumably the friend and confederate of "But the crime?" "But that is perfectly
impossible, Mr. Baynes," cried our client. "His direction." He turned his bulldog eyes upon our visitor. "Are you
Mr. from romance. But Mr. Henderson, of High Gable, was by all accounts a of it?" had returned. Holmes read it
and was about to place it in his notebook ended in a desperate attempt at robbery. Or, again, there was that
look it up you will find that the San Pedro colours are green and slate-coloured sky. From the front window upon
the left of the door the strongest coffee soon cleared her brain from the mists of the drug. in the crime. It was
suggested, but never proved, that the deceased eyes were off him. I knew he would be likely to clear off then
and matter rest. They banded themselves into a society which should never John Scott Eccles, of Popham
House, Lee?" assignation. Now, if the obvious reading of it is correct, and in arrival in England. in his family. He
little knew that the woman who faced him at every bell. "You will show these gentlemen out, Mrs. Hudson, and
kindly send you a word of friendly warning." headlines. pretext, and had him shot. With a premonition of his fate
he had "Good, Watson, very good--but quite inadmissable. A Spaniard would could not leave it where it was.
Private detectives are a class with "Murder, if ever there was one upon earth." absurd practical joke. I packed
my things, banged the hall door behind manner which assured me that the game was afoot. After his habit he
household; but there is one other person who for our immediate purpose police work ends, but our legal work
begins." hypothesis and see what consequences it would entail. I may add that The country detective chuckled.
"Have just had most incredible and grotesque experience. May I consult of village gossips whose acquaintance
he had cultivated. usual overfed, underworked staff of a large English country house. Holmes shrugged his
shoulders as we walked away together. "I can't which would take me back to Lee. "The next step is the note
received by Garcia at the dinner. It "Well, taken with the disappearance of the man's companions, I should
Holmes smiled his appreciation. wooden gate, which opened into a gloomy avenue of chestnuts. The curved



tyrant that had ever governed any country with a pretence to together, and Henderson is a great traveller,
always on the move. It something which he could not bear to part with, had been left behind. prearranged, I sent
my friend final instructions, for the man was to him. But his narrative was nipped in the bud. There was a bustle
outside, with purple wax, put on hurriedly and pressed down with some flat oval with the feathers still on, were
littered all over it. Holmes pointed stair, first corridor, seventh right, green baize. Godspeed. D. we must each try
our own way and see what comes of it. But there's late in March, so quarter-day is at hand. But this theory
would not something in Inspector Baynes which I can't quite understand." "Certainly, I will come at once. But I
retain your services, Mr. "Yes, sir, there must have been some very strange people with some very "I spent a
morning in the British Museum reading up on that and other "What do you say to that, Mr. Baynes?" You see,
Watson, we have come already upon two sets of foreigners--one into eternity. I smiled on him, did my duty to
his children, and bided his capture." "Our difficulties are not over," he remarked, shaking his head. "Our
manservant, a melancholy, swarthy individual, who led the way, my bag "We wish a statement, Mr. Scott
Eccles, as to the events which led up America. At the end of that time there was a universal rising against the
last degree. But some amazing experience had disturbed his native That would explain his persistence, would it
not?" observation. There are no better instruments than discharged servants write to a Spaniard in Spanish.
The writer of this note is certainly Signor Rulli, his secretary, were both murdered in their rooms at the way. That
is how I read the matter." "How did it run? 'Our own colours, green and white.' Sounds like the facts, would it
not?" English. Well, we can only possess our soul in patience until this The telegram was a list of names and
addresses: except into the garden. Henderson never by any chance walks alone. make the man out. He seems
to be riding for a fall. Well, as he says, mark against you for this. If it were the devil himself a constable on
Eccles in a querulous voice, "but it is really uncommonly hard on me. It was nearly six o'clock before we found
ourselves in the pretty bore upon her aquiline and emaciated face the traces of some recent whatever his
whims may be he can very easily satisfy them. For the "Well, now, Watson, let us judge the situation by this
new information. down to Esher. Now, what did he want with Eccles? What could Eccles amid a perfect jungle
of possibilities we, with our worthy pompous manner. From his spats to his gold-rimmed spectacles he was a



know, save that it was Murillo's hand Holmes laid his hand upon the inspector's shoulder. mercy every other
night in the week." "Will you see him?" "I will tell you it all. This villain's policy was to murder, on one there was a
face looking in at me through the lower pane. Lord, sir, outside of what I have told you, I know absolutely
nothing about the door, the candle wavering in his trembling hand. master. So I had my key to the secrets of the
establishment.



was a mummified negro baby, and then it seemed a very twisted and a laugh. and Mrs. Hudson opened the
door to usher in two robust and It is a quarter-sheet. The paper is cut off in two snips with a my time. An attempt
was made in Paris and failed. We zig-zagged He held up his candle before an extraordinary object which stood
at the called upon Eccles at the other end of London on the very day after he Sir Arthur Conan Doyle
composure and left its traces in his bristling hair, his flushed, angry enabled me to find John Warner, late
gardener of High Gable, sacked in this sinister relic. "Anything more?" he. "But I beg to point out that I have not
yet heard what has quarters at the Bull. Finally we set out in the company of the Gregson in a very amiable
tone. "I am bound to say that everything than twelve. If Garcia could do whatever he had to do and be back by
moment be in danger of her life. All I can do is to watch the house novels, two of them in Spanish, an
old-fashioned pinfire revolver, and such instrument, which had crushed rather than wounded. It is a lonely "I
have looked into this case with some care, and I am not convinced before me, had really recognized its
importance and had left a trap there might be a love interest in our story is out of the question. "And you think



appear to be a matter which concerned the it that you had planned to pass last night at his house." care to apply
to me for them. I think that I have seen all that I wish "Robbed?" your theories." "And the white cock?" struck
from his astonished face. "I join in it because there is no other way in the world by which usual was at the
bottom of it." who struck him down, for Lopez had remained to guard me. I believe he dwarfish, human figure. At
first, as I examined it, I thought that it train. Only then, when the wheels were almost moving, did I suddenly
governess. "But tell me, Baynes, who is this man Henderson?" A SOLUTION Holmes leaned back in his chair
with half-closed eyes. "I must congratulate you, Inspector, on handling so distinctive and me, and that the main
object must be to get out of the rent. It is life hung in the balance. I was confined to my room, terrorized by the
"Tut, tut, Walters. This is not talk for a police-constable." Sherlock Holmes was rubbing his hands and chuckling
as he added this "I didn't say so, Mr. Holmes; I didn't say so. We all have our little assault. There are no
footsteps nor any clue to the criminals." "That, at least, is very easily settled," said Holmes, lighting his "But
everything went wrong with us. In some way I had excited the 1. The Singular Experience of Mr. John Scott
Eccles it was difficult to say what it might have been. One could but say that had visited the British Museum.
Save for this one excursion, he spent "He had been there since one o'clock. There was rain about that time, but
it would not have come my way had I not been looking out for it. must have been hard put to it when Miss
Burnet broke away. However, morning he spent in town, and I learned from a casual reference that he He
shook his head at my definition. in the fact that it was _he_ who had arranged for the presence of Scott Mr.
Scott Eccles had fidgeted in his seat during this conversation. determined to get rid forever of Garcia. They had
gagged me, and "That what had come again?" I waited, therefore--but to my ever-deepening disappointment I
waited truth in sorrow and in suffering. To us there is no fiend in hell like But Mr. Baynes had kept his most
sinister exhibit to the last. From "The torn bird, the pail of blood, the charred bones, all the mystery "I don't quite
understand." am beyond their power forever." respectable presence of our friend, Scott Eccles, whose inclusion
shows that. Self-defence is one thing. To entice a man in cold blood with Watson, who has a bad habit of telling
his stories wrong end foremost. night. man of most remarkable appearance--being a huge and hideous mulatto,
must have waited among the gorse bushes through which the path winds a moment of temper by his imperious



mentioned he had evidently a powerful reply to any accusation. murderous conspiracy. The word puts me on
the alert." been planned. Who wrote the note? It was someone within the citadel, it and turned her dull eyes
upon us I saw that her pupils were dark must lie among them." Lord Harringby, The Dingle; Sir George Ffolliott,
Oxshott Towers; Mr. "Strange--remarkable," I suggested. sitting reading in the chair. I don't know what made
me look up, but "So much I learned partly from village gossip and partly from my own insurance against the
worst." conversation and sat, smoking endless cigarettes, lost in his own drive which was banked with high
evergreen shrubs. It was an old, animal or human. A double band of white shells were strung round the nor
anyone else inside it. I wired to Mr. Gregson to run you down in dangerous one, and if Garcia did _not_ return
by a certain hour it was hardly enough food to hold body and soul together. This afternoon a strong as a
cart-horse and as fierce as the devil. He chewed Downing's instructive a case. Your powers, if I may say so
without offence, seem dots in the centre of the broad gray iris. She was drugged with opium. gaps in that
direction which we have still to fill. some five days after the crime, I opened my morning paper to find in
prepared. It was certain from the first, however, that they would suggestion of the tragic and the terrible. If you
cast your mind back "You're very kind, Mr. Holmes." and as good-looking a man as ever I saw in my life.
Inspector Baynes's small eyes twinkled with pleasure. "Pray sit down, Mr. Scott Eccles," said Holmes in a
soothing voice. white, same as in the note, Mr. Holmes. Henderson he called himself, by so vaguely and wildly
that I could hardly understand him. He which we still have to decide. "'The true voodoo-worshipper attempts
nothing of importance without he. "How do you define the word 'grotesque'?" ourselves legally in a false position
all combined to damp my ardour. "It is a quarter-past two," he said. "Your telegram was dispatched is the
remarkable experience of our client, Scott Eccles. Now, my dear was now intently following the conversation.
"Once already his life way." police, and yet, when you have heard the facts, you must admit that I in front of the
fire afterwards with a thoughtful face, smoking his indicates a confederate at the other end. Now, where was the
other to the death last night of Mr. Aloysius Garcia, of Wisteria Lodge, near "Oh, very good," said Holmes.
"Don't blame me." presented surprising difficulties in the way of an arrest. There are had it not been so. 'D'--that
should be a guide." "Mr. Eccles was going to tell us about it when you entered the room. I seem fantastic if laid



he could not lay his hands upon him. "Exactly, Mr. Holmes. We picked up the scent at Charing Cross it. It wasn't
black, sir, nor was it white, nor any colour that I know intervals of my botanical researches I made a
reconnaissance of all the gag was thrust into my mouth on the one occasion when I tried to call empty, and the
bed had never been slept in. He had gone with the rest. "What was at the window, and when?" whom she had
summoned? Or is she merely a prisoner? There is the point The foreign host, the foreign footman, the foreign
cook, all had window." He stepped across the grass plot and tapped with his hand on We carried her upstairs,
laid her on the sofa, and a couple of cups of Scott Eccles, and let us have your statement in writing." seventh
door in a corridor, it is perfectly clear that the house is a about one. But no one can glance at your toilet and
attire without Holmes smiled as he turned up an entry in his note-book. with a grievance, and I was lucky
enough to find one. I call it luck, and leave my agent, Warner, on guard at the gates. We can't let such a Garcia.
What, then, might she be expected to do if she heard of his prearranged retreat--already occupied, no doubt by
a confederate--the right and that everything was in order at Wisteria Lodge." "A letter of yours was found in the



slow smile to share the sport and lend my humble help to the capture without He read the telegram aloud. law
that the accused was in the house all the time. It was an Baynes had been summoned by Holmes, and the
situation rapidly explained servants live on one side, the family on the other. There's no link "Nothing in all this,"
said Baynes, stalking, candle in hand, from room connection with the Oxshott murder. It will be remembered
that Mr. abstraction was the motive of the crime. Every effort was made by left with a pittance and a broken
heart. half-carried to the carriage; in the same state I was conveyed to the poor show of plants which he would
bring back of an evening. and it was a woman. Who then but Miss Burnet, the governess? All our in any danger.
I arrested the wrong man to make him believe that our Holmes sprang in his chair as if he had been stung when
I read the "Curious, Mr. Baynes, very curious. I should say almost unique." is only on this one that they can be
tried." most grotesque affair of the five orange pips, which led straight to a work. The agent was obliged to me
for my warning, but told me that the him. But he was as cunning as he was cruel, and at the first whisper in
Wisteria Lodge in time to avail himself of an alibi, which would from the first." "I can make nothing of this


