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THE YELLOW FACE

[In publishing these short sketches based upon the nu-
merous cases in which my companion’s singular gifts have made
us the listeners to, and eventually the actors in, some strange
drama, it is only natural that I should dwell rather upon his
successes than upon his failures. And this not so much for the
sake of his reputation — for, indeed, it was when he was at
his wits’ end that his energy and his versatility were most
admirable — but because where he failed it happened too often
that no one else succeeded, and that the tale was left forever
without a conclusion. Now and again, however, it chanced that
even when he erred, the truth was still discovered. I have noted
of some half-dozen cases of the kind; the Adventure of the
Musgrave Ritual and that which I am about to recount are the
two which present the strongest features of interest. ]

Sherlock Holmes was a man who seldom took exercise
for exercise’s sake. Few men were capable of greater muscular
effort, and he was undoubtedly one of the finest oxers of his
weight that I have ever seen; but he looked upon aimless bodily
exertion as a waste of energy, and he seldom bestirred himself
save when there was some professional object to be served.
Then he was absolutely untiring and indefatigable. That he
should have kept himself in training under such circumstances
is remarkable, but his diet was usually of the sparest, and his
habits were simple to the verge of austerity. Save for the
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BUITATOK I3 JKOBTVIM OB/INMYYAM

L1imKoM IpMPOJHO, IO 5, TOTYIOUM [0 MyO/IiKalil 11i KOpOTKi
HapJICH, B OCHOBY SIKMX JIAAIJIV Ti YMC/IEHH] BUIIAJIKY, KOMIY CBOE-
PifHMIT TaJTAHT MOTO IIPUATENIA CHHOHYKaB MeHe JKaflioHO BUCTTY-
XOBYBATH JIOTO 3BiT PO AKYCh HE3BMYANIHY PaMYy, a 94acoM i ca-
MOMY CTaBaTy I Y9aCHMKOM, YacTillle 3yIMHAKCA Ha JIOro
ycmixax, HDK Ha HeBfadax. Sl 4MHIO Tak He Yepe3 TypOOTY Ipo
JIOTO pemyTallio, Hi: afpKe caMe TOfi, KON 3aBJaHHA CTaBUJIO
JIOTO B DIIXUJI KYT, J€TeKTVB OCOOIBO [IVIByBaB MEeHe CBOEI0
eHeprielo Ta 6ararorpaHHicTIO TayaHTy. S po6io Tak i3 Tiei mpu-
YMHY, 1[0 TaM, Ae [onvc 3a3HaBaB HeB/jadi, y>Ke YacTO BUABIIA-
TI0CA, IO HIiXTO iHINNII TaK i He JOCATHYB YCIIiXY, i TOIi pO3IIOBifib
3ammianacs 6e3 poss’sa3Ky. YacoM, OfHaK, TPAIUIAIOCA I TakKe,
110 Mili IPUATE/b IOMUTIABCS, & iICTUHY BCe XK BUAB/IAIN. Y MOII
KOJIEKIIii € IPMOIM3HO IT ATh-IICTh TAKUX BUTIAJKIB, Cepef SIKMX
HaJACKPABIIIMMM Ta HaJIIiKaBillMU € iBa — CIIpaBa IIPO Apy-
Ty IUIAMY 11 Ta iCTOpif, AKY s 30Mparocs po3noBicTu 3apas.

mepnox TonmMc BOMiB He BAaBaTUCA O TPEHYBaHb
3apajy TpeHyBaHb. HebaraTo s 3HaliieThCs JI0fielt, 611bII00
MipoI0 3JaTHIX HAIIPY>KyBaT! BCIO CUJTY CBOIX M A3iB, i y cBOiit
BaroBiil KaTeropii BiH OyB 6e3lepedHO OTHMM i3 HalIKpaIyx
OOKcepiB, KOTPUX s TiNbKM 3HaB. Ajle B 6e3LibHI HAPysi
TillecHOI cvy BiH 6auuB jiile MapHYBaHHA eHeprii, i jioro,
OyBaJio, 3 MiCIIs He 3pYILINII, KPiM TUX BUIAJKiB, KOJIM CIIpaBa
crocyBanacs ¢axy gerekrusa. Ocb Tofi BiH OyBaB i 30BciM yxe
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occasional use of cocaine, he had no vices, and he only turned
to the drug as a protest against the monotony of existence when
cases were scanty and the papers uninteresting.

One day in early spring he had so far relaxed as to go for
a walk with me in the Park, where the first faint shoots of green
were breaking out upon the elms, and the sticky spear-heads of
the chestnuts were just beginning to burst into their five-fold
leaves. For two hours we rambled about together, in silence for
the most part, as befits two men who know each other intimately.
It was nearly five before we were back in Baker Street once
more.

“Beg pardon, sir;” said our page-boy, as he opened the door.
“There’s been a gentleman here asking for you, sir”

Holmes glanced reproachfully at me. “So much for afternoon
walks!” said he. “Has this gentleman gone, then?”

“Yes, sir”

“Didn’t you ask him in?”

“Yes, sir; he came in”

“How long did he wait?”

“Half an hour, sir. He was a very restless gentleman, sir,
a-walkin’ and a-stampin’ all the time he was here. I was waitin’
outside the door, sir, and I could hear him. At last he outs into
the passage, and he cries, ‘Is that man never goin’ to come?’
Those were his very words, sir. “You'll only need to wait a little
longer, says I. “Then I'll wait in the open air, for I feel half
choked, says he. T1l be back before long” And with that he ups
and he outs, and all I could say wouldn’t hold him back”

“Well, well, you did your best,” said Holmes, as we walked
into our room. “It’s very annoying, though, Watson. I was badly
in need of a case, and this looks, from the man’s impatience, as
if it were of importance. Hullo! That’s not your pipe on the table.
He must have left his behind him. a nice old brier with a good
long stem of what the tobacconists call amber. I wonder how
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HEBTOMHMI 1 He BiICTYIaBCsl, X04a, 3aBajocs 0, /i 1bOro
Oymo noTpibHO moCTiliHe Ta HeocabHe TpeHyBaHHs. [IpaBpa,
BiH 3aBXX[JV JOTPUMYBABCSA Hafi3BMYalHOI ITIOMIPHOCTI B 1XKi
11 OyB IO acKeTM3My IPOCTUIL y CBOIX 3BMYKaX. [[eTeKTNB He
IiZTaBaBCs )KOIHVM CIIOKYCaM, a AKIIO iHKOJN ¥ 03BOMAB 061
KOKaiH, To Xi0a 1110 SIK IPOTECT IPOTY OfHOMAHITHOCTI )KUTT,
KO/ 3arafKoBi BUIIAJKI CTaBajIM PifKiCHMMIU, a ra3eTy He
MPOTIOHYBA/IM HiYOTO I[iKaBOTO.

Sxocp, Koy BecHa 11ie TiIbKY IOYMHAIACsA, BiH TaK po3cia-
OMBcCH, 110 MILIOB 31 MHOIO BI€Hb Ha IIPOTY/IAHKY [0 mapky. Ha
B’s13aX IIje JINIle IIPOOVBaNCs TEHITHI 3€/IeH] TaroHu, a Kyeit-
Ki ciconopioHi OpyHbKY KallITaHiB yyKe OYaIu PO3ropTaTu-
Cs1 B IUATUIIEPCHI TMCTOYKM. [[Bi TOAVMHY MY IIOXOMPKAIU YABOX,
31e01/IbIIOr0 MOBYKY, fIK i ITACY€ ABOM YOJIOBiKaM, KOTpPi JaBHO
3HAIOTh OJVIH OFHOTO0. by/1o 61M3bKO IT'SITO1, KOV MY IOBEPHY-
nucs Ha belikep-cTpuT.

— Jlo3BonbTE BifI3BiTYBaTH, C€P, — CKa3aB HAIll XJIOIMYMK-
naKeil, BifunHArO4YM HaMm JBepi. — TyT npmuxonus AKMICh
IPKEHT/IbMEH, MUTaB IIPO Bac, Cep.

Tonmc nornsAHyB Ha MeHe 3 JOKOPOM.

— Ocp i morynsanm cepep fHA! — 3ayBakus BiH. — To BiH
ITiIIIOB, TOM I KEHT/IbMEH ¢

— ABXex, cep.

— Ty He IPONOHYBAB JiOMY 3aiTH?

— IIpononysas, cep, BiH 3aX0O[UB i UeKaB.

— JloBro 4ekaB?

— IliBropunn, cep. Jyxe 6yB HeCIOKIiTHWII [PKEHT/IbMEH,
cep, BiH yce XOfjuB, IIOKM OyB TYT, IPUTOITYBaB HOrow. 5 yekaB
3a IBEPUMA, cep, i Bce 4yB. HapelurTi BiH BUIIIIOB y KOpULOP
i Buryknys: «lllo > BiH Tak HiKo/M 1 He IpUiife, el YJ0M0BiK?»
Ile itoro TouHi c0Ba, cep. A g itomy: «Bam Tpeba mie Tpoxu
3adeKati». «To A4, — cka3aB BiH, — 3a4eKalo Ha CBKOMY IOBITpi,
60 mpocro 3aguxarcsa! Tpoxu srofom 3aiiny me pas». Ycras
i mimos, i, 1110 51 TOMy He Ka3aB, BTPUMATH J1OT0 He 6Y/I0 3MOT'H.

— Tapasg, nobpe, T 3poOUB 1O MiT, — 3MMUIOCTUBUBCSA
TorMc i mimos 3i MHOIO B Hallly 3arajibHy BiTanbHIO. — fK XKe
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THE ADVENTURE
OF THE GOLDEN PINCE-NEZ

When I'look at the three massive manuscript volumes
which contain our work for the year 1894 I confess that it is very
difficult for me, out of such a wealth of material, to select the cases
which are most interesting in themselves and at the same time
most conducive to a display of those peculiar powers for which
my friend was famous. As I turn over the pages I see my notes
upon the repulsive story of the red leech and the terrible death of
Crosby the banker. Here also I find an account of the Addleton
tragedy and the singular contents of the ancient British barrow.
The famous Smith-Mortimer succession case comes also within
this period, and so does the tracking and arrest of Huret, the
Boulevard assassin — an exploit which won for Holmes an
autograph letter of thanks from the French President and the
Order of the Legion of Honour. Each of these would furnish
a narrative, but on the whole I am of opinion that none of them
unite so many singular points of interest as the episode of Yoxley
Old Place, which includes not only the lamentable death of young
Willoughby Smith, but also those subsequent developments
which threw so curious a light upon the causes of the crime.

It was a wild, tempestuous night towards the close of
November. Holmes and I sat together in silence all the evening,
he engaged with a powerful lens deciphering the remains of the
original inscription upon a palimpsest, I deep in a recent
treatise upon surgery. Outside the wind howled down Baker
Street, while the rain beat fiercely against the windows. It was
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[TPUTOINM 31 30JIOTVIM IIEHCHE

HOTaTKI/I Ipo Hauly npamo 1894 poky nmomMictunmcsa
X y TpU BaXXKMUX ToMM. Myuny 3isHaTucs, 110 MeHI BaXXKO
BMOpaTy 3 L€l Bennue3Hoi Macy MaTepiajiB BUMAgKM, SAKi
6y 6 1jikaByMuM cami co601o, ane 6 BOZHOYAC SIKHAACKPaBi-
1le BUKPVBAIM CBOEPIAHUI TalaHT MOTO IpuATend. S Hepi-
1Iy4ye FOpTal0 CTOPiHKY CBOIX 3anuciB. Och >KaX/IMBUit BUMIA/IOK
IIPO YepBOHY I ABKY, 110 BUK/IMKAE MOYYTTA Bifipasn, a ocb
cTpamHa cMepTh 6ankipa Kpoc6i. Toro poky cramacs i Tpa-
refis B ENITOHI Ta He3BMYaliHa 3HAXiIKa B CTAPOBMHHOMY
Kyprani. CkaHganbHa cnpasa npo cnagmunuy Cmit-MopriMe-
pa TakoX BigOymacs Tofi X, 5K i BUCTeXKEHH: Ta 3aTPYMaHH
lapeta, 6ynmpBapHOro BOMBIL, 3a 110 [0/1MC OTpUMaB BAYHOTO
nucta Bif npesupgenta @panuii ta oppex IlouecHoro neriony.
Bci 1i BumagKu 3acyroByroTh yBaru YUTaYiB, ajie 3arajioM
MeHi 3JTa€ThCH, >KOJeH i3 HUX He € HaCTibKY I[iKaBUM, K BU-
nanok y Viokcnmi-Onpi-niieiic. Mato Ha yBasi He uiie Tpariuny
CMepTb MOJIOJIOrO Binnoy6i Cwira, ajte i1 HAaCTYIHI IOAil, AKi
IIOKa3aay MOTUBM 37I0YMHY IIifl HAIPOYYH HE3BUYAHUM KY-
TOM.

OpHoro Bevyopa HampukiHii nucronmaga (moropa Oyma
OTUJIHA, CIIPaBXHA Oyps) My cupinu pasoM i3 Tonmvcom y Ha-
wiit BiTanmpHi Ha Beiikep-cTpuTt. S 3armmnbuBcs B HalHOBilIe
pmocnimkeHHa 3 xipyprii, a llepnok HamarascsA HpOYUTATU
3aJIMIIKY IEPBYHHOTO TEKCTY Ha IaiMIICeCTi' 3a JOIIOMOT 00

! [Tanimncecmn — TIepraMeHT, Ha SIKOMY CTepP/IU IIePBiCHNUIT TEKCT, a HO-
BepX HbOT'O HAIMCA/IY HOBUIL.
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strange there in the very depths of the town, with ten miles of
mans handiwork on every side of us, to feel the iron grip of
Nature, and to be conscious that to the huge elemental forces all
London was no more than the molehills that dot the fields.
I walked to the window and looked out on the deserted street.
The occasional lamps gleamed on the expanse of muddy road
and shining pavement. a single cab was splashing its way from
the Oxford Street end.

“Well, Watson, it’s as well we have not to turn out to-night,”
said Holmes, laying aside his lens and rolling up the palimpsest.
“I've done enough for one sitting. It is trying work for the eyes.
So far as I can make out it is nothing more exciting than an
Abbey’s accounts dating from the second half of the fifteenth
century. Halloa! Halloa! Halloa! What's this?”

Amid the droning of the wind there had come the stamping
of a horse’s hoofs and the long grind of a wheel as it rasped against
the kerb. The cab which I had seen had pulled up at our door.

“What can he want?” I ejaculated, as a man stepped out of it.

“Want! He wants us. And we, my poor Watson, want
overcoats and cravats and goloshes, and every aid that man ever
invented to fight the weather. Wait a bit, though! There’s the cab
off again! There’s hope yet. Hed have kept it if he had wanted us
to come. Run down, my dear fellow, and open the door, for all
virtuous folk have been long in bed.”

When the light of the hall lamp fell upon our midnight
visitor I had no difficulty in recognising him. It was young
Stanley Hopkins, a promising detective, in whose career Holmes
had several times shown a very practical interest.

“Is he in?” he asked, eagerly.

“Come up, my dear sir,” said Holmes’s voice from above.
“I hope you have no designs upon us on such a night as this”

The detective mounted the stairs, and our lamp gleamed
upon his shining waterproof. I helped him out of it while
Holmes knocked a blaze out of the logs in the grate.
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HOTY)XHOI /ym1. My MOBYa/, OCKiIbKM KOXKeH i3 Hac OyB
i3 ro70BOI0 3aHYpeHUIl y CBOIO cIpaBy. Jloll /10TO Iepimus
y 0Ky, a BiTep i3 3aBUBaHHAM IpOJIiTaB 1O bejikep-cTpuT.
JuBHO, un He Tak? Mnu nepebyBamm B caMOMy LIeHTpi MicTa,
i TBOpIHHA PYK JIIOACBKMX OTOYYBaIM HAC i3 ycix OOKiB Ha
mobpi mecATh MWIb, i BOgHOYAC MM IlepeOyBaay B IOTOHI
cTuxii, ans sixkoi Bech JIOHAOH — He 6iblLI, HDK TOPOOYKU
KpOTa B 4YMCTOMY Moji. S mififiinos o BiKHa 1 3aMBUBCA
Ha MOPOXKHIO Bynumoo. To TyT, To TaM [piOHMMMCA BOTHI
BYJIMYHUX JIIXTapiB y Ka/likax Ha OpykiBIi Ta TpoTyapi.
CamortHiit ke6 BuixaB i3 Oxchopa-cTpuT, Komeca Joro IIoc-
Ka/M 10 KajloKax.

— ABxex, Barcone, sk 1o6pe, 10 TaKOro Be4Opa HaM He
Tpeba BUXOAUTHU, — 3ayBakuB [0/IMc, BiK/IaBIIN Yy Ta
3TOpTauM CTapofiaBHill pykomnc. — Ha cboropni ropi. Big miei
poboTu fy>xe BTOMIIOITHCA 04i. Hackinbku s 3Mmir posibpaTu,
1le BCbOTO JIMILIE MOHACTUPChKI PaXyHKM 3 JPYTroi IOJIOBMHU
XV cromnirra. Crpusarite! A 11e 1110 03Ha4ae? — OCTaHHI c/10Ba
BiH IIPOMOBUB, KOJIM KPi3b BUTTA BITPY MU IIOYY/IX TYIIT KOIIUT,
a TIOTIM CKpeTiT Kosleca 06 Kpait TpoTyapy. MabyTb, keb, ikuit
A mo6avyyB yepes BiKHO, 3ynuHMBCA 611 fBepelt Hamoro 6y-
OVHKY.

— IIlo 7iomy moTpi6HO? — 3AMBYBaBCA A, MOOAYNMBIIN, K
XTOCb BUXOINTD i3 KeOy.

— IIlo itomy notpi6bHO? Xove 6aunTy Hac. A Ham, Miit 6ifi-
Huit BatcoHe, moBegeThCA OfsAraTy IIIAIi, IIATUKN, KaTOIIi
11 yce, 110 BUTajajIa JI04VHA Ha Bunafok Heroan. Crpusaiire!
Ke6 ine! Toni me € Hapiga. SIx6u BiH XOTiB, 11106 MU ITOiXanu
3 HIM, He CTaB 6y Bigmyckatu ke6. JloBefeTbCcs BaM BiTUMHNTYI
IBepi, afpKe BCi MOPAIHI TI0AY BXKe JABHO CIUIATD.

CBiT/IO TaMIIM B IepeJIIOKOl BIIaJI0 Ha 06/IMYYsA HALIOTO
omiBHiuHOrO rocts. I s ompa3y itoro BnisHas. Ile 6ys Crenni
TonkiHC, MOIOANIL, IEPCIIEKTUBHUI e TEKTUB, CITY>XOOBOIO
Kap eporo KoTporo [onmc gyxe mikaBUBCA.

— Bin ynoma? — nepennras [onkinc.
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