Sherlock Holmes

and the Amateur Mendicant Society
by John Gregory Betancourt

As| have written previoudy, my firg years sharing lodgings with Mr. Sherlock Holmes were among the
most interesting of my life. Of dl his cases -- both public and private -- which took place during this
period, thereremainsonein particular of which | have hesitated to write until thistime. Despite an
ingenious resolution -- and to my mind awholeheartedly satisfactory one -- contrived by my friend, the
bizarre nature of this affair has made me reluctant to placeit before agenera readership. However, | fedl
the time has cometo lay forth the facts concerning Mr. Oliver Pendleton-Smythe and the most unusua
organisation to which he belonged.

My notebook places our first meeting with Mr. Pendleton-Smythe, if meeting it can be called, a Tuesday
the 24th of April, 1881. We had just concluded arather sengtive investigation (of which | am still not at
liberty to write), and Holmes's great mind had begun to turn inexorably inward. | feared he might once
more take up experimentation with opiatesto satiate his need for constant mental stimulation.

Soitwasthat | felt grest relief when Mrs. Hudson announced that a man -- avery ingstent man who
refused to give his name -- was at the door to see Mr. Holmes.

"Dark overcoat, hat pulled low across his forehead, and carrying ablack walking stick?* Holmes asked
without looking up from hischar.

"Why, yes" exclamed Mrs. Watson. "How ever did you know?"

Holmes made a deprecating gesture. "He has been standing across the street staring up at our windows
for more than an hour. Of course | noticed when | went to light my pipe, and | marked him again when |
stood to get abook just amoment ago.”

"What else do you know about him?" | asked, lowering my copy of the Morning Post.

"Merely that heisan army colonel recently retired from servicein Africa. Heisaman of no smal means,
athough without forma title or etetes."

"Hisstance," | mused, "would surdly tell you that he amilitary man, and the wood of hiswaking stick
might well indicate that he has seen service in Africa, aswell might his clothes. But how could you deduce
hisrank when hesnot in uniform?”

"The sameway | know hisnameis Colond Oliver Pendleton-Smythe," Holmes said.
| threw down the Morning Post with asnort of disgust. "Dashit al, you know the felow!"

"Not true." Holmes nodded toward the newspaper. "Y ou should pay more attention to the matters before
yw.ll

| glanced down at the Morning Post, which had fallen open to revea aline drawing of aman in uniform.
MISSING: COLONEL OLIVER PENDLETON-SMY THE, said the headline. | stared at the picture,
then up at Holmessface.

"Will you see him, Sr?" asked Mrs. Hudson.



"Not tonight,” said Holmes. "Tell Colond Pendleton-Smythe -- and do use his full name, dthough he will
doubtlessy bluster and deny it -- that | will see him at nine o'clock sharp tomorrow morning. Not one
second sooner and not one second later. If he asks, tell him | am concluding up another important case
and cannot be disturbed.” He returned his gaze to his book.

"Very good, r," she said, and shaking her head she closed the door.

The second the latch clicked, Holmes legped to his feet. Gathering up his coat and hat, he motioned for
meto do likewise. "Make haste, Watson," he said. "We must follow the colonel back to his den!”

"Den?"' | demanded. | threw on my own coat and accompanied him down the back stairs at breakneck
pace. "What do you mean by 'den'? Is he another Moriarty?"

"Please!" Holmes put up one hand for silence and eased open the door. Pendleton-Smythe was striding
briskly up Baker Street, swinging hiswalking stick angrily, as though it were a machete. We both dipped
out and Holmes closed the door behind us. Then together we crossed the street and proceeded
surreptitioudy after the colonel. He seemed to be heading toward theriver.

"What isthisaffair about?' | asked as | hurried after Holmes.

"Mr. Pendleton-Smythe, had you bothered to read that articlein the Morning Post, disappeared two
days ago. Foul play was suspected. In the fireplace of his London home police inspectors found severa
scraps of paper, but little could be made out except one phrase: 'Amateur Mendicant Society.' What do
you make of it?'

"A mendicant isabeggar, | believe--"
"Trug"

"But awhole society of amateur beggars? And for aretired army colond to beinvolved in them! It
bogglesthe mind."

"l sugpect,” said Holmes, "that modern views of beggary have colored your thoughts on this matter.
Mendicants have been, at various times and in various cultures, both revered and despised. | suspect this
isanother name for the Secret Mendicant Society, a network of spieswhichis-- or was, a any rate --
quite real and much older than you redlize. Its roots stretched back to the Roman Empire and asfar
abroad as Russig, India, and Egypt.”

"Youthink it gill exigts, then?' | asked.

"I thought it had died out a generation ago in Europe, but it seemsto have surfaced once more. | have
heard hintsin the last few years, Watson, that lead me to sugpect it has become an instrument of evil.”

"And Pendleton-Smythe -- "

"Another Professor Moriarty, pulling the strings of this society for his own persona gain? Fortunately, no.
Heis, | beieve, apawnin amuch larger game, dthough only afew squares on the board are yet visble
to me. Morethan that | cannot say until | have questioned Pendleton-Smythe."

"What do these "amateur mendicants do? Are they beggars or not?"
"Quickly!" Holmes said, pulling me behind a stopped Hansom cab. "He'sturning!”
Pendleton-Smythe had stopped before asmall rooming house. Aswe peered out at him, he paused on



the steps to look left then right, but did not see us. He entered the building and shut the door behind
himsdf.

"Interesting,” Holmes said. "Buit it confirms my theory."

"That hesabeggar?’ | asked, feding alittle annoyed for al the rushing about. "'If S0, heissurely a
well-lodged one.”

"Pendleton-Smythe has gone into hiding out of fear for hislife. Why € se would aman who owns ahouse
choose to rent aroom in such shabby surroundings asthese?”

"Areweto question him here, then?' | asked.
He paused, lips pursed, deep in thought. After aminute | cleared my throat.

"No, Watson," he said, turning back toward Baker Street. | think that can wait until tomorrow. | have
much to dofirg."

The next morning Holmes knocked loudly on my door until, bleary eyed, | cdled, "What isit, Holmes?
"It'shalf past Sx," he said. "Mrs. Hudson has the kettle on and breakfast will be ready at seven sharp.”
"For heaven'ssake," | said, gitting up. "Tell me, why have you awakened me so early?'

"We have an gppointment! "

"Appointment?"’ | asked, still cloudy. | rose and opened the door. " Ah. Pendleton-Smythe and his
amateur beggars, | assume. But that's not until nine o'clock sharp -- you said so yoursdlf!"

"Exactly! He had afevered look to hiseye and | knew held been up most of the night working on the
mysterious colond's case -- dthough what the actual nature of the casewas, | ill hadn't aclue. Yet
Holmes seemed to place singular importance onit.

When | had shaved and dressed, | emerged to find an excellent repast set out for us by Mrs. Hudson.
Holmes had bardly touched his plate. He was rummaging through stacks of old newspapers strewn
acrossthe floor and every flat surface of the room.

"Hereitig" hecried.

"What?" | asked, helping mysdlf to tea, toast, and orange marmaade.

"A patternisemerging,” he said softly. "I believe | have dl the pieces now. But how do they fit?"
"Explanittome | sad.

He held up one hand. "Precisaly what | intend to do, Watson. Y our clarity of thought may be what | need
right now." He cleared histhroat. "In 1852, Oliver Pendleton-Smythe and six of his schoolmates were
expdled from Eton. They were involved in some scandd, the nature of which | have yet to ascertain --
officia reportstend to be vague on that sort of matter.”

"Rightfully s0," I murmured.
"Y oung Pendleton-Smythe found himsdlf shipped off to South Africaafter Ssx months of knocking about



London, and there his career proved unexceptiona. When at last he retired and returned to London,
taking charge of hisfamily's house, things seemed to go well for him. He announced his betrothal to
Dame Edith Stuart, which you may aso remember from the society pages.”

"A step up for an army colone,” | commented.

"l suspect she may have been involved in the Eton scandd, but that is mere conjecture at this point,”
Holmessaid. "Yes, to dl appearancesitisastep up for him. However, two weeks later he broke off the
engagement, and the next day -- three days ago, in fact -- he disappeared.”

"Until he showed up on our doorstep.”
"Jugt 0."
"Where doesthis Amateur Beggar Society fit in?" | asked.

"The Secret Mendicant Society, asit ismore properly caled, was part of anetwork of spies set up by
the Emperor Congtantine. The Roman Empire had more than its share of beggars, and Congtantine
redlized they heard and saw more than anyone gave them credit for. Originally, noble-born members of
the Society would dress as beggars and go forth to collect news and information, which then madeits
way back through the network to Constantine himsdlf.

"The next few emperors made little use of Constanting's beggars, but oddly enough the Society seemsto
have established itself more strongly than ever rather than collapsing, as one might have expected. It
developed its own set of rites and rituals. One faction in India splintered off and became affiliated with the
Thuggee, of whom you may be familiar."

"Indeed,”" | said, "'l have heard of those devils."

Holmes nodded. " Sometime in the Middle Ages they seemed to disappear. However, in 1821 a
condemned man mentioned them in hislast statement. Since then I've found two other mentions of the
Secret Mendicant Society, thefirst being asatirica cartoon from Punch dated 1832, which refersto
them asarival to the Free Masons asif everyone had heard of them, and the second being the scrap of
paper found in Colond Pendleton-Smythe's house.™

"So where does the colond fit in?"

"l was just getting to that,” Holmes said. "Of the six chums expelled from Eton, | have been ableto trace
the movements of three. All three died in recent weeks under mysterious circumstances. What doesthis
tel you?'

"That the colond isnext on thelist to bekilled?'
"Precisely, Watson. Or so it would seem.”
"Y ou have reason to bdlieve otherwise?"

"Hal Y ou seeright through me, Watson. It ssemsdigtinctly odd to me that this rash of murders should
coincide with Pendleton-Smythe's return from Africa”

"Indeed, it does seem odd,” | agreed. "But perhaps there are other circumstances at work here. You
won't know that until you speak with the colond himsdf.” | looked at my watch. "It'sonly half an hour
until our gppointment.”



"Time," said Holmes, "for usto be on our way."

| stared at him in bewildered congternation. ™Y ou'll have Pendleton-Smythe convinced you don't want to
see him if you keep to this course!™

"Rather," he said, "I am endeavoring to make sure the meeting does take place. Y our coat, Watson!
Well either meet him on the street on hisway here -- or if, as| suspect, he intends to skip our meeting
since he was recognized yesterday, we will meet him at hisrooming house!”

| grabbed my coat and hat and followed him once more out to the Street.

Wedid not, of course, meet Pendleton-Smythe in the street; Holmes aways did have a knack for
second-guessing other peopl€'s actions. When we arrived at the rooming house, we found a stout
gray-haired woman who | took to be the landlady sweeping the steps.

"Excuseme," Holmes said briskly, "l wish to ask after one of your tenants-- amilitary man with adight
limp, dark coat, dark hat. | have aletter he dropped last night and | wish to return it to him."

"You'd mean Mr. Smith," shesad. "Giveit here, I'll hand it to him when hesup.” She held out her hand.
"Ishein, then?' Holmes asked.

"Here now, who are you?' she said, regarding us both suspicioudy and hefting her broom to bar our
way.

| hastened to add, "Thisis Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and we must speak to your Mr. Smith. It's very
urgent.”

"Mr. Holmes? Why didn't you say so, gents? 'Course I've heard of you, Mr. Holmes. Who hasn't, round
these parts? Comein, comein, I'm forgetting my manners.” She lowered the broom and moved toward
the front door. "I'm Mrs. Nellie Coram, Sr, and | own this establishment. Mr. Smith'sroom is on the
second floor. I'll just pop up and seeif helll come down.”

"If you don't mind," Holmes said, "I think we'd better come upstairs with you."

"Oh, isheadippery one, then?' she said. "I thought he might be, but he paid meafortnight'srent in
advance, and | can't afford to be too nosy, business being what it isthese days.”

"Heisnot acrimind,” Holmessaid. "Heisadlient. But it isurgent that | speak with him immediatdy."

Shelaid afinger dongside her nose and gave him abroad wink, but said no more. Sheled usin at once,
up abroad flight of steps to awell-scrubbed second floor hallway. She turned right, went down a narrow
passage to a closed door, and there she knocked twice. A gruff whisper came in answer dmost
immediady: "Whoisit?'

"Nellie Coram," the landlady said. "I havetwo vistorsfor you, Mr. Smith."

The door opened a crack, and | saw asingle piercing blue eye regard Holmes and me for a second.
"Comein," said the voice, stronger now, and its owner moved back and opened the door for us.

Holmesand | went in. | looked around and saw a smdll but tidy room: bed, wash stand, armoire, and a
sngle straight-backed chair by the window. A copy of the Times lay open on the bed.



Pendleton-Smythe closed the door before Mrs. Coram could join us, and | heard amuffled "Humph"
from the other side of the door and the sound of her footsteps as she returned to her tasks downgtairs.
The colonel himsalf was aman of medium height and strong build, with iron gray hair, blue eyes, and a
smal moustache. He wore dark blue pants, awhite pinstripe shirt, and ablue vest. But it was the service
revolver in the his hand that most drew my attention. Pendleton-Smythe held it pointed straight at Holmes
andme.

"What do you want?' he barked. "Who are you?'

Holmes, who had aready taken in the room with asingle glance, crossed to the window and parted the
drapes. "Rather," he said, "I should ask what you want, Colondl. | am here to keep our gppointment. |
am Sherlock Holmes, and thisis my colleague, Dr. John Watson."

Holmesturned and stared at Pendleton-Smythe, and after a second the colonel lowered hisrevolver. His
hands were shaking, | saw, and | steadied hisarm for a second.

"I am glad to have you here, Mr. Holmes," he said. Nervoudly he crossed to the bed and sat down,
tossing the revolver beside him. He cradled hishead in his hands, ran hisfingersthrough hishair, and
took adeep breath. "Truly, | am at wit'send. | don't know if you can help me, but if any man in England
can, it'syou. Your presence hereis proof enough of your remarkable abilities.”

Holmes sat in the Sraight chair, steepled hisfingers, crossed hislegs, and said, "Begin at Eton, with your
involvement in the Amateur Mendicant Society.”

He started violently. ™Y ou know about that, too? How isit possible?!
"Then he'sright,” | said, "and the Amateur Mendicant Society is involved?'
"Y es-- yes, damn them!"

"My methods are my own," Holmes said. "Please sart at the beginning. Leave out no detail, no matter
how smadll. | can assure you of our utmost discretion in thisand all matters.”

| sat on the bed beside the colond. Suddenly he looked like a very tired, very old man. "Y oull fed
better," | told him. "They say confession isgood for the soul.”

He took adeep breath, then began.

Everything started with one of my professors, Dr. Jason Attenborough. He taught second year Latin as
well asclassical history, and one day after class Sx of us stayed late to ask about the Secret Mendicant
Society, which he had mentioned in passing in that afternoon'slecture. It wasthrilling in its own way, the
ideaof spiesamong the ancient Romans, but we found it hard to believe any noble-born person could
possible pass as abeggar. Dr. Attenborough said it was not only possible, it had happened for severa
centuries.

Later, a apub, dmost asadare, the six of usagreed to try it oursalves. It seemed likearum lot of fun,
and after afew rounds at the Slaughtered Lamb, we set out to give it ago.

We went first to arag merchant -- he was closed, but we pounded on his door until he opened for us --
and from him we purchased suitable disreputable clothing. Dressing oursalves as we imagined beggars
might, we smeared soot on our faces and set out to see what news and pennies we could gather. It wasa
foolish sort of game, rather stupid really, and the prime foolishness came when we decided to visit
Picadilly Circusto see what sort of reception we got. We were pretty well potted by thistime, you see,
s0 anything sounded like fun.



Sufficeit to say, weterrorized severa old women into giving us pennies and were promptly arrested for
our trouble. The next day, after being ransomed home by disbelieving parents, we were summonsed to
the Dean's office and informed that our activities had disgraced the school. In short, our presence was no
longer desired. The newswas devastating to us and our families.

That's where things should have ended. We should have quietly bought our way into other schools, or
vanished into military life, or amply retired to family businesses -- there were many choices available.
However, that night, as we gathered one last time in the Saughtered Lamb, Dr. Attenborough joined us.
He was not consoling or gpologetic. Rather, he was ebullient.

He asked what we had |earned as beggars -- and we hadn't learned athing, redlly -- but asheled us
through the lesson (for that's what it was to him), we could see that we had gone to the wrong section of
the city, spoken to the wrong people, done al the wrong things. Beggars have their placein our society,
asyou know, and we had stepped outside their domain. That's where we had gone wrong.

Ashehad donein hislecture hal, he inspired us that night with his speech. He persuaded usthat we
should go out again -- and thistime he went with us.

Dressed once more as beggars, we ventured into the sordid, dark places near the docks, where such as
we had never dared go at night. Using the Roman system as amodel, he showed us what we had done
wrong -- and how we could do it right.

We listened at the right windows. We lurked outside sailors taverns and heard their coarse, drunken
gossip. And suddenly we began to understand how the Secret Mendicant Society had worked so
admirably well. Wine loosens men's tongues, and much could be gleaned from attentive listening. For
who pays attention to beggars, even among the dregs of our society?

There were adozen ship's captains who we could have turned in for smuggling, ahandful of murderswe
could have solved, stolen cargos that could have been recovered with just aword in theright ear at
Scotland Yard.

Wedid none of that. It was petty. But we were young and foolish, and Dr. Attenborough did nothing but
encourage usin our foolishness. Oh, he was amasterful speaker. He could convince you night was day
and white was black, if he wanted to. And suddenly he wanted very much to have usworking for him.
Wewould be anew Secret Mendicant Society -- or, aswe chaps liked to call it, an Amateur Mendicant
Society. Dabbling, yes, that was a gentleman'sway. It was agameto us. Aslong aswe pretended it was
aschoolyard lark, it wasn't redly adirty dedl.

| regret to say | took full part in the Amateur Mendicant Society's Spying over the following six months. |
learned the truth from dishonest men, turned the information over to Dr. Attenborough, and he pursued
matters from there. What, exactly, he did with theinformation | can only guess -- extortion, blackmail,
possibly even worse. However, | do know that suddenly he had alot of money, and he paid us
handsomely for our work. He bought an abandoned warehouse and had a posh gentleman's club
outfitted in the basement -- though, of course, there were no servants, nobody who could break our
secret circle. Later he leased the warehouse out for furniture storage.

| was not thefirst to break the circle. Dickie Clarke was. He told me one evening that he had enlisted in
the army. Hisfather had used hisinfluence to get him acommission, and he was off to India. "I'm through
with soiling my hands with thisnonsense," hetold me. "I've had enough. Come with me, Oliver. It's not
too late." | was shocked, and | refused -- to my lasting shame.

When Attenborough found out, he had an absolutefit -- he threw things, screamed obscenities, smashed
awhole st of dishes against thewall. Then and there realized | had made amigtake. | had made a pact



with amadman. | had to escape.

The next day | too enlisted. I've been away for nineteen years -- | never came back, not even on leave,
for fear of what Dr. Attenborough might do if he found out. He was that violent.

| had stayed in touch with Dickie Clarke dl through his campaigns and my own, and when he wrote from
London to tell me Attenborough was dead, | thought it would be safe to return home. | planned to write
My Memoirs, you see.

Only two weeks ago Dickie died. Murdered -- I'm sure of it! And then | noticed people, strangers
dressed as beggars, loitering near my house, watching me, noting my movementsas| had once noted the
movements of others. To escape, | smply waked out of my home one day, took a series of cabs until |
was certain | hadn't been followed, and haven't been back since.

Sherlock Holmes nodded dowly when Pendleton-Smythe finished. "A mogt interesting story,” he said.
"But why would the Amateur Mendicant Society want you dead? Are you certain thereisn't something
more?'

Heraised hishead, back iff. "Sir, | assureyou, | have told you everything. Asfor why -- isn't that
obvious? Because | know too much. They killed old Dickie, and now they're going to kill me!”

"What of the four others from Eton? What happened to them?'

"The others?' He blinked. "I -- | redly don't know. | haven't heard from or spoken to any of themin
years. | hope they had the good sense to get out and not come back. Heavens above, | certainly wish |
hadn't!"

"Quite 0," said Holmes. Herose. "Stay here, Colondl. | think you will be safein Mrs. Coram's care for
thetime being. | must look into afew matters, and then wewill talk again.”

"So you will take my case?' he asked eagerly.

"Most decidedly." Holmesinclined his head. "I'm certain I'll be able to help. Onelast thing. What wasthe
address of the warehouse Attenborough owned?’

"42 Kerin Street," he said.

Aswe headed back toward Baker Street, Holmes seemed in a particularly good mood, smiling and
whistling bits of aviolin concerto 1'd heard him playing earlier that week.

"Well, what isit?" | finaly demanded.

"Don't you see, Watson?' he said. "There can only be one answer. We have run into aclassic case of
two identical organizations colliding. It's nothing short of atrade war between rival groups of

beggar-spies.”
"Y ou mean therés ared Secret Mendicant Society till at large?”

"Thevery thing!"



"How isit possible? How could they have survived al these years with nobody knowing about them?'
"Some people can keep secrets,” he said.
"It'sfantastic!"

"Grant me this conjecture. Imagine, if you will, that the real Secret Mendicant Society has just become
aware of itsriva, the Amateur Mendicant Society. They have thrived in the shadows for centuries. They
have anetwork of informantsin place. It's not hard to see how the two would come face to face
eventually, asthe Amateur Society expanded into the Secret Society's established territory. Of course,
the Secret Mendicant Society could not possibly alow ariva to poach on their grounds. What could
they possibly do but strike out in retdiation?”

"Attenborough and Clarke and the others -- "

"Exactly! They have sysematicdly diminated the amateurs. | would imagine they are now in occupation
of the secret club under the old furniture warehouse, where Attenborough's records would have been
stored. And those records would have led them, inexorably, to the two Amateurs who got away --
Dickie, who they killed at once, and our client, who they have not yet managed to assassinate.”

"Ingenious,” | sad.

"But now Col. Pendleton-Smythe isin more danger than he believes. Heisthelast link to the old
Amateur Mendicant Society, so it should be asmple matter to -- "

Holmes drew up short. Acrossthe street from 221-B Baker Street, on the front steps of another house,
araggedly dressed old man with athree-day growth of beard sat asif resting from along walk.

"He'sone of them,” | said softly.

Holmes regarded me as though shocked by my revelation. "Watson, must you be so suspicious? Surely
that poor unfortunate is catching his second wind. His presence is merest coincidence.” | caught the
amused gleam in hiseye, though.

"| thought you didn't believein coincidences” | said.

"Ye-es" Hedrew out the word, then turned and continued on toward our front door at amore leisurely
pace. "Let usassume," he said, "that you are right. What shdl we do with the devil? Run him off? Have
him locked up by Lestrade?!

"That would surely tip our hand,” | said. "Rather, let ustry to misdirect him."

"Y ou'relearning, Watson, you're learning." We reached our house; he opened the door. "I trust you have
aplan?'

"I was rather hoping you did," | admitted.

"Asamatter of fact, | do," hesaid. "But I'm going to need your help..."

Two hours later, | stood in the drawing room shaking my head. The man before me -- thick lips, stubbled
chin, rat's nest of chestnut colored hair -- bore not the dightest resemblance to my friend. Hisflarefor the
dramatic aswedl asamasterly skill for disguises would have borne him well in the theetre, | thought. |



found the transformation remarkable.

"Areyou surethisiswise?' | asked.

"Wise?' he said. "Decidedly not. But will it work? | profoundly hope so. Check the window, will you?"
| lifted the drape. "The beggar has gone.”

"Oh, there are surdly other watchers," he said. "They have turned to me asthelogica oneto whom Cal.
Pendleton-Smythe would go for help." He studied his new featuresin alooking glass, adjusted one bushy
eyebrow, then looked up at mefor approval.

"Y our own brother wouldn't recognize you,” | told him.

"Excdlent." Hefolded up his makeup kit, then | followed him to the back door. He dipped out quietly
while | began to count.

When | reached ahundred, | went out the front door, turned purposefully, and headed for the bank. |
had no real business there; however, it was as good a destination as any for my purpose -- which wasto
serve as a decoy while Holmes observed those who observed me.

| saw no one as | went about my business, and in due course | returned to our lodgingsin exactly the
same professiona manner. When Holmes did not at once show himsdlf, | knew his plan had been
successful; he was now trailing amember of the Secret Mendicant Society.

| had aleisurely tea, then set off to find Inspector Lestrade. Hewas, as usud, hard at work at hisdesk. |
handed him anote from Sherlock Holmes, which said:

Lestrade --

Come at once to 42 Kerin Street with a dozen of your men. Thereisa murderer to be had as well
as evidence of blackmail and other nefarious deeds.

Sherlock Holmes

Lestrade's eyes widened as he read the note, and a second later he was on hisway out the door shouting
for assstance.

| accompanied him, and by the time we reached 42 Kerin Street -- acrumbling old brick warehouse --
he had fifteen men as an entourage. They would have kicked the door in, but araggedly dressed man
with bushy eyebrows reached out and opened it for them: it wasn't so much as latched. Without aglance
at the disguised Sherlock Holmes, Lestrade and his men rushed in.

Holmesand | strolled at amore leisurely pace back toward abusier street where we might catch acab
home. He began removing his makeup and dowly the man | knew emerged.

"How did it go?' | asked.

"There were afew tense moments," he said, "but | handled things sufficiently well, | believe."



"Tdl meeverything,” | said.
"For your journds, perhaps?'
"Exactly s0."

"Very well. Asyou headed down the street [ooking quite purposeful, an elderly gentleman out for a
mid-day stroll suddenly altered his course after you. He was well dressed, not abeggar by appearance
or demeanor, S0 | took thisto mean he was now watching us. | overtook him, grasped him firmly by the
am, and identified mysdf to him.

"'l am pleased to make your acquaintance, Sir,' he said. "l believe we may have businessto discuss:’

"'Exactly s0,' | told him. 'Are you at liberty to speak for the whole Society, or must we report to your
superiors?

"'Comewith me," he said, and he led me to aquiet building on Harley Street. | had been there once
before on business with the Foreign Office, but | showed no sign of surprise; indeed, this piece of the
puzzle seemed to fit admirably well.

"Hetook me upstairsto see arear admira whose name | agreed not to divulge, and there the whole truth
of the Secret Mendicant Society became apparent to me."

| said, "They no longer work for Rome. They work for us."

"Quiteright, Watson," he said. "Thisrear admira took meinto their confidence, sncethey haveafileon
me and know | can be trusted. The organization of the Secret Mendicant Society was once quite
remarkable, though it seems near itsend. Their membership issmal and, asfar as| cantell, conssts
largely of septuagenarians or older. The times have changed so much that beggary is dying out; modern
spies have much more efficient means of political espionage . . . for that isthe current god of the Secret
Mendicant Society.”

"But what about the murdersl" | exclaimed. " Surely not even the Foreign Office would --"

"Not only would they, they did. Paliticsis becoming less and |ess and gentleman's game, my dear
Watson. For the security of our great country, nothing is above the law for them -- laws that must govern
the common man, such asyou or | -- or even poor Pendleton-Smythe.”

"So thereis nothing you can do to help the colond,” | said bitterly.

"Theadmird and | rapidly reached an arrangement,” Holmes said, "when | explained what | had done
with you and Lestrade. With Scotland Y ard about to close in on the headquarters of the Amateur
Mendicant Society, there was nothing he could do but agree with me that the Amateurs must be
exposed. The publicity surrounding them will camouflage the activities of the red Secret Mendicant
Society and alow Pendleton-Smythe the luxury of living out the rest of hisdaysin peace. He, for one,
never for an instant suspected the Secret Mendicant Society actudly existed. That ishis savation.”

"It would seem, then,” | said, "that everything has sorted itself out remarkably well."
"| for onefind it far from satisfactory.”
"What will Lagtrade find?'

"Hewill uncover the records of the Amateur Mendicant Society, which revea their wrongdoingsin



excruciating detail. Their specidty was blackmail and extortion, as we had surmised. Their records will
be doctored to include, | dare say, the full catalog of murders by Dr. Attenborough, as he desperately
tried to maintain control of acrumbling criminal empire. The newspaperswill, | am certain, find much
scandalous materid init -- and the colonel will havelittle choice but to deny his participation and
suppressthat part of hismemoirs, should he till choose to write them. All the Foreign Service wants, at
this point, isto maintain the Secret Mendicant Society's anonymity while contributing whatever small
gainsit canto thewar effort.”

"Y ou're fortunate they didn't try to kill you," | commented.

"I believethe admira considered it. However, | do make my own small contributions to the Foreign
Office, asyou well know. Y ou might say we have friendsin common.”

"Y our brother for one," | said.
"Just 0," he said.
"Then we gave reached a successful resolution to the case -- after afashion.”

"After afashion,” Holmes agreed with ahdf amile. "After afashion.”



