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Holmes, dl bone and angles, sprawled comfortably upon the couch, sipping his champagne.

"Y ou know, Watson," he said, holding hisglass up, "thisisredly quite excdlent stuff. | dowish | knew
which of our many admirerswas so thoughtful asto send usacase.”

"Why not use your powers of deduction?" suggested his companion, looking up from his own drink.
Holmes studied the glass, and findly nodded his head, asif he had confirmed some inner suspicion.
"We|?" asked Watson anxioudy. "What have you concluded?’

"It's definitely champagne,” Holmes announced. " Probably made from grapes, unless| missmy guess.”
Suddenly he sat up. "But enough of this. | suspect we are about to receive avigtor.”

"Why should you think so?'

"It'seight o'clock,” replied Holmes. "And when Mrs. Vamberry caled earlier today, she said shewould
arive a eight on the dot."

"Actudly," said Watson, looking at hiswatch, "it's seventeen minutesto ten."

"Wadl," said Holmes, adjusting his watch as someone knocked on the door, "it had to be one or the
other. Comein!" he added, raising hisvoice.

The door opened, and asmall but exceptionally well put together young lady entered. She had bright red
hair, deep blue blue eyes, and skin the texture of the most expensive satin. She was wearing atan
raincoat, which she declined to remove. Sheimmediately walked over and cameto astop just inches
away from Holmes.

"Mr. Holmes," she said, "I am Mrs. Comfort Vamberry. | most desperately need your help.”
"And | shal be happy to giveit to you," replied Holmes. " Suppose you tel me what brought you here?"
"A horse and carriage,” answered Mrs. Vamberry. "Though | can't imagine why you should care.”
"I don't, actudly."

"Then why did you ask?'

"l _meant_ what problem brought you here."

"The carriage was no problem at all. Especialy when compared to your stairs.”

"Y ou came here to complain about my stairs?' asked Holmes.

"Certainly not. My specidty iswine."

"You prefer ‘whine to ‘complain’, do you?' asked Holmes.

"Absolutdly."”

"Well, my initid observation isthat you can whine with the best of them.”



"| congder that ahigh compliment,” replied Mrs. Vamberry.

"You do?' said Holmes, surprised. "I would have consdered it the worst kind of insult.”
"Redly?' said Mrs. Vamberry. "What would be the best kind of insult?*

Holmesfrowned. "I hate it when people ask questionslike that.”

"Where are our manners?' interjected Watson. "May we offer you some champagne?”

"I should be most grateful,” said Mrs. Vamberry.

That good gentleman opened yet another bottle and poured her atal glass.

"Itsexcdlent,” she said after taking asip. "Where did you get it?"

"It camein the pog," said Watson.

Shefinished the glass. "I'll have another, if you don't mind?"

"My pleasure,” said Watson, refilling her glass.

"What about your pleasure?’ she asked sharply.

"I give up," sad Watson, confused. "What about it?"

"Gentlemen don't discusstheir pleasurein front of ladies” said Mrs. Vamberry.

"Well, that's not entirely s0," interjected Holmes. " Some gentleman do just that.”

"Then they are hardly gentlemen,” replied Mrs. Vamberry.

"But | wasn't _discussing_my pleasure,” protested Watson. "l was_expressing_it."

"It sounds messy, like expressing awound or something,” she said.

"l beg your pardon.”

"Keep your pleasure to yourself and you won't have to beg my pardon,” said Mrs. Vamberry.
"If I may interrupt,” said Holmes, "l assumeyou _did _have some purpose for arranging this meeting?”
"Yes, Mr. Holmes" shesaid. "As| told you, my specidty iswine."

Holmes juxtaposed his fingers and nodded hishead. "As| surmised.”

"My hushand, Regindd, is abroad gathering samples.” She paused. "1 miss him desperately.”
"Pleesegoon.”

"Well, two weeks ago he sent me his Grand Secle.”

"Hedid_what? " demanded the detective.

"Sent me hisGrand Secle”

"My God! Wasn'tit painful ?"



"No," shereplied. "I have dways taken enormous pleasure in his Grand Siecle.”

"I'm sureyou have," said Holmes. "But hasn't your husband aways been at the other end of it, soto
Speak?'

"Well, | certainly enjoy it more when heswith me."
"I would have sworn you couldn't enjoy it a al when heé's not there.”

"Oh, you're quite mistaken. | have enjoyed Reginad's Grand Siecle while in the company of any number
of friends while he has been out of the country.”

"Zoundd" muttered Watson. "I must wire Viennaimmediatdy!"
"Another refill, please?' she asked, holding out her glass, and Watson immediately obliged.

"If hisgrand secle can function when he'sno longer in possession of it," said Holmes, still frowning, "then
| fail to seewhat your problem might be.”

"Hetells me he sent his Grand Siecle again two weeks ago,” she said. "But it never arrived. | suspect foul
play.”

"Areyou quite sure?' asked Holmes. "'l mean, it hardly seemsthe kind of thing onewould beinclined to
ded, at least on theface of it."

"You have no ideaof itsvaue, Mr. Holmes," said Mrs. Vamberry, downing the rest of her champagne.
"I've ayoung lady who lives down the street who will pay top pricefor it."

"Andyou_sdl_itto her?' demanded Holmes.

"I'dliketo keep it dl to mysdf, but werein busness.”

"1 wonder if Scotland Y ard knows about this business?'

"Certainly they do,” shesaid. "Weare duly licensed.”

"What _is_theworld coming to?' mused Holmes.

"Could you open awindow, please?’ asked Mrs. Vamberry. "I've suddenly become quite warm."
Watson walked to awindow and opened it, then came back and stopped in front of Mrs. Vamberry.
"l say, Holmes," said that worthy, "we seem to have aproblem here."

"We certainly do,” said Holmes, lost in thought. " She wantsto hire meto help her sdlvage this seamy if
intriguing business that she and her remarkable husband have entered into. It poses afascinating ethical
conflict.”

"We have amore immediate problem,” continued Watson. "The lady seemsto have passed out.
Doubtlessit semsfrom having so much champagne so rapidly.”

Holmeswalked over to Mrs. Vamberry. He snapped hisfingersin front of her, dapped her face, and
gently tickled her armpits.

"Noreaction at al," hesad.



"I suppose we could let her degp in my room,” said Watson.

Holmes shook his head. "'If she degpsin anyonesroom, it will bein_mine . But the thought of sharing
those happy moments with her husband's grand siecle smply bogglesthe mind. | think | shall refuse the
case and take the [ady home."

"I'mafraid | can't help you,” said Watson. "I have to finish writing your latest adventure tonight, if itisto
make the latest edition of _The Strand_."

"Y our absence should pose no problem,” replied Holmes. "'l am, after all, aworld-class athlete. Just help
me set her on her feet, and I'll take her from there.”

The two gentlemen lifted Mrs. Vamberry to upright position. Asthey did so, her raincoat fell open,
reveding that the young lady was quite naked beneathit.

"Shegivesevery indication of having dressed in rather ahurry,” remarked Watson admiringly. " Perhaps|
_will_hdpyou after dl."

"Not necessary,” said Holmes, hdf-carrying and haf-dragging her to the doorway. "'l shdl return within
the hour."

* k * %

It took Holmes less than two minutesto redize that his current mode of trangporting Mrs. Vamberry was
next to impossible, so he hailed adouble-decker bus. He was aware of the curious stares from the other
passengers as he carried her up the stairs and over to a seat, but he did his best to ignore them.

"Shesureisalooker, Miger," said one gentleman who was dressed in awrinkled tweed suit.
"Thank you," said Holmes, placing Mrs. Vamberry next to the window and taking a seat himself.
"Had alittle too much to drink, en?'

"Not redly,” said Holmes. "'l fed quitewell.”

"l meant thegirl.”

"Ah. Wéll, yes, the truth of the matter isthat she _has had alittle more than she could handle.”

"Does the poor dear need any help?' offered amiddle-aged woman, putting aside her knitting to gaze at
Mrs. Vamberry's ashen face. "A mixture of lemon and prune juice doesit every time."

"Does_what_ every time?' asked Holmes, curious.

"Hushes out the system. Clearsthe head, too," replied the woman knowingly. "Mainly," shesad, "it
flushes out the system.”

"Perhaps| shal consider it inthefuture.”
"Of course," continued the woman, "I don't know what you can do about those eyes."

Holmes turned to Mrs. Vamberry. The bouncing of the bus had caused her eyesto open, and they were
now staring, dull and bloodshat, at the assembled well-wishers.

Holmes hastily pressed the lids down, restoring her serene if somewhat inebriated expression, and began



wondering just how he had gotten himsdlf into this position. He scratched his head, trying to conjure up
some plan of action.

"My God, miger!" said the man in the tweed suit. "What athing to do in public!”

"What are you talking about?' demanded Holmes.

"Your hand."

"What about my hand?'

"That'saterrible thing to do with it!"

"Nonsense," replied Holmes, scratching his head even more vigoroudy. "It helps methink.”
"It'd hep methink too," agreed the man. "But | till wouldn't doit in public.”

"Y ou men only think of onething anyway," said alittle old lady in ablue print dress.
"Rubbish," said Holmes. "I think of lots of thingd™

"What mental control!" said the man in the tweed suit admiringly. "If | had _my hand in aplace like that,
| could only think of onething. | fredy admit it.”

"What on earth is so unusua about aman scratching his head in public?' demanded Holmes.
"I wastaking about your _other _hand," said the man, staring unblinking at the hand in question.

Holmeslooked down at his other hand. Somehow it had wandered inside Mrs. Vamberry's coat of its
own freewill, and it still resided there.

"Oh," said Holmes, flustered. "I must have misunderstood you."

"Wel, your girlfriend could hardly have misunderstood _you ," said thelittle old lady disapprovingly.
"Drunk or not, she ought to be lady enough to tell you to stop it.”

"Tostop _what_?"

"To stop what you're doing.”

"How do you know what I'm doing?' asked Holmes.

"I know what _I'd_bedoing!" said the tweedy man enthusiasticaly. ™Y ou need alittle help, friend?’
"He needsalot of help," said the middle-aged lady, "but of amore professiona nature.”

"Areyou implying that the lady in question is an amateur?' asked the tweedy man. " Seemsto methat any
woman who lets aman do that to her in the middle of abusisn't an amateur at dl."

"But he'snot doing it to her inthe middle of the bus," said a nattily-attired elderly gentleman. "He'sdoing
itinacorner of the bus."

"I'm not doing it at al!" Holmes exploded.
"Not doing what?" asked the little old lady, who evidently had fallen adeep for amoment.



"I'm not doing anything,” said Holmeslamdly.
"Yesyou are," sad the elderly gentleman. ™Y ou're shouting.”

"l gpologize," said Holmes, fighting to control histemper. "And now that we have dl discussed the
problem in full, would you mind leaving me and my companion aone?'

"Yes" sadthelittle old lady. "L et's |leave them to their own devices."
"What kind of devices?" asked the tweedy man with keen interest.

"Whatever kind of devicesthat gentlemen who do obscene things on busses are inclined to use," said the
littleold lady.

Holmes could stand it no longer. His mind made up, he arosg, lifted Mrs. Vamberry in hisarms, and
walked to the door of the bus.

"Let meoff here" hetold the driver.

"I know agood hotel about two miles further up theroad,” said the bus driver helpfully. "And they only
charge by the hour if you say that Bertie sent you."

"l don't want agood hotel!" shouted Holmes.
"l dso know of an exceptionally bad hotd, if that's moreto your liking," said thedriver.
"l don't want any kind of hotel!" yelled Holmes.

"All right," said the driver, sill agreeable. "But 1'd be careful about which bus you choose at thistime of
night. The other driversarent dl aslibera as| am.”

"I'll kegp that in mind," said Holmes, getting off with Mrs. Vamberry.

It was only after the bus pulled away that he redized he had come out without hiswallet, and had just
used up thelast of his spare change. And he knew, with asinking feding in the pit of his ssomach, that he
wasn't going to be able to avoid still more scenesif he had to drag and carry Mrs. Vamberry the rest of
theway.

"Hey, Miger," said avoice from out of the night shadows. "That's quite awoman you've got there. Is she
for rent?'

"Of course she's not for rent!™ snapped Holmes, turning to confront asmall, snappily-dressed young man.
"Whatever gave you the idea that she was?"

"I'm not saying that she'sfor rent,” answered the man defensively. "I'm just asking if sheis, becauseit
seemsto methat she'sdisplaying dl the partsthat_would _befor rent if shewas.”

"But I've dready told you sheisn't.”

"Then you're better button her coat, Mister. If must be ten degrees Celsius out. Nobody walks around
like that because they fed too warm on anight like this"

Holmes hadtily rearranged Mrs. Vamberry's coat to cover up the pointsin question. Then an ideacame
to him. "Do you redly have the money to rent her?' he asked.



"Yes," sad theman, interested again.

"Good," said Holmes. "Then you can pay for ataxi while| take her home, and afterwards I'll reimburse

you."

"Why should | loan you money?'

"Because | am London's grestest consulting detective, and sheismy client.”

"Well, I'm the Sultan on Zanzibar," said the man sarcagticdly. "I just wear these clothes to stop women

from throwing themsdvesat me."

"Dashitdl,| _am_adetective!"

"Assuming that'strue, what kind of caseis_she _involved in?"

"ThisisMrs. Comfort Vamberry, and it has something to do with her husband's grand secle”

"It does?' said the man, surprised. "Hell, I've _had _her hushand's Grand Siecle!"

"Y ou have?" exclamed Holmes, flabbergasted.
"Enjoyed the hdll out of it."

"You_enjoyed it?

"Yes. Okay, I'll pay for the cab. Who knows? | may get lucky and have the lady share Mr. Vamberry's

Grand Seclewith me"

"What _is_theworld coming to?" muttered Holmes under his bregth.

"By theway," said the man, "my name's Eddie.”
"Eddiewhat?" asked Holmes.

"Huh?'

"| said, Eddie what?'

"l wasn't going to say anything," answered Eddie.

"I know."

"Then why did you say, 'Eddie, what'?"

"l was Smply asking your last name."

"Oh. It'sWuitt."

"Eddie Wutt?' repeated Holmes.

"l just told you," said Eddie, beginning to lose his patience.
"I know you did," replied Holmes. "That'swhat | said.”

"Y ou said what?"



"Precisdy,” said Holmes.

"Areyou sureyourefeding dl right, Mister?' asked Eddie.
"What?" asked Holmes, hismind having strayed for amoment.
"Mr. What," corrected Eddie.

"What in blue blazes are you talking about?' asked Holmesirritably.
"I've dready forgotten,” said Eddie.

"Probably dl for thebest,” said Holmes. "If you're quite through trying to drive meto distraction, let us
proceed.”

"I'm not trying to drive you anywhere, Mr. What," said Eddie. "I thought we were getting acab to drive
s

Holmes, preferring not to get drawn into another debate, contented himself by turning hisback on Eddie
and flagging down ataxi. Asit pulled to the curb, he turned to Eddie.

"Take her feet," he directed. "I'll grab her arms.”

"Hey, | don't want no monkey businessin my cab," warned the burly cab driver.

"We shall be the soul of discretion," answered Holmes as he did Mrs. Vamberry onto the seat.
"Hah!" said the cabbie.

"What do you mean?" asked Holmes.

"Tell one-third of your soul to cross her legs or button her coat or something. | don't know about any
other cabs you guys have been in, but this oneisn't a cathouse on whedls."

"Who said anything about cats?'

"Just watch your step -- and get your hand out of there right now! Imagine, taking advantage of alady
likethet!"

"Just drive straight ahead for another mile," said Holmes. "I'll tell you when to stop. And _you |, get your
hand off her!"

"What?' said the cabbie, who had both hands on the whedl.

"Areyou taking to me?"' asked Eddie, quickly withdrawing his hand.

"Yes," sad Holmes gternly. "Leave her done"

"What's going on?" asked the cabbie.

"Wrong," said Holmes. "Wutt's sopping.”

"Damniit, you never let aguy have any fun,” complained Eddie. "I want Comfort."

"I'll giveyou Comfort later," replied Holmes.



"You're not giving him any comfortin_my__ cab!" said the cabbie. "The young lady may be of dubious
mora character, but the two of you are out-and-out degenerates.”

_"Stop!" _ shouted Holmes suddenly.

"Wheat's he doing to you now?" asked the cabbie.

"Nothing. | was spegking to you."

"_I'm_ not doing anything to you!"

"I meant for you to stop the cab.”

The cab screeched to a hdt, and Holmes and Eddie carried Mrs. Vamberry out.
"How much do | oweyou?' asked Eddie.

"More than you could possibly pay,” said the cabbie, pedling off into the night.
"So wherethe hell arewe?" asked Eddie, looking around.

"At thefar end of Baker Street,” replied Holmes. "I took the opportunity to look in Mrs. Vamberry's
purse for some identification, and found that she lived at 2218. Help me get her up to her flat."

The two men carried the still-unconscious woman up two flights of stairs. Then Holmes rummaged
through her purse again and found the key to her front door. He unlocked it, and then they deposited her
on an easy chair, dusting her off here and there as gentlemen are wont to due in such cases.

"Shall we make some teawhile we're here?' suggested Holmes, walking toward the kitchen.
"Nonefor me, thanks" said Eddie.

"How very un-British."

"I can't helpit,” said Eddie. He lowered his voice. "I've been congtipated for the past two days.”
"How very fortuitous," sad Holmes.

"What are you talking about?"

"l can dways use another Baker Street Irregular.”

* * % %

"l seeyou're home dready," remarked Watson, looking up from the champagne bottle he had emptied
during the detective's absence. "Did Mrs. Vamberry ever regain consciousness?”

"Shewas dtill sound adeep when | departed,” said Holmes. "I left anote explaining that we had no
interest in taking the case.”

"Still, one can't help but wonder what happened to her husband's grand siecle,” said Watson.

"The mere thought of it being rented out to neighbor ladiesis enough to give me nightmares,” replied
Holmes. "No, Watson, that isone case | shall never solve." He paused long enough to pour himsdf a
glassof champagne. "A more interesting puzzle reates to the unknown admirer who sent usthis
wonderful champagne.”



"Why not look at the caseit camein?' suggested Watson.
"l did," admitted Holmes. "Buit it was of dmost no use whatsoever.”
"Even to aman with your remarkable powers of deduction?!

"The science of deduction can go only so far, my old friend,” replied Holmes. "And literate help is so hard
to find these daysthat the B in 221B Baker Street looks exactly likean 8.

"What ashame," said Watson. "So therewereno cluesat dl?"

"Well, just one," said Holmes. "The man who sent thisis obvioudy apassionate follower of the Sport of
Kings"
"How could you tell?"

"Asyou know, Grand Circleisthe favorite for the upcoming Epsom Derby, and our mysterious
philanthropist was trying to tell meto place awager on him by writing hisnamein bold lettersal over the
case. Misspelled hideoudy, of course.”

"I wonder if | should make any notes at al about the events of thisevening,”" said Watson.

"I wouldn't bother," replied Holmes wearily. "I refused one case, and hadn't enough cluesto solve the
other. | suppose there will be dayslikethis."

"Well, if every day brings us another dozen bottles of fine French champagne, they won't be so hard to
take" said Watson, filling their glasses once again.

"I'll drink to thet," replied Holmes.



