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			Introduction

			In the fall of 1994, Marion Geil, librarian at the Hearst Free Library in my hometown of Anaconda, Montana, called me and told me that she had found an old manuscript that she wanted me to see. When I asked for more details, she was uncharacteristically vague and would say little more than it was quite old, and given my reading propensities, I would find it quite interesting. My curiosity was piqued, but it was three weeks before I was able to make the trip to Anaconda, arriving the day before Thanksgiving.

			Marian then revealed her find—a collection of stories and case notes written by Dr. John Watson, M.D. chronicling a series of adventures undertaken by Sherlock Holmes during visits to the western United States in the 1890s.

			Marian had already concluded that Watson’s work required some edits, then “must be published so that the world will know of Holmes’ many exploits in the United States.”

			I could not have agreed with her more, and she then surprised me by handing me a copy of the various manuscripts while telling me that she wanted me to edit Watson’s work.

			Honored by her confidence, I reluctantly accepted the task. Then almost immediately, I dropped the ball and allowed the press of my career coupled with the need to raise two sons to delay the task before me. After a series of on-again, off-again editorial efforts, I put Watson’s work in the cabinet bottom of an end table for safekeeping and its presence slowly receded from my mind. More than a decade passed before a stop in a used bookstore, where I saw an old copy of The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes on the shelf, rekindled the memory of Watson’s manuscript in my possession. Unfortunately, the document was nowhere to be found and I cursed myself for my cavalier attitude toward the work. Several months later, quite by chance, I rediscovered the manuscript in a basement filing cabinet sandwiched between a file folder of political bumper stickers and a series of sociology bibliographies dating back to graduate school.

			By 2008, I had worked through several of Watson’s stories and published the volume Sherlock Holmes: The Montana Chronicles which detailed several of Holmes’ adventures in southwestern Montana. This volume continues that work but includes tales of Holmes’ work in other states as well.

			While in the United States, Holmes was principally in the employ of Marcus Daly, President of the Anaconda Copper Mining Company, but Holmes’ reputation and Daly’s referrals soon led him to a number of cases that did not involve working for Daly’s great mining enterprise. These tales are presented here.

			John S. Fitzpatrick


		The Unrelenting Case of Mr. Cahill’s Telharmonium Plans

			“Watson,” Sherlock Holmes said, “if you’re free this afternoon at four o’clock, you may wish to join me in the second floor parlor where you met Miss O’Sullivan.1 I am sure this meeting won’t be quite as enchanting as her company, but I sense that it will provide us with a puzzle that will stimulate our minds.”

			We were finishing our luncheon in the Collins Café down the street from the Montana Hotel where we were domiciled during this latest trip to Montana. We came to Montana the past spring at the request of Mr. Marcus Daly, President of the Anaconda Copper Mining Company, to assist with several matters of interest. Since then, Holmes had been offered numerous inquiries but, as usual, he would only take those which captivated his imagination, turning the rest over to Sheriff Fitzpatrick. Obviously, something in this latest matter had caught Holmes’ eye. “What seems to be the problem?” I asked.

			“We’ll have the particulars this afternoon, but based upon the brief conversation I had with our prospective client, it appears to be a matter of some stolen plans for a new type of musical instrument which uses electricity to produce sound.”

			Modern technology. It was one of Holmes’ greatest interests. He was forever reading about, studying, or experimenting with new technology, always on the watch for something that would be of assistance in criminal detection.2

			“Who will we be meeting?”

			“A young gentleman by the name of Thaddeus Cahill, from Washington, D.C.,” Holmes said as he stood up from the table and departed, leaving me both the opportunity to have another cup of coffee and, as usual, pay the check.

			I joined Holmes just before our guest arrived, having spent the afternoon at the library reading the newspapers followed by a walk down to Lucien King’s, a stationer whose shop carried an excellent array of tobacco products. I purchased several cigars. I had no sooner sat down to enjoy one when a deep voice behind me said, “Mr. Holmes and Dr. Watson, I presume. I am Thaddeus Cahill.”

			He had a serious look about him. His movements were quick and definitive, suggesting a man who had much to accomplish and no time for twaddle. His physical appearance was undistinguished, being about medium height and build with thinning brown hair and a rounded face which, while serious, was not unfriendly. Cahill took a seat on the divan across from Holmes and me.

			“I cannot tell you, Mr. Holmes, how difficult it was to find you. I cabled your flat in London several times to no avail. Only luck brought me here where a chance encounter with a copy of last Friday’s Anaconda Standard showed me that you were in Montana of all places.”

			“I endeavor to not let my opponents know when I am gone from London,” Holmes answered. “I don’t want the criminal classes to think that should I take a holiday, they get one as well.”

			“Well put, Mr. Holmes. Nevertheless, I would have thought that a man of your station would have an associate to look after your mail and other communications.”

			“I do, my brother Mycroft, but he is always of the opinion that unless the matter is of the highest concern to the Crown the matter can wait, and he is usually correct. Now, enough about me. Do you like the cat?”

			“What?” Cahill said showing surprise.

			“You seem to be living with a cat, probably a white angora who has developed an affection for you,” Holmes said.

			“Indeed, she is the property of the woman where I am boarding, and yes, the cat and I get along famously. You can tell that from just looking at me? Your powers of observation are impressive.”

			“The success of the detective,” answered Holmes, “very much depends upon seeing that which all are capable of seeing yet they do not observe. So, pray, please tell us about this problem you have.”

			“I have invented a revolutionary instrument which I call the telharmonium,” Cahill stated. “It makes music using electrical impulses instead of vibrating a string or column of air. With one instrument I can duplicate an entire symphony orchestra.”

			“At the risk of appearing foolish,” I said, “how can one instrument replace fifty to a hundred instruments that make an orchestra?”

			“Excuse me, Dr. Watson. I always mistakenly assume that people I am talking to about my work are as versed in music or the propagation of sound as I am. Let me start from the beginning.”

			“Please,” said Holmes.

			“You gentlemen are familiar with the operation of the telephone,” Cahill said. Holmes certainly was; I was not, although I had used the device on many occasions since coming to the United States.

			“My instrument works on the same basic principle as the telephone. When you speak into the mouth piece of a telephone, the air pressure created by your voice presses against a diaphragm in the mouthpiece. As it moves up and down with the changes in air pressure, the diaphragm causes an electrical impulse to go down the wire. At the receiver end, the process is reversed with the electrical impulse causing the diaphragm to move up and down creating sound.”

			“All right, I think I understand.” I said. Holmes nodded in agreement.

			“Every musical note has a unique frequency,” Cahill said. A look of puzzlement must have crossed my face. Cahill continued, “Frequency is simply the speed with which an object vibrates. Middle C on the piano vibrates 261.6 times per second. A in the fourth octave above middle C vibrates at 440 hertz or 440 times per second. A hertz is one vibration per second. With a horn or a pipe organ, the thing that vibrates is the column of air in the instrument. The faster the vibration, the higher the pitch of the note. Conversely, the slower the vibration the deeper the sound.” 

			That made sense, I told myself. I was confident that Holmes understood, so it probably didn’t mean much if I did not.

			“With my instrument,” Cahill said, “the telharmonium, the sound is created by a series of electric dynamos which contain tone wheels. These wheels have bumps and grooves on the surface so that when they spin they give off the frequency of just one note. An electrical receiver picks up that set of vibrations, converts it into an electrical impulse very similar to the telephone, and sends it down the wire to a speaker where it issues forth as music. Whenever the telharmonium operator presses a key, it releases the note down the wire.”

			“Fascinating,” Holmes said as he reached for his tobacco pouch and pipe. I could not tell if Holmes was genuinely intrigued or bored.

			Cahill went on. “With the telharmonium I can install a tone wheel to match every note that can be played by any instrument so I can literally create the sounds of a full symphony orchestra with one machine and one or two musicians.”

			“So it’s a device to rid the world of symphony orchestras,” I interjected with a smile on my face.

			“I doubt many people would think of doing that,” Cahill replied in earnest. “My plan is to create an instrument that can send music along electric wires to homes or businesses, a lot like a telephone. For example, if a homeowner wanted to listen to music he would simply turn on his receiver and out would come the music.”

			“People can do that right now using a gramophone,” I said.

			“Very true, Dr. Watson,” Cahill replied, “but with my telharmonium, the sound quality will be infinitely better and one can have music all day rather than for fifteen minutes at a time with a record player.”

			“How far along are you with the invention process?” Holmes asked.

			“I have fully developed the theoretical concept and have completed a full set of construction blueprints. In addition, each of the major components of the telharmonium has been physically tested to insure that they work as planned. My next step is to build a small-scale version of the instrument to show investors. Once that is done, I will be able to raise the capital necessary to complete the full-scale instrument.”

			“What are we talking about for size?” asked Holmes, continuing with his inquiry.

			“The test instrument will have a little more range than a typical piano with ninety-six keys over eight octaves versus eighty-eight keys on a piano. All the equipment will fill a large room, twenty feet by twenty feet, I am guessing, and will weigh between 14,000 and 16,000 pounds.”
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			“Impressive,” Holmes said with a thoughtful look on his face. “Something clearly designed for a fixed installation. And you say the full-scale machine will be bigger?”

			“Infinitely so, Mr. Holmes. The full-scale machine will be able to produce thirty notes per octave. It will have multiple keyboards like a pipe organ. I don’t really know at this time how much room it will take, but it will be sizeable.” 

			“Thank you for explaining the nature of your invention,” Holmes said. “Could you now go back to the beginning and explain the nature of your problem?”
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			“Certainly,” Cahill answered. “I believe someone has stolen the plans to my invention and will patent it as his own device. Furthermore, I believe the thief is in Butte, Montana, at this very minute. That’s why I came here from the east coast.”
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			“How did this theft take place?” I asked, anticipating Holmes next question.

			“My invention is no secret. A lot of people in the music world know about my work and most are very encouraging. For the past several months I have been contacted by a variety of people either wanting to invest in my enterprise or buy an instrument from me when they become available. About a month ago I was personally visited by two such men. One was Adam Bial, who is one of the co-owners of the Koster and Bial Concert Hall in New York City. He wanted to buy a telharmonium for use in their concert hall.”

			At this point, Cahill paused to drink a swallow of beer which the bartender had recently placed at his elbow. He continued, “Two days after meeting Bial I was visited by a man calling himself John Elitch of Denver, Colorado.”

			“Yes,” Holmes said. “I know the man. Creator of Elitch Gardens along with his wife Mary. A consummate showman and fine gentleman as well. Please continue.”

			“We had a short conversation. He too wanted to buy a telharmonium but unlike Mr. Bial, seemed quite impatient. It was as if he seemed to think that I was already producing the instrument and it was a simple matter of loading one on the next freight train.”

			“Did you show either of these gentlemen your blueprints?” Holmes asked.

			“No,” responded Cahill, “but their presence is hardly a secret. The living room of my apartment is also my office. I have a drafting table in the corner and big map case which suffices as a file cabinet for my design drawings. It’s no secret where the drawings are kept.”

			“I trust that your home was then illegally entered and the drawings taken,” Holmes offered.

			“Not exactly,” Cahill said. “I left Washington, D.C. for a trip of several days’ duration to Baltimore and Philadelphia.”

			“And Bial and Elitch knew you would be gone?” Holmes asked.

			“True. I told both of them, independently of course, that I needed some time to think over their offers and would reply by post after I returned from my travels. When I got back home, the door to my apartment was unlocked. I distinctly remembered locking it so I asked the landlady if she knew why it was open and she said, ‘I guess that photographer you hired must have left it open by mistake.’

			“I asked her, ‘What photographer? I never hired any photographer.’

			“She then told me, ‘He arrived Thursday morning after you left. He pulled up in a wagon that said Mason’s Portrait Photography on the side. The photographer came to my door and introduced himself as Joseph McIver and showed me a copy of a letter from you directing me to assist the photographer in any way possible.’”

			“A very ingenious method of entry into your abode,” Holmes noted.

			“Indeed,” Cahill answered. “According to Mrs. Shaw, the landlady, Mr. McIver brought in three bags of camera equipment into my apartment and started taking pictures of my drawings. When she asked him why I was having that done, McIver supposedly told her that I was just being careful. The photos would be stored in another building in the event there was a house fire or other catastrophe which might cause me to lose my drawings.”

			“Again, a most ingenious thief,” said Holmes, “and, I might add, a very smart idea for people like yourself and Watson to protect your life’s work. Thinking about it, John, it would be an excellent idea for you to back up all your case files and store a copy in the vault of our bank in case someone like Moriarty invades our domicile on Baker Street.3

			“Pray, please continue, Mr. Cahill. I apologize for my digressions.”

			“That’s perfectly fine. As a matter of fact, I immediately hired a photographer and copied my drawings and put them into safekeeping. To be frank, I never thought about the consequences of a fire in the rooming house where I live. More importantly, if the photographer had not left my front door unlocked, I might have never known that anything was amiss. I rarely see Mrs. Shaw and the matter of the mystery photographer taking pictures of my drawings might never have been raised.”

			“What have you done since then?” Holmes asked.

			“I asked Mrs. Shaw for a description of the photographer but it wasn’t very helpful—short man, maybe five feet six inches tall, one hundred thirty pounds, brown hair, no moustache, nice smile. That could be almost anybody. Next, I went to every photographic establishment in Washington, D.C. and across the river in Arlington. There is no such photographic studio by the name of Mason’s Portrait Photography operating in the Washington, D.C. area. No one admitted to having been sent by anyone to my apartment to take photographs of my drawings.

			“Having no luck solving this mystery in Washington, Mr. Holmes, I decided to travel to New York and question Mr. Bial,” Cahill said. “Mr. Bial was a gracious host. I met him in his office at the theater where I tried to elicit any type of response indicating that he knew about the burglary of my apartment. My effort was to no avail and I finally just asked him if he had sent someone to surreptitiously copy my documents. Mr. Bial was horrified by my suggestion and protested that he had nothing to do with such chicanery. His response seemed genuine and I believed him. It also put me on the train for a trip to Denver and a confrontation with Mr. John Elitch.”

			At this point Cahill momentarily paused his narrative to gather his thoughts and take another sip of beer. “Ten days ago I arrived at Elitch’s theater unannounced and was ushered into his office immediately. Imagine my surprise when the man behind the desk who stood up to warmly greet me was not the same man who had presented me Elitch’s business card two weeks previous. I was confused and ended up stammering out the reason for my visit. Elitch told me that he hadn’t been back to Washington for several years, did not employ or send anyone back to visit me, and confessed that he had never heard of the telharmonium. He went on to insist that whomever had given me his business card was both a fraud and a poor forger. The card I had received at my home had Elitch’s name misspelled, with two l’s rather than one.

			“Suffice it to say, Mr. Holmes, I was shocked at the deception and disappointed that my trip to Denver was a complete waste of time. However,” Cahill continued, “back in my hotel room as I prepared for dinner I experienced a lightning bolt of inspiration. After concluding his business with me, the fraudulent Elitch made a telephone call from the instrument in the hall outside Mrs. Shaw’s apartment. I happened to be coming down the stairs toward the front door of the building and I overheard him say ‘Butte, Montana.’ Then it struck me that when he had arrived at my home another man was in the carriage with him. I never paid much attention to the second fellow, but I do recall that he had brown hair and seemed slight of build. With that knowledge I came to Butte rather than returning to Washington, D.C.”

			“Have your inquiries in Butte proved fruitful?” Holmes asked.

			“In part,” Cahill replied. “I visited all of the music halls and theaters in Butte without success, although I was not able to meet the managers of either the Renshaw Hall or the Grand Opera House. According to the people I talked with, both gentlemen were out-of-state on travel. These two theaters interest me greatly. Both are large, successful establishments and out of all the theaters I surveyed, these would be the only two which I believe could fund the construction of a telharmonium.”4

			“How much would that be?” I asked, my curiosity piqued.

			“I believe the small-scale prototype, which I call the Mark 1 and plan to build in the near future, will cost a minimum of fifty thousand dollars. The full-sized machine will be double or triple that.”5

			“A lot of money,” I commented in a state of complete disbelief, wondering how anyone could take that kind of risk on an unproven technology.

			“Then yesterday it happened,” Cahill announced. “I was riding the trolley on Broadway Street and as I looked out the window, I saw him.”
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			“Saw who?” Holmes asked as his eyes flashed with interest.

			“The man who came to my apartment saying he was John Elitch. I got off the trolley at the next corner and went in search of him, but he had disappeared. When my papers were copied without my consent in Washington, I cabled you in London without success. Last week I read that you were here in Montana. Can I count on your help to find the man who has stolen my invention?”

			“Admittedly,” Holmes said, “There are some points of interest in the case. Using a camera as a method of business espionage and theft is most ingenious. It may well give rise to a new brand of forgery. Yes, Mr. Cahill, with Watson’s assistance I will look into this matter for a few days to see if we can assist you.”

			“Excellent, Mr. Holmes,” Cahill replied, clearly happy that someone had taken an interest in his problem. “I can be reached at Mrs. Ellen Cammick’s Rooming House at 77 East Park Street in Butte.”

			The next day Holmes and I traveled by train to Butte and took rooms in the Southern Hotel, a common place of residence when visiting the mining city. 

			That evening we attended a production of The Hypocrite, a melodrama produced by Paul Merritt, at the Renshaw Opera House.6 We arrived early and Holmes excused himself while I found our seats. I knew he was inspecting the building, looking for a place to secrete himself after the performance so that he could make a detailed inspection of the building later in the evening after the staff had departed and the building was closed for the night.

			The performance was uninspired but was time better spent than sitting in a hotel room reading a newspaper and waiting for tomorrow. After the final curtain Holmes bid me good night and slipped away into the crowd.

			At breakfast, Holmes seemed to be in a thoughtful mood. All he said about his previous night’s work was that the Renshaw was a well-built theater, modern in every sense of the word, and there was no evidence that he could find which indicated that the photographs of the telharmonium drawings were in the possession of Mr. Renshaw, the owner of the hall. He then told me to prepare for another night on the town, this time at Maguire’s Grand Opera House on Broadway Street, about a block west of our rooms.7

			“Watson, if I could prevail upon you for some assistance this morning, I would be grateful.”

			“Certainly,” I replied, always happy to play a role rather than be a mere observer in Holmes’ investigations.

			“Here is a list of five photographers who offer their services in Butte. I would like you to visit each of them today.”

			“And what do you want me to ascertain?” I asked while looking at the list which contained their names and business addresses.

			“See if any of them fit the description of brown hair, clean shaven, and slight build.”

			“Then I can immediately cross off Miss Brennan,” I said.

			“No, visit her as well,” said Holmes. Just to be sure. While you are doing that, I will meet Oliver Toth. He has business to conduct with Mr. Renshaw on behalf of Sir Reginald.”8

			After Holmes departed to prepare for the meeting with Robert Renshaw, the proprietor and manager of Renshaw Hall whose facility Holmes had carefully searched the night before, I enjoyed another cup of coffee, thought up a cover story for why I was searching out the services of a photographer, and looked over the list Holmes provided me.

			L.S. Hazeltine, 422 S. Arizona

			George Hertz, 61 W. Park

			A.J. Dusseau, 104 N. Main

			H.G. Klenze, 122 N. Main

			Mrs. L.L. Brennan, 6 E. Park

			All were within walking distance of the hotel, Hazeltine being the farthest distance, about six blocks to the southeast by my estimation. I would start with him and work my way back uphill finishing with Mrs. Brennan.

			I decided to tell each of the photographers that I was looking for a photographer to do my daughter’s wedding in September, and after the conversation got started, I inquired whether they would do the work or if it would be handled by an assistant.

			Hazeltine was a big man, at least six feet tall with sideburns, and I quickly dismissed him from the list. Hertz was blonde turning toward gray and Dusseau likewise was an older gentleman and completely gray. Dusseau had an assistant, slight of build and clean shaven with brown hair, a very comely lass who fell one attribute short of being our man.

			I was pleased to meet so many fine men and frankly, felt poorly that my actions were fraudulent in character, but I would be able to answer Holmes’ entreaties when he saw me later in the day.

			I lunched in the Chong Wa Restaurant and sampled Chinese food for just the second time in my life, both of which had occurred in Montana. My military adventures had taken me to the Indian subcontinent and Africa, but never to the Orient. I suspect that there are many Chinese restaurants in London, but more than likely they are in the poor sections of the East End where a man of my position would be unlikely to go. No doubt Holmes knew all about them.

			Following my noon hour repast, I continued on with Holmes’ mission and quickly crossed H.G. Klenze off the list. His coloring was appropriate, but he was middle-aged with a thick German accent.

			I was down to Mrs. L.L. Brennan, a stout woman in her fifties, with gray hair and a pair of bifocals perched on the end of her round nose. Upon entering her shop I knew my timing was impeccable. Mrs. Brennan was instructing a young man whom she addressed as Joe, who was slight of build, brown hair and no mustache—in other words, a perfect match to the description of the photographer provided by Cahill. After Mrs. Brennan went into the back room to get me some information, I engaged the young man in conversation, introducing myself to him as John Tompkins and him to me, as Joe Quinn. I quickly learned that he was Mrs. Brennan’s assistant and had been “learning the photography trade,” as he put it, for over a year and he hoped that he would be able to start his own shop in the near future.

			I complimented him on his ambition and then turned the subject to travel, saying, “This is truly a remarkable country, Mr. Quinn. My wife and I decided to come over early just so that we’d have the opportunity to see the United States in all its glory. I always thought of London as being a busy city, and it is, but tame in comparison with New York. Your capitol, Washington, D.C., is just magnificent. Have you ever had the opportunity to go there yourself?”
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			To both my wonderment and delight, Mr. Quinn immediately said, “Yes. I was there a little over a month ago with a friend. We only had a few days, but you are quite correct, it is a beautiful city.”

			There was no sense in me pushing a conversation about Washington, so I steered the conversation to Pittsburgh, America’s industrial power house, and our trip across the plains to Butte. I knew that Holmes would be pleased. One piece of the puzzle appeared to have fallen in place.

			Holmes met me in the hotel dining room and I quickly reported my success. “Capital, Watson,” he said. “That is excellent news. Did Mr. Quinn say who his friend was?”

			“No, and I thought it impolite to pursue the subject. I assume that we can always follow the young man after work to determine with whom he keeps company.”

			“Good thinking, my friend. Right now he is the only certain fact we’ve yet to accumulate in this investigation.”

			“I take it that your meeting with Mr. Renshaw was unsuccessful.”

			“Decidedly so,” Holmes replied. “Renshaw has no knowledge of the telharmonium. He had never heard of the machine, was astounded to learn that music could be produced by electricity, and showed absolutely no interest when I told him that Caledonian Imports had a client who was willing to pay five thousand dollars for a set of plans for the machine. In fact, Renshaw said to me, ‘It wouldn’t make any difference if you were offering a hundred thousand dollars, Mr. Toth, I know nothing about that of which you speak. I can’t help you.’”

			Holmes continued, “I then asked Mr. Renshaw if there was any other person in town familiar with the music business that I might contact. He thought about it for a minute and said, ‘Perhaps you might wish to meet with John Maguire, proprietor of the Grand Opera House music hall on Park Street. He’s my rival, but we are friends. He pays more attention to what is going on in the music world. If it’s in fashion, he will know about it.’

			“Inasmuch as I was already dressed for the occasion, I walked over to Maguire’s establishment. He wasn’t in, but I could hear hammering and sawing. When I asked his clerk about it, she said Mr. Maguire is improving the building’s electrical system.’ So tonight, as promised, we will again attend the theater and I’ll be able to see what improvements Mr. Maguire is making to his Opera House.”

			That evening’s entertainment featured the Huntington Broadway Company in a play entitled The District Attorney. It was a far more lively performance than what we had seen the night before at Renshaw Hall. Holmes disappeared at the final curtain to secret himself and, again, investigated the interior of the hall without the owner’s knowledge.

			The next morning Holmes reported that his nocturnal foray had borne fruit. He said, “Maguire may be improving the electrical service for the building, but you don’t need to heavily reinforce the floors to install additional wiring and that is what he has done. New beams eight inches square spaced two feet apart now support the floor under the southeast corner of the building. Obviously, he plans to install something quite heavy there.”

			“Will Mr. Toth be visiting Mr. Maguire today?”

			“Indeed,” replied Holmes. “I am told that he will be in the office this morning by nine o’clock which doesn’t leave me much time to get into disguise.”

			Holmes left me to my wiles. I took a long walk along Park and Broadway Streets looking in various shops. The array of goods and services for sale was certainly remarkable for a city on the remote frontier.9 After lunch I treated myself to several chocolate candies from Mrs. Rosenstein’s Confections, just down the street from our hotel, and then decided that I wanted to get a bird’s eye view of the city so I ambled over to Main Street and climbed the hill to its crest where I entered the City of Walkerville. From there I followed some railroad tracks until I got out on a point of land below a mine, I later learned it was called the Diamond, and I could look down over the entire city. It was a beautiful, warm day and for Butte the air was clear. A light but steady breeze from the west had pushed the smoke, which belched forth from the power houses at the mines and from the furnaces in Butte’s copper smelters, out of the valley.

			From where I stood, I counted over fifty mines and would have counted more, but I kept losing track of those that I had counted previously.10 At 4:00 p.m. the steam whistles blew, and a flood of miners flowed out of the mine gates headed to a battalion of saloons in the downtown area for some liquid refreshment.

			I visited three saloons that afternoon and each had working men standing three deep from the bar. It was a sight to behold. Holmes told me later that Butte had five operating breweries.

			Back at the hotel I found this message from Holmes:

			Please retrieve Cahill from his residence and dine at the Fashion Café at 7:00 p.m. tonight. Find an unobtrusive place in the back where Cahill can see the floor. Toth expects to meet with the quarry.

			Do nothing unless I summon your help. I suspect Cahill will recognize the man Toth will meet.

			S.H.

			I did as instructed. Cahill and I were in our seats at 6:45. Holmes, disguised as Toth, arrived five minutes later and took a table near the front door. Just after seven, a young man in a black suit and wearing a derby hat entered the café, surveyed the room, and then went to Holmes’ table. Cahill confirmed that it was the same man who had represented himself as John Elitch in Washington, D.C.

			Holmes rose, shook hands with the gentleman, and returned to his seat. Holmes ordered dinner; his companion did not. They talked briefly, shook hands again, and the young man departed.

			Without acknowledging Holmes, I escorted Cahill from the restaurant and took him home. He was in an anxious mood and wanted to call the police. I advised to the contrary and told him emphatically, “Holmes’ methods are frequently unorthodox but almost universally successful. If he felt a police presence was needed this evening he would have arranged it. You asked for his help, Mr. Cahill. Now, trust him.”

			I returned to my hotel and found Holmes still dressed in mufti11 and asked why he was still dressed as such.

			“Because Mr. Toth has another meeting tonight at ten o’clock,” Holmes replied.

			“Obviously, your visit to Mr. Maguire was fruitful,” I remarked.

			“Provocative at this point, Watson. I was afraid that my meeting with Maguire was just a waste of time. Like Renshaw, he claimed that he had never heard of the telharmonium and he showed little interest in the conversation until I mentioned my willingness to pay five thousand dollars for a set of the plans.”

			“He took immediate interest, did he?” I asked.

			“Not to the casual observer, but I noticed a twitch in his left eyebrow when I mentioned the money. It was there a second time and a third, every time I brought up the sum I was willing to pay. Then he got up from his chair, offered me his hand, and wished me the best of luck. When I reached the door of his office to leave he called out to me and said, ‘Mr. Toth, I presume this is your first visit to Butte.’

			“‘It is,’ I answered,” said Holmes.

			“‘Then I hope that you will enjoy its best. Might I recommend that you seek your dinner tonight at the Fashion Café? It’s east of here about two blocks distant. Being Friday, tonight they will feature either baked haddock or cod. The fish comes to them encased in a block of ice. You would believe it was just fresh caught. Go about seven o’clock after the dinner crowd has thinned out. I can guarantee you a very fine meal indeed.’”

			“A rather oblique way of setting up a meeting,” I commented in reply.

			“No, Watson. A very careful one,” Holmes said, a small smile curling up at the edge of his mouth. It’s Maguire’s way of distancing himself from whatever might transpire, or if something goes awry and the police are summoned. He did nothing more than recommend a good place to eat.”

			“Who was that young man who met you at the café?” I inquired.

			“He said his name was Henry Glennon. When I asked him about his relationship with Maguire, Glennon said, ‘I have no relationship with Maguire. I deal in special artifacts; Maguire runs an opera house.’”

			“Do you believe him?”

			“You know I don’t engage in conjecture. But we may know tonight after we meet Glennon. Oh, and Watson, bring your trusted Webley.”

			Apparently Mr. Glennon did not impress my friend as a man of
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