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1
A Visitor for Sherlock Holmes

or many years, | shared an apartment in London with my
friend, Sherlock Holmes.

My name is Doctor Watson. I worked as a doctor in the British
Army for several years. While I was in the army, | travelled to many
strange and interesting places. I had many exciting adventures.

Then one day, in Afghanistan, I was shot in the shoulder. My
wound was deep and took many months to heal. | nearly died
from pain and fever. At last I got better, but I could not work
in the army any more. I retired from the army and came back to
England.

That is why I was living in London with Sherlock Holmes. |
had known my friend for many years. Our address was 221B Baker
Street, in the centre of the city.

| enjoyed sharing an apartment with Holmes. My friend
was a very clever man. He was the most famous private
detective! in London. He helped to solve crimes and catch
criminals.

When people were in trouble or needed help, they came to
Holmes. Sometimes the police came to Holmes and asked for help
in catching a criminal.

Sherlock Holmes did not care if his clients* were rich or poor.
He enjoyed solving their interesting problems. He was very
happy when he was working. It was the most important thing
in his life.

One afternoon, | was reading a book and Holmes was standing
by the window in our sitting-room. Usually he was very busy and
active. But this afternoon he did not seem very happy. 1 was
worried about my friend.

‘What’s the matter with you today, Holmes?' | asked.
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A Visitor for Sherlock Holmes

‘Come and stand at the window, Watson,” Holmes said.
Look out into the street. See how uninteresting London is
today.’

[t was winter. The street outside was almost empty. Everyone
was at home in front of their warm fires.

‘I need some work, Watson,” said Holmes impatiently’.
‘l cannot live without interesting problems and mysteries.
That's why I became a private detective. I love my work.
It keeps my brain active. But when there are no crimes and
no mysteries to solve — ah, then life becomes very boring
for me.’

He turned sadly away from the window.

At that moment, there was a knock at the door. Our house-
keepert came into the room. She was carrying a small white card
on a silver tray’. Holmes picked up the card.

‘Miss Mary Morstan,’ he read aloud. ‘I don’t know anyone of
that name. Please ask the lady to come in. Perhaps it is a new
client.’

A few moments later, Miss Morstan entered the room. She
was young and not very tall, with blonde hair and blue eyes. Her
clothes were not fashionable, but they were clean and tidy. She
had a lovely face. I noticed at once that she looked worried and
unhappy.

‘Please sit down, Miss Morstan,” said Holmes kindly. ‘I
am Sherlock Holmes and this is my good friend, Doctor
Watson. Doctor Watson and 1 have worked together many
times.’

‘I'm very pleased to meet you both,’ said the young lady.
Then she turned to Holmes and looked at him with her lovely
blue eyes.

‘Mr Holmes, I've heard that you give people good advice.
I'm not a rich woman but 1 hope you can help me too.
Something very strange has happened. Mr Holmes, I need
your help!’



Miss Morstan’s Story

Miss Morstan’s Story

Holmes rubbed his hands together excitedly. His eyes shone
and he leant forward in his chair.

“Tell us your story,” he said.

Miss Morstan began her story and we listened.

‘My father,’ she began, ‘was a captain in the army. When I was
very young, he was sent to India. My mother was dead and I had no
other relatives in England. So, while my father was away, | was sent
to school.

‘When I was seventeen, | received a letter from my father. He
said that he was leaving India and coming back to England. He
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gave me the address of a hotel in London. He asked me to meet
him there.

‘[ was very happy and excited about seeing my dear father
again. | went to London and arrived at the hotel. I asked for
Captain Morstan, my father. But I was told by the hotel manager
that my father was not there. He had gone out the night before and
not returned.

‘[ waited all day and all night, but my father didn’t come back
to the hotel. Finally, I went to the police. They advertised® for
Captain Morstan in all the newspapers, but without success. |
never saw my dear father again.’

Miss Morstan began to cry.

Holmes opened his notebook. ‘What was the date that your
father disappeared? he asked.

‘It was 3rd December 1878 — nearly ten years ago.’

‘What happened to his luggage?”

‘It was still at the hotel,’ replied Miss Morstan. ‘The cases
contained some books and clothes, and some paintings and
ornaments’ from the Andaman Islands.’

“The Andaman Islands. What are they? I asked.

‘A small group of islands near the coast of India,’ said Miss
Morstan. “There is a prison on one of the islands. My father was
one of the officers in charge of the prisoners. He worked there for
many years.’

‘Did your father have any friends in London? asked Holmes.

‘Only one — Major Sholto. He was also in charge of the
prisoners in the Andaman Islands. The Major had retired from
the army some time before my father disappeared. He was living
in London and, of course, I went to see him. But he didn’t know
that my father had arrived in England.’

“Your story is very interesting,’ said Holmes, rubbing his hands
together once more. ‘Please, go on.’

‘Four years after my father disappeared,” continued Miss
Morstan, ‘I saw an advertisement in the newspaper. The date
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Miss Morstan’s N\yory

was 4th May 1882. To my surprise, the advertisement asked for
the address of Miss Mary Morstan. It \aid that if | advertised my
address, I would receive some very g0¢,d news.’

‘What did you do? asked Holmes-

‘T advertised my address in the sanVe newspaper. The next day,
[ received a small cardboard box. Insid& the box was a lovely pearl.
And I have received another five pearls since that day. They arrive
every year on the same day. Look.’

She opened a flat box and showeq| ys six beautiful pearls.

T T
Akl WA

‘There was no letter with the peA.s? asked Holmes.

‘Nothing at all,’ replied Miss MPtan. Then she continued.
‘But the strangest thing of all happen€] this morning. That is why
I came to see€ you. ThlS m()n-l.lng, 1 re(;(-'ived a letter. Please read it.'
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‘Thank you,’ said Holmes He took the letter and studied it
carefully. Then he handed it to me.

London
17th November 1887
Dear Miss Morstan,

Go to the Lyceum Theatre tonight at seven o’clock. Stand outside
the entrance, on the left. If you are afraid, bring two friends. Do not
bring the police.

You have been deceived, but you will learn the truth tonight.

Your Unknown Friend

‘What can this letter mean?’ asked Miss Morstan. ‘I am afraid.
What should I do, Mr Holmes? You are a clever man and can give
me good advice.’

Holmes jumped up excitedly.

‘We shall go tonight to the Lyceum Theatre — the three of us
you and me and Doctor Watson. The letter asks you to bring two
friends with you. You will come with us, won’t you, Watson?”

‘Of course,’ [ said. ‘T'll be very happy to come.’

| was speaking the truth. [ wanted to help Miss Morstan.

“You are both very kind,’ said Miss Morstan. ‘Since my father
disappeared, | have been alone in the world. I have no friends
whom [ can ask for help. What time shall we meet this evening?”

Holmes looked at his watch.

‘It's now half past three,’ he said. ‘Come back at six o’clock.
Don’t be afraid, Miss Morstan. This evening we’ll come with you
to the Lyceum Theatre. We'll meet your unknown friend. And
we'll try to solve the mystery.’

‘Thank you,’ said Miss Morstan. She smiled at us and left
the room.

‘What a lovely woman,’ | remarked.

‘I’'m going out now,’ said Holmes. ‘T'll be back in about an
hour.



A Strange Meeting

When Holmes had gone 1 sat down by the window and tried to
read a book. But I could stop thinking about Miss Morstan. |
hoped that we would be able to help her.
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A Strange Meeting

At half past five, Holmes returned. He was very pleased about
something.

‘[ have had great success, Watson,’ he said, as | gave him a
cup of tea.

‘What, Holmes ! Have you solved the mystery already? I asked
IN surprise.

‘No, no. But | have discovered something very interesting.
Miss Morstan said that her father had a very good friend in India.
His name was Major Sholto.’

‘Yes,’ | said. ‘Major Sholto had retired from the army. He was
living in London when Captain Morstan disappeared. But he did
not know that Morstan was in England.’

‘Well,” said Holmes. ‘I have just been to the offices of The
Times newspaper. | looked through the old copies of the news-
paper® and I discovered that Major Sholto died on 28th April
1882.

‘Perhaps I am very stupid, Holmes, but I don’t see why this
discovery is interesting.’

‘Listen,” Holmes said. ‘Captain Morstan disappeared. He had
one friend in London — Major Sholto. But Major Sholto said that
he didn’t know that Captain Morstan was in London.

‘Four years later, on 28th April 1882, Sholto died. A few
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days later, on 4th May 1882, Captain Morstan’s daughter saw
the advertisement in a newspaper. Then, she received a valuable
present. These presents came every year. Why do the presents
arrive on that day? They must have something to do with Sholto’s
death.’

[ was still puzzled. ‘But Sholto died six years ago,’ | said.
‘Why did Miss Morstan receive that letter today — six years
later? The letter speaks of telling her the truth. What can it
mean?’

‘I hope that we’ll find the answers to these questions tonight,
Watson,’ said Holmes seriously. ‘Are you ready? It’s six o’clock
and here is Miss Morstan.’

Miss Morstan entered the room. She was wearing a dark
cloak and hat. She did not seem afraid, but her beautiful face
was very pale.

[ picked up my hat and my heaviest stick. I noticed that
Holmes took his gun from his drawer and put it into his
pocket.

We got into a cab? and were soon on our way to the Lyceum
Theatre. In the cab, Miss Morstan took a piece of paper out of
her bag.

‘Mr Holmes, I forgot to show you this. This note was found
in my father’s luggage. It is very strange. I don’'t know what
it means. Perhaps it isn’t very important, but I wanted you to
see it

Holmes unfolded the note carefully and spread it on his knee.
He took a magnifying glass'® out of his pocket and examined the
paper.

“This paper was made in India,’ he remarked. ‘Have a look at
it, Watson.’

[ took the note and studied it carefully. The paper was thin and
old. There was a drawing on the paper.

‘It looks like the plan of a large building,’ I said. ‘Somebody has
made a mark to show a certain place in the building. But what are
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A Strange Meeting

these names at the bottom? And what is the meaning of — “The
Sign of Four”?”

" THE SI6GN OF FouR ~r
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‘I don’t understand what this note means,’ said Holmes. ‘But
it might be important. I will keep it.’

He sat back in the cab. Miss Morstan and I talked quietly
together. But Holmes did not say anything. | knew he was
thinking hard.

[t was getting dark and the people in the streets were hurrying
home from work. | was feeling a little afraid. | wondered what kind
of person we would meet at the Lyceum Theatre.

There were many people outside the theatre. Everyone was
meeting friends and going in to see the play. The letter had told
us to stand outside on the left. We waited. Suddenly a small dark
man appeared.

12
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‘Are you Miss Morstan and her friends?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said.

You must promise me that these men are not policemen,’ said
the stranger.

“They are not policemen,’ replied Miss Morstan.

“Then come with me,’ said the man.

He led us quickly across the street to another cab and opened
the door. We went inside. The man closed the door and jumped up
onto the driver’s seat of the cab. The horse moved off quickly.

We passed through so many streets that [ was very soon lost.
had no idea where we were going. | was feeling nervous and Miss
Morstan’s face looked white. Sherlock Holmes was calm. Qur
strange driver did not turn round or speak to us. The only sound
was the noise of the horse’s hooves.

At last we stopped. We were outside a house in a dark quiet
13



The Death of Major Sholto

street. It had only one small light in the kitchen window. There
were no lights in any of the other houses in the street.

We knocked at the door. It was opened immediately by an
Indian servant. The Indian was wearing a bright yellow turban
on his head. He had white clothes and a yellow belt. It was very
strange to see such brightly coloured clothes in this quiet street in
London.

‘My master is waiting for you,’ said the servant.

As he spoke, we heard a man’s voice. It came from one of the
rooms inside the house.

‘Bring them in to me,’ the voice called. ‘Bring them straight in
to me.

4
The Death of Major Sholto

e followed the Indian servant into the house. He stopped in
front of an open door.

‘Come in, come in,’ said the voice.

We entered — Holmes, Miss Morstan and myself — and were
astonished. The room in which we were standing was full of
[ndian paintings and ornaments. The carpet was soft and very
thick. There were two large tiger-skins on the walls.

In the centre of the room stood a strange little man with a bald
head. He was smiling, but he seemed very nervous.

‘My name,’ said the bald-headed man, ‘is Thaddeus Sholto.
You are Miss Morstan, of course. And these two gentlemen . . .7
“This is Mr Sherlock Holmes and this is Doctor Watson.’

‘A doctor!” cried Thaddeus Sholto excitedly. ‘Oh, please
could you listen to my heart? | am very worried about my heart.’

[ listened to his heart beating. But I could hear nothing wrong

14
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‘My name,’ said the bald-headed man, ‘is Thaddeus Sholto.’




The Death of Major Sholto

with it. ‘There is nothing wrong with your heart,’ I told him.

‘I'm so glad,” said Thaddeus Sholto. ‘Miss Morstan, your
father had a very weak heart. If his heart had been stronger, he
would have been alive today.’

Miss Morstan sat down and her face turned very white.

‘ knew that he was dead,” she said. There were tears in
her eyes.

I was very angry with Thaddeus Sholto. He did not notice how
much he had upset Miss Morstan.

‘Please tell us why we have been brought here,” said Miss
Morstan. So Thaddeus Sholto began his strange story and we
listened.

‘My father,” Sholto said, ‘was Major Sholto of the Indian
Army. He retired from the army about eleven years ago.
He bought a house in North London. He called the house
Pondicherry Lodge. My brother, Bartholomew, and [ were
his only children. We knew that Captain Morstan — Miss
Morstan’s father — and our father had been very good friends
in India. When we heard that Captain Morstan had disap-
peared, we were very upset. My brother, Bartholomew, and
[ also knew that our father was afraid of something. He
never went out alone. He often spoke about a man with
a wooden leg who followed him. He seemed very afraid of
this man.’

‘Did he tell you why he was afraid?” asked Holmes.

‘No, he didn’t,’ Thaddeus Sholto replied. Then he continued
with his story.

‘One day in 1882, our father received a letter from India. This
letter upset him very much. He became ill. Every day he grew
weaker. At last, he was dying. He asked to see me and my brother,
Bartholomew. We went to his room. He told us to lock the
door and come over to the bed. Then he held our hands and
spoke to us. He said that he wanted to tell us the truth about

16
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Captain Morstan’s death. He was the only person who knew this
terrible secret.

‘When Father was in India with Captain Morstan, they found
a great treasure. It was called the Great Agra Treasure. The
jewels in this treasure were worth more than a million pounds.
Father brought the Agra Treasure back to England. Morstan
followed him and came at once to the house to ask for his
share!’. But the treasure had made Father greedy. He did
not want to give any of it to Morstan. He wanted to keep
it all for himself. Morstan became very angry. They had a
terrible argument. Father knew that Morstan’s heart was weak.
Suddenly, the colour of Morstan’s face changed. Father saw at
once that Morstan was dead. He did not know what to do.
He had not killed Morstan. But he was afraid that people
would believe that he had killed Morstan. He decided to say
nothing. He hid the body and he also hid the Great Agra
Treasure.

‘Soon the news of Morstan’s disappearance spread through
London. Only our father knew the terrible truth. He told
us as he was dying that he had been a wicked and greedy
man. He said that he had acted very wrongly. But that he
had paid for his crime. The Agra Treasure never brought
him happiness — only fear and guilt®. Then he told us
that Captain Morstan had a daughter called Mary. He asked
us to listen carefully. Then he began to tell us where he
had hidden the treasure. At that moment a terrible change
came over our father’s face. He pointed at the window and
cried out in a voice full of fear, “Keep him out! Keep him
out!”

‘My brother and [ stared at the window. We saw a horrid face
looking in through the window. It was wild and had a black beard
and cruel eyes. We rushed to the window but the man had gone.
When we went back to the bed, Father was dead.’

‘What did you do then? asked Holmes.

17



The Death of Major Sholto

‘We ran out into the garden,’ replied Sholto. ‘We looked
everywhere, but we found nothing. In the morning, we went to
our father’s room. We found that someone had been in the room
during the night. There was a piece of paper on the bed beside my
father’s body. And on this paper some words were written. These
words were “The Sign of Four”.’

18
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The Great Agra Treasure

Holmcs, Miss Morstan and I looked at each other in surprise.
My body felt cold with fear.

“The same words — “The Sign of Four” — were written on that
strange note in Captain Morstan’s luggage,” said Holmes.

‘What can it mean? I whispered.

Miss Morstan turned to Thaddeus Sholto.

‘Why did you send me the pearls? she asked.

‘On the table, beside our father’s bed, was a gold cup,” Sholto
answered. ‘It was decorated with six pearls. Our father had told us
that this cup was part of the Agra Treasure. He had wanted us to
share the treasure with you. So we found your address and sent you
the pearls, one by one.’

“That was very kind of you, Mr Sholto,’ said Miss Morstan.

‘Not at all,” said Sholto. ‘But now I am going to tell you
something very exciting. Yesterday my brother and I found the
Great Agra Treasure!’

“You found the treasure!’ we repeated in astonishment.

Yes. Our father had died before he told us where it was
hidden. My brother, Bartholomew, and I searched for the treasure
for six years. Yesterday, we found it. That is why we sent you the
letter, Miss Morstan. We have found the treasure. But half of it
belongs to you.’

‘Where is the treasure now! asked Holmes.

‘At my father’s house, Pondicherry Lodge,” replied Sholto.
‘My brother, Bartholomew, lives there now. We must go there
immediately so that Miss Morstan can see the treasure and claim
her share. Bartholomew is expecting us. Miss Morstan, tonight
you will be a rich woman!’

Miss Morstan was going to be very rich. I should have been very
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The Great Agra Treasure

happy. But I did not feel happy at all. I had fallen in love with Miss
Morstan. But I did not have very much money. If she became
rich, I could not ask her to marry me.

Thaddeus Sholto put on his coat. ‘Come,” he said. ‘I have a
cab waiting outside. It will take us to Pondicherry Lodge. We must
not be late.’

[t was a long drive to Pondicherry Lodge. The night was
cold, and the moon was shining brightly. As we sat in the cab,
Thaddeus Sholto continued to talk. Holmes, Miss Morstan and |
listened.

‘My brother, Bartholomew, is a very clever man,’ he said.
‘He knew that the treasure was somewhere in the house. He
had an idea. He measured the height of the house outside.
[t was seventy-four feet high. Then he measured the height
of the rooms inside the house. He added the heights of the
rooms together. The total was only seventy feet. There was
extra space under the roof! My brother made a hole in the
ceiling of the room on the top floor. He found a secret room.
Inside this little room, the treasure chest'* was standing. Last
night, I helped Bartholomew to lower the chest down into the
room below. We opened the chest with a key which we found
beside it.’

Thaddeus Sholto’s voice became excited.

‘Inside the treasure chest were hundreds of beautiful jewels
— diamonds, rubies, sapphires and many others. They shone
so brightly that they hurt our eyes. Miss Morstan, the Agra
Treasure is really wonderful. But here is Pondicherry Lodge.
We have arrived. Soon you will see the treasure for your-
self.’

[t was now nearly eleven o'clock. Pondicherry Lodge was a big
house with a high wall around it. Everything was black and silent.
There was no light except the moonlight.

“This is very strange,” Thaddeus Sholto said nervously.
‘l don’t understand why there are no lights. My brother,

20
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Bartholomew, is expecting us. But the house is dark.’

We walked up to the house. Suddenly we heard a noise coming
from inside that great black house. It was the sound of a woman
crying.

‘The only woman in the house is the housekeeper,’ said
Sholto. ‘Something is wrong.’

0 2igpr W,

We hurried to the door and knocked. A tall old woman opened
it. Her face was white with fear.

‘Oh, Mr Thaddeus, I'm glad you have come,’ she said. ‘I'm
very frightened. Come into the house, Mr Thaddeus. Oh, I'm
glad that you are here. Something terrible has happened to your
brother!’




6
A Terrible Murder

Thaddeus Sholto began to shake with fear. His face was very
white.

‘What do you mean? he asked the housekeeper. “What is the
matter with my brother?

‘He locked himself in his room. He was there all day. When I
knocked on the door he would not answer me,” she said. ‘I knew
that something must be wrong. A short time ago, I went upstairs.
I looked through the keyhole of the door of his room. I saw your
brother’s face, Mr Thaddeus. It looks terrible. You must go up Mr
Thaddeus and see for yourself.’

The housekeeper started to cry again.

“You must all go upstairs,” said Miss Morstan. ‘T'll stay here
and look after this poor woman.’

We left the two women — Miss Morstan and the housekeeper
— downstairs. Holmes took the lamp and led the way. Thaddeus
Sholto and | followed him.

We climbed up the stairs. There was a passage at the top of
the stairs. At the end of the passage was a door. Thaddeus Sholto
pointed to this door.

‘That’s the door of my brother’s room,” he whispered.

We hurried forwards. Holmes turned the handle but the door
was locked. Then he bent down and looked through the keyhole.
He stood up again quickly.

‘My God!” he cried. ‘It’s the work of the Devil!’

[ bent down and put my eye to the keyhole. I felt very sick and
afraid. The bright moonlight was shining into the room. I could
clearly see a face. This face was looking straight at me. It did not
move. There was a horrible smile on the face.

“This is terrible,’ I said to Holmes. “What shall we do?

22
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‘“We must break down the door,” he replied.

We threw ourselves at the door and it broke with a sudden
crack. We were inside Bartholomew Sholto’s room.

Bartholomew Sholto was dead. He was sitting in a chair by a
table. His body was stiff and cold. I could see that he had been
dead for many hours. The dead man’s body was twisted with pain.
There was a horrible smile on his face.

There was a piece of paper on the body. Holmes picked it up
and read it.

‘Look,” he said.

[n the light of the lamp, I read with horror — “The Sign of
Four”.

‘What does it mean? I asked.

‘It means murder,), Holmes replied. He pointed to
Bartholomew Sholto’s ear. ‘Look.’

[ looked. I saw something sticking in the dead man’s skin near
his ear.

‘It looks like a thornP,’ I said.

‘It is a thorn,’ said Holmes. ‘You can take it out. But be careful.
It is poisoned'®.’

[ took the thorn between my finger and thumb. I pulled it away
easily from the dead man’s skin. I looked at it. It was hard and
sharp. I saw that it had poison on it.

‘So this is how Bartholomew Sholto died,’ I said. “What a
terrible death. But who killed him? And why?”’

We had forgotten about Thaddeus Sholto. He was still
standing in the doorway. Suddenly he gave a cry.

‘The treasure has gone!’ he cried. “They have stolen the
treasure. Look. Do you see that hole in the ceiling? We lowered
the treasure down through that hole last night. After | had helped
my brother with the treasure, I left him here in this room. I was the
last person to see my brother alive. I heard him lock the door as
came downstairs.’

‘What time was that? asked Holmes.

23




The dead man’s body was twisted with pain.

The Tiny Footprints

‘It was ten o’clock. And now my brother, Bartholomew, is
dead and the Great Agra Treasure has gone!’

I
The Tiny Footprints

‘Go to the police station, Mr Sholto,” said Holmes. ‘Ask the

police to come quickly. Doctor Watson and I will wait here.’

Thaddeus Sholto turned away. We heard him going

downstairs.

‘Now, Watson,  said Holmes. ‘We have some work to do

before the police arrive. We must find out how the murderer got

into the room. The door was locked. But what about the window?”’
He carried the lamp to the window and examined the window

silll” carefully.

‘Look,’ he said. ‘Someone has come in by the window. Here is

the print of a foot on the window-sill. And here is a round mark.

And look on the floor — here is another footprint and another

mark. And again by the table. See, here, Watson.’

[ looked at the marks. Some were footprints, but some were in

the shape of small circles.

“Those are not footprints,’ | said.

‘No,’ replied Holmes. ‘“They are the marks made by someone

with a wooden leg.’

‘Someone with a wooden leg? I said. ‘Holmes! Thaddeus

Sholto told us that his father was afraid of a man with a

wooden leg.’

Yes,” said Holmes. ‘But the wooden-legged man was not

alone. Someone else has been here too. Look outside.” We both

went to the window and looked down. “We are very high up,’

said Holmes. ‘A man with a wooden leg would not be able to
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The Tiny Footprints

climb here by himself. Two people came into this room. We will
call them Number One and Number Two. Number Two'is the
wooden-legged man. But who is Number One? And how did he
get in?

[ looked round the room. I thought quickly. Then suddenly I
knew the answer.

In the ceiling of the room was a hole. Thaddeus Sholto had
told us that his brother had made this hole. The Agra Treasure had
been hidden in the secret room above. The two Sholto brothers
had lowered the treasure chest through this hole the night before.

A set of steps'® was standing beneath the hole. On the floor by
the set of steps was a rope.

‘Number One must have looked through the hole in the
ceiling,’ [ said. ‘He saw Bartholomew Sholto sitting on the chair
below him. He killed Sholto with a poisoned thorn. Then he
must have taken the rope, opened the window and thrown the
end of the rope down into the garden. His friend, Number Two,
the wooden-legged man, must have been waiting below. Number
Two climbed up the rope with the help of Number One. The
murderers then lowered the treasure chest to the ground with the
rope. Number Two climbed down the rope. Number One got out
of the room through the hole in the ceiling.’

‘Excellent, Watson,’ said Holmes. ‘We shall now go up and
have a look at the secret room. Perhaps we can find out more
information about Number One.’

We climbed the steps and found ourselves in a small dark room
without any windows. There was thick dust on the floor. It was
here that the treasure had been hidden. for so many years.

‘Look,” said Holmes. ‘There is a small door in the roof. That is
how Number One got in.’ '

Then Holmes shone the lamp down at the floor. By the light of
the lamp, I saw that the floor was covered with many footprints.
They showed very clearly in the thick dust. They were the prints of
bare feet.
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But they were not the footprints of an ordinary man. They

were extremely small. Suddenly, a horrible thought came into

my mind. | | _—
‘Holmes!’ I whispered. ‘A child has done this terrible thing.

Holmes did not answer. He was still studying the tiny foot-
( ) . 2 z D ) - : e e #
prints. Finally he spoke. ‘No,” he said slowly. ‘l don’t think it was a
child. Look at this footprint. Look at the marks of the toes. They
v & . B ; )\ "
are very wide apart. It is not a child’s footprint. It is a man’s. They
are the prints of a tiny man.’

‘Do you mean a dwarf®? [ asked in surprise.

‘I will show you,’ replied Holmes. ‘Let’s go into Fhe room
again. Let’s examine once more the poisoned thorn which killed
Bartholomew Sholto.’ | |

In the room below, I picked up the thorn. | held it caretully
between my fingers. | felt afraid. It was long and sharp.
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‘Now then,” said Holmes. ‘What do you think about this
thorn? Is it an English thorn?

‘No,’ I said. ‘It certainly is not.’

You see,” said Holmes, ‘already we begin to know many things
about murderer Number One.

‘He is a very small man — in other words, a pygmy*° — from
some foreign land. He is very strong and can climb great heights
easily. He is also extremely dangerous. He kills people by shooting
them with poisoned thomns.’

8
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looked at Holmes in astonishment.

‘How strange!” [ said. “Why are a pygmy and a wooden-
legged man working together? Who are these people, Holmes?
And why did they kill Bartholomew Sholto?

"They wanted the treasure, of course,’ answered Holmes. ‘I ast
night, Bartholomew Sholto was sitting in this room with the
treasure. The pygmy came in through the roof and saw him. The
only way to get the treasure was to kill Sholto.’

"And what about the paper with the Sign of Four? I asked.

It must mean revenge?,’ Holmes answered. ‘Remember that
a paper from the Sign of Four was also found on the dead body
of Major Sholto. I don’t know why someone wants revenge on
the Sholto family. But we know that someone wanted revenge.
They also wanted the treasure. And they were prepared to kill the
Sholtos — father and son — to get the treasure.’

Holmes took out his magnifying glass and started to examine
the room again. There were some bottles and tubes in one corner
of the room. Bartholomew Sholto must have been interested in
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chemistry. A glass tube had broken and a dark liquid had spilt
onto the floor. Holmes gave a loud cry of joy.

‘Come here, Watson,’ he said. “What can you smell?

[ walked over. Suddenly I smelt something very strong and
unpleasant. The smell was coming from the dark liquid on
the floor. ‘It smells like tar,’ I said.

‘It is similar to tar,” Holmes answered. ‘It is creosote?2.’ He was
smiling and rubbing his hands together.

‘Why are you so pleased? | asked.

Holmes pointed to the floor. I saw a clearly marked small
footprint. I realized that the pygmy had stepped in the creosote.

'l know a dog which loves the smell of creosote. It will follow
this smell for miles and miles,” said Holmes. “We’ll catch these
murderers now.’

Just then we heard footsteps and loud voices outside the room.
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‘It’s the police,’ said,Holmes.

As he spoke, a fat man in a grey suit entered the room. His face
was red and his eyes were small and bright. He was followed by a
policeman in uniform and by Thaddeus Sholto. I had never seen
the fat man before, but Holmes seemed to know him well.

‘Good evening, Inspector Jones,’ said Holmes politely. ‘Don’t
you remember me?”

The tat man stopped and stared. He was not very pleased to see
Holmes. ‘

‘Why, yes, of course,” he said. ‘You are Mr Sherlock Holmes,
the private detective. Yes, I remember you well. This is an
interesting crime, Mr Holmes. A man has been murdered and
jewels worth a million pounds are missing. What do you think
happened?”

‘Well . . .” began Holmes.

But Inspector Jones did not want to listen to my friend. He
thought his own ideas were better.

Listen, Mr Holmes, I will tell you what I think,” he said
importantly. “This man, Thaddeus Sholto, tells me that he was
with his brother last night. They discovered the treasure together.
He was the last person to see his brother alive. Now I think that
Thaddeus Sholto killed his brother. Then he ran off with the
jewels.’

‘Oh no, it isn’t true!’ cried Thaddeus Sholto.

‘What about the poisoned thorn in the dead man’s skin?
asked Holmes. ‘And the paper with the Sign of Four?

‘The thorn belongs to Thaddeus Sholto, replied Jones
quickly. ‘I don’t think the paper is very important. Perhaps it’s
a trick. But wait a moment. What's that up there? I see a hole in
the ceiling. I must have a look.’

Inspector Jones went quickly up the steps. We heard him
moving about noisily in the room above. Then he came down
again. He was hot and dusty.

Tknow everything now,” he cried. ‘I have found a door which
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leads out onto the roof. That was how Thaddeus Sholto escaped.’

‘But the footprints . . .” began Holmes.

Inspector Jones was not listening. He had not noticed the tiny
footprints. He turned to Thaddeus Sholto. The poor man was
shaking with fear.

‘Mr Sholto,’ said Jones. ‘I arrest?? you for the murder of your

brother.’

‘[ didn’t do it!” Thaddeus said. ‘Please, Mr Holmes, believe
me!’

‘Don’t worry, Mr Sholto,” said Holmes. ‘I know that you
didn’t kill your brother. I will find the murderer.’

Inspector Jones turned to Holmes angrily.

‘Listen, Mr Holmes,’ he said. ‘This is a matter for the police. It
has nothing to do with you. Goodnight, gentlemen.’

Inspector Jones and the policeman took Thaddeus Sholto
away. A few minutes later the house was quiet again.
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‘ he police don’t want my help, Watson,’ said Holmes, as soon

as the Inspector had gone. ‘Inspector Jones thinks he has
solved the crime and caught the murderer. But they have arrested
the wrong man.’

[ agreed with Holmes. I was sure that Thaddeus Sholto was not
the murderer.

‘We must be quick, Watson,’ said Holmes. ] want you to do
two things. First, take Miss Morstan home. Second, go to this
address — 3 Pinchin Lane. Ask for Mr Sherman. He has an old
dog called Toby. I want you to bring Toby here. Meet me here in
two hours’ time.’

[ took Miss Morstan home in Thaddeus Sholto’s cab. She was
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very upset by what had happened and spoke very little. | promised
that | would visit her the next day. Then I went to the address
which Holmes had given me.

[t was the middle of the night, and the streets of London
were black and silent. As the cab went along, I thought about
everything that had happened.

We had discovered the truth about some things — the death of
Captain Morstan, the sending of the pearls to Miss Morstan, the
advertisement, the letter. All these things were clear.

Now there were other mysteries which we had to solve. Where
was the Indian treasure? What was the plan found in Morstan’s
luggage? Who wanted Bartholomew Sholto to die! Where were
the pyegmy and the wooden-legged man?

What did all these things mean! And what was the mysterious
Sign of Four! I hoped that Sherlock Holmes would discover the
answer to these questions.

Soon I arrived in Pinchin Lane — the address where Holmes
had sent me. It was a very poor street and the houses were old and
dirty. I found house number three and knocked on the door.

After some time, a face looked out from a window above . It was
not a friendly face.

‘Who are you? said the face angrily. “What do you want?”

‘Come down and open the door,’ I said. ‘I have something to
ask you.’

‘Go away at once,’ said the face. ‘If you don't, I'll let out fifty
dogs upon you.’

‘My friend, Mr Sherlock Holmes . . ." | began.

At these words, the window suddenly shut and a few minutes
later the door opened. I saw an old man with grey hair and a beard,
holding a candle in his hand.

‘Come in, sir,” he said. ‘I’'m Mr Sherman. I'm sorry that I was
rude. | didn’t know that you were a friend of Sherlock Holmes.’

[ went into the small dirty house and stopped in astonishment.
There were cages everywhere | looked. All the cages contained
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different kinds of animals. I could see their eyes shining in the
candlelight.

‘What does Mr Holmes want? asked the old man.

‘A dog called Toby,’ | answered.

“Toby is my best dog,” said Mr Sherman. ‘He loves to
follow strong smells. Especially the smell of creosote. That's
his favourite.’

‘That’s why Mr Holmes wants him,’ [ said.

‘Wait here. I'll go and get him.’

The old man came back after a few minutes. He was pulling a
dog on a lead**. The dog looked very strange. It had very long ears
and very short legs and its eyes were large and sad.

"This is Toby," said Mr Sherman. ‘He’ll go with you. He's a
friendly dog.’

The dog licked my hand and wagged its tail. I put some money
into Mr Sherman’s hand and the old man gave me Toby’s lead.

When I got back to Pondicherry Lodge, I found Sherlock
Holmes standing outside the door. He was smoking his pipe.

‘Excellent, Watson!" he said when he saw me. ‘You have
done well. Good dog, Toby! Come here! Good dog!’

Holmes took a handkerchief out of his pocket and gave it to -

Toby to smell. The handkerchief was covered with creosote. The
dog went mad with excitement. His sad eyes shone with happiness
and his tail wagged.

‘See how he loves thesmell,’ said Holmes. ‘We won’t have any
problems now.’

Holmes pointed at adrain pipe?® which went down from the
roof of the house.

‘While you were away, Watson,” he said, ‘I went up onto the |
roof and discovered how the pygmy climbed up and climbed down:

again. He used that drainpipe.’

The drain-pipe ran ill the way down from the roof to the
garden below. There wasa large barrel full of water under the end
of the drain-pipe.
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‘He climbed down that drain-pipe and onto the barrel
beneath,’ said Holmes. ‘It was very easy to follow his trail. He
left marks everywhere. He also dropped this.’

Holmes put his hand in his pocket and took out a small bag
made of dried grass. I looked inside. To my horror, | saw five or
six long dark thorns. They were the same as the one which killed
Bartholomew Sholto.

"The murderer has lost these,’ said Holmes. ‘Let’s hope that
he doesn’t have any more. Don’t touch them, Watson. They are
Poisoned. But come. Where’s Toby? We must begin.’

Holmes took Toby’s lead and pulled the dog to the bottom
of the water barrel. Toby smelled all round carefully. Sud-
denly, he began to bark excitedly. He had found his favourite
Smell ~ the smell of creosote. Then he started to pull at
his lead. ‘He’s on the trail!” cried Holmes. ‘Let’s go!’
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‘ I 'oby pulled at his lead and ran quickly through the grass. He

ran so quickly that it was difficult to follow him.
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Tbe sky was beginning to get light now. Toby ran along the
paths in the garden under the trees and bushes. Then he reached
the garden wall and ran along beside it. Finally, he stopped at a
place in the wall where the bricks were loose.

¢ &5, cmi ? . y .

e This is thc? place where they got into the garden,’ said Holmes.
tis easy to chrpb up and down here. Look. Do you see this mark?

It is the print of a man’s hand.’
He pointed at a flat stone. | saw a dirty hand print on the stone.
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Holmes picked up the dog and climbed over the wall. I followed.
Toby soon found the trail again.

Toby did not look to the right or the left. He ran straight
ahead with his nose to the ground. He loved the smell of creosote.
Nothing could stop him from following it.

As we hurried along, | thought about the wooden-legged
nan and the pygmy. | wondered what would happen when we
found them. I knew that they were dangerous. | wished that |
had brought my gun with me.

Toby was still following the trail. Now we were passing
through small narrow streets. The people were just beginning to
wake up. The men were going on their way to work. The women
were opening the windows and cleaning their houses.

Suddenly, Toby ran down a path. This path led straight down
rowards the River Thames. Soon the river appeared in front of us.
Toby ran faster and faster.

The path went down to the water’s edge. It ended at a small
wooden jetty?6. Toby stopped. He ran backwards and forwards
trying to find the smell. He looked up at us sadly with his large eyes.
He did not know what to do.

‘They have got into a boat here,’ said Holmes.

There was a small house beside the jetty. A notice was hanging
from one of the windows. On it was written in large letters:

|

" MORDECAI SMITH: Boats and steam launch for hire?’. |

There was no one on the jetty. Several small boats were near
the jetty on the bank of the river. Holmes looked at these boats.

T wonder where the steam launch is,” he said. ‘I think we must
ask a few questions.’

He knocked loudly at the door of the house. A large woman
with a red face opened it. A child was crying somewhere inside the
house. | saw that the woman was very upset about something. She
had been crying.
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‘Good morning,” satd Holmes politely. ‘Are you Mordecai
Smith’s wife?”

Yes,’ replied the woman. “What do you want”’

‘Could I speak to your hushand. please? asked Holmes.

No, you can’t. He isn’t here. | haven't seen him since
yesterday morning.’

‘Oh,’ said Holmes, ‘I wanted to hire a boat.’

"Well, perhaps I can help you,” said Mrs Smith. ‘Which boat
do you want?

1 wanted to hire the steam launch. [ have heard it is a very
good boat. Let me see. What's the name? The . ’

‘The Aurora, sir,” said Mrs Smith.

‘Oh, yes, that’s right. I remember now. But where is the
Aurora? said Holmes, looking around. ‘I don’t see a steam launch
anywhere.’

‘Oh, sir. My husband has gone in the Aurora,” Mrs Smith
replied and burst into tears. ‘I'm very worried about him. [ don't
trust that wooden-legged man.’

"What wooden-legged man, Mrs Smith? asked Holmes in a
surprised voice.

I don’t know who he is. sir. But my husband went with a
wooden-legged man in the Aurora yesterday morning and hasn’t
come back!’
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‘Oh, sir. My husband has gone in the Aurora.’




Points for Understanding N

1

Why did Doctor Watson return to England?
How did Sherlock Holmes help his clients?
Why was Holmes bored?

Who was Holmes' new client?

B

1 Miss Morstan went to a hotel in London and asked for her father.
What did the hotel manager tell her?
2 What was Captain Morstan’s job in India’

3 Who was Major Sholto? |
4 The next day Miss Morstan received a small cardboard box.

(a) What was in the box! ?
(b) How many times did she receive the same sort of box!
5 Miss Morstan had come to see Sherlock Holmes because she had
received a note. | | ?
(a) Where was she to go that night at seven o’clock!
(b)  Who could she bring with her!
(c) How was the note signed?

6 Whar did Holmes decide to do?
3

1 Why did Holmes think that Major Sholto’s death was important?
2 Miss Morstan showed Holmes a piece of paper.
(a) Where had she found it?
(b)  What was drawn on the paper!
(¢) How was the paper signed?
3 Who did Holmes, Watson and Miss Morstan meet at the Lyceum
Theatre?
4 Where did they go!
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4

Why was Doctor Watson angry with Thaddeus Sholto?

2 Thaddeus Sholto and his brother, Bartholomew, knew that their father
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was afraid of something. Who did their father think was following him?
Why did their father become very ill?
When Captain Morstan and Major Sholto were in India they
found a great treasure.

(a)  What was the name of this treasure?

(b)  Why did Captain Morstan and Major Sholto argue?

(c) How did the argument end?
What did Major Sholto ask his sons to do?
Thaddeus and his brother, Bartholomew found a note on the bed
beside their father’s body. What words were written on the note?

5
Why did Thaddeus Sholto send the letter to Miss Morstan?

Where was the treasure?

Why was Doctor Watson unhappy?

Where did Thaddeus Sholto take Miss Morstan, Holmes and Watson?
Where had Bartholomew Sholto found the treasure chest?

When they arrived at Pondicherry Lodge, the house was dark.

()  What noise did they hear?

(b)  Who opened the door?

(c) What did she say to Thaddeus Sholto?

6

What did Holmes and Watson see through the keyhole?
How did Bartholomew Sholto die?
What else made Thaddeus Sholto upset!

7

How did Holmes know that a man with a wooden leg had been in
the room?

How did Watson think the wooden-legged man had got into the room?
What was strange about the footprints in the thick dust?
Describe murderer Number One.
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