
        
            [image: Penguin Brand Cover]
        

    
        
            [image: Penguin Brand Logo]
        


    
		
			Contents

			
				Introduction by Joseph Delaney
			

		
			1.  The Solitary Cyclist
		

		
			2.  Charles Augustus Milverton
		

		
			3.  Black Peter
		

		
			4.  The Golden Pince-Nez
		

		
			5.  The Priory School
		

		
			6.  The Beryl Coronet
		

		
			7.  The Engineer’s Thumb
		

		
			8.  The Red-Headed League
		
			
		
	

		
[image: Penguin walking logo]



			The Solitary Cyclist
		

		From the years 1894 to 1901 inclusive, Mr Sherlock Holmes was a very busy man. It is safe to say that there was no public case of any difficulty in which he was not consulted during those eight years, and there were hundreds of private cases, some of them of the most intricate and extraordinary character, in which he played a prominent part. Many startling successes and a few unavoidable failures were the outcome of this long period of continuous work. As I have preserved very full notes of all these cases, and was myself personally engaged in many of them, it may be imagined that it is no easy task to know which I should select to lay before the public. I shall, however, preserve my former rule, and give the preference to those cases which derive their interest not so much from the brutality of the crime as from the ingenuity and dramatic quality of the solution. For this reason I will now lay before the reader the facts connected with Miss Violet
			Smith, the solitary cyclist of Charlington, and the curious sequel of our investigation, which culminated in unexpected tragedy. It is true that the circumstances did not permit of any striking illustration of those powers for which my friend was famous, but there were some points about the case which made it stand out in those long records of crime from which I gather the material for these little narratives.

		On referring to my notebook for the year 1895, I find that it was upon Saturday, April 23rd, that we first heard of Miss Violet Smith. Her visit was, I remember, extremely unwelcome to Holmes, for he was immersed at the moment in a very abstruse and complicated problem concerning the peculiar persecution to which John Vincent Harden, the well-known tobacco millionaire, had been subjected. My friend, who loved above all things precision and concentration of thought, resented anything which distracted his attention from the matter in hand. And yet without harshness, which was foreign to his nature, it was impossible to refuse to listen to the story of the young and beautiful woman, tall, graceful and queenly, who presented herself at Baker Street late in the evening and implored his assistance and advice. It was vain to urge that his time was already fully occupied, for the young lady had come with the determination to tell her story, and it was
			evident that nothing short of force could get her out of the room until she had done so. With a resigned air and a somewhat weary smile, Holmes begged the beautiful intruder to take a seat and to inform us what it was that was troubling her.

		‘At least it cannot be your health,’ said he, as his keen eyes darted over her; ‘so ardent a bicyclist must be full of energy.’

		She glanced down in surprise at her own feet, and I observed the slight roughening of the side of the sole caused by the friction of the edge of the pedal.

		‘Yes, I bicycle a good deal, Mr Holmes, and that has something to do with my visit to you today.’

		My friend took the lady’s ungloved hand and examined it with as close an attention and as little sentiment as a scientist would show to a specimen.

		‘You will excuse me, I am sure. It is my business,’ said he, as he dropped it. ‘I nearly fell into the error of supposing that you were typewriting. Of course, it is obvious that it is music. You observe the spatulate finger end, Watson, which is common to both professions? There is a spirituality about the face, however’ – he gently turned it towards the light – ‘which the typewriter does not generate. This lady is a musician.’

		‘Yes, Mr Holmes, I teach music.’

		‘In the country, I presume, from your complexion.’

		‘Yes, sir; near Farnham, on the borders of Surrey.’

		‘A beautiful neighbourhood, and full of the most interesting associations. You remember, Watson, that it was near there that we took Archie Stamford, the forger. Now, Miss Violet, what has happened to you near Farnham, on the borders of Surrey?’

		The young lady, with great clearness and composure, made the following curious statement:

		‘My father is dead, Mr Holmes. He was James Smith, who conducted the orchestra at the old Imperial Theatre. My mother and I were left without a relation in the world except one uncle, Ralph Smith, who went to Africa twenty-five years ago, and we have never had a word from him since. When Father died we were left very poor, but one day we were told that there was an advertisement in The Times inquiring for our whereabouts. You can imagine how excited we were, for we thought that someone had left us a fortune. We went at once to the lawyer whose name was given in the paper. There we met two gentlemen, Mr Carruthers and Mr Woodley, who were home on a visit from South Africa. They said that my uncle was a friend of theirs, that he died some months before in poverty in Johannesburg, and that he had asked them with his last breath to hunt up his relations and see that they were in no want. It seemed strange to us that
			Uncle Ralph, who took no notice of us when he was alive, should be so careful to look after us when he was dead; but Mr Carruthers explained that the reason was that my uncle had just heard of the death of his brother, and so felt responsible for our fate.’

		‘Excuse me,’ said Holmes; ‘when was this interview?’

		‘Last December – four months ago.’

		‘Pray proceed.’

		‘Mr Woodley seemed to me to be a most odious person. He was for ever making eyes at me – a coarse, puffy-faced, red-moustached young man, with his hair plastered down on each side of his forehead. I thought that he was perfectly hateful – and I was sure that Cyril would not wish me to know such a person.’

		‘Oh, Cyril is his name!’ said Holmes, smiling.

		The young lady blushed and laughed.

		‘Yes, Mr Holmes; Cyril Morton, an electrical engineer, and we hope to be married at the end of the Summer. Dear me, how did I get talking about him? What I wished to say was that Mr Woodley was perfectly odious, but that Mr Carruthers, who was a much older man, was more agreeable. He was a dark, sallow, clean-shaven, silent person; but he had polite manners and a pleasant smile. He inquired how we were left, and on finding that we were very poor he suggested that I should come and teach music to his only daughter, aged ten. I said that I did not like to leave my mother, on which he suggested that I should go home to her every weekend, and he offered me a hundred a year, which was certainly splendid pay. So it ended by my accepting, and I went down to Chiltern Grange, about six miles from Farnham. Mr Carruthers was a widower, but he had engaged a lady-housekeeper, a very respectable, elderly person, called Mrs
			Dixon, to look after his establishment. The child was a dear, and everything promised well. Mr Carruthers was very kind and very musical, and we had most pleasant evenings together. Every weekend I went home to my mother in town.

		‘The first flaw in my happiness was the arrival of the red-moustached Mr Woodley
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AUTHOR FILE

NAME: Sir Arthur Ignatius Conan Doyle

BORN: 22 May 1859

DIED: 7 July 1930

NATIONALITY: Scottish

LIVED: Arthur lived in many places during his life, including Scotland, Vienna, London and East Sussex

MARRIED: Louisa Hawkins in 1885, and after her death, Jean Elizabeth Leckie

CHILDREN: two with Louisa, Mary and Arthur, and three with Jean – Denis, Adrian and Jean Lena

What was he like?

Arthur Conan Doyle was a very astute and clever man, and in many ways shared a lot of characteristics with his famous creation, Sherlock Holmes. He was a fervent advocate of justice and personally investigated a number of previously closed cases during his lifetime, two of which led to the exoneration of innocent men. A passionately patriotic man, in response to a public feeling of discontent about the Boer War he wrote a pamphlet declaring Britain’s actions justified, and was later knighted and appointed Deputy-Lieutenant of Surrey in recognition of his work.

Where did he grow up?

Arthur spent much of his childhood in Lancashire where he attended the Catholic boarding school, Stonyhurst. Although he disliked his time at school, he was popular and talented and later returned to his native Scotland to study medicine at Edinburgh University. It was at university that he met the great Scottish surgeon Joseph Bell, who had a hobby of deducing people’s characters from minor details of their appearance and provided a model for Sherlock Holmes in Arthur’s later writing career.

What did he do apart from writing books?

After finishing his degree, Arthur went to work as a ship’s doctor and was part of a crew that travelled to West Africa in 1881. Afterwards, he set up a medical practice in Portsmouth but wrote continuously as well as practising medicine. After excelling in sport at school, Arthur also played part-time for several clubs, including goalkeeper for Portsmouth football team, and later for the Marylebone Cricket Club.

What did people think of Sherlock Holmes when it was first published in the 1890s?

Sherlock Holmes was an instant hit when the first story featuring the detective launched in the Strand magazine. Even King Edward VII was said to be a massive tan. After several stories had been published, Conan Doyle began to feel imprisoned by the success of Holmes and killed him off in 1893, but was forced to ‘resurrect’ him after a massive outcry from his readers.

Where did Arthur get the idea for Sherlock Holmes?

After meeting Joseph Bell in Edinburgh, Conan Doyle began to imagine what else these unique powers of deduction could be used for. He came up with the character of Holmes and added many of his own characteristics to the detective’s personality, such as his interest in science and passion for justice.

What other books did he write?

Although Holmes was his most famous creation, Arthur wrote many other books in his lifetime, including some historical novels and works of non-fiction. He was interested in science fiction and wrote several stories featuring the dynamic Professor Challenger, whose most famous outing was in the novel The Lost World.




WHO’S WHO IN SHERLOCK HOLMES

Sherlock Holmes – a calm and measured yet fiercely intelligent man, Sherlock Holmes’s special skill is deducing facts about people and places from seemingly inconsequential details. Although his manner can be quite austere, he is passionate and dedicated to his work solving criminal mysteries.

Dr John Watson – the narrator of the Sherlock Holmes stories. Everything we learn about Sherlock Holmes, we hear from Watson. Watson is a modest character, in complete admiration of his colleague, and although very astute in his own way, rarely solves crimes without considerable input from Holmes.

THE SOLITARY CYCLIST

Violet Smith – a young and beautiful woman, who teaches music in a small town outside London.

Mr Carruthers – employs Violet to teach music to his daughter.

Mr Woodley – a rough, crude man, who molests Violet at Mr Carruthers’s house.

Cyril Morton – Violet’s fiancé.

CHARLES AUGUSTUS MILVERTON

Charles Milverton – a scheming man, who blackmails wealthy people for his own gain.

Lady Eva Brackwell – Holmes’s client and the subject of Milverton’s latest plot.

Agatha – Holmes’s ‘fiancée’ and Charles Milverton’s housekeeper.

BLACK PETER

Stanley Hopkins – a young police inspector in charge of the Woodman’s Lee case.

Captain Peter Carey – a murdered seal- and whale-fisher, and the subject of Holmes’s investigation.

John Hopley Neligan – the son of a disgraced banker with a connection to Carey.

Patrick Cairns – an old shipmate of Carey.

THE GOLDEN PINCE-NEZ

Professor Coram – an elderly man who lives in Yoxley Old Place, a grand country house.

Willoughby Smith – a graduate from Cambridge, employed as the professor’s secretary, and later found murdered at Yoxley Old Place.

Mrs Marker – the housekeeper at Yoxley.

Susan Tarlton – a maid in the service of Professor Coram.

THE PRIORY SCHOOL

Dr Thorneycroft Huxtable – the principal of the Priory School, whose pupils are often the sons of high-profile and wealthy dignitaries.

Lord Saltire – the son of the Duke of Holdernesse, a pupil at the Priory School, who goes missing during his first term.

Heidegger – the German master at the Priory.

Duke of Holdernesse – a wealthy, proud man, who sends his son to school after his wife moves to France.

Mr Wilder – the duke’s private secretary.

Reuben Hayes – a local innkeeper, and ex-coachman of the duke.

THE BERYL CORONET

Alexander Holder – a partner of Holder and Stevenson, one of London’s top private banks.

Arthur Holder – Alexander’s son. A wild and irresponsible young man.

Mary Holder – Alexander’s niece, who had lived at Holder’s house since the death of her father.

Sir George Burnwell – an acquaintance of Arthur, and of a similar disreputable character.

Lucy Parr – a maid to the Holder household.

Francis Prosper – a local greengrocer and Lucy’s sweetheart.

THE ENGINEER’S THUMB

Victor Hatherley – a young man who lost his thumb in a violent accident. He seeks out Dr Watson for medical attention.

Colonel Lysander Stark – a businessman who employs Victor for a secret job.

THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE

Mr Jabez Wilson – a tradesman with fiery red hair.

Vincent Spaulding – Jabez’s assistant.

Ezekiah Hopkins – the founder of the Red-Headed League.

Peter Jones – an inspector with Scotland Yard.

Mr Merryweather – the chairman of directors for a prestigious London bank.




SOME THINGS TO THINK ABOUT . . .

One of the most striking things about Conan Doyle’s writing is the level of detail that he includes in his descriptive passages. Why do you think he is so fastidious about including small details about people’s appearances and descriptions of places? What effect does this have on your reading?

Watson often opens his narrative by mentioning other cases he’s worked on with Sherlock Holmes. What effect do you think this has on the reader? Why do you think Conan Doyle chose to make Watson the narrator, rather than Holmes himself?

How does Conan Doyle present the other detectives and inspectors in his stories? What do you think this shows about his own opinion of the authorities?

Holmes’s address in London – 221B Baker Street – was originally an imaginary address, but the house number was later inserted by the council because it had been made so famous by Conan Doyle’s stories. Can you think of any other fictional landmarks that have been created? (There’s a famous one at Kings Cross station in London . . .)

The serialization of Sherlock Holmes stories in a popular magazine is similar to how modern-day detective drama series are shown on television. How do you think Sherlock Holmes compares to famous modern detectives?

Write down all the different descriptions of Sherlock Holmes in the book. How many of these contradict or support each other? What type of man do you think Sherlock Holmes was?




SOME THINGS TO DO . . .

Imagine you have been asked to stage a play of one of Sherlock Holmes’s mysteries. Which one would you pick? Make stage plans of the sets you’ll use for different scenes, decide what effects you might choose to create an air of mystery, and think about what actors and actresses you might cast.

In two of the stories in this volume hand-drawn diagrams have been provided that allow Holmes to make better sense of the mystery he is faced with. Draw diagrams for the other stories in this book.

There have been many interpretations of Sherlock Holmes over the years. See if you can find five different films, television shows or even cartoons that feature the famous detective, and then think about how they present the characters in different ways.

Invent a mystery for one of your friends to solve. Give them a written summary of the facts of the case and then divulge different clues one by one. You could even use real props and act out the case. Be inventive and use your logic to think of clever (and misleading) clues!

Write your own story about one of Sherlock Holmes’s mysteries based on one in this book, but put yourself in the position of Watson. How would you help Holmes solve the case and what conversations might you have about it?




HOLMES’S LONDON

Although he was born and raised in Edinburgh, Conan Doyle set Sherlock Holmes almost exclusively in London. The sights and sounds of Victorian London in 1890, however, would be quite different from the city we know today.

A STINKY PLACE . . .



[image: image] The city depended on horse-power for transport: by 1900, 3,000 horse-drawn buses were carrying 500 million people a year. All these horse-drawn vehicles meant that the streets were covered in manure, which street sweepers were employed to clean up. In rainy weather, straw was scattered in walkways, in front of shops and in carriages to soak up the mud and wet.

[image: image] Soot from thousands of smoke-belching coal fires settled on everything, blackening buildings and fogging up the air.

[image: image] In many parts of London raw sewage flowed into gutters that led to the Thames.

[image: image] Many dead bodies also ended up in the Thames and were washed out to sea or found in the river. Dredgermen had the job of collecting the bodies and handing them over to the police. The dredgermen were paid for each corpse they collected, but they made a bit of extra cash by emptying the pockets of the poor dead person and keeping whatever valuables they might find.

[image: image] Homeless, abandoned boys known as street Arabs roamed the streets. Ragged and uneducated, they could go anywhere without being noticed, and would have seen and overheard much of the dirty deeds on the streets of London. The Baker Street Irregulars are a group of such street urchins who help Sherlock Holmes out from time to time by finding vital clues.

A CITY WITHOUT EQUAL

It wasn’t all bad, though. During Queen Victoria’s reign, many modern inventions became established parts of everyday life, and paved the way for today’s city . . .



[image: image] In 1859, work began on the Metropolitan Railway, which ran underground from Paddington to Farringdon. It was an instant success when it opened four years later and, in its first year, carried almost ten million passengers. The ‘Tube’, as it came to be known, was born.

[image: image] In 1891, the first London to Paris telephone link was opened.

[image: image] Electric lights were introduced to many London streets, replacing the old gas lamps.

[image: image] The Victorians built a British railway network, making journeys out of London quicker and more efficient.

[image: image] Theatres, music halls, museums and parks were appearing everywhere and new department stores, like Harrods and Whiteleys, were booming.

By the end of the nineteenth century, London was a city without equal. It was the centre of the British Empire and its population of millions was teeming with a huge mix of people, languages and cultures. In this respect, Victorian London would be recognizable to Londoners today. By 1890 the city had:


[image: image] almost seven million people

[image: image] wide streets crammed with buses and cabs

[image: image] mainline and underground stations

[image: image] pubs, parks, theatres and museums used by the masses.



TRACING THE PAST

Using a modern-day map of London, try to trace the different journeys Sherlock Holmes makes around the capital. Think about what would have been different, and what might have been the same at each point.

Start off by marking where some of these popular locations are, and see if you can find any old pictures to show how these places may have looked in 1890.

Pall Mall * St James * Baker Street * Regent Street * Kensington * Charing Cross * Shaftesbury Avenue * Oxford Street




GLOSSARY

ambuscade – to attack suddenly and without warning

astrakhan – the furry wool of young lambs from the Astrakhan region in Russia

baccy-pouch – a pouch containing tobacco

beryl – a blue-green mineral and a precious gem

blackguard – a rogue or a thief

cadaverous – pale and corpse-like

capricious – impulsive and unpredictable

carte blanche – to have free reign to choose whatever course of action you want

congenial – to have a pleasant disposition

curlew – a large migratory shore bird

débutante – a young woman making her formal debut into society

pince-nez – a style of spectacles, supported without ear pieces by pinching the bridge of the nose

plover – a breed of wading bird

spatulate – having a broad, rounded end, like a spatula

view-halloa – a fox-hunting cry, given when a hunter sees a fox to alert the other hunters

weald – an area of forested countryside

diadem – a crown or headdress that symbolizes royalty

diffidence – lacking in self-confidence

dissipation – breaking up or scattering

entail – the succession of property and wealth to an heir

forenoon – the period of time between sunrise and noon

fuller’s earth – a type of clay-like, earthy material used to filter and purify oils

garrulous – full of trivial conversation

gorse – a prickly and dense evergreen shrub

jemmy – a short crowbar

love-gage – a token given as a sign of affection

ménage – a group living together

morass – an area of low-lying, soggy ground

munificent – very generous

niggard – a selfish, miserly person

partie carrée – a party of four people
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Sir Arthur Conan Doyle

THE ADVENTURE OF THE SPECKLED BAND

On glancing over my notes of the seventy-odd cases in which I have during the last eight years studied the methods of my friend Sherlock Holmes, I find many tragic, some comic, a large number merely strange, but none commonplace; for, working as he did rather for the love of his art than for the acquirement of wealth, he refused to associate himself with any investigation which did not tend towards the unusual, and even the fantastic. Of all these varied cases, however, I cannot recall any which presented more singular features than that which was associated with the well-known Surrey family of the Roylotts of Stoke Moran. The events in question occurred in the early days of my association with Holmes, when we were sharing rooms as bachelors in Baker Street. It is possible that I might have placed them upon record before, but a promise of secrecy was made at the time, from which I have only been freed during the last month by the untimely death of the lady to whom the pledge was given. It is perhaps as well that the facts should now come to light, for I have reasons to know that there are widespread rumours as to the death of Dr Grimesby Roylott which tend to make the matter even more terrible than the truth.

It was early in April in the year ’83 that I woke one morning to find Sherlock Holmes standing, fully dressed, by the side of my bed. He was a late riser, as a rule, and as the clock on the mantelpiece showed me that it was only a quarter past seven, I blinked up at him in some surprise, and perhaps just a little resentment, for I was myself regular in my habits.

‘Very sorry to knock you up, Watson,’ said he, ‘but it’s the common lot this morning. Mrs Hudson has been knocked up, she retorted upon me, and I on you.’

‘What is it, then – a fire?’

‘No; a client. It seems that a young lady has arrived in a considerable state of excitement, who insists upon seeing me. She is waiting now in the sitting-room. Now, when young ladies wander about the metropolis at this hour of the morning, and knock sleepy people up out of their beds, I presume that it is something very pressing which they have to communicate. Should it prove to be an interesting case, you would, I am sure, wish to follow it from the outset. I thought, at any rate, that I should call you and give you the chance.’

‘My dear fellow, I would not miss it for anything.’

I had no keener pleasure than in following Holmes in his professional investigations, and in admiring the rapid deductions, as swift as intuitions, and yet always founded on a logical basis, with which he unravelled the problems which were submitted to him. I rapidly threw on my clothes and was ready in a few minutes to accompany my friend down to the sitting-room. A lady dressed in black and heavily veiled, who had been sitting in the window, rose as we entered.

‘Good morning, madam,’ said Holmes cheerily. ‘My name is Sherlock Holmes. This is my intimate friend and associate, Dr Watson, before whom you can speak as freely as before myself. Ha! I am glad to see that Mrs Hudson has had the good sense to light the fire. Pray draw up to it, and I shall order you a cup of hot coffee, for I observe that you are shivering.’

‘It is not cold which makes me shiver,’ said the woman in a low voice, changing her seat as requested.

‘What, then?’

‘It is fear, Mr Holmes. It is terror.’ She raised her veil as she spoke, and we could see that she was indeed in a pitiable state of agitation, her face all drawn and grey, with restless, frightened eyes, like those of some haunted animal. Her features and figure were those of a woman of thirty, but her hair was shot with premature grey, and her expression was weary and haggard. Sherlock Holmes ran her over with one of his quick, all-comprehensive glances.

‘You must not fear,’ said he soothingly, bending forward and patting her forearm. ‘We shall soon set matters right, I have no doubt. You have come in by train this morning, I see.’

‘You know me, then?’

‘No, but I observe the second half of a return ticket in the palm of your left glove. You must have started early, and yet you had a good drive in a dog-cart, along heavy roads, before you reached the station.’

The lady gave a violent start and stared in bewilderment at my companion.

‘There is no mystery, my dear madam,’ said he, smiling. ‘The left arm of your jacket is spattered with mud in no less than seven places. The marks are perfectly fresh. There is no vehicle save a dog-cart which throws up mud in that way, and then only when you sit on the left-hand side of the driver.’

‘Whatever your reasons may be, you are perfectly correct,’ said she. ‘I started from home before six, reached Leather-head at twenty past, and came in by the first train to Waterloo. Sir, I can stand this strain no longer; I shall go mad if it continues. I have no one to turn to – none, save only one, who cares for me, and he, poor fellow, can be of little aid. I have heard of you, Mr Holmes; I have heard of you from Mrs Farintosh, whom you helped in the hour of her sore need. It was from her that I had your address. Oh, sir, do you not think that you could help me, too, and at least throw a little light through the dense darkness which surrounds me? At present it is out of my power to reward you for your services, but in a month or six weeks I shall be married, with the control of my own income, and then at least you shall not find me ungrateful.’

Holmes turned to his desk and, unlocking it, drew out a small case-book, which he consulted.

‘Farintosh,’ said he. ‘Ah yes, I recall the case; it was concerned with an opal tiara. I think it was before your time, Watson. I can only say, madam, that I shall be happy to devote the same care to your case as I did to that of your friend. As to reward, my profession is its own reward; but you are at liberty to defray whatever expenses I may be put to, at the time which suits you best. And now I beg that you will lay before us everything that may help us in forming an opinion upon the matter.’

‘Alas!’ replied our visitor, ‘the very horror of my situation lies in the fact that my fears are so vague, and my suspicions depend so entirely upon small points, which might seem trivial to another, that even he to whom of all others I have a right to look for help and advice looks upon all that I tell him about it as the fancies of a nervous woman. He does not say so, but I can read it from his soothing answers and averted eyes. But I have heard, Mr Holmes, that you can see deeply into the manifold wickedness of the human heart. You may advise me how to walk amid the dangers which encompass me.’

‘I am all attention, madam.’

‘My name is Helen Stoner, and I am living with my stepfather, who is the last survivor of one of the oldest Saxon families in England, the Roylotts of Stoke Moran, on the western border of Surrey.’

Holmes nodded his head. ‘The name is familiar to me,’ said he.

‘The family was at one time among the richest in England, and the estates extended over the borders into Berkshire in the north, and Hampshire in the west. In the last century, however, four successive heirs were of a dissolute and wasteful disposition, and the family ruin was eventually completed by a gambler in the days of the Regency. Nothing was left save a few acres of ground, and the two-hundred-year-old house, which is itself crushed under a heavy mortgage. The last squire dragged out his existence there, living the horrible life of an aristocratic pauper; but his only son, my stepfather, seeing that he must adapt himself to the new conditions, obtained an advance from a relative, which enabled him to take a medical degree and went out to Calcutta, where, by his professional skill and his force of character, he established a large practice. In a fit of anger, however, caused by some robberies which had been perpetrated in the house, he beat his native butler to death and narrowly escaped a capital sentence. As it was, he suffered a long term of imprisonment and afterwards returned to England a morose and disappointed man.

‘When Dr Roylott was in India he married my mother, Mrs Stoner, the young widow of Major-General Stoner, of the Bengal Artillery. My sister Julia and I were twins, and we were only two years old at the time of my mother’s re-marriage. She had a considerable sum of money – not less than £1000 a year – and this she bequeathed to Dr Roylott entirely while we resided with him, with a provision that a certain annual sum should be allowed to each of us in the event of our marriage. Shortly after our return to England my mother died – she was killed eight years ago in a railway accident near Crewe. Dr Roylott then abandoned his attempts to establish himself in practice in London and took us to live with him in the old ancestral house at Stoke Moran. The money which my mother had left was enough for all our wants, and there seemed to be no obstacle to our happiness.

‘But a terrible change came over our stepfather about this time. Instead of making friends and exchanging visits with our neighbours, who had at first been overjoyed to see a Roylott of Stoke Moran back in the old family seat, he shut himself up in his house and seldom came out save to indulge in furious quarrels with whoever might cross his path. Violence of temper approaching to mania has been hereditary in the men of the family, and in my stepfather’s case it had, I believe, been intensified by his long residence in the tropics. A series of disgraceful brawls took place, two of which ended in the police-court, until at last he became the terror of the village, and the folks would fly at his approach, for he is a man of immense strength, and absolutely uncontrollable in his anger.

‘Last week he hurled the local blacksmith over a parapet into a stream, and it was only by paying over all the money which I could gather together that I was able to avert another public exposure. He had no friends at all save the wandering gypsies, and he would give these vagabonds leave to encamp upon the few acres of bramble-covered land which represent the family estate, and would accept in return the hospitality of their tents, wandering away with them sometimes for weeks on end. He has a passion also for Indian animals, which are sent over to him by a correspondent, and he has at this moment a cheetah and a baboon, which wander freely over his grounds and are feared by the villagers almost as much as their master.

‘You can imagine from what I say that my poor sister Julia and I had no great pleasure in our lives. No servant would stay with us, and for a long time we did all the work of the house. She was but thirty at the time of her death, and yet her hair had already begun to whiten, even as mine has.’

‘Your sister is dead, then?’

‘She died just two years ago, and it is of her death that I wish to speak to you. You can understand that, living the life which I have described, we were little likely to see anyone of our own age and position. We had, however, an aunt, my mother’s maiden sister, Miss Honoria Westphail, who lives near Harrow, and we were occasionally allowed to pay short visits at this lady’s house. Julia went there at Christmas two years ago, and met there a half-pay major of marines, to whom she became engaged. My stepfather learned of the engagement when my sister returned and offered no objection to the marriage; but within a fortnight of the day which had been fixed for the wedding, the terrible event occurred which has deprived me of my only companion.’

Sherlock Holmes had been leaning back in his chair with his eyes closed and his head sunk in a cushion, but he half opened his lids now and glanced across at his visitor.

‘Pray be precise as to details,’ said he.

‘It is easy for me to be so, for every event of that dreadful time is seared into my memory. The manor house is, as I have already said, very old, and only one wing is now inhabited. The bedrooms in this wing are on the ground floor, the sitting-rooms being in the central block of the buildings. Of these bedrooms the first is Dr Roylott’s, the second my sister’s, and the third my own. There is no communication between them, but they all open out into the same corridor. Do I make myself plain?’

‘Perfectly so.’

‘The windows of the three rooms open out upon the lawn. The fatal night Dr Roylott had gone to his room early, though we knew that he had not retired to rest, for my sister was troubled by the smell of the strong Indian cigars which it was his custom to smoke. She left her room, therefore, and came into mine, where she sat for some time, chatting about her approaching wedding. At eleven o’clock she rose to leave me, but she paused at the door and looked back.

‘“Tell me, Helen,” said she, “have you ever heard anyone whistle in the dead of the night?”

‘“Never,” said I.

‘“I suppose that you could not possibly whistle, yourself, in your sleep?”

‘“Certainly not. But why?”

‘“Because during the last few nights I have always, about three in the morning, heard a low, clear whistle. I am a light sleeper, and it has awakened me. I cannot tell where it came from – perhaps from the next room, perhaps from the lawn. I thought that I would just ask you whether you had heard it.”

‘“No, I have not. It must be those wretched gypsies in the plantation.”

‘“Very likely. And yet if it were on the lawn, I wonder that you did not hear it also.”

‘“Ah, but I sleep more heavily than you.”

‘“Well, it is of no great consequence, at any rate.” She smiled back at me, closed my door, and a few moments later I heard her key turn in the lock.’

‘Indeed,’ said Holmes. ‘Was it your custom always to lock yourselves in at night?’

‘Always.’

‘And why?’

‘I think that I mentioned to you that the doctor kept a cheetah and a baboon. We had no feeling of security unless our doors were locked.’

‘Quite so. Pray proceed with your statement.’

‘I could not sleep that night. A vague feeling of impending misfortune impressed me. My sister and I, you will recollect, were twins, and you know how subtle are the links which bind two souls which are so closely allied. It was a wild night. The wind was howling outside, and the rain was beating and splashing against the windows. Suddenly, amid all the hubbub of the gale, there burst forth the wild scream of a terrified woman. I knew that it was my sister’s voice. I sprang from my bed, wrapped a shawl round me, and rushed into the corridor. As I opened my door I seemed to hear a low whistle, such as my sister described, and a few moments later a clanging sound, as if a mass of metal had fallen. As I ran down the passage, my sister’s door was unlocked, and revolved slowly upon its hinges. I stared at it horror-stricken, not knowing what was about to issue from it. By the light of the corridor-lamp I saw my sister appear at the opening, her face blanched with terror, her hands groping for help, her whole figure swaying to and fro like that of a drunkard. I ran to her and threw my arms round her, but at that moment her knees seemed to give way and she fell to the ground. She writhed as one who is in terrible pain, and her limbs were dreadfully convulsed. At first I thought that she had not recognized me, but as I bent over her she suddenly shrieked out in a voice which I shall never forget, “Oh, my God! Helen! It was the band! The speckled band!” There was something else which she would fain have said, and she stabbed with her finger into the air in the direction of the doctor’s room, but a fresh convulsion seized her and choked her words. I rushed out, calling loudly for my stepfather, and I met him hastening from his room in his dressing-gown. When he reached my sister’s side she was unconscious, and though he poured brandy down her throat and sent for medical aid from the village, all efforts were in vain, for she slowly sank and died without having recovered her consciousness. Such was the dreadful end of my beloved sister.’
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