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The adventure of the diamond

It was a few days after Christmas, and it was very cold. I decided to visit my friend Mr Sherlock Holmes. I am a doctor, but I sometimes help Holmes and I write about his detective work. This evening, he was in the living room of his flat at 221B Baker Street. He was sitting on the sofa and he was looking closely at an old hat.

“Are you working, Holmes?” I asked.

“Ah, Watson,” he said. “Please sit down. It’s good to see you. I’d like to talk about this hat with you.”

I sat down in an armchair. There was a good fire, and I was happy to be warm.

“It’s not a very interesting hat,” I said, “but is it a clue to a terrible crime?”

“There’s no crime,” said Holmes, “but the hat is interesting. Do you know Peterson? He works near here.”

“Yes, I do. Is it his hat?” I asked.

“No, he found it. He brought it here on Christmas morning. He also brought a fat goose. This is his story. At four o’clock on Christmas morning, Peterson was walking home from work. It was dark, of course, but there were streetlamps. In front of him, Peterson saw a tall man in a hat. The man was carrying a dead goose. It was white with a black head.

“At the corner of Goodge Street, a group of three or four men attacked the man with the goose. He had a walking stick and he tried to fight the men with it, but he broke a shop window behind him. He didn’t want the police to arrest him, so he ran away, but he couldn’t take the goose and the hat fell from his head. The other men ran away, too. Peterson brought the hat and the goose to me.”
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“Why didn’t he take them to the owner?” I asked.

“He couldn’t. There was a card on the goose:


for Mrs Henry Baker.



“And inside the hat were the letters H. B. But there are thousands of Bakers, and hundreds of Henry Bakers in London. It won’t be easy to find him. I kept the goose for a few days, but I sent it back to Peterson this morning. The weather is cold, but someone needed to eat it quickly. It was beginning to smell. But what does the hat tell us, Watson?”

I looked at the hat closely for a minute or two. It was round and black, and it was not new. There was no maker’s name, only the letters H. B. It was dirty. In some places the black was grey, and there was black paint on the hat to hide the grey. “I can’t see anything,” I said, and gave the hat back to my friend.

“You see,” said Holmes, “but you don’t understand. The man is intelligent, and three years ago he had some money, but he doesn’t now. He has started to drink too much, and his wife doesn’t love him. He doesn’t go out very much, but someone cut his hair a few days ago. Do you understand now?”

“No. Why is he intelligent?”

“It’s a big hat, so he has a big head.”

“And he had money in the past, but not now?”

“Yes. It’s an expensive hat. He had money three years ago, but he doesn’t have money now because he hasn’t bought a new one. The hat is dirty, but it’s dirty from a house, not from the street. And his wife doesn’t clean his hat. If your wife loves you, Watson, your hat is always clean.”

I laughed. “You’re very clever, Holmes,” I said.

Then, suddenly, the door of Holmes’ flat opened. It was Peterson.

“Mr Holmes!” he shouted. He was excited and his face was bright red.

“What’s happened?” asked Holmes.

“Look at this! My wife found it in the goose’s stomach.” Peterson opened his hand and showed us a beautiful blue stone. “It’s a diamond!”
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“It’s the Countess of Morcar’s blue diamond,” said Holmes. “Someone stole it a week ago. There’s a reward of one thousand pounds for it.”

“A thousand pounds!” said Peterson, in surprise. He sat down very suddenly.

“When did she lose it?” I asked Holmes.

“She was staying at the Hotel Cosmopolitan,” said Holmes. “She was out in the afternoon, but there was a problem with the fire in her room. The hotel asked John Horner, a builder, to look at the fire. James Ryder, a hotel manager, took Mr Horner up to the room and watched him, but after a few minutes Mr Ryder had to leave. The Countess came back and she saw that the desk was open and the diamond wasn’t there. Mr Ryder called the police and they quickly arrested John Horner. Do you see, Watson? The hat is now very important. We must find Mr Henry Baker. We’ll put something in the evening newspaper.”

“What do we say?” I asked.

Holmes started to write.


On the corner of Goodge Street, someone found a goose and a black hat. Mr Henry Baker can have them if he comes to 221B Baker Street this evening.



He gave Peterson the piece of paper. “Can you take this to the newspapers?”

“Of course.”

“I’ll keep the diamond for a while,” said Holmes. “And Peterson, can you buy another goose? We’ll need one for Mr Baker.”

Peterson left the flat. Holmes was looking at the diamond. “I’ll write to the Countess now. She can have her diamond back,” he said. “Peterson will get the reward.”

“Do you think that John Horner is innocent?” I asked.

“I don’t know.”

“And is Henry Baker innocent, too?”

“He won’t be afraid of us if he doesn’t know about the diamond. So if he’s innocent, he’ll come to get his goose. Come back at seven o’clock, Watson. We’ll have dinner and meet Mr Baker.”



I arrived at 221B Baker Street at the same time as a tall man in a long coat. We went in to see Holmes together.

“Mr Henry Baker,” said Holmes. “Please sit down by the fire. It’s a cold evening. Is this your hat?”

“Yes, it is,” said Mr Baker.

“We kept the hat, but we couldn’t keep the bird,” said Holmes. “We ate it.”

“You ate it?” asked Baker. He looked surprised.

“We had to. It didn’t smell very good. But there’s another goose on the table for you. Is that all right?”

“Oh, yes,” said Baker. “Thank you.”

“We’ve kept some of the goose – the neck and stomach. Do you want them?”

“No, thank you,” said Baker and he laughed. “The new goose will be fine for me.”

Holmes looked at me and smiled. “Please take the goose and the hat, Mr Baker,” he said. “But can you tell me one thing? It was a very good goose. Where did you buy it?”

“I sometimes drink at the Alpha,” said Baker. “I work at the British Museum and it’s a pub near there. The owner of the pub, Mr Windigate, has a goose club every year for a group of us. If you pay three pence a week, you get a goose at the end of the year. I paid my money, and I got the goose on Christmas Eve. Thank you very much for my hat and the new goose.”

Baker took the hat and the goose and left.

“Mr Baker is innocent,” said Holmes. “He doesn’t know about the diamond. Let’s go to the Alpha before dinner.”

We walked through the cold night to the small pub near the British Museum. We went in and a man brought us our drinks. “Are you Mr Windigate?” asked Holmes.
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“Yes, I am.”

“This is a nice pub,” said Holmes. “And your geese are good, too. Mr Baker is a friend. He’s in your goose club, I think.”

“They’re very good geese,” said Windigate. “But they’re not mine. I bought twenty-four of them from a man at Covent Garden Market. His name’s Breckinridge.”

“Thank you for the drinks,” said Holmes. “And good night to you, Mr Windigate.”

Outside the pub, in the cold, Holmes turned to me. “Let’s go to Covent Garden Market. If Mr Horner is innocent, too, we must help him.”

Many of the shops in the market were closing for the night, but Mr Breckinridge was there. He was cleaning his shop. “Good evening,” said Holmes. “Do you have any geese?”

“I don’t have any more today, but I’ll have five hundred tomorrow morning.”

“You sold some excellent geese to the Alpha, I think,” said Holmes. “Where did you get them?”

Suddenly, Breckinridge became angry. “I won’t tell you!” he said. “Why does everybody ask me about those geese? I won’t answer any more questions.”

“Don’t be angry,” said Holmes. “I have a bet with my friend here. He says that those geese are from London, but I say that they’re from the country. The bet is for five pounds!”
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“Give him the money!” said Breckinridge. “They’re from London.”

“I don’t believe you,” said Holmes. “I’ll bet a pound with you, too, if you like.”

“All right,” said Breckinridge. “Look at this book if you want to bet with me!” He pulled a dirty book out of his pocket and opened it. “People sell geese to me and I write their names in this book. Read this name and address!”

“Mrs Oakshott, 117 Brixton Road, London,” read Holmes. “And Mr Windigate at the Alpha bought all twenty-four of them.”

“Are you going to give me my pound?” asked Breckinridge.

Holmes’ face was very unhappy. He took a pound out of his pocket and gave it to the man. We walked away and he stopped and laughed.

“Did you see the pink newspaper in Breckinridge’s pocket?” he asked me. “It’s a horse racing newspaper. If a man likes to bet, it’s easy to get information from him! Let’s go to see Mrs Oakshott at Brixton Road!”

Suddenly, we heard a noise behind us. Mr Breckinridge was outside his shop. “Go away!” he shouted at a small man. “Ask Mrs Oakshott. I don’t want to talk to you.”

“But it’s my goose,” said the small man.

“Ask Mrs Oakshott!” shouted Breckinridge. He was very angry now, and the smaller man ran away.

“Let’s talk to that man,” said Holmes.

“Excuse me!” said Holmes, walking over to the smaller man. “I can help you. You’re trying to find one of Mrs Oakshott’s geese. Let’s get a cab to my flat and talk. It’s too cold here.”



We sat down in Holmes’ warm sitting room. “What’s your name?” he asked the man.

“John Robinson.”

“I’d like your real name,” said Holmes, smiling.

“It’s James Ryder.”

“You’re a manager at the Hotel Cosmopolitan,” said Holmes.

“Yes.”

“You’re interested in one of Mrs Oakshott’s geese,” said Holmes. “It laid a blue egg. Here it is.” He showed Ryder the blue diamond.

“You stole the diamond,” said Holmes. “You brought John Horner to the Countess’s room to do some work. He finished the work, and he left the hotel. You took the diamond. The police arrested Horner, and he’s in prison. An innocent man is in prison for your crime. But why was the diamond in the goose?”

Ryder’s face went white, and he was very frightened. “I stole the diamond,” he said. “The police arrested Horner, but I needed to hide the diamond in a secret place. The hotel was not safe, so I went to my sister
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Footnote

Note about the stories

fn1 Definitions of words in bold can be found in the glossary on pages 77–79.
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