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About graded readers

Graded readers help language learners improve their skills through reading for pleasure. They use grammar and vocabulary that are appropriate for learners at different levels.

Graded readers can help learners to

	•

	remember key vocabulary;




	•

	improve their understanding of grammar;




	•

	remember common phrases and expressions; and 




	•

	enjoy great stories that would be too difficult to read in the original.







This graded reader is suitable for non-native learners of English at intermediate level (CEFR B1) and younger native speakers (US 6th grade). Stories at this level keep close to the original but are retold in modern English using high-frequency words. Less common words, place names, and points of cultural and historical interest are explained in the endnotes.

 


Features


	•

	Comprehension and vocabulary tasks 




	•
	Summary of the story




	•

	Endnotes for difficult words, place names and cultural references




	•

	Word list at the end of the book








Introduction

 

Sherlock Holmes

Sherlock Holmes is a fictional private detective created by the British author and former doctor Sir Arthur Conan Doyle (1859 - 1930). He lives in a flat in Baker Street, London with his friend Dr Watson. He works because he enjoys solving mysteries, rather than for money, and only investigates cases that he thinks are interesting. He is best known for his powers of logical reasoning, his ability to use disguises, and his forensic skills (he is the author of a book on different types of cigar ash).  Conan Doyle once explained that Holmes was based on real doctors he had known when he was a medical student in the late 1870s.

Holmes is interesting because his personality has many contradictions.  He is methodical in his work but untidy in his private life: he keeps his tobacco in the end of a slipper and rarely answers his letters.  He is a man of science but also a heavy smoker. He is hard working when he is on a case, but when he has nothing to do, he is bored and lazy. He is an expert in certain fields related to his detective work, but completely ignorant about many other things. He once claimed that he didn’t know the Earth revolved around the Sun because it wasn’t relevant to his work. His interests are mostly intellectual, but he also plays the violin and is an expert at boxing and sword fighting.

Holmes is a loner and has no time for family, social life or romantic relationships. The only woman he admires is Irene Adler, and that is because she manages to outwit him; however, he is always charming to his female clients. As a person, he often seems unemotional and cold, ‘a thinking machine’, but he gets excited when he is in the middle of an investigation and he likes to show off his skills. He is particularly happy when he can solve a case that has defeated everybody else. 

 

Doctor Watson

Most of the stories, including this one, are told by his friend Dr John Watson. Watson is an army doctor who was wounded in Afghanistan and sent back to England to recover. He meets Holmes when he is looking for a place to live and they agree to share a flat at 221B Baker Street. They become friends, and Watson eventually becomes an unofficial assistant to Holmes and writes up his cases. Watson later marries and moves out of Baker Street, but he stays in touch with Holmes (see A Scandal in Bohemia) and later, after his wife dies, he returns to share the Baker Street flat once again. 

 


Activities for the introduction

1	

Read the introduction and decide if the statements are true or false.

	a)


	Sherlock Holmes is a police officer.




	b)


	He is married with a large family.




	c)


	He uses scientific methods to solve crimes.




	d)


	He has few abilities apart from his skill as a detective.







 

2	

The story was written in the 1890s and is set in London. Which of the following existed at that time?

	early motor cars

	telephones

	carriages pulled by horses

	gas lighting

	radio

	telegrams

	trains between cities

	early planes



 

3	

What advantages do detectives have nowadays compared to those working in Sherlock Holmes's time?

 

Answers for introduction activities

1

	a)


	False. He is a private detective.




	b)


	False. He is a loner and has no time for family.




	c)


	True.




	d)


	False.  He also plays the violin and is an expert at boxing and sword fighting.
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	telephones




	 


	carriages pulled by horses




	 


	gas lighting




	 


	telegrams




	 


	trains between cities
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Possible answers include more advanced forensic techniques such as DNA tracing; computerized records of criminals; better training; mobile phones and police radios; international organizations such as INTERPOL.


A Scandal in Bohemia


A mysterious masked stranger visits Sherlock Holmes and claims that a major royal scandal is about to take place. He asks for the detective's help, but for once Holmes is outwitted[1]…by a woman.


*   *   *

 

 



For Sherlock Holmes there is only one woman and she is superior to all others.  However, you should not think that he’s in love with her.  He dislikes emotions, especially that one. Holmes is a thinking machine. Falling in love would stop his carefully balanced mind from working properly. Still, he has great respect for this woman; her name is Irene Adler. 

At the time this story took place I hadn’t seen Holmes for some time. I’d got married the previous summer and moved out of our shared flat in Baker Street. I’d returned to my old job as a doctor and I’d been spending all my free time with my wife setting up our new home. 

Holmes had remained at Baker Street. He hated socializing and spent his time alone in the flat surrounded by his old books. From time to time, I’d heard news about him and knew he’d been busy investigating crimes that were too difficult for the police to solve.

Then one night, it was the twentieth of March 1888, I was coming home after visiting a patient. My journey took me along Baker Street. As I passed Holmes’ door, I had a sudden wish to see him again and find out what he was doing. 

I looked up and saw a light shining brightly in his window. At that moment I saw his tall slim figure pass behind the curtains. He was walking quickly round the room with his head bent down and his hands behind his back. I knew Holmes very well and immediately understood what this meant: he was concentrating hard on some new problem. I rang the bell and was shown up to the flat where I’d once lived.

Holmes didn’t say much but I think he was glad to see me. He offered me a cigar and stood in front of the fire looking at me carefully.

 ‘Marriage suits you, Watson,’ he said. ‘You’ve put on three and a half kilograms since I last saw you.’

‘Only three!’ I replied.

‘Really? I would say a little more. And I see you’re working as a doctor again. You didn’t tell me you were planning to go back to work.’

‘So how do you know?’

‘I can see it. I can deduce[2] it. I can also see that you’ve recently got very wet and muddy, and your maid is extremely careless.’

‘Really Holmes!’ I said, ‘How can you possibly know that? It’s true I went for a walk in the country on Thursday and came home very dirty, but I’ve changed my clothes since then! As for our maid, Mary Jane, you’re right. She’s very lazy and my wife has given her notice,[3] but I can’t understand how you can know that.’

He laughed to himself and rubbed his long hands together. ‘Simple,’ he said. ‘On the inside of your left shoe there are some marks. Obviously, they were made by someone removing mud with a knife, but they did it so carelessly they cut the leather. That explains my deduction that you’d been out in bad weather and that your servant is so careless she damages your shoes.

 ‘And then there’s my first deduction – that you’re working as a doctor again. You walked into my room smelling of the chemicals that are used in hospitals. I could also see the end of your stethoscope[4] sticking out from under your hat. Surely, any reasonably intelligent person could guess he was looking at a medical man.’

I laughed. ‘You make it sound so simple,’ I said.  ‘So why can’t I make deductions like these? My eyes are as good as yours.’

‘That’s true,’ he answered. He lit a cigarette and threw himself into a chair. ‘But when you see something, Watson, you do not observe it. There’s a difference. For example, how many times have you seen the steps which lead up to this room?’

‘Oh, hundreds of times.’

‘Then how many are there?’

‘How many? I don’t know.’

‘Exactly! You’ve seen them but you haven’t observed them. Now, I know there are seventeen steps because I’ve both seen and observed.’ 

He paused and picked up a sheet of thick note paper that was lying on his desk. ‘Anyway, as you are interested in the science of deduction, you may like to look at this.’ He passed me the paper. ‘It arrived in the post today. Read it aloud.’

The note was neither signed nor dated and there was no address. It read:

 

A gentleman will visit you at eight o’clock this evening. He wishes to discuss a very important matter with you. We have good reports of you received. Your recent services to one of the royal families of Europe show that you can be trusted with confidential business. Be in your room at eight and do not be worried if your visitor wears a mask.

 

‘How mysterious,’ I said. ‘What do you think it means?’

‘At the moment I have no other information, and it’s a major mistake to make theories before you have enough information. It’s too easy to make the facts fit your theory, instead of making your theory fit the facts. But what about the note? What can you deduce from it?’

I looked carefully at the handwriting and the paper it was written on. ‘Well, the man who wrote it was clearly wealthy,’ I said, trying to copy Holmes’ methods. ‘This paper is quite unusual – very high-quality. You can’t buy that kind of paper cheaply.’

‘Unusual is exactly the right word,’ said Holmes. ‘It’s not English paper at all. Hold it up to the light.’ 

I did as he said and saw a watermark.[5] There was a large ‘E’ with a small ‘g’, a ‘P’, and a large ‘G’ with a small ‘t’.

‘What do you make of that?’ asked Holmes.

‘The name of a hotel?’

‘Not at all. The “G” with the small “t” stands for “Gesellschaft”. It’s the German word for “Company”, like “Co” in English. “P”, of course, stands for “Papier”. As for the “Eg”, let’s look in our European directory.’ He took down a heavy brown book from his shelves. ‘Eglow, Eglonitz - here we are, Egria. It’s a German-speaking region of Bohemia, not far from Carlsbad.[6] It’s well-known for its glass factories and paper-mills.’ His eyes were shining, and he sent up a great cloud of blue smoke from his cigarette.

‘So, the paper was made in Bohemia,’ I said.

‘Precisely. And the man who wrote the note is a German. Look at this sentence: “We have good reports of you received.” Only a German would put the verb at the end of the sentence like that. We must wait and see what he wants - this German who uses Bohemian writing paper and likes to wear a mask. But listen! I can hear horses outside.’ He looked out of the window. ‘Two of them – beautiful animals - worth a lot - and a nice little carriage[7] too. There’s money in this case Watson, if nothing else.’ 

At that moment the doorbell rang.

‘I think I’d better go, Holmes.’

‘Certainly not, Doctor. Stay where you are. This could be an interesting case. It would be a pity to miss it.’

‘But your visitor…’

‘Never mind him. I may want your help, and so may he. Here he comes. Sit down in that chair, Doctor, and pay careful attention to what he says.’ 

I heard slow, heavy footsteps on the stairs and then a loud knock on the door. 

 ‘Come in!’ said Holmes. 

The man who entered was nearly two meters tall, with the chest and arms of a giant. His clothes were rich but the style was foreign. There was fur on his coat, and he wore a dark blue cloak[8] lined with deep red silk. It was fixed at the neck with a large jewel. This impression of strangeness was completed by high boots with rich brown fur at the tops. He carried his hat in his hand and wore a black mask across his eyes and nose. From the lower part of his face I could see he had thick lips and a long, straight chin that suggested a determined personality.

‘You received my note?’ he asked in a deep voice with a strong German accent. ‘I told you that I would call.’ He looked from me to Holmes, as if he was unsure who to speak to.

‘Please have a seat,’ said Holmes. ‘This is my friend and colleague, Dr. Watson. Perhaps you could tell us your name.’

‘You may call me Count[9] Von Kramm. I am a Bohemian aristocrat[10]. I do hope your friend Dr. Watson is a man who I may trust with a very confidential and important matter. If not, I would prefer to speak to you alone.’

I stood up to leave, but Holmes stopped me and said to the man, ‘Don’t worry, you can tell Dr. Watson anything. He’s completely reliable and trustworthy.’

The Count nodded. ‘Then I must begin by asking you both to promise to keep this secret for two years. After that, it will no longer matter. But at the moment it is so important that it could change the history of Europe.’

‘I promise,’ said Holmes.

‘Me too,’ I said.

‘You will excuse this mask,’ continued our strange visitor. ‘My employer does not want you to know my real identity, and I should tell you now that I have given you a false name.’

‘I am aware of that,’ said Holmes quietly.

‘This case is a very delicate one, and we have to be extremely careful to prevent a scandal that could damage one of the royal families of Europe. To be precise, the great family of Ormstein, kings of Bohemia.’

‘I was also aware of that,’ said Holmes. Our visitor looked at Holmes leaning lazily back in his chair with his eyes half-closed. Could this man really be the best brain and most active detective in Europe?

Holmes slowly opened his eyes and looked impatiently at his client.  ‘Your Majesty,’ he said, ‘Please give me the details of the case and then I can help you.’ 

The man jumped up from his chair and started to walk up and down the room nervously. Then, he pulled the mask from his face and threw it on the floor. ‘You are right,’ he said, ‘I am the King. Why should I try to hide it?’

‘Why, indeed?’ said Holmes. ‘Before you started to speak I already knew that I was talking to Wilhelm Gottsreich Sigismond von Ormstein, Grand Duke[11] of Cassel-Felstein, and King of Bohemia.’

Our strange visitor sat down. ‘You must understand that I am not used to doing business on my own. But I could not trust anyone else with such a confidential matter. So, I came from Prague in disguise to ask your advice.’

‘Then, please tell me the facts,’ said Holmes, shutting his eyes once more.

‘Very well. About five years ago, while I was staying in Warsaw, I met a young lady, a well-known singer and social climber, called Irene Adler. You have probably heard of her.’

‘Look her up in my notes, please, Doctor’, said Holmes without opening his eyes. For many years he had kept a large set of notes on all kinds of subjects. I quickly found her file. 

‘Let me see!’ said Holmes. ‘Born in New Jersey,[12] 1858. Opera singer! La Scala,[13] Royal Opera of Warsaw. Retired from the opera. Living in London. So, your Majesty had an affair with this young lady, wrote her love letters, and is now keen to get those letters back.’

‘Exactly. But how…’

‘Was there a secret marriage?’

‘No.’

‘No legal papers or certificates?’

‘No.’

‘Then how can she blackmail[14] you? How can she prove  the letters were written by you?’

‘There is the handwriting.’

‘Say it’s a forgery.’

‘They are written on my private note-paper.’

‘Say it was stolen.’

‘My own seal.’[15]

‘Copied.’

‘My photograph.’

‘Bought.’

‘We were both in the photograph.’

‘Oh, dear! That’s very bad! Your Majesty’s been careless.’

‘I was crazy.’

‘You’ve made a serious mistake.’

‘I was young then. I was Crown Prince. I’m only thirty now.’

‘You must get the photograph back.’

‘We have tried and failed.’

‘Then you must buy it.’

‘She won’t sell it.’

‘Steal it, then.’

‘We have tried five times. We have burgled her house twice. Once we stole her luggage when she was travelling and twice we have stopped her in the street, but we couldn’t find the photograph.’

‘No sign of it?’

‘Absolutely none.’ 

Holmes laughed. ‘What a nice little problem,’ he said.

‘It may be a nice little problem for you, Mr Holmes, but it is a very serious one for me,’ replied the King.

‘Very. And what does she intend to do with the photograph?’

‘She wants to destroy me.’

‘How?’

‘I am getting married.’

‘So I’ve heard.’

‘To the daughter of the King of Scandinavia. They are a very strict and traditional family. If they heard about this, they would stop the marriage.’

‘And Irene Adler?’

‘She is threatening to send them the photograph. I know she will do it. You do not know her. She is extremely determined. There is nothing she will not do to stop me marrying another woman.

‘You’re sure she hasn’t sent it yet?’

‘I am sure.’

‘Why?’

‘Because she said she would send it on the day my marriage was announced. That is next Monday.’

‘So, we have three days,’ said Holmes with a yawn. ‘That’s lucky as I’m busy just at the moment. Your Majesty is staying in London for a while?’

‘Certainly. I am staying at the Langham Hotel under the name Count Von Kramm.’

‘Then I’ll write you a note to let you know how my investigations are going.’

‘Please do, Mr Holmes. I am very worried.’

‘And what about money?’

‘You can charge whatever you like.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘I would give part of my kingdom to have that photograph.’

‘And what about expenses?’

The King took a heavy leather bag from under his cloak.

‘Here are three hundred pounds in gold and seven hundred in notes,’ he said.

Holmes quickly wrote a receipt on a sheet of his notebook and gave it to him.

‘And the young lady’s address?’ he asked.

‘Briony Lodge,[16] Serpentine Avenue,[17] St John’s Wood.[18]’

Holmes wrote it down. ‘One other question,’ he said. ‘Was it a framed photograph?’

‘Yes, it was. A large one.’

‘Then, good night, your Majesty, and I hope we’ll have good news for you soon. And good night, Watson,’ he added, as the wheels of the royal carriage rolled down the street. 

‘Perhaps you could come round tomorrow afternoon at three o’clock. I‘d like to talk this case over with you.’

At exactly three o’clock I was at Baker Street, but Holmes was out. The landlady told me he’d left the house just after eight in the morning, so I sat down beside the fire to wait for him. I was already fascinated by this case, for although it didn’t involve a violent crime, the importance of the client and its unique features made it interesting. Apart from that, it was always a pleasure to watch Holmes work, to study his system and see how he solved the most complex mysteries. I was so used to his successes that I never imagined he might fail.

It was nearly four o’clock when the door opened and a drunken groom[19] with a red face and scruffy clothes walked into the room. I was used to Holmes’ skill with disguises but I had to look three times before I was sure it was him. He nodded and went into the bedroom. A few minutes later he returned, clean and tidy in his normal clothes. He put his hands into his pockets, stretched his legs in front of the fire and laughed so loudly that he started to cough and had to lie back in his chair.

‘What is it?’ I asked.

‘It was so funny. You’ll never guess how I spent my morning, or what I ended up doing.’

‘I’ve no idea. I suppose you’ve been watching Miss Irene Adler, and maybe her house.’

‘You’re right; but the result was rather unusual. I’ll tell you. I left the house just after eight o’clock this morning dressed as an unemployed groom. Men who work with horses are like a big family. If you’re one of the family, they’ll tell you everything. Anyway, I soon found Briony Lodge. It’s a nice little house next to the road with a garden at the back. There are security locks on the door, a large sitting-room on the right side with long windows almost to the floor, and silly English window locks that a child could open. At the back of the house, I noticed that one window could be reached by climbing onto the roof of the next building, but I didn’t see anything else that interested me.

‘So I wandered around for a while and found, as I expected, some stables in a small street nearby. Some cab drivers were cleaning their horses and I went over and helped them. For this they gave me two coins, a glass of beer and some tobacco to fill my pipe. They also told me as much information as I wanted about Miss Adler.’

‘And what did you find out about her?’ I asked.

‘Oh, all the men in the neighbourhood are crazy about her. She is the prettiest thing on this planet. She lives quietly, sings at concerts, drives out at five every day, and returns at seven for dinner. She rarely goes out at other times. She has only one male visitor, but he visits her often. He’s dark and handsome and comes at least once a day, often twice. He’s a lawyer, Mr Godfrey Norton. The cab men have often driven him home and know all about him. 

‘When I’d listened to everything, I walked up and down outside Briony Lodge again and thought over my plan. This Godfrey Norton was clearly important. He was a lawyer, and that was worrying. What was the relation between them, and why did he visit her so often? Was she his client, his friend, or his lover? If she was his client, she’d probably given him the photograph to look after. If she was a friend or lover, this was less likely. 

‘I had to know the answer to this question so that I could decide whether to stay at Briony Lodge or go to the lawyer’s office at the Temple.[20]  I’m afraid I’m boring you with these details, Watson, but you have to know all this if you want to understand the situation.’

‘I’m listening’, I answered.

‘As I was thinking this over, a cab drove up to Briony Lodge, and a man jumped out. He was very handsome - dark and slim with a moustache - obviously the man they’d told me about. He seemed to be in a great hurry. He shouted to the cab driver to wait and when the maid opened the door, he walked straight past her as if it was his own home.

‘He was in the house for about half an hour - I could see him in the windows of the sitting-room, walking up and down, talking excitedly and waving his arms. I couldn’t see her. After a while he left the house in a great hurry again. He went up to the cab and shouted, “Drive like the devil! Go to the Church of St Monica in the Edgware Road. I’ll pay you a gold coin if you can do it in twenty minutes!”

‘The cab left, and I was just wondering whether I should follow them when a little carriage came up the road. The coachman[21] had obviously been called in a hurry as he was still putting on his coat. As soon as it stopped outside the house she ran out and climbed in. I only saw her for a second, but she was a beautiful woman with a face that a man might die for.

“The Church of St Monica, John,” she said, “and I’ll give you two gold coins if you can get there in twenty minutes.”

‘Clearly, I couldn’t miss this opportunity and I was just trying to decide whether I should run after them, or jump onto the back of her carriage, when a cab came down the street. The driver gave me a strange look as I was so scruffy, but I climbed in before he could stop me. “The Church of St Monica,” I said, “and a gold coin if you can get there in twenty minutes.” 

‘My cab drove fast but the others were there before me. I paid the man and hurried into the church. There was nobody inside except the two people I’d followed and a priest, who seemed to be arguing with them. The three of them were standing close together at the altar.[22] Meanwhile I walked around the church slowly as if I was a visitor. Suddenly, to my surprise, the three of them turned to look at me, and Godfrey Norton ran over.

“Thank God,” he cried. “You can help us. Come here!”

“What do you want?” I asked.

“Come here, man.  It’ll only take three minutes of your time.”

‘He pulled me up to the altar and asked me to repeat some words which they whispered in my ear. They wanted to me to be witness to their marriage. Of course, I had to agree. It was all over very quickly, and then they both thanked me. It seems that the priest had absolutely refused to marry them without a witness. So, it was lucky for them when I arrived. Otherwise, the bridegroom would have had to go out and look for somebody in the street. The bride gave me a gold coin, and I’m going to wear it on my watch-chain in memory of the occasion. I’ve never felt so ridiculous in my life. That’s why I was laughing just now.’

‘This is all very strange,’ I said. ‘And then what?’

‘Well at first, I thought they were going to run away together, so I would have to follow them. However, at the church door they separated. He drove back to his office, and she returned to her own house. “I’ll go to the park at five as usual,” she said as she left him. I heard no more, and I was left alone.’

‘And what’s your plan now?’ I asked.

‘My plan now is some cold beef and a glass of beer,’ he answered, ringing the bell. ‘I’ve been too busy to think about food, and I’ll be even busier this evening. By the way, Doctor, I’ll need your help.’

‘I shall be delighted.’

‘You don’t mind breaking the law?’

‘Not at all.’

‘Nor the risk of being arrested?’

‘Not if there’s a good reason.’

‘Oh, the reason is excellent!’

‘Then I’ll do it.’

‘I knew I could rely on you.’

‘But what do you want me to do?’

At that moment Mrs Turner came in with a tray of food. He turned hungrily on the simple meal that our landlady had provided.

 ‘I’ll have to tell you while I eat,’ he said. ‘I haven’t got much time. It’s nearly five now. Miss Irene Adler, or rather, Mrs Irene Norton, returns from her drive at seven. We must be at Briony Lodge to meet her.’

‘And then what?’

‘You must leave that to me. I’ve already arranged what’s going to happen. There will probably be a fight. But you mustn’t interfere, whatever happens. Do you understand?’

‘Very well.’

‘Then they’ll force me to come into the house. Four or five minutes later the sitting-room window will open. You must stand close to that open window.’

‘Right.’

‘I want you to watch me – you’ll be able to see me from where you are standing.’

‘I see.’

‘And when I give you a signal, you’ll throw this thing into the room and call out, “Fire!”’ He took a long cigar-shaped object from his pocket. ‘It’s nothing dangerous - just a little smoke bomb. That’s all you have to do. When you call out “Fire,” people will come running to the house. You can then walk to the end of the street, and I’ll join you there in ten minutes. Is that all clear?’

‘I mustn’t join in the fight, I must stand near the window and watch you, and when you signal, throw in this thing, then call out “Fire,” and wait for you at the corner of the street.’

‘Exactly.’

‘Then you can completely rely on me.’

‘Excellent. Then it’s time to get ready for the new role I have to play.’

He disappeared into his bedroom and returned a few minutes later dressed as a priest. His disguise was perfect. He hadn’t just changed his clothes. His expression, his manner, everything about him was exactly like an old priest. He would have made a fine actor if he hadn’t chosen to be a detective.

It was quarter past six when we left Baker Street and ten to seven when we got to Serpentine Avenue. It was already dusk,[23] and the lamps were just being lighted as we walked up and down in front of Briony Lodge, waiting for its owner to arrive. The house was exactly as Sherlock Holmes had described it, but the area was less quiet than I’d expected. In fact, it was very busy for a quiet neighbourhood. There was a group of scruffy-looking men smoking and laughing on the corner of the street, a man was selling sweets, two soldiers were joking with a nurse, and several well-dressed young men were walking up and down smoking cigars.

‘You see,’ said Holmes, ‘this marriage makes it all simple. The photograph is now a danger to both of them. She doesn’t want Mr Godfrey Norton to see it, just as our client doesn’t want his princess to see it. The question is, where is it?’

‘Where indeed?’

‘I’m sure she doesn’t carry it with her. It’s too big, and she knows that the King might have her stopped and searched as he’s tried twice already.’

‘Where is it then?’

‘It could be with her banker or her lawyer. But I think neither. Women like to hide things themselves. And why would she hand it over to anyone else? Why would she trust them? Besides, she’s decided to use it in the next few days. It must be somewhere she can find it quickly. It must be in her house.’

‘But it’s been burgled twice.’

‘Ha! They didn’t know how to look.’

‘So where will you look?’

‘I won’t look.’

‘What will you do then?’

‘I’ll get her to show me.’

‘But she’ll refuse.’

‘She won’t be able to. But listen! I can hear the wheels of her carriage. Now do exactly what I told you.’

As he spoke the lights of a carriage came down the road and stopped outside the door of Briony Lodge. One of the scruffy-looking men at the corner ran forward to open the door hoping to get a tip, but he was pushed away by another man who had the same idea. A fierce argument started, and then the soldiers and the sweet seller joined in. Someone hit someone else, and Irene Adler, who had got out of her carriage, was in the middle of a little group of red-faced fighting men hitting each other with their fists[24] and sticks. Holmes ran into the crowd to protect her, but just as he reached her, he gave a cry and fell to the ground with blood running down his face. The soldiers then ran away in one direction and the men in the other. Some of the better-dressed people who had been watching the fight came up to help. Irene Adler hurried up the steps and stood at the top looking back into the street with her beautiful figure showing against the lights of the hall.

‘Is the poor gentleman badly hurt?’ she asked.

‘He’s dead!’ cried several voices.

‘No, no, he’s still alive!’ shouted another. ‘But he’ll be dead before you can get him to hospital.’

‘He’s a brave man,’ said another woman. ‘They would have stolen the lady’s purse if he hadn’t come to help. They were a gang of thieves. Ah, he’s breathing now.’

‘We can’t leave him lying in the street. Can we bring him in, madam?’

‘Of course. Bring him into the sitting room. This way, please!’

They carried Holmes slowly and carefully into Briony Lodge and laid him in the sitting room. I stood watching from my place by the window. The lamps had been lit, but the curtains had not been drawn so I could see Holmes lying on the sofa.

I don’t know how he felt about the trick he was playing, but I must admit, I felt thoroughly ashamed when I saw this beautiful woman. Especially when I saw the kindness she showed to Holmes. But I couldn’t let Holmes down now, so I ignored my feelings and took the smoke bomb from under my coat. After all, I thought, we’re not hurting her; we’re only stopping her from hurting someone else.

Holmes sat up on the sofa.
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