SFLEP-MACMILLAN CLASSICS READERS

2PN E 2B NR

The Sign off Foun

s B

‘KEENG,” EENBIVAELR. "FKIZELND, EREHRTE?

WBRERMEY TR "SKRENEFABRBEIR, HII=T
A—RE, R, FREEEE, RNERRIBERSREOIAR, B
TiKE, "

Whj L5 im0 A ARt

shaget  SHANGHAI FOREIGN LANGUAGE EDUCATION PRESS



SFLEP-MACMILLAN CLASSICS READERS

BTSN E
(RIFRIERAENR )

The Slgnof Four

SIR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE
Retold by Anne Collins

FE  PEE - FIRE R
ER X B

Hbﬁ»iﬁatmlﬁ& SA MACMILLAN



EHERS% B (CIP) 8

PU%s 42 = The Sign of Four/( 3% ) F g it /K #F; (%) MMM
(Collins, A.) M5 ;X BamiEke. — Fig: FgIMERAE Hik
3t .,2003

(BRRA R HLATS)

ISBN 7-81080-728-5

[.pg- I.OF- @k @ M. HiE-EF W, i
IV.H319.4:1

[ A B 1 CIP 2% 7+ (2002) 55 104163 5

EF: 09-2002-6835

HARE A 1T: LS MNMEI T IR F
CEHWAAPEERFERD) HE%: 200083

H, Thi: 021-65425300 (##1) , 35051812 (&HITHEE)
HL - HEF: bookinfo@sflep.com.cn
A fl- - http://www.sflep.com.cn http://www.sflep.com

Fredmig: 9K AF
TIEYREE: W

Bl: E#EENLED B
¥riet s _ EHgERATR
: 787X965 1/32 Higk275 F¥ss8 TF

2003 %FE 2 HS 1 iL 2003 £ 5 A 2 ke M
: 20 000 M

SHHN I
&M MR

: ISBN 7-81080-728-5/1 = 082
: 4.00 JG

A e P A5 G A e S B ) A, T ) A< A U R

i
S



AT RAKEFFAEWNFEEFS] RO XA
FAMXFESR, LEABHFTUHRE LT KW F 0B
Mt RAF AT AXEZXAKARBRATN—FX
FLEREAFLHKENTFA,

F 5 KA R Bl M 20 4 A0 T 46 I 2 IR X
EXFAEMEAN, H 7T HEMRKZHIEE N EHE
EX CEEXEEXIEAERE Y FAENHERTE, 1]
HEXM - S ARXTIREFHHRAXFLFHATTH
5 FE R R 0 SO A R 3 A o A 1R KU B ] R
ELHPBERTETNRE, ZE2L488HH T 200 5 &,
ETHEFRAEXT , ZEAMATEERF S EHHRA,

S BEHAZ AR ER AT NI EXFLFHE X
FPROHKET AR, LR —E“BREEHAE" S
BEBA“ X EREME NI RA-—B8R, XEAF &%
TR X FFEAXFANNEGHRZAE  AQHEF LT K
FH Ox - BRANSTFFLEEEXNER. K
TP FAEREIBEPEHHMLERF O FENEX
WEER R, AR A RPN ETRABRT
BiHMANT —BEXRTHRX EEWNERNE,

FMNECHFE BN BEZRNAF"RBABTRS
T R S RER R R R P
M ERER A, RATE P FAERBEXFLEFN
EZTNEHAR,

ot B 4t 4 £ 3
2002 # 11 A



BRi& %, - A8 REM AR A GG IR I A ik E TR,
Bt X — AR HE R EiE TeAdh—
HEAREFTEH, F - FHHEART 1859 £5 A &
AAFREEHE TR, EREXEATTANE T , G LFE
AANALEVHRAGDIAER, —FARNEXELESF
240 B BEUNED, AARXRZ RO ERT
FTHNMTEHETE T, X EEHALD SR T
WA ERBETRIFHEFM, EXPRZTRELIRGF
BiETILF B G AT il R4 R &% 09 IR 8k F A,
sF 2 B AR Ao AR D] 69 1 BAE N SF e AT iR RIS
BB R EHAIEM, HRLAFTX—121%, 1876
FRANETRO—FXFFE, MhER—4 T3
R BT, RXFHABAEX A G LR E LD
HERGFSHRT, L FRET M, LG LA
FTHEESE, KL BB/ FIRM, ABH
2THREAFTAEFLT—KNE, ERFAHAZTHE
FHRAKERTFINARKXAE E£H T XfdhEK
Kok, MBEAREFBE L2 AT HARDFLHRKE,
189 $AX , AR AN R FRELELEANY
POAAREFHRAZAGAEARAREI IR —FK
AT EREAEG A, F—REFKXEIB L,
A XBART—XERE,RBEEAAFXXERE
MANT EAFA P il REREFTAFZELNE

..I_



| BRREALD (KERAERLGR)

PREREAX SN _FE, IBZEHRURALE
VE#g R R, A A AR AP HL &%

AXFN FHEARLERTHEL - DREAE,
AT H ARG ARG R T BomAgm £ 69 E £ 382 8%
% - AREHGRAE, TRFLEMEERYE £H K
FHEMRATE, £ARLZHE B T 2445 B D4R
FRFPE—RBATEREL - BREMN, (oF
AR B G dEF R, B e 4E T — & ) 2

BRi& % - AR A £ A IR DB,

(WA L) RAFTHEEREA Hra N o4 REMIK
REUFZ - HFHABRTASCHRTEREZHIF A
XA NS E— AP A4S R AR R AT, zk%rta
BB, AR ILE £ R £ 69 A48 4k 58 X, :i;%”?ﬁ—
— A kR? KA R B REE G A, LA40E K

A RATRAT



© N O A W N =

9
10
11

13

14

15

CONTENTS

A Visitor for Sherlock Holmes 1
Miss Morstan’s Story "
A Strange Meeting ... ...
The Death of Major Sholto

The Great Agra Treasure ...
A Terrible Murder

The Tiny Footprints

Inspector Jones Makes an Arrest ... 34

\

\ The Dog That Loved Creosote ... 39

" #

-------

52 M
~ The Chase on the River ... 53
The Treasure 1s Lost

The Sign of Four 66

Points for Understanding . 71 "



A Visitor for Sherlock Holmes L

F OR many years, I 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, I travelled to many sfgnu%f: and interesting
places. I had many exci.iti zcﬁgen% ég,_,@r/p_ I AR
Then one day, In ﬁ] ﬁami’%'% 1 was shot in the
100

Ishg? %i,eﬁly wound was deep many months to
he! e y died from pain and fever. At last I got bet-

, 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. I had known my friend for many years. Our ad-
dress was 221B Baker Street, in the centre of the city.

I enjoyed sharing an apartment with Holmes. My
friend was. a v ver man. He was the most fa-
mou ﬁg&g hg{%gi l’jfzzl){:)rldon. He helped to solve
crime$' and ' catch 'ﬁ‘* 4

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 ol inal,

Sherlock Holmes did not care if his';;lli ’atg'(jvere

A R RS
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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, I 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. I was worried about my friend.

‘What’s the matter with you today, Holmes?’ 1
asked.

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

It 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 im-
patiently. “I cannot live without interesting problems
and 1ﬁ¥ 6’{{&% That’s why 1 became a private detec-
tive. I1ove y 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 housekeeper! came into the room, She was car-
rying a small white card on a sﬂvel‘:t % /% 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

1 housekeeper: UEBR



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 I 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 I hope you
can help me too. Something very strange has hap-
pened. Mr Holmes, I need your help!’

1 blonde: GkR)EEEHY
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Miss Morstan’s Story

' 'rr\\ i\ Y?
HOLMES trull)%eéi his ha sftogether excitedly. His
eyes shone and he l;c_g%t___;_ﬂ /ard 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, I was sent
to school.

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

‘I was very happy and excited about seeing my
dear father again. I 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 re-
turned.

‘I 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

-4-
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newspapers , but without success. I 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 brnaments! 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, rub-
bing his hands together once more. ‘Please, go on.’

1 ornament: EiH53
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‘ Four years after my father disappeared,’ con-
tinued Miss Morstan, ‘I saw an advertisement in the
newspaper. The date was 4th May 1882. To my sur-
prise, the advertisement asked for the address of Miss
Mary Morstan. It said that if I advertised my address,
I would receive some very good news. ’

“What did you do?’ asked Holmes.

“ I advertised my address in the same newspaper.
The next day, I received a small cardboard box. In-
side the box was a lovely pear[¥sAnd I have received
another five pearls since that day. They arrive every
year on the same day. Look.’

She opened a flat box and showed us six beautiful
pearls.

‘There was no letter with the pearls?’ asked
Holmes.

1) Zl '™
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‘ Nothing at all,’ replied Miss Morstan. Then
she continued. ‘ But the strangest thing of all hap-
pened this morning. That 1s why I came to see you.
This morning, I received a letter. Please read it. ’

‘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 Mor-
stan. ‘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,’ I said. ‘I’'ll be very happy to
come. ’

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

1 deceive: 2YR



“You are both very kind,’ said Miss Morstan.
“Since my father disappeared, I have been alone in
the world. I have no friends whom I 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,’ I remarked.

‘I’'m going out now,’ said Holmes. ‘I’'ll be
back in about an hour. ’ |

When Holmes had gone I sat down by the win-
dow and tried to read a book. But I could stop think-

ing about Miss Morstan. I 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.

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

“What, Holmes! Have you solved the mystery
already?’ I asked in surprise.

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

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

‘Well,’ said Holmes. ‘I have just been to the
offices of The Times newspaper. I looked through the
old copies of the newspaper and I discovered that Ma-
jor 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 dis-
appeared. He had one friend in London—Major Shol-
to. But Major Sholto said that he didn’t know that

_9-
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Captain Morstan was in London. »

‘Four years later, on 28th April 1882, Sholto
died. A few days later, on 4th May 1882, Captain
Morstan’s daughter saw the advertisement in a news-
paper. 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. ’

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

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

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 no-
ticed 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. [ don’t know what it means. Perhaps it isn’t
very important, but I wanted you to see it. ’

1 cloak: XZ 2 cab: HHHEZE
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