GBI SRR

y . 2 BEHGC a2y . Herh
fa/DER A H
173N oY) v Al — BA 3T

SIR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE

Z LW E L)




O L% BEHBiEWESE (n=34)

Three Short Stories of
Sherlock Holmes

/R BRI R — e

\m A\
IHLLZ &%a@oﬁé i
5. [& ohn Es ott
W (= 1ns
ﬁielyn tter.&!

(600 1] )

B= &% S

By L s d)



BEHERERB (CIP) ¥iE

FRBER A =/ [ 3] /R (Doyle, S. A.C.) %, [#] #KiFM$ (Escott,
1) 5. —es: HREBHRATILHAT, 20068
(RIER S LWL - W=%4)

ISBN 7-5062-8529-0

L & I Qi @ I FEE—EZEY V. H319.4
o E AR A P 150R CIP $iE %7 (2006) 2 103003 5

This edition of Three Short Stories of Sherlock Holmes, First Edition is published by
arrangement with Pearson Education Limited and Penguin Books Limited.

Text copyright © Penguin Books 2005

Illustrations copyright © Alison Lang 2005

SAGFEIER Gkt (M=%4)
BREERE=ZME
[ ¥ & Sir Arthur Conan Doyle -
M & #&: John Escott
BERE: kEEm IEF
H kE: HREBHRAFAILRAF
x 7. HABEPHRAFTIREAE
(Hubt: JEFEEANAHET 1375 #8%%: 100016 HiF: 64077922)

% ZHFEBERSHE
B Rl dbsAREERIERA A

F & 499x1194 1/32

ED 3k: 1.5

M &: 20068 HE 1/ 2006 % 8 A% 1 IRETRI
RRAUEIE: B 01 - 2006 - 5071

ISBN 7-5062-8529-0/H.939

MRFRE BHNLR

S

s
W h NE e st ML

= W




RERZE ZIEY FTHFRIEEM (K5

HFAEEAERERTEBT L ERE H LD A, BRNERFEE—,
ZHEQEDPERNENTEALHAEY, E4 8 CATFHIEEY, KFETEILH,
REABRFET MR EL, Hal—BBITR LRI, EEFLREAHLR
W, AE 2 AEEXEEER LR N, XERINLHERBRTREY —LL R,

A2 RREFEEXREZ LA AEARNE LR EHZ—EZH
FEMETRAES, WELRERS, TEF-SRHALEKR, ABLERE,
EXERNE, FARALCRLRD, HERELBRIFFHEA, AXMHLT,
ERIRSY A ERAGERFEAZH B EY., LA, HHEWER LY AR
L. EEAER SN, AR XN TR SR R AEEfEE, HE
FRAFTERR, EHRANNFEEER, £, M EWARIRXFLFRET
&K, REFETRASEHEL, BRBRE T XFELAFHBIEE, BFEH®
i, AENRXEEWR THEFERT. REANNAXERXETE,

X ERNAT USR] LEHFEZRAHF (StephenKrashen) h—4E LR
o fAFA, FARKIMER TR, TEEHHARHRETRNNETESR
AT, BRRBEETHEEEAABTFENAT, REFTH LN, XRFHNP
RFMEFINE—ANEOEE, EROTGRIANEEZA DML, EEMEH
B, SAFBEE AR ENES K, Bi¥4 Mg ast FRE,

| ARk, FERTREHE, WHEEANARD, HEEE, EERRMEX

THERPEAE, BHTROINEES, RN ERNARE ¥ ERGEES
AR, WL EAEHE, ST RAMNCENLERY, “PREFHHE
WRE” BEIIAN. PREIZRENMGEN. ZR-EXRHREFEHA
FOBE, ANt ERESEY, FETUEFE, BPRENEREN
FAREE, ATREE CHIEEAT.

Bt AR ERRE? B4, BAERSLHELHEN. WR-T
PLeRDS, ERARES, RETHER, RTERGHRART, T4k
AEHEMH, RORMNETZER, —RRK, FERBOREERE, TIR
dT&%. K, BERTRERK-&, TE—4—-AHM, ETEZHRE,
EREERPSES X, FNKFHHY, HEREAEF DR, TLHESREIR

BT HAE, WEEk, MELREY, ®eHRTANLESTE, TRERK
REEF R, BA, RO RLE, EFOHRASNER; TUH—
SRAWRMET, BREALD LELSHE, TECSERME, FREDT
HRE—R, EERRFR, e RIEEE ZRIH o kR

| RERANL, ERTENNE LR E SR B ER, £
| BEHATT ARG —HLFHRRE, R R b2 AR, SRR, &
| BB AT 2 M 2 AR

; RFISPEERFREIR, LA LA

i
:



Introduction

Holmes looked at her carefully. Is typing difficult when you have weak
eyes?” he asked her.

‘It was when I started, she answered. ‘But now I don’t have to look
down at my fingers, and — oh! How did you know?’

Holmes laughed. ‘I'm a detective,” he said. ‘It’s my job.’

Sherlock Holmes is a very clever man. He sees the little things.
He finds answers to some of the strangest and most difficult
problems when other detectives — and his friend Dr Watson —
cannot begin to understand them.

This happens in each of the three stories in this book.

Why did a man type his name at the end of a letter? Why did
somebody sit in that chair when there were other chairs in the
room? Why does a man follow a young woman on his bicycle,
but never talk to her? These are important questions for Sherlock
Holmes.

People read Sherlock Holmes stories and books in many
different languages. They also watch the detective in films and on
television. In one of the stories, Holmes died. The writer, Sir
Arthur Conan Doyle, had to bring him back to life again,
because people wanted to read more about the great detective.

Arthur Conan Doyle was born in Edinburgh, in Scotland, in
1859 and died in 1930. He was a doctor, but then he began
writing. Between 1887 and 1927 he wrote sixty stories about
Sherlock Holmes. Sherlock Holmes and the Mystery of Boscombe
Pool, A Scandal in Bohemia, The Return of Sherlock Holmes, Three
Adventures of Sherlock Homes, The Hound of the Baskervilles and
Sherlock Holmes Short Stories are all Penguin Readers.



Contents

Introduction

Sherlock Holmes and the Strange Mr Angel
Sherlock Holmes and the Important Exam Paper
Sherlock Holmes and the Dangerous Road

Activities




Sherlock Holmes and the Strange Mr Angel

Sherlock Holmes looked down from his flat into the London
street.

‘Ah, Watson! Somebody is coming here, he said. ‘Look, there,
across the street!’

I went to the window and saw a large woman in a big hat. She
looked up at us.

‘Is she coming?’ I said. ‘Look, she isn’t moving.’

‘It’s difficult for her, Holmes answered. ‘She wants help, but —
ah, she’s coming now.

The woman walked slowly across Baker Street to Holmes’s
front door.

‘She has a problem, Holmes said.

‘A problem?’

‘It’s a2 man, Holmes said. ‘She doesn’t understand him, so she
wants my help.”

Some minutes later, Miss Mary Sutherland came into Holmes’s
room, She told us her name and sat down in a chair.

Holmes looked at her carefully.

‘Is typing difficult when you have weak eyes?” he asked her.

‘It was when I started, she answered. ‘But now I don’t have to
look down at my fingers, and — oh! How did you know?’

Holmes laughed. ‘I'm a detective,’ he said. ‘It’s my job. This is
my friend, Dr Watson. Now, tell me, why do you want to see me?’

‘T want you to find somebody for me, Miss Sutherland said.
‘His name is Mr Hosmer Angel. I’'m not rich, but I can pay you.
I have one hundred pounds a year and the money from my
typing. My father — Mr Windibank — doesn’t know that I'm here.
He doesn’t want help from you or from the police. He says that |
have to forget Mr Angel. But I can’t do that’
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“Your father?” Holmes said. “Your names are different’

‘I call him my father, she said. ‘It’s strange, because he’s only
five years older than me. My mother married him a short time
after my father died. He’s nearly fifteen years younger than her.
He works for a wine company.

‘Where does your hundred pounds a year come from?’
Holmes asked.

I looked at Holmes.

‘Why is he interested in that?’ I thought. ‘She wants to talk
about Mr Angel, not her money’

“The money came from my Uncle Ned in New Zealand, after
he died,; Miss Sutherland said.

“That’s very interesting, Holmes said. ‘So you have one hundred
pounds a year, and the money from your typing job. Where does
the money go?’

‘T'm living at home, so I give my mother and father the
hundred pounds, she answered. ‘Mr Windibank gets it from my
bank and gives it to my mother. I use the money from my typing
work

“Thank you for telling me that, Holmes said. ‘Now, tell us
about you and Mr Hosmer Angel’

Miss Sutherland’s face went red and she looked down at her
hands.

‘I first met him at a dance, she said.

‘A dance?’

“Yes. Every year before he died, my father had tickets for a
dance. Now my mother gets the tickets. Mr Windibank didn’t
want us to go to the dance. “They’re not very nice people,” he
said. “And you haven’t got the right clothes”” But then he went to
France’

‘What did he do in France?’

‘He buys wine there, Miss Sutherland answered. ‘He often goes
for two or three days. So my mother and [ went to the dance’
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‘Was Mr Windibank angry when he heard about that?’
Holmes asked.

‘No, he was very nice about it. He laughed and said,“You can’t
stop women when they really want to do something.”’

‘And you met Mr Hosmer Angel at the dance’

“Yes, I met him that night, Miss Sutherland said.

‘“When did you see him again?’

‘He came to the house the next day. After that, I went for
walks with him. But then Father came back from France, and
Hosmer couldn’t come to the house’

‘No?’

‘No. Father doesnt like it when I have wvisitors, Miss
Sutherland said sadly.

“What did Mr Angel do next?” Holmes asked.

‘He wrote me a letter every day, Miss Sutherland answered.
‘Then, a week later, Father went to France again and Hosmer
visited me.

‘Did Mr Angel want to marry you?’

‘Oh, yes, Mr Holmes, Miss Sutherland said.

‘“When did he ask you?’

‘He asked me after that first walk. He worked in an office in
Leadenhall Street and —’

‘Which office?” Holmes asked quickly.

‘I don’t know

“Where did he live?’

‘In a room above the office; she answered. ‘I don’t know the
address. Only Leadenhall Street’

‘So where did you send your letters?’

“To the Leadenhall Street Post Office, she told him. ‘Hosmer
went there for them. They were a secret from the other men in
the office’

“Why?’ Holmes asked.

‘He said, “I don’t want them to know about you. They’ll laugh
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at me” I said, “I can type the letters. Then they won’t know
about us.” But he didn’t want me to type them.

“Tell me about him, Holmes said.

‘He was a very quiet man, a kind man. He liked to walk with
me in the evening when there weren’t many people on the
street.

‘And his clothes?’

‘He had nice clothes, she said. ‘He wore dark glasses because
he had weak eyes. He spoke quietly, too.

“What happened after Mr Windibank went back to France?’
Holmes asked.

‘Mr Hosmer Angel came to the house again, Miss Sutherland
said. ‘He met my mother. Then one day he said, “Strange things
happen in this life. But I want to know that you will always love
me.” He wanted to marry me on the Friday of that week.

“What did your mother say?’

‘My mother was happy about that because she liked him, too,
Miss Sutherland said. ‘I said, “But aren’t we going to ask Father?”
She said, “No, we can tell him later”” But I didn’t want to do that.
So I wrote to Father in Bordeaux’

‘Bordeaux?’

‘Yes. The company has its French office there. But the letter
came back to me on the Friday morning’

‘It was too late?” Holmes said.

“Yes. He left for England before it arrived’

“What happened on that Friday?’

‘Hosmer came in a cab to our house, Miss Sutherland said.
‘The cab took Mother and me to the church, near King’s
Cross. Hosmer followed us in a different cab. Mother and 1
arrived at the church first. When the other cab arrived, we
waited. But Hosmer didn’t get out. There was nobody in the
cab. “What happened to him?” the cab driver said. “He got in.
I saw him.” That was last Friday, Mr Holmes. Where is Hosmer?
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‘What happened to him?’ the cab driver said. ‘He got in.’



What’s he doing? Why can’t he write me a letter? Oh, I'm so
unhappy!’

Holmes thought about her story.

‘That was very unkind, he said.

‘Oh, but he’s kind, Mr Holmes. That morning he said to me
again, “Strange things happen, but I'll always love you. I will
marry you.” Now I understand. He was afraid of something. And
he was right! Something bad happened to him — I know it!’

‘But what?” Holmes asked.

‘I don’t know; Miss Sutherland said sadly.

‘Was your mother angry?’

“Yes. She doesn’t want to hear Hosmer’s name again.

‘And you told Mr Windibank about it?’

“Yes,” she answered. ‘Father doesn’t understand it. He wants me
to forget about Hosmer. But he thinks that he’ll come back to
me. Why does a man leave 2 woman at the doors of the church,
Mr Holmes? Hosmer didn’t have my money. He never asked me
for money. He really wanted to marry me. But where is he now?
And why can’t he write to me? I think about it day and night,
Mr Holmes. I can't sleep’

Miss Sutherland began to cry.

‘I'll find the answers to your questions, Holmes said. ‘But
please forget Mr Hosmer Angel’

“Will I see him again?’ she asked.

‘I'm sorry — no, you won't. Have you got his letters? Can you
give them to me?’

‘Here are four of them, Miss Sutherland said. ‘And here’s an
advertisement. I put it in last Saturday’s newspaper.

‘Thank you. What’s your address?’

‘31 Lyon Place, Camberwell,’ she told him.

‘And what’s the name of Mr Windibank’s company?” Holmes
asked. .

‘He works for Westhouse and Marbank, the wine company.




‘Thank you, Holmes said. ‘Now forget about this man. Think
about your future’

“You're very kind, Mr Holmes, but I can’t do that,’ she said.‘I'll
always love Hosmer. I'll be there when he comes back. I'll wait
for him.

After she left, Sherlock Holmes sat quietly for some minutes.

‘An interesting young woman, he said.

‘The typing, I said. ‘How did you know?’

‘Her arms, above her hands, Holmes said. ‘There were red
lines across them. A typist puts her arms on the front of her desk
when she types. That leaves a line. There was also a line across
her nose. She wears glasses —’

‘For her weak eyes. Of course!’

“These things aren’t difficult, Watson.

‘They aren’t difficult for you, Holmes, I said.

‘Now, read the advertisement, he said. “What does it say about
Mr Angel’s clothes, hair and face?’

I read some of it to him:

‘... a big man with black hair, a black beard and dark glasses . ..
speaks quietly . . . wore a black coat, grey trousers . . . worked in an office
in Leadenhall Street . ..’

Holmes looked at the letters from Hosmer Angel to Miss
Sutherland.

‘These tell us nothing about Mr Angel, he said. ‘But there’s
one strange thing’

‘He typed them, I said.

“Yes. Not only the letters, but also his name, Holmes said.‘And
there’s no address, only Leadenhall Street. But the name is
important.

‘Is it?’

‘Of course, Watson. Now, I'll write two letters. One letter to a
company, and the other letter to Mr Windibank.

‘To Windibank?’



“Yes. I'll invite him to this flat at six o’clock tomorrow
evening. Before that, I hope we’ll have some answers.

¢

When 1 arrived at his flat at six o’clock the next evening,
Sherlock Holmes was half asleep in his chair.

‘Do you have the answers?’ I asked him.

“To the letters?’

‘“To them, yes, and to Miss Sutherland’s problem, I said. “Who
was the man, and why did he leave her at the church? And will
she see him again?’

But before Holmes could tell me, Mr Windibank arrived. He
was a big man with grey eyes, about thirty years old. He sat down
in the nearest chair.

‘Good evening, Mr Windibank, Holmes said.

‘Good evening, Mr Holmes, Mr Windibank said.

‘I've got your note here, Holmes said. ‘ “I will be with you at
six o’clock. James Windibank.” Did you type this?’

“Yes. I'm a little late; Mr Windibank said. ‘I’'m sorry. 'm sorry,
too, about Miss Sutherland. I didn’t want her to come here. This
is a family problem and you can’t help -’

‘Oh, but I can, Holmes said.

Mr Windibank looked at him.

“You — you can?’ he said. “That’s — that’s wonderful.

‘It’s strange, Holmes said. ‘All typewriters are different after
péople use them for some time.

‘Are they?” Mr Windibank said.

“Yes. Look at your note, Mr Windibank. The letter e is darker
than the other letters. And the bottom of the letter r isn’t there.
Do you see? There are fourteen other little things, but you can
see these two easily’

“We use this typewriter for our letters at the office, our visitor
said. ‘It’s quite old now!



‘And here are the four letters from Mr Angel, Holmes said.
‘He typed every letter. In each of them, the letter e is darker than
the other letters. And you can’t see the bottom of the r’

Mr Windibank jumped out of his chair.

‘I'm a busy man, he said angrily. ‘I can’t sit here and listen to
this stupid talk. When you catch the man, tell me’

‘All right, I will, Holmes said. He went to the door and locked
it.'I’ll tell you now. I caught him!’

“What! Where?” Mr Windibank shouted.

‘Sit down and listen, Mr Windibank. This wasn’t a difficult
problem.

Our visitor fell back into the chair. His face was white.

‘The — the police can do nothing to me!” he said.

“You'’re right. But ’'m sorry about that, Holmes said. ‘A young
woman is in love with a cold, unkind man. Now listen to my
story ... A man married an older woman for her money, and for
her daughter’s money. The daughter’s money was important to
the woman, and to her husband. They didn’t want to lose one
hundred pounds a year when she got married. They didn’t want
her to leave home. So, what could this man do? He didn’t want
her to have friends of her age, so people couldn’t come to the
house. She couldn’t go out to dances. And then he and his wife
made a plan’

“We didn’t want to hurt her, Mr Windibank said. “We — we
didn’t think -’

‘No!” Holmes said. “You didn’t think about the feelings of a
young woman in love. But she did love him. They went for
walks. He was kind to her. Her mother told her, “He’s a nice
man.” The man asked the young woman, “Will you marry me?”
and the young woman said yes.

‘But, of course, he couldn’t really marry her. He had a wife -
the young woman’s mother. It had to end. But he didn’t want her
to marry another nice young man. So he said to her, “Will you
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wait for me?” And because she loved him, she said yes. And Mr
James Windibank is happy because, for years and years, Miss
Sutherland will wait for Mr Hosmer Angel. She won’t marry
another man.

‘Mr Angel sent the young woman to the church door with
her mother in the first cab. Then he climbed into the next cab,
through one door — and out of the other door! He didn’t go to the
church! Am I right, Mr Windibank?’

‘Perhaps you are, said our visitor. ‘Perhaps you aren’t’ He got
up from his chair and looked at Holmes with cold eyes. ‘But you
can’t lock the door. I don’t have to stay here. The police will =’

‘Oh, the police can do nothing to you!” Holmes said angrily. ‘I
know that! He unlocked the door. ‘But does the young woman
have a brother or a friend? I hope she does. And I hope he hurts
you and —! No, I won’t wait for that. I'll do it!’

Mr Windibank ran through the door before Holmes could
catch him. A minute later, we looked out of the window and saw
him running very fast down the road.

‘One day that man will do something very, very bad, Holmes
said. ‘And the police will catch him.

‘I hope you're right, Holmes, I said.

Holmes sat down in his chair.

‘But it was an interesting problem, Watson.

‘How did you know —?" I began.

‘Mr Hosmer Angel was a strange man, Holmes said. ‘But what
did he want? I thought about Miss Sutherland’s family. Who did
well from all this? Her mother — and Mr James Windibank. Miss
Sutherland stayed at home, so her money didn’t leave their house.
And the two men — Angel and Windibank — were never in the
same place at the same time. Angel only visited the house when
Mr Windibank was away’

‘That’s right!’ I said.

‘That was strange, Holmes said. ‘The dark glasses and the
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Mr Windibank ran through the door before Holmes could catch him.



