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The Red-Headed League

One fall morning I went to Sherlock Holmes’ rooms
on Baker Street. He had a visitor. A very fat old
man with bright red hair and a red face. '

“Come in, Watson,” Holmes said. Then he said to
the red-headed man, “Doctor Watson is a very good
friend. He has helped me a lot. Watson, this is
Mr. Jabez Wilson.” ' :

Mr. Wilson and I said hello to each other. Then
Holmes said, “Mr. Wilson, please begin your story
again for Doctor Watson.”

Mr. Wilson took a dirty old newspaper out of his
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The Red-Headed League

pocket. He was looking for an ad in it. 1 was
watching him. Holmes was watching me. |

“You're trying to be a detective, Watson!” Then
he laughed. “I know all about Mr. Wilson. He was
once a working man. He has been to China. And
recently he writes a lot.” '

Mr. Wilson looked up. _ He was very surprised.
“You're right, Mr. Holmes. How did you know ?”

“Your right hand is a lot bigger than your left
one. You must have used it a lot. So you were
a working man.”

“Yes, I was a carpenter. I went to China _too.
But how did you know ?”

“You have a tattoo on your wrist. I studied tattoos
before. That one is done only in China. You also
have a Chinese coin on your watch chain. As for
your writing, I looked at your shirt sleeves. The
wrist of the right sleeve is almost wornout. And
so is the left elbow. So you must have been writing
a lot.”

Mr. Wilson laughed lbudly. “Now it sounds very
easy.” _

Then Holmes asked, “Did you find the ad?”

Mr. Wilson handed the paper to me. “Here it is,”
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The Red-Headed League

he said.
THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE. We
need a man for a new job in this
League. The pay is four pounds a
week. The work is very easy. Must
have red hair. Apply at the League’s
offices, 7 Pope’s Square, Fleet Street,
London at eleven Monday morning.
DUNCAN ROSS.
“What does it mean?” I asked.
Holmes laughed. “It is unusual, Watson.” Mr.
Wilson, please tell us the rest of the story.”
“I'm a pawnbroker. My shop is in Saxe-Coburg
Square. It's a small business. It makes very little
profit now. I have only one employee. And he

works for half pay. But he’s a very hard worker.”

“What's his name ?” Holmes asked.

“Vincent Spaulding” was the answer. “He loves
photography. He often works in the shop basement
on his pictures. We both have rooms above the
shop. About two months ago he came into my office.
He showed me that ad. I read it. Then I asked,
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The Red-Headed League

‘What is the league?”

“He was surprised. ‘Don’t you know?’ he asked.
I said no. Then he told me about it.”

“Did you talk to Duncan Ross?” Holmes asked.

“Mr. Spaulding took- me to the League’s office.
There were lots of other men there. The street
looked like a big basket of oranges. All of the men
had red hair. 1 wanted to go home.”

“Did you go home?” [ asked.

“No. Mr. Spaulding made me stay. He took me
into Mr. Ross’ office. He introduced us. He himself
was a man with the red hair. Mr. Ross looked at
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The Red-Headed League

my hair. ‘It's very nice, he said. ‘But is it real ”
Then he grabbed it and pulled it. Tears came to
my eyes. ‘Good. It's real,” he said.”

“So you got the job?" Holmes asked.

“Yes, he gave me the job. Then he said, ‘I'm the
Sécretary of the Lezgue. Let me tell you about your
job. When can you begin? " '

“] asked him, ‘What are the hours?” He said,
‘From ten in the morning to two in the afternoon.’
I said, ‘OK. When do I begin? Mr. Ross answered,
‘Come here tomorrow at ten. You will have to copy
the Encyclopaedia Britannica. You can never leave
this office during your work. If vou do you will
lose your job. Even if you're sick you've to work.’
Then I went home.”

“That's a very interesting story,” Holmes said.
“Did vou go to work?”

“Yes. [t was a strange job. But four pounds a
week is good pay. So the next morning I bought
some paper. Then I went to Pope's Court. Mr.
Ross showed me the encyclopaedia. Then he left.
At two he came .back. That went on for eight
weeks. Each week Mr. Ross gave m¢ four pounds.”

You will have to copy [ Z{}L§%  (have to—must) il must Y7444,
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The Red-Headed League

“Didn’t anybody watch you work ?” Holmes asked.
“At first Mr. Ross checked on me a few times a
day. But later he never came back until two o’clock.

. Then this morning my job ended.”:

“Ended ?”” said Holmes. B

“l went to work at ten. There was a sign on
the door. It said: '

"The Red-Headed League doesn’t exist anymore.”

Holmes asked, “What did you do then?”

“ went to the other offices in Pope’s Court.
Nobody knew Duncan Ross. So I talked to the owner
of the building. He didn’t know Mr. Ross either.
‘Who is the man with the red hair?’ 1 asked. ‘Oh,
he said, ‘that’s William Morris. He’s a lawyer. He
moved out yesterday.’” ‘

“l was very surprised. ‘Where can I find him?’
I asked.”

“The owner said, ‘His new office is at 17 King
Edward Street.” I went to King Edward Street. But
Number 17 is a small shop. Nobody named Ross
or Morris worked there.”

“What did you do then?” Holmes asked.

watch you work FE{RT{F (watch SREERHE, HEMZHAME to work
FAREFLR to FEEM),  checked on me HER (BHIIEEE).
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The Red-Headed League

“l went home to Saxe-Coburg Square. 1 told
Vincent Spaulding. He was very surprised too. But
" I didn’'t want to lose my job. I need that four pounds
a week. So today I canie to you.”

“That was a very good -idea,” Holmes said. “I
want to ask you a few questions. How long has
Vincent Spaulding worked for you?”

“About three months.”

“How did he get the job ?”

“l put an ad in the paper.”

" “Did any other men want the job?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Wilson. “Ten or eleven men came
to see me.”

“Why did you choose Spaulding ?”’

“He looked like a hard worker. And he said half
pay was OK.” )

“Describe him to me,” Holmes said.

“He’s small. He moves quickly. He’s about thirty
but he doesn’t have any whiskers. He has a scar
on his forehead.” A ‘

Holmes got very excited. “A scar on his forehead !
Does he have little holes in his ears for earrings?”

“Yes, he does.”

“I knew it! Well, Mr. Wilson, let me think for a

lose ( luz) %ii, Describe him to me jm fih A0 B HE R4S OIS, moves
quickly B)fFift# ( move K{TH)),

~1

10

15




The Red-Headed League

while. You can go home now.”

Mr. Wilson left. Then Holmes lit his pipe. He
began to smoke. He didn't say anything. For
almost an hour he sat and smoked. Then he said
to me, - “Watson, there’s a concert at the Steinway
Hall this afternoon. Let’s go.”

So we put on our hats and coats. “I want to see
Saxe-Coburg Square before we go to the concert.
And we have to have some lunch tco.”

First we had lunch. Then we walked to Saxe-
Coburg Square. It wasn’t a very interesting place.
There were just a few trees and some dirty grass.
The air wasn’t very clean either. Above one shop
window there was a sign. It said JABEZ WILSON.

lit BEW Qight (83 NBURE S, Steinway [stainwe]) $IHER
(A£)s It waid JABEZ WILSON 4729 L9 RTTR1L: - sEBHENT s



The Red-Headed Leaguc

Holmes stopped in front of Mr. Wilson’s shop.
He looked at it for a minute, Then he knocked on
the stones of the street with his stick. Finally he
went to the door of the shop and knocked. A young
man opened it.
~ “Can you tell me the way to the post Oﬂ"lC& please ”
Holmes asked. ‘ _

“Sure,” the’ young man said. “Go three blocks
down this street. Turn right. Go four more blocks
and it will be on your left.” v

We left. “A very clever man.” Holmes said.
“There are only three more clever men in Londen.
And only two braver men.” ‘
“Did you recognize his face?” 1 asked.

“My dear Watson,” Holmes answered, “I didn’t
look at his face. I already knew him. "

“Then why did you knock on the door ?” .

“Because I wanted “to look at the knees of his

pants, Holmes said. But he wouldn’t say anything

more about the young man. “We have seen Saxe-
Coburg Square Now let’s look at the other streets
around here.”

We left the little 'square. The street in back was

in front of F~Hil,  Mocke B (T IR REATE—L
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The Red-Headed League

a very busy one. It had some big stores, the City
Bank and an Italian restaurant. We looked at a few*
other streets. Then Holmes said, “Let’s go to the
concert.” o

We both enjoyed the concert. The music was very
good. We left the Steinway Hall. Holmes said to
me, “Watson, you go home. | want to do a few
things. But 1 need your help tonight. A great
crime has been planned.” '

“Where should I meet you?”’ 1 asked.
~ “Come to Baker Street at ten. And bring your

”

gun.

I got to Baker Street at ten. There were two cabs
outside the house. Two men were with Holmes.
One was a police officer, Peter Jones. I recognized
him. I didn’t know the other one.

“Come in, Watson,” Holmes said. “I'd like you to
meet Mr. Merryweather. He's from the City Bank.
Well, gentlmen, should we go?”

Mr. Merryweather said, “Holmes, you may be
wrong.”

“I don’t think so,” he answered. “We’ll go to your
bank. Then it won’t be robbed tonight. And Jones

ab BFEEHEE(RENCSHEE, RAEMNRRFRRETARE
*, Hb§ ceb HHAKHE), I'd (=1 would) like you to ~ RFE
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The Red-Headed League

will catch a very clever criminal. He has wanted
to catch him for years.” ' ,
“Yes,” said Jones. ‘“John Clay is a very dangerous

i3]

man.

We went out to the cabs. Mr. Merryweather

and Mr. Jones got in the first one. Holmes and I
got in the other one. It was a long drive. But
Holmes didn’t say very much.. He sang some of the
music from the concert. ' .
At last we got to the City Bank near Saxe-Coburg
Square. We went into the bank. Mr. Mer'xfy%veather
took us to the basement. “The bank keeps lots of
things down here,” he said. “It's very safe.” He
knocked on the floor with his stick.
“It sounds very hollow,” he said. “Why?”
“Please speak more quietly,” Holmes said. “The
robbers might hear us. Then we won’t catch them.
Everybody, please sit down.” ‘ )
Holmes got out his magnifying glass. He looked
at the floor very carefully. He looked at it for a
long time. Then he stood up. He said, “Nothing
will happen until midnight. Mr. Wilson goes to bed
at twelve. Then the robbers will come.”

lots of =a lot of H. %, The robbers might hear us %X A[REIE Tk ME
Bt (might 8 may FIREMEERAVHEE), soestobed HBGEEBILE
L8 AinEsE, H go to church, go to school FHEH#HME),

1

10

15




12

10

15

" The Red-Headed League

“What'’s in those boxes
over there ?” 1 asked.

“Mr. Merryweather
will tell you,” Holmes |
said.

“It's our F rench gold,” :
he said. “There’s almost
thirty thousand pounds in those boxes We borrowed
it a few months ago from the Bank of France.”

“Now, gentlemen,” said Holmes, “we’ll have to wait
in the dark.” He put out the lamp. “The robbers
will be here soon. Then we will catch them.
Remember, they are very dangerous men. We'll
have to act quickly. They may shoot at us, Watson.
Then you will have to shoot back at them.”

I got out my gun. ‘ _

“There’s only one way for them to escape,” Holmes
continued. “They will have to go back through Mr.
Wilson’s house. Jones, are the other officers at Mr.
Wilson’s house ?” .

“Yes, Mr. Holmes. There are three officers out51de
his house.” .

“Good. Now let's be quiet and wait.”

We waited for an hour and a quarter. But it was

over there 7EH{ ML,  put out (LFEK) I, shoot at %~ 4%,
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The Red-Headed League

dark and it seemed a lot longer. My legs got very
tired. But we couldn’t walk around. Suddenly we
saw some light. It was coming through a crack in
the floor. Then a large stone was pushed up. More
light came into the basement. ~Soon I could see a
hand. But then the stone went down again. I could
see only the light from the. crack

Then the large stone Was. pushed up again. This
time it was pushed to ‘the &de I could see a face.
It was the young man from Mr WllSOﬂS shop - He
looked around. He couldnt s,ee us. He chmbed up
into the basement. He helped" ‘@nother- man cfxmb
up. The second man had red hair. L -

Sherlock Holmes ran to the two men. He mm:ped
on the young one. The young man shouted out
“Climb down agam' Run'” B L ‘

The red-headed man began to chmb down Janes
grabbed his coat But the coat tore The red héaded

sy ¥

man ran away.

“You can't get away. Clay, . Holmes satd ‘_
“No you re rtght » Clay saxd “You caught me.

It seemed a- Iot Ionget ﬁf,muqz,gﬁﬁguﬁe lpo’fced mnnd ggﬁﬁgo
. climb up JEL - He helped ~: climb up ( climb: %Timtoﬁ‘VFﬁﬂ “help

RS2 3 M B to, A, Climb down againt Run | BRTR] -
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