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The Red-Headed League

One Saturday morning in autumn, [ went to
see my friend Sherlock Holmes at his rooms in
Baker Street. But he already had a visitor—a
very fat old man with unusually bright red
hair and a red face—and I therefore said:

“I will go away, Holmes—you are busy. ”
I was apologizing for the interruption when he
pulled me into the room and closed the door
behind me.

“You could not possibly have come at a
better time,my dear Watson, "he said welcom-
ingly.

“I was afraid you were busy,” 1 said.

“l am busy, Watson—very busy. ”

“Then I will wait in the next room. ”

“Certainly not!” Holmes turned to his
other visitor. “Doctor Watson has helped me
in many of my most successful cases, Mr Wil-
son, and I have no doubt that he will be very
useful to us in this one too. Watson, this is Mr
Jabez Wilson. ”

The fat gentleman half got up from his
chair and bowed to me, giving me a quick,
questioning look from his deep-set little eyes.
Then we all sat down.

“Please begin your account again for Doc-
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tor Watson,Mr Wilson, ”said Holmes. “Do not
leave out any of the details, which are all very
interesting. Yours is an extremely unusual
case, I think.”

Mr Wilson took a dirty old newspaper out
of his pocket,and began to look among the ad-
vertisements in it.

Holmes saw me watching the old man and
guessed my thoughts.

“You are trying to be a detective, Wat-
son!” he said. “Well, Mr Wilson’s appearance
proves what his past life has been. It is clear
that he has been a workman, that he has been
writing a great deal recently, and that he has
been in China. ”

Mr Wilson was quite astonished. “But I
had not told you any of those things, Mr
Holmes!” he said. “How did you know, for
example, that I had been a workman? You are
right about that—when I was a young man 1
was a carpenter. ”

“Your hands prove it, Mr Wilson,”
Holmes answered. “Your right hand is much
larger than your left. You have worked with
it, and so it is more developed. ”

“But how did you know that I had been
writing a lot recently?”

“I looked at your sleeves. The right sleeve
is nearly worn out at the wrist, and the left
one is nearly worn out at the bend of the arm.
Your right wrist and your left arm have been
rubbing on a desk. So you must have been
writing. ”
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“And how did you guess that I had been
to China?”

“On your right wrist you have a tattoo of
a pink fish. That particular kind of tattoo is
done only in China. I have studied tattoos, Mr
Wilson: in fact I have written a book about
them. I can also see a Chinese coin on your
watch chain. So it was very easy to guess that
you had been in China.”

Mr Wilson laughed loudly. *“And 1
thought you had done something clever!” he
said.

“1 ought not to have explained!” said
Holmes to me. “Well, Mr Wilson,” he went
on, “have you found that advertisement
yet?”

“Yes, I have found it now.” He pointed
with a thick red finger to a place in the news-
paper. “There it is, sir,” he said to me.

I took the paper, which was two months
old, and read the following advertisement ;

THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE

A man is needed for a new post in this
League which was started by the late Ezekiah
Hopkins, of Lebanon, Pennsylvania, who left
money to the society in his will. The wages are
Sfour pounds a week and the work is very easy.
Any man who has red hair and good health ,
and 1s at least twenty-one years old , may apply
for this post. Come to the Red-Headed
League’s offices, 7 Pope’s Court, Fleet
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Street ,© London, at eleven o’clock on Monday

DUNCAN ROSS.

morning.

“What does it mean?” I said, after I had
read this strange advertisement twice.

Holmes laughed happily. “It is rather un-
usual, Watson, isn’t it] And now, Mr Wilson,
please tell us everything about yourself, your
house and servants, and this, ‘Red-Headed
League’.”

“Well, gentlemen, I am a pawnbroker in
Saxe-Coburg Square, here in London. It isn’t
a very large business, and makes hardly any
point now. I used to have two men to help me
in my shop, but now I have only one. Luckily
he is willing to accept half wages, as he wants
to learn the business.”

“What is the name of this useful boy?”
asked Sherlock Holmes.

“His name is Vincent Spaulding. But he
isn’t a boy. I don’t know how old he is. He is
an excellent worker, Mr Holmes. He could ea-
sily earn much more money in another shop.
But I am not going to tell him so!”

“Of course not!” said Holmes. *“But has
this wonderful person no faults?”

“His only fault is a love of photography.
He spends too much time in the cellar, busy
with his developing and printing. He is like a
rabbit in its hole! But apart from that, he is a
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good worker. ”

“And have you any servants?” asked
Holmes.

“There is only a fourteen-year-old girl,
who cooks and cleans the house. She and I and
Spaulding are the only people who live in the
house. My wife is dead and I have no children.

“One Monday morning about two months
ago, Spaulding came into my office. He had
that newspaper in his hand and he said:

““What a pity my hair isn’t red!’

“‘Why do you say that?” I asked.

“*Well,’he said, ‘here is a new advertise-
ment from the Red-Headed League. If I had
red hair I could get a nice easy job and a lot of
money. ’

“‘What is this society?’ I asked.

“‘Haven’t you heard of it?” He sounded
surprised. ‘It is a society for men with red
hair. You could apply for the post yourself!’

“‘What are the wages?’ I asked him.

“‘Four pounds a week ; and the amount of
work would be very little. You could easily
continue your work here too.’

“Well, two hundred pounds a year would
be very useful to me. So I asked Spaulding to
tell me more. He showed me the advertise-
ment, saying:

““I think the society’s money came from a
very rich American, Ezekiah Hopkins. He was
a strange man. He had red hair himself,
and when he died all his money went to this
Red-Headed League. In his will he gave orders
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