


 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1 The Adventure of the Speckled Band (abridged version) Part I

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle

It was early in April 1883. At this time I was living with Sherlock Holmes. We had rooms at 22l B Baker Street. One morning I woke up early. Holmes was standing by my bed. He was already dressed. I looked up at him in surprise. My clock showed that it was only seven. Holmes got up late, as a rule.


"Very sorry to wake you up, Watson," he said.


"What is it?" I asked. "A fire?"


"No. It is a young lady. She just came in. She says she must see me. It looks like a case, Watson. I thought you would want to be in on it from the first."


I put on my clothes. In a few minutes I was ready. We went down to the sitting room.  A lady got to her feet. She was dressed in black. We saw that her face was gray. Her eyes looked like those of a hunted animal.


"Good morning," said Holmes. "My name is Sherlock Holmes. And this is Dr. Watson. He is my dear friend. Please tell us everything."


"My name is Helen Stoner," said the lady. "I am living with my step father. His name is Dr. Grimesby Roylott. He is the last living Roylott.  The Roylotts have been at Stoke Moran for hundreds of years.


Holmes nodded.  "I know the name, " said he.


Miss Stoner went on.  "At one time the Roylott family was one of the richest in England, but in the last one hundred years all has changed. Five heads of the family in a row were bad men. They did not take care of their lands. They wasted all the family's money. At last nothing was left. Nothing except a little land and a two-hundred-year-old house.  My stepfather saw how things were. He knew he would have to make his own way. So he went to school and became a doctor.  Then he went to India.  In India, Dr. Roylott married my mother. My father had died just the year before. My twin sister Julia and I were only two years old when Dr. Roylott became our stepfather."


"My mother had some money— a  thousand pounds a year. When she  married Dr. Roylott, she made a new will. She left her money to him. The will also said that Roylott must take care of Julia and me.  My mother died the year we came back to England. Dr. Roylott then took me and Julia to Stoke Moran. My mother's money was enough for all of us to live on. We could have had a good life."


"But after my mother died, my stepfather was a changed man. He made no friends around his old neighborhood. He would fight anyone he came across.  Now everyone in the village is 

afraid of my stepfather. He is as strong as he is crazy. People stay out of his way. His only friends are a band of gypsies. He lets these people camp on his land. Sometimes he goes out and visits them in their tents."


"Then there are the wild animals. He brought them from India. There is a cheetah and a baboon. These two animals have the run of the place. From the first, my sister, Julia, and I had a very bad time. No one wanted to work at the house. We had to do all the work ourselves. Julia was only thirty when she died. But her hair was already getting white. You can see that my hair is getting white too.


"Your sister is dead, then?" Holmes asked.


"She died two years ago. It is of her death that I wish to speak. My sister and I did not get many chances to leave Stoke Moran. But we have an aunt. My stepfather let Julia and me pay short visits to her house. On one of those visits, my sister met a young man. She fell in love with him. They planned to marry. My stepfather said nothing against her marriage. But less than two weeks later, Julia was dead."


Sherlock Holmes had been sitting back in his chair, but at these last words he sat up. His eyes opened. "Please give us every little fact," said he.

"That will be easy," Helen Stoner said. "Every little bit of that night will be burned into my mind for the rest of my life. As I have said, the house is very old. We live in only one wing of it. All our bedrooms are on the ground floor. The first bedroom is Dr. Roylott's. The second bedroom was my sister's. The third bedroom is mine. There are no doors between the bedrooms, but they all open out onto the same long hall.  On the night Julia died, Dr. Roylott went to his room early. But we knew he had not gone to sleep. Julia could smell his cigars.  Julia never could stand that smell. So she came to my room. We sat there for some time, talking about her wedding. At eleven o'clock she got up to go. But then she stopped at the door. She looked back at me.=Tell me, Helen,' she said. 'Have you ever heard someone whistling in the dead of night?=

'Never,' said I.

'You're sure you don't whistle in your sleep?' she asked.

'No, I don't,' I said. 'Why do you ask?'

'I ask because I keep hearing a whistle. I hear it about three o'clock every morning. I am a light sleeper. The whistle always wakes me up. I cannot tell where the whistle is coming from. Maybe it's coming from the next room. Maybe it's coming from outside. But I just thought I would ask if you had heard it.'

'No,' I said. 'I have not. Maybe it is those gypsies camping out there.'

'That must be it,' she said. Then she said good night. I heard her go down the hall. Then I heard her turn the key in the door."

"Hmm," said Holmes. "Did you always lock yourselves in at night?"

"Always. We were afraid of the cheetah and the baboon."

"Quite so. Please go on with your story."

"I could not sleep that night. You will remember that my sister and I were twins. They say twins can feel things that are happening to each other.  It was a wild night. The wind was blowing hard. The rain beat against the window.  All of a sudden I heard a scream. It was my sister's voice! I jumped up from my bed. I ran into the hall. It was then that I heard a low whistle! A few seconds later I heard a clanging sound.  I ran to my sister's door. It started to open. My sister came to the door. Her face was white with fear. She could not stand up.  I ran to her. I threw my arms around her. She fell to the floor. I bent over her. Then she spoke. I will never forget her voice. 'Oh, my God, Helen!' she said. 'It was the band! The speckled band!' And then, Mr. Holmes, she died!"

"One moment," said Holmes. "Are you sure about this whistle? And about the clanging sound? You are sure you heard them?"

"I am sure," said Helen Stoner.

"Was your sister dressed to go out?" asked Holmes.

"No. She was in her nightdress. We found a candle in her hand."

"Hmm. So she must have tried to make a light. What did the police say about the case?"

"They looked into it with great care," replied Helen Stoner. "They knew Dr. Roylott, you see,  but they could not find out how Julia died. The windows were closed from the inside, with heavy bars. The walls were thick. The floor was thick,  too. There was no way any person could have come in the room-except through the door."

"And you are sure the door was locked?" Holmes asked again.

Miss Stoner said that she was sure. Holmes shook his head. I could see he was not happy. "This looks very bad," he said. "Please go on with your story."


