something to do with it. They are close friends of the old doctor,
and the doctor may want to stop his stepdaughter’s marriage.
Then we must think about the whistles and the speckled band.
But what ...!"

These last words were spoken because our door had suddenly
been pushed open and a very large man had appeared in the
room. His elothes were a strange mix. He had on the black hat
and long black coat of a professional man, but his trousers were
the type that you would see on a farmer. He had a thick walking
stick in his hand.

His large face was very lined, burned yellow by the sun. He
turned his hate—filled eyes from one to the other of us.

*Which of you is Holmes?" he asked.

*That is my name, sir, said Holmes, And you are ... ?"

‘I am Dr Grimesby Roylott of Stoke Moran.

*Really ?' said Holmes quietly.* Please take a seat”

“No, I will not. My daughter has been here. What has she been
saying to you?’

“It is a little cold for this time of year, Holmes said.

“What has she been saying to you?' screamed the old man,
NOW VETY angry.

“But the flowers are starting to appear; continued Holmes.

“Ha! You refuse to answer? ' said our new visitor, taking a step
forward and waving his stick i the air. ' know you, you
troublemaker! You are Holmes, the man who cannot keep his
nose out of other people’s business. My friend smiled. * Holmes,
the man who pretends to be a policeman!”

Holmes laughed loudly. ‘Your conversation is very
entertaining, he said. “When you leave. please close the door’

*1 will leave when | have said what [ want to say. Stay away
from my business, [ know that Miss Stoner has been here — I had
her followed! 1 am a dangerous man! Look.” He stepped quickly
forward, picked up the poker, and bent it into a curve with his
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large brown hands. Then, throwing the poker into the fireplace,
he marched out of the room.

‘ He seems to be a very nice man,” Holmes said, laughing.* T am
not quite 5o big, but T think my strength is almost as great as his”
As he spoke, he picked up the poker. With a sudden pull on each
end, he straightened it again.

‘This makes the whole case more interesting, he added, ‘I
only hope that our little friend will not suffer because she came
here. And now, Watson, we shall order breakfast, and afterwards I
shall go to the records office. 1 hope to get some useful
information there”

It was nearly one o'clock when Sherlock Holmes returned.
He held in his hand a sheet of blue paper, with notes and figures
written on it.

‘I have seen the will of the dead wife, he said.* There is a large
sum of money which, eight years ago, produced about £1,100 a
year. Now, because of the fall in farming prices, the amount is
probably less than £750. And when a daughter marries, she wall
receive 250 a year.

*So, if both girls — or even one gid — marricd, there would be
little money for him. My morning’s work has not been wasted.
He has very strong reasons for stopping their marriages,

*Watson, this is very serious, and the old man knows that we
are interested in his business. If you arc ready, we will call a
carriage and drive to Waterloo. Please bring your revolver. It may
be necessary to use it

At Waterloo we caught a train for Leatherhead, where we
hired a carriage at the station inn. We drove through the lovely
Surrey country roads. [t was a2 perfect day. with a bright sun and a
few light clouds in the sky. The mees were just beginning to show
their new leaves, and the air was full of the pleasant smell of the
wet earth, There was a big difference between the beauty of the
spring and the dark business which had broughe us here,

11
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Whenil sat 111 the fromt of the carriage, thinking hard. His
Tt wan pulled down over his ¢yes, and his chin was on his chest,
Sudidenly, however, he sat up, touched me on the shoulder, and
pointed over the fields at a large, very old grey house.

"Look there, he said.* Stoke Moran,

“Yes sir, that is the house of Dr Grimesby Roylott, said the
driver.

“There is some building work there; said Folmes, ‘That is
where we are going’

“There’s the village said the driver, pointing to a group of
roofs a lictle way away, ‘but the footpath through the fields is
quicker. There it is, where the lady is walking,

*And the lady. I think, is Miss Stoner; said Holmes.

_ We got off, and paid our fare, and the carriage turned back on
1ts way to Leatherhead.

' thought. said Holmes, " that the driver should think we had
come here as builders, or on some definite business. It may stop
him talking. Good afternoon, Miss Stone

Our visitor of the morning hurried forward to meet us. " I've
been waiting for you, she cried, shaking hands with us warmly.
"Everything is going well. Dr Roylott has gone o London and is
unlikely to be back before evening’

“We have already met the doctor,' said Holmes, and in a few
words he told her what had happened.

Miss Stoner turned white as she listened.

‘Oh na!’she cried.* He has followed me, then ?'

_ "You must lock yourself away from him tonight. If he is
violent, we shall take you away to your aunt’s at Harrow, Now, we
must make the best use of our time. Please take us to the FOOMIS
which we need to exanune,

The house was built of grey stone, with a ceneral part and two
curving side parts, The windows on one side were broken, and
covered with wooden boards. The central part was in better
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condition, but the part on the righe-hand side was quite modern.
This was where the family lived.

Some building work was being done on the end wall, but
there were no workmen at the time of our visit. Holmes carefully
examined the outsides of the windows.

*This, 1 believe, belongs to your old room, the centre one to
your sister’s, and the one next to the main building belongs to Dr
Roylott’s bedroom ?°

*Yes, bur [ am now sleeping in the middle room.

‘Because of the building work, as | understand. | can see no
great need for repairs to that end wall!

*The work is unnecessary. [ believe that it is an excuse to
move me from my room.

*Ah! That is interesting. Now, would you please go into your
room, and lock the shutters,

Miss Stoner did so. Holimes took out a knife and tried to force
the shutter open, but without success.

*Hmm,' he said. ' No one could get through these shutters if
the iron bars were in place, locking them, Well, perhaps the inside
of the room will give us some ideas”

A small side-door led into the white painted passage. We went
first into the middle room, where Miss Stoner was now sleeping,

It was quite small, with a low ceiling and a wide fireplace. A
brown chest of drawers stood in one comer, a narrow bed in
another, and a table on the lefi-hand side of the window. The
only other furniture was two small chairs.

The walls were covered with wood, which looked about the
same age as the house. Holmes pulled one of the chairs into a
corner and sat silently. His eyes moved around, examining every
detail of the room.

“When chat bell rings, who answers it?' he asked at last. He
pointed to a thick bell rope which hung down beside the bed.
The end of it was actually lying on the pillow.

13

s LIVEWORKSHEETS



‘It goes to the servant’s room.’

‘It looks newer than everything else in the room,

“Yes, it was only put there two years ago!

" Your sister asked for it, | suppose 2

‘Nao, she never used it. When we wanted something, we got it
ourselves!

*Then it does not seem necessary to have such a nice bell rope
there, Please excuse me for a few minutes while [ look at this
floor’

He lay face-down and examined the spaces between the
boards. Then he did the same with the wood around the walls.
He walked to the bed and stared at it. Finally, he took the bell
rope in his hand and pulled it.

‘It 1s not a real bell!” he smd. ' Ths is very interesting. It is
fixed to the wall just above the ventilator!

*How silly! 1 have never noticed that before!

“Very strange | "said Holmes quietly, pulling at the rope.* There
are one or two unusual things abour this reom. For example, why
does that ventilator go into another room, when it could open to
the ouside air?’

“That is also quite modern,” the lady said.

“Was it puc in at about the same time as the bell rope?”
Holmes asked.

*Yes, there were several little changes ar that ome!

‘Bell ropes which do not pull, and ventilators which de not
ventilate. Now, with your permission, Miss Stoner, we will move
next door.

Dr Roylow’s room was larger than Helen's, but it also had lictle
furniture in it. There was a bed. a small wooden shelf of books. an
armchair beside the bed, a plin wooden chair against the wall, a
round table, and a large iron box. Holmes walked slowly round
and round, examining everything with great interest.

*What is in here?" he asked, touching the box.
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My stepfather’s business papers.’

*Oh!You have seen inside °

‘Only once. Some years ago. | remember it was full of papers’

"There is not a cat in it, for example ?'

‘MNo.What a strange 1dea!”

*Well, look at this!" He picked up a small bowl of milk which
was on top of it.

‘No, we do not keep a cat, but there are some larger animals
around.’

*Ah yes, of course. But this is a very small bowl, Now, I would
like to check one thing!

He bent down in front of the wooden chair, and examined it
closely.

*Thank you. That is fine,” he said, standing up straight again.
*Ah! Here is something interesting!

He had seen a small dog lead, hanging on one corner of the
bed, The end of it was ticd in a small circle.

“What do you think of that, Watson ?*

‘It is an ordinary lead. Bue I do not know why it is tied”

“That is not 5o normal, is ic? Well, I think I have seen enough
now, Miss Stoner. With your permission, we shall walk in the
garden again.’

When we left the room, my friend’s face was more serious
than I have ever seen it. We walked several tmes up and down
the garden before he spoke.

*Miss Stoner, you must follow my advice completely. If you do
not, you may die.’

‘1 shall do what you want me to do!

“Firsr, my friend and [ must spend the night in your room.

Both Miss Stoner and | looked at him in surprise.

“Yes, we must. Let me explain, I believe that is the village inn
over there?’

*¥es, that is the Crown.
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*Very good. Your windows can be seen from there?’

‘Certainly,

"You must stay in your room when your steplather comes
back. When he goes to his room for the night, you must open the
shutters of your window and put your lamp there so we can see
it. Then you must go into your old bedroom., | am sure that you
can mianage there for one night.

*Oh, yes, casily!

" We will spend the night in your room. We will try to discover
the reason for the noise that you have heard”

*I believe, Mr Holmes, that you already know the answer” said
Miss Stoner, placing her hand on my friend’s arm.

*Perhaps | do”

“Then please tell me the cause of my sister’s death’

I would prefer to be more certain before 1 speak.

‘Do you think she died of fear?*

“No, 1 do not think so. 1 think there was probably a more real
cause. And now, Miss Stoner, we must leave you. If Dr Roylott
returned and saw us, our journey would be for nothing,
Goodbye, and be brave!

Sherlock Holmes and I took a bedroom and a sitting-room at
the Crown Inn. They were upstairs on the first floor, and from
our window we could see the house quite easily. Early in the
evenmg we saw Dr Roylott drive past in g carriage. A few
minutes later, there was a sudden light among the trees as the
lamp was lit in one of the sitting-rooms.

‘Watson,' said Holmes, as we sat together in the growing
darkness, *1 am unsure abour taking you tonight. I think there
may be some danger!

‘Can I help?’

“You might be very useful”’

“Then T shall certainly come. | think you saw more in those
rooms than [ could see’
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“Well, I knew that we would find a ventilator before we even
came to the house.

‘My dear Holmes!'

‘Oh, yes, | did. Helen Stoner said that her sister could smell
the smoke of Dr Roylou’s cigarettes. That, of course, suggested
that there must be an opening between the two rooms. It could
only be a small one, because the police did not report it. It had to
be a ventilator!

*Bue is that importane?’

‘Don't you think it is strange?’ Holmes asked me. ‘A
ventilator is put in, a bell rope is hung, and the lady in the bed
dies. Did you notice that the bed was fixed to the Aoor? The lady
could not move her bed. It had to stay there — near the bell rope,
and under the vendlator”

‘Holmes, 1 cried, ‘1 am beginning to understand! We must
stop a clever and horrible crime.

“Yes, when a doctor becomes a criminal, he is the worst of
criminals. He has all the knowledge that is necessary for murder. |
think we may have a terrible night ahead of us. For the moment,
let us have a quiet pipe and try to think about something more
cheerful’

At about nine o'clock, the light among the trees went out, and
the house went dark. Two hours passed slowly, and then,
suddenly, a single bright light shone out.

“That is our sign, snid Holmes, jumping to his feet. "It comes
from the middle window”

A moment later, we were out on the dark road. When we got
near the house, we left the road and walked through the trees. We
reached the garden, walked quietly through it and climbed into
the bedroom. Holmes silently closed the shutters. Then he moved
the lamp on to the table and looked around the room. It seemed
Just the same as before.

He came close 0 me and, speaking in a whisper, said, ' The
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smallest sound could ruin all our plans. We must sit without a
light. He would see it through the ventilator. Do not go to sleep.
Your life may be in danger. Have your revolver ready. I will sit on
the side of the bed, and you in that chair!

[ took our my revolver and put it on the corner of the table.
Holmes had brought a long thin stick, and he placed this on the
bed beside him. Near it he put a box of matches and the ¢end of a
candle. Then he turned down the lamp and we were left in the
dark.

How shall | ever forget the terrible hours that followed?
Sometimes, from outside, we heard the cry of a night bird, and
the church clock struck every quarter of an hour. Twelve o’clock
passed, and one, and two, and three, We seill sat silently, waiting for
something to happen.

Suddenly, a light shone for a moment in the direction of the
ventilator, It disappeared immediately, but it was followed by a
strong smell of burning oil and heated metal. Someone in the
next toom had lit a small lamp. | heard a gentle sound of
movement, and then everything was silent again, though the
smell grew stronger.

For half an hour | sat listening. Then 1 heard something else —
a very gentle sound like steam escaping from a pot. Holmes
jumped from the bed and lit the candle. Then he struck wildly
with his stick at the bell rope

*Can you see it, Wawson ? " he shouted.* Can you see it? 3

But 1 saw nothing, When Holmes struck the match, | heard a
low clear whistle. But the sudden light made it impossible to see
what my friend was striking. I could, however, see that his face
was pale and filled wich horror.

Holmes had now put down his stick, and he was looking up at
the ventilator. Then came the most horrible cry 1 have ever
heard. It was a scream of pain and anger, and it grew louder and

louder. They say that, down in the village, sleepers jumped from
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Then he struck wildly with his stick at the bell rope.

their beds. | stood staring at Holmes, and he at me, untl it
ituppcd.

“What does that mean 7" [ said,

‘It means that it is finished Holmes answered.* And perhaps it
is the best thing that could happen. Take your revolver, and we
will enter Dr Roylott’s room.

Holmes lit the lamp, and led the way down the passage. Twice
he knocked on the door of the room, but there was no reply.
Then he turned the handle and entered. 1 was just behind him,
with the revolver in my hand.

On the wble stood a small lamp. The iron box was open and
near it, on the wooden chair, sat Dr Grimesby Roylor. On his
knees lay the dog lead which we had noticed earlier. Dr Roylott's
eyes were fixed in a terrible stare. Round his head there was a
strange yellow band with brown spots.

*The band! The speckled band!" whispered Holmes.
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[ took a step forward. The band moved, and [ saw it was a
m:'k'?h:n is the most dangerous type of snake in India!' Holmes
cried. He died seconds after it bit him/ .

As he spoke, he took the dog lead quickly from the d.ta.d man's
knees, put the circle round the smake’s head, and threw it into the
"“'_:_::: are the true facts of the death of Dr Grimesby Roylott
of Stoke Moran. We told the news to the sad girl, then rook her
by the morning train to her aunt n Harrclzw.\l.l’c Ithcn c?llcd th;:
police. They decided that the doctor had died while playing wit

TOus 1
-“ d:)n:e the II::I the next day, Sherlock Holmes told me the facts
chat 1 still had to learn about the case.

* At first he said,* | had completely the wrong idea. I thought
the dead girl meant a * band” of travelling people. However,
when 1 saw that nobody could get into that room through the
window or the door, I had to think again. .

‘There were three strange things in the room = the :mlulnlur
the bell rope and the bed. 1 decided that the mpc.nug’nt be a
bridge for something that passed through the ventilator to the
buf:'rhe idea of a snake came to me because 1 knew that the
doctor had a number of animals from India. He 1s nlu_} a docw‘r.
and has worked in India, so he would know about powson r_hnt is
not discovered by any test. Another advantage of a snake 1 1‘he
speed with which the poison works. No policeman would notice
the two little holes where it went in.

“Then 1 thought of the whiste. OF course, he l?ad to .gct the
snake back before daylight. He had taught it. possibly using the
bowl of milk, to return to him when he whistled. So every night,
very late, he put it through the ventilator. It c}imb:d dm?vn the
rope and landed on the bed. It might or might not bite the
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sleeping girl. Perhaps she might escape every night for a week,
but sooner or later it would kill her.

‘I decided all this before 1 even entered his room. [ examined
his chair and saw that he had often stood on it. He used it, of
course, to reach the ventilator. When | saw the iron box, the bowl
of milk and the dog lead, | was sure that | had the right idea. Miss
Stoner had spoken about the sound of falling metal. That was
when the doctor quickly shut the iron box after he had put the
snake inside.

*So then we had to see if I was right. When I heard a hissing
sound, | knew that the snake was coming through. 1 quickly lic
the candle and attacked it

* And it went back through the ventilator.

‘Yes, and then it bit Dr Roylott. [ am responsible for his death,
but [ do not feel very guilty about that!
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The Five Orange Pips

When 1 look back over my records of Sherlock Holmes's cases
between the years 1882 and 1890, 1 find many that were strange
and interesting. It is difficult o know which cases to include
here. Some have already been reported in the ucwsp:lpen_._a_nd
others did not allow my friend to show his very special abilities.
There are others which he could not solve or which never
completely satisfied him. One of these cases was very unusual in
its details. 1 will eell what T know of the story. .

It began on an evening in September 1887, during a very
violent autumn storm. All day the wind had screamed and the
rain had beaten against the windows. As evening came, the storm
grew louder and louder, and the wind cried like a child in the

imney.

i Shc:rock Holmes walked up and down, checking records of
his past cases. [ sat at the desk, organising some medi-:a) Inon.fs. My
wife was visiting her aunt, and for a few days | was living in my
old rooms in Baker Street. .

“Whas that the door bell?' | said, looking up at my friend.
“Who would come tonight?”

' If someone needs my help, it must be a serious case, Holmes
agf:;d;:hu moment, there was a knock at the door. Holmes
turned a lamp towards the chair on which the visitor would sit.

‘Come in!" he said.

The man was young, perhaps twenty-two years old or Iega, and
well dressed. His wet umbrella and his long shining raincoat
showed the wild weather that he had come through. He looked
around anxiously in the bright light of the lamp, and | could see
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that his face was pale and his eyes were heavy. He was a very
worried man.

*1 must ask you to forgive me for visiting you so late,” he said,
putting on a pair of gold glasses, *1 am sorry, too, that | have
brought some of the bad weather into this warm room.

*You have come from Sussex, | see,’ Holmes said.

* Yes, from Horsham.

*That mud on your shoes is quite typical of the arca.’

*1 have come for advice!

*That is easy’

*And help.

*That is not always so casy’

‘I have heard of you, Mr Holmes. I heard from Captain
Prendergast how you saved him in that business at the Tankerville
Club’

* Ah, of course. They said that he cheated at cards. They were
wrong,'

‘He said that you could solve anything = that you are never
beaten.”

“] have been beaten — three times by men and once by a
woran. But it is true that | have generally been successful. Please
pull your chair closer to the fire, and tell me some details of your

L]

case!

‘It is not an ordinary one.

‘I expected that. People come to me after they have twied
everything else. They do not bring me ordinary cases. Now,
please give us the facts from the beginning.”

The young man moved his chair and pushed his wet feet out
towards the fire,

‘My name, he said,“1s John Openshaw, but this awful business

is a family matter. To give you an idea of the facts, [ must go back
to the beginning,
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My grandfather had two sons = my uncle Elias and my father
Joseph. My father had a small factory in Coventry. He made Paiﬁ
for bicycles, and was successful. After some years he sold the
business for quite a lot of money.

My uncle Elias went to America when he was a young man,
and became a planter in Florida, At the time of the war b.crweeu
the northern and southern states, he fought in ]:}dumns army.
When the South was beaten, he returned to Florida and stayed
there for three or four years. In about 1869 or 1870, he came
back to Europe and bought some land in Sussex, near Horsham.
He had made a lot of money in the United States, ‘tlmt he lleft
because black people had been allowed to vote. He did not hke

¥,
tlm‘He was an unusual man, often angry and bad-tempered, and
he did not seem to like other people. He lived near Horsham for
years, but | do not think that he ever went into the town. He hafi
a garden and two or three fields around the house. Hc took his
exercise there, though very often he did not leave hls. room for
several weeks. He drank a lot and smoked very heavily, and he
did not want any friends, not even his own brother.

“But he scemed to like me. [ first saw him when | was on?y
about twelve, 1 think that was in the year 1878 — he had been in
England for eight or nine years. He asked my l'mher o let me
come and live with him, and he was very kind to me in his way. 1
spoke to other people for him, and at sixteen | was almost
completely in charge of the house. [ kept all the keys and_lwked
after the money. 1 could go where 1 liked and do what I liked.

“There was only one place where I was not allowed to go.
Thar was a locked room at the wp of the house. Because | was
like any other boy, I looked through the keyhole, but I was only
able to see a collection of old boxes. .

“One day — in March 1883 —a letter with a Formgn stanp lay
on the table in front of Uncle Elias’s plate. He did not often
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receive letters, because his bills were paid in cash and he had no
friends.

““From Indin!™ he said, as he picked it up. " Pondicherry
postmark [ What can this be?”" He opened the letter and out fell
five little seeds — orange pips. I began to laugh at this, but my
laugh died at the sight of his face. His lip had fallen, his cyes
stared and his skin turned pale. He held the letter in a shaking

hand. " K.K.K!" he cried, and then:* My God, my God! My past
has tound me.”

“*What is it, uncle ? "' I cried.

“*Death!™ he said. Then he got up from the table and left the
oom, leaving me puzzled and very afraid. I picked up the
envelope. Inside, in red ink, the leter “K™ was written three
umes. There was nothing clse except the five dried pips. What
could the reason be for his great terror? 1 lefi the breakfast table
and met him coming downstairs. He had a large key in one hand
and a small box, like a cash box, in the other.

*“They can do what they like, but I will win in the end,” he
said angrily.” Tell Mary " — she was his servant = “ that I shall want
a fire in my room roday, and send for Fordham, my lawyer.”

‘1 did as he ordered. When the lawyer arrived, I asked him to
come up to the room. The fire was burning brightly and all
around it there were black pieces of burnt paper. The small box
stood open and empty beside it. As I looked at the box I noticed,
with surprise, that there were three Ks printed on it.

“"1 want you, John,” my uncle said," to witness my will. I am
leaving my house and my land, with all its advantages and
disadvantages, to my brother, your father. When he dies it will, no
donhr, come ta you_ If you can enjoy my money in peace, that is
good! If you cannot, leave everything to your worst enemy. [ do
not know what is going to happen. Please sign the paper where

Mr Fordham shows you.”

‘I signed the will and the lawyer wook it away with him. This
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strange event puzzled me. | could not escape from a feeling. of
fear, though this grew less strong as the weeks passed and nothing
happened o affect our lives.

“But | could see a change in my uncle. He drank more than
before, and he spent most of the time in his room, with the door
locked on the inside. Sometimes he got drunk and ran around
the garden with a gun in his hand, shouting that he was afraid of
nobody, Then he rushed back into the house, locking the door
behind him.

“Well, one night he ran out of the house like this, but he never
came back. When we went to search for him, we found him face
downwards in a small lake at the bottom of the garden. There was
no sign of a fight, and the water was only two feet deep. :

‘He was dead, and the police believed that he had killed
himself. He had behaved strangely for months. Buc | did not
believe this. | knew how much he was afraid of death, Time
passed, however, and my father now owned the house, the land,
and fourteen thousand pounds in the bank.

‘One moment; Holmes said. ‘Your story is one of the
strangest | have ever heard. When did your uncle receive the
letter, and when did he die?’

“The letter arrived on 10th March, 1883, His death was seven
weeks later, on the night of May 2nd!

“Thank you. Please continue’

“When my father first came to the house, 1 asked him to
examine the room which had always been kept locked. We found
the small box there, but it was empty except for one piece of
paper. It had the letters K.K.K. on it, and the words “ Letters,
receipts and list of members ™.

“These were probably the papers that my uncle destroyed.
There was nothing else important in the room = only papers and

notebooks connected with my uncle’s life in America. Some of
these showed that he had been a good soldier during the war.
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Others, from after this time, were about politics, They showed
that he had been strongly against the pehacians who had been
sent down from the North.

‘Well, my father came to live at Horsham in 1884, and all
went well until January of 1885, On the fourth day after New
Year, | heard a shour of surprise from my father. He was sitting at
the breakfast table with an open envelope in one hand and five
dried orange pips in the other. He had always laughed ac my
story about Uncle Elias, but now he looked very puzeled and
frightened.

*“What does this mean, John?" he whispered.

It is the K.K.K." | said. | was frightened too.

‘He looked inside the envelope. “Yes, here are the same
letters. But what is written above them? "

““Put the papers on the stone seat,” | read, looking over his
shoulder.

**WWhat papers? What stone seat? " he asked.

*“The stone seat in the garden? But the papers have been
destroyed.”

*“This is rubbish,” he said, beginning to sound braver. ” This
sort of thing does not happen in this country. Where does this
letter come from?”

““From Dundee,” | answered, looking at the postmark.

‘““A stupid joke,” he said. “ Why should they write to me
about stone seats and papers?”

***1 think you should speak to the police,” | said,

““They will laugh at me. No, 1 can't do that.”

“*Then let ine speak to them.”

“*Na, let's not do anything.™

‘1 could not change his mind, but | was very worried about
the letter.

“Three days later, my father decided to visit a friend who lived
a few miles away. T was happy about this, because 1 thought that
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