A young wonan hurried into the room. I have driven here to tell you
this: I know that_James did not do it

has to please a young woman and this one knows what she wants.
She has heard of you and she decided to ask you to come. I told
her again and again that there is nothing that you can do which [
have not already done but . . . Look, here is her carriage at the
door!”

As he was speaking, a young woman hurried into the room:
She was one of the prettiest girls that I have ever seen in my life.

Her eyes were shining, her lips open, ready to speak, and her face
was pink with excitement.

She looked at each of us carefully, and then turned to my
friend. ‘Oh Mr Sherock Holmes,' she said. She seemed to
know immediately who he was. ‘I am so glad that you have
come. | have driven here to tell you this: I know that James did
not do it. | know it and I want you to know it too. Please be
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quite sure of that fact before you start your work. I have known
him since we were both little children and 1 know his weak-
nesses better than anyone. But he is too soft-hearted to hurt
a fly. Anyone who really knows him must believe that he is
innocent.’ -

‘I hope that we can show that to be true, Miss Turner,' said
Sherlock Holmes. ‘Believe me, 1 shall do everything possible.’

‘But you have read the facts. You have studied the problem.
You must see something wrong in what people are thinking.
Some way of escape. Do vou not believe that he is innocent?”'

‘I think that probably he is.’

“There, now!" she said, throwing back her head and turning to
Lestrade. ‘Do you hear that? He gives me hope.”

Lestrade looked unhappy. He clearly thought that Holmes was
mistaken. ‘I am aftaid that my friend here is only guessing,” he
said.

‘But he is right! I know that he is right. James and his father
had many quarrels about me. Mr McCarthy wanted us to get
married. I have always loved James and he loves me but we are
like brother and sister. He is still young and knows very little
about life and . . . and . . . | mean, naturally he did not wish to
marry just yet. So there were quarrels. | am sure that this was one
of them.”

‘And your father?’ asked Holmes. ‘Did he also want you to
marry James?’

‘No, he was against it too. Only Mr McCarthy wanted it.’
Holmes was watching her carefully and we saw that her face
suddenly became a deeper pink.

‘Thank you for this information,” Holmes said. ‘Can [ come
and visit your father tomorrow?’

‘T am afraid that the doctor will say no.’

“The doctor?

“Yes, haven't vou heard? My poor father has not been strong
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for many years but with his sadness about this murder he has
become very ill. He is in bed and Dr Willows says that his
case is serious. Mr McCarthy was the only person left who
knew Father in the old days in Austmalia — when he was in
Victoria.'

‘Ha! In Victoria? That is important.”

“Yes, at the mines.”

*Of course. | understand that those were the goldmines where
Mr Turner made his money.” 5

*That is right.’

“Thank you, Miss Turner. You have been a very great help to
me."

“You will tell me tomorrow if you have any news? I expect
that you will go to the prison to see James, Oh Mr Holmes, if
you do go, please tell him this: I know he is innocent.”

‘T will, Miss Turner.’

‘T must go home now because my father needs me. He is
unhappy if I leave him. Goodbye and God help you in your
work." She hurried from the room and we heard her carriage
moving away down the street.

‘I am surprised at you, Holmes,” said Lestrade, after keeping
silent for a few minutes. “Why do you give her hope when she is
sure to lose it only too soon? I am not soft-hearted, as you know,
but [ think you are being unkind.’

‘l believe that there is a way of saving James McCarthy,’ said
Holmes. ‘Have you an order to see him in the prison?’

“Yes, but only for you and me.’

“Then I shall change my plans and go out. We have still got
time to take a train to Hereford and see him tonight?’

*Plenty of time.”

‘“Then let us go. Watson, | am afraid that you will be bored but
I shall only be away for an hour or two.'

I walked with them to the station and then came back alone
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through the streets of the little town to cur hotel. There 1 sat
and tried to read a book. But the story was so stupid that my
thoughts kept returning to the Boscombe Pool mystery. 1
could not follow the story. Finally, | threw the book across the
room and began to think only about the happenings of the
day. Perhaps this unlucky young man's words were really true?
In that case, what terrible thing happened between the time
that he left his father and the time that he ran back to the
pool, hearing his dying screams? Something very frightening, 1
was sure. But what was it? Maybe the shape of the wounds
had something to tell me, as a_'docm_:j.l rang the bell and asked
for the weekly newspaper, which had a description of them.
The wounds were in a group on the back part of McCarthy’s
head, on the left side. Cleadyd)ermnasrerh.lthunﬁ'om_
behind. This fact made James McCarthy' s story easier to
believe, perhaps. They were face to face during their quarrel,
he said. Of course, it was also possible that James hit him when
his father turned his back. Suill, I decided to give Holmes tl‘us
information, Then there was the" strange talk of a rat when the
old man lay dying. It is unusual for a dying man to use words
with no meaning. Pmbab]y he was trying to explain how it all
happened. But what did it mean? I thought hard, trying to find
an answer to the mystery; but I could not. Then there was the
grey cloth which young McCarthy saw. If this was true, then
perhaps the murderer dropped it — his coat maybe — when he
was running away. But the son was sitting beside his father, just
a few yards away and sawnoonc,Socvcrypa}l_ufd;ecaxc
seemed to bring more problems. Lestrade’s ideas did not
surprise me but I believed strongly in my friend Sherlock
Holmes. ‘He will find new facts,” [ thought to myself, ‘and
I need not lose hope if each new fact points to young

McCarthy's innocence.’

L]

i":::LIVE\»‘\»’O RKSHEETS



There 1 sat and tried to read a book. But my thoughts kept returning
to the Boscombe Pool mystery. Finally I threw the book across the room.

It was late before Sherlock Holmes returned. He came back alone
because Lestrade was staying at a different hotel. I told him about
the head wounds, a fact which he seemed to find interesting,

‘The weather seems to be staying fine,” he said. “We don’t
want any rain to fall before we can look at the ground. But we
must rest and be fresh for important work of this kind. I did not
want to begin it after that long journey. [ have seen young
MeCarthy.'

‘And what did you learn from him?’

‘Nothing,'

‘Couldn’t he tell you anything?'

‘Nothing, as | have said. At first, | thought that he must know
the name of the murderer. He wanted to save him or her — that
was my idea. But now I am sure that he knows as little as we do.1
must say that he is not a very intelligent young man, even if he is
good-looking and also, [ think, good-hearted.”

‘I do not think much of his taste,” I said, 'if he really does not
want to marry Miss Turner.”

‘Ah, that is a long, sad story. This boy 1s deeply in love with
her. But two years ago he did a very stupid thing. Miss Turner
was still at school then and away from home. He did not know
her very well. James became friendly with a woman in Bristol
who worked in a bar. He married her secretly. Even now, no one
knows that he is married. So think of his feelings when his father
told him again and again to marry Miss Turner! He dearly want-
ed to marry her but he knew that it was impossible. His father, as *
we now know, was a cold, hard man and James could not | tell him
about his wife. He has spent the last Hmieé.d'aﬁiﬁﬁ;giol with this
bar woman and his father of course knew nothing abour it.
Remember that fact, It is very important. But something good
has happened at last, because his wife has now left him. She read
in the newspaper about his serious trouble and wants to have
nothing more to do with him. She has written to say that she has
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I have seen young McCarthy. But now I am sure he knows as
little as we do,” said Holmes.

a husband already — a sailor — and that she and James are not
really married. This piece of news has made poor James a lot
happier.’

‘But if James is innocent, then who did the murder?'

‘Ah, who? [ want you to notice two important facts. The first

is that the murdered man went to the pool to meet someone.

This person was not his son, because his son was away from

home. McCarthy did not know when his son was coming back.

The second fact is that the murdered man called “Cooee!”, not
knowing about his son’s return. Those are the two things which

will help to save young James. And now let us change the subject.

We shall talk no more of murders and leave all that business until
tomorrow.’
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Holmes was right: there was no rain during the night and the
next day was bright and cloudless. At nine o'clock Lestrade came
for us with the carriage and we left for Hatherey Farm and
Boscombe Valley.

*There is serious news this morning,” said Lestrade; ‘I hear that
Mr Turner is dangerously ill. The doctor thinks that he is dying.’

*He is quite an old man, then?' asked Holmes.

‘About sixty; but his health has been bad for some time. This
business has made him really ill. He was an old friend of
McCarthy's and helped him in a number of ways. | have learned
that he gave him free use of Hatherley Farm.’

‘Is that true? This is most interesting,’ said Holmes,

*Oh yes, and he has helped him in other ways too. Everyone
round here speaks of his kindness to McCarthy.*

‘Really? Don’t you think it strange then that McCarthy
wanted his son to marry Turner's daughter? The Turners are
rich and the McCarthys seem to be quite poor. We know that
old Mr Turner has always been against the idea. His daughter
told us that. Don't you find that McCarthy's friendliness is a little
unusual?’

“You are always full of ideas, Mr Holmes,” said Lestrade, look-
ing at me with a smile. ‘T have come here to study the facts and
they are difficult enough. Your thoughts always fly away from the
real problems.”’

“You are right,” said Holmes quietly. “You do find it difficult to
notice the facts.”

“Well, I have understood one fact which you do not seem to
get hold of,’ answered Lestrade, not very pleased.

‘And that is?’

“That young McCarthy killed his father; any other way of
seeing this case is just not possible.’

‘Let us agree to disagree,’ said Holmes, laughing. ‘But if I am
not mistaken, there is Hatherley Farm on the left.’

E%:LIVEWO RKSHEETS



“Yes, that is it."

It was a long, low building made of grey stone and it looked
comfortable. But the windows were all shut and there was no
smoke coming up from the roof. It looked empty. We knocked
on the door and a young servant gid came out. She showed us
first the boots which old Mr McCarthy was wearing at the time
of his death. She also showed us 2 pair of the son’s boots. Holmes
studied their size and shape very carefully. He then asked to see
the back of the house. From there we took the path which went
to Boscombe Pool.

Holmes seemed to change as he hurried towards the place of
the murder. He stopped being the quiet thinker of Baker Street.
His face became redder and darker. His eyes shone with a hard
light. He pressed hus lips together and held his face down and his
body low, studying the _grl:mﬂj His thoughts were turned so
fully to the case that he did not seem to hear anything that we
said. If he did, he answered only with a short word or two. He
made his way quickly and silently along the path which went
across the fields and then down through the trees to Boscombe
Pool.

The ground was soft and wet as we got nearer. There were
the marks of many feet both on the path and on the short
_gréss on each side. Sometimes Holmes hurried on, sometimes
he suddenly stood still. Once he walked away from the path
into a field. Lestrade and [ walked behind him. Lestrade
seemed bored and uninterested in what Holmes was doing but
I watched my friend carefully, knowing that every movement
had a meaning,

Boscombe Pool 1s a small piece of water about one hundred
and twenty yards wide. It lies at the end of the Hatherey
Farm land where it joins the beautiful park land belonging to
Mr Turner. Above the trees on the far side of the pool we
could see the big red roofs of Turner's home. On the Hatherley
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Holmes studied the size and shape of the boots very carefully.
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F side of the pool the trees grew thick. There was a narrow
piece of open ground about forty yards wide between the
trees and the water of the lake. This open part was covered
with short, wet grass. Lestrade showed us the place where the
body was lying when they found it. In fact, the ground was
so soft that I could see the marks left by McCarthy’s fall. But,
looking at Holmes, [ realized from his excited face and the
quick movement of his eyes that he was learning many other
| things from the marks on the grass, He ran here and there like
i a dog which has smelled a wild animal. Then he turned to the

v detective.

I “Why did you go into the pool?” he asked Lestrade.

| ‘I thought that maybe there was a gun or a piece of

E clothing or something like that in the water. But tell me,
how. . .7’

j ‘Oh come now, Lestrade. I have no time. That left foot of

yours is everywhere. A child can see it. Look over there, where it
disappears into the grass. This case was perfectly easy until a
, crowd of people came and stupidly walked all over the place.
Here is where the Morans came and their footmarks have
} covered the ground for five or six yards around the body. But
here are three different lines of the same feet.”
§ He took out a magnifying glass and lay down on top of
i his coat to see the marks better. Talking to himself more than
to us, he said, “These are young McCarthy’s feet. Twice he was
walking and once he was running fast, because his toes are
pressing deeper into the ground. That follows his story, does it
niot? Then here are the father's footmarks as he walked up and
down, What is this, then? Ha, ha! What have we here? Some-
one walking on his toes. In boots with square toes too. Quite
unusual boots. They come, they go, they come again — of
Holmes ran here and there like a dog which has smelled a wild animal. course, that was for the coat. Now, where did they come_
from?’
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