
“The Adventure of the Speckled Band” 
– from a Workman’s Perspective

 –  Harsha Neerchal
My client this time was an old curmudgeon with a quick temper who obviously had no

sense of the kind of repairs that were needed in his house. He was one of the Roylotts of
Stoke Moran, and lived in a ramshackle old mansion. The room that he was asking me to
renovate looked perfectly fine to me. However, he was as bullheaded as he looked. As 
soon as I made the suggestion that it may be better to repair the kitchen or drawing room, 
he blew his top, and I narrowly escaped a beating at his hands.

The house, in years past, may have been an elegant structure, but now was falling apart
fast. It seemed that my client. Dr. Grimsby Roylott, lived with his daughter in one wing of
the house. I didn’t examine the other two parts of the house, but it was clearly visible that
they were in dire need of refurbishment.

Strangely enough, Roylott’s daughter seemed scared stiff of moving into another room,
and even more scared of her father. It wasn’t long before I began to have suspicions about
the whole affair. A room that didn’t need remodeling, a domineering father, and a daughter
who was irrationally afraid of moving into a room. This definitely pointed toward some 
foul play.

One day, as my fellow workers and I were leaving the house, I saw the doctor’s 
daughter, a girl by the name of Helen Stoner, leading two men toward the house. Intrigued 
by this, I left my workers to go back to the house, on the pretext of looking for a dropped 
tool. After about ten minutes, I realized that the two men were actually detectives. That 
confirmed my suspicions about Dr. Roylott. Helen Stoner must have sought professional 
help to find out what her father was planning. As they passed by, I heard Helen Stoner 
mention a “speckled band.” 
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What could the speckled band be? I decided to remember the name, in case it fell into place 
later. Helen Stoner then told the detectives about a cheetah and a baboon that her father
had brought from India, and warned them that these animals were allowed to roam freely 
on the grounds. Upon hearing this, I cast a glance over my shoulder in alarm, expecting to 
see the cheetah or the baboon. Fortunately, neither animal was in view, but when I turned 
back to look for Helen Stoner and the two detectives, they were already setting foot into 
the house.

I left the premises of the house once the detectives entered the house with Helen Stoner. I 
deemed that it would be unseemly for me to be found following the detectives. Convinced
that something fishy was going on at Stoke Moran, I left the house, determined to pursue 
an investigation of my own later.

Two days later, I commenced my investigation. My comrades had gone to purchase food,
but I had remained, because I had brought my own lunch. During this time I entered the house 
to examine the rooms. Ignoring the room we were working on, for it was completely empty, I 
started to investigate the room that I assumed was Helen Stoner’s. By chance, when I entered 
the room, I tripped over my own feet, and broke my fall against the room’s small bed. 
Surprisingly, the bed did not budge. Once I observed the feet of the bed, I realized that they 
had been firmly nailed to the ground. Above the bed was a ventilator which was
connected directly to the doctor’s room. Beside the bed was a bell pull fastened below the
ventilator. Out of curiosity, I yanked the bell pull expecting a loud resonant sound to emit
from it. Shockingly, no audible sound was made! The bell pull was obviously fake! Deciding
that this room had nothing else to yield, I moved on to the doctor’s room. His room did not
particularly fit that of one who was plotting any mischief. Ridiculously plain, the room had a 
camp-bed, a full bookshelf, an armchair, a table, and a heavy iron safe. A saucer of milk and a 
lash curled into a noose-like shape were the two oddities in the room. I went to lift the safe, 
and determined that whatever was in the safe was not of particular weight. Concluding that 
there was nothing else to search in the room, I left to eat my lunch, for my comrades soon 
would come back.

As I ate, the pieces seemed to fit together in my mind. I had heard the daughter speak 
to her father about her wedding the first day I came to work on the house. I thought 
perhaps that Roylott may not have particularly liked the man his daughter was engaged 
to, and given the man’s terrible temperament, decided to kill his daughter, who must have 
strongly stood by her decision. However, I still did not know how Roylott was planning 
to murder his daughter.

The next day, as it was an off day for me, I spent the day reading a book given to me by
my brother, a soldier posted in India. The book explained the history of India. A section in
the book said that assassins used poison tipped darts to kill kings. The darts were inserted
in a hollowed roll of wood which was blown into, to fire the dart. The answer to the case
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hit me! I had heard Helen Stoner telling the two detectives that her father had spent many 
years in India. Roylott must have obtained poisoned darts in India. But no, Roylott did not 
need to have gotten the darts in India. He allowed gypsies to live on the premises of his 
property. According to my Indian history book, gypsies were very common in India, and 
specialized in making these poisoned darts. Helen Stoner must have been referring to the darts 
when she spoke about the speckled band. My book said that these darts were usually painted 
with bright colors. Roylott was now going to use them to kill his daughter! The ventilator 
directly above the bed in the room provided a place to shoot the darts. The bed had been 
nailed to the ground so that it would never be moved from its location under the ventilator. 
Since I now knew the answer to the case, I resolved to report my suspicions to the police as 
soon as possible!

When I read the paper the next morning, I was surprised to see that Roylott had been
found dead, and the case had been solved by a famous detective named Sherlock Holmes!
The doctor had used “the most dangerous snake in India,” a swamp adder, to kill his first
daughter, and attempted to kill his second daughter with it. Roylott had been bitten by his
own snake and died within minutes! The doctor’s late wife had left her husband a large
yearly income, but decreed that each daughter must receive portion of the money on the
occurrence of their marriage. Roylott conspired to murder both of his daughters so that he
could keep the entire yearly income that he received. His plan had been foiled by Holmes
who had driven the snake back into the ventilator where it had stung its master who had
trained it to kill his daughter!

I went over the case in my mind. Where had I gone wrong? Had I not examined the 
room carefully enough? I realized that though Holmes and I had both seen the same clues, 
he had been able to arrive at the correct answer. He is obviously a detective with superb 
powers of deduction!

While I had interpreted the “speckled band” to be the poisonous dart, Holmes correctly
deduced it to be the swamp adder that Roylott had obtained from India, along with his 
other dangerous pets. I had thought that the ventilator was the perfect passageway for the 
dart, and had dismissed the dummy bell pull. Holmes, however, correctly reasoned that the 
ventilator was a passage for the swamp adder, with the bell pull aiding the swamp adder 
in its descent. In his solution of the case, Holmes incorporated many critical clues that I 
had ignored. He found that the whip coiled into the noose was used by Roylott to hold the 
snake, the milk to reward the snake, and the metallic box to keep the snake when not in 
use.

This case presented many complexities and cleverly concealed clues. Despite 
this, Sherlock Holmes had masterfully solved the case through his superior intellect and 
aptitude for solving irregular crimes!
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