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Chapter 1 Mr. Sherlock Holmes 
CHAPITRE I MONSIEUR SHERLOCK HOLMES 
 
 
 

Mr. Sherlock Holmes, who was usually very late in the mornings, save upon those not infrequent occasions 
when he was up all night, was seated at the breakfast table. I stood upon the hearth-rug and picked up the 
stick which our visitor had left behind him the night before. It was a fine, thick piece of wood, bulbous-
headed, of the sort which is known as a "Penang lawyer." Just under the head was a broad silver band 
nearly an inch across. "To James Mortimer, M.R.C.S., from his friends of the C.C.H.," was engraved upon it, 
with the date "1884." It was just such a stick as the old-fashioned family practitioner used to carry--dignified, 
solid, and reassuring. 
M. SHERLOCK HOLMES se levait habituellement fort tard, sauf lorsqu’il ne dormait pas de la nuit, ce qui lui arrivait parfois. Ce matin là, pendant 
qu’il était assis devant son petit déjeuner, je ramassais la canne que notre visiteur avait oubliée, la veille au soir. C’était un beau morceau de bois, 
solide, terminé en pommeau. Juste au-dessous de ce pommeau, une bague d’argent qui n’avait pas moins de deux centimètres de haut portait cette 
inscription datant de 1884 : « À James Mortimer, M.R.C.S., ses amis du C.C.H. ». Une belle canne ; canne idéale pour un médecin à l’ancienne 
mode : digne, rassurante… 
 
 
 

"Well, Watson, what do you make of it?" 
« Eh bien, Watson, que vous suggère cette canne ? » 
 
 
 

Holmes was sitting with his back to me, and I had given him no sign of my occupation. 
Holmes me tournait le dos, et je n’avais rien fait qui pût le renseigner sur mon occupation du moment. 
 
 
 

"How did you know what I was doing? I believe you have eyes in the back of your head." 
« Comment savez-vous que je l’examine ? Vous devez avoir des yeux derrière la tête ! 
 
 
 

"I have, at least, a well-polished, silver-plated coffee-pot in front of me," said he. "But, tell me, Watson, what 
do you make of our visitor's stick? Since we have been so unfortunate as to miss him and have no notion of 
his errand, this accidental souvenir becomes of importance. Let me hear you reconstruct the man by an 
examination of it." 
– Non, mais j’ai en face de moi une cafetière en argent bien astiquée. Dites, Watson, que pensez-vous de la canne de notre visiteur ? Nous avons 
eu de la malchance de le manquer, nous ignorons le but de sa démarche : ce petit prend donc de l’importance. Allons, Watson, reconstituez 
l’homme d’après la canne ! Je vous écoute. » 
 
 
 

"I think," said I, following as far as I could the methods of my companion, "that Dr. Mortimer is a successful, 
elderly medical man, well-esteemed since those who know him give him this mark of their appreciation." 
Je me mis en devoir de me conformer de mon mieux aux méthodes de mon ami. « Selon moi, dis-je, ce docteur Mortimer est un médecin d’un 
certain âge, à mœurs patriarcales, aisé, apprécié, comme en témoigne le geste de ceux qui lui ont offert cette canne. 
 
 
 

"Good!" said Holmes. "Excellent!" 
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– Bon ! Excellent ! 
 
 
 

"I think also that the probability is in favour of his being a country practitioner who does a great deal of his 
visiting on foot." 
– Je pense qu’il y a de fortes chances pour que le docteur Mortimer soit un médecin de campagne qui visite à pied la plupart de ses malades. 
 
 
 

"Why so?" 
– Pourquoi, s’il vous plaît ? 
 
 
 

"Because this stick, though originally a very handsome one has been so knocked about that I can hardly 
imagine a town practitioner carrying it. The thick-iron ferrule is worn down, so it is evident that he has done a 
great amount of walking with it." 
– Parce que cette canne, qui à l’origine était très élégante, se trouve aujourd’hui dans un tel état que j’ai du mal à me la représenter entre les mains 
d’un médecin de ville. Le gros embout de fer est complètement usé ; il me paraît donc évident que son propriétaire est un grand marcheur. 
 
 
 

"Perfectly sound!" said Holmes. 
– Très juste ! 
 
 
 

"And then again, there is the 'friends of the C.C.H.' I should guess that to be the Something Hunt, the local 
hunt to whose members he has possibly given some surgical assistance, and which has made him a small 
presentation in return." 
– D’autre part, je lis : « ses amis du C.C.H. ». Je parierais qu’il s’agit d’une société locale de chasse dont il a soigné les membres et qui lui a offert un 
petit cadeau pour le remercier. 
 
 
 

"Really, Watson, you excel yourself," said Holmes, pushing back his chair and lighting a cigarette. "I am 
bound to say that in all the accounts which you have been so good as to give of my own small 
achievements you have habitually underrated your own abilities. It may be that you are not yourself 
luminous, but you are a conductor of light. Some people without possessing genius have a remarkable 
power of stimulating it. I confess, my dear fellow, that I am very much in your debt." 
– En vérité, Watson, vous vous surpassez ! s’exclama Holmes en repoussant sa chaise et en allumant une cigarette. Je suis obligé de dire que dans 
tous les récits que vous avez bien voulu consacrer à mes modestes exploits, vous avez constamment sous-estimé vos propres capacités. Vous 
n’êtes peut-être pas une lumière par vous-même, mais vous êtes un conducteur de lumière. Certaines personnes dépourvues de génie personnel 
sont quelquefois douées du pouvoir de le stimuler. Mon cher ami, je vous dois beaucoup ! » 
 
 
 

He had never said as much before, and I must admit that his words gave me keen pleasure, for I had often 
been piqued by his indifference to my admiration and to the attempts which I had made to give publicity to 
his methods. I was proud, too, to think that I had so far mastered his system as to apply it in a way which 
earned his approval. He now took the stick from my hands and examined it for a few minutes with his naked 


