
Monday: Sherlock Holmes: The Engineer’s Thumb 

 0:00-3:59 
Only twice have I been able to give my friend, Sherlock Holmes a problem to solve. The 
mystery of Mr. Hatherley's Thumb was one of them. The Storey took place in the summer of 
1889, not long after Mary and I got married. As well as being married, I was opening my 
own doctor’s surgery. I have moved out of Baker Street, but I still visited Holmes quite often. 
He visited us too, once or twice, though he really did not enjoy the dinner parties or the tea 
parties or any type of party we had.  
 

As I lived near Paddington Station, a few of the people who worked there where my patients. 
One train guard was so grateful for my help that he told all his friends and family to come and 
see me too.   
 

One morning, at a little before seven o'clock, the maid knocked on my bedroom door. She told 
me that two men from Paddington Station were waiting in my doctor's office. I dressed quickly 
and ran downstairs. I knew that any accident that could happen at the station could be 
serious.  
 

As I came down the stairs, I saw the train guard who liked me so much come out of my office. 
He closed the door behind him.  
“I’ve got him in here,” he whispered in a strangely excited voice. He pointed his thumb over his 
shoulder and then flinched away from the door. Open speech marks. He's alright. Close speech 
marks.  
 

"What is it, then?” I asked, a little confused. His old behaviour made me think he had a 
dangerous animal caged up in my room. “It's a new patient,” he whispered, sounding even 
more excited than before. You would have thought by his tone that he had brought me an 
expensive present, not a patient to attend to. “I thought I'd bring him round myself. He's here 
all safe and sound. I must go now Doctor, I have my duties, just like you.” and off he went 
without even giving me time to thank him.  
 

I walked into my office and found a gentleman sitting by the table. He was dressed in a light 
tweed suit. He had taken his cap off his head and laid it on top of a pile of my books. There 
was a handkerchief wrapped around one of his hands. It was covered in blood. The gentleman 
was young - not more than 25. He had a strong, manly face, but was very pale. From the look 
in his eyes, I could tell he had had a horrible fright.  
 

“I am sorry to get you up so early doctor,” he said, “but I have had a very serious accident in 
the night. I came in by train this morning. When I asked for the nearest doctor, a train guard 
kindly brought me here. I gave the maid my card, but I see she has left it on the side table.”  
I picked it up and read it:  

Mr Victor Hatherley 
Hydraulic engineer, 

16a Victoria Street (3rd floor), 
London. 

“I am sorry I kept you waiting,” I said, sitting down in my chair. “You must be very tired. 
Especially after a long, boring train journey.” Oh, my journey could not be called boring,” Mr 
Hatherley said, and laughed. He laughed very loudly, leaning back in his chair and shaking, 
with his eyes firmly closed. It seemed as if he could not stop. It was strange laughter, and it 
worried me.  



LO: To predict Self-Assessment  
 

 
 
 
 

 

Reading 
 

Monday 8th 
February 

Read the text extract ‘Sherlock Holmes – The Engineers Thumb’  

You could also listen to the text up to 3:59  
Read question  
What could happen?  
Support ideas with examples from the text  

 
What do you think will happen?  
(Even if you know this story what do you think should have happened?)  
 

Write your ideas in the boxes (use examples or clues from the text to support your predictions). 
 
Why do you think Mr Hatherley’s 
journey ‘could not be called boring’? 
 
 

Why do you think Mr Hatherley could 
not stop laughing? 

 

Why do you think the handkerchief 
might be covered in blood? 

What could have happened? 
 
 

What do you think the doctor will do? 
 

What do you think might happen next? Why?  

 
Challenge: Write 3 different predictions for what might happen next. 



Tuesday: Sherlock Holmes: The Engineer’s Thumb  
(4:00-7:49) 

 “Calm down,” I said. I poured him some water from a jug and handed it to him.  
But it didn't help. He was caught in a fit of giggles. In my experience, these fits often happen after 
a crisis. They are a sort of reaction to the shock. At last, Mr Hatherley calmed down. His cheeks 
turned a deep red.  
“I have been making a fool of myself,” he said.  
“Not at all. Drink this.” I put a little medicine into his water glass. He took a few sips and relaxed.  
“That's better,” he said. “Now, doctor, can you help me with my thumb? Or, really, the place 
where my thumb used to be.” He took off the handkerchief and held out his hand. It was a horrible 
sight. Even though I had been an army doctor, it made me shudder to look at it. Next to his four 
fingers, there was a horrid red, spongy surface, where his thumb should have been. 
“Good heavens!” I cried. “This is a terrible injury! It must have bled a lot.” 
“Yes, it did I fainted when it happened. I didn't wake up for a long time, and even when I did, it 
was still bleeding. I tied my handkerchief very tightly around my wrist and held my arm above my 
head.” 
“Excellent work! You should have been a surgeon.” 
“It's a question of engineering, you see,” said Mr Hatherley. “I'm an expert in it.” 
I examined the wound. “This has been done by something very heavy and sharp.” “Something like 
a butcher’s cleaver,” Mr Hatherley said.  
“An accident?” I asked.  
“No, not all. “ 
“What! A deadly attack, then?” 
“Very deadly.” 
“You horrify me!” I cried. I cleaned the injury and covered it with a cotton dressing and bandage. 
While I was working, the man stayed oddly calm.  
“How is that?” I asked when I had finished.  
“Excellent! With your medicines and your bandage, I feel like a new man. I was very weak. It was 
such a horrible night.” 
“Maybe you should not speak about it,” I said. “It is clearly upsetting you.” 
“Oh, no,” Mr Hatherley replied, “I shall have to tell my tale to the police. It's such a strange tale, 
though. If I didn't have this horrible wound, I don't think the police would believe it. Apart from 
my bleeding hand, I don't have any proof of what happened. And even if they do believe me, I do 
not think I can help them solve the mystery. I have a few clues, but they are so odd that I don't 
think they will help at all.” 
“Ha!” I cried. “If you have a problem that needs solving, you should ask my friend, Mr. Sherlock 
Holmes. Go to him before you go to the police.” 
“Oh, I have heard of that fellow,” said Mr Hatherley. “I would be very happy if he would help. 
Though, I must tell the police as well. Can you introduce me to Mr Holmes?” 
“I will take you to see him right now.” 
“That would be very kind.” 
“We’ll call a cab. We shall just be in time to have breakfast with him. Do you feel up to it?” I 
asked. The man was looking much better than when he arrived.  
“Yes. And I will feel even better once I've told my tale,” Mr Hatherley replied.  
“Then my maid will call a cab. I will be back in one moment.” I ran upstairs and told my wife 
where we were going. Five minutes later we were inside a cab, driving to Baker Street. Sherlock 
Holmes was, as I expected, relaxing in his sitting room. He was wearing his dressing gown and 
reading ‘The Times’.   



LO: To retrieve (and infer) Self-Assessment  
 

 
 
 
 

 

Reading 
 

Tuesday 9th 
February 

Read the text extract ‘Sherlock Holmes – The Engineers Thumb’  

You could also listen to the text from 4:00 – 7:49  
What do you know about the characters?  
Highlight information about each character in a different colour  
Complete table with facts and information   

What do you know about the characters so far? Highlight the facts and retrieve 
information. Add your facts to the table below.  
 

Doctor Watson 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Mr Hatherley 

 

Challenge: Are there any other characters? What do we know about them? Add them to the table. 
Other character 
Name: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Other character 
Name: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Extra challenge! What impression does this information give you about the characters? 
What impression does this 
information give you about the 
character? 
(Remember to write the name of the 
character you are writing about) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

What impression does this 
information give you about the 
character? 
(Remember to write the name of the 
character you are writing about) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Wednesday: Sherlock Holmes: The Engineer’s Thumb  
(7:50 -12:07) 

“Watson! So good to see you!” Holmes looked curiously at Mr. Hatherley. Then he smiled and asked us 
to sit down. “This is Mr. Hatherley,” I said. “He came to me this morning with a horrible injury. He has 
a problem to solve. I've told him to come to you.” Holmes nodded. I could not read the look on his 
face. I did not know whether he was interested, or annoyed at me for bringing Mr Hatherley to him.  
“Will you join me for breakfast?” Holmes asked. He rang the bell for Mrs Hudson, the housekeeper. We 
all had a tasty meal of bacon, eggs and coffee. Then Holmes sat Mr Hatherley on the sofa. He put a 
pillow under his head and a glass of medicine and water beside him. I was surprised at how caring he 
was being.  
“It is easy to see that your story is not a nice one, Mr Hatherley,” he said. “Please lie down there and 
make yourself at home. Tell us what you can, but stop when you are tired. The medicine should help 
to keep your strength up.” He pointed to the drink.  
“Thank you,” said Hatherley, “but I have felt much better since the doctor bandaged me. I think your 
breakfast has completed the cure. I shall take up as little of your time as possible. Let me begin my 
story.” Holmes sat in his big arm chair. He pressed his fingertips together, as he often did when he 
thought the case will be interesting. I sat opposite him. We listened in silence to the strange story.  
“You must know” Mr Hatherley said, “that I'm an orphan and I'm not married. I live alone in a flat, in 
London. By profession, I am a hydraulic engineer. I was an apprentice for seven years, at a Greenwich 
firm called Veneer and Matheson. Two years ago, I finished my apprenticeship. At the same time, my 
father died. He left me a lot of money, so I decided to set up my own business. I rented some rooms in 
Victoria Street, to be my office.”  
 

Hydraulic Engineer 
This is a very skilled job. Hydraulic machines use water for work. For instance, a stamping machine would 
use the pressure made by releasing a huge flow of water, to push the stamp down. A hydraulic engineer 

works to build, care for and repair these machines.  
 

“Most people find starting a business very tricky. I did. I started two years ago, but I have only had 
three meetings and one small job. I've only made twenty-seven pounds and ten shillings. Every day, 
from nine o'clock until four, I waited in my little office. Until, at last, my heart began to sink. I didn't 
think I would ever have any work. Yesterday, however, I was just about to leave the office when my 
assistant came in. He said that there was a gentleman waiting for me. The assistant gave me his card. 
It had ‘Colonel Lysander Stark’ written on it. Then the Colonel himself walked into the room. He was 
quite tall and extremely thin. I don't think I have ever seen such a thin man. He had a sharp face, with 
a pointy nose and chin. The thinness seemed natural to him. He did not seem to be ill or unhealthy. His 
eyes were bright and his walk was quick. He was probably nearer forty than thirty years old.” 
“Mr Hatherley?” he asked, with a slight German accent. “I have heard you are very clever and very 
skilled man. And that you can keep a secret.” The word secret made Holmes open his eyes. He stared 
at our visitor. Hatherley stopped for a moment.  
“Please continue,” said Holmes. “This is such an interesting story.” 
“Well, I bowed at the thin man. I felt very flattered. I think anyone would. ‘Can I ask who said these 
nice things about me?’ I asked the Colonel. 
“It might be better if I do not tell you that. I also know that you have no parents and no wife. You are 
living alone in London.  
“That is correct,” I answered. “But I do not see how this makes me any better or worse at my job. I 
thought you wanted to speak to me about my business.” 
“I do,” he replied. “But these facts are important. I have a job for you, but you must keep to complete 
secret. You cannot tell anyone. It will be easier because you have no family to tell.” 
 



 
LO: To summarise and sequence Self-Assessment  

 

 
 
 
 

 

Reading 
 

Wednesday 
10th 

February 

Read the text extract ‘Sherlock Holmes – The Engineers Thumb’  

You could also listen to the text from 7:49 – 12:07  
Identify main events  
Write main events in order  
Create a drawing / find an image to represent each event   

 

Create a ‘storyboard’ of the main events so far. What has happened?  
Write the key events using full sentences.  
Add an image to each event to make it clear what happens.  
Can include everything in just 5 main events? 

Event Image 
  

  

  

  

  

Challenge: Can you summarise the story so far in less than 50 words? 
 



Thursday: Sherlock Holmes: The Engineer’s Thumb  
(12:08- 16:27) 

“If I promise to keep the secret,” I said, “then I will keep it forever.” He looked very hard at me as he 
spoke. I have never seen someone look at me that way. It was if you were trying to read my thoughts. 
“You do promise then?” He asked at last.  
“Yes, I promise.”  
“You’ll keep it a complete secret? Even after you finish the job? You won't write anything about it, or speak 
about it?” “I already gave you my word.” “Very good,” The man said, with a nod. Then he suddenly 
sprang up from his chair. Darting, like lightning across the room, He pulled, open the door and peered into 
the hallway. It was empty. “That's alright,” he said, Coming back to his chair. “I just wanted to check that 
your assistant wasn't there. Now we can talk safely.” The Colonel pulled his chair very close to mine and 
started to stare it to me again. I began to feel a little scared of this Colonel and his strange job offer. Even 
though I did not want to lose the man as a client., I could not help looking impatient. He was taking far 
too long to get to the point. “Please tell me about the job. Sir,” I said. “My time is valuable.” That last 
sentence was hardly true, but I said it anyway. “Would five guineas for one night's work be alright?” He 
asked. “That would be very good,” I replied. “I say a night's work, but it will probably only be one hour. I 
have a hot hydraulic stamping machine that is not working. If you show me what is wrong with it, we shall 
soon fix it ourselves. What do you think of that?” “The job seems easy and the pay seems very good.”  
“Excellent. We will want you to come tonight, by the last train.”  
“Where to?”   
“To Eyford, in Berkshire. It is a little place near the border of Oxfordshire, close to Reading. There is a train 
from Paddington Station that will get you to Eyford at eleven-fifteen.”  
“Very good,” I said, nodding.   
“I shall come down in a carriage to meet you. “  
“It's not near the station then?”  
“No, our little place is out in the country. It is a good seven miles from Eyford Station.”  
“But then we won't get there before midnight. I won't be able to get a train back. I would have to stay the 
night.” “Yes, that won't be a problem.” “It is a problem for me. Couldn't I come earlier in the day?”  
“No. We thought it best that you should come late. We are paying you a lot of money to do so. Still, of 
course, you can back out of the job.”  
I thought of the fifty guineas. The money would be very useful to me. “Not at all,” I said. “I shall be happy 
to do as you ask. I would like, however, to know a little more about what you want me to do.” “Of course. 
It is natural that by telling you to keep it a secret, you are now very curious. I will tell you everything you 
need to know. Are you absolutely sure that no one can hear us?”  
“Absolutely.”  
“Then here it is. You probably know that Fullers Earth is a valuable product? It is only found in one or two 
places in England.” “I have heard so yes.”  
“Some time ago I bought a very small place within ten miles of Reading. I was lucky enough to find some 
fullers Earth in one of my fields. When I looked closer, however, I found that there was only a very small 
amount. The Fullers earth in my field actually links to larger lots of Fuller’s earth to the right and to the 
left.   

Fuller’s Earth 
Fullers Earth is a clay soil that can absorb oils and grease, and remove unwanted colours. It is often used to clean 
wool before it is made into clothing, and is prized by people in the textiles industry. Find a patch of Fullers earth 
on your land could make you very rich indeed.  

 

"But both of the large areas were in my neighbour’s land. They did not know that their land contains 
something as valuable as a goldmine. I planned to buy them their land before they found out, but I had no 
money. So I told a few of my friends about the Fuller's Earth. They said if we secretly dugout some of it 
from our little patch, we could sell it. then we could get enough money to buy the land.  
 



LO: To infer Self-Assessment  
 

 
 
 
 

 

Reading 
 

Thursday 11th 
February 

Read the text extract ‘Sherlock Holmes – The Engineers Thumb’  

You could also listen to the text from 12:08 – 16:27  
Think about event in the text  
How do you think the character is feeling?   
Use examples from the text to support your ideas   

  
 

Read or listen to the text. Look at the event. How do you think the character is feeling? Why? 
Support your ideas using evidence from the text. 
 

Event / point in the story How is the character feeling? Evidence 

Mr Hatherley first meets 
Colonel Lysander Stark. 

  

Colonel Lysander Starks darts 
around the room. 

  

Colonel Lysander Stark says he 
will pay Mr Hatherley fifty 
guineas. 

  

Mr Hatherley finds out how 
long the journey will take. 

  

Colonel Lysander Stark talks 
about finding Fuller’s Earth. 

  

 



Friday: Sherlock Holmes: The Engineer’s Thumb  
(16:28 – 20:44) 

“We have been doing this for some time. That's why we needed the hydraulic press. This press, as I 
said, is not working. We want your advice, so we can fix it. But we can't let the neighbours know 
what we are doing. If they saw that we had a hydraulic engineer come to our house, they would 
ask questions. Then the secret would come out and I could never buy the fields off them. That is 
why I made you promise not to tell anyone. Does that make sense?” 
“Yes,” I said. “The only thing I don't understand is how you use a hydraulic press. How can that 
help you to dig Fuller’s earth out of the ground?” 
“Ah!” The Colonel replied. “We have our own special way. We press the Earth into bricks. Then we 
can take the bricks out of the ground without showing the neighbours what they are. But that is 
not important. I have told you everything now, Mr Hatherley. I have shown you that I trust you.” 
He stood up as he spoke. “I will see you at Eyford then at eleven-fifteen.” 
“I will be there.” 
“And do not say a word to anyone,” he said staring at me again. He wrapped his cold fingers 
around my hand and shook it. Then he hurried from the room. I just couldn't get my head around 
it. Why had this secret, well paid jobs suddenly come to me? On the one hand, I was glad. The 
money was at least ten times what I would have asked for. Plus, it might lead to more jobs. But, 
the man's face, and his cold, strange speech had sent shivers down my spine. I didn't believe his 
story about Fuller's Earth and I still didn't understand why I had to travel there at midnight, and 
never tell anyone. I ignored my fears, though. 
After a big dinner, I drove to Paddington Station and got on the train. 
Holmes and I were leaning forward in our chairs. We were hooked by the story. “At Reading,” 
went on Hatherley, “I had to change my train. Well, not just my train, but change station too. I 
was just in time to catch the last train to Eyford. I reached the little, dimly-lit station after eleven 
o'clock. I was the only passenger to get off there. There was no one on the platform except a 
sleepy porter with his lantern. When I stepped through the gate, I saw the Colonel waiting in the 
shadows. Without a word, he pulled my arm and hurried me into a carriage. He closed the curtains 
across the windows. Then he tapped on the woodwork, and the carriage set off as fast as the 
horse could go.” “One horse?” Interrupted Holmes. “Yes, only one,” replied Mr Hatherley.  
“Did you notice the colour?” 
“Yes, I saw it as I stepped in. It was Chestnut Brown.” 
“Tired looking or fresh?” 
“Oh, fresh and glossy.” 
Holmes leaned back a little. “Thank you. I'm sorry to interrupt you please go on. Hatherley took a 
deep breath and I checked him over with my eyes. His colour was good, though he did look tired. 
His thumb, at least, had stopped bleeding.  
“We drove for at least an hour,” he said. “The Colonel had said that it was only seven miles, but it 
felt more like twelve. The Colonel sat silently the whole time. He was staring at me a lot, barely 
looking away. The country road seemed to be very poor in Eyford. The carriage shook and jolted 
all the time. I tried to look out of the windows to see where we were, but they were made of 
frosted glass. I could see nothing except for a few blurs of passing lights. Now and then I tried to 
break the silence. I asked the Colonel questions, but he only grunted in reply. At last, the bumpy 
road stopped. The carriage moved on to a smooth gravel drive, before stopping completely. 
Colonel Lysander Stark sprang out and I followed after him. He pulled me swiftly into a porch in 
front of us and straight into the hallway of a house. I did not get one look at the outside of the 
building. As soon as we walked through the front door, the Colonel slammed it behind us. I heard 
the carriage’s wheels rattle as it drove away.” 



LO: To infer Self-Assessment  
 

 
 
 
 

 

Reading 
 

Friday 12th 
February 

Read the text extract ‘Sherlock Holmes – The Engineers Thumb’  

You could also listen to the text from 16:28 – 20:44  
Read question  
What clues are in the text?   
How can you interpret these clues?   

 

Use the text to answer the questions below:  
 

1. Why would the neighbours not wish to sell the land if they knew it was 
Fuller’s Earth? 

2. Why do they remove the Earth as ‘bricks’? 

3. Why do you think the Colonel hurried from the room? 

4. Why is Mr Hatherley suspicious? 

5. Do you think the journey to Eyford was easy for Mr Hatherley? Why? 

6. How do you know that Dr Watson is concerned about Mr Hatherley? 

7. What gives you the impression Mr Hatherley did not enjoy the journey to 
the house? 
 

Challenge: What would you do if you were Mr Hatherley? 
 



Just for Fun! 
Listen to the rest of the story – it is saved on Teams in 
the Reading folder 
 
You could complete one of these activities: 
 

1. Draw or write about your favourite part of the story. 
2. Create your own ending to the story. 
3. Write a book review about the story. 
4. Write your own Sherlock Holmes story. 

 
You might even think of your own activities. 
 
Please remember these activities are just for fun! 
 
   


