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Sidney Paget
The Memoirs of Sherlock Holmes

Sidney Edward Paget was born on October 4, 1860, and died on
January 28, 1908.
Paget was the 4th of 9 children born to Robert Paget, the vestry
clerk of St. James and St. John in Clerkenwell, and Martha
Clarke, a music professor.
While at the Royal Academy School (which he entered in 1881),
Paget became friends with Alfred Butler, who later became his
model for Dr. Watson.
Between 1879 and 1907, Paget contributed at least 19
paintings, including 9 individual portraits, to Royal Academy
exhibitions.
In June, 1893, Paget married Edith Hounsfield, daughter of a
farmer.

It is a commonly held belief Paget used his brother Walter as
the model for Holmes' image. Another brother, Henry, denied
this.
"The assertion that the artist's brother Walter, or any other
person, served as model for the portrait of Sherlock Holmes is
incorrect.”
In all, Paget drew approximately 537 sketches, 356 which
appeared in the Strand Magazine.
As the stories progressed, Paget’s illustrations became more
complex. Critics believe the illustrations became darker as
Paget used tones and shadows to reflect the grim mood of the
stories.

They had four daughters and two sons together: Leslie,
Winifred, Edith, Evelyn, Beryl, and John .

Paget drew the first deerstalker and Inverness cape on Holmes,
appearing in the“Boscombe Valley Mystery” and “Silver Blaze.”
A deerstalker cap was never mentioned in the Canon. (An “earflapped travelling cap” was mentioned in “Silver Blaze”)

Beginning in 1905, Paget began complaining of chest pains,
which has been attributed to ingesting lead-based paint while
sucking on his paint brushes.

Doyle and Paget became friends during this association, so that
Doyle gave Paget a silver cigarette case for Paget’s wedding,
with the inscription… “From Sherlock Holmes, 1895 ”

He died at Margate in January, 1908, and was married at
Marylebone cemetery.

Paget reciprocated by giving Doyle a portrait in 1899.

****************
For many, the images of Holmes and Watson, drawn by Sidney
Paget, have become as much a part of the canon's special
appeal as Doyle’s narratives.
Paget was accidentally hired to illustrate The Adventures
of Sherlock Holmes, 12 short stories that ran from July
1891 to December 1892
The Strand publishers sent the request letter to “Mr.
Paget,” which Sidney assumed was for him, rather than his
younger brother, Walter , who The Strand actually wanted
to do the illustrations (Walter had illustrated Robinson
Crusoe and Treasure Island)

After Paget’s death in 1908, other illustrators were
commissioned to provide the drawings for the final stories
Although friends, Doyle did indicate that Paget had made
Holmes more handsome than Doyle intended
Many of original Paget illustrations have been lost or destroyed
(many during wartime), and only approximately 30 are known
to exist.
Out of the 356 drawings for the Strand, 97 were used in the
stories making up The Memoirs of Sherlock Holmes.
Paget's original drawing of "Holmes and Moriarty in Mortal
Combat at the Edge of the Reichenbach Falls" was sold by
Sotheby's in New York on November 16, 2004, for $220,800.
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I lay back against the cushions… while Holmes, leaning
forward, with his long, thin forefinger checking off the points
upon the palm of his left hand, gave me a sketch of the
events which had led to our journey.
He stepped past and laid
his hand upon the glossy
neck of the thoroughbred.

“Edith Baxter was
within thirty yards of
the stables when a
man appeared out of
the darkness and
called to her to stop.”

“…Immediately beyond there
was a bowl-shaped depression
in the moor, and at the bottom
of this was found the dead
body of the unfortunate
trainer.
“I’ve no time to talk to every gadabout.
We want no strangers here. Be off, or you
may find a dog at your heels.”

I could see that
Holmes was extremely
pleased, for he
chuckled and rubbed
his hands together.

The latter was Colonel Ross… the other,
Inspector Gregory; a man who was
rapidly making his name in the English
detective service.

There was a bench at the
end of the path, and we all
sat down while Holmes
examined… the articles
which Lestrade had handed
to him.

“if you care to smoke a cigar in our
rooms, Colonel, I shall be happy to
give you any other details which
might interest you.”

There was a cab passing as we came
out, and Holmes hailed it. “How far to
Wallington?” he asked. “Only about a
mile, sir.” “Very good. Jump in,
Watson. We must strike while the iron
is hot.”
As we emerged from the sitting-room a
woman… took a step forward and laid her
hand upon the inspector’s sleeve.

Finding that Holmes was too absorbed for conversation
I had tossed aside the barren paper, and … fell into a
brown study.

She was a placid-faced woman,
with large, gentle eyes, and
grizzled hair curving down over
her temples on each side.

“We had learned of the existence of this steward…
subject, too, to occasional fits of hard drinking.”

Our visitor sprang from
his chair. “What!” he
cried, “you know my
name?”
“She was a fine tall
woman… with a proud
way of carrying her head,
and a glint from her eye
like a spark from a flint.”

I approached and knocked at the door,
which was instantly opened by a tall, gaunt
woman with a harsh, forbidding face.

“He swore like a madman and jabbed at me
with an oar…I got past it and got one in with
my stick that crushed his head like an egg.”
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“Anything else?” I asked, for Holmes
was turning the pipe about in his
hand and staring at it in his peculiar
pensive way. He held it up and
tapped on it with his long, thin
forefinger, as a professor might who
was lecturing on a bone.
“He is a big, powerful chap, clean-shaven, and very
swarthy… He jumped up when he heard my
business… but he seemed to have no heart in him,
and he held out his hands quietly enough for the
darbies.”
It was a long ten minutes before
Grant Munro broke the silence,
and when his answer came it was
one of which I love to think. He
lifted the little child, kissed her…
he held his other hand out to his
wife and turned towards the door.

“And I hope, also… that the cares of medical practice
have not entirely obliterated the interest which you
used to take in our little deductive problems.”

Holmes, with a laugh, passed
his hand behind the child’s ear,
a mask peeled off from her
countenance, and there was a
little coal-black negress, with
all her white teeth flashing in
amusement at our amazed
faces.

“I’m Jack Prendergast,” said he, “and by God!
you’ll learn to bless my name before you’ve done
with me.”

My wife came out into the hall as I
entered my house… I made my way
into my study. She followed me,
however, before I could close the door.
“I implore you not to do this,
Jack,” she cried. “I swear that
I will tell you everything
some day, but nothing but
misery can come of it if you
enter that cottage.”

In he walked, a middle-sized, dark-haired, darkeyed, black-bearded man… He had a brisk kind
of way with him and spoke sharply, like a man
who knew the value of time.

Then we rushed on into the captain’s cabin… and there he
lay with his brains smeared over the chart of the Atlantic
which was pinned upon the table.

“For four years I had seen nothing of him until one
morning he walked into my room in Montague
Street. He had changed little, was dressed like a
young man of fashion.
My indignation at this calm examination
of our family documents overcame me ...
He sprang to his feet… and he thrust into
his breast the chart-like paper which he
had been originally studying.

“As to the oak there could be no question at all. Right in front
of the house… there stood a patriarch among oaks, one of the
most magnificent trees that I have ever seen.“
He dived his arm down to the bottom of the chest and brought up a small
wooden box… he produced a crumpled piece of paper, an old-fashioned
brass key, a peg of wood… and three rusty old discs of metal.

… and as he looked up at us it seemed to me that I had never looked upon
a face which bore such marks of grief, and of something beyond grief–of a
horror such as comes to few men in a lifetime.
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I stood for a few
minutes with my heart
in my boots… when up
came a man and
addressed me. He was
very like the chap I had
seen the night before…

“Human nature is a strange mixture, Watson. You see that even a
villain and murderer can inspire such affection that his brother
turns to suicide when he learns that his neck is forfeited.”

“I daresay my face looked as bewildered
as yours did just now when first I read
this message… It was evidently as I had
thought, and some secret meaning must
lie buried in this strange combination of
words.”

An instant afterwards
there appeared a little
wizened fellow with a
cringing manner and a
shambling style of
walking…

“You’re not going away in an unkind spirit,
Hudson, I hope,” said my father with a
tameness which made my blood boil.

When we pulled
him aboard the
boat he proved
to be a young
seaman of the
name of
Hudson… he
could give us no
account of what
had happened
until the
following
morning.

Holmes took up the
scrap of paper, a
facsimile of which is
here reproduced.

“…our eyes were riveted upon that which crouched beside it. It
was the figure of a man, clad in a suit of black, who squatted
down upon his hams with his forehead sunk upon the edge of
the box…

… we threw ourselves upon it with all our weight.
One hinge snapped, then the other, and down came
the door with a crash. Rushing over it, we found
ourselves in the inner room.

Sherlock Holmes
placed the subjoined
paper before us.

It brought me to the very
threshold of the old door.
Two steps to the west
meant now that I was to go
two paces down the stoneflagged passage, and this
was the place indicated by
the Ritual.
As we passed it Holmes, to my unutterable astonishment, leaned
over in front of me and deliberately knocked the whole thing
over.

“It was a prosaic
way of forming a
friendship… I was
laid by the heels
for ten days, and
Trevor used to
come in to inquire
after me.”

The two Cunninghams were
bending over the prostrate figure
of Sherlock Holmes, the younger
clutching his throat with both
hands, while the elder seemed to
be twisting one of his wrists.
My poor friend’s face
had suddenly assumed
the most dreadful
expression. His eyes
rolled upward… he
dropped on his face
upon the ground.

Hall Pycroft shook his clenched hands in
the air. “Good Lord!” he cried, “while I
have been fooled in this way, what has
this other Hall Pycroft been doing at
Mawson’s?”

SUN

MON

TUE

WED

1

THU

2

FRI

3

4

SAT
5

Independence Day

LADY
6

7

8

BLAC
9

10

11

12

GLOR

J
U
L
Y

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

24

25

26

27

28

29

30

31

1

2

DANC
LION

RETI

NAVA

LAST
3

4

5

6

7

8

9

Watson born (1852)

A
U
G
U
S
T

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

28

29

30

NORW
24

25

26

27

CARD
31

BLAC: The Adventure of Black Peter :: DANC: The Adventure of the Dancing Men :: GLOR: The Gloria Scott :: LADY:
The Disappearance of Lady Frances Carfax :: LION: The Adventure of the Lion’s Mane :: NAVA: The Naval Treaty ::
RETI: The Adventure of the Retired Colourman :: CARD: The Cardboard Box :: LAST: His Last Bow :: NORW: The
Adventure of the Norwood Builder

“Inspector Forrester, sir,” said the
butler, throwing open the door.
The official, a smart, keen-faced
young fellow, stepped into the
room.

We were passing him when he
raised his face to look at us in
the circle of light thrown by the
lamp, and as he did so he
stopped and screamed out in a
dreadful voice, “My God, it’s
Nancy!”

The wound upon the dead man
was, as I was able to determine
with absolute confidence, fired
from a revolver at the distance of
something over four yards.

But I held up a warning
finger. “You are here for a
rest, my dear fellow. For
heaven’s sake don’t get
started on a new problem
when your nerves are all in
shreds.”
For three hours we
strolled about together,
watching the everchanging kaleidoscope of
life as it ebbs and flows
through Fleet Street and
the Strand.

Now, I make a point of
never having any
prejudices, and of following
docilely wherever fact may
lead me…

With a wry face I went out into the hall and opened the
door. To my astonishment it was Sherlock Holmes who
stood upon my step. “Ah, Watson,” said he, “I hoped that
I might not be too late to catch you.”

This was a tall young man, surprisingly
handsome, with a dark, fierce face, and
the limbs and chest of a Hercules. He
had his hand under the other’s arm as
they entered, and helped him to a chair
with a tenderness which one would
hardly have expected from his
appearance.
“Naturally, the coachman’s first thought, on finding that he could do nothing for his master,
was to open the door. But here an unexpected and singular difficulty presented itself. The key
was not in the inner side of the door, nor could he find it anywhere in the room.”

“My way ran down a dried-up watercourse, which we
hoped would screen me from the enemy’s sentries; but
as I crept round the corner of it I walked right into six of
them, who were crouching down in the dark waiting for
me.”

“Come, come!” said he in his bustling way. “It’s
the old story. More in your brains than in your
pocket, eh? What would you say if I were to start
you in Brook Street?”
Our visitors arrived at the appointed
time, but it was a quarter to four
before my friend put in an
appearance. From his expression as
he entered, however, I could see that
all had gone well with him.

He was very fat, but had
apparently at some time
been much fatter, so that the
skin hung about his face in
loose pouches, like the
cheeks of a bloodhound.

“The inquest is just over. The medical
evidence showed conclusively that death
was due to apoplexy. You see it was quite
a simple case, after all.”
Shortly, I heard him
running down, and he
burst into my
consulting-room like
a man who is mad
with panic.
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Having done this, he drew
up the windows on each
side, and I found to my
astonishment that they
were covered with paper
so as to prevent my seeing
through them.

Holmes opened it
and smelled the
single cigar which
it contained.

Mycroft Holmes was a much
larger and stouter man than
Sherlock. His body was
absolutely corpulent, but his
face, though massive, had
preserved something of the
sharpness of expression which
was so remarkable in that of his
brother.

I had never heard of the institution, and
my face must have proclaimed as much,
for Sherlock Holmes pulled out his watch.

But what shocked me more
than any signs of physical
weakness was that his face
was grotesquely criss-crossed
with sticking-plaster, and
that one large pad of it was
fastened over his mouth.

Holmes was seated at his side-table clad in his
dressing-gown and working hard over a chemical
investigation.
These last words were in Greek,
and at the same instant the man
with a convulsive effort tore the
plaster from his lips, and
screaming out ‘Sophy! Sophy!’
rushed into the woman’s arms.

She was a striking-looking woman, a little short and thick for symmetry… Her rich
tints made the white face of her companion the more worn and haggard by the
contrast.
Mr. Joseph Harrison drove us down to the station, and we were
soon whirling up in a Portsmouth train. Holmes was sunk in
profound thought and hardly opened his mouth…
“Here is a rough
chart of the place.”

He walked past the couch
to the open window and
held up the drooping
stalk of a moss-rose,
looking down at the
dainty blend of crimson
and green.

The plump young man led us to a spot where
the top of one of the wooden rails had been
cracked. A small fragment of the wood was
hanging down. Holmes pulled it off and
examined it critically.

We found our client still under
the charge of his devoted nurse,
but looking considerably better
than before. He rose from the
sofa and greeted us without
difficulty when we entered.

“This,” said he, taking a gray roll of paper
from his bureau, “is the original of that
secret treaty between England and Italy… It
is of enormous importance that nothing
further should leak out.”

I went down the stairs and into
the hall, where I found the
commissionaire fast asleep in
his box, with the kettle boiling
furiously upon the spirit-lamp.

Phelps raised the cover, and as he did so he
uttered a scream and sat there staring with a face
as white as the plate upon which he looked.

Forbes flung open the door, and we both ran into
the back room or kitchen, but the woman had got
there before us. She stared at us with defiant
eyes… an expression of absolute astonishment
came over her face.
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The carriage which had
brought me was already
out of sight. I stood gazing
round and wondering
where on earth I might be,
when I saw someone
coming towards me in the
darkness.

Holmes had already
wired to Forbes, and we
found him waiting to
receive us–a small, foxy
man with a sharp but
by no means amiable
expression.

The statesman received us with that oldfashioned courtesy for which he is
remarkable and seated us on the two
luxuriant lounges on either side of the
fireplace.

“I hardly expect to go back to
Briarbrae,” answered
Holmes, and waved his hand
to us cheerily as we shot out
from the station.

It was locked, but the key had been left on the
outside. Holmes flung open the door and rushed
in, but he was out again in an instant, with his
hand to his throat.

A moment later the servants’ door was
opened, and Mr. Joseph Harrison stepped
out into the moonlight.

It threw a livid, unnatural circle upon the
floor, while in the shadows beyond we
saw the vague loom of two figures…
Holmes rushed to the top of the stairs to
draw in the fresh air… he threw up the
window and hurled the brazen tripod out
into the garden.

Sherlock Holmes swallowed a
cup of coffee and turned his
attention to the ham and
eggs. Then he rose, lit his
pipe, and settled himself
down into his chair.

The aged ecclesiastic had turned his face towards me. For an
instant the wrinkles were smoothed away, the nose drew away
from the chin, the lower lip ceased to protrude and the mouth to
mumble…igure expanded.

We had reached our house in Baker
Street while we had been talking.
Holmes ascended the stair first, and
as he opened the door of our room
he gave a start of surprise… His
brother Mycroft was sitting
smoking in the armchair.

He held out his hand,
and I saw in the light
of the lamp that two
of his knuckles were
burst and bleeding.

“I can promise you the one,
but not the other,” he
snarled, and so turned his
rounded back upon me and
went peering and blinking
out of the room.

Once, I remember, as we passed over the Gemmi, and walked
along the border of the melancholy Daubensee, a large rock
which had been dislodged from the ridge upon our right …

I was sitting in my room thinking
the matter over when the door
opened and Professor Moriarty
stood before me.

But it was destined that I should, after all, have a last word of greeting
from my friend and comrade… raising my hand I found that it came
from the silver cigarette-case which he used to carry.
A minute later a carriage and engine could be seen flying along
the open curve which leads to the station. We had hardly time
to take our place behind a pile of luggage when it passed with
a rattle and a roar…

It lies with me to tell
for the first time
what really took
place between
Professor Moriarty
and Mr. Sherlock
Holmes.

As I turned away I saw Holmes, with his
back against a rock and his arms folded,
gazing down at the rush of the waters. It
was the last that I was ever destined to
see of him in this world.

