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CONFESSIONS OF A LOCKDOWN SHERLOCKIAN

Anna Behrens © 2021

 

T ypically, Sherlockians reveal that they read their first Sherlock Holmes  story  when  they  were  tweeners,  or  perhaps  in  high school  or  even  college.  Or,  depending  upon  their  generation,  they may  have  come  to  Sherlock  Holmes  through  the  Basil  Rathbone movies or the Jeremy Brett Granada series. I confess here that I was nearly 48 years old before I read my first Sherlock Holmes story and watched my first Jeremy Brett adaptation. That was ten years ago, when  I  was  brought  into  the  Sherlockian  world  by  my  husband Richard.  We  met  later  in  life  and  married  when  I  was  47,  and he, 45.

I did not realize it at the time, but Richard was a Sherlockian of sorts.  He  deeply  appreciated  Conan  Doyle’s  works  and  grew  up reading the stories and watching film and television adaptations. He owned quite a few Sherlock Holmes books, and he even owned the first (and only) issue of  a 1970s Sherlock Holmes comic book, which he  bought  when  he  was  barely  a  tweener.  Richard  was  himself   a writer and had just published his first mystery when we first met. As I re-read his mysteries, this time through a Sherlockian lens, I realize how much Conan Doyle’s writing influenced Richard. His mysteries are  sprinkled  with  homages  to  the  Canon,  and  as  I  discover  each one, I am reminded of  why I fell in love with Richard.

His wry stories take a fictionalized teen-aged Lizzie Borden, and place her in a very real Fall River, MA setting, contemporaneous to the  Victorian  London  of   Baker  Street.  Richard  filled  his  clever mysteries  with  quirky  characters  that  reveal  his  terrific  sense  of humor. He wrote in several genres, but nothing surprised him more than  his  becoming  a  mystery  writer.  He  dd  not  set  out  to  write mysteries,  but  his  Lizzie  Borden,  Girl  Detective  Mysteries  remains some of  his most popular writing. Of  course, Richard did not resent his popular character as Conan Doyle did Holmes, but his detective fiction took up much of  his precious writing time, leaving little for some of  the other projects he wanted to complete.
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On our third wedding anniversary and in celebration of  moving to lovely New England, my husband gifted me the Blu-ray box set of  the Granada series. The crisp images and Jeremy’s embodiment of  Holmes made me completely fall in love with Jeremy, er, I mean Sherlock.  From  then  on,  I  was  hooked,  and  I  read  and  listened  to audio versions of  all the stories. I never did warm to the Rathbone films,  Nigel  Bruce  was  too  much  of   a  buffoon  to  be  believable  as Watson, but Richard made sure to show me the best of  those films. Richard and I had read about the mythic Sherlockian world, so we decided  to  join  a  scion  group.  However,  we  could  not  find  one  in our  area  so  instead  we  started  our  own  Scandalous  Bohemians group in our town of  Keene. It was the happiest times of  our lives, until the darkest time came.

Richard’s stage IV cancer diagnosis was an unimaginable kick in the  gut,  with  a  heart-wrenchingly  brief   life  expectancy  of   18 months.  An  experimental  drug  gave  us  a  few  more  precious  years together before he was gone. Almost miraculously, we fit in a trip to London  just  six  short  months  before  he  passed  away.  We  had  so many  “must  see”  places  on  our  list,  including  some  Sherlockian locales  such  as  The  Sherlock  Holmes  Museum  and  Baker  Street, The Sherlock Holmes Pub, and, stumbling upon it accidentally, St. Bart’s Hospital, which still had the BBC Sherlock fan graffiti of  Sherlock Lives, something that has stayed with me as I knew Richard would go on living in my precious memories.

Months after his death, somehow, I slowly picked up the pieces of  my life and resumed meetings of  the Scandalous Bohemians. It was not easy at first, but my loyal group’s enthusiasm kept me going. Our  group  met  in  my  large  living  room,  where  I  projected  that month’s story presentation onto a screen and followed it up with a viewing a Jeremy Brett adaptation, or some other Sherlockian film. If   there  was  no  adaptation,  our  theatrical  group  read  aloud  the story, truly bringing it to life. It was all the socializing I could muster for a while, as mostly I was still mourning my profound loss.

Then, an all-too short time later, the pandemic changed every‐ thing again. I knew I had to find a focus for myself  otherwise I would sink  into  a  dark  depression  being  so  isolated  and  alone  without
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The Wolf Hunt

A Tale of  The Texas Badlands

by Will Brandon

A Derrick Miles Mystery

When reverence for classic literature combines with

excellent writing and a knack

for atmospheric description, the inevitable result is great

reading.

Holmes and Watson themselves would approve—and so

will you.

—J G    , 2018 Western Writers of  America

Spur Award

winner for Best Traditional Novel
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T  W H runs at the head of the pack as a great

read.

—M C , author of Gunsights and Sites in Texas Ranger History

I               ,             C        B           W     T      a spec‐ tral creature with a six-inch pawprint has spooked livestock of  late. When  British-born  cattle  baron  Basil  Wolverton  is  found  dead outside his own ranch gate, cowhands and nesters alike whisper of an ancestral curse, the dire wolf  of  legend.

Sir Basil’s executor Wesley Barlow knows what he must do: catch the  next  train  for  Fort  Worth,  where  consulting  detective  Derrick Miles and his assistant Dr. Frank Hooper are his best bet to figure out whether there’s been a crime committed . . . or some diabolical force at work.

If  the story sounds familiar, it should. Transporting the Sherlock Holmes classic The Hound of  the Baskervilles to Dickens County, circa 1891,  author  Will  Brandon  reimagines  Sir  Arthur  Conan  Doyle’s thrilling  tale  with  a  Texas  twist  on  a  murderous  beast,  a  fugitive

outlaw,  greed  and  grit,  affairs  of   the  heart,  and  a  landscape  yet untamed.  In  the  popular  tradition  of   serial  publication  The  Texas Spur has obtained exclusive rights to run excerpts of  this new novel, timed with its revised April 2021 release in book form.

 

In the heyday of  Charles Goodnight and Quanah Parker—and one  of   the  craftiest  stalkers  on  the  frontier—The  Wolf   Hunt  traces Hooper’s  solemn  pledge  to  solve  the  vexing  case  with  which  Miles has entrusted him and protect the Wolverton heir in his charge. But will bullets and iron bars bear out against the embodiment of  evil? In  this  high  Victorian  adventure,  the  answer  is  anything  but elementary.

C     1

The Wide-awake

{In which Capt. Derrick Miles and Dr. Frank Hooper

discuss guns, hats, and boots.}
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I                         during  which I  have  been  acquainted  with

Captain  Derrick  Miles,  I  have

admitted him to be of  a peculiar sort

—prone to bouts of  profound medi‐

tation  triggered  by  the  partaking  of

tea  extracted  from  a  certain  cactus

found in the Chihuahuan Desert, for

instance, or excitable in the extreme

when  a  moment  of   epiphany  is  visited  upon  him,  say,  in  the bathtub.

But  nothing  prepared  me  for  the  distressing  sight  that  greeted me late on a blustery autumn afternoon—the twelfth of  October, I well recall—upon my return to our shared bachelor quarters above the bootmaker’s shop.

“Good  God,  man,  don’t  do  it!”  I  shouted  instinctually  and almost lunged at him, before wiser caution caused me to step back. “Why  don’t  you  .  .  .  hand  me  .  .  .  the  gun?”  I  said  in  a  more measured tone.

Derrick  Miles,  seated  almost  in  profile  to  me  at  the  teak-and-brass  campaign  desk  as  I  stepped  through  the  doorway, continued  to  hold  the  weapon  at  arm’s  length  with  its  barrel pointed  toward  the  center  of   his  face,  which  appeared  so  thin in  the  shadows  as  to  be  almost  cadaverous.  He  made  no  move for  several  long  seconds.  I  held  my  breath.  He  inched  the muzzle  closer  and  squinted  his  eye  toward  it  in  the  waning light.

“Miles, please—”

“Bring that lamp over here, would you, Hooper?”

I hesitated to shift my gaze from the scene, as though by my very

force  of   will  I  might  hold  all  the  parts  of   it  frozen  and  forestall disaster.

 

“That oil lamp, yes, please. And light it.”

I  abandoned  my  vigil  for  long  enough  to  fetch  the  lamp.  I slipped a friction match from the box on the table, cranked up the wick, and struck the match, keeping Miles in my sights. I lit the wick and  moved  closer,  shining  the  glow  on  the  firearm  whose  business end was situated a fingerbreadth from Miles’s eyeball.

“Aha, I knew it!” he exclaimed, so suddenly I almost lost my grip on the lamp.

“Knew what?” I asked in relief, as he lowered the gun.

“A  hardened  residue  of   varnish  impregnated  with  grains  of black powder.”

“As one might expect to find inside the barrel of  a gun?”

“As  one  might  expect  to  find  inside  the  barrel  of   a  gun  that hasn’t been fired in some months—or years.”

“You had some concern on that score?”

“At least we know there’s no chance our visitor was a Ranger.”

Miles continued to dangle my duller intellect just out of  reason’s reach, a not infrequent circumstance in our exchanges. “We’ve had an unanticipated visit. Our caller, Hooper, does not appear to have been  a  Texas  Ranger.  And  that  is  very  good  indeed,  since,  where there is a Ranger, there also is trouble.”

“Ah, certainly.” I struggled to keep up. “You had a caller while I was away at the hospital, but did not see him?” Had Derrick Miles benefited from even the slightest contact with any stranger, he would surely  have  swiftly  deduced  the  man’s  occupation,  birthplace,  age, nationality, and more. Such were his estimable powers of  detection.

Miles rose slowly from his seat and indicated the door through which I had come. “That is correct; I was out for the day as well, attending the mayor’s meeting with members of  the state Railroad Commission, about which I will enlighten you later. While you and I were  gone  a  man  lingered  long  enough  in  the  upstairs  corridor  to have dropped crumbs from his biscuit. But he also left behind two valuable  possessions.  The  gun—a  six-chambered  Colt  revolver commonly known as the ‘Peacemaker’—and this.”

Still holding the gun, Miles stepped over to the hat rack beside the door. From amid a row of  pegs on which hung his favorite Boss-of-the-Plains  Stetson,  a  plaid  Scottish  hunting  cap  he  sometimes wore in adverse weather, an ancient and stained cavalry hat, and my own  second-best  black  bowler,  he  lifted  an  old-fashioned,  wide-brimmed sort seldom seen these days in Fort Worth, Texas.

I removed my preferred bowler from my head and rested it on the  vacated  peg,  smoothing  my  hair  back  from  my  brow  and brushing  the  dust  from  my  moustache.  I  hung  my  overcoat,  also dusty  from  the  streetcar  ride  across  town,  on  the  hook  beneath  it. Miles  motioned  me  to  the  velvet  settee  beside  the  hearth,  where Mrs. Simpson’s boy had set coals to burn in the grate. I welcomed the warmth after the shock I’d experienced at first seeing Miles with the gun.

“Take  a  look,  Hooper,”  he  said,  turning  the  hat  so  I  could inspect its inside. There I read, stamped in gold, “          |      ‐

 | 1871.”

“What  do  you  deduce  from  this  information?”  he  asked, standing with his back to me, hands clasped behind him.

“Our visitor was a gentleman and a Yankee?”

He  turned  to  warm  his  other  side.  “Perhaps.  One  of   sufficient age and thrift as to have held onto his hat for two decades, and to have preserved it all the way West. You might recall, as I do from an advertisement  in  an  old  issue  of  Puck,  that  the  renowned  haber‐ dasher was established in sixty-eight. And something else.”

I peered closely to examine the napless black felt of  its manufac‐ ture, which appeared to me to be of  superior quality but scuffed; the wide silk hatband, which was glossy but soiled; and the sweatband inside, where I noted a small paper label tucked in. “Six and seven-eighths! The owner must have a rather small head. Do you concur?”

“Indeed,  my  dear  Hooper.  You’ll  catch  on  yet.  But  you  have failed to note one matter of  some importance.”

“I have?”

“Run  your  fingers  across  the  crown,  and  lean  in  and  use  your olfactory sense as well. What do you detect?”

I did as instructed, and my fingers immediately picked up traces

of   dark  particles,  a  whiff   of   which  revealed  the  smell  of—coal smoke.  “The  owner  has  arrived  on  the  train—rather  recently,  I suppose.”
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For  more  information  and  avail‐
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ability     concerning     the     above pastiche,  contact  the  author  at

Barbara      Brannon      barbara. brannon@gmail.com




HOLMES AND ME

Doctor Watson’s literary work existed in book form and that firmly set me on the Canonical studies road.

Throughout  my  life,  the  Great
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Detective  and  his  redoubtable  biog‐

rapher  have  opened  uncounted

doors  for  me.  They  led  me  to  want

to learn more about their time, and I

discovered  the  Victorian  world  and

its  inhabitants.  I  read  books  that

many  of   my  classmates  would  have

found intolerably boring; but not for

me, because I was literally following

on the footsteps of  Sherlock Holmes!

Passing  mentions  from  our  erudite

detective  pointed  me  to  Ancient

Greece and Rome, German philosophy, currencies (their exchange rates  and  value,  especially  napoleons!),  and  later  to  the  study  of logic and ethics. In spite of  the efforts of  several harried housemas‐ ters,  it  was  Holmes  who  imbued  in  me  the  ideal  of   the  English gentleman.  And,  to  be  candid,  it  was  Doctor  Watson  who  first personified for me what loyalty is.

Not  many  can  boast  of   having  had  Mr.  Holmes  as  father  and mentor!

Over  the  years,  I  have  given  many  presentations  to  various groups  about  the  “World  and  Times  of   Sherlock  Holmes.”  I  am ever surprised how interested these audiences, many of  them young people,  are  in  learning  more  about  the  Great  Detective.  Although questions  usually  tend  to  orbit  around  the  seven-percent  solution, Professor Moriarty, as well as the true relationship of  Holmes to the notorious  adventuress  Irene  Adler,  many  more  are  enchanted  as  I am  by  the  glimpse  he  provides  into  1895,  a  time  when  everything seemed to have had its place and purpose, and the world gracefully flowed in three-quarter time.

Small  wonder  that  23%  of   the  people  polled  in  a  2008  survey believed  that  Winston  Churchill  was  a  literary  creation  while  58% thought that Sherlock Holmes was real!
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For over a dozen years now, I have been the discussion leader— or,  as  I  like  to  refer  to  myself,  the  “Master  of   Hounds”—for  The Hounds  of   the  Internet,  the  oldest  Internet  scion  society.  Every week I post for discussion a newsletter covering one of  the 60 cases which is, to be honest, a labor of  love.

My two friends have given me so much and still do, that I am urged  to  give  back  a  little  of   what  they  have  favored  me  with  for, literally, a lifetime.
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WHAT SHERLOCK HOLMES MEANS TO ME

Cindy Brown, Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate © 2021

 

I didn’t realize was how involved I would end up being and enjoying W hen I got involved with the Crew of  the Barque Lone Star about 12 years ago, I thought it would be, well…fun. What every minute of it.

It turned out that I would meet some amazing people and would have some really interesting experiences. At least interesting to me. I realized  right  away  that  the  other  Sherlockians,  like  myself   were really into reading and loved to talk about the minute details of  the stories in the Canon. But then I found out, sometimes the hard way, that  these  people  wanted  to  pick  apart  and  dissect  the  stories  to  a degree  I  had  never  thought  about.  It  never  occurred  to  me  that some might view Arthur Conan Doyle as racist, or that Dr. Watson might  be  considered  somewhat  of   a  womanizer  in  many  nations and at least three separate continents, or Sherlock Holmes might be bipolar. How dreadful for all of us.

In  some  of   the  meetings  and  seminars  that  I  have  been  lucky enough  to  attend,  I  have  learned  about  the  common  crimes  of Victorian England, and those that weren’t so common. The English laws  that  kept  women  of   the  late  1800’s  from  owning  their  own property or even retaining their salary from whatever job they were allowed  to  hold.  I  mean,  are  you  kidding?  The  laws  of   the  time decided that the man (master of  the house) would be the responsible parent  if   there  was  a  divorce,  in  nearly  every  circumstance.  Poor kids!!!

Like  many  of   us,  the  best  thing  about  Sherlock  Holmes  is  the unbelievable  friendships  that  come  from  the  scions.  I  often  wish  I had known these people for the last 50 years rather than just the last twelve.  And  of   course,  with  the  pandemic,  those  friendships  have deepened and expanded based on our common goal to get through this and make the most of it.

Sherlock Holmes has got me involved with the Beacon Society, whose goal it is to help educate children about Sherlock Holmes and
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even  more  importantly,  to  take  a  serious  interest  in  a  most  fun subject. Reading is such a wonderful pastime. I believe anyone who reads  can  learn  things  he/she  never  dreamed  of,  and  best  of   all, he/she  will  never  be  alone  or  without  friends.  So,  to  become  the committee chair of  the grants committee for the Beacon Society has been an honor for me, and I hope to be involved in this great trust for a long time to come.

Because I really like to meet new people and spend a lot of  time at  the  Sherlockian  conferences  chatting  up  anyone  and  everyone, this has served a unique benefit to our society, especially during the pandemic.  I  have  met  so  many  wonderful  people  over  the  past twelve years, that once the pandemic hit and the world went virtual, I  reached  out  to  friends  near  and  far,  and  came  up  with  some amazing  speakers,  really  titans  of   the  Sherlockian  world  to  come virtually and visit our Dallas scion society.

But for me one of  the side benefits of  knowing Sherlock Holmes is the fact that it has taught me that I CAN do presentations, I CAN speak in front of  a large group of  like-minded people, and best of all,  is  that  I  CAN  actually  write  a  pastiche,  a  toast,  or  an  article. What  fun  for  an  accountant  to  discover  that  life  is  more  than  just living  inside  the  box!  As  a  career  accountant  and  Certified  Public Accountant, I was told in college that creative accountants often go to jail. And I did and still believe that, as far as doing financial work is concerned. However, Sherlock Holmes truly has opened up a part of   my  being  that,  based  on  my  profession  and  my  belief,  never allowed me to expand, and grow, and learn.

So,  Sherlock  Holmes  taught  me  to  not  only  look  outside  of myself  for new interests, but to also look inward.
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SHERLOCK HOLMES AND ME

Carol Cavalluzzi, ASH, Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate © 2021

 

I met Sherlock Holmes one summer when I just turned nine years old.  We  did  not  have  air  conditioning  in  our  home,  but  my mother knew how to keep us cool in the hot afternoons. As the sun moved  around  our  house,  she  would  open  and  close  windows  and drapes keeping the cooler air in and the hot air out. Each afternoon, she  would  spread  a  cool  cotton  sheet  on  the  living  room  floor  in front of  our TV, with its 10”, black and white screen. Drapes and windows closed to the afternoon sun, my brother and I would watch Sherlock  Holmes  movies.  I  fell  in  love  with  Basil  Rathbone  and Nigel Bruce, as well as the stories. As TV programing improved, I lost touch with Sherlock Holmes. Fast forward 30 + years and I now lived in Syracuse, NY and I worked for Syracuse University in the Geology  Library.  Eileen  Snyder  was  my  boss  and  she  was  a  little dynamo.  She  recruited  anyone  and  everyone  to  join  the  various groups  she  belonged  to  and  believe  me  she  was  involved  in  a  lot. Come to find out she was the Corresponding Secretary and one of the founding members of  the Mycroft Holmes Society of  Syracuse, a Scion Society of  the Baker Street Irregulars. She asks me if  I like Sherlock Holmes and, of  course, I answer yes, and she tells me I will go with her to the meeting—like now. Eileen set up all the meetings and attendees brought snacks to pass. She arranged for speakers on a  special  topic  or  a  member  would  present  a  paper.  I  was  hooked and even if  I wasn’t, Eileen would have dragged me anyway. These meetings opened up a whole new world for me. Sometimes Eileen needed  help  to  send  out  meeting  notices  in  the  member  provided, self-addressed envelopes (we didn’t have email then) and I helped— after all she was my boss. I soon learned the procedure and many times  I  was  composing  the  letter  notices  from  her  notes.  When Eileen died in 1993, I addressed the members, asking them if  they intended  to  continue  meeting,  if   they  did  I  would  send  out  the notices  and  continue,  with  their  help,  to  keep  the  group  alive.  I became the Corresponding Secretary and I am still. If  joining the
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HOLMES AND ME

Lightning, then even more thunder. As if  on bloody cue. Even with his distance, even without my paralyzing fear, I doubt I could outrun him – down 17 steps to freedom. And, knowing this villain, he was armed in a way I could not even see.

What choice did I have?

Shamefully, I nodded my head.

 

Part 3: The Game Begins

From the void, a deck of  cards was tossed to me, and I was grateful to discover my reflexes had not abandoned me yet – I might need them, very soon. I snatched the box as it spun in the air. As if  in a trance,  I  rested  my  cane  against  a  nearby  chair,  discarded  the  box and  produced  its  contents.  52  cards  rested  between  my  trembling hands  –  a  condition  I  hoped  Mordred  could  not  see.  I  began  to shuffle  them,  expertly  –  a  habit  formed  from  my  addiction  that superseded any anxiety exhibited in my fingers. I inspected the cards as they flashed by – they didn’t seem to be marked, eliminating the possibility of  Mordred cheating during our game of  chance. But the distance  between  us  and  the  growing  smoke  precluded  the  use  of marks anyway.

I looked at the cards. My mind flashed to Mary. The way she’d use Tarot cards to tell people’s fortunes.

“Think  of   your  best  friend,”  the  almost  disembodied  voice cracked.

“Beg your pardon?” I replied, but the name flashed anyway.

“Beg  all  you  want,  Watson,”  the  evil  voice  then  cackled,  “but first  follow  my  rules.  Think  of   your  best  friend.  Their  name  shall dictate the moves in our little game.”

“When  does  our  ‘game’  begin?”  I  shouted  through  the thunder.

“It already has, good Doctor. You shuffled the deck already, and I see from your posture you’ve made a choice. However many letters your friend’s name has, that is the number of  cards we’ll use. But as you can see, the choice is yours only. Can’t be fairer than that,” he chuckled through the smoke.
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I held the appropriate number of  cards in my hands. I discarded the rest onto the seat of  the chair.

“Look at the bottom card,” the eerie voice then continued. “And you shall remember it. I bet I can tell you what the card’ll be. All or nothing, Doctor Watson.”

Again, as if  in a trance, I nodded my head.

“What is the card, villain?” I growled toward his form.

“My game, my rules, Doctor,” he almost spat in reply. “Spell the name - the top card represents each new letter. Move each top card with each letter to the bottom. Stop when the name stops.”

Doing  what  I  was  told,  I  took  the  top  card  to  the  bottom  and spelled the name one card and one letter at a time.

“Good,  Doctor  –  one  last  step,”  he  cackled,  enjoying  his “game.” “We will eliminate all the cards until we have one. Toss the top card here.”

With spite, I hurled the top card in his direction.

“Now place the new top card to the bottom again.”

Like a puppet, I obeyed.

“Toss the top card here,” he continued beyond the smoke.

We played his strange game. Step by step, I tossed the top card to him, then I dealt the new top card to the bottom… until I had one card left in my shaking hand.

I stared at its back. My mind flashed through years of  gambling and  its  lessons.  There  wasn’t  any  way  he  could  call  my  final  card. Not  even  a  professional  cheat  could  know  from  this  distance.  And not through this smoke.

“I repeat, what’s the card?” I growled, knowing the game – and my time – was up.

“The same as before, Doctor,” he replied amidst the gloom.

I didn’t understand his meaning – then I flipped the card.

It was indeed the same. The same bloody card I had memorized at the beginning.

My mind shrieked, But how?

Frantically, my brain searched for some kind of  saving grace. A loophole within his game.
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HOLMES AND ME

the  only  time  this  would  happen.  But  when  it  was  necessary,  he would always be there.

And that is why – that night and all nights following - I think of him first and foremost as one thing:

He was my best friend.

John H. Watson, MD, London

 

Editor’s Note: The card game that Holmes used on Watson does  indeed  work  –  either  with  the  names  “Mary”  or “Sherlock.”  Any  reader  at  any  future  date  can  try  it themselves.  Tarot  Cards  work  as  well.  Watson  –  and  his Magic Mary – have left us with a card trick that exceeds the boundaries of  time and space.

Strangely, the word “Brownies” also works - “For Kurio”

as well. And, fittingly, “Brownies for Kurio.”

 

Special  thanks  to  magicians  Joe  Diamond  and  Jordan  Jonas for Mary Watson’s Tarot Card Game
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Kurio,  the  only  known  female  of   Holmes’  Baker  Street Irregulars
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According  to  history,  she  became  “The  Toast  of   Trafalgar Square”

Fittingly, she also loved toast

For Krystal

I love you

[image: ]

 

The Watson Tarot Card from Artist and Magician Holly Hammond
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GET YOUR HAT

Margie Deck © 2021

‘However, we may as well go and have a look. I shall work it out on my own

hook. I may have a laugh at them if  I have nothing else. Come on!'

He hustled on his overcoat, and bustled about in a way that showed that an

energetic fit had superseded the apathetic one.

'Get your hat,' he said.

'You wish me to come?'

'Yes, if  you have nothing better to do.’

A minute later we were both in a Hansom, driving furiously for the Brixton

Road.

—A Study in Scarlet

 

O ne fall night a few years ago, I walked up to the door of  the local Ford dealership with a large box of  raffle prizes for the husband’s  car  club  meeting  in  my  hands  when  a  woman  beside  a desk in the service department rushed over to open the door for me. I started to thank her when she cut me off.

“Sherlock!”  she  said  excitedly.  “Cumberbatch  is  great!  Dr. Watson!”

“Yes!” I said cheerfully back to her. “I do like Sherlock and Dr. Watson, but how did you know? Is it oozing out of  my pores now?”

She laughed and told me she had spotted my license plate frame when the husband dropped me off  at the door before he drove on to search  for  a  parking  spot.  We  had  a  short,  lovely  chat  about  BBC Sherlock,  Jeremy  Brett,  and  the  Arthur  Conan  Doyle  Canon,  of which she had only read a little but planned to read more. I never saw her again but I hope she got her hat. “Get your hat” is the only way I can think of  describing that initial jump off  into the greater Sherlockian  world,  that  point  when  casual  interest  becomes  an avocation.

It happened to Dr. Watson. The point in A Study in Scarlet when Holmes  changes  from  “I”  to  “we’”  and  issues  Watson  his  original invitation  to  come  along  (“...we  may  as  well  go  and  have  a

51

look...Come  on!”)  has  always  stood  out  to  me.  Watson  misses  it totally until he is told to “get your hat.” Watson had not learned yet to pay attention to nuance in Holmes’s speech but he would learn in time. Despite many movie scripts to the contrary, once Watson gets his hat, he quickly becomes Holmes’s “partner and confidant.”

I got my hat in the fall of  2006 when I attended my first Sound of  the Baskervilles gathering in Seattle. The SOBs were (and are) a delightful  group  of   Holmes  aficionados,  knowledgeable,  friendly, funny and chatty. I immediately felt at home although I knew I had a lot to learn about Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson. My previous three  years  of   reading  about  Holmes  and  lightly  chatting  with  the Welcome Holmes group on Yahoo were a solid jumping point into the face-to-face world of  Sherlockian friendship and scholarship.

Once the hat was comfortable, the world got larger: one year, a trek  to  New  York  for  the  inaugural  Gas  Fitter’s  Ball,  then  on  to  a long-term relationship with The John H Watson Society, then onto finding  many  Sherlockian  friends  via  Twitter,  meeting  The  Story Petrels of  BC, volunteering for the Left Coast Sherlockian Sympo‐ sium, and on and on. Like all human associations, this world has its challenges, but, mostly, it is a delightful place to inhabit.

 

N , more than 15 years into my hatted inhabitation of  Holmes’s world, sometimes I get weary and contemplate a break. Then some‐ thing always happens to remind me of  the rest of  the conversation after  Watson  was  told  to  get  his  hat:  “You  wish  me  to  come?”  he asked Holmes, who then replied “Yes, if  you have nothing better to do.” If  you have nothing better to do. Of  course, at that moment, Watson had nothing better to do, emphasis on nothing.

He  could  hardly  weigh  one  experience  against  another  as  he had  not  shared  the  world  of   Holmes’s  investigations  before.  His experience  with A  Study  in  Scarlet  taught  him  that  while  he  might enjoy  life  in  many  other  ways  he  would  always  return  to  Holmes because he had nothing better to do, emphasis on better. I find that statement to be true for me even when I’m a little weary of  Holmes.
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I had no one to share my enthusiasm with, and life again inter‐ fered  with  my  pursuit  of   Sherlockiana.  Circumstances  with  my employer became unbearable and I started to look for another job. Fortunately,  I  was  offered  a  great  position,  but  unfortunately  it required  us  to  relocate,  not  once,  but  twice  over  a  several  year period.  However,  during  that  unsettled  time  I  managed  to  expand my book collection to include other works of  Doyle, but I was still lonely Sherlockian.

We finally settled down in 1994 in Reading, Pennsylvania, and I was determined to find other Sherlockians. Through “The Hounds of   the  Internet”  I  discovered  Watson’s  Tin  Box  scion  in  nearby Baltimore and arranged to attend a meeting. I was nervous, appre‐ hensive and excited.

It was on that occasion I met the gentleman who would shape my Sherlockian career. Before the meeting, I was taken to the home of  Paul Churchill. I was immediately blown away, because Paul had re-created the sitting room in his home. It had never occurred to me to pursue collecting artifacts from the stories, and now I was really hooked.

Paul and I became very close friends and he encouraged me to create  my  own  sitting  room.  We  shared  ideas  and  the  excitement any  time  either  of   us  found  a  ‘little  treasure’  to  include  in  our rooms.  My  wife  said  she  was  grateful  we  lived  3-hours  away  from Paul, because if  we lived closer, she would never see me. We spent many hours on the phone and then on e-mail when Paul finally got online.

My Sherlockian course was now set, but it received a tragic blow one night when I got a call from Paul. He told me he was dying with cancer and after his death, asked to liquidate his collection for the benefit of  his son.

 

P  away on November 7, 2008. I think about him every

day.  His  photograph  is  displayed  in  my  sitting  room  and  in  my office.  I  still  communicate  with  his  son  Mark  who  has  visited  me several times from his home in Nebraska. If  I had never met Paul, I
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doubt  I  would  have  risen  to  the  enthusiasm  as  Sherlockian  that I did.

Paul Churchill was the best and wisest Sherlockian whom I have ever known. 
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MY LIFE WITH HOLMES

or

I REGRET I HAVE ONLY ONE LIFE TO GIVE TO

SHERLOCK

Joe Eckrich, BSI © 2021

 

favorite, or in the pages of  the Garden City one volume A t this time of  life I am not certain whether I first met Holmes through  the  Basil  Rathbone  films,  which  are  still  among  my The Complete Sherlock Holmes. I suspect it was the films first and the book not too long after. I attended a Catholic grammar school which had a small library, and I’m sure there was not one Sherlock Holmes book in it. The closest public library, Buder Library, was in the basement of  a St. Louis public school about 20 blocks from my home. I was in the seventh grade at this time and I would periodically ride my bike to the library to take out books. Unlike Morley I did not read them on my  ride  home.  I  already  had  an  interest  in  mystery  and  detective books, and then I ran across The Complete Sherlock Holmes.

I  began  reading  the  stories  and,  like  so  many  others,  I  was hooked. I continued to take out the book from time to time until I had read all of  the stories it contained. Looking back I can’t recall any  specific  memories  of   favorite  stories  or  of   being  frightened when  I  read The  Hound  of   the  Baskervilles,  but  I  obviously  enjoyed them  and  never  really  lost  interest  the  stories  or  the  character. However,  watching  the  Rathbone  films  and  the  Ronald  Howard shows whenever they appeared on television and reading the stories was all I did. I finished college, went into the Army and to Viet Nam and  got  married  without  much  more  involvement  with  Holmes. Then  in  1974  Nicholas  Meyer  published The  Seven-Per-Cent  Solution and the flood gates opened. I found books by Michael Harrison and Michael Hardwick, both of  whom I later met and spent time with, and  many  others.  There  were  actually  books  about  Sherlock Holmes. I had no idea how many until I found a remaindered copy of  Baring-Gould’s Sherlock Holmes of  Baker Street, a book I can’t really recommend except for Appendix II, “The Bibliographic Holmes: A
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Selective  Compilation.”  I  was  hitting  the  bookstores  frequently  in those  days  and  buying  every  new  book  about  Sherlock  Holmes  I could  find.  I  didn’t  realize  it  at  the  time  but  I  was  on  my  way  to becoming a collector.

I still didn’t know about the BSI or scion societies. It wasn’t until Southern Illinois University in Edwardsville, Illinois across the river from St. Louis held some sort of  event with different groups having booths. One of  those partaking was The Noble Bachelors, the local scion society. I totally missed the event but fortunately my father was an engineer at the local CBS station and they had run a segment on it, including the Noble Bachelors. After he told me about it I tracked down  Philip  Shreffler,  the  founder  and  head  of   the  society,  and  I was  invited  to  a  meeting.  That  first  meeting  was  in  January  1977, and I had to drive through a snow storm to make it but it was worth it.  It  was  my  first  real  step  into  this  Hobby  of   ours  and  I  haven’t stopped yet.

I became active in The Noble Bachelors and, when Phil Shref‐ fler decided to step down, I took over the group. I’m still not sure what the title was or if  there even was a title. Unfortunately I even‐ tually moved to Chicago with my job and, although I tried running the  group  from  there,  it  soon  became  evident  it  was  not  going  to work  and  I  stepped  down.  I  was  only  in  Chicago  for  a  year  and when  I  returned  I  continued  to  attend  The  Noble  Bachelor  meet‐ ings.  At  the  time  there  were  no  other  groups  in  the  immediate  St. Louis area. They met for dinner meetings 2 or 3 times a year with a group too large to discuss anything Sherlockian in detail, although there was a Sherlockian program at each dinner meeting. I eventu‐ ally wanted to meet in a smaller group to discuss the stories, so in 1988  I  founded  The  Parallel  Case  of   St.  Louis  which,  under  Rob Nunn,  is  still  going  strong  today.  The  name  was  taken  from  a mention in The Sign of  Four, one of  only two mentions of  St. Louis in the Canon.

I  attended  my  first  John  Bennett  Shaw  workshop  in  1983  at Benedictine College in Lisle, Illinois and once again my Sherlockian world expanded. I met Sherlockians from around the country, many
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HOW I BECAME A SHERLOCKIAN

Wendy Heyman-Marsaw, MBt © 2021

 

I quite  simply  was  born  into  it.  My  dad  was  an  anglophile,  an early  Sherlockian  and  a  wonderful  inspiration.  The  New  York City  apartment  I  grew  up  in  had  a  Victorian  décor:  red  flocked wallpaper,  simulated  gaslight  chandelier  and  a  violin  hung  upon  a wall.

Dad,  born  in  1914,  could  very  well  have  read  original  Canon tales.  He  smoked  pipes,  and  his  specially  blended  tobacco  notori‐ ously  smelled  like  elephant  dung.  He  wore  the  only  deerstalker  on the New York City subway system. His tweed overcoat looked like it came from Basil Rathbone’s dressing room.

When I was five, I went on my first of  several visits to Gillette’s Castle.  I  was  given  a  paperback  copy  of  The  Adventures  of   Sherlock Holmes at the age of  8. Dad and I would discuss the stories. On my 13th  birthday  I  was  treated  to  my  first  Broadway  play,  “Baker Street”, starring Fritz Weaver as Sherlock Holmes. If  a Nigel Bruce and  Basil  Rathbone  movie  was  on  TV,  the  entire  family  would gather round our television set.

When I was in university, I had the opportunity to spend 1972 in London,  England  studying  at  the  London  Polytechnic  founded  in 1838  (now  the  University  of   Westminster).  While  there  I  steeped myself   in  as  many  Sherlockian  influences  available  at  the  time.  I joined the Sherlock Holmes Society of  London, visited Baker Street and  locales  where  stories  were  set,  and  frequented  The  Sherlock Holmes Pub as often as a student’s pocketbook permitted.

My  first  job  was  at  WOR-TV  in  New  York  City  where  I  was fortunate to meet the late Chris Steinbrunner, BSI and co-author of The Films of  Sherlock Holmes (Citadel Press, 1978). Chris and I formed a friendship and he regaled me with stories about BSI meetings, and we enjoyed many story discussions.

Work  necessitated  a  move  to  Toronto,  Canada.  I  was  unaware of   The  Canadian  Sherlock  Holmes  Society,  known  as  “The  Boot‐ makers”.  I  did  maintain  my  membership  in  the  London  Society,
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however,  and  watched  Granada’s  Jeremy  Brett  productions  reli‐ giously.

In 2004 I moved to Halifax, Nova Scotia. I discovered the local society, The Spence Munros, founded by Mark Alberstat, BSI, MBt. Mark  and  his  wife,  JoAnn  edit  the  Canadian  Sherlock  Holmes publication, Canadian  Holmes.  I  pitched  the  idea  of   a  regular  Mrs. Hudson  column  about  her  tenants  and  Victorian  life  in  general accompanied  by  related  recipes.  After  5  years  and  membership  in the Bootmakers I was awarded the title of  Master Bootmaker. That same  year  MX  Publishing,  London,  proposed  a  book  featuring  all my  Mrs.  Hudson  columns.  The  title  is Memoirs  from  Mrs.  Hudson’s Kitchen and was edited by Mark and JoAnn. I also began a quarterly blog,  www.mrshudsonskitchen.com  .  Subsequently,  I  was  invited  to write  several  scholarly  articles  for  books,  many  reviews,  and  had editing assignments as well.

So what began as a youthful indoctrination has now become an all-consuming  passion.  I  feel  I  have  finally  earned  the  right  call myself  a true Sherlockian.
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[image: ]

same,  just  because  the  people  who

really got  him  were  there,  and  while one  hates  to  use  such  a  common

metaphor as “moth to a flame,” the

blaze of  Sherlock Holmes’s spirit just

makes one that moth.

At least in my case.

I think I might have been happy

just as a shy kid who grew into a shy

adult.  I  might  have  been  perfectly

okay not having the little adventures

that  led  to  bigger  adventures.  I

might  not  have  missed  those  little

tests of  courage like speaking to a crowd of  twenty that led to the ability to comfortably speak before a crowd of  a hundred. It’s not all exploring Tibet, this adventure thing.

For some of  us, adventure is just what it was for John H. Watson — following Sherlock Holmes into a place you never thought you’d see, meeting people you never thought you’d meet. Maybe we don’t risk  Adaman  poison  darts,  African  powder  vapors,  or  .  .  .  well, American bullets might still a concern . . . but we do have what are, for us, real adventures.

Adventures with Sherlock Holmes.

May they never end.
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My  only  hope  is  that  once  we  return  to  normalcy  and  meet  in person, scions will figure out a way to continue to meet virtually.

My  new  hobby  of   playing  the  game  is  one  that  has  not  only introduced  me  to  the  writings  of   ACD  but,  more  importantly,  has introduced  me  to  people  who  have  played  the  game  for  over  40 years and who I am happy to call friends.
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WHY I PREFER PETER CUSHING AND HIS ACTING AS

MY SHERLOCK HOLMES IN MY HEART AND MY HEAD

Ron Lies © 2021

 

have tried to play Holmes have done so with skill and great acting I give all my respect to every one’s beliefs as to their favorite actor to play Holmes is. All the actors, with every few exceptions, who ability.

My belief  in Cushing goes back to when I first read the Canon. I have always seen Holmes as one who knows and projects that he is right and why is everyone else so wrong and so far back of  him in solving the case?

Yet,  at  the  same  time  and  the  further  into  the  cases  I  read,  I picked up the feeling that Holmes did question his own infallibly. To me  that  comes  out  more  clearly  in  the  later  cases.  But  to  me  it  is always there and one reason why Holmes is so attractive to me.

Peter  Cushing  in  his  acting  style  and  the  use  of   his  exquisitely sculptured  facial  features  and  his  eyes  gives  me  the  same  feeling about the Holmes he is portraying. The way he treats Watson is the same  to  me  in  the  written  cases  and  in  the  very  few  times  we  see Cushing on screen in his Holmes reaction to Watson as to what he has  done  or  not  done  to  fit  what  Holmes  wanted.  The  criticism  is balanced with an almost loving acceptance and a desire to help but not hurt Watson no matter how it appears.

This  a  shortened  version  of   my  thoughts  and  offers  no  proof outside of  my own beliefs. It is the first time I have set what I feel on paper.

Thanks  for  taking  the  time  to  read,  Ron  in  Denver,  One  for whom the Game is and always be Afoot.
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MY ONE FIXED POINT IN A CHANGING AGE

Diane Gilbert Madsen © 2021

 

definition  according  to  Merriam-Webster.  According  to  me,  my D estiny.  \  ˈde-st -n   /  n.  a  predetermined  course  of   events often  held  to  be  an  irresistible  power  or  agency.  That’s  the Destiny was predetermined by that irresistible power called Sherlock Holmes. In a rapidly changing and challenging world, Holmes has been my one fixed point, and he has taken me through many adven‐ tures of  my own.

 

T   everyone  remembers  their  first  love.  That’s  how  I  feel

about the first Sherlockian story I read, “The Musgrave Ritual.” To be  precise,  I  never  exactly  fell  in  love  with  Sherlock  Holmes  -  I wanted  to  BE  him.  His  super  intelligence  and  quirkiness  immedi‐ ately captivated me, and I eagerly devoured the other stories. Soon I found myself  using him as my touchstone in life. Whenever some‐ thing happened, I’d wonder what Holmes would do – how would he handle  it.  This  game  plan  has  frequently  paid  off.  Like  the  time  I watched a TV report about a bloody murder in my Chicago suburb. Later that day I happened to walk past the Police station and saw several articles of  clothing strewn on the ground being blown about by the wind. At closer look, the clothes were all reddish, soaked with what  looked  like  blood.  Could  these  be  the  murder  victim’s garments?  What  were  they  doing  on  the  ground?  It  was  nearing dinner  hour:  not  a  cop  in  sight.  Another  blast  of   wind  wafted  the clothes nearly into the street traffic. What would Holmes do? I took tissues  from  my  purse  and  lifted  each  piece  by  a  corner.  I  entered the station and the Desk Sergeant named Fitzsimmons jumped up and  was  about  to  take  the  clothes  when  another  cop  grabbed  his arm. “Don’t touch those,” he shouted. “That’s evidence in a murder case.” He told Fitzsimmons that he had laid out the clothes in the sun  to  dry.  Fitzsimmons  gave  him  a  dirty  look.  I  pointed  to  the tissues  and  explained  about  the  wind.  Both  cops  scanned  me  with
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that  look  only  cops  can  give  you,  and  Fitzsimmons  said,  “So  you think you’re Sherlock Holmes, eh?” I nodded affirmatively.

Friends, relatives and of  course my parents knew I was an avid Sherlockian.  One  year  my  Dad  gave  me  a  magnifying  glass  for Christmas, and I carried it everywhere in my purse. I think I wanted a crime to be committed so that, like Holmes, I could pull it out and investigate.  Another  fan  of   Sherlock  Holmes  was  my  brother  Al, now  a  noted  wildlife  artist.  He  sketched  out  a  scene  based  on  a drawing in Collier’s Magazine depicting Holmes and Watson in 221B Baker Street. All our friends saw it, and it encouraged them to read and talk about the adventures.

Meanwhile my patient parents, much like Mrs. Hudson, let me mess up the house fooling around with scientific experiments. Forget about Barbie dolls and dating: for me the thrill was writing a mono‐ graph  on  regeneration  in  Planaria  and  going  to  the  State  Science Fair with them. Soon I started assembling my own agony column of bizarre and unusual events based on my fascination with the agony column  in  the Times  that  Holmes  faithfully  read  and  sometimes utilized. Friends and relatives still send me curious articles to include in it.

My  first  checking  account  was  with  Barclay’s  Bank  in  Chicago because they offered special Sherlock Holmes checks. With my first job,  I  bought  the  two  volumes  of   Baring-Gould’s Annotated  Sherlock Holmes ,  well-worn  and  still  on  my  shelves.  And  yes,  I  happily collected Sherlockian statues, Christmas ornaments, and posters of Holmes  and  his  London.  When  my  husband  Tom  and  I  joined Chicago’s Criterion Bar Association, we won Cri Bar mugs for our presentation on Outrageous Theories with a genealogy proving that Sherlock and Mycroft were the last of  the Stuarts.

Two  other  Chicagoans,  Ely  M.  Liebow  and  Thomas  J.  Joyce, both  great  Sherlockians,  expanded  my  interest  and  knowledge  of Conan Doyle, Dr. Joe Bell, and all things Sherlockian. It was always a joy to get together and discuss the enigmatic, unique and arcane in the Canon.

Here’s  where  we  get  back  to  Destiny.  My  M.A.  was  in  English Literature specializing in the 17th century based on – you guessed it
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-  my  early  interest  in  the  Stuarts,  the  English  crown,  cavaliers, puzzles, and mysteries from “The Musgrave Ritual.” Together with my M.A. and my interest in murder and mayhem, it was my Destiny to become a mystery writer. I wrote the DD McGil Literati Mystery Series  which  uses  real  life  events  in  famous  authors’  lives  and projects  the  results  out  to  current  crimes  in  current  times  to  be solved  by  heroine  DD  McGil.  Tom  Joyce,  who  owns  Joyce  &  Co. Rare  Books  &  Appraisals  in  Chicago,  is  a  continuing  character  in the series, and I’ve used items from my agony column in the stories. For  my  third  mystery,  my  husband  and  my  brother  Al  both suggested  I  use  Arthur  Conan  Doyle  as  the  Literati  figure.  So  I tackled  the  mystery  of   why  Conan  Doyle  never  investigated  the identity  of   Jack  the  Ripper  who  caused  a  worldwide  sensation  in 1888 with his awful crimes. Doyle was 29 at the time and beginning to get his name known. I felt certain he read about the crimes and would have been greatly interested in the case. I assembled a series of  clues that I felt Conan Doyle and Dr. Joe Bell – and by extension Sherlock  Holmes  –  would  have  used  to  help  solve  the  crimes.  My friend Ely Liebow wrote a book on Joe Bell, and I used information from it to help develop the plot of  The Conan Doyle Notes: The Secret of Jack the Ripper.

Then Destiny struck again. After accumulating a lot of  research on The Conan Doyle Notes, I decided to write a non-fiction book based on  the  wide  variety  of   the  Sherlock  Holmes  plots,  the  crimes,  the criminals  and  the  different  outcomes  of   the  crimes.  In  the  stories, although some villains and villainesses face the law for their crimes and  are  punished,  others  -  including  murderers  -  escape  or  are forgiven by Holmes. I was also amazed at the number of  crimes that Holmes and Watson commit in their quest for justice. Thus Cracking the Code of  the Canon: How Sherlock Holmes Made His Decisions came to be published.

When  Bob,  a  friend  of   my  brother  Al,  told  me  he  had  saved my  brother’s  high  school  sketch  of   Holmes  &  Watson  in  221B, and he kindly sent it to me, I heard Destiny again knocking on my door.  My  publisher,  Steve  Emecz  of   MX  Publishing  in  London, agreed  to  use  my  brother’s  sketch  as  the  jacket  cover  for Cracking
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the  Code, and  thus  my  brother’s  early  Holmes  sketch  came  full circle.

While writing Cracking the Code, I wondered    what    might    have happened  to  Sherlock  Holmes  if

[image: ]

Agatha,  the  housemaid  he  got

engaged  to  in  “Charles  Augustus

Milverton,”  tried  to  find  her  new

fiancé.  I  wrote  a  Holmes  pastiche,

Sherlock Holmes and the Queen of  Hearts , in which Agatha knocks on the door

of   221B  and  asks  Sherlock  to  help

find her vanishing fiancé.

Can  you  change  your  Destiny?

One dark and snowy night as I was

walking  home  from  the  train,  I

suddenly  stopped.  The  falling  snow  muted  any  sounds,  and  the absolute quiet was eerie. I turned. A figure in black was running at me, head down. He was just a few feet away. He was going to tackle me.  No  time  to  run.  What  would  Sherlock  Holmes  do?  Baritsu!  I turned  sideways.  The  attacker  rushed  at  me.  I  screamed  and slammed him as hard as I could across his chest with my briefcase. He fell. I was still standing. I swore at him, brandishing my briefcase with its now broken handle. He made no sound as he scuttled away. I kept cursing as I rushed home in the stillness of  the empty street, thanking  my  lucky  stars  for  Mr.  Sherlock  Holmes  who,  I  was convinced, had literally changed my Destiny.

[image: ]
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MY INTRODUCTION AND CONTINUED LOVE OF MEN

WHO SOLVE MYSTERIES

Pamela Mason, Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate © 2021

 

U nlike  many  other  Sherlockians,  I  did  not  start  reading  or watching Sherlock Holmes until later in my life. As a teenager and into my 20’s, I was into the normal younger Hardy  Boys  and Nancy  Drew  mysteries.  I  admit,  I  did  watch  Shaun Cassidy  portraying  one  of   the  Hardy  boys;  and  yes  I  did  have  a schoolgirl  crush  on  his  older  brother,  David  Cassidy,  first.  That ‘puppy love’ probably led me into reading, and then watching, The Hardy Boys. I was simply hooked on the mysteries and how one goes about solving them. I was naturally attracted next to The Nancy Drew Series , both reading the books and watching the television series. But, I  must  admit,  I  leaned  toward  the  two  brothers’  interaction  with each  other  during  their  unique  way  in  finding  solutions  to  the mysteries presented to them.

When  I  married  Steve,  he  was  already  involved  with  a gentleman  named  Sherlock  Holmes.  Many  times,  Steve  attempted to  get  me  to  read  the  stories  written  by  Arthur  Conan  Doyle,  the creator  of   Sherlock  Holmes,  or  as  I  have  come  to  learn,  Dr. Watson’s literary agent, who helped get the stories published in the Strand Magazine. While I tried to read a few of  the stories from the Canon, as I became an adult, I found I really did not enjoy reading as much.

Fast forward to 2005. Steve was working for the Environmental Protection Agency (EPA) in the emergency response program.

At the end of  August, a category 5 hurricane, Katrina, slammed into the New Orleans area. Steve was “activated” and deployed to assist in the response to the millions of  pounds of  hazardous chemi‐ cals and waste released as a result of  the storm. It turned into a very long  7-month  assignment.  Around  the  same  time,  I  had  broken  a bone in my right foot. Even after healing, there continued to be pain around  the  ankle.  Finally,  doctors  were  able  to  determine  that  a
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MASON:

He was very fortunate to go to a Red Circle meeting in Washington,

D.C., where he met one of  the greatest Sherlockians of  all time,

Peter Blau. Peter has advised Steve for over 20 years on all things

Sherlockian, and Steve considers Peter one of  his best Sherlockian

friends. He soon found there was a Society in Dallas, and thus became a member of  The Crew of  the Barque Lone Star / Diogenes Club

of  Dallas in 1999.

WATSON:

That Society was named for the ship in “The Five Orange Pips”?

MASON:

Yes, since it was the one reference to the State of  Texas in the entire

Canon. In 2013, Steve was asked to become the leader of  the

Society, as well as to join the Beacon Society, which helps educate

students about the two of  you. My biggest regret is that neither

Steve nor I recognized the other’s passion toward the stories, and

what you represent, until around 2010

HOLMES:

I glad you finally were able to make that connection.

MASON:

Yes, and Steve convinced me to finally put on paper an idea I had

for years about an adventure you two shared, called “A Suicide

Revisited”, which I self-published in 2013.
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HOLMES:

Just in time, it appears.

WATSON:

I read the story on the Crew’s webpage. It was very well-written,

though there was a couple of  very small details I could have clarified

for you. It was one of  the more interesting cases Holmes and I

shared, traveling to Vienna and points in-between

MASON:

And finally, in terms of  his Sherlockian life, my son had his proudest

moment this past January when he received his investiture into the

Baker Street Irregulars, as “The Fortescue Scholarship”.

HOLMES:

I am not one who goes into much pageantry, as you can guess by my

declining a knighthood, but I do enjoy hearing about the annual

BSI Dinner and all the other events during the weekend. Maybe

someday I will actually be invited to the Dinner, or at least be the

Distinguished Speaker.

MASON:

I know your time is precious, so I simply wanted you to know how

much your adventures have meant to my son. It has provided him

friendships with many wonderful people, allowed him to escape into your world on a regular basis, and to better understand how to cope

with issues that crop up into his own life. For that I will always be

sincerely grateful.

HOLMES:

It appears both of  you may have benefited from my efforts. You are

welcome. Give my warmest regards to your son.

(Mr. Mason rises and walks out through the open door to

the stairway).
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WATSON:

That was a very gracious man. To make a trip all the way to

London to simply thank you for having such an effect on his son.

HOLMES:

Yes, it’s obvious not only did Mr. Mason distinguish himself  during

his service to his country, he had the respect of  everyone who ever

met him.

WATSON:

I am curious though, when he mentioned chronicling one of  our

adventures in 2013, you commented, it was just in time. What did

you mean by that?

HOLMES:

When Mr. Mason first indicated he was coming to visit us, I decided to use that iPad Mrs. Hudson bought me for my birthday, and did a

little research on the internet, I believe it is called. It seems Mr.

Mason passed away not too long after publishing the story of  our

efforts.

WATSON:

What? You can’t be serious?

HOLMES:

I can be. So see Watson, he may not have had so far to travel after

all. I would not be surprised to find he resides near here. For many,

this room you and I currently occupy may be the closest thing to

heaven for them. Let’s take a trip to Simpson’s for the prime rib. I

don’t know about you, but I could use a drink also.
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journals  and  personal  letters,  anything  pertaining  to  the  life  and reign of  Queen Victoria (who, after all, was the centrepiece of  the age to which she lent her name), Houdini, and, naturally, Sherlock Holmes  and  ACD.  Like  Horace  Harker,  “All  my  life  I  have  been collecting other people’s news.”

An appreciation of  the Sherlockian tales lends itself  perfectly to the  collecting  and  study  of   Victorian  ephemera.  To  offer  a  few examples  of   some  of   my  favorites,  I,  like  Sherlock  Holmes,  “will dive  my  arm  down  to  find  something  a  little recherché  …  a  small wooden box, a crumpled piece of  paper and an old-fashioned brass key.” The wooden box features a brass plaque on the lid which iden‐ tifies it as a gift proffered in 1872 by ACD’s mentor and the inspira‐ tion  for  the  great  detective,  Dr.  Joseph  Bell,  to  his  prized  pupil, Edwin  St.  George  Baldwin,  a  medical  student  from  Toronto attending  the  University  of   Edinburgh,  and  contains  a  gruesome-looking set of  surgical knives.

The  crumpled  piece  of   paper?

[image: ]

Some    original     correspondence penned  by  ACD:  a  letter  to  Bram

Stoker,  reaching  out  on  the  subject

of   a  project  together  (which  feels

somewhat  fancifully  like  correspon‐

dence between Sherlock Holmes and Dracula); another to a friend of  Houdini’s stating that he and his Spiritualist crew were foretold of   his  impending  death  and  stating  categorically  that  some  of   his “tricks”  were  undoubtedly  psychic  in  nature;  and  one  to  Sidney Paget sending greetings and regrets that the artist wasn’t illustrating his  next  story  after  all.  A  particularly  cherished  item  is  a  cheque signed  by  Charles  Dickens  two  weeks  before  his  untimely  death  in 1870,  sent  by  his  granddaughter  to  famed  actor  William  Gillette, with compliments on the success of  his Sherlock Holmes play, and requesting in exchange a signed photograph.

Other precious nuggets unearthed from my Agra treasure chest include: a menu from the Meiringen Hotel from 1888, possibly the model for the Englischer Hof; a playbill from the Gillette play Sher‐ lock Holmes in London c. 1905; a photograph featuring an advertise‐
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ment  for  Conan  Doyle’s  play The Speckled  Band  on  the  side  of   a London  double-decker  bus  in  1910;

and  an  advertising  card  for  a  Troy,

NY menswear shop featuring a sad-

looking pooch and Sherlock Holmes

in shadow.

The old-fashioned brass key is an

[image: ]

easy  one:  for  many  years  I  have

worn  one  of   Houdini’s  handcuff

keys  around  my  neck.  How  it  came

into  my  possession  is  a  mystery  in

itself.  Whether  or  not  it  helps  me

escape  from  tight  spaces  and

dangerous  situations  is  anybody’s

guess,  but  as  a  good  luck  charm  it  sure  beats  a  rabbit’s  foot,  and serves  as  yet  another  reminder  of   the  contentious  relationship between  the  famed  magician  and  the  acclaimed  author.  And  I would be remiss if  I didn’t at least make mention of  my collection of  eclectic undergarments, specifically the oversized knickers of  “a certain gracious lady,” and a boxful of  Lady Conan Doyle’s intimate apparel culled from a drawerful of  drawers at Windlesham, Crow‐ borough. Strange as it may seem, the undergarments were the inspi‐ ration for a pastiche published in the 2020 anthology of  the Crew of  the Barque Lone Star.

As grateful as I am to the Sherlockian movement for affording me a platform for my creative urges, I am even more appreciative of the numerous meaningful friendships I have forged on this journey. Over the years, my circle has expanded from Toronto Bootmakers to  members  of   the  BSI,  ASH  and  those  of   other  scion  societies. They are invariably wonderful, intelligent people with varied talents and astonishing gifts.

Of  course, it’s never sufficient to simply enjoy the contributions of  others. It’s been my honor to serve as Meyers (President) of  the Bootmakers, and I continue in my long-standing role as Vice-Chair

of  the Friends of  the Arthur Conan
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“nerd.” Not the day and time, but the event. An episode of  the TV show Happy Days. Set in the 1950s at a midwestern high school, one of  the boys referred to another boy as a nerd, as compared to the motorcycle-riding  greaser  nicknamed  Fonzie  who  everyone  agreed was “cool.” The moniker “nerd” was hurled at one or the other as an insult throughout the series. Being one of  the most popular TV shows of  its time, the term soon appeared as the preferred insult to those  earlier  labeled  “dorks”  or  “spazzes.”  It  gained  its  pinnacle when the movie Revenge of  the Nerds premiered in 1984.

About  the  time  the  word  appeared,  I  figured  out  I  was  one.  I always  leaned  toward  math  (not  so  much  science),  liked  to  think about  things  (always  looking  for  the  practical  application  of   some theoretical  idea),  and  enjoyed  taking  classes,  reading  about  new ideas, etc. I’m in love with numbers - mostly in the statistical form. As  a  former  employee  of   the  US  Census  Bureau  -  among  other positions - nothing pleases me more than a chance to sink my teeth into a database and discover some relationship between variables. In the words of  the great detective, “Data! Data! Data!….I can’t make bricks without clay.” Of  course, the data to which Sherlock referred were the evidence left at the scene of  a crime in “The Adventure of the Copper Beeches,” but the connection between Sherlock and me is clear.

Unlike the term nerd, I cannot identify when I first read a case from the Canon, but I do recall being very aware of  any character (including  those  in  cartoons)  who  put  on  a  deerstalker  hat  and carried a magnifying glass as imitating the detective who appeared in the old black and white Basil Rathbone movies.

And he fascinated me.

Not  so  much  the  cartoon  characters,  but  the  fast-talking,  clue-seeking  Basil-Rathbone-Sherlock  who  could  find  all  sorts  of   infor‐ mation from the minutia left at the scene of  the crime. He also knew stuff, often considered trivia - like being able to identify the type of air pistol that shoots poison darts in Terror by Night or various camera lenses in Sherlock Holmes in Washington.

I could relate to so much of  Holmes and could easily put myself into his shoes as he went about collecting information and forming

145

his conclusions. It was a race. Could I review his data and solve it before the end? Unfortunately, now I know the tales too well for it to be a fair competition, but the calm application of  the information in his brain attic is still captivating.

Today many argue nerds are the cool ones, having morphed into the brainiacs who create the microchips and computers that run the world, and among them, the first truly cool nerd: Sherlock Holmes.
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MY LIFE WITH SHERLOCK HOLMES

Dr. Jim Webb, BSI, Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate © 2021

I remain firmly convinced that a life

[image: ]

without  Sherlock  Holmes  is  not

really a life well-lived.

Strong words to begin an essay, I

know.  Yet  as  I  think  back  on  all  of

the  delightful  times  and  friendships

that  I  have  gained  through  this

close-knit  world,  I  shudder  to  think

of   how  life  would  have  progressed

without him.

I  first  met  Sherlock  Holmes  in

middle school, junior high school to

some,  and  the  6 th  grade  to  others.

The  English  teachers  always  encouraged  us  to  purchase  select offered  books  for  our  Summer  reading.  I  thoughtfully  perused  the list and immediately gravitated toward the types of  books that boys of  that age typically sought – action adventures and westerns. Yes, westerns, I am from Texas, after all.

It  was  then  that  I  heard  a  girl  remark  about  the  extraordinary adventures of  Sherlock Holmes. I cannot remember her name. And, yes, she was one of  the cutest girls in my class. Did I pay attention to her?  Of   course,  I  did.  All  of   the  boys  did.  She  had  that  sort  of personality. Did I mention she was also cute? When she pointed out to me that The Hound of  the Baskervilles was a great read, how could I not  respond  with  enthusiasm?  Perhaps  we  could  read  it  together? Of  course, in those days, reading a book together was about as inti‐ mate  as  middle  schoolers  got.  The  free  love  of   the  ’60s  had  not made it to our little town quite yet.

Did  we  read  the  book  together,  you  ask?  Alas,  no.  But  she  did introduce me to a greater love.

After absorbing the Hound of  the Baskervilles, I was hooked. I needed  to  have  more. The  Complete  Sherlock  Holmes (the  Canon)
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quickly  followed.  A  few  years  later,  I  managed  to  be  accepted  to West Point. The Academy would not let you bring much with you, but they did recommend bringing one book. Naturally, I carried my edition of  the Canon to my new home. While they managed to keep me pretty busy over the next four years, between rigorous academics and  intense  military  and  leadership  training,  I  did  manage  to  find the occasional hours of  escape back to 1895.

I graduated from West Point and became a Special Forces Offi‐ cer. Unfortunately, parachuting into some situation in the middle of the night did not provide a lot of  time for reading Sherlock Holmes, not to mention the extra weight required to carry such a book in my already equipment-laden rucksack. So, for a while, we drifted apart.

My  active  duty  military  obligation  compete  (I  did  stay  in  the reserves,  but  no  more  phone  calls  in  the  middle  of   the  night  to report  in  one  hour),  brought  me  to  Dallas  to  work  in  scientific research. My girlfriend pointed out that a group in Dallas met once a  month  to  read  and  discuss  Sherlock  Holmes  stories.  Naturally,  I had  to  marry  that  girl.  I  also  started  attending  the  Crew  of   the Barque Lone Star, led by Bill Beeson. I was now completely hooked.

At the time, the Hounds of  the Internet was the online place to be,  and  I  also  stumbled  upon  a  group  called  The  Franco-Midland Hardware  Company  out  of   England.  Bill  Beeson  had  a  high opinion of  their leader, Philip Weller, so I took a great interest. They billed themselves as an international study group and provided certi‐ fications at different levels based on scholarship. I dove in and even‐ tually rose to their highest level, the Master of  Holmesian Studies. This required having articles published in numerous periodicals and completing  their  Master’s  thesis  –  which  I  must  admit  (now  that  I am a university professor) had the same academic rigor as a univer‐ sity  dissertation.  After  that,  Bill  Beeson  found  his  health  declining and  asked  me  to  take  the  reins  of   the  Crew  of   the  Barque  Lone Star. I considered it an honor.

After  a  while,  it  became  evident  that  the  Crew  of   the  Barque Lone Star had turned into more of  a social club than a literary soci‐ ety.  Don  Hobbs  and  I  created  the  Diogenes  Club  of   Dallas  as  a separate entity to focus on scholarship. The Diogenes Club eventu‐
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educational  as  possible.  I  also  pay  respect  to  Jacquelynn  every chance I get for the opportunity she gave me.

The  chronological  niche  had  grabbed  hold  of   me  strongly  in those  early  days.  I  enjoy  lists  and  charts  and  graphs  and  tinkering with  this  part  of   the  hobby  means  I  get  to  see  (and  create)  lots  of those. Historical Sherlock turned out to be the perfect place to talk about  all  of   it.  The  purpose  of   it  is  to  chronologically  tie  Holmes and Watson and all things canonical to actual Victorian history. I get to do a lot of  research, not to mention scouring the globe looking for  other  chronologies.  As  of   this  writing  I  have  collected  thirty-three of  them and am always looking for more. I maintain what has been  called  the  world’s  largest  Sherlockian  chronological  database. It contains hundreds of  articles and news clippings and papers and photographs  and  facts  and  figures,  and  I  hope  it  will  continue  to grow.  The  best  part  is  that  people  want  the  information,  and  I’m happy to give it. The fun never ends.

Historical  Sherlock  has  a  corresponding  Facebook  page  of   the same name with over 2,400 fans. I post on there at least once a week with  some  sort  of   interesting  tidbit  concerning  this  little  subset  of The  Game.  It  keeps  me  in  my  vintage  office  chair  behind  my vintage  office  desk  looking  at  some  website  searching  for  that  next little factoid which may help in the dating of  a case. It’s a true labor of  love.

The Gift

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle and his creations have given me more joy  than  most  other  hobbies  I  have  had.  There  are  other  things  I dabble in, but Holmes is certainly the one who gets the most atten‐ tion. I have met some wonderful people, gone to some great places, and  had  some  incredible  experiences  because  of   Holmes,  and  I’m certain he will be a part of  my life until I draw my last breath.
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figures (“The Dancing Men”), or a genetic trait of  hair color (“The Red-headed League”)?

This curiosity has propelled me to write: “The Cipher in ‘The Dancing  Men’:  A  Study  in  Sources”  in  the  2016  BSI  manuscript series  volume, Dancing  to  Death;  why  Conan  Doyle  wrote  about  the sea,  ships  and  sailing  time  and  again  in  his  Sherlockian  and  non-Sherlockian  writings,  in  the  2018  BSI  manuscript  series  volume, Deadly Harpoon ; about the source of  the stratagem of  a substitution scandal  in  “Silver  Blaze,”  in  the  2019  BSI  series  volume, Upon  the Turf;  and  on  the  origin  of   ACD’s  fascination  with  tigers,  which  he featured  in  many  of   the  Sherlock  Holmes  tales,  in Magic  Door,  the quarterly  journal  of   The  Friends  of   the  Arthur  Conan  Doyle Collection at the Toronto Public Library

I have also been honored to write an ongoing regular column for several  years  in The  Serpentine  Muse,  the  quarterly  journal  of   The Adventuresses of  Sherlock Holmes – which I recommend to readers with enquiring Sherlockian minds. My column is titled, “What the dickens?”, which traces the sources or bases of  plots and characters, such as The Hound of  the Baskervilles, Professor Moriarty, and Charles Augustus Milverton.

In his 1961 inaugural address, John F. Kennedy spoke his most famous words in the form of  an antimetabole (a literary device that repeats  words  in  successive  clauses  but  in  transposed  order): "Ask not what your country can do for you, ask what you can do for your country,” calling on the American public to do what is best for the  greater  good.  I  reject  any  suggestion  that  my  writings  on  the writings are more about what I have done for Sherlock Holmes than what Sherlock Holmes has done for me. As Holmes informs Watson in “The Norwood Builder,” “The work is its own reward” and our relationship is one of  mutual benefit.

My brothers and I are all retired now from the practice of  law – but I still write and speak about my iconic literary hero, the “Grand Game” notwithstanding.
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IF YOU GIVE A GIRL THE CANON

Adriana Zayia, Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate © 2021

If  you give a girl the Canon,

How happy she will be,

At home with Holmes and Watson

Inside 221B.

Introduced to Sherlock by her dad,

She loved the stories from the start.

They challenged her to understand more deeply

And from her reading level to depart.

She learned new words,

Some useful, others not,

And broadened her mind

With tales like Gloria Scott.

Not long went by before her dad

Brought her to Sherlockians,

And she was glad.

She joined the Torists and soon became

Their youngest member to play the Game.

A few years passed,

And she wrote her essay

“A Study in Contrasts”

For the Beacon Society.

She then passed from there and into the Crew,

Where she became a deck-mate,

Which was altogether new.
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She continues to learn more about the Canon,

And appreciates the opportunities

Which she has been given.

And so goes the story

Of  this girl’s journey,

From the first page to the last

In a Sherlockian flurry.

No matter her age,

She will always enjoy

The flip of  the pages

That brings so much joy.
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