










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
Agatha, the housemaid he got
engaged to in “Charles Augustus
Milverton,” tried to ®nd her new
®ancé. 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
®nd her vanishing ®ancé.

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 ®gure 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.
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And I’m glad he did, because recently, through Zoom, I’ve been
able to make many more wonderful friends around the globe by
sitting in on their association meetings and sharing all things Sher‐
lockian.

[ED. NOTE: Diane is the award winning author of  “Cracking the Code of  the
Canon: How Sherlock Holmes Made His Decisions,” and the DD McGil
Literati Mystery Series including “The Conan Doyle Notes: The Secret of  Jack
the Ripper,” which won Honourable Mention at the London Book Fair. A life‐
long Sherlockian, she has contributed to many anthologies and published
numerous articles.]
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THE ADVENTURE OF A SIDEKICK

Judith Margolin © 2021

es, I am nicknamed “Saint Judy” the trusted companion of
collector Jerry Margolin. This story is not about him, but the

one adventure that stands out in my tag along experiences. Roughly
20 odd years ago, Jerry and I had the honor of  spending a day with
Richard Lancelyn Green at his flat in London. I was living with a
collector of  10,000 plus rare books and memorabilia housed in our
library composed of  floor to ceiling bookcases, but this paled in
comparison. Every nook and cranny of  Richard’s home was
crammed with cardboard boxes, drawers and shelves with the rarest
of  treasures, of  course the most sought-after books, but what
dazzled me most was the collection of  personal scrapbooks telling
the history of  the Doyle family. Behind each photograph Richard
told a story allowing you to enter the personal life of  Arthur Conan
Doyle’s childhood and later years. I was in a museum!

Richard also opened the door to how his own childhood led to
the creation of  the series of  books, The Lion, The Witch and The
Wardrobe by C.S. Lewis. His storytelling reminisced on visits from
C.S. Lewis and the bedtime stories his father, Roger Lancelyn
Green, told Richard and his siblings about a lion, a witch and a
wardrobe, before nodding off  into deep dreams. These stories so
impressed C.S. Lewis that he stored them away to later embellish on
them to create his literary writings.

Prior to visiting Richard, Jerry and I had an adventure to under‐
take. We set off  to St. Bartholomew’s Hospital in London in search
of  “the plaque “ commemorating the first meeting between Holmes
and Watson. We never realized the complexity of  our mission. The
plaque was displayed in the office of  the pathology museums cura‐
tor’s office, and no one, yes no one, was permitted to enter that
section of  the hospital. Ahh, the game was a foot! Jerry using his
ever-convincing skills of  inquiry, convinced a group of  nuns to call
their superior and arrange for us to have a quick peak of  the
plaque- it worked! We were guided through the forensic labs filled
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with containers of  specimens floating in formaldehyde solutions,
quite spooky. They opened the door to his office, and we were able
to walk up to the plaque in awe. Caught red handed as the curator
walked in and was shocked to see 2 Americans in his office. It
turned out that he was a Sherlockian at heart, and though he didn’t
appreciate how we were guided into his office, undercover, he
shared his passion for the great detective. It is no longer housed in
his office, wonder why? Nuns were at fault for this misadventure. To
quote Holmes, “How often have I said to you when you have elimi‐
nated the impossible, whatever remains, however improbable, must
be the truth? (The Sign of  the Four 1890).
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MY INTRODUCTION AND CONTINUED LOVE OF MEN
WHO SOLVE MYSTERIES

Pamela Mason, Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate © 2021

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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tendon had split, which required surgery. I was then required to stay
completely off  my feet for six weeks.

After I had worked my way through all the DVDs in our home
collection, I found Steve’s complete Sherlock Holmes collection star‐
ring Jeremy Brett. In addition, there were all of  the Basil Rathbone
movies, as well as Peter Cushing, Ronald Howard, and many others
to fill in my six weeks of  recuperation.

As I worked my way through Steve’s entire collection of  Sher‐
lock Holmes, I began to see why he was so enamored with the great
detective. Holmes’ ability to observe what others could not see, as
well as determine a person’s occupation and other traits or charac‐
teristics, astonished me.

During a short break, Steve was able to return home. He
compiled several CDs (those circular discs between cassette tapes
and thumb drives) containing hundreds of  Sherlock Holmes radio
plays for my use. These 30-minute performances gave me the ability
to follow the adventures of  Holmes and Watson while driving in my
car, especially those times I drove down to meet Steve in Baton
Rouge during his deployment.

In the summer of  2010, a new incarnation of  Sherlock Holmes
was initiated, the BBC Sherlock series. An unknown actor to me at the
time, Benedict Cumberbatch, was simply amazing in the role of
Sherlock. Between this novel approach to his deductive abilities, as
well as the slick production of  the shows, had me hooked. I had
found one my favorite Sherlockian actors.

Soon after, CBS Television began showing their own version of
Sherlock Holmes, Elementary, starring Johnny Lee Miller and Lucy
Liu. While this was a complete change from the traditional Canon‐
ical detective I had been watching and listening to, it still worked for
me. Holmes’ ability to deal with the issues of  a modern world and
his own inner demons (as well as Watson dealing with her own),
while being able to work through two or three varied premises each
week, was entertaining and engrossing.

On the big screen, Robert Downey Jr. and Jude Law, brought
about another way to see Holmes’ ability to work through issues,
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using slow motion and his inner thoughts as a prequel to the actual
action taking place. While all Sherlockians knew the Master did not
die during his struggle with Moriarty on the palace’s balcony, the
scene was still very dramatic and believable.

In 1999, Steve had started attending Sherlock Holmes scion
society meetings in the Dallas area, and I decided it would give us a
chance to do something together as a couple, so I chose to go also.
There we met many wonderful people, including Jim Webb, Don
Hobbs, Herb Linder, Brenda Hutchison, and others.

Whenever possible, we would attend Sherlockian plays
performed in the Dallas-Fort Worth area with other society
members. These plays were so much fun, we began traveling to
other cities in the State, and even to Oklahoma, to watch them.

Steve became more and more involved with the activities of  the
society, which is named “The Crew of  the Barque Lone Star”, as we
went along, and our son Rusty began coming to the meetings also.

Not only did this give our family a chance to do things together,
it brought Rusty and Steve closer, which am I grateful for. In 2013,
Steve became the leader of  the Society, and I volunteered to help
with the Secretarial duties when needed. Rusty has become the
webmaster for the Society’s website, which is considered one of  the
best in the Sherlockian world.

So, Sherlock Holmes has become a major part of  our family’s
life. New pastiches, conferences, meetings, and plays will continue to
expand our love for our Victorian heroes. While I may never be as
knowledgeable as many Sherlockians (I probably will never win one
of  our monthly quizzes), I am extremely grateful to Sir Arthur
Conan Doyle for creating a character that has given Steve and I so
many common experiences and the chance to learn together more
about the life and times of  Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson.

In my life, I have had the Hardy Boys, who worked together to
solve the mysteries posed to them; Sherlock Holmes and Watson,
who became best friends and partners during the hundreds of
adventures they participated in; and Steve and I, who have been
lucky enough to have common interest in which we can enjoy and
grow as a couple together.
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I know Sherlock Holmes will always be a part of  this family in
some manner. And I am perfectly OK with that. To ACD, I would
simply state, “I confess, my dear fellow, that I am very much in your
debt (HOUN).”
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A DEBT OF GRATITUDE TO YOU SIR
Steve Mason, ASH, BSI, Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate

© 2021

(Interior shot of  the Sitting Room at 221b Baker Street)
(Outside – Present day and time; Inside – It’s Always

1895)

HOLMES:
Please come in and take a seat by us – with this warmer than usual

September heat, it seems to be a little cooler near the window.
Though I do not know your name, I can ascertain that you once

served in your country’s armed forces, presumably a navigator for
the United States Air Force

MASON:
Mr. Holmes, my name is Rex Mason, and though I have known of

you for years through the writings of  your friend and chronicler, Mr.
Watson – my thanks to you Mr. Watson – I must admit a slight

surprise that you were able to determine my past career so quickly.

HOLMES:
Watson, you know my methods – would you like to explain to Mr.
Mason how I was able to do another “trick” as many people have

called it?

WATSON:
I must admit, I too am mystified.

HOLMES:
Then it is up to me to remove the mystery. Mr. Mason, it was easy to

see you served in the United States Air Force by the ring you wear
on your right hand, which unless I am truly mistaken, is a

graduation ring from an Officer’s Cadet School with the USAF
emblem on the side of  the ring. Your choice of  sunglasses, hanging
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from your shirt pocket, indicate you were probably an aviator of
some type. So, were you a pilot or a navigator? Two things lead me
to believing in the latter. First, you arrived at our house ten minutes

before your scheduled appointment, and graciously stood on the
front stoop until it was time to ring the outer bell. I believe

navigators have a certain motto – “To be on time is to be late… to
be early is to be on time.” Secondly, I see a map projecting out of

your coat pocket. In today’s world, most everyone who rents a car –
which you arrived in and parked outside near the curb, take

advantage of  an electronic navigation device, either on their cellular
phone or installed in the car. You chose to use a physical map, and

have drawn your route from the airport to Baker Street with a
highlighter. That is a preference and habit of  a career navigator.

MASON:
As we would say back in Texas, where I have resided the past 22

years or so, ‘you done good’. I am duly impressed

WATSON:
May I ask the purpose of  your visit? Are you requesting the services

of  my partner with some sort of  difficulty you are currently
experiencing?

MASON:
Actually, no, I simply wanted to extend my gratitude to what you

have meant to my son, as well as to myself, for so many years.

HOLMES:
I must admit, this does not happen that often.

MASON:
It should. I am sure there are thousands, if  not millions, who owe a
hearty thank you to you. I thought you would enjoy a little of  our
story. My first exposure to you was when my parents bought me a
copy of  the 1949 paperback edition of  The Hound of  the Baskervilles.
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WATSON:
I believe that is the one with the lurid artwork of  Miss Stapleton tied

to the post. I was never much enamored with that cover.

HOLMES:
Oh, I don’t know. I believe it helped sell more copies.

MASON:
Anyway, imagine eighteen years later, my youngest son, Steve, finds
that exact book in my old bedroom when he visited the family farm

in Indiana in 1967. He was only seven years old at the time, so
much of  the book was over his head, but he understood the basic
plot – a vicious hound, a dark scary setting on the Moors, and you
were able to solve the case. That was enough to hook him for life.
Though, like many “Sherlockians”, he also had a science-fiction

phase in junior high and high school.

HOLMES:
I have found the writings of  Arthur C. Clarke and Robert Heinlein

to be quite interesting.

MASON:
As did my son, though he also enjoyed reading the Riverworld series
by Farmer over and over, as well as The Lord of  the Rings by Tolkien.
For Steve, though, once he found the Sherlockian world in 1999,

when he attended his first Scion Society meeting, he has read almost
exclusively Sherlockian pastiches, essays, and other reference works.
Of  course, since being a teenager, he reads all of  your original 60

adventures every two or three years.

WATSON:
What was his first society meeting?
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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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I
MY JOURNEY WITH SHERLOCK HOLMES

Julie McKuras, ASH, BSI, Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate © 2021

don’t remember if  it was a dark and stormy night as I sat in the
living room of  my childhood home in Fort Wayne, Indiana. The

lone light that Saturday evening came from the television, which
was running a black and white film, one of  a series of  mystery
movies broadcast by a local television station. While the years have
blurred some of  the details, I believe there was only one other
person in the room with me. His name was Sherlock Holmes.

Some of  the detectives in the mystery movies I’d seen on the
program proved mildly entertaining but my attention was drawn to
the 14 Holmes films with Rathbone and Bruce. I was frightened (but
not enough to turn the channel or close my eyes) by “The Scarlet
Claw,” the deadly Grimpen Mire in “The Hound of  the
Baskervilles,” and by Rondo Hatton as “the creeper” in “The Pearl
of  Death.” The villainous women in “The Woman in Green,”
“Spider Woman,” and “Dressed to Kill” were intriguing, and Nigel
Bruce’s often bumbling Dr. Watson provided some humorous
moments in shadowy situations. Rising above all of  the characters
was Sherlock Holmes. He was smarter than anyone he encountered,
loyal, and relentless in solving whatever crime he was investigating.
When the station ran through the entire series and I realized there
were no more, disappointment set in but the discovery that there
were actually original stories about Holmes written by Sir Arthur
Conan Doyle was enough to lift the fog. It wasn’t long before I
completed the Canon and at the age of  12, acquired a life-long
fascination. That appeal had a few hiatuses with college, a career, a
family, and several relocations but it was always there, lurking in the
background. During one of  those relocations, while browsing in a
used bookstore in Easton, Pennsylvania, I happened upon the 1980
Gaslight Publication The Sherlock Holmes Book of  Quotations. Reading
those well-remembered sayings by and about Holmes made me feel
like I was 12 again only this time with the perspective of  an adult.

Not long after we moved back to the Twin Cities in 1992, during
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a parent-teacher conference one of  my daughter’s teachers
mentioned the Norwegian Explorers as I had complimented him on
the Sherlock Holmes books he had on display. A week later, while
wandering around a mystery book store I found a brochure for The
Norwegian Explorers, the local scion society of  the Baker Street
Irregulars. It seemed like a sign and within a few weeks I’d joined
the group. The dormant interest in Holmes was now fully awak‐
ened. Like many people new to organized Sherlockian activities
there was a concern that the other members would discover how
little I knew but happily, they were too kind to tell me that. It was a
friendly group with a combination of  new and experienced
members and appealing meetings. At that time E. W. McDiarmid
and Bryce Crawford, two of  the five co-founders of  the group and
friends since the late 1940s, were still active. Getting to know them
was a gift as they exemplified all that I’ve come to enjoy and respect
about our shared pursuit; they were extremely intelligent and
accomplished but never condescending, fun and funny, and didn’t
seem to take themselves too seriously. They didn’t talk about them‐
selves endlessly, were generous with their compliments, and treated
everyone as equals. I found many of  the other members exhibited
those same traits and it wasn’t long before I came to think of  them
as more than fellow members. It was from them that I learned about
other scions and the Baker Street Irregulars, conferences, and books
to add to my burgeoning library. Before long I was a member of
both the Explorers and The Friends of  the Sherlock Holmes Collec‐
tions boards, and working on conferences and over the years, I’ve
joined a number of  other scions. I’ve tried my hand at two things
which initially intimidated me; writing and making presentations.
They’ve both been positive, and it’s been very rewarding to research
a subject and see your work in print.

With my husband Mike, we’ve attended conferences, meetings,
and dinners in St. Louis; Chautauqua, NY; Dallas; Jim Thorpe, PA;
Los Angeles; Portland, OR; Salt Lake City; Boston; Dayton, OH,
Philadelphia; Washington, DC; Chicago; San Francisco; and Balti‐
more. Internationally, we’ve visited Prague; London; Florence, Italy;
Copenhagen and Alborg in Denmark; and several locations in
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Switzerland. While in Europe for those we extended the trips for a
chance to see Madrid, Barcelona, Lake Como, Milan, and Vienna
with friends. Our cruise of  the Baltic Sea with the Sherlock Holmes
Society of  London included stops in Copenhagen; Oslo; Tallinn,
Estonia; Helsinki; Stockholm; and St. Petersburg, Russia. We’ve
visited famous museums, crossed swinging bridges, been to the top
of  Switzerland’s Jungfrau and London’s Tower Bridge, ridden trains
and trolleys, seen the Reichenbach Falls, and had tea and dinner at
the House of  Commons or the House of  Lords, depending on
which government member was the sponsor that year. We’ve met a
lot of  people who we’re proud to call friends from all over the world,
and some I was quite excited to see if  only from a distance. I’m sure
I’ve told everyone I know that together with a few members of  the
Sherlock Holmes Society of  London we saw Paul McCartney in the
lobby of  London’s Savoy Hotel. It’s certain that 12-year-old girl
from Fort Wayne wouldn’t have thought any of  that was possible.

The appeal of  Holmes and all that comes with him hasn’t
waned, but we realize that if  all you were interested in were the
stories, you could stay home alone and read. We want the compan‐
ionship of  those who love the stories as much as we do. Fortunately
most of  those involved in societies aren’t singularly focused on
Holmes and have a wide variety of  interests which makes them fine
companions. There’s been a few disappointments along the way,
which we can say about most experiences, but they pale in compar‐
ison to the good things. The constant factor that’s kept me involved
has been the people who have become a part of  my life. Working on
projects and traveling have allowed me to meet those who might not
have crossed my path but would soon become my friends. Our
collective interest has been a great equalizer. And as happens, we
lose people who were important to us along the way but what we’ve
gained from them remains.

During this pandemic we haven’t been together in person, and I
miss those times but know one day they’ll return. The virtual meet‐
ings have not only kept us in touch but allowed us to see those we
don’t normally get to interact with or may have wanted to meet. It
may not be a perfect solution but somedays it’s the only contact we

126



HOLMES AND ME

have with the outside world. And as I think back to my early days
with the Explorers I realize how much more I value what people like
Mac McDiarmid and Bryce Crawford had to share. They wanted to
insure that what they established would live on and those who
followed them would have the same kind of  pleasurable experiences
and companionship that they had. So as we look to the future I
hope that we can convey that same sense of  excitement, amuse‐
ment, and equality to those who follow us and welcome them to the
Grand Game. I’m sure Mr. Holmes would approve.
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IT IS A SERIES OF LESSONS

Rob Nunn, Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate © 2021

he average person will spend one third of  their life at work.
I’m lucky because I enjoy my job as a fifth-grade teacher. But

every now and then I have the ability to ratchet up that joy an extra
notch. One tried-and-true method for me is being able to inject
Sherlock Holmes into our curriculum.

Thanks to a generous grant from The Beacon Society, I’ve been
able to teach a two-week unit introducing my students to Sherlock
Holmes and the mystery genre every year since 2014. We are living
in a great time for public knowledge of  Sherlock Holmes. While
previous years’ introductory lesson would introduce Holmes to these
ten year-olds as someone their parents may have watched on CBS’s
Elementary, Netflix’s Enola Holmes has made Sherlock Holmes familiar
to most of  the students. (And although most of  us think of  Robert
Downey Jr. and Benedict Cumberbatch as recent versions, if  it
didn’t happen in the last three or four years, it’s ancient history to
most kids.)

Before we get into how I use the stories in my class, I think it’s
important to note that the Canon is well-beyond a fifth-grade
reading level, and all of  the versions of  the stories that I use are true
to the Canon, but adapted so that the average ten or eleven year-old
will be able to understand what’s happening in the stories. My goal
is to make these stories accessible to the students so they can enjoy
the adventures for the great stories that they are!

We read five stories as a whole class: “The Blue Carbuncle,”
The Red-Headed League,” The Speckled Band,” The Copper
Beeches,” and “A Scandal in Bohemia.” The first three of  these
stories each get two days of  instruction. The first day is a whole-
class read-through, stopping to discuss key plot points and character
traits. On the second day, students reread each story with partners
and have three open-ended questions to discuss, such as what they
think about Holmes letting Ryder go at the end of  BLUE or how
Doyle uses details to create a mood of  suspense in SPEC.
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Each story also allows me to focus on particular literary
elements. For BLUE, we talk about the role of  a narrator and why
Watson is so important to readers. The discussions around REDH
focus on the use of  details, specifically when Holmes is able to
deduce so much about Jabez Wilson. When discussing SPEC, we
focus on character traits specific to detectives and their antagonists.

After six days of  text analysis, we switch things up with a
graphic novel version of  COPP. This allows the students to move
through the story quickly, and we are able to follow that up with
mapping the rising action of  the story. Finally for SCAN, I pose the
question up front to the class, “After reading these stories, do you
think Sherlock Holmes can be beaten? If  so, what type of  person
would it take?” Unlike the previous stories, I only stop once for
discussion, asking the students how they would get the photograph
from Irene Adler. I don’t want to interrupt the flow of  a great
mystery and am always gratified to see smiles on so many faces
when the story is over.

However, this unit isn’t just about reading. The kids also write
their own Sherlock Holmes mysteries! After days focusing on brain‐
storming, first drafts, revisions, and editing, some really enjoyable
final drafts are turned in. Over the past seven years, I’ve read stories
about Sherlock Holmes in space, Holmes on a football team,
dozens of  missing jewels, lots of  celebrities and sports stars needing
help, lost pets, and plenty of  sidekicks who are just as smart as
Holmes and happen to have the same names as students in my
class! These stories are typed up and bound in a book that joins our
class library.

During the writing process, we do one of  my favorite lessons,
which is a modified version of  “The Game is Afoot!” from the
International Exhibition of  Sherlock Holmes. Each group of
students is given a coat from different teachers in our school. The
kids aren’t told who the coats came from, and they have to deduce
things about each coat’s owner by paying close attention to the
object. After examining the coats, groups present their findings and
have to explain how they made their inferences. The coats’ owners
are often identified as being pet owners, parents, short or tall, and
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the students are always quick to judge if  their coat was owned by a
clean or messy person!

Getting to share a passion of  mine with my students always
makes going to work more fun, but the real joy is seeing them pick
up canonical stories and pastiches written for young readers. After
all of  these lessons, the kids still haven’t read about the giant hound
stalking the moor, Sherlock’s older brother, Professor Moriarty, and
so much more! The Victorian world of  the Sherlock Holmes stories
still has more surprises for them, and I can only hope that they have
a fond memory for Sherlock Holmes once they get older and can
really explore the Canon.
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SHERLOCK HOLMES: STRAND-UP COMIC?
J. T. P��� J�. © 2021

“When was the last time you said to
yourself, I’m in need of  a real laugh
– so I’ll read a Sherlock Holmes
story?”

The source of  the above quote
(David Stuart Davies) continues by
answering his own question:

“Not often, I guess – but actually
there is a great deal of  humour in
the Holmes tales. This derives either
from the detective’s dry, sarcastic wit
or Conan Doyle’s impish sense of
humour.”¹

Introduction

During the late 1960s, my salad years in college, among the
wonders I discovered was Sherlock Holmes. It actually started with
a single book (The Adventures of  Sherlock Holmes) which I picked up on
sale during a semester break while home in Chicago. I immediately
enjoyed reading about The Master and easily time warped back to
1895 London. But the Sherlockian fire really started when I caught
an old movie on TV (The Hound of  the Baskervilles) starring Basil
Rathbone and Nigel Bruce. Rathbone certainly thrilled me in all the
Holmes’ films, but rarely did he make me smile. In any event, I
raced to devour all 56 short stories and 4 novels. I recalled being
rather amused on occasion while reading the Canon for the first
time, but the notion of  humor (comedy likely being too strong a
word) rarely surfaced.

Fast forward a few decades and, speaking for myself, two impor‐
tant events occurred.

First, by sheer chance, I discovered The Complete Brigadier Gerard
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by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. What an interesting and fun read! It
involves over a dozen short stories written by Doyle during the post-
Reichenbach Falls period (1893) and the ultimate return of  Holmes
in 1905. Anyone who believes Sir Arthur incapable of  writing
humor has not experienced Etienne Gerard. Once I was finished
enjoying the Brigadier and his many adventures, I immediately re-
read the Canon with a more practiced eye. I discovered, many times
over, the frequent humor missed the first time through.

The second event occurred in 1985 thanks to the Baker Street
Journal. I learned of  a new TV program about Sherlock Homes. It
starred an actor named Jeremy Brett. I knew I had to see this new
British series even though I was living and working in Germany at
the time. I ordered the DVDs as they became available and, well…
this was not a portrayal of  Holmes I had seen before. Despite
polished and effective efforts to remain true to the original stories,
this Holmes laughed, shouted, and chewed up the scenery as he
solved problematic crimes. Thanks to Jeremy Brett, I experienced
new depths being plumbed by The Great Detective. Here was not
just a profound thinking machine, but a man full of  energized life,
grace, and knowing smiles which, it seemed to me, he often shared
simultaneously with both Watson and his TV audience.

During a 1988 interview, Jeremy Brett noted the following:
“But you see, when you are reading a thriller you don’t laugh…

If  I’ve done anything I’ve brought in a little humour, which, I
believe, people are grateful for.”²

Amen, brother!

The Trailblazers of  Canonical Humor

Sherlockians, notably the Baker Street Irregulars, have always
been eager for fun and friendship since their very beginnings in
1934. Notable humor surrounds them and the legions of  scion soci‐
eties who so love the stories and the Victorian era. One has only to
scan the original BSI Constitution and “Buy” Laws to get a sense of
their special humor as they sought to maintain 1895 London in
their hearts and cheer one another with their toasts. The tasty
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particulars are found on the “I Hear of  Sherlock Everywhere”
website edited by Scott Monty.³

Two of  the must-read books for every Sherlockian are 1944’s
The Misadventures of  Sherlock Holmes (edited by Ellery Queen) and
1984’s The Baker Street Reader (edited by Philip A. Shreffler). The
former contains parodies of  The Great Detective written by the
likes of  Vincent Starrett, Agatha Christie, Ellery Queen, Sir James
Barry, Bret Harte, O. Henry, and some fellow named Mark Twain
to name a few. The latter involves original writings from Sir Arthur
Conan Doyle, T.S. Eliot, Mark Van Doren, Marshall McLuhan,
several noted Sherlockian scholars and stalwarts, and even
Honorary BSI member…President Franklin D. Roosevelt. Both
collections have contributed mightily to The Grand Game and have
kept the twin flames of  whimsy and scholarship burning for Sher‐
lockians everywhere.

The Baker Street Journal has also promoted humor as noted in
a search of  its archives.4 And happily, we have had the great plea‐
sure of  Scott Bond’s “Art in the Blood” features for over three
decades.

Sherlockian and writer Amy Thomas has also addressed the
subject of  Canonical humor in one of  her online blogs:

“The one major thing that stood out to me when I re-read the
Sherlock Holmes Canon in 2010: the humor. My first exposure to
Holmes was before the age of  10, and during childhood, I was able
to absorb the suspense and excitement, but the prevalent dry humor
eluded me. As an adult re-reading the stories, I was delighted to find
a great deal to giggle over in stories that were very familiar but at
the same time not familiar at all because I was looking at them with
mature eyes.”5

Meanwhile Back at the Canon…

Following a rather exhaustive and (I dare say) singular review of
the Canon, I have arbitrarily selected several quotes which are
among the catalysts for this article. They are not necessarily a bunch
of  knee-slappers but mostly one-liners and comments that keep The
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Master and other characters alive to me and, hopefully, to you as
well, dear reader. (NB: I actively avoided including any fun quotes
from movies or TV series, which are many, and have listed only
those taken directly from the Canon.) Context aside, I believe they
“spark joy” and stand on their own. Unless otherwise noted, all are
spoken by Sherlock Homes in the driest of  his dry humor:

“Come at once if  convenient—if  inconvenient come all the
same.” (CREE)

“’It’s quite exciting,’ said Sherlock Holmes, with a yawn.”
(SCAR)

“You have a grand gift for silence, Watson. It makes you quite
invaluable as a companion.” (TWIS)

From a discussion between Inspector Forrester and Dr. Watson:
“The Inspector shrugged his shoulders. ‘I don’t quite know, sir.

Between ourselves, I think Mr. Holmes has not quite got over his
illness yet. He’s been behaving very queerly, and he is very much
excited.’

“‘I don’t think you need alarm yourself,” said I. “I have usually
found that there was method in his madness.’

“‘Some folks might say there was madness in his method,’
muttered the Inspector.” (REIG)

“Watson here will tell you that I never can resist a touch of  the
dramatic.” (NAVA)

“It was a straight left against a slogging ruffian. I emerged as you
see me. Mr. Woodley went home in a cart.” (SOLI)

“Her cuisine is limited but she has as good an idea of  breakfast
as a Scotchwoman.” (NAVA)

“You are developing a certain unexpected vein of  pawky
humour, Watson, against which I must learn to guard myself.”
(VALL)

“Honestly, I cannot congratulate you upon it. Detection is, or
ought to be, an exact science, and should be treated in the same cold
and unemotional manner. You have attempted to tinge it with
romanticism, which produces much the same effect as if  you worked
a love-story or an elopement into the fifth proposition of  Euclid.”
(SIGN)
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Holmes chuckled heartily. “Your conversation is most entertain‐
ing,” said he. “When you go out close the door, for there is a
decided draught.” (SPEC)

“She had several lovers, and Douglas Maberley, one of  the most
striking men in London, was one of  them. It was by all accounts
more than an adventure with him. He was not a society butterfly
but a strong, proud man who gave and expected all. But she is the
'belle dame sans merci' of  fiction. When her caprice is satisfied the
matter is ended, and if  the other party in the matter can't take her
word for it she knows how to bring it home to him." (3GAB)

“Mrs. Merrilow does not object to tobacco, Watson, if  you wish
to indulge your filthy habits.” (VEIL)

“I can understand. There is a mystery about this which stimu‐
lates the imagination; where there is no imagination there is no
horror. Have you seen the evening paper?” (STUD)

“Sorry to see that you've had the British workman in the house.
He's a token of  evil.” (CROO)

When Gregson, or Lestrade, or Athelney Jones are out of  their
depths - which, by the way, is their normal state - the matter is laid
before me. (SIGN)

“Circumstantial evidence is occasionally very convincing, as
when you find a trout in the milk, to quote Thoreau's example.”
(NOBL)

“Your morals don't improve, Watson. You have added fibbing to
your other vices.” (MAZA)

“I listen to their story, they listen to my comments, and then I
pocket my fee.” (STUD)

A worried Watson shows concern to Holmes:
“By heaven, Holmes,” I said, half  rising, “I believe that they are

really after us.”
“No, it’s not quite so bad as that. It is the unofficial force - the

Baker Street Irregulars.” (SIGN)

Conclusion

Dr. Watson writes of  Sherlock Holmes’ bright humor” (SIGN)
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and describes Holmes as laughing in
no less than 16 adventures of  the
Canon. It is hoped that future read‐
ings of  Watson’s timeless works will
be approached with a bit more
twinkle in our mind’s eye. And as
earlier noted, comedy may be the
wrong word to associate with The
Great Detective but, in my view and
as personified by Jeremy Brett, the aspect of  humor serves to round
out and complete Mr. Sherlock Holmes.
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SHERLOCK HOLMES:
MY INSPIRATION

Barbara Rusch, BSI, ASH, MBt,
Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate © 2021

For nearly four decades I have been
devoted to exploring the Sherlock
Holmes stories on a variety of  levels,
from their literary and cultural
components to psychological and
socio-sexual perspectives, in addition
to the life of  their creator, which I
find equally captivating.

I read my first Holmes tale as a
teenager, when my grandmother’s
tenant, Mr. Ash, passed away,
leaving his library behind, and along
with it a legacy of  incalculable value.
Amongst the books was a slim
volume of  The Adventures, and I recall
“The Speckled Band” as the first story I read, inducing a terrifying
nightmare of  a whistling snake slithering down the wall and into my
bed. Whether this was no more than a Freudian dream sequence
brought on by puberty or a frightening re-enactment of  a Sher‐
lockian vision, it was no less horrifying. In addition to the
enthralling mysteries, I found the Paget drawings riveting, their fifty
shades of  gray dissolving at the edges, leaving me to wonder what
might have been happening just beyond the margins.

Years later, when I was pregnant with my son, and suffering
from morning sickness 24 hours a day for 3 months, I went looking
for a book – any book – to take my mind off  my condition. I may be
the only person for whom Sherlock Holmes is a prescription for
nausea, but by the end of  the first trimester, I had finished off  all 60
tales and was feeling a good deal better, in addition to having discov‐
ered a lifelong superhero.
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In 1983, I was doing some research on 19th-century ephemera
as a reflection of  consumer culture. The librarian at the Toronto
Reference Library, Janice McNabb, suggested that I might find The
Bootmakers of  Toronto, the Sherlock Holmes Society of  Canada,
of  interest, since it explores all aspects of  Victorian and Edwardian
life. At the first meeting I attended, the speaker was modelling
Victorian women’s clothing, which she was removing layer by layer,
stripping down to her corset and knickers. This is the group for me,
I thought. My husband, Donny Zaldin, was in perfect agreement.
And the rest, as they say, is history – at its finest.

As thrilling as the countless films, television series and pastiches
may be, nothing can surpass the magic of  the original canonical
tales which Arthur Conan Doyle has bequeathed us. I’m particu‐
larly drawn to those intriguing stories which lead down unexplored
paths. Just what was “revealed” in that infamous photograph of
Irene Adler and the King of  Bohemia? Surely it couldn’t be a
simple image of  the two of  them posing sedately together. Upper
class gentlemen, including royalty, married or not, were notorious
rakes, and an armload of  mistresses was a sign of  virility rather than
notoriety. King Edward VII, the reputed “Illustrious Client,” never
allowed his marriage to Princess Alexandra to interfere with his love
life. So what did that photograph contain of  so scandalous a nature?
My opinion is that it was not simply scandalous, but salacious,
perhaps better suited to a French postcard than a royal memento.
I’d love to have a copy of  it in my collection.

Aside from the captivating stories themselves, anything that
resonates of  19th- and early 20th-century protocols is of  interest to
me. The Holmes tales are, as Watson observes, “a perfect quarry for
the student not only of  crime but of  the social and official scandals
of  the late Victorian era.” For me, they serve as touchstones to
Victorian and Edwardian material and social culture, providing
inspiration for my own writing. An examination of  “Black Peter” led
to an analysis of  domestic violence in Victorian England, while
“The Creeping Man” forged an unexpected connection to eugenics
and the subject of  the monster in Victorian literature.

I have enjoyed immensely researching a variety of  Sherlockian
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subjects. Unlike Seinfeld, which was
“a show about nothing,” the Canon
is a treasure trove of  everything, both
the starting point and an outlet for
my insatiable curiosity for all things
Victorian. As Nathan Garrideb

expressed it, “I am, in fact, the
student of  many subjects, and you
may be surprised at the universality
of  my interests. The general effect is
amiable though eccentric. One day
a profession might be made out of
what up to this time has been the
merest hobby.” For the past three
years I have been pleased to
contribute a regular column in Cana‐
dian Holmes, the quarterly journal of
The Bootmakers of  Toronto. “The
View from the Bow Window” is an
examination of  various aspects of
Victorian and Edwardian life as they
relate to the Holmes tales, often illustrated with treasures from my
collection. As our detective himself  observes, “To anyone who
wishes to study mankind, this is the spot.” The subjects I’ve explored
include: pipes, brandy, the London Underground, cursed gems, the
history of  wax figures, Prince Albert watch chains, the pugilistic arts,
commonplace books, Stradivarius violins – and, of  course, bow
windows.

Sherlock Holmes certainly
provided the inspiration for my play,
The Crossing: Three Authors in Search of
a Character. Edgar Allan Poe, Oscar
Wilde and Harry Houdini, three
literary and cultural titans with
enormous egos, all have unresolved
conflicts with Conan Doyle. What I
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could not have imagined when I embarked upon this journey was
just how much they had in common – how similar their narratives,
their insecurities and their recriminations. It began to feel as though
they were always meant to find themselves in a room together (in
this case a barren chamber in the afterlife), engaging in witty and
acrimonious dialogue, their resentment and appreciation for Arthur
Conan Doyle their common point of  intersection. A Mystery Inter‐
loper who smokes shag tobacco only adds to the tension and
suspense.

Moreover, it was very gratifying to be able to incorporate rele‐
vant images from my ephemera collection into the text.

I’m also enchanted by Conan
Doyle’s belief  in Spiritualism and
what led him to place his trust in two
young girls who claimed to have
taken photographs of  fairies at the
bottom of  their garden. I’ve written
a YA novella on the subject of  the
Cottingley Fairies, beautifully illus‐
trated by Laurie Fraser Manifold, for
which I’m currently searching for an
appropriate publisher.

The stories have also provided
grist for my collecting mania. My
fascination for the period led natu‐
rally to amassing objects, mostly of
paper, and representative of  their time. Their significance cannot be
overstated. In 1988, Maurice Rickards, founder of  the Ephemera
Society UK, wrote in his landmark book, Collecting Printed Ephemera,
“In every fragment of  ephemera resides the genius papyri, the spirit
of  the paper – the abiding essence of  its message, origin and
content.” It presupposes that the paper is somehow possessed of  its
own DNA – and an immortal soul. My treasures began with a
collection of  printed ephemera – advertising trade cards, calendars,
and posters – then progressed to photo albums, valentines, and
holographic material such as illustrated friendship albums, private
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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?
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
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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Doyle Collection at the Toronto
Public Library, one of  the foremost
Doylean and Sherlockian reposito‐
ries in the world. In 2011 I chaired
the international conference Arthur
Conan Doyle: A Study in Scandal (SinS),
and I’ve been pleased to speak at a
number of  conferences over the
years, all immensely gratifying expe‐
riences.

Above all, though I don’t always
appreciate his attitude toward
women, Sherlock Holmes repre‐
sents, as John Bennett Shaw
expressed it so well, “the finest

expression of  the urge to trample
evil and set aright the wrongs with
which the world has been beset.” He
is the universal muse, the master of
wit and wisdom, and a bastion of
justice in a world gone all awry. He
is in the truest sense the last and
highest court of  appeal, a lighthouse
of  luminosity and the one fixed
point in a changing world. A more
admirable model of  decency in an
often indecent world cannot be
imagined, a compass point guiding
us to enlightenment. Above all, he has taught me that education
never ends, but is a series of  lessons with the greatest for the last. For
me, Sherlock Holmes is more than a mere role model. He is a life
coach and an unending source of  inspiration. We would do well to
heed his wisdom and emulate his many qualities.
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SHERLOCK AND THE NERD
Liese Sherwood-Fabre, Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate

© 2021

y attraction to Sherlock Holmes originates, in part, from his
relatability. He was smart, used logic and his intellect to

solve problems, and had only a few friends.
In a word, he was a nerd before the term existed, and I could

totally connect with him on this level.
While numerous definitions and descriptions of  nerds exist, all

include some basic characteristics: an intellectual component (enjoy
thinking about things); an interest in science and/or math; and a
preference for study. These traits are sprinkled throughout the
Canon: Holmes knew all about dirt, ash, and bees, among other
things - enough to write treatises on such topics for others to study
and use. He had an intellectual bent, the desire to study, and a pref‐
erence for science (and some math).

Such cerebral pursuits often come with a price: awkward social
skills. Theories suggest such skills atrophy in nerds beginning at an
early age. Somehow in childhood, nerds failed at early social inter‐
actions, and shifted their attention to those areas where they had
more success - science or math, for example - and once withdrawn
from such interactions, continued down that path.

Holmes’ preference for being a social recluse (brought about
from being less adept at social interaction) is illustrated in “The
Adventure of  the Gloria Scott.” Holmes relates to Watson how he
made one friend during his two years at college. Instead of  hanging
with his classmates at the local pub or playing team sports, he
preferred to spend his time alone, thinking. Despite Holmes’ obvious
reticence (he tells his flat mate of  this one friend before he ever
shares that he has a brother), he and Watson did forge a close bond.
A single telegraphed request to come at once, and Watson would be
off  to assist his friend.

The term “nerd” didn’t enter our daily lexicon until almost a
century later. I distinctly recall the first time I heard the term
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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
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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
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 6th 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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Reichenbach Falls 1995

ally took over as the primary Sherlockian group in Dallas. I was very
grateful to John Bennett Shaw, who managed to call me whenever I
was frustrated with running a society. How he always knew when to
call is beyond me. I led that group for twenty years until turning the
reins over to Steve Mason, who preferred to resurrect the Crew of
the Barque Lone Star.

During those years, I dragged my family around the world while
engaging with the Franco-Midland Hardware Company and the
Sherlock Holmes Society of  London. We visited London and Baker
Street.

We traced the path of  Homes
and Moriarty from London through
Brussels, Paris, walked the Gemmi
Pass, and hiked up to the Reichen‐
bach Falls.

We spent a few weeks in Dart‐
moor searching for a hound. My
children grew up with quite a few
very literary aunts and uncles due to
those adventures.

My investiture in the Baker Street Irregulars came in 2020 as
The Curious Incident of  Sherlock Holmes in Japan. Perhaps you
are wondering why? I lived in Japan at one point and conducted a
lot of  business there over the years, and I have many friends who are
members of  the Japan Sherlock Holmes Club. I also trained exten‐
sively in the martial arts at the Kodokan, where Judo was founded.
It was an honor to have this investiture name as the previous holder
was Dr. Kohki Naganuma, the Finance Minister of  Japan (1949 -
1951).
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was introduced to Sherlock Holmes when I was ten years old.
An adapted “The Adventure of  the Speckled Band” was in a

Reader’s Digest book for children that I received for my birthday. I
remember I thought the story was scary, but it was a true story
about a runaway train I really thought was spooky. Hmmm? What
was I thinking? It was years later, after I graduated college, that I
picked up the Canon and started to read it. And, I noted a familiar
tale. It was still a chilling story.

One time my father went to his bank. I was reading the
Doubleday Canon while he talked to a banker. The banker noticed
me and asked if  I liked Holmes. I said yes and he mentioned he
read the stories too. He also said something about other people who
liked the detective. I am shy and didn’t get his full name nor did I
really catch what he said about others who liked Holmes. Much
much later I used to go to Scotland Yard Books, a mystery book‐
store, in a Chicago suburb. When the owner of  the store started
sponsoring seminars about the Canon, given by Thomas Joyce, I
decided to go to them. Not something I would have usually done.
But I liked Holmes and pushed myself  to attend the seminars. I
remembered that that banker had mentioned Holmes devotees and
realized the people attending the sessions were some of  those
people. I began to make Sherlockian friends. When some of  those
folks, under the sponsorship of  the bookstore, decided to start a new
Holmes scion I came to the first organizational meeting in 1988. I
had, surprisingly to me, become president of  my district’s teachers’
union. Something in that event pushed me to help start the new
scion. I have been involved in The Scotland Yarders ever since. I
first worked on the newsletter with other members and I helped
with other things. I took over the newsletter in 1991. I don’t even
remember when I actually took over the leadership of  the scion, but
it seems I’ve been Commissioner of  The Scotland Yarders forever.
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Along the way I have become a member of  other scions and
attended many Sherlockian events.

When the pandemic caused a
lockdown in Illinois and restricted
travel a Sherlockian friend and I
became a “pod” and attended many
Zoom scion meetings together. I
know this helped me keep on an
“even keel” during that time. I live
alone and might never have social‐
ized in any serious way if  I didn’t
have those Zoom meetings to attend
and a friend to talk with. I was able to see/meet some people I had
heard about and enjoyed a number of  interesting talks.

When I look back on my experiences with the Sherlockian world
I realize how many people I have met that I likely would never have
met if  not for Sherlockian events. Not only from professions much
different from my own teaching profession, but just folks that I never
would have met at all. I have made some very good friends and
expanded my world. If  it wasn’t for Sherlock Holmes, I might be
rather isolated, retired with few friends to see and watching reruns
of  old sitcoms. I have a better life now because of  Sherlock Holmes.
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HOLMES AND ME – A RELATIONSHIP
Vincent W. Wright, Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate © 2021

The Discovery

he way that Sherlock Holmes, Dr. Watson, and The Canon
came into my life is something I’ve discussed many times. Lots

of  people have heard it, so there’s really nothing new to tell, but the
short version goes something like this...

When I was in junior high in the early 1980’s I met a new class‐
mate, Chris, whose father was involved with a local college and had
an amazing library in their house. Chris and I became good friends,
and I spent a lot of  time at his place. I was always amazed at his
dad’s collection, and one day while browsing the shelves I came
across the two-volume Annotated Sherlock Holmes by William S. Baring-
Gould.

Chris let me borrow them to browse...and I still have them. I
guess in time he just forgot I had them, or he trusted that one day
I’d return them. Well, after high school, Chris and his family moved
away. I lost complete track of  him and have only heard rumors as to
where he ended up. However, I know he has no wish to be found, so
I have not pursued him. I am indebted to him as those big green
volumes served me well for a couple of  decades before I bought my
own copies. His are packed away in my office closet and await the
day when I can put them back on their rightful shelf.

I knew of  Holmes before the books, of  course, but only from
the occasional yard sale paperback that I’d pick up here or there as
a kid. I don’t recall ever seeing a movie or TV show about the
detective, but all of  that changed one night in the late 80’s. Where I
grew up Channel 8 was the local PBS station, and on Fridays (I
think) they would show old horror and comedy movies back-to-
back. On that fateful night the movie wasn’t a horror, but a mystery.
A Sherlock Holmes series that starred someone named Jeremy
Brett. I was absolutely hooked. To me he was the perfect embodi‐
ment of  the man I’d read about. It was not the beginning of  my life
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as a Sherlockian, however. That came after I moved to Indianapolis
in 1996.

That move had me living near a bookstore with an entire
Holmes section. One day I picked up a copy of  Encyclopedia Sherlock‐
iana by Matthew E. Bunson. In the back were listings of  Sherlock
Holmes societies, and I saw that Indianapolis had one. I contacted
them but didn’t venture out to an actual meeting for over a year.
Once I did, in the summer of  1997, I became a member of  The
Illustrious Clients of  Indianapolis and have been one ever since.

The Hobby

When my wife and I married in 1998 we had little money. We
survived, but there were times we struggled. I’m telling you this to
relate that I wanted to do so much more in the hobby but couldn’t. I
heard about other gatherings and groups while knowing I had to
wait to experience them for myself. I remained a “social Sherlock‐
ian” for over a decade but worked behind the scenes on ideas I had.
I typed out papers and articles on an outdated desktop computer in
the hopes that someday I might be able to do something with them.
I photocopied other people’s chronology books because I couldn’t
afford my own. I salivated over other’s libraries and hoped that one
day I would have one, too. I bided my time.

A few years later I got a call from fellow Client Steve Doyle
letting me know that complete sets of  The Sherlock Holmes Reference
Library by Les Klinger were available. Life had gotten much better,
so I gathered the required cash and drove to Steve’s to buy them.
These were amazing works, and the level of  research that went into
them deserves a statue or something. In the back of  each volume
was what I wanted most – a listing of  about a dozen chronologies
and the dates those chronologists had for each case.

It was during my first venturing out to a conference in Dayton,
OH, in May of  2009 with some fellow club members that I found a
copy of  I Remember The Date Very Well by John Hall. The book was
one listed in the back of  The Reference Library, so I bought the copy
for my small but growing collection. I had made it a point to find
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every chronology available, but I could not have predicted where it
would take me. I’d been dabbling with a blog I’d created called
Historical Sherlock but didn’t really have a plan laid out for it. I had
something to say, and I knew it was chronological in nature, but I
wasn’t there yet. In time, and after a few fresh coats of  paint, I got it
headed in the direction I wanted, and people really seemed to
enjoy it.

In May 2010 I received an answer to an email I had sent to an
east coast lady named Jacquelynn Bost Morris. I’d heard of  a gath‐
ering she put on every year out in Maryland, how it was really grow‐
ing, and how she might need speakers. I had requested to do just
that even though I had nothing to actually talk about yet. Her
response that May morn told me that I was welcome to give a talk. I
told the Facebook world about it, probably did the Arsenio Hall fist
pumps in the air, and then settled in to write my first paper to give
to a room full of  strangers.

The paper, titled ‘Page 15 Line 41’, was a hit. It concerned the
true location for 221b Baker Street based on the simple idea of
Holmes finding it from an ad in the paper. The place, 23 Baker
Street, fit all the needed requirements, and it looked like I had really
done some convincing work to solve a longstanding Sherlockian
mystery. I had never had such an exhilarating experience in front of
a crowd, and I loved it. More than that, though, was how much I
loved the research that went into my work…and I wanted more of
all of it.

Within a few years I had given ‘Page 15 Line 41’ in four other
states. Turns out, though, that I’d made a huge mistake in the paper
and eventually had to retire it. (The last time it was given was with
the corrected information.) By then my name had been firmly estab‐
lished on the speaking circuit, and people were talking about Histor‐
ical Sherlock. I applied much fervor to more papers after finding
myself  often being requested to speak. Since then, I have been lucky
enough to present somewhere at least once every year. It’s an
amazing feeling to be asked, and I am always surprised and
honored. As such, I do my best to make my stuff  as entertaining and
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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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sat in my four-poster refuge propped against a pile of  pillows,
knees drawn up, head resting on them as I struggled to breathe.

My damp hair clung to me in wads, scratchy against my back and
neck, wrapped around my arms, stuck to my face. I was too tired to
brush it away again.

I’d always been a sickly child. At various times my maternal
grandmother would swoop in and remove me to her own home to,
as she thought, better care for me. She bought my grave to be ready
for me, as while still an infant I had suffered two bouts of  pneumo‐
nia, and then was afflicted again when I was a toddler. There was
quite the row when my atheist family learned the doctor had called
for a priest. One aunt was Catholic, and so approved, but the others
were adamantly against such ecclesiastical meddling. None seemed
to think it worthwhile to explain to the terrified child who these
strangers were, and why the family was focused on them, and not on
comforting the toddler in her struggles to breathe. But, I did recover
and finally was returned to my mother’s care. My parents had
divorced, and my father had returned to Hawaiʻi. My mother kept
me in California.

One evening, my mother came into my bedroom to refresh the
Vicks she rubbed into my chest every hour or so. “How are you, my
darling?” She really spoke like that. “I've brought you something.” A
stack of  books was cradled in her arms.

“I thought you might enjoy these. They were my favorites when
I was your age.” I’d already been through Wind in the Willows, The
Wizard of  Oz, The Hobbit and Lord of  the Rings, and all of  the Burgess
series. This stack contained fairy tales, well known and loved, but
with the most marvelous art deco illustrations. It also contained a
genre I had never before encountered.

I saw a thick book with heavy yellowing pages and a torn cover
depicting a man with a looking glass wearing a deerstalker cap.
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Intrigued, I pointed to it. My
mother set the stack of  books on my
night table and drew out the one to
which I had pointed. She laid it
beside me on the bed and unbut‐
toned my nightgown so she could
apply fresh Vicks to my chest. As the
scent engulfed me, the light shining
through my bedroom windows
faded. The streetlights came on and
cast shadows of  trees on the wall to
my right. My mother patted my
chest and buttoned up my night‐
gown, then rose. She turned on my bedside lamp, bent down, and
kissed my forehead. “Nighty-night, my love.” She stepped out and
closed the door.

I can’t say I immediately fell in love with the book. But I was
intrigued. I read it through the night, and in the morning my
mother explained the difficult bits. When I finished, I set it aside and
read the fairy tales with their beautiful illustrations.

The next time my asthma kept me up, I read the book again,
and understood a bit more. Over time, Mr. Holmes and Dr. Watson
came to be my dear friends and companions. They helped me navi‐
gate the changes in my life as the adults around me shifted their
alliances and I was moved from household to household, finally
ending up sent to Hawaiʻi, where I joined my father in the house‐
hold of  my paternal grandparents.

From the fourth grade until I graduated from high school, I
probably read the adventures of  Sherlock Holmes each year, each
year understanding a little more as my understanding of  the world
events of  the late 19th Century grew.

After graduation, my path and the path of  Mr. Holmes and Dr.
Watson diverged, and I did not enjoy their company for some time.
I became a teacher, artist, and writer. Most of  my writing was
devoted to science journalism and historical documentation. I had
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no time for fiction. Time passed, I divorced, my daughter grew up
and moved away.

One day my father called to ask if  I would be interested in
taking on the family home, or if  I preferred that he should sell it. I
moved home. It needed a thorough cleaning.

As I pulled the books from the library shelves and set them
aside, I saw a thick book with heavy yellowing pages and a torn
cover depicting a man with a looking glass wearing a deerstalker
cap. I opened the book and greeted my old friends.

Hours later I rose from the floor, stretched my stiff  legs, and
took the book into the kitchen where I brewed a pot of  coffee and
then, warmed by the drink and the memories, continued to read.

As a teacher of  Hawaiian history, culture, and art, it is a great
frustration to me that people will much more happily believe fiction
about our islands than they will actual fact. In 2018 I was laid off
from one of  my contract jobs, and decided to use the time pursuing
something I had been considering for a while – I would write
Hawaiian history as fiction. I would trick people into reading real
history! But, what would be my vehicle? What better than taking the
lead of  my old friends, Holmes and Watson. Thus Kamaka Holmes
and Fevronia Watkins came to be.

It was during the time I was starting to restore my family home
that I had begun reconnecting with my mother. Among the things I
learned was that among her many contributions to the world was
the writing of  culinary mysteries. My mother and I often remarked
how our lives so often paralleled at our different ages. She had
encouraged me to pursue a career as a writer, and when I began the
Holmesian pastiches was delighted that I had decided to work in her
favorite genre.

In November of  2019, we learned my mother had inoperable
lung cancer. I set my own work aside and with the financial help of
my husband, cousins, brother, and daughter spent her last three
months with her. Among the tasks she wanted to accomplish was to
turn over her cooking website and her manuscripts to me so that I
could carry on her work. After spending the day working together,
we would make a nice pot of  tea and watch Basil Rathbone as Sher‐
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lock Holmes. When she was too
tired to watch, I read to her from my
manuscript of  He Huli Ulaʻula, my
first Sherlock Holmes pastiche.

I was so pleased that she
enjoyed it.
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MY SYMBIOTIC RELATIONSHIP
WITH SHERLOCK HOLMES
Donny Zaldin, ASH, BSI, MBt,

Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate © 2021

y father was a salesman of  men’s clothes and my mother a
saleslady of  women’s clothing. Following in their footsteps,

my older brother, my identical twin brother, Ronald (yes, our fore‐
names rhymed) and I each studied, graduated and practised law in
Toronto, Canada – as barristers (called trial attorneys in the U.S.)
for about forty years. To me, our profession was essentially another
form of  sales or marketing – not of  things, but of  people or
positions.

In the 1980s, as a change of  pace, I took up non-legal writing
for scholarly journals and public speaking on:

history;
ephemera (the study of  handwritten or printed
documents of  a transient nature intended for a specific,
usually short-term purpose, and then disposal – but
which somehow survive and take on a second life as part
of  the historical record); and
Sherlock Holmes, to whom my wife Barbara Rusch and I
were introduced in 1983 when we joined The
Bootmakers of  Toronto.

When I was in primary school (grades 1-6) and learned the five
“Ws”: who, what, why, where and when, my favorite was “why.” So,
whenever I read a Sherlock Holmes story, I wonder why the idea of
a crime or mystery came to the mind of  Conan Doyle. Was it from
his knowledge of  “sensational literature?” Or from a person he
knew, place he visited or event he experienced or learned about? Or
from his own imagination? To wit: what led Conan Doyle to base
his canonical adventure stories on a spectral, hellish beast and a
legendary family curse (The Hound of  the Baskervilles), a cipher of  stick
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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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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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Baker Street Elementary
Joe Fay, Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate

Rusty Mason, Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate & Steve
Mason, ASH, BSI, Barque Lone Star Deck-Mate © 2021
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