
   
      
      
   

The Curious Incident of the

Howling Dog on Baker Street

Liese Sherwood-Fabre, PhD, BSI

 

The sitting room of the mistress of 224  Baker  Street exuded elegance and charm with high ceilings, intricate plasterwork, and tall sash windows. In front of the window was a burgundy velvet couch that complemented the 3ow‐ ered wallpaper. At one time, the room held several round tables exhibiting various antiques  the  mistress  had  purchased  over  the  years,  but  they  had  been  removed following her death. No one entered this room except for her two former compan‐ ions Cyril the cat and Ezra her faithful corgi. Even the master, away on an extended business trip, rarely entered the room.

On a 5ne spring day in 1894, Ezra raised his head from his pillow at the foot of the couch and glanced up at Cyril. The cat lay half on the sofa and half on the window ledge. Now past its zenith, the sun sent its warm rays directly onto the cat’s back. The regal tabby’s green eyes were mere slits, but Ezra knew they moni‐ tored the street scene with unwavering vigilance.

The feline widened his eyes and announced to his companion, “The short one is leaving.”

The corgi raised his head, lifted his ears, and stilled. “It’s the one with the limp. Gives his stride a di6erent rhythm.” Another listen. “The one who smokes those French cigarettes is coming back, but he’s not alone.”

Cyril focused his gaze further up the street and said, “I haven’t seen the man with him before. He’s tall and looks a little like a Schnauzer. You should see his mustache.”

“Really?” With a leap developed from years of practice, the stubby-legged dog landed on the couch and joined his friend at the window. He carefully edged closer to the open window for a better peek while watching his balance. If he stretched too far, he could tumble o6 the couch and be punished for climbing on the furni‐ ture. “He’s better dressed than the other two. A top hat, not a cap. I don’t think 168             Liese Sherwood-Fabre, PhD, BSI there’s any Schnauzer in him, but he does have that air about him—con!dent and aggressive. Not one I would approach without caution.”

For the past week, the two had noticed a subtle shift in the air. The !rst hint had been the sudden activity in Camden House. Their abode shared a wall with the  vacant  building  next  door.  Urgent  whispers  and  constant  cigarette  smoke drifted past wallpaper and brick and warned of some impending event—whether good or bad, they had yet to determine.

Even  more  disturbing,  however,  was  the  activity  across  the  street.  Dormant even longer than Camden House, 221B suddenly had come to life after three long years.  Curtains  rustled.  Footsteps  echoed  up  the  steps  to  the  apartment  on  the second "oor. And now the man was back, having appeared the night before, sitting at long stretches at the window, his silhouette showing through the curtains.

“All three of them are conversing now,” Cyril said. He continued to watch the three men below them on the street. “I wonder what they are saying?”

“I might be able to !nd out.”

With another accomplished leap, he sped across the room and yipped through the doorway. The maid they called Millie appeared. His response was a "urry of tail wagging and eager jumps at her skirt and apron.

“Good  heavens,  Ezra,”  she  said,  pushing  the  dog  down.  “Fancy  a  stroll  so urgently?” A similar round of tail wags and several spins in a tight circle followed. “Let me fetch the leash.”

When she disappeared down the hallway, Ezra winked an eye at the cat. “Being a dog does have its advantages.”

“Do try to focus out there,” Cyril said and licked a paw. “You want to hear what the men are saying. Don’t go sni$ng at every scent you !nd.”

He  hung  his  head  at  this  reproach.  More  than  once  an  enticing  aroma  had drawn him into trouble. There was the time he was locked in the pantry. Another time,  a  carriage  almost  hit  him.  He  stared  at  his  companion.  “I  can’t  help  my nature. Any more than you could help it when you almost fell out that window.”

“You have to agree that bird was annoying,” he said with a lift of his chin. “At least he stayed away after that.”

Before he could reply, the maid returned, and the two hustled down the stairs. Millie’s arm stretched out in front as she tried to keep the dog from pulling her o% her feet.

“Hold on,” she said in a high-pitched voice. “Are you in that much of a hurry?”

He was. Who knew how long the men would remain conversing on the street? He stopped upon landing in the street and sni%ed the air. Checking to his right, he saw with dismay only two men remained. Schnauzer man had left. He knew he had to  catch  up  to  them.  Hear  their  conversation.  But  there  were  so  many  scents  to follow. Wait. A new one coming from across the street. A hint of beeswax, with something else mixed in. Another wax. The lady at 221B must have been dusting. Probably needed in after three years.

A yowl from the window overhead made both Millie and Ezra glance up to where Cyril still perched. He caught the cat’s subtle tail twitch, reminding him to head to the corner immediately. Keeping to task, he turned in the direction Cyril
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had indicated but was jerked to halt. His collar bit into his throat and cut his bark into a wheeze.

“This way, Ezra,” Millie said and turned toward the opposite corner.

He glanced up at his companion as the maid dragged him behind her. Locking his  knees,  he  planted  himself  as  powerfully  as  possible.  The  maid,  a  slight  thing with  little  seniority  (why  else  would  she  be  the  one  who  had  to  walk  the  dog?), pulled on his leash and managed to slide him along on his paws a foot or so. Ezra grimaced. The sidewalk’s paving stones scraped the bottom of his paws. He hoped Cyril  appreciated  his  sacri!ce  for  gaining  this  information.  With  a  whine,  he turned his head toward the opposite corner.

The young woman threw up her free hand. “All right, have it your way. But you’d better do your business fast. I’ve got work to do.”

Nose skimming above the ground, he pretended to seek the perfect spot for his “business”  as  he  made  his  way  to  the  corner  and  the  two  men  from  Camden House. Once he detected the acrid sting of the short man’s tobacco, he stopped and tipped his head in their direction. His hearing was keen enough that he heard their mutterings perfectly while still half a house away.

“The Colonel says it will happen tonight. I’ve seen him shoot; he won’t miss from this distance, Parker,” whispered the short one.

A tug on his leash almost caused him to miss the other’s reply.

“Keep it down,” the taller said in a hiss sharp as a blade’s edge. “You want the entire street to know what we’re planning tonight? But once Holmes is out of the picture, there’ll be no stopping us.”

He  sidled  to  the  edge  of  the  building  and  lifted  his  leg,  hoping  they  would share more. The two seemed lost in thought, pu#ng away at their cigarettes and glancing at the window across the street.

Unfortunately, as soon as he !nished, another tug pulled him out of range. The last word he heard was “air.” All the way back to the house, he sni$ed at the air, seeking to detect something di$erent, but he could distinguish nothing beyond the usual scents.

“You coming down with a cold?” Millie asked after the !fth sni%e. “I’ll have Cook make you some pepper tea.”

He raised his head at that threat. The last time they’d forced that mixture on him, it burned from mouth to stomach. Whether or not he resisted, it would be poured  down  his  throat.  Perhaps  if  he  kept  his  head  up,  the  maid  would  forget about the tea. If she didn’t, he could only hope Cyril would recognize yet another sacri!ce on his part in their e$orts to maintain the security of Baker Street.

Once  released,  Ezra  settled  onto  his  bed  by  the  couch.  His  throat  still  stung from the leash, but Cyril would not let him rest. The cat sauntered to the edge of the couch and hung his head over the edge so they could converse more directly.

“What did you learn?”

He licked the front paw, which was the most tender after the maid had dragged him across the pavement. “The taller one’s name is Parker.” His tongue shifted to the other front paw. “Schnauzer man’s name is Colonel.”

The  cat’s  back  ru%ed  slightly,  a  sure  sign  his  annoyance  was  rising.  Ezra 170             Liese Sherwood-Fabre, PhD, BSI suppressed  the  grin,  wanting  to  shape  his  lips.  It  was  too  easy  to  bedevil  him. “That’s not a name. That’s a title.”

“Ok. His title is Colonel.”

“That’s it?”

“They said something about ‘air.’ But I couldn’t "nd anything in the air…No, wait. I did smell beeswax. From across the street. At 221B. I think someone’s been dusting.”

“Nothing more?”

The  tabby  leaned  farther  over  the  couch  edge.  Near  enough,  his  paw  could reach the corgi’s nose. No more teasing the cat. He had a scar on his nose from when he’d gone too far before. Best to give up the rest of what he learned.

With a sigh, he said, “Whatever is happening, it’s tonight; and Colonel is an excellent shot.”

“Tonight,” Cyril said slowly, as if savoring the word. He glanced behind him to the street beyond the window. “It’s still several hours before dark. We should get some rest. It may be a late night for us.”

Ezra couldn’t agree more. Stretching out on the bed, he #ipped onto his back, exposing his white belly, and wriggled against its rough surface for a good, old-fash‐ ioned scratching.

Soon,  he  was  racing  down  Baker  Street,  baying  as  he  followed  Parker  and Colonel  over  the  cobblestones.  His  stubby  legs  had  amazing  speed,  and  he  was gaining  on  the  two.  Their  heels  were  almost  within  reach.  They  smelled like…pepper?

With  a  jerk,  he  awoke  to "nd  Millie,  the  butler  Parkhurst,  and  Cook  all standing over him. His dream faded from triumph to terror. Cook held a bowl in her hands. They’d come to administer the pepper tea.

“Don’t "ght it,” Cyril said from his place on the windowsill.

A lump formed in the corgi’s throat. “You have no idea what it’s like. Last time, I couldn’t bark for three days.”

Parkhurst reached down to grab him, but Ezra was faster. He slipped between the man’s legs and headed toward the hallway. His nails clicked and slipped on the polished wood, and he slid as he turned to head down the stairs. The maid and the butler blocked o% his descent, and he cowered against the stair’s banister, letting out a pitiful whine.

“Come  here,  Ezra,”  the  butler  said.  His  sturdy  hands  wrapped  around  the corgi’s midsection. “Hand me that blanket, Millie.”

Soon he was swaddled tight, a metal tube in his mouth, and pepper tea trick‐ ling down his throat.

Don’t "ght it? Cyril should get a treatment just for giving that advice.

Once Cook decided the dose was su&cient, they released him to hobble back to his bed, hacking all the way. In a raspy voice, he told the cat, “Don’t talk to me.”

The tabby licked his paw and swiped it over his face. “Fine. I won’t tell you what I saw when they were giving you the tea.”

“What?” He managed to choke out.

“The man moved.”

“Of course he did. He has legs.”
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“But it was how he moved. Just turned a bit.”

As much as he didn’t want to admit it, this observation intrigued him. The dog pushed himself up from his bed. It took him two tries to get onto the couch. His thwarted escape attempt had sapped his energy.

“See,” the cat said. “He faced that corner. Now he’s facing the other. I saw it. His whole body, chair and all, rotated.”

The corgi had to admit it was rather odd, but all humans did strange things. He was tired, and the pepper had unsettled his stomach.

He burped. “Lying down.”

“I’ll  keep  the  watch  and  let  you  know  if  I  see  anything.  If  it’s  happening tonight, we must be prepared.”

Cyril stretched out on the sill, the late afternoon rays still caressing his back. “By  the  way,  Parker  is  in  a  doorway.  I  wouldn’t  know  he  was  hiding  there  if  I hadn’t seen him. I think he’s watching for something.”

Ezra grunted in response, the pepper tea still burned. This change in routine meant  something.  He  knew  it.  With  some  e"ort,  he  rasped  out,  “What  do  you suppose it means? Leaving him alone like that?”

The cat #icked his tail lazily from side to side, his eyes $xed on the scene outside the window. “We know something is happening tonight. They said so. Perhaps this is part of the preparation.” He jerked his head and stared out the window. “The man across the street just moved again. Now he’s facing toward the corner where Parker is. Do you think he’s watching him, too?”

The dog’s stomach rumbled, and he shifted on his side in hopes of a little relief. If he were called upon to act, he feared he couldn’t do it. He needed rest. “Maybe. I’m going to sleep. You let me know of any changes.”

As evening descended upon the quiet street, Ezra drifted in and out of a $tful sleep, trapped between wakefulness and dreams. The pepper tea continued to make his head swim and his stomach churn. As the gaslights were lit and a cool breeze passed through the window, he $nally fell into a deep, relaxed sleep.

After what seemed only a second, someone called his name.

“Ezra.”

His stomach $nally calm, he rolled onto his other side to return to the dream he’d been having about chasing squirrels.

“Ezra!”

He covered his eyes with his paws. Sleep. He needed sleep.

Ten needles dug into his back, and he yelped. Rising to his feet he wiggled his body to throw o" the weight now clinging to him.

Cyril yowled when he #ew to the #oor. The two faced each other nose-to-nose.

“Why did you attack me? I was $nally feeling better.”

The cat took on an o"ended tone and twitched his tail. “You said to let you know if any changes happened. Well, they have.”

“The man’s moved again?” They had already observed the man doing so regu‐ larly. Not something to lose sleep over.

“Yes, but that’s not all. There are more men in doorways. And—”

“Hush.”

“Don’t you—”
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Ezra growled. “Quiet. There’s someone next door.”

“But  Parker  hasn’t  moved.  No  one’s  come  near  the  building.  I’ve  been watching.”

“Well, then they came in the back. They haven’t been here before. One keeps saying ‘Watson.’ I suppose that’s one of their names.”

“Watson.”  Cyril  repeated  the  name  as  if  trying  to  recall  if  he  had  heard  it before. “Do you recognize the voices?”

“It’s been a long time, but yes. The two men who live across the street.”

The cat tilted his head as if considering the information. “Stay here.”

With a graceful leap, the cat returned to his post on the back of the couch. “It can’t be. The tall one is still in the window.”

“I’m telling you it’s the same man. You don’t think I can’t recognize a voice.”

“It is through a wall—”

“Quiet,” the corgi barked. “Someone else is coming. I recognize the footsteps. It’s the Colonel.”

Ezra  cocked  his  head,  straining  to  hear  what  passed  in  the  house  next  door. Some shu!ing, maybe. A click. A pop, then…a splintering of glass shattered the street’s ordinary sounds.

The  dog  jerked  his  head  up  to  the  back  of  the  couch  where  his  companion stood, back arched, tail straight. “What was that?”

“Something pierced the window and pushed the man down.”

A  whistle  split  the  street’s  mu!ed  nocturnal  sounds  and  Ezra’s  thoughts. Blood pounded in his head, unsettling his stomach once again.

“The  whistle’s  coming  from  the  house  next  door,”  Cyril  said  to  no  one  in particular.

Ezra raised his ear closest to the wall shared with the adjacent house. “There’s a great deal of activity next door. Do you suppose they are related?”

“What do you hear?”

“Hold     on.      Lestrade…Holmes…Molesy…Colonel…#end…Shikari…Von Herder…arrest…murder…Ronald  Adair.  Apparently,  the  one  they  call  Colonel tried to hunt the one they call Holmes.”

“Hunt, did you say? I suppose if they were both in the same room, one could attack another—”

“No. No. Although they did do that, too. The broken window and the man across the road. Colonel did that. And the others didn’t like it at all.” He raised his head to gaze at the cat. “They are leaving. I want to see them all together.”

Despite his comprised state and with great e$ort, the dog’s slightly wobbly legs pushed him onto the couch. He had to pause for a breath or two before he pulled himself onto his back legs and peered onto the street. “Do you recognize any of them?” he asked. “I want to put the voices with the faces.”

Cyril  raised  a  paw  to  indicate  the  tall,  broad-shouldered  one.  His  con#dent stride echoed through the street as he led a cluster of three up the street. “He visits quite a bit.”

“All right, men. We can all head to the station,” the one in the lead said.

“That’s the one they call ‘Lestrade,’” Ezra said. “He was talking to ‘Holmes.’ Which one is that?”
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“The taller of the two crossing the street. The one with him they call Watson.”

Ezra studied the back of the tall, lean man dressed all in black. He had some di!culty  picking  him  out  from  among  the  shadows,  but  his  erect  stature  and assured  gait  counterbalanced  his  companion’s  shorter,  athletic  build  to  form  a most congenial pair.

The street emptied. A large, black-boxed carriage where they put the Colonel clattered away. The shadows of the other two men now replaced the previous soli‐ tary $gure the curtain in the window across the street. A woman’s shadow joined them.

“I’ve missed this view into the room,” Ezra said. “They remind me of us, in a manner.”

“How so?”

“Just that they appear to suit each other.”

“Do you think we complement each other?”

“You see what I cannot. I hear what you don’t.”

“Hmm.” Cyril’s thoughtful acknowledgment ended abruptly. He leaped to his feet and settled into a stance the dog knew all too well: a cat on the hunt.

“What is it?”

“Remember the one they called Parker? He suddenly appeared from the shad‐ ows. He was helping the Colonel to hunt Holmes.”

Ezra  studied  the $gure  slipping  down  the  street.  “He’s  coming  this  way. Perhaps  he  plans  to  hunt  Holmes  like  the  Colonel.  We  must  stop  him.  Warn Holmes he is still in danger.”

“Stop him? How?”

“Jump. Jump on him. I’ll bark and alert them.”

“Jump? Do you know how high it is? Besides you can’t bark. They gave you the pepper tea.”

“It’s not such a terrible height. And I’ll bark. I promise. Even if it’s the last bark I ever do.”

Cyril studied the man not too far from where they sat. Ezra saw him swallow. The  corgi  dropped  back  down  to  the  couch  seat.  Cyril  glanced  behind  him. “Where did you go? What are you—?”

The dog set his nose against the cat’s body and shoved. He then popped back to a standing position and watched his friend claw the air as he fell directly onto Parker’s head and shoulders. The man yelped as the cat’s claws sought purchase.

The next part fell to Ezra. With all his might, he took a deep breath and let out a…squeak.

No, he had to do better. The man was pulling on poor Cyril. In a moment, he’d be free of the cat and free to hunt Holmes. If a bark wasn’t possible, what about…? He took in an even deeper breath and howled. The sound sliced through the street’s now peaceful night. Even Parker paused in his e%orts to extract himself from Cyril’s grip.

It also drew the three in the building across the street to the window. The two men disappeared from sight as Ezra continued to howl (although it was quickly dropping in volume), and Cyril to yowl. The cat yelped when Parker grabbed him by the scru% of his neck and &ung him to the pavement.
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The  commotion  drew  the  residents  from  all  the  nearby  buildings,  and  soon they encircled the three. Another of those brain-splitting whistles followed.

Ezra  sifted  through  the  crowds’  jumbled  murmurs  of  “Holmes,”  “Reichen‐ bach,” and “Moriarty.” They seemed surprised to see the man called Holmes again. True, he’d been gone three years, but—

“Mr. Holmes?” A man with brass buttons and a tall hat said to the tallest of the three. “But-but you’re dead.”

“The news of my demise is a bit premature. I remain, as always, an enduring shadow in London’s fog.” He pointed to the #gure Holmes’ companion still had in his grasp. “I would request that you please take this fellow into custody and deliver him to Inspector Lestrade. His name is Parker. I have been observing him along with  Colonel  Sebastian  Moran  for  weeks  now.  He  is  an  accomplice  to  my attempted murder tonight.”

“Accomplice  to  your  murder?”  Brass-buttons’  voice  held  more  than  a  little skepticism.

“Attempted murder. Lestrade will explain it all.”

He glanced down at Cyril, who had wrapped himself around his leg, and then up to Ezra, who still peered out the window. Searching the crowd, he pointed to a young woman.

Millie covered her mouth with her hands. “I didn’t do anything, Mr. Holmes.”

“Of course you didn’t, but I believe this is your cat.”

“Yes. That’s Cyril. How did you know?”

“The hairs on your apron. You really must be more careful when you dust.”

She glanced down at her apron and turned to point up at the corgi. “That’s not Cyril’s hair. It’s Ezra’s. We had to give him some pepper tea for his cold, and it took three of us to hold him down.”

The man called Holmes glanced up at the dog in the window and saluted the animal. “Quite a pair, these two. Because of them, we have Moran’s accomplice. Unlike in the incident where the dog didn’t bark, this one actually did—or rather howled.”

The End
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“Holmes!  Mr.  Sherlock  Holmes!  Dr.  Watson!” a man’s voice called from behind us on the opposite side of Portland Place.

Holmes kept walking.

“Holmes,” I said quietly, “Je1ries is calling to us.”

A  grimace  moved  across  my  friend’s  face.  “Yes.  Once  again,”  he  said  with  a shrug of resignation before stopping and turning back to answer the call. “Je1ries. Come here!”

The  man  crossed  the  street  with  a  broad  smile  on  his  face.  Our  hands  were shaken with enthusiasm before he said, “How fortunate to meet you here. Been out to the Langham, I take it?”

When Holmes did not respond, I returned the smile and said, “Yes, we some‐ times enjoy a late meal in the summer. With only a 4fteen-minute walk to Baker Street, the after-dinner strolls are pleasant. Why are you here tonight? Working late, I suppose. Tomorrow is Friday. If I recall correctly, The Chaff goes to the presses on Thursday nights.”

“Exactly, Dr. Watson, and exactly why I need your advice, Holmes. You’ve been so helpful in the past—you always have an answer for my vexing problems.”

Holmes  did  not  appear  interested  in  Je1ries,  or  his  vexing  problems  but  he nodded. “We might have made things clearer in one or two instances. You’ve not had real emergencies to put before me.”

“Now,  Mr.  Holmes,  you’re  being  much  too  modest.  Why,  half  the  people living within a half-mile from here owe you some kind of thanks. I certainly would not have known to test my secretary against the accuracy of my accounts if it had not been for your sharp eye at the Wessex Cup. Ravenhill only agreed to stay in partnership because of your persuasion once the audits were 4nished. The Chaff would have died without him, and, therefore, it would have died without you.

“Lady Gri5ths told me about you, her ring, and the cab man. Although how
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you knew the ring actually fell into the sugar bowl is beyond me. Dr. Watson, you should write something up about the ring. We could feature it in the next edition of The Chaff. You are indispensable Mr. Holmes, truly—not only to our neighbor‐ hood but to London as a whole. And you, too, Dr. Watson. Whatever would we do without your small brochures.”

The publisher spoke with the solemnity of a head of state announcing a new treaty. I almost laughed but I held my composure. I could see Holmes "ghting his own laughter.

“Our  immediate  neighbors  in  Baker  Street  might  disagree  with  your  assess‐ ment,” I said. “We have people of every description knocking at our door at unrea‐ sonable times.”

“Yes,” Holmes added, “and I have been known to play the violin at all hours, or to conduct malodorous chemical experiments. But no matter. Now, Je#ries, how can I help you?”

“You  understand  human  nature,  Mr.  Holmes.  I  need  the  illustrator  Stephen Edwards to keep his word. He never does. The Chaff is an illustrated paper. When I contract for an illustration, I expect to receive an illustration. His work is brilliant. He  will  promise  to  do  the  work  and  have  it  by  Friday  next,  and  then  forget  all about it. What can I do?”

I  expected  Holmes  to  send  the  man  on  his  way  for  asking  such  a  ridiculous question but, to my surprise, he said, “I will send you an answer to your o%ces tomorrow. You understand, short of imprisonment, you cannot force the man to work.  However,  I  have  an  idea  which  might  result  in  your  receiving  something more often than not. It will cost you a little money but only a pittance. For now, Watson and I must return to Baker Street. Good night, Je#ries.”

We left him standing on the corner, cooing words of adoration to Holmes’s back.

As we made our way to Baker Street, I tried to imagine what Holmes had in mind. Of course, I could not imagine so I had to ask. “Now, Holmes, tell me what you possibly can do about Stephen Edwards.”

“I will send Claren to Je#ries.”

“Claren?...Oh, wait, you mean Cartwright’s associate at the district-messenger o%ce?”

“Yes. He will do nicely.”

I chuckled most of the rest of the way home.
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Holmes  sent  several  messages  the  next  morning.  We  soon  gave  little  thought  to Je#eries or his problem. We did not meet up with him in Portland Place again over the remainder of the summer.

One morning in late Autumn however, as Holmes and I sat over co#ee, a letter arrived with Je#ries’s name on the envelope.

Holmes cast a glance at it and passed it to me. “It appears our publisher client has something to tell us again, Watson. Perhaps you can read it aloud.”

I obliged. It ran in this way; —
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#27 Portland Place

Marylebone

Westminster

20 October

My Dear Mr. Sherlock Holmes,

You did it well. Several months have passed and, more often than not, I receive illus‐ trations from Stephen Edwards. I must admit I had reservations at first. I did not quite understand your note indicating you were sending me a young office boy, useful because he could sit for hours and do nothing, never bored and always ready if needed.

I followed your instructions to the letter. The first day I sent him to Edwards’s studio, I told him:

“Claren, you go round to Mr. Stephen Edwards’s studio. You tell him you’ve come for the drawing he promised to Mr. Jeffries last Friday. You wait until you get it.” Your insight is magnificent, Mr. Holmes! The boy can wait and wait and wait. If Edwards isn’t in, he will wait until Edwards is in. If Edwards is engaged, he will wait until Edwards is disengaged. Edwards soon learned the only way of getting Claren out of the studio is to give him a drawing.

Now, it is not a perfect system. Sometimes Edwards gives Claren whatever he might have at hand. It might or might not be the drawing he intended for me—it might be one intended for another publication. I little care. Most days, I can make it work, or save it for a later date. I’m quite sure Edwards then has some little trouble with the intended recipient but that is of no concern to me. Edwards is accustomed to trouble. Claren is useful in other ways as well and, as you noted, his services cost very little. Mr. Holmes, promise me this: You will never leave Baker Street. All of us in Maryle‐ bone need you here.

Believe me to be very sincerely yours,

G. Jeffries

PS—Please remind Dr. Watson I still await his account of the ring. Holmes  nodded.  “Well,  Watson,  it  seems  you  have  some  writing  to  do,”  he  said with half a smile. “Claren may turn up at our door in the morning. We don’t want to be the schemer who falls into the pit which he digs for another.”
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Author’s note: The events of this story are inspired by several paragraphs in Jerome K.  Jerome’s  memoir, My  Life  and  Times,  wherein  he  describes  his  work  as publisher  of To-Day,  an  illustrated  paper,  and  his  useful  o!ce-boy,  James,  who
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“had a gift for sitting still and doing nothing.” He often sent James to the studio of illustrator Phil May to obtain a drawing, no matter the length of the wait, or even if the drawing James !nally received was actually intended for another publication. The wording here in Je"ries’s letter is almost exactly as Jerome described.

The End




The Case of Imported

Cigarettes

James Robinson

 

“Ah,  I thought  I heard the bell!  Good morning, sir, and welcome to Branson’s Tobacco Shop!”

“I see. You are a newspaperman, and are researching what it is like to live in the shadow of Sherlock Holmes. Well, you have come to the right place! My shop, here at  198  Baker  Street,  is  the  closest  one  to  his  lodgings.  If  you  go  to  the  front window, look across the street and up a couple of doorways, and you can see the entrance of 221 Baker Street. It is quiet this time of year, but during high summer, it is quite a di2erent story. I sometimes pull up a stool to the front window, just to watch the parade go by! There is usually a hansom or two waiting at the curb, and all sorts of people going in and out of there at all hours – gentlemen, professional men, scoundrels, salesmen, policemen and detectives, and even occasionally a horde of street urchins!”

“Have I met him? Of course! The 3rst time we met was some years ago. A tall young fellow entered my shop just as you did, but he had an unusual request. He handed me a silken Persian slipper, and asked me to 3ll it with shag tobacco! Well, that immediately raised some questions in my mind: ‘Why a Persian slipper? Does the  silken  surroundings  mellow  out  this  rather  harsh  tobacco?  And  what  about  the *other* slipper? Does he keep matches in it?’ However, the customer is always right, so after I did this, we struck up a conversation. He introduced himself as Sherlock Holmes, and told me that he was a consulting detective. When I enquired further about that singular-sounding profession, I will never forget what he told me:

“My main function if to aid my clients by observation and deduction, hope‐ fully clearing up whatever problems they bring to me. For example, I see that you are  from  Portsmouth,  and  have  recently  returned  from  Afghanistan,  where  you served with valor, and your shop is an outgrowth of your family business.”

“I must have gaped like a baboon, because everything that he had said was abso‐ lutely correct! He then chuckled a little, and answered my unspoken questions:
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“Do not worry, Mr. Branson! It is not witchcraft or divination! Your accent betrays your city of origin. In clear view from here, in your o!ce, there hangs your DSO sash and a holstered service revolver, almost identical to the one possessed by my "at mate, Dr. Watson. A Distinguished Service Order is only awarded for valor, and, given your youth, it is unlikely that you would have served in an older con"ict than that most recent adventure. Now, this shop is relatively new, and you are rela‐ tively young. I have seen no evidence of ash on your clothing, nor smelled smoke upon your person, yet your hands are stained by years of handling tobacco. There‐ fore, you were raised in the family business of tobacconist, and started this shop when you were mustered out. Moreover, the sheer number of types of cigarettes in the  shop  indicates  extensive  contacts  in  the  shipping  industry,  and  what  better place to get those contacts than from another tobacconist in Portsmouth?”

“After a few more minutes, he bustled out – always in a hurry, that one! And that was my $rst meeting with Sherlock Holmes.”

“I see that you have noticed my signed monograph in its frame hanging behind the  register.  That  is  a  copy  of  ‘Upon  the  Distinction  Between  the  Ashes  of  the Various Tobaccos’ written by Sherlock Holmes, and presented to me as a token. I modestly admit that I may have had some little input into its writing. How, you ask?  Well,  Mr.  Holmes  had  dropped  by  to  purchase  some  cigars,  and  we  were exchanging  pleasantries  when  all  of  a  sudden,  his  eyes $xed  upon  that  closest ashtray. You see how I have placed several ashtrays around the shop to accommo‐ date my customers? That day, an earlier customer had left half a lit cigarette in that closest ashtray, and it had slowly smoldered down to a tube of ash. That is appar‐ ently what captured Mr. Holmes’ eye. He stopped speaking, produced a bag from his pocket, and swept the contents of the ashtray into it. He then emptied all of the other ashtrays into the bag, and hurried out without saying a word. A week passed, and Mr. Holmes returned. When he entered, he said:

“Mr. Branson, I should like to purchase a case of imported cigarettes.”

“Of course, Mr. Holmes!” I readily agreed. “Which brand would you prefer?”

He smiled and replied, “Why, all of them!”

So, I went down the shelves, and hand-picked a pack of every brand that I had stocked.  There  were  probably  close  to  a  hundred  packs  in  the  case.  He  paid  for them, tucked the box under his arm and left. A fortnight later, the same scenario was repeated, although this time, Mr. Holmes wanted a selection of all my cigars. Again, he tucked the box of cigars under his arm and strode away. Another three weeks  passed,  and  Mr.  Holmes  brought  me  that  copy  of  his  monograph,  and thanked me for my help in its production. I was happy to have aided his detective work in a small way.”

Just then, the bell over the door jangled, and who should enter but Sherlock Holmes himself!

“Branson!  So  sorry  to  disturb  you,  but  this  should  only  take  a  moment.  I discovered this cigarette butt. It appears to be a Dutch weave, but has these two curious yellow and blue bands at the end. Tell me, have you seen the like?”

It looked familiar to me, so I went in back to check the most recent stock that had arrived. I heard Mr. Holmes behind me say to my guest, “I perceive you are a newspaperman.  Let  me  give  my  highest  endorsement  to  Branson’s.  This  is  the
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!nest tobacconist in all of London, despite my good friend, Dr. Watson’s infatua‐ tion with Bradley’s on Oxford Street. No, in my book, Branson’s is better by far in both stock and knowledge.”

I returned with a pack of cigarettes. “Here you go, Mr. Holmes. These are from the Dutch colony of Sint Maarten in the Caribbean, a place noted for their !ne tobacco. The yellow and blue bands are their trademark.”

Holmes  nodded,  took  the  cigarettes,  then  swirled  out  into  the  street  like  an autumn zephyr, and was gone.

“You see how it is? That cigarette butt is probably a key clue to some case that Mr. Holmes is working on. Indeed, if Dr. Watson is not too swamped in his prac‐ tice, and he can reach his literary agent, then you might well be reading about this case in The Strand in a couple of months. If so, you will know where a key clue was determined. That is just the way that it is, living in Mr. Holmes’ neighborhood!”

The End




A Few Simple Rules

Steve Mason, BSI, ASH

 

All  Sherlockians are familiar with the original meeting between  Sherlock  Holmes  and  his  future  companion  and  chronicler  in  January 1881, at Bart’s Hospital.

But few of us have ever wondered what the 1rst trek to 221 Baker Street to inspect the rooms must have been like.

A  knock  on  the  door,  pleasantries  exchanged  between  their  future  landlady, and the two lads were ushered within the house to the base of those iconic stairs, all 17 of them.

And what did they 1nd awaiting them at the bottom of the stairs? A routine list of do’s and don’ts for the tenants of a boarding house.

Let’s take a look at the rules established by Mrs. Hudson for her perspective residents.
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The End



Suturing Holmes

Robert S. Katz, MD. BSI, ASH

 

During my many years of surgical practice,  I have cared for patients from all aspects of society. Both princes and paupers have been to my oper‐ ating  theater  and  consulting  rooms.  Yet,  one  patient  remains  in  my  memory  as perhaps the most remarkable of all.

One afternoon, I received an urgent request to come to Baker Street to care for a  trauma  patient.  I  initially  suggested  that  he  be  brought  to  my  rooms  here  in Harley Street, where I maintained my equipment and facilities. But the messenger indicated that the patient was unwilling to leave his own suite of rooms. He had already  been  to  Charing  Cross  Hospital,  but  insisted  that  he  be  returned  to  his own rooms. I decided that I would accede to this unusual request and traveled to Baker  Street  in  the  hansom  cab  that  was  waiting  in  front  of  my  o7ces.  I  was ushered into the building by a worried but e7cient landlady, who assured me that she  was  already  boiling  gallons  of  hot  water  and  had  clean  towels  awaiting  my needs.

I walked up the rather steep stairs, I think seventeen in all, and, with Dr. John Watson opening the door for me, entered rooms which had been made famous in the pages of The Strand.

Mr.  Sherlock  Holmes  sat  upright  upon  a  navy-colored  settee.  His  head  was partially  covered  in  bandages,  hastily  but  competently  applied.  Some  blood  had already seeped through.

“Thank you for coming so promptly, Sir Leslie. Dr. Watson had begun to care for me but, as I'll explain in a moment, someone of your eminence was needed to o7cially appear at Baker Street. I want my care to be completely a private matter and could not remain at Charing Cross Hospital.”

I  told  Holmes  that  thanks  were  not  necessary,  and  the 8rst  priority  was  his management. Explanations could come later.

I removed the bandages and performed a thorough examination. The injuries 54                Robert S. Katz, MD. BSI, ASH were con!ned entirely to the head and face. He had a bruise on the left cheek and a small but developing hematoma on his chin. The most signi!cant injury was to his scalp,  where  he  had  two  lacerations  in  the  right  occipital  scalp,  which  were  still oozing blood. Dr. Watson had already cleaned the area with warm water and then applied carbolic acid to the dressings.

My examination revealed no evidence of skull or facial fractures and Holmes, while  tired  and  in  pain,  was  lucid  and  showed  no  neurologic  impairment.  Scalp wounds, even if super!cial, often bleed profusely and surgical repair was manda‐ tory. Dr. Watson called down to the landlady, I think her name was Hudson, and she promptly arrived with warm water, soap, and towels for me to wash. Watson did so as well as he would assist me. He had already prepared a weak carbolic solu‐ tion for our use and we completed our ablutions.

Mr.  Holmes  did  not  object  when  I  cut  away  some  of  the  hair  around  the wound  site.  Then  I  o#ered  Holmes  some  laudanum  to  ease  the  pain  of  the impending  procedure.  Holmes  declined,  indicating  that  a  mild  opiate  like laudanum would have no e#ect as his body had become inured to such drugs. I did not understand the basis for his comment, but Watson mumbled something about having weaned Holmes away from much stronger pharmaceuticals.

While the wound was relatively super!cial, I extended the ligatures just below the galea aponeurotica in order to be assured of lasting hemostasis. I must admit that I was quite amazed to see the patient undergo the suturing process without any sign of distress. In the absence of analgesia, I would have anticipated at least some grunting and grimacing. Yet, Holmes sat quietly upon the settee, immobile and seemingly without discomfort.

He required fourteen stitches in one wound and nine in the other. I was satis‐ !ed with the degree of closure, and the bleeding had ceased after I tied the last of the ligatures. I used catgut sutures as Dr. Watson was familiar with their use and could  provide  regular  dressing  changes.  I  did  insist  on  injecting  a  small  dose  of morphine  as  I  knew  the  site  would  become  very  painful  within  a  few  hours. Holmes  assented,  but  only  after  assuring  himself  that  the  dose  was  of  su$cient strength. Having cleaned the area with carbolic acid prior to the procedure, I again cleansed the scalp with more carbolic acid and prepared to apply a pressure dress‐ ing. At that point, Mr. Holmes took me aback.

“Dr.  Oakshott,  after  you've !nished  with  the  carbolic,  I'd  like  you  to  apply some of the material in the blue jar on my chemical table.”

I walked over to a deal-topped laboratory table and found a jar marked “Hon‐ ey.” Needless to say, it was not what I expected but both odor and taste con!rmed the nature of the contents.

“Mr.  Holmes,  this  is  rather  out  of  the  ordinary.  What  is  the  basis  for  this request?”

“My dear Doctor, I have made an extensive study of bee culture and researched the history of honey back to the earliest of times. The Roman gladiators knew that an  application  of  honey  would  often  prevent  the  development  of  festering  and perhaps fatal wounds. If you would be so kind as to cover the repair site with a !lm of honey, I think it will aid in providing a salubrious outcome.”
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I had made my own studies of medical history and had a recollection of this use of honey and thought that it, at least, would do no harm.

“I  thank  you,  Sir  Leslie,  for  agreeing  to  my  request.  Of  course,  you  are  well aware that some American physicians during their Civil War, would place maggots into wound sites.”

“Yes, Mr. Holmes, the maggots would eat away the dead tissue, leave the viable tissues alone, and gangrene was often avoided.”

Dr. Watson thanked me for acceding to the request from the noted detective and  laughingly  noted  his  relief  at  not  having  to  comb  the  streets  of  London  in search of maggots.

Once  the  bandages  were  applied,  I  asked  my  patient  why  my  services  were needed when Dr. Watson was fully competent to have handled the matter.

“Ah, there are strong reasons for your presence here today. My wounds were due to an assault by ru!ans employed by a vicious adversary. It's to my advantage for  the  public  to  think  that  my  injuries  were  of  such  severity  that  only  you,  a surgeon who has been called upon by the highest in the land, could provide for my needs.”

“At  any  event,  Mr.  Holmes,  I  will  discharge  you  to  the  care  of  Dr.  Watson. Nevertheless,  I  shall  be  honored  to  return  if  he  thinks  my  further  attendance should become necessary.”

I prepared to take my leave, shaking hands with Dr. Watson. As he opened the door, Mr. Holmes called out to me.

“By the way, Sir Leslie, should you hear reports of my developing erysipelas, pay them no mind unless Watson speaks of it directly to you. Between the carbolic acid and the honey, I anticipate no problems. But press reports of a decline in my condition will help to mislead my adversaries.”

I returned to Harley Street, satis#ed with the patient's condition but perplexed by  the  need  for  honey  and  the  rumors  of  erysipelas.  To  my  relief,  I  had  several telegrams from Dr. Watson, assuring me of progressive healing and eventual full recovery.

I will never fully understand the events of my visit to Baker Street and the care of this remarkable patient. But then, having eliminated the impossibilities of his situation, whatever remained must somehow be the truth.

The End



