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FOREWORD

The Crew of the Barque Lone Star was founded as a scion society of the Baker
Street Irregulars in November 1970. Through the years, the society has been home
for many authors of fiction, Sherlockian criticism, and other non-fiction pieces of

work.

We dedicate this book to all those who keep the memory green and keep
Sherlock alive.

We are particularly thrilled we have one teenager and three pre-teenagers
participating in our book this year. They ave our future, and we are proud

to support their efforts!

The inspivation for this book came from Myr. Rogers’ Neighborhood.
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PREFACE

DONNY ZALDIN, BSI, ASH, MBT, DECK-
MATE

The Crew of the Barque Lone Star, the Dallas / Fort Worth-based scion society of
the Baker Street Irregulars, is proud to provide to all Sherlockians the 8th of our
series of annual compilations, each authored by members of our Society. This
volume, Mr. Holmes' Neighborhood, follows the other seven books:

A Grimm Holmes and A Grimmer Holmes (2018), two volumes, inspired by the
Brothers Grimm, in which Sherlock Holmes solves beloved fairy tales, folk tales,
nursery rhymes, and other children stories;

The Canon, Five Lines at a Time (2019), in which the contributors provided a
collection of poetic mediations (“limericks”)on the original Sherlock Holmes
stories;

A Case of Agony (2020), in which the Master uses personal advertisements from the
agony columns of Victorian London newspapers to help solve mysteries
throughout his career;

Holmes and Me (2021), personal reflections by many of our members on what
Sherlock Holmes has meant to them and led to lifetime friendships;

The Rest of the Story (2022),, inspired by the Paul Harvey radio show, in which
contributors filled in gaps from tales of the Canon, or finished a tale in which
Watson may have not told us all; and

Hometown Holmes (2023), in which Society members told the tale in which

Holmes was requested to travel to their home community to solve a mystery which
had baffled local officials.



VIII PREFACE

The 2024 volume, Mr. Holmes' Neighborhood, is a collection mainly of
pastiches which take place in the Baker Street neighborhood of the then- Maryle-
bone-Regent’s Park area of late Victorian and early Edwardian London. Its 34
entries may be teased as follows:

Mrs. Turner minds 221B and its roommates when Mrs. Hudson is called away;

Holmes and Watson disagree if a couple passing by is “interesting” or not;

A pastiche, not in prose but in rhyme, with a distinctive Texan spin;

A petty criminal plies his trade on Baker Street, in co-existence with Holmes;

The Sublibrarian tells the true nature of the seemingly simple event in ILLU;

Holmes is confronted by a street-smart, pickpocketing mademoiselle;

When Watson marries, Holmes searches for someone to follow in his footsteps;

A possible reason is posited why Mrs. Hudson suffers and puts up with Holmes;

Holmes is consulted by a publisher on a non-criminal, business matter;

The Sherlockian protagonists are magically transformed into pets;

A man buys a ring at a local curio shop and is transported to its Assyrian past;

A possible purchaser of Camden House (opposite 221) inspects the property;

A top surgeon identifies a Baker St. resident as his “most remarkable” patient;

In 1894, Col. Sebastian Moran hires a musical duet to perform opposite 221B;

A neighbor explains to his wife the nature of the strange noises heard at 221B;

A visiting friend of Holmes accompanies him on an all-night chase;

A lowly street sweeper becomes known to Holmes and observes his clients;

A man is electrocuted in his home, an identical copy of 221 with one exception;

A World War II era radio play: “When Death Comes a’Callin’”;

A list of 11“Simple Rules of Mrs. Hudson, which are not disclosed in the Canon;

Colonel Moran founds the “SH Appreciation Society” for a nefarious purpose;



PREFACE X
A written account of the young man who resides in 221C, a 3™ floor bedroom;
A first-person account of “the best nose in London,” Toby the bloodhound;
Holmes’s symbiotic, professional relationship with the Baker Street tobacconist;
A case of Holmes’s advice to harassed Suffragettes campaigning for the vote;
In 1902, a coronation, a priceless diamond and a wax effigy are all revealed;
2-part story of 6 Baker St. Irregulars’ invitation by Mrs. Hudson for tea at 221B;
An interview with Constable Casy, who patrolled Baker Street for 25 years;

1894 adventure of a neighbor’s cat and dog’s observation of events in the empty
house;

1894 Baker Street neighborhood and 221B, residence of SH: But is it still?

Baker St. bookshop owner’s observations and conclusions on Watson’s tales;

Quaere if Chong Ho learned the Trick, on the level of Holmes or of Watson?

Does Mrs. Hudson’s book club feel Pride or Prejudice towards Holmes?
While we have been thrilled with so many Crew members participating in the eight
volumes, we are proudest of the involvement of youngsters in our projects. In our
2024 volume, four younger Sherlockians provided their take on Holmes’s Baker
Street neighborhood and its residents, workers, and others who surround the most

famous address in literature.

ENJOY THE READ !!!



THE OBSERVATIONS OF MRS.
TURNER

JANE ALMQUIST

HoNESTLY, I DON’T KNOW HOW MARTHA PUTS UP WITH IT. BAKER
Street has always been respectable, until Mr. Holmes and Doctor Watson took her
upstairs flat and she turned into landlady to the worst tenants in London. Not
because she’s making any great fortune off letting the rooms to those strange young
men, I can tell you that--twice I collected the month’s payment, while Martha was
off in the West Country caring for her ailing niece, a young woman who is no
better than she should be. As if I didn’t know why young women disappear from
Town to the country for a few months. But Martha holds herself just the tiniest bit
above her station, so would never admit the real reason she rushed off like that,
leaving the keys of her house, and those odd lodgers of hers, with me. It was an
inconvenience to be sure, but I know my Christian duty, and if Martha Hudson
was in need, Agnes Turner would oblige.

“Aggie,” she said as she handed over her keys, “be careful with the house-
keeping money, if you please. I’'m a bit short at the moment — John’s keeping his
own establishment now And I haven’t caught Sherlock at home and solvent. Here
are the keys. Just check on him upstairs once or twice a fortnight, just to make sure
he hasn’t gassed himself with those experiments of his. And don’t bother having
his grub ready at regular hours; he doesn’t know what they are, so just keep some-
thing cold at the ready, and he’ll let you know when he wants it. Oh, and he prefers
coffee in the mornings.”

“Here now, all that would mean staying in your flat,” I answered.

“Oh, would you, that’s so kind. Must dash now, the 3:15 from Paddington
won’t wait!” and she was gone, just like that.

As it happened, my Jack and I were going through a spot of bother just then,
owing to his overzealous attention to a certain new barmaid the landlord at the
Dog and Bishop recently took on after his good wife caught an ague and passed on
the previous winter. Dolly, she was called--very fitting, if you ask me. Martha was
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not privy to this information, but she was shrewd enough to know that I was that
pleased for a chance at a shufti around 221B.

So it was that I packed a few necessities in my carpet-bag and was settled in at
Martha’s flat the night the big foreigner came to call. Mr. Holmes had appeared at
the flat sometime earlier; I could hear his pacing above my head. I had half a mind
to climb the staircase and ask him for his rent money, and would have done, except
that when I'd about made up my mind to do it, the street door-bell rang. By the
time I checked my appearance in the hall mirror, I heard a key in the lock. A bit
nervous at that, I cracked the door of Martha’s first floor flat and saw that doctor
fellow in the foyer, pocketing his key, apparently too impatient to wait to be admit-
ted. Very bad business, to allow a former lodger to keep his key. Martha would hear
about this when she returned. Lodgers are notorious about misusing keys. They
misplace them, lend them to friends, bend them, copy them, drop them down
grates, and, like Doctor Watson, keep them when they move on. I stepped out into
the foyer as he started up the stairs, intending to greet him, but he paid no atten-
tion to me. Perhaps he didn’t hear me; I'm told I am very light on my feet. I move
so soundlessly, I never wake Jack when I am restless at night—he just snores right
on, oblivious to me using the chamber pot, if you’ll excuse me mentioning it, or
making a midnight cuppa, or having a bite of the supper leftovers from the ice-box.

Well, if he was going to be that unfriendly, I might just as well go ahead with
dunning Sherlock for the rent, hang being indelicate about doing so in front of his
visitor. So, I was halfway up the stairs to the flat above—seventeen steps, there are,
a few too many for my knees, I'm sure I don’t know how Martha does it, her being
a slave to her hip—when the street door-bell went again. Going down the stairs is
quicker—easier on the knees, you know—but whoever was without kept at the
bell-pull as if I was being purposefully laggard. I opened the door, and my mouth,
to give that person a piece of my mind for his rudeness—it had to be a man,
women have the good sense not to behave like that—but was taken aback by the
visitor. At least foot and a half taller than I, and in such a get-up—fur, silk, jewels,
high boots, and—a mask! This man—I won’t say gentleman, no gentleman is that
size, and goes about looking like that—was either an actor at one of the lower-class
music halls, or a felon of some sort who had reason to hide his face. “Holmes!” he
boomed at me. I merely pointed up the staircase, which he took with a tread heavy
enough to shake the pattern off the wallpaper. At the bottom of the stairs, I
listened for a few minutes for a gunshot or a body hitting the floor or a cry for help
from Sherlock or Dr. Watson, but nothing happened, only raised voices that I
couldn’t make out.

Back inside Martha’s flat, I paced and worried about what might be happening
upstairs. Did the lack of noise mean that the flash stranger held Martha’s boys
hostage? Would he slit their throats? Would he strangle them? Finally, I wrote a
hasty note for the police and watched out the front window for one of those
wretched street urchins constantly hanging about 221, to run the note for me.
Naturally, not one of the dirty little jackanapeses appeared, though I watched for
three-quarters of an hour, secing nothing but a grand coach at the curb. Then, the
aforesaid heavy tread on the stairs, followed by a slam of the front door, followed
by the coach pulling away, told me that the threatening stranger was gone.



THE OBSERVATIONS OF MRS. TURNER 3

I did hesitate before rushing up the stairs—my knees, you know—to see if the
occupants of the flat above were still alive, and glad I was when Dr. Watson, alive
and apparently unharmed, answered my knock.

“Are you well? Are you hurt? Shall I get the police? Fetch a doctor?” I had to be
sure. Martha would not take kindly to me allowing her tenants to be injured. I'm
sure she needed the rent, and reliable tenants were hard to come by. Not that these
were particularly reliable; they had proven to be the opposite. But, for some reason,
Martha seemed fond of these two.

The young man facing me had the effrontery to laugh in my face. “I am a
doctor,” he sputtered, “and I assure you neither of us have need of my services.” At
that, Sherlock joined in the laughter. The very nerve, making fun of an old—no,
not old, just a bit more mature—lady.

“Well, excuse me for my concern. That big lout looked like he wanted to tear
someone in half. What is he, one of them circus men, or an escaped lunatic?”

At this, they laughed even harder.

“It’s very funny to make a joke at my expense, I'm sure. Or . . . have you been
mesmerized by that villain?” Could a different doctor un-mesmerize them?

“Mrs. . . ah?” Sherlock wheezed.

“Turner,” I supplied, gathering my dignity.

“Mrs. Turner,” he wiped his eyes with the back of his hand. “You’ve just met
the King of Bohemia.”

“In what three-penny opera? Am I the Queen of the Antipodes, then?”

“Truly, that is the King of Bohemia. And mind you just keep that information
to yourself, Mrs. Turner. Please, no gossiping with the other landladies. A gold
sovereign for your silence?”

If that’s a king, I thought, I've lost my awe of royalty. You won’t catch me
waving a Union Jack when one of them royals parades by any more. Not even for
Herself. But, never let it be said that Agnes Turner doesn’t know the value of a
promise kept. I pocketed the gold sovereign and turned to leave, when a thought
occurred to me. “Since you’ve got money on the ready, how about handing over
Mrs. Hudson’s rent?”

He looked a little shamefaced, as well he might, welshing on Martha like that.
“Well...as it happens, I've just had a windfall.” He reached for a chamois bag lying
on the table and tipped out a pile of gold and notes. “Take what Mrs. Hudson is
owed.”

I wished I had negotiated the price of my discretion, but it was too late now, so
Tjust took what I guessed was the right amount, standard for Baker Street lodgings,
resisting the urge to overcharge him. If what Martha says is true, Mr. Sherlock
Holmes wouldn’t fail to miss a trick like that.

All was quiet the rest of the evening and the next morning, until late afternoon
when Dr. Watson again appeared, let himself in, and went promptly upstairs. And
promptly came down again, to knock at the door of Martha’s flat.

“Mrs. Turner, have you seen Mr. Holmes? I was to meet him here at three
o’clock.”

“Oh dear, it must have slipped his mind. Mr. Holmes has been out since eight
this morning. At least,” I added, “I think it was Mr. Holmes. Either that, or an
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untidy groom slipped in, but it must be him, if he isn’t at home, because no one
else has been in or out all day. I do keep a sharp eye, you know. It doesn’t do to
relax one’s standards, even though this isn’t my own home. Mrs. Hudson has been
my friend these many years and knows that she may rely on me to care for her
house as though it were my own. There are those who might look the other way
because you and Mr. Holmes, if I may say so, have peculiar habits, and let all sorts
in the door, but Agnes Turner is not one of them . ..”

“Er . .. quite. I will just wait upstairs, then.” As much as I do not like to say
anything unkind about anyone, this was the second time in as many days that Dr.
Watson dodged me when I wanted to speak to him. Rudeness must be some new
habit in the younger people, perhaps following the example set by our Prince of
Wales, who, it must be said, is not the sterling example of propriety and discretion
that his mother is, nor, from all accounts, his sainted father. Another good reason
not to go out of the way to get a glimpse of them.

Just to make sure no riff-raff entered the premises, I had my afternoon cup of
tea in a chair by the window that had the best view of the front steps. After nigh on
an hour, the same disreputable, whiskered fellow that left the house this morning
approached, pulling out a key as he did so. Even though he bore no resemblance to
the Sherlock who lived upstairs, I knew from watching the street whilst sitting at
my own window, that this was indeed he, in one of his many disguises. Many’s the
time I said to Jack, “That lodger of Martha’s ought to be on the stage. I wonder if
he is secretly on the boards at the Lyceum Theatre, and the stories he tells Martha
of his detecting just so many porky pies.” Martha, like all respectable landladies—
including myself—would never let rooms to an actor, but a consulting detective,
whatever that is, and a doctor are all right. Or at least so Martha thought, until
those two settled in upstairs, and then it was too late. Somehow, those boys
wormed their way into her affection, and now she hadn’t the heart to turn
them out.

A good half hour later, the bell from upstairs sounded, so I was obliged to
climb the stairs to find Sherlock restored to his usual appearance, looking jolly
pleased with himself.

“Mrs. Turner! A glass of beer, if you would be so good, and ... what’s the bill of
fare for today?”

“Cold beef.” I tried to make it sound uninviting to avoid another trip up those
seventeen steps, but he was undeterred.

“Excellent! A dish of that, please, and the beer.”

Oh, my aching knees. When I managed to get the tray laden with the beer,
beef, bread and butter, and cutlery upstairs, he fell on it like a starving man, not
pausing to thank me. Yes, the younger ones definitely run to rudeness. Say what
you will about my Jack, in spite of his roving eye, he knows a thing or two about
how far a sincere please and thank you will get him. Not that his manners cut any
ice in the present circumstances, of course. From Martha’s window, I'd noticed him
leaving our house, heading in the direction of the Dog and Bishop, an hour ago.
Carrying cold beef and beer up seventeen steps didn’t seem that bad, when
compared to competing with Dolly for my husband’s regard. Men—there was
something wrong with all of them. My old mother tried to tell me years ago, but I
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was young and in love and thought I knew better then. It happens to all of us,
unless of course you're one of them nobles, and someone tells you who to marry.
Then you have someone else to blame for your disappointing marriage, not your-
self, and your mother can’t say she told you so. Jack isn’t so bad, really, I've seen
many worse, but I sure didn’t bargain for some of the things, best not mentioned,
that I got. The snoring, for one, and his insistence on Saturday nights . . . well, as I
said, best not mentioned.

It was a quarter past six when Dr. Watson and one of them nonconformist
preachers came down the stairs and left the house. Of course, I wasn’t fooled—I
knew that Sherlock had assumed another disguise. Martha wouldn’t have a
nonconformist preacher lodging in her house any more than an actor, and the
better establishments in London would hardly admit one of them. What’s wrong
with the good old C of E, T ask you? It was good enough for old King Henry, when
he tore us from the clutches of that wicked church of Rome, with its pope and
cardinals and priests not allowed to marry, which is unnatural if you ask me, and
who wants to listen to someone so far away in Italy, which is a week’s journey—or
so ’'m told—from our home shores, instead of the archbishop, right down the
road in Canterbury? So, it should be good enough for all of us. I don’t know what
nonconformists want.

Marriage, as I said, is not all it promises to be at the first, and even them that
call themselves the happiest have their little hitches, so I was not at all surprised
when Dr. Watson spent that night in the flat upstairs. Which I discovered, shortly
after the bell went off at such an early hour the following day, that I barely had my
morning tea made. Keeping my knees in mind, I hurriedly started coffee—nasty
stuff, if you ask me, dark and smelly, a man’s drink, I'm told, but thank the Lord
my Jack hasn’t picked up that habit—and set bread to toast while it brewed. The
bell went a second time before all was ready. Sherlock—or whomever he was today
—must be in a tearing hurry. Up the stairs I went with the lightest tray I could find
in Martha’s flat. I was glad of the second cup I'd added, hoping for a chance to chat
with Sherlock and get a closer look at all the glass beakers and whatnot I'd barely
had a glance at, not that I would actually drink coffee, but he probably wouldn’t
notice if I didn’t. Or maybe he would, if he was as good a detective as he claimed.
At any rate, the second cup ended up being for Dr. Watson, who opened the door
upon my knock.

“Won’t your good wife have missed you last night?” I know more than one way
to glean information, even if 'm not a detective. I set the tray down on the table,
where Sherlock, in a gaudy dressing-gown, immediately sat and poured coffee.

“Not a bit of it,” the doctor answered cheerily. “A more understanding lady I
could never have hoped to find.”

Hmph. “Then you are extremely blessed. Enjoy your breakfast.” As I turned to
leave, the street door-bell clanged, and when I got downstairs to answer it, the so-
called King of Bohemia rushed past me without a word and stomped up the stairs.
Another bad example of a rude young man; I wondered if all the young men in
Bohemia copied this King’s bad manners. Not fifteen minutes later, when I was
back in the flat, settled in front of the window with my tea, I heard all three men
tromp down the staircase and watched them leave in the big brougham. Thank
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goodness, I could relax. Not that I don’t have nerves of steel, but all of this commo-
tion and rudeness and costumes and odd hours and overnight visitors made me
hope that Martha wouldn’t linger long on her mission of mercy. No one, not even
I, could run a well-ordered house with all of this going on. But I had to admit, once
I settled down in the quiet following the men’s departure, that it was all some small
bit exciting. Never would I admit it to her, but I was beginning to grow fond of her
curious tenant and his friend the doctor.

I heard Sherlock return sometime later, without Dr. Watson or the king, so I
assumed their business with the supposed royal personage had concluded. It
seemed I was right; all was quiet for the next few days. Dr. Watson didn’t call,
unless he came while I was out doing the shopping, Sherlock came in and out occa-
sionally, sometimes scraped on a fiddle, making a not unpleasant racket, sometimes
cooked up something noxious in that glass apparatus, and no strange visitors
arrived.

Dr. Watson did call after a week or so. I saw him come up the front steps but
didn’t stir from my chair, since he had his own key, and I knew from experience he
wasn’t likely to stop to chat with the likes of me. It was nearly midday when the
upstairs bell went, and I made the tedious climb up the staircase. Rather than open
the door to my knock, Sherlock’s voice hollered through it to come in. Another
mark of ill manners. When I entered, I found both boys admiring a photograph on
the mantelpiece among all sorts of litter —pen-knives, letters, something that looked
like gun parts, pipes, and nasty-looking blue bottle. What that held, I don’t like to
think. An entirely unsuitable place for a photograph of such a lovely woman. In
fact, once I thought about it, a photograph of a beautiful woman in evening dress
was an odd thing altogether for 221B. I remember Martha saying that Sherlock
often made merry over the cleverness of women, but she said nary a word about
him courting anyone. There’s them that might say that he was one of those who
didn’t care at all for the fairer sex, if you know what I mean, but Martha insisted
that wasn’t the case. Whether it was, or wasn’t, it wasn’t likely to be a photograph
of anyone dear to Sherlock.

“Your good wife, Dr. Watson?” I inquired. “She’s a beauty, and no mistake.”

“Oh, no, Mrs. Turner,” he answered, “thisis...”

“She is the woman,” Sherlock interrupted. And the look on his face said all that
was needed.

The End



OUR PECULIAR NEIGHBORS

DR. JOHN H. WATSON, AS FOUND BY KEVIN
AND LORETTA BEARD

IF YOU ARE READING THIS BEFORE JANUARY 19™) 2038 AD, IN THE
name of your sanity stop now and wait until after that date. The consequences of
ignoring this warning will be a curse on your soul until the end of your days. I am
only recording these events as an aid to preserve my reason; do not endanger yours.

It was the first fine April morning of 1899, and Holmes and I were gazing out
the window from 221B, enjoying the fine weather after the past dreary few weeks.
Holmes pointed out a couple walking on the street and asked me to observe.

I said “Overall, they seem a pleasant couple; obviously a man and wife, long
married and still affectionate, based on the way the wife hangs on his arm. He has a
loose walk; clearly was never in the military.” This nondescript man wore a bowler
and light coat and kept looking around as if he’d never seen a city before; while his
tall, regal wife kept a steady pace in a rather voluminous, slightly out-of-fashion
dress. As we watched, a buxom working girl crossed their path; the man goggled at
her until his wife struck her husband sharply with her elbow.

He then pulled up his left sleeve and looked closely, revealing a lighter band of
skin about his wrist. “Odd, Holmes, that the fellow should be seeking to observe a
missing bracelet so closely. Also, he seems poorly fitted to and uncomfortable with
his attire, as if an ape were to don evening clothes. I’ve seen an organ grinder’s
monkey look more suave. He must be a foreigner of some kind and new to
London.”

“Notice, Watson, that the length of his hair seems to suggest he cannot afford a
haircut, but clearly that’s not the case — his wife’s gown and his walking stick
appear to be of the finest quality. Neither wear any jewelry of any kind I can see,
and the wife wears no powder nor rouge. Clearly, they must be from a less civilized
part of this world.”

“Holmes, I'd say he’s some form of visiting university professor from the
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colonies and this is his first visit to a very large city. Other than that, this couple
seem most uninteresting.”

“Well Watson, I don’t think so — there is something peculiar about them. Why
don’t you go out and chat with them?”

With nothing on my plate, I did as Holmes requested. By the time I was out
the door, I saw the couple go into 261, just a few hundred yards down. I was in a
fine mood and knocked on their door. A smart maid answered the door and I
requested to speak to her master. In silence she showed me into a quaint sitting
room and motioned me to take a seat. She passed into the adjoining study and
spoke very softly. Immediately, the couple joined me; the wife seeming to have
trouble maneuvering her generous petticoat around the furniture, almost as if she’d
never worn one before. “Thank you, Betsy, you may go.” the wife said softly.

“Well, hello! I am Dr. Zebadiah Sells, and this is my wife, Lulu. And you are?”

“I am Dr. John H. Watson, at your service. By any chance are you a relative of
Dr. Barnaby Sells of Texas?” “Not THE Dr. Watson of those marvelous detective
tales? This is a real pleasure! Why yes, Barnaby was my great gr-, er, is a distant
cousin. What brings such a famed writer to our humble home?”

“My good friend Sherlock Holmes and I noticed you and your good wife as
you walked by a few minutes ago, and we thought it might be interesting to make
your acquaintance.”

They both abruptly turned very pale and fell, more than sat, on the couch. I
had earlier noted a large decanter of brandy on the sideboard and poured each a
large glass and said “Drink this; it will help. Rest a bit, then tell me what has caused
you such fear.” Dr. Sells gulped his down and refilled his glass; his wife sipped hers.

Dr. Sells said “It is nothing; nothing. We can assure you that we are absolutely,
totally uninteresting folk and of no interest to anyone.” “I think not,” I said, “or I
wouldn’t be here.”

Ms. Sells spoke softly “Doctor, could you excuse us for just a few minutes?”

“Of course.”

“Please make yourself comfortable and help yourself to the spirits.” With that,
they rushed into the study, closing the door. I could barely hear the fervent discus-
sion between the couple, but couldn’t make out any words. I looked about the
room and finding nothing of interest, opened the drawer of the table alongside my
chair.

In the drawer was a most peculiar bracelet — its size seemed an exact match for
the region of lighter skin on Dr. Sells wrist. It was made of silvery metal with a flat
rectangular box in the middle. Looking closely, it appeared to have a glass face with
numbers showing beneath the glass. As I watched, the numbers changed!

“11:20:21,” “11:20:22,” ... I'd never seen anything like it. Next to the bracelet
was a very battered odd pocket-knife — unfolding it I saw a blade, a tiny pair of scis-
sors, a pair of pliers, a file, and a screwdriver. The blade, however, appeared freshly
forged and bore the label “STAINLESS.”

Hearing the couple end their conversation, I hurriedly returned these unusual
objects to the drawer. Truly, I thought to myself, this mystery excuses my breach of
my hosts’ hospitality. As they returned, I noticed that Dr. Sells seemed a bit squifty,
so I began with a very innocent question “Just where are you from?”



OUR PECULIAR NEIGHBORS 9

“Er, ah, we are you-pee-ers. You know, up on the shore of the great lake Gitchi
Gummi, where, it is said, the lake never gives up its dead when the gales of
November come early.”

With that, Mrs. Sells glared at Dr. Sells and kicked him firmly in the shin. Dr.
Sells, “The white man renamed that body on the northern coast of Michigan as
Lake Superior. Seems like I saw it only yesterday. Yesterday, all my troubles seemed
so...” His wife kicked him again, this time much harder.

“What kind of doctor are you, Dr. Sells?”

“A little girl once told me that I’'m not the kind of doctor who does anyone any
good. I am a physicist, er, a physical scientist and I study unusual phenomena asso-
ciated with magnetic rocks.”

“Of what use is that?”

“Well, to paraphrase Scotland’s Dr. Maxwell, of what use is a newborn baby?
One never knows what you may find in the most mundane of inquiries.”

“Quite so,” I replied, “And Mrs. Sells, what are your pursuits?”

She forcefully stated “Mostly trying to keep my silly husband out of trouble”
giving Dr. Sells a baleful glare.

“Please excuse us again for a few minutes” and dragged Dr. Sells up the stairs. I
could barely hear her strident voice, but what I could hear made no sense; phrases
such as “ground zero,” “chaotic behavior” and “temporal divergence.” I pitied her
poor husband.

My intense curiosity drove me beyond rudeness; I swiftly entered the study. It
instantly reminded me of Holmes’ working habits. There was a long bench covered
with unrecognizable metal shapes, bits of colored wire, and various tools; obviously
some project of significant complexity.

On an ordinary desk sat a large picture frame; about two feet wide by one tall.
The frame displayed no picture, but rather a silky blackness. Before the frame sat
something that rather looked just like part of my trusty Remington #2 typewriter,
but lacking any mechanism other than just the familiar keys. Nearby was a sheet of
paper containing a diagram and the words “7404 Hex Inverter;” could my hosts
practice mysticism?

A notebook lay nearby with copious, nigh illegible notes written with careless
penmanship, but I noted that the blue lines composing the letters were invariably
of an absolutely fixed width. I have never seen that in any writing done with any
fountain pen nor quill. On the right page was a long list, apparently of dates; three
were circled in bright red ink: 7/29/1914, 11/22/1963, and 1/19/2038.

On the bookshelf rested books with odd
titles such as Classical Electrodynamits,
Quantum Mechanics with Applications, and
one that I instantly recognized, a very worn
and battered copy of The War of the Worlds
by my friend H. G. Wells. Since the book
couldn’t be more than a year or so old, I
opened it to the flyleaf and read “Copyright
2015 by Dover Publications, Inc.” and ‘..
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taken from the original 1897 serial publication of the novel in Person’s Magazine.”

I felt a cold chill down my spine; the book dropped from my numb fingers. I
knew in my heart that this was no prank — that Well’s The Time Machine was no
fantasy, but a warning.

My hosts entered the room and found me standing there, the book at my feet.
Ms. Sells inhaled softly and mumbled something that sounded like “oh em gee.”
She then gently guided me back to the sitting room, handed me a large brandy and
patiently waited for me to recover my wits.

“How? Who?” I stammered.

“Please, breathe, and just call us Lulu and Zeb, for John, we now share a secret
that must never go beyond this room. The lives of countless beings depend on our
actions.”

“What? Why?” I gasped, after downing the whole tumbler.

“Well, it’s a rather long story” Zeb said, “so allow me to give you a short
summary. About 140 years from now, a terrible constellation of disasters beyond
your imagination will threaten mankind’s survival. In a desperate attempt to fore-
stall the cataclysm, my colleagues and I built a machine to traverse time itself and
sent it on a voyage to the distant past. Our goal was about 60 million years in the
past. Something went wrong and our ship crashed somewhere around here and
sometime around this time.”

Lulu continued “You see, if we fail, almost everyone we’ve known and loved
back home will die horribly; even if we succeed, we ourselves might never exist.”

Zeb went on “While the original disaster has been, or will be, averted by other
means, our lost timeship still represents a grave hazard to the future. We have been
seeking clues to its fate in the files of the British Library and Museum. Perhaps
your friend Wells had learned of it before he wrote The Chronic Argonauts short
story and later The Time Machine novel.”

“Why not just ask H. G. about it? He’s a reasonable man.” I asked.

Lulu answered “We believe that most unwise, as alerting such a great mind to
the possibility of our existence could itself create a time paradox, unraveling the
very existence of our world. Perhaps you could aid us by discretely discovering the
source of his inspiration?”

“Of course, you must never breathe a word of this to Mr. Sherlock Holmes —
his mind is too quick, too clever and he could easily discover our secret and destroy
our world. We trust you and know you can keep a secret; the fate of the future of
mankind and our fate is in your hands, doctor.”

I rose without a word; my last sight of the Sells was them quietly holding
hands. I gathered my thoughts as I staggered back to 221B. Holmes smiled and
asked whether they were interesting people.

“No,” I said, “they are nobody at all.”

That was the only time in my life I was perhaps less than entirely truthful with
my greatest friend.

That week I visited old Herbert and became convinced he had no knowledge of
the missing timeship, and so sent off a brief and cryptic telegram to the Sells. A
month later I again knocked on the door of 261 Baker St. No one answered, so I
went around to the back door and found it unlocked.
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The house had been stripped of everything to the walls apart from an envelope
resting on the mantle bearing my name. I opened it and read:

Dear Jobn,

Thank you again, we knew we could trust you. Please accept this small gift, a piece
of sage advice from a great American woman we once met - Pray for the Dead,
fight like Hell for the Living.

We, and millions of our fellow beings are forever in your debt.

Remember us,

Zeb and Lulu Sells

The End



221B HOUSTON

WILL & BARBARA BRANDON

FELLOW SHERLOCKIANS, ] OFFER FOR THIS ROUND NOT A STORY BUT A
pastiche poem: one whose inspiration is unmistakable, but which embodies a
distinctive Texan spin. Here, the reader is invited to inhabit not only the physical
setting of the main characters in the Derrick Miles mysteries—of which there are
now two complete and another well on the way—but the particular time frame in
which a notorious mass killer did, in truth, briefly take up residence in the charac-
ters’ city of Fort Worth, Texas, during a time of great change on its skyline and in
its history. I invite you to welcome, as hopefully as I do, publication of The Castle
of Fear in early 2025. —Barbara Brannon

For Capt. Derrick Miles and Dr. Frank Hooper

Here dwell two men, Fort Worthians of note
Who never lived and so have never died;

One of them solved the crimes, the other wrote
The books for eager readers far and wide.

How rousing their exploits, all catalogued
To aid the law, amaze, inspire, delight!

From Houston Street a hansom cab, dust-fogged,
Wheels toward the Trinity, late in the night

Past castle, Hell’s Half-Acre, the Gazette;
A skeleton of courthouse rises high.



221B HOUSTON

Despite our fears, Texas is Texas yet;
We can agree, let sleeping panthers lie.

For now we thrill to tales outside the door
Where it is always eighteen ninety-four.

13



THE PETTY CRIMINAL OF BAKER
STREET

M. H. BRYAN

A MAN MUST MAKE A LIVING, AND MR. HOLMES UNDERSTANDS THAT.

Besides, Mr. Holmes is very much in demand, and very busy with cases of great
importance to the empire. These grand affairs take up so much of his time that he
cannot usually concern himself with the smaller affairs of unambitious criminals.
And a more unambitious man you’re unlikely to meet than myself, Joseph Kerr, of
192 Baker Street.

Ever since I was a young boy, I was encouraged to make something of myself,
but I never had any inclination to do so, preferring to spend the day in fun and
games. A profession preoccupies so much time, practically the whole day, and
leaves little room for enjoyment. A man makes a bargain, that he will work in order
to support himself, but so many professions today do not hold up their end of the
bargain — they pay a wage so small that it does not provide the means for a man to
support himself. I was always an intelligent man, if admittedly a lazy one, and such
a bargain seemed like a fool’s errand to me. A deal cannot be a deal if another man
welches on it, and a man who keeps a deal when the other man has welched is not a
man to be admired. Rather, he is a man to be ridiculed and mocked, and let no one
say Joe Kerr is a clown.

Still, as I said, a man must make a living, and food and drink are not free, nor is
a roof and a bed. And while my lodgings at 192 Baker Street are not grand, they
serve admirably compared to living on the street. My landlady, the redoubtable
Miss Quinn, demands payment in return for these services, which is certainly her
prerogative, and my part of the bargain is to pay her for these services, which I try
to do in a timely manner. She has a certain fondness for me that has allowed me to
impose upon her hospitality occasionally, but she is always telling me, “Joe, you
should go out and find a job that earns a steady income.”

“Where would be the fun in that?” I ask her.
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“Life ain’t always fun, Joe,” she says. “And someday you’ll have to pay the
piper.”

Indeed, they say the piper takes his cut along with everybody else. But how to
pay for all of life’s essentials without a profession? That is the question. An honest
man commits himself to a career, devotes his time and attention to it, and gradually
pulls himself up the ladder. But a lazy man, a clever man, and even a dishonest man
is put into a tricky position, forced to choose between destitution or breaking
the law.

Now the law is firm and unbending — cases are tried in courts of stone and
criminals are imprisoned behind bars of iron, inflexible and rigid. It is the opposite
of life itself, which is random and chaotic in my experience, with no hard and fast
rules. So how is a man meant to compromise with an unmoving object like the law,
when life is so changeable? If the law won’t bend, a man must, and so I do. The law
stares straight ahead, while I duck behind corners and conceal myself in the shad-
ows. I see no other option considering my nature.

This is not to say I am a bad man, just because I break the law. Indeed, my
actions toward my fellow man could not be more compassionate. Because I am a
generous soul, with the milk of human kindness running through my veins, I am in
the habit of concealing my criminal activities from my neighbors. They would be
appalled by some of my associations, for people who have a habit of bending the
law are not always pleasant, and I would not want to disturb my neighbors’ peace
of mind in any way.

This consideration extends to Mr. Holmes — he has so many cases of great
import swirling around in his brain that I try not to trouble him with my business
too often. I try not to draw unnecessary attention to myself at all, since the cold,
steely eyes of the law are always out there, and Mr. Holmes owns an ever-alert pair
of them.

Nevertheless, he is a most observant man. I said earlier that no man should say
Joe Kerr is a clown, but that is not strictly true — there have been times when I have
fallen back on that profession, performing simple tricks and juggling on Baker
Street while wearing white greasepaint and a colorful suit. These kinds of frivolous
hobbies were the only thing I could ever put my mind to, practically useless skills
for my own amusement and enjoyment. But using these skills for street perfor-
mance is not particularly taxing, and usually pays quite well, and a lazy man does
not mind losing his dignity when performing an easy job — it is preferable to hard
work.

It was during one of these times performing as a street clown that I noticed Mr.
Holmes observing me — since I had no other onlookers at present, I hailed him,
tipping my hat. He returned the gesture, and inquired, “Is that a new waistcoat,
Mr. Kerr?”

“Itis indeed, Mr. Holmes,” I replied.

“Silk, if T am not mistaken,” he continued. “And in quite the latest fashionable
cut and color — the thin weave and peculiar pattern indicates that it is imported
directly from silk-weavers in China. You must have encountered some stroke of
fortune recently to be able to afford such a treat.”
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“I think you would be surprised, Mr. Holmes, how much a man can earn from
generous passers-by on the streets,” I replied, as a passing gentleman tossed a coin
into my outstretched hat.

“Indeed, I would not,” he retorted. “I was involved in a case a few years back
where a man made a fortune out of begging, enough to establish himself as a
country gentleman — I believe Dr. Watson published it under the title 7he Man
With the Twisted Lip. But you seem to have come into a great deal of money very
recently - I perceive you have purchased some new leather boots as well,” he contin-
ued, glancing down at my feet. “Which you apparently wore at the docks — they
have mud on them, familiar Thames clay found only in a certain area where the
river connects to the waterfront. They look to be of Italian manufacture, are they
not?”

“They are, Mr. Holmes,” I replied. “I am always astounded at your observa-
tional skills, and the deductions you derive from them.”

“Well, this is not so much a deduction, but an assumption,” he replied. “And
not from observation, but rather from memory. I recall reading about a smuggling
operation down by the docks a few weeks ago — the police believe fifty pounds of
opium was brought into the country, hidden in crates of Italian leather shoes.
Boots to be precise, very similar to the ones you’re wearing now.”

“Quite a coincidence, Mr. Holmes,” I agreed. “But you can’t believe I have
anything to do with that...”

“I hope not, Mr. Kerr,” he interrupted. “It would hardly do for a renowned
detective such as myself, whose reputation has only grown in the stories Dr.
Watson has published about me, to have a criminal operating on the very street in
which he lives, under his very nose. That supposition would not be edifying to my
reputation, wouldn’t you agree?”

“I would, sir,” I said, nodding. “And rest assured, sir, I have done and will do
nothing to sully your reputation. 'm an honest man, sir, who makes an honest
living as a jack-of-all-trades.”

“Yes, it’s the ‘all-trades’ which concerns me,” he agreed. “All honest trades, I
hope, Mr. Kerr.”

“You can have no reason to doubt that, Mr. Holmes,” I said. “After all, if T were
dishonest, and engaged in dishonest work, you would have caught me, being the
famous detective you are. You're far too clever to let a criminal roam free in your
neighborhood. Such a situation is improbable — indeed, I believe it to be quite
impossible.”

“When one has eliminated the impossible, whatever remains, however improb-
able, must be the truth,” he said. “I must simply decide whether a criminal oper-
ating out of Baker Street is impossible, or merely improbable. Good day to you,
Mr. Kerr,” he added, tipping his hat and heading oft down the street to hail a
hansom.

Mr. Holmes got me all wrong there — I was not part of that opium smuggling
operation. I’'m a petty criminal, and drug smuggling crosses over into highly illegal
territory. My role in that affair was merely to guard the shipment, keep watch and
make sure that no one interfered with it, before the real criminals came to pick it
up. I was paid well for this easy job, which involved no violence, no bloodshed, and
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no injury to anyone at all. And I helped myself to a new pair of boots while I waited
— where’s the harm in that?

The day after this encounter, Miss Quinn entered my room and handed me a
telegram. “There! What did I tell you, Joe?” she demanded. “The piper wants his
payment.”

I read the telegram:

J. Kerr,

Have need of your assistance — offer of easy and well renumerated employment.
Call at 221B at earliest convenience.

S. Holmes

“Mr. Holmes is offering me a job — how is that paying the piper?” I asked her.

“Because he’s a clever one,” she replied. “And he’s probably figured out what
you’ve been up to. This is probably some trap of his to incriminate you.”

“He has nothing to incriminate me for,” I retorted. “On the rare days I work, I
spend my time putting a smile on people’s faces. Everybody loves a clown.”

“That routine works on everyone else, but it doesn’t work on me, Joe,” she
said. “I don’t want to appear in the papers as some accomplice to a petty criminal.
That’s not the sort of notoriety I need — whatever would my friends say?”

“What they always say — that I'm no good and you should kick me out,” I
replied. “But I know you haven’t got the heart,” I added, kissing her cheek.

“You know what happens if we end up in one of his stories, don’t you?” she
demanded. “We’ll be famous all over London, all over the world, and not in a good
way. You've seen the uproar in the street every time he solves a case, the press
poking around here for weeks afterward trying to get details on everyone involved. I
really feel sorry for the poor unfortunates he drags into his adventures, the subject
of gossip and speculation in every rag, and hounded at every turn. I regularly run
into Mrs. Hudson at the market, and she never has a moment’s peace from all the
chaos he causes - I've never seen a more harried woman. I mean it, Joe - if you get
me into trouble with Mr. Holmes, I’ll never forgive you.”

This seemed unlikely, as she forgave me for everything. And Mr. Holmes’s
message intrigued me, and so I arrived at 221B Baker Street about twenty minutes
after receiving the missive. Mrs. Hudson greeted me, and I had to agree that she
was the most harried-looking woman I'd ever seen. She shooed me up the stairs,
and I knocked on the door, hoping Mr. Holmes could hear me over the sound of
violin music from within.

“Come in, Mr. Kerr,” said Mr. Holmes’s serene voice from inside.

I obeyed him, and entered the untidy drawing room covered with papers and
ephemera from Mr. Holmes’s grand cases. The man himself was standing by the
mantlepiece, playing the violin while staring into the fire.

“No need to stop on my account, Mr. Holmes — I appreciate fine music,” I
said.

“As do I, but it is best to concentrate on one problem at a time,” he said,
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putting away the violin carefully in his case. “A distracted mind is an untidy mind,
and my mind must never be that, whatever my living space is. Now Mr. Kerr, you
are familiar with a Mr. Robert Kane?”

I stared blankly back at him. “No, sir, I am not,” I replied.

“Robert Kane,” repeated Mr. Holmes, heading back over to the mantlepiece to
light his pipe. “He has a gang operating out of Whitechapel who commit all
manner of crimes — that opium smuggling affair I mentioned when last we met was
his doing.”

“Well, as I said at the time, I wouldn’t know anything about that, sir,” I replied.

“Of course not,” he agreed. “But I believe you are acquainted with a Mr. Jere-
miah Robinson, who is an associate of Mr. Kane. It was he, was it not, who
employed you to keep watch over the shipment at the docks? Come, come, Mr.
Kerr, it is really no use lying to me — I know all about your dubious employment.
But I am not interested in punishing you, not when I could catch a much bigger
fish in my net.”

“I met Mr. Robinson at a pub down by the dock called The Stacked Deck,” 1
conceded. “He did offer me a job, which I accepted, but I had no idea it involved
anything illegal.”

“Indeed, you thought Mr. Robinson was just paying you an enormous sum to
watch perfectly legitimate cargo out of the kindness of his heart?” asked Mr.
Holmes, in a most sardonic tone.

“I always try to see the best in everyone, Mr. Holmes — if that’s a flaw of mine,
so be it,” I retorted.

“It is not a flaw I share,” he replied. “If anything, the nature of my work has
made me even more cynical regarding the best aspects of human nature. But as I
said, I have no desire to punish you for your involvement in that affair, accidental
or not. I am hoping to enlist your assistance in foiling Mr. Kane’s next operation,
and I think you will find the job to your liking.”

“It sounds dangerous to me,” I replied.

“Not at all,” retorted Mr. Holmes. “The work will be similar in nature to your
street performances. Tell me, Mr. Kerr, have you never thought of a career in the
circus?”

“I’ve never thought of a career of any kind, sir,” I retorted.

“I would go myself, but I do not have the same natural talent and aptitude for
the work as you do,” he continued. “After all, such skills do take great practice, and
cannot be mastered in a few days, but it is only a few days we have. Mr. Kane
believes the police are closing in on him, so he is attempting something desperate
and daring — animals in cages do try to make a last, valiant stand, at least the kind of
animal Mr. Kane is does. He is a lion rather than a lamb, and he will want to go out
with a roar.”

Mr. Holmes chose an appropriate metaphor. It was only a few days later that I
found myself donning my greasepaint and colorful suit, and heading to
Whitechapel Common where a large circus tent had been set up. The crowds were
enormous — families and tradespeople mingled among the performers and
roustabouts, as the ringmaster tried to entice passers-by into the tent. I forded my



THE PETTY CRIMINAL OF BAKER STREET 19

way through the mass of people, entering the tent and trying to dodge out of the
way of the animals — the lions were caged, but the horses and elephants roamed
around with their trainers, and the smell of them drowned out the other overpow-
ering odors of peanuts and hay.

I found a shadowy corner where I practiced juggling, carefully observing the
people who were mingling around backstage, and trying to ascertain their
movements.

M. Robinson was there, along with another figure I assumed was Mr. Kane -
he was tall, and built like a man who could hold his own in a fight. Both men were
closely conversing, but the surrounding sounds of the circus were too noisy for me
to hear what they were saying.

The show began, and the ringmaster announced the acts - first a death-defying
trapeze family, then a lady acrobat balancing on horses, and then the lion tamer.

I saw Mr. Robinson and Mr. Kane straighten up as this act was announced,
and they watched intently as the lion tamer released the animals from their cages.
Then they headed over to those same cages, examining them closely and
rummaging around in the straw, which was not an activity I would relish. When
they both seem satisfied, they returned to their corner, still conversing in low
voices.

I left the tent and headed outside where I found Mr. Holmes waiting. I spoke a
few words in his ear, he nodded, and then disappeared into the crowd. I returned
to the tent, and prepared to go on.

Just as the ringmaster announced my name, there was the screech and blaring
of whistles, and suddenly dozens of police officers descended on the tent,
restraining everyone they could get their hands on. I recognized Mr. Holmes
accompanying one of the officers, whom he promptly led over to the lion cage.

“It’s all here, Lestrade,” he announced. “Fifty pounds of opium ready to be
exported out of London for sale in the provinces. A circus makes an ideal front,
traveling all over the country carrying its own supplies and equipment. There is
nothing suspicious about its cargo, nor about its nomadic nature. It sets up a
temporary encampment for efficient distribution of the narcotic, and is able to
make a quick getaway if necessary. Perfect cover for illegal activity — I congratulate
you on the cleverness of your scheme, Mr. Kane,” he added, nodding at the tall
man in custody, who was now glaring murderously at him - if looks could kill, Mr.
Holmes would have been struck dead on the spot.

“How did you know?” Mr. Kane growled. “It was someone in here, wasn’t it?
They peached.”

He glared around at the detained circus performers, studying each of us care-
fully as if he could spot treachery on our faces. Thankfully, mine was covered in
clown makeup.

“No one peached,” retorted Mr. Holmes. “It was simplicity itself, a positively
elementary deduction. It is always a mistake to work with animals, Mr. Kane, for
while a beast can be trained, their natural instincts are not always so easy to
overcome.”

He pointed into the lion cage, where its occupants had been safely locked up
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again — they were enjoying a well-earned rest after their act, paws and heads
drooping as they napped soundly together. “These are the most lethargic lions I
have ever encountered,” Mr. Holmes announced. “And I need not describe to you
the lethargic effect of opium upon the body. I have observed your show many
times, Mr. Kane, and day after day the lions are regularly and unnaturally indolent.
It is a simple matter to deduce that this is because of something affecting them
where they are housed. It would have been smarter for you to have smuggled the
opium in some container that left no telltale sign, but I believe you were counting
on no one ever searching a lion cage due to the ferociousness of the beasts inside, so
it seemed like an ideal hiding place. As I said, very clever, Mr. Kane, but sadly for
you, not clever enough. The criminal mind rarely is, for while many may think
themselves geniuses, they are more often than not a cowardly and superstitious
lot.”

We were all led away by the police, including myself, but once we were safely
clear of the circus, Mr. Holmes took my arm and pulled me aside. “I thank you for
your assistance, Mr. Kerr,” he said. “An easy, pleasant job, and one where you
suffered no injury, as I promised. And if Mr. Robinson ever gets out of prison, he
can still rely on your dependable work in assisting his gang, as you were in no way
implicated in their arrest.”

“And I assume you’'d like me to assist you again if that is the case?” I asked.

“Yes, let’s just say I appreciate your talents, Mr. Kerr,” replied Mr. Holmes. “I
make it my business to put dangerous criminals behind bars, but I can find it in my
heart to forgive petty ones, as long as they prove useful to me. And as long as their
crimes do not escalate to a more serious nature, for as you know, I am a very obser-
vant man, and would be able to detect if they did.”

“You need have no fear on that score, Mr. Holmes,” I replied. “I am not an
ambitious man. And I am always happy to help out my fellow man, for a price, of
course.”

“Of course,” repeated Mr. Holmes with a smile. “And your price for your part
in this case is your freedom. You will be able to roam the entire city of London, and
pursue what is meaningful to you, while your compatriots are confined to cages. I
cannot imagine a better reward, can you, Mr. Kerr?”

“No, sir,” I agreed. “Thank you, sir.”

“But remember, Mr. Kerr, no funny business,” said Mr. Holmes, raising a
warning finger. “You may look like a clown, but there is nothing amusing about
crime. It is not a joke, and it can only end in tears. You would do well to remember
that.”

“I will, sir,” I replied. And so I have. I pass Mr. Holmes occasionally on Baker
Street, both of us coming and going about our respective adventures, he always
watching me, and I always taking care not to draw his attention to myself. In this
way I avoid paying the piper, although as Miss Quinn, now Mrs. Kerr, reminds me,
his rent will come due someday (which, incidentally, is why I married her - she
assured me such an action would reduce the amount owed to her.) She still fears
ending up as a side character in one of Mr. Holmes’s adventures, and she still says I
should find a reliable profession. But until that time, I am always happy to offer
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Mr. Holmes my assistance in return for my continued freedom. It is truly a very
small price to pay for such a large reward. And it really would not do to have a
criminal operating freely under Mr. Holmes’s watchful gaze, in his very own street.
Such a thing would be utterly impossible.

The End



THE SUBLIBRARIAN

ANN CADDELL

MORE THAN THIRTY YEARS HAVE PASSED SINCE THE EVENTS THAT MY
friend John H. Watson described with so much circumlocution and outright
deflection in the story he titled “The Illustrious Client.” I feel that I can at last lay
before the public the true nature of this seemingly simple event, and of the being
that called itself “Adelbert Gruner.” In fact, for the continued safety of the human
race, I believe it is necessary to warn the general run of humanity of the dangers
that have heretofore been known only to a select few.

In his highly redacted tale, Watson refers to me only as “my friend Lomax, the
sublibrarian” and my employer as the London Library in St. James’s square. If only
that were my sole employment! What Watson failed to mention was the relation-
ship between my library and the Miskatonic University of Arkham, Massachusetts.
My connection at that seat of learning in our former colony was the eminent
Henry Armitage, Ph.D. Dr. Armitage and I had already been in consultation even
before Watson showed up with hjs request for “books about Chinese pottery.”
While this fabrication might have been necessary to fool the naive readers of 1902,
matters have gone far beyond that now, and it is time to reveal that the “beauties of
the Yung-lo, the writings of Tang-ying, and the glories of the primitive period of
the Sung and the Yuan” refer to more than the characteristics of a few pieces of old
porcelain. The London Library’s official catalogue contains sections on arcane
matters like conjuring, hypnotism, and even human sacrifice, but our restricted
collection goes far beyond what is available to the general public, and it was from
this collection that I drew the volumes Watson needed.

Thanks to my friendship with Watson, I had long been aware of Holmes’s
monitoring of, and occasional interference in, the affairs of the Old Ones - those
elder gods who arrived from the stars long before humanity’s appearance, and
whose eons-long sleep would soon come to a terrifying end. Dr. Armitage and I
often exchanged information and copies of those forbidden volumes containing
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the lore of these creatures, and I kept Holmes and Watson up to date on our find-
ings. So when Holmes began tracking the activities of “Baron Gruner,” he reluc-
tantly began to suspect that the baron was, if not an elder being himself, a once-
human confederate who was working with the Old Ones and had acquired
unusual powers as a result. His seemingly hypnotic powers over women and his
unnaturally youthful appearance, along with his ability to escape accountability for
his many misdeeds, all pointed to there being more to Gruner than met the eye.

Gruner first came to Holmes’s attention thanks to his engagement to a wealthy
young lady whose father strongly objected to the match — and for good reason.
Holmes was already aware of Gruner’s continental troubles, including the very
suspicious death of another young woman who had fallen under his spell. At that
point, he thought it was still possible that Gruner was merely a fortune-hunting
adventurer with an excess of good looks and a complete lack of good morals. But
when he met Gruner’s latest target, Violet DeMerville, he realized that something
far more insidious was going on. When he described Violet’s behavior to me - the
fixed looks, the complete lack of interest in anything that could sway her from
Gruner’s side, the total change of personality — I recognized the hold that creatures
of the Old Ones can acquire over normal humans, especially those already suscep-
tible to suggestion. After Holmes and Watson laid the facts before me, I cabled Dr.
Armitage and asked him to do further research among his contacts on that side of
the Atlantic. His response chilled me to the bone.

Gruner was not the only one using the same abilities to prey on similarly situ-
ated young women. Armitage was hearing reports of the same type of activities in
America. In each case, the targeted lady would eventually meet a mysterious end
that could never be quite attributed to foul play. Clearly there was a sinister
connection here, and Holmes and Watson were being drawn into something far
more threatening and otherworldly than a simple seduction of a rich young
woman by a confidence man.

Our suspicions were confirmed even further when Holmes, through his under-
world intermediary Shinwell Johnson, met a young woman who had miraculously
escaped the clutches of Gruner. Kitty Winter’s prematurely aged appearance and
fractured personality showed that Gruner was somehow extracting some type of
life-force or vital energy from his victims. When Miss Winter saw what she
described as a book containing details about other young women whom Gruner
had victimized, her sudden realization of her danger was enough to let her escape
from Gruner before it was too late. For this was clearly no simple scrapbook.
Gruner had been selecting young women of unusually strong psychic energy,
draining them of their life force, and storing their vital essence in this book the way
a battery stores electricity. No doubt his counterparts across the Atlantic were
doing the same. While I did not yet know their ultimate goal in making these
collections, I knew it did not bode well for humanity. Clearly something must be
done.

At my request, but with great trepidation, Dr. Armitage consulted the Miska-
tonic’s closely guarded copy of the dreaded Necronomicon of the mad Arab Abdul
Al-Hazred. He discovered that when the stars and planets achieved a specific align-
ment, the Old Ones could, with the help of a concentrated source of feminine life-
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energy, widen the rift between dimensions and make it possible for the denizens of
other planes to infiltrate the Earth. He also discovered a recipe for a substance that
could, when properly applied, weaken or even destroy the formerly-human
minions of the Old Ones. I saw a glimmer of hope.

With Armitage’s recipe and Holmes’s chemical knowledge, we were able to
concoct a potion that would at least neutralize, and hopefully destroy, Gruner’s
influence. Miss Kitty Winter, the intended victim who had the strength to escape,
agreed to use her remarkably strong life-energy to deliver the potion to Gruner.
And so our plan was laid. When Holmes discovered that Gruner was planning a
trip to America in a few days — no doubt to join forces with his counterparts there
— we were forced into near-immediate action. We quickly arranged Watson’s visit as
a dealer in Chinoiserie, with Holmes and Miss Winter lurking nearby and me
awaiting their return to Baker Street.

While Watson distracted Gruner with prattle about Chinese pottery, Holmes
and Miss Winter located the fatal book. Then, just as Gruner was beginning to
suspect that Watson was not the mere pottery-fancier he pretended to be, a well-
timed noise from Holmes lured Gruner to the open window to the garden — and
into the path of Miss Winter and her carefully prepared potion. The substance
worked instantaneously, revealing the true nature of the Gruner-creature — as
Watson described, his visage was “blurred, discoloured, inhuman, terrible.”

Holmes, Watson, and Miss Winter quickly conveyed the book back to Baker
Street, where I was waiting to verify its true nature. Indeed, it was as I suspected:
the book was a storage battery for life-energy that would assist the Old Ones in
their full return to our dimension. Had Gruner managed to unite it with the other
books being assembled in America, the result would have been horrible beyond
description. As it was, Holmes was able to restore Miss Violet DeMerville to her
senses by mere exposure to the book. Then, with the assistance of Dr. Armitage
and his access to forbidden knowledge, I started the hazardous process of neutral-
izing and then destroying Gruner’s “book of souls I have ruined.” I had hoped that
the destruction of the book might return some of his victims to their former selves,
but unfortunately, they were all either dead or too far sunk into madness to be
redeemable. Only Miss Winter and Miss DeMerville survived the experience with
most of their sanity intact.

Which brings me to my purpose in revealing the truth of these events: although
Gruner and his book have been destroyed, the menace of the Old Ones remains.
Dr. Armitage informs me that a hybrid creature, born in the small, decaying town
of Dunwich in the wilds of old New England, but begotten by a being from
beyond the stars, has been trying to access the forbidden knowledge of the Necro-
nomicon in Miskatonic University’s possession. I urge humanity to be on the
lookout for any manifestations of this new threat — outbreaks of hysteria, livestock
behaving unnaturally, decadent new forms of artistic expression — and be ready to
resist to the uttermost the descent of mankind into a new age of darkness.

The End



LAST MISSION OF KRYSTAL KURIO,
PART I: MADEMOISELLE KRYSTAL
KURIO JOINS THE BAKER STREET

IRREGULARS

MicAH COVER

“Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale Her infinite variety.”

— — WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA

My NaME 1s KrysTAL KURIO.

I was born - literally — on the London streets of Whitechapel. In the very heart
of the pentagram created by the Sth person to defeat Holmes. I was even once
suspected by Inspector G. Lestrade of being Jack the Ripper myself.

But perhaps I am getting ahead of myself — my apologies.

Being born into my conditions necessitated certain reliance upon... tools. Some
might call them weapons. Rat traps for when I was so hungry, I had no other
recourse for sustenance. Broken glass for gang attacks and for men I met on the
street who genuinely believed I owed them something. I spread the broken glass in
a circle around me and what passed for my bed when I needed sleep. Eventually, I
learned the secret of walking atop their shards. They were excellent practice for the
salt circles I pour when I cast my spells.

But perhaps I am getting ahead of myself — my apologies.

The broken glass wasn’t the only sharp object that kept me company during
my slumbers. I always hid a sharpened blade under my makeshift pillow. At first,
only a dagger. When my “pillows” could conceal them, I “graduated” to foils. They
were my constant companions. I became proficient in swordplay. Eventually, I'd
teach a certain consulting detective everything he knew about the art of fencing.

But perhaps I am getting ahead of myself — my apologies.

I prided myself in mastering every art needed to survive on the streets of
London. Including the art of pickpocketing. I prospered plucking pounds and
more from men thinking I was “making eyes” at them. So, it was with warranted
confidence I approached my mark.
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He had dark hair neatly protruding from his deerstalker cap. And a lean,
towering build. A scarf hid his face just below his aquiline nose.

I knew exactly where he hid his most prized possession. I “bumped” into him
and grabbed him immediately for “balance.” My eyes flashed into his. My other
hand slipped into the pocket of his cape.

What was it that caused me to fumble my ruse? For the sun was shining, but
the ice was slippery. Did I slip upon it?

Whatever the reason, the mark suddenly grasped my wrist with strength for
which I should hardly have given him credit.

“Come with me,” he whispered from behind his coloured scarf.

Suddenly, I found myself within his rooms at Baker Street. Normally, this
would spell grave danger for any young woman. Even one armed as I. But my mark
— and now, I suppose I was bis — had other plans for me.

“I am amassing a team of intelligence agents,” he began, as the landlady - I
found out later her name was Hudson — poured us some tea. But only after I took
off my “filthy” (her word) “what passes for your shoes, young man” (also her
words).

My efforts to pass as male that day paid off. But I could tell that my mark
hadn’t been deceived.

When Hudson left, he continued. “You’ll be a... special agent. And the others
need not know of your true sex. But that won’t be your only distinction from
them, Madamoiselle.”

It was the first time anyone had called me that. It wouldn’t be the last. At least,
not from him. And I found myself blushing.

He apparently observed my reaction.

“I see you like the term — we shall keep it. But it’s not your only foray into
French, n est-ce pas? Your skills with an epee?”

Linstantly produced my blade. “WWhat are you implying, Governor?”

And, at that moment, I was introduced to his... laugh. Somehow, despite the
circumstances, I knew he was a friend. But, if I were his enemy, and I heard that
laugh... it would chill me.

“The ironies abound,” he smiled. “Look upon your weapon, and you will get
my... point.”

It suddenly dawned on me what an “epee” must mean. I sheepishly sheathed it
back.

“Little wonder, despite your familiarity with the object, you were not familiar
with the zerm. Far as 'm aware, Shakespeare used 15 synonyms for ‘sword.’
However, ‘epee’ was not one. But let’s... talk of peace.”

“Shakespeare?” I stammered - “how could you possibly know about him?”
True enough, as soon as I taught myself how to read, I made a habit of breaking
into the library. Shakespeare was my favourite author. Tybalt was my favourite
character. But how did /e know?

“Tut, tut, it’s my business to know things,” he replied. “But it turns my mind
back to your... specialties, Mademoiselle. Perhaps, along with some fencing lessons,
you could also teach me more about Monsieur Shakespeare.”

I thought for a moment. “And why should I, Sir?”



LAST MI1SSION OF KRYSTAL KURIO, PART [: MADEMOISELL... 27

“You will be aiding in my private war against crime.”

I eyed him suspiciously. “And?”

“And... youll be making the cesspool of London a safer place for every
inhabitant.”

And?..”

He couldn’t suppress a smile. He saw me eying Hudson’s tea tray with
gnawing hunger. “And... Mrs. Hudson’s chocolate Monties. And... a shilling per
day.”

I didn’t see him do it, but somehow, he spun a shilling in the air. As I would
discover later, he seemed to have an... energy... that allowed him to move... differ-
ently than everyone else.

But perhaps I am getting ahead of myself — my apologies.

I'snatched the coin as it spun in the air. It disappeared into my coat.

I realized, even then, that this could be the most important decision of my life.
I knew what to do.

I began walking in circles. It always helped me zhink.

Since then, I've discovered the... hidden geometry of human existence. And,
more specifically, my existence. Circles to help me think. Glass circles, then salt
circles. And circles around coded pentagrams.

But perhaps I am getting ahead of myself — my apologies.

I finished a 5™ circle. My eyes met his — his, glowing with blue coal, burning
behind his long, tented fingers.

“It’s a deal,” ] announced.

“Capital!” he replied, jumping out of his chair with a speed that took even me
by surprise — “No time like the present, don’t you agree? Or, as Shakespeare might
say — ‘Well it were done quickly.” A man in my position can earn many enemies,
Mademoiselle. Your tutelage with a sword could eventually save my life. Mean-
while, Doctor Watson has complained that my experience with the Bard is still
woefully deficient.”

Watson? — and who was be? I assumed — rightly so — that I would discover soon
enough. His name was somehow... familiar? But the mention of a name made me
realize something.

“Forgive me, Governor,” I said. “We’ve never introduced ourselves properly.
My name’s-”

“Kurio,” he interrupted. “Your identity is crystal clear.”

I stared back in wonder.

“It’s my business,” he repeated.

“Then... what’s your name, Sir?”

“My name is Sherlock Holmes. Now, Mademoiselle - shall we begin?”
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A Map of the 5 victims of Jack the Ripper
Kurio was born somewbhere in the center of this pentagram

Sword Swallower Mademoiselle Krystal Kurio, The Toast of Trafalgar
Square

Watson, one of Kurio’s first marks, ended up giving ber her stage name,

which stuck. Her real name, like many other details, remains a mystery.

“Old white men couldn’t pronounce it correctly, nobow,” she exclaimed

(Editor’s Note: During his “Great Hiatus,” Sherlock Holmes, under the identity of
Irish-American Detective Altamont, was investigating America’s first serial killer,
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who not only stole countless innocent lives, but also the detective’s own name. During
Altamont’s” investigations, be attended Chicago’s famous World Columbian Exposi-
tion. There, Bertha Palmer, who invented the “brownie” in ber kitchen, served them
at that event. Eventually, Holmes brought some back to Mrs. Hudson — who coinci-
dentally bad alreacy been making the same chocolate confections for years, but under
the name “Monties,” named after her late husband. Both Holmes and Hudson
agreed that Palmer’s brownies were “almost as good” as Hudson’s Monties. While
Kurio enjoyed her shilling payments, she often said she enjoyed Hudson’s Monties
even more)

The End



WIGGINS - APPRENTICE
CONSULTING DETECTIVE

LINDA CROHN

WIGGINS HAD GROWN UP. HE WAS NO LONGER THE LEADER OF A BAND
of waifs known as the Baker Street Irregulars. He was now tall and lanky and thick,
bright auburn hair, like the color of fall leaves. He didn’t fit in with the gang that
went everywhere and heard everything like the times when he helped Sherlock
Holmes in A Study in Scarlet and The Sign of Four. In Regents Park, he had found a
small room in a shed behind the back of a building originally named Hertford Villa.
It was an Italianate style residence built in 1825 for Francis Charles Seymour-
Conway, the third Marquis of Hertford. No one knew he was living there because
he crept in late in the evening and out early in the morning. The main house was
generally used for entertainment, so no one was paying attention to a shed way in
the back of the property. While this was fine for the moment, Wiggins wanted more.

Dr. Watson and his wife had retired to the countryside. He was no longer avail-
able to help Holmes in his investigations. This led Holmes to rely on Wiggins more
and more. They had worked out a signal - Holmes would put a large plant in his
Baker Street window every time he needed Wiggins. Since his residence was within
walking distance of Baker Street, Wiggins would pass by each day to see if his pres-
ence was required. If so, he would go up the 17 steps to the detective’s door. Mrs.
Hudson would bring up some tea and scones with clotted cream and jam. She
knew Wiggins didn’t have much money for food, so she made it a point to feed him
whenever she could.

Wiggins knew every inch of Baker Street. He tipped his hat every day to the old
lady who sold flowers on the street corner. He passed by many buildings, 4 stories
high, smokestacks lining the roofs. He knew every horse and the carriage driver
delivering goods and people at the beginning of each day.

He passed by the greengrocer on a regular basis. There was a new girl, Alice,
working in the store. He could tell she liked him. When the boss wasn’t looking,
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she would toss him an apple or orange. He was hoping that he would soon have a
couple of shillings saved so he could take her out for some cream cakes and tea. He
was working on it.

He would stroll past the dentist’s office and the pub up to the bookstore. The
store carried new and used books that catered to the interests of the neighbors. As
he passed by, he would look in the window. Two years ago, he would look with
envy at all the books that he couldn’t read. Being an orphan and having to take care
of himself at a very early age, he never went to school and never learned to read.
One morning the store owner came out and asked Wiggins if he wanted to come in
and browse around. Wiggins was embarrassed and looked down at the ground.
The owner immediately realized the problem and took Wiggins into the store. For
the past two years he had been teaching Wiggins to read. It was Wiggins’ favorite
time of the day.

It was his favorite time unless Holmes needed him. Wiggins was hoping that
Holmes would teach him about being a consulting detective. He thought he had a
knack for finding information, sizing up people and resolving problems. Not like
the great detective of course, but with a bit of help, maybe. . . just maybe. . .

Early on a Monday morning, Wiggins looked up and saw the plant in the
window. But before he reached the door, he saw a gentleman coming out. Through
his powers of observation, he noted that the gentleman did not look like any man
he had ever seen. He wasn’t dressed like a typical Englishman and his clothes did
not come from the shops on Saville Row. The man wore a black hat with a very
wide brim. In addition, he wore a white shirt, black vest with 2 rows of silver
buttons down the front, black pants, black boots and a black flowing cape with a
light silvery gray interior that draped his shoulders. The man nodded toward
Wiggins and then went in search of a hansom cab.

Wiggins ran up the stairs to Holmes’ flat and rapped on the door. Holmes
greeted him and said “go immediately and follow the man who just left. He is wear-
ing. . .” But Wiggins interrupted and said “I just saw him leave. I will follow imme-
diately.” Holmes tossed him a few coins for any expenses Wiggins might incur and
with that Wiggins was off.

As he headed out the front door, he saw the man walking down the block. He
picked up his pace and was just in time to hear the man tell the cab driver to take
him to the Northumberland Hotel. Wiggins called the next cab and followed him
to the hotel. He saw the man pay his driver and enter the hotel. He looked around
and was able to find a lamp post whereby he could watch the comings and goings
of the front door. There he stood until 7:00 p.m. when he saw the man enter the
hotel restaurant and be directed to a table where he sat eating and drinking until
8:30 p.m. As far as Wiggins could see, the man then headed for his room. Since
there did not appear to be anything more to be done and Wiggins did not know
what more he should be doing, he decided to return to Baker Street and find out
what was going on.

He once again climbed the stairs to the flat with which he had become so famil-
iar. Sherlock Holmes was standing by the window playing his violin. Wiggins
coughed as a sign to let Holmes know he was there. Holmes acknowledged him
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and asked him what he had found out, at which point Wiggins recounted the after-
noon and evening events.

Holmes sat down on his favorite chair next to the fireplace and indicated for
Wiggins to find a place opposite him. Holmes began to relate the information he
had obtained from not only the man but two previous visitors. Five days ago, a
young couple of siblings, Guillermo and Bonita Garcia, came to consult with
Holmes about a long, lost relative.

The relative was Cardenio and had been immortalized in Miguel de Cervantes’
Don Quixote. Cardenio had been portrayed by Cervantes as a madman hiding in
the mountains. His love, Lucinda, had agreed to marry Don Fernando and
Cardenio couldn’t cope. In the end Cardenio was reunited with Lucinda. It
appeared that William Shakespeare and John Fletcher had taken this idea and
written a play called The History of Cardenio. However, Shakespeare’s portrayal of
Cardenio was a far more unfavorable depiction of the character than what
Cervantes had written. It had long been believed that Shakespeare’s play had been
lost as the play had not been included in the First Folio. But there was always talk
of someone finding the play and reviving it at the Globe.

The siblings were afraid that if the play was introduced to the public there
would be repercussions for the family in that people would think that the family
had inherited the madness of their relative. They were interested in finding the play
to make sure it was destroyed, and they asked Sherlock Holmes for suggestions as
to where they might look for it. They were also hoping that he would take an active
part in helping them find the play if their search proved futile.

Holmes then told Wiggins about the gentleman he had seen this morning and
had Wiggins follow. This man, Pedro Cervantes, was a distant relative of Miguel de
Cervantes. He, too, was looking for Cardenio. His concern was that Shakespeare
had plagiarized the play directly from Don Quixote. He was looking for Shake-
speare’s play to make comparisons. Copyright laws and plagiarism were lax in the
days of both authors. Thus, Shakespeare was able to get away with using the same
plot idea. Cervantes knew there was no money to be had in finding the play. But he
wanted justice for his relative. He wanted Cervantes to get all the credit for the
story and to totally discredit Shakespeare. He had come to ask for Sherlock
Holmes’ help in finding the play. He felt that if the play still existed, it would be
found in London. He was looking for Holmes to direct him to the most likely
places it could be found.

Holmes did not believe in coincidences. Why would different people suddenly
be looking for the same thing? No one that he was aware of had mentioned
Cardenio for at least a century. The last person that was believed to have a copy of
the play was Lewis Theobald back in 1727 when he produced a play called Double
Falsehood, based upon Cardenio.

Holmes instructions to Wiggins were to continue to watch Cervantes. He had
suggested that the British Museum included all of the British library. (It would take
decades before the books would be transferred to a building of their own.) He
advised Wiggins that he had given the same information to the siblings. He
described them in detail in case Wiggins was able to find them. But he was told that
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if he found both parties, he was to follow Cervantes. Again, Holmes stuffed a few
shillings into Wiggins’ pocket.

Very early the next morning he found his way back to the Northumberland
Hotel. He stood by his favorite lamp post and watched the door. Around 9:30 a.m.
Cervantes walked out and hailed a carriage. Wiggins was able to overhear Cervantes
tell the drive “British Museum on Great Russell Street.” He took off for the nearest
underground station and got on the tube with the intent to get to the museum as
fast as he could.

Wiggins got off the train at Holborn, a 7-minute walk to the museum. Wiggins
took off running to see if he could catch up with Cervantes. He was concerned that
Cervantes would recognize him from their brief encounter yesterday on Baker
Street. So, he pulled out a cap that he kept in his back pocket and put it on hoping
it would be enough to hide his telltale hair.

It was easy to get into the museum and he could look around all he wanted.
Trying to be as inconspicuous as possible, he lingered over the volumes on the
shelves while still keeping his eye on his assignment. There were hundreds, no
thousands, of books where research could be done, or a favorite story could be
found and savored. All one had to do was check out a book. Of course, the books
could not be taken out of the museum so there were long tables at which people
could read.

While he tried to discretely watch Cervantes, he suddenly spotted a young man
and woman leaving the main room. He had a very strong feeling that they were the
siblings Holmes had described to him. A book was lying on the table they had just
vacated. Wiggins went over to the table and casually picked up the book. To his
surprise it was a copy of Don Quixote. However, when he opened it, he could not
understand it. Wiggins had been studying so hard to learn to read and yet here was
a book that he could not read. He looked around and found someone to ask about
the book. The librarian was so glad to get the book back. He told Wiggins that
books could be checked out to be used in the museum itself, but that didn’t stop
people from leaving the building with a book in their pocket or inside their coat.
The librarian explained that this was their only Spanish edition of the book.
Wiggins sighed with relief because he now understood why he couldn’t read it.

Wiggins looked around and panicked when he realized Cervantes wasn’t in the
room. He walked up and down the aisles and then around the museum itself. It
was an amazing place with artifacts from all over the world. But Wiggin’s heart was
not into the relics. He walked outside and looked around. He didn’t see Cervantes
anywhere nor could he find the siblings. There was nothing left to do but to go
back and report his failure to Holmes.

While Wiggins was making his way back to Baker Street, Holmes was
discussing the missing play and the library with Pedro Cervantes. Holmes was
advised that there was nothing in the museum that indicated that a copy of the play
was there. Cervantes had pulled every possible book, pamphlet or document that
could possibly be disguised as the missing Cardenio. He was now looking for
further counsel from Holmes as to where else he might look. Holmes suggested he
investigate Lewis Theobald’s last residence. He was last known person believed to
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have a copy of Cardenio and the common thought was that he last lived in London
at Cropton House.

There was one other thing that concerned Cervantes. He had heard two other
people asking for similar books in the library. He did not know who these people
were and couldn’t understand why they were interested in the same thing. He also
noticed a young man lurking about the floor. He was perusing books without any
real interest. He constantly looked at the books Cervantes discarded. He wanted to
know if Holmes knew anything about these other what seemed to be interested
parties. Holmes told him he was unaware of who he was talking about but would
investigate the matter.

A few minutes after Cervantes left, Mrs. Hudson came up to announce Mr.
and Miss Garcia were downstairs and wanted to see him. When she got the nod
from Holmes, she escorted the two of them to the flat. The siblings told Holmes
the same information regarding their search in the museum. Holmes, in turn, gave
them the same information about Theobald he had given to Cervantes.

There was one more issue the Garcia’s wanted to discuss. When in the library,
they notice something odd. They kept hearing a gentleman who they identified as
being from Spain asking for the same books and records that they had pulled
earlier. They were afraid to ask him what he was doing. So, they thought they
would come back and ask Holmes if he knew anything about this stranger. They
also noted a young man walking around trying to look inconspicuous. However,
he kept looking at the same books they discarded. They thought that maybe
Holmes had someone working on finding the play for them. Holmes told them he
had not employed anyone to find the play and kept quiet regarding Cervantes.

For the next three days Holmes sent the Garcias” and Cervantes around the city
with possible locations where the play might be found. He sent Cervantes to Black-
friars Theater to see if their archives might have the lost play. Then he sent the
Garcias’ to London’s Parish of St. Helen’s just north of London Bridge. Shake-
speare lived in that area when he resided in London. Next, he sent Cervantes to the
area of Peterborough Cathedral where John Fletcher once lived. He kept rotating
them around so that they would not be at the same location at the same time.

He continued to have Wiggins follow Cervantes with the admonition that
Cervantes was not to see him. Wiggins would come back to Baker Street each
evening with a report on the day. He said that Cervantes talked to people around
the different sites. Because he couldn’t get close enough to hear what Cervantes was
saying, all he could do was watch his gestures. He could see that Cervantes still
wasn’t getting any information that would help.

After four days Cervantes went back to see Sherlock Holmes. He was angry
and frustrated. On some level he believed that Holmes was giving him the run-a-
round. He wanted that manuscript, and he wanted Holmes to give him the correct
information now. He paced up and down the sitting room, telling Holmes he
wasn’t going to pay him for the past week. Nothing Holmes told him had panned
out. If Holmes couldn’t direct him to the proper location, he was going to go
elsewhere.

Holmes had not yet figured out why Cervantes and the Garcias wanted the
play. He did not believe either of their stories. The night before, he used Wiggins as
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a sounding board to test out ideas. After listening to Holmes for a while, Wiggins
offered his own theory. Perhaps someone was paying the clients to find the missing
play. Or maybe the person was going to pay the finder of the play a considerable
amount of money. Holmes seriously considered these ideas. Since he spent most of
his time searching for criminals, he had been looking at the situation as a much
more sinister problem. He had not thought of something that simple.

Holmes wanted to continue to string the parties along until one of them
slipped. So, after listening to Cervantes rant and rave, while Wiggins was in the
second bedroom listening to what was going on, Holmes told Cervantes there was
one final place to look. He should look at the Globe Theatre.

Holmes explained that the Globe Theatre had housed Shakespeare’s plays until
it burned down in1613. Cardenio was performed during the 1612-1613 season.
But during a performance of “All is True” (which later became entitled “Henry
VIII” in 1623) a cannon was fired: sparks hit the thatched roof. The theater burned
down. No one was killed but many documents were destroyed. The Globe was
rebuilt in 1614, and plays continued to be shown to the public, but in 1642 the
Puritans had the theater closed. In 1868 the Globe was rebuilt. If Cardenio still
existed, it could be in their archives.,

Cervantes raced to the door in order to get to the Globe. Wiggins was right on
his tail. While Cervantes got into a 4-wheeler, Wiggins hailed the next hansom cab
and followed. He was not going to let Cervantes out of his sight.

Within five minutes of their leaving, the siblings were again shown up to the
flat. They went through the same scenario as had just played out in front of
Holmes. Holmes calmly told them the same thing he had told Cervantes. The
result was that the Garcias rushed to leave and get to the theatre.

As Cervantes approached London Bridge traffic came to a halt. There were
cabs and push carts with sellers, businessmen and ladies with their shopping bags
slowly walking along the congested streets going on about their daily routine. With
Wiggins only two cabs behind Cervantes, he could hear the Spaniard yelling in
frustration trying to get his carriage moving. Because of the congestion, the
Garcias’ cab was able to catch up with the others and then sit in traffic as they did.
Slowly each cab was able to cross London Bridge and pull up to the Globe Theatre.

This was the third theatre bearing the name of the Globe. And it was some-
times referred to as the Royal Globe Theatre. It had a domed ceiling with sunlight
streaming in from a glass roof. It could hold up to 2,000 people, with 1,500 seats
and 10 private boxes. Wych Street had entrances to the gallery stairs. Newcastle
Street led to other entrances which led to the floor of the pit many feet below street
level.

Cervantes was not concerned with any of this. He ran to the first door that
opened and went inside. Behind the seating were the offices where he found an
office clerk willing to help him. He asked if there were archives that held copies of
plays that had been performed in the past. The clerk led him to a small room with
drawers full of plays permitting him to look. He was told that he could not take
anything out of the building, but he could read and make notes of whatever inter-
ested him.

The Garcias found their way to Newcastle Street and went inside the building.
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They were met by the theatre manager, Mr. Ford. The Garcias told him that they
were interested in locating some old plays of William Shakespeare. They were
wondering if he could show them whether the Globe had any such records and if
so, could they have a look. Mr. Ford took them to a private room very near to
where Cervantes was seated. He showed them cabinets that housed the Shake-
spearean play and told them they could look for themselves.

Meanwhile, Wiggins was walking around the pit hoping to appear as incon-
spicuous as possible. He kept his eyes on the doors which led to the offices. He
would periodically walk up to the doors and listen hoping to hear something from
either side.

Suddenly one door opened, and Cervantes rushed out. He was waving papers
in his hand, smiling from ear to ear. The clerk was close on his heels screaming
loudly that he could not take the papers out of the building. The commotion
caused the Garcias and Mr. Ford to rush out to the pit to see what was going on.
Everyone started chasing Cervantes who ran out of the theatre, papers in hand.

As Cervantes ran toward the street looking for a cab, he heard everyone chasing
him. While that made him run faster, he was no competition for Wiggins or Pedro
Garcia. Cervantes kept running and found himself at the Thames. But Wiggins
and Garcia were right behind. Cervantes tried to hide the papers from the two of
them, but Wiggins quickly grabbed the pages. He could sce the title of the first
page said “Cardenio.” Garcia ran up to Wiggins, grabbed the papers from him and
started to run. Cervantes, not to be outdone, ran after both of them. Garcia
tripped, allowing both men to catch up to him. Cervantes grabbed at the papers,
Garcia pulled hard, not wanting to let them go. The struggle back and forth went
on for some time, neither person willing to give up. By this time, the clerk and Mr.
Ford caught up with them and tried to get into the fray with the idea of getting
their document back. Everyone was grasping at the papers, trying to get hold of
them.

Wiggins realized he needed to do something. As loud as he could he let loose a
whistle. This startled everyone to the point where all activity stopped. But just as
they stopped pulling a big gust of wind came through. It caught Pedro Garcia in an
awkward position, and he stumbled, letting go of the papers. When Garcia let go, it
threw Cervantes off balance and he too stumbled, releasing his hold of the papers.
The wind picked up the loose pages and started blowing them up into the air
toward the Thames. The clerk and Mr. Ford panicked and tried to climb over the
two men to get the papers. Wiggins tried to intervene and grab some papers. Garcia
and Cervantes got up and reached for the papers both screaming “EL DINERO!
EL DINERO!” The wind was too strong and while they were able to grab a couple
of pages, they couldn’t reach them all. It was too late. The wind had blown the rest
of the play into the Thames. Everyone watched as the papers fell into the water and
sank.

And that is how the play “Cardenio” was lost forever.

But that is not the end of the story. Wiggins saw everyone gasp in horror and
then start yelling at each other. The clerk and Mr. Ford were threatening Cervantes
and Garcia with action for taking the papers out of the building. Deciding there
was nothing more he could do he found a cab back to Baker Street.
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He rapped on the door to 221b and was told to come in. Holmes saw the
dejected look on Wiggins’ face and told him to sit down and have a cup of tea. Over
the steaming cup, Wiggins related the whole story to Holmes. He then gave
Holmes the two pages he managed to snag. Holmes studied the pages and started
laughing. As Wiggins stared at him in disbelief, worried that he had not fulfilled his
duties in this case, Holmes explained that the pages were a fake. Neither the paper
nor the ink were the type used in the 1600s. He made it clear that Wiggins had
done all he could. He was sure from the start that there was something wrong with
the story he had been told by both the Garcias and Cervantes.

Holmes then told Wiggins that he appreciated all that Wiggins had done for
him. He was sure that Dr. Watson was settled elsewhere and would not be
returning to Baker Street, so he offered Dr. Watson’s bedroom to Wiggins. He
wanted Wiggins to come and live with him and help him on cases. Yes, he was
willing to teach Wiggins about the world of the consulting detective. Wiggins
stared in disbelief. That is how Wiggins became a denizen of Baker Street.

The End



MRsS. HUDSON’S LODGERS

GINNY CROUSE

MRrs. HubpsoN, SHERLOCK HOLMES’ AND DR. WATSON’S LANDLADY IS
often described as long-suftering. But, was she really, or was she tolerant because of
her own background?

Mrs. Hudson runs a boarding house, but we are never told about any other
residents in the house. Just how big was her place? How many other boarders were
there, and what were they like?

We know that Mrs. Hudson tolerated Holmes’ chemical experiments and their
resulting odors, his cocaine habit, his indoor pistol practice (as mentioned in The
Musgrave Ritual,) the invasion of the band of street urchins known as the Baker
Street Irregulars, and all sorts of visitors, from royalty to thugs, at all hours.

But what about the other boarders? Were they all well-behaved and of so little
consequence that they are never mentioned? Or, was Holmes just one more of the
troublesome lodgers and so didn’t bother Mrs. Hudson as much as we would
expect?

I believe it was the latter. 221 Baker Street was a busy place. And not a
quiet one.

Mr. Holmes liked to practice his violin. A nice genteel instrument, to be sure.
He seemed to be a fairly accomplished violinist, but Watson was known to say he
screeched. Nonetheless, it was a fairly quiet pastime. Unlike the trumpeter, Signore
Trombeletti. First of all, he was just starting to take lessons. And his trumpet was
old and only mostly in tune. And he had no control of it at all. He also had no idea
how loud it sounded in other rooms, nor did he care. He only controlled himself as
to the hours he practiced. Never before 7 a.m. or after midnight.

Maybe he was so considerate because he would become upset with the grizzled,
retired sailor, Thomas Wellington-Thrush, whose nightly serenades after the pubs
closed were not entertaining. They consisted of sudden, very loud outbursts of
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“OH,” and “HEY,” echoing in his sparsely furnished room. This would continue
throughout the night between bouts of the DTs and his passing out.

Then there was Madame Pamplemousse. She was a self-styled diva who loved
singing from Rigoletto. She aspired to eventually sing at La Scala. Dream on,
honey. But, she rehearsed for hours every night.

Madame Pamplemousse’s singing was in competition with Colonel Rossi’s
Berliner gramophone. The Colonel had only two records, which he never got tired
of. One was Tz ra ra Boom De-ay, left behind by a visitor from the United States.
The other was a recording by a not very talented tenor singing La donna ¢ mobile.
He wasn’t just not very good, he was horrible. Colonel Rossi either didn’t know
the difference or he didn’t care. He loved his gramophone. And he was partly deaf,
so he played it very loudly.

When these charming folks were either out (or maybe not, for that matter),
Gertrude Prissbody would go to the parlor and play on the Kingsbury piano. It
wasn’t very old, but had been mistreated, neglected, and was quite out of tune. She
played “proper” songs, such as Love’s Old Sweet Song, Daddy Won't Buy Me a
BowWow, and various hymns. However, she had to share the piano with Lola
LaFleur, a dancehall queen who loved to belt out bawdy tunes. This resulted in a
lot of loud screaming disagreements between the two women, adding to the
general cacophony.

Now, why did Mrs. Hudson put up with all of this? Yes, she had to make a
living and needed the money, but this was a lot to bear. I speculate that Mrs.
Hudson was not the prim and proper landlady she is usually portrayed as. After all,
she attracted these lodgers somehow. I suspect she was a bit of a wild one herself
when she was younger and had a lot of connections of her own. Perhaps Mr.
Holmes even used her as a source for some of bis connections.

It seems Mrs. Hudson was a mentor of Lola LaFleur. She was a popular music
hall singer and dancer in her own right. And she was known to take a tipple or two
with the “boys.” The music halls she performed in were of the lowest class and got
a bit rowdy at times, but she was well-liked and was treated with a modicum of
respect. She would do two shows a night after the dramatic readings and the come-
dians. She retired from that life when she married Mr. Hudson.

At any rate, it must have been an interesting place to visit. And Dr. Watson?
Well, he was known to like the music halls, so Lola LaFleur would be an added
attraction.

The End



THE PROBLEM OF THE NEEDY
PUBLISHER

MARGIE DECK

“HorLMmES! MR. SHERLOCK HorLMmES! DR. WATSON!” A MAN’S VOICE
called from behind us on the opposite side of Portland Place.

Holmes kept walking.

“Holmes,” I said quietly, “Jeftries 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. “Jeffries.
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 fifteen-minute walk to Baker
Street, the after-dinner strolls are pleasant. Why are you here tonight? Working late,
I'suppose. Tomorrow is Friday. If T 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 Jeffries, 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 finished. The Chaff
would have died without him, and, therefore, it would have died without you.

“Lady Griffiths 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 fighting 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, Jeffries, 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 Chaffis 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 offices
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, Jeffries.”

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.”

“TI will send Claren to Jeffries.”

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

“Yes. He will do nicely.”

I chuckled most of the rest of the way home.

Holmes sent several messages the next morning. We soon gave little thought to
Jefferies 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 coffee, a letter
arrived with Jeffries’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 be could sit for bours and do nothing, never bored and always ready if
needed.

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

“Claren, you go round to Mr. Stephen Edwards’s studio. You tell him you've come for
the drawing be 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, be will wait until Edwards is in. If Edwards is engaged, bhe 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 band. It might or might not be the drawing be 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 bas 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, bis services cost very little.

Myr. 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 bis 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.”

— e
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 office-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 finally received was actually intended for another publication.
The wording here in Jeffries’s letter is almost exactly as Jerome described.

The End



THE ADVENTURE OF THE PET
STORE

AMELIA HIGGINS

I WAS IN MY APARTMENT ONE DAY AND WAS SMOKING MY PIPE. | wAsS
reading the London Times. Then I heard a loud crash. I jumped up and ran down
the stairs and saw Mrs. Hudson was unconscious and she had dropped the ceramic
teapot. After I saw this, I felt dizzy and passed out. When I woke up, I was on the
ground and saw a cat beside me.

I'said, “Hi! Who are you, little one?”

I realized what came out were not words, but barks. I looked in the mirror that
is in the entry way. I freaked out and realized I was Gladstone, bulldog. I looked at
the cat and saw she had the same facial features that Mrs. Hudson had. I realized
the cat was Mrs. Hudson. We ran out of the open door and ended up in the alley
by the neighborhood pet store. We fell asleep on pet food sacks.

We woke in cages and realized we were in the pet store. I saw a little girl that
looked like Mycroft. I had forgotten that Mycroft had a daughter.

My niece came over to me and said “Mummy, I want this dog, please.”

They took me out of my crate and sold me for two shillings.

I barked, “ You lousy pet store owner!”

I fell asleep on the ride to Mycroft’s house which looks like a small castle. I
woke up in my niece’s bedroom. She was talking to Mycroft.

I'said “ Mycroft! It’s me Sherlock, your brother!”

Somehow some of the magic wore off and I was a dog with a human voice.
They let me stay until it wore off after a week, I went home again. Mrs. Hudson
was herself again too. To this day it's been 15 years, and we still don't know what
happened. My niece is 22 years old now and I don't get to see her very often. Later I
will be going to see her at the store. Perhaps I will figure it out eventually.

The End



THE CURSE OF ZARGON THE
SECOND

LUKE HIGGINS

MY ACQUAINTANCE WITH MR. SHERLOCK HOLMES BEGAN ONE BLEAK
January day in the year 1887. I had just moved to the great metropolis of London
from a small village in Devon to seek out my fame and fortune. So far, my fame, as
well as fortune, went no further than the local gambling dens in Soho. I had inher-
ited a small pittance from my father’s recent death, as well as his love of cards thus
the small inheritance.

Being temporarily flush with funds, my acquaintance Ronald Adair was having
a streak of bad luck at the card table, I decided to amble out into the streets despite
the weather. I had been walking for several minutes, when I rounded the corner
and found myself on Baker Street. Looming before me was a red, brick building
with a large window featuring African tribal masks, gothic statuary, and other bric-
a-brac from around the globe. Glancing above the door, I read the sign, “Robinson
and Caruther’s Curio Shop.” Intrigued, I opened the door and entered the shop.

The lean, wizened man behind the counter was reading several papers who
simply glanced my direction, harrumphed, and continued to peruse his docu-
ments. Not sure where I wanted to browse, I approached the ray of sunshine
behind the counter to inquire into the layout of the shop.

Glancing down into the case before this disagreeable gentleman, I noticed
several rings of all shapes, designs, and stones gleaming up at me from among the
gloom of the shop. A certain silver ring with what appeared to be a sapphire as well
as sphinxes etched on each side caught my eye. I reveled in the thought of wearing
this bauble to my next card game to display as a trophy of my recent victory.

I inquired as to the provenance of the ring from the elder behind the counter.
The cantankerous fellow reluctantly explained, “Well if you must know, It was
found among other artifacts in the royal palace of Nineveh. It’s thought to be a
ring worn by one of the minor royals of that illustrious court. Other than that,
little else is known about this bauble. I'm afraid only the most discerning collectors
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of Near East antiquities would be able to afford as well as truly appreciate it.”
When I inquired into price, the man gave me a sly smile the Cheshire Cat would
have envied, then quoted a price. I basked in the glory of being able to lay down a
large portion of my winnings before the misanthrope. Seeing his mouth drop open
and his eyes bulge out of his gaunt face was just too rich and I am afraid a small,
whispered chuckle escaped my lips. “That will teach this smug elitist to judge the
common Englishman harshly,” I thought.

Marching proudly out of the shop, newly acquired prize in hand, I was struck
by how glorious the shine of my new bauble glowed even on this bleak London
day. It almost appeared to shine with an inward glow. Of course, I was simply too
tantalized, so I eagerly slipped the ring on my finger. Oh, how I felt like that
Assyrian Royal as I paraded down that gloomy street!

Quite suddenly, I became almost euphoric as I glanced around my environ-
ment. Mysterious shadows began to form on the edge of my vision and pinpricks
of sound started to dance in my ears. The shadows began to take shape, and I was
thunderstruck to see parading before me a procession of the most exotic and
glorious kind! Dark bearded men in flowing white robes and golden shod sandals
were carrying censers emitting aromatic spices that dazzled the nose. Women, with
raven tresses and billowing scarlet skirts and robes, were dancing to the sound of
cymbal and drum, spinning and weaving before me down the avenues surrounding
Baker Street!

I stared mesmerized and slack jawed, as my fellow Londoners simply went
about their business as if the leaden sky and the common place structures of jolly,
old England were all there was to be seen. Yet, intermixed among them was this
strange and dazzling retinue. The dancing girls weaved and bobbed among coster-
mongers as well as the bustling clerks and sauntering women of high fashion.
Those bearded men swinging their aromatic censurs began a strange yet hypnotic
chant that mingled with the cries of the costermongers and rumble of hansom
cabs.

Breathing rapidly, I staggered into a nearby alley in an attempt to rid myself of
these strange sites. Leaning against a moist wall, I began to feel a sudden warmth
creeping into my body. Slowly, the warmth began to increase, and the sweat began
to build. The heat began to increase, until I felt it must be mid-July as opposed to
the heart of January. I stripped off my coat and jacket as well as loosened my tie as I
felt the heat ever increasing. Suddenly, the heat became so intense I felt as if I was
baking in the arid wastes of a scorching desert. I was now sweating profusely and
feeling the ferocious warmth of exotic locales I had only read about.

As I began to unbutton my shirt, I glanced up to see two strange black bearded
men marching towards me. These men were differently attired than their thurible
carrying brethren. They were accoutered with gleaming golden breast plates
displaying rearing griffins embossed in silver over deep, blood colored tunics. In
their hands each carried a magnificent gleaming short sword that appeared honed
to a deadly sharpness. These fine looking fellows were marching towards me with
upraised sword and scowls on their malevolent visages.

I began to bolt away, however the the extreme heat as well as the threat of phys-
ical danger must have been too great for me. I slumped to the ground in a partially
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conscience state muttering strange foreign names, Bel, Ishtar, Anu, and Sin, as if
they were an incantation to ward off the threat of the deadly thugs now looming
over me. Then my mind went blank, and I lost consciousness.

When I came to, there was a kindly concerned face gazing down at me. As I
rose to a seated position from the settee on which I reclined, I noticed a black Glad-
stone bag on a nearby table as well as a bottle of brandy in the kindly looking man’s
right hand.

“Well, the sleeper doth wake!” stated another man perched in a chair across the
room. This man had an aquiline profile and was studying me with penetrating,
intelligent eyes. Rising from his chair and adjusting his dressing gown he proceeded
to introduce himself. “My good man, my name is Mr. Sherlock Holmes and this is
my friend and associate, Dr. John Watson. Watson found you insensate and along
with another reliable confederate of mine, Wiggins, he brought you to my abode. It
appears you were unconscious for only a matter of minutes. You were gripping this
little bauble tightly in your left hand when you were discovered,” he stated holding
up that antiquated ring which now caused involuntary shuddering upon my
glancing at it. “Do you wish to share what incident occurred to lead to your invol-
untary nap?” inquired Mr. Holmes.

I 'had heard of the many fascinating and beguiling adventures of Mr. Holmes as
chronicled by his trustee associate Dr Watson, so I felt if anyone could assist me in
learning what exactly happened to me, it would be this gentleman. “It appears you
need a bit more fortification before starting your tale, old chap,” stated Dr. Watson
as he proceeded to pour more brandy down my gullet.

I reluctantly thanked him, and then proceeded to share the events of this
bizarre day to the duo. Strolling over to the table on which it was laid, I noticed Mr.
Holmes pick up the ring again this time with a portion of his dressing gown.

“Do you mind, Mr. Burt, if I keep this ring to conduct some analysis and
research upon? I have a theory, that might explain your intriguing little adventure
of the day.”

I, of course, had no issue leaving the ring at 221 B Baker Street as I couldn’t
wait to distance myself from the object which appeared to be the source of all my
recent horrors. I was escorted back to my residence by Dr. Watson, who assured me
that Mr. Holmes would be contacting me in the near future regarding my singular
experience.

A few days later, I was honored to receive a visit from Mr. Holmes as well as an
elderly, stout fellow by the name of Mr. Thomas Murphy. Mr. Murphy worked at
the British Museum and was an expert on the ancient cultures of the Levant. Mr.
Murphy explained to me that the ring I had purchased was quite unique among
the baubles of the ruler of Assyria, Zargon II. Zargon was known as a extremely
despotic ruler, unlike Sargon who preceded him, whose paranoia made enemies
out of friends and alienated him from even his closest advisors as well as family.
Zargon ordered that his craftsmen create a few rings that when worn by his
enemies, which would cause death to all who wore them. King Zargon enjoyed
bestowing these rings on others whom he felt challenged his right to rule.

“It is said that the toxins used in the creation of the ring, came from the deadly
Swamp Adder which can be found in warm eastern climes.” reported Mr. Murphy.
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“I conducted various chemical tests on this little trinket and the theory that the
ring was imbued with the toxin of the deadly Swamp Adder appears to be accurate.
I have personal knowledge of this toxin, as you may perceive Mr. Burt. I have heard
tell of a mysterious leather funnel that manifests similar visions” stated Mr.
Holmes. Mr. Holmes went on to explain that evidently, the toxin had lost a great
deal of its potency through the ages which now resulted in my nightmare halluci-
nations as opposed to my demise. Regarding the strange names I uttered when
under the influence of that frightful ring, Mr. Murphy reported that these were the
names of various deities from the Assyrian pantheon. Try as he might, Mr. Holmes
could not give me a valid reason why I had uttered these names when I was experi-
encing this ancient world. Mr. Murphy shared that frequently when designing
these articles of jewelry spells would be cast which, along with the toxins, would
play a part in the deadly nature of these talismans.

Poison? Magic? I care not what it was that caused me to be immersed in the
frightening visions of the fateful day. I have learned my lesson and will now spend
my winnings on wise purchases like days at the track and nights at the pub.

The End



AN INCIDENT AT CAMDEN HOUSE

NACHING T. KASSA

“GoOD EVENING, MR. MAYNOOTH,” THE AGENT SAID. “I aM MILES
Morris Esq. Pleased to make your acquaintance.”

I took the hand the short man offered. He seemed a hale fellow with ruddy
cheeks and quick, bright eyes. “Good evening, Mr. Morris,” I said. “I am grateful
you’ve agreed to meet at such a late hour. I do apologize for my inability to meet
you during the day.”

“No apologies necessary, sir. We at Morris, Holmwood and Seward are pleased
to provide our clients with service at all hours of the day or night. This is the house
you purchased. Would you like to see it before we sign the documents?”

“Iwould.”

“Then come this way.”

Morris produced a key from his pocket and, shifting the leather case he carried
from his right hand to his left, proceeded to unlock the door. While he did so, I
studied my environs. The street scemed inordinately silent for the hour. No cabs
rushed over the cobbles, no women or men passed by. With the exception of two
fellows loafing in a doorway up the road, Baker Street seemed devoid of life.

I glanced at the large brick edifice across the way. In the first-floor window, I
noticed the silhouette of a man. He stood unmoving, like a sentinel over the street
below, a square of yellow light behind him.

“It seems a quiet place,” I said.

“Itis quiet...at times. At other times, it can be quite lively. Shall we go in?”

I followed him into the house.

My senses are somewhat acute, and it took very little time for my eyes to
become accustomed to the gloom. The foyer showed signs of disuse. Paper hung in
tatters from the walls and a thick layer of dust covered the floor. Strangely enough,
it seemed that several people had recently passed through the room, for I found
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their footprints. Two individual pairs led down a nearby corridor. My guide, who
had crossed to a table where a lamp stood, did not seem to notice them.

“The house has stood empty for some time,” Morris said, as the flame flared to
life. “It is in disrepair. However, I know a reputable carpenter who will be of
service.”

I nodded as I glanced about. “Is there a cellar?” I asked.

Morris beamed. “There is a wine cellar below. Would you care to see it?”

I paused. Listening. A whisper had drifted toward me and I discerned the
words: “The shadow has moved!” I strained to hear more, but Morris’ conversation
drowned out what followed.

I turned and found him staring at me, as though awaiting a response.

“Iam sorry,” I'said. “I thought I heard something just then.”

Morris smiled a trifle too eagerly and a rather unattractive sheen appeared upon
his bald pate. “It might have been the wind.”

“Perhaps,” I replied.

“The wine cellar is just through here,” he said, lifting the lamp from the table
and carrying it before him. “We need only visit the kitchen.”

He led me out of the foyer and down another passage toward the back of the
house. When we entered the kitchen, he indicated a door on the right.

“This door leads to the cellar. If you’ll follow me...” He opened the door and
together we descended the stairs.

When we reached the bottom, I became aware of a strange sound above me. It
sounded as though someone had opened and then shut a door. This was followed
by the echo of footsteps. My guide had been speaking of amontillado and
burgundy and it seemed that, once again, he’'d noticed nothing.

“Did you hear that?” I asked.

Morris would not meet my eyes. At last, he said. “I must apologize, Mr.
Maynooth. I have been...untruthful.”

“How so?”

“The sounds you’ve heard. Well, it was not the wind. There are...rats in the
walls.”

I'nodded. “I shall have to employ a rat catcher then.”

“It would appear so.”

I smiled. “No matter. Let us return to our discussion of this excellent cellar.
You said something about the previous owner?”

“Ah yes, he was quite the connoisseur. And this was the perfect room for his
collection. It’s cool in the summer and dry in the winter.”

“It’s certainly large enough,” I said, eyeing the darkest corner of the room.
“Sunlight cannot penetrate, I trust?”

“Oh, no. There are no windows down here.”

“And it is quiet. Why, I can scarcely hear the street.”

“It is that.” He withdrew his watch from his pocket and peered at it. “Shall we
explore the rest of the house? I should like to show you the bedroom and lumber room.”

“Oh no,” I replied. “What I have seen has convinced me it’s worth the
purchase.”
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“Then you will sign the papers?”

“Certainly. Right here and now. There is a table just there. Let us make use
ofit.”

Morris opened the case and withdrew the papers. I looked them over and then
placed my signature upon them.

“I must congratulate you, Mr. Maynooth,” Morris said, returning the papers to
the case. “You are the new owner of Camden House.”

“I thank you, Mr. Morris. Now, if only we had a glass to celebrate with.”

“Indeed. Would you care to visit the pub just down the street? I'm sure we
could...”

He trailed off, the fear growing in his eyes. I can only assume he had finally seen
my teeth gleaming in the lamplight.

“I do apologize, Mr. Morris,” I said. “But I am not fond of such libations. I
prefer my meals with a pulse. You will too, once I've taken you into the fold. Why,
you might even enjoy the many rats which occupy these walls.”

Morris must have fainted at these words. For when I leaped upon him, he
succumbed in silence.

e &

Though I had not supped in several days, I did not reduce Morris to a bloodless
husk as was my custom. My servant—or familiar—if you will, had grown old over
the many years I had traveled Europe and I would need a new one soon. Morris
would make a fine replacement, though, I had toyed with the idea of keeping my
current servant alive. Mrs. Turner had made herself most indispensable to me in
the last fifty years and I was loathe to do without her.

Moreover, I had sensed the presence of three people in the house. One had
entered while Morris and I surveyed the cellar. Perhaps one of them would prove to
be a better choice.

I ascended the steps and when I reached the last one, the tinkle of broken glass
met my ears. The sound emanated from the street. This was followed by a loud
thump and other sounds of struggle. I followed the noise from the kitchen and
back into the corridor in which I'had seen the footprints earlier.

The long hall led to an open door. Through it, I saw two men struggling on the
floor. The first was an elderly fellow with a large and drooping mustache. He
fought upon the floor with a tall, thin man whose grey eyes shown with an eager
sort of fury.

A third man appeared then and struck the old fellow upon the head with the
butt of his revolver. He then fell upon him, while the tall man rose and blew upon
a police whistle. Footsteps pounded outside and then through the front door. I
melted into the shadows as two men passed by me and into the room. I recognized
them as the loafers who’d occupied the distant doorway outside.

“That you, Lestrade?” the tall man asked.

“Yes, Mr. Holmes. I took the job myself.”

Had I possessed a living heart, instead of the shriveled organ within my breast,
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it might have been thundering within my chest. The tall man’s name echoed over
and over in my mind.

The policemen had pulled the old man to his feet. Holmes addressed him as
Colonel Sebastian Moran and as the fellow snarled like a caged tiger, I slipped into
the passage and on my way.

e &

Several minutes later, I returned to the hotel room I had engaged in Marylebone
Road. Mrs. Turner had awaited my return, and I urged her to pack our things as
quickly as she could.

“Whatever is the matter?” she cried. “I thought you'd gone to secure the
house?”

I told her then what had occurred and ended with: “We must abandon the
house.”

“Why?”

“Because it stands across from 221 B, where Sherlock Holmes resides.”

“But Holmes is a man of logic. He will never believe you exist.”

“That may well be true, but I prefer not to chance it. Before I crept from my
hiding place, I happened to stare into his eyes. I will admit, Mrs. Turner, that it is
the closest I have felt to death in these many years. I feel, that were he to discover
me, he would hunt me until the end of my days. Better we leave ere that occurs.”

Mrs. Turner gazed upon me for several seconds and then turned to pack the
clothes.

I joined her. For neither of us wished to remain a single second longer in Mr.
Holmes’ neighborhood.

The End



SUTURING HOLMES
ROBERT S. KA1z, MD. BSI, ASH

DURING MY MANY YEARS OF SURGICAL PRACTICE, | 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 offices. I was
ushered into the building by a worried but efficient 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
officially 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 first priority was his
management. Explanations could come later.

I removed the bandages and performed a thorough examination. The injuries
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were confined 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 significant 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 superficial, 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 offered Holmes some laudanum to ease the pain of the
impending procedure. Holmes declined, indicating that a mild opiate like
laudanum would have no effect 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 superficial, 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-
fied 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 sufficient
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 finished 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 confirmed
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 film
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 ruffians 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, satisfied 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



FOrR A FEW MINUTES MORE

BRAD KEEFAUVER, BSI

“WHERE WAS MORRICONE?” PARKER WONDERED.

Parker was where he was supposed to be. His jaw harp was ready in his pocket,
its metal warmed by the fact his hand never left it. But Morricone was nowhere to
be seen, and without Morricone’s whistling, their intended duet of that
suspenseful showdown music Morricone had come up with was just not
happening.

Baker Street was a decent enough haunt, if you had to stick around and watch a
place. And the empty house behind him held no residents to come out and
complain about his presence. If anyone passing by bothered to ask, he was simply
waiting for the building’s owner to come by. And if the owner came by, which
never happened, he'd deal with that easily enough.

But Parker had looked forward to his duet with Morricone since he first heard
the rumor that Sherlock Holmes was somehow back from the dead. And the pay
was great, even before the tips from passers-by. Sebastian Moran delighted in
having Parker and Morricone play their ethereal tunes to warn Moran’s foes that he
was coming for them.

It had been a full two hours since Morricone was supposed to show up. How
was Sherlock Holmes supposed to be intimidated by their suspenseful showdown
soundtrack of jaw harp and whistle?

Moran had picked up the idea from one of Moriarty’s old affectations -- that
creepy flute player that Bassick had always complained of. The colonel’s tastes were
a little less classic than the professor’s. He liked the more rough country sound of
the jaw harp and a talented whistler. The odd contrast of campfire music when
heard in thoroughfares of the largest city in the world appealed to Moran, and
Parker agreed.

But where was Morricone? It just wasn’t right, not setting the scene for the
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colonel’s long-awaited assassination of Sherlock Holmes. It just wasn’t right. This
was a big deal, it was.

“Hoy, Parker, a bit bright ‘ere to be plying the trade, ain’t it?” a familiar voice
caught him by surprise.

“Oh, it’s you Cobb,” Parker chuckled. “I thought Constable Bumwich had
picked a new beat for half a tic.”

Charlie Cobb, the “Chetley choker,” was a fellow garroter from somewhere
west of the usual spots, out Chetley way. He'd come to town every now and then
and just bragged out his local neck-catches. Parker would warn him off plying the
trade in London proper, Cobb not being a proper Moriarty man. And Cobb
stayed his hand while he was in town, as far as anyone knew. One of these days
they’d have to figure out where Chetley was. But Cobb was good enough conversa-
tion for a few drinks at Parker’s favorite pub. Cobb even bought a round now and
then, without expecting the favor returned. Choking in Chetley must have been
good money.

“A bit posh neighborhood for just standin’ round, I'd say,” Cobb said with a
whistle. “Not enough dark alleys for my taste.”

“Nice whistle stre’nth,” Parker commented. “Can you carry a tune with that?”

“I can whistle “Where Did You Get That Hat?’ pretty good, if you like
that ‘un.”

Parker just tiredly shook his head. “No, thanks. Just wouldn’t suit the mood.”

“I getcha,” Cobb said. “Hey, is that the famous Sherlock Holmes up in that
window there? That’s 221B Baker Street, ain’t it?” He secemed pretty excited by the
idea.

“Keep it level,” Parker told him, low and hard. “We don’t want any fuss.”

“Ooohh . ..” Cobb quietly seemed to get even more excited. “You’re working,
aren’t you? Your boss has some plan, doesn’t he?”

“Nothing the likes of you needs to hang about for,” Parker said. “Seems more
like a fine night for the pub, if you catch my meaning.”

“Well, I’ll be there if you’ve got stories to tell,” Cobb replied. “Buy you a drink
if they’re good enough.”

“You remember you said that,” Parker told him, and Cobb began to saunter
back up the street.

“I will. Good-night, Mr. Parker. Stay out of trouble.”

There was something odd about Cobb’s voice in that last bit. Parker nodded
anyways, which Cobb was facing the wrong way to see, but it was the thought that
counted.

Weird thing, Cobb being out here tonight. Parker saw Mr. Sherlock Holmes’s
silhouette in the window turn slightly. That fellow did not move much, probably
in some thinking fit.

“Matches, sir?” an ethereal young voice came out of nowhere.

Parker flipped a penny in the direction of the voice and felt a wooden match-
stick placed in his hand, which he pocketed without ever seeing the match-girl who
had sold it to him. London had so many ghost match-girls roaming the streets that
lingering in any one place too long meant you better have a penny or two ready.
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Parker’s old man had always said it was a sign you were at a crossroads, and paying
the toll ensured safe passage into whatever awaited you down the road.

All he knew was that you didn’t mess with the match-girls.

Parker’s thoughts idly wandered to his youth in Much Wenlock and a partic-
ular local lass who he and Andy Stow had tussled over as boys. The girl was now
probably more matronly than his recollections, maybe even a bit like that landlady
sweeping the steps at 221, trying to look around like she wasn’t looking around.
Parker supposed now that Sherlock Holmes was back in town, she was keeping a
lookout for trouble, as one might if one had the bloke as a tenant.

Ah, to go back to those carefree days again. But it was a fine evening, and
Parker supposed he'd even miss these days at some point. The good days never
lasted. You had to enjoy them while you could.

He started to raise his jaw harp to his mouth without thinking about it, force
of habit, but caught himself and lowered it. He just wasn’t in the mood to place
without Morricone. Moran probably wasn’t going to be pleased, but as luck would
have it, the Colonel showed up right at the moment Parker was lowering his
twanger, giving the impression that he had recently finished playing.

“Thank you, Parker,” Colonel Moran told him. “I'm sure Mr. Cocksure
Holmes got a proper earful, sitting so close to the window up there.”

“All you needed, sir?” Parker asked.

“Yes, thank you.” Moran handed him a coin much larger than the one Parker
had flipped to the match-girl.

Parker nodded, pocketed his tip, and headed up the street toward the pub to
see if the Chetley choker would be there buying rounds tonight.

He wouldn’t be. But that wasn’t surprising. OI’ Charlie Cobb hadn’t been seen
since . . . what was it? Spring of 1891? He'd probably found some other pub for
when he came to town.

Parker read in the paper the next day of Colonel Moran’s arrest, along with
smaller items about Morricone and a few other in Moran’s circle being picked up
as well. Maybe it was time to get out of the game and head back North, out of
London and into something more respectable. His brother had been encouraging
him to join him at his little manufactory in Ludlow. And his brother could whistle
as well as Morricone. Probably better, as his tunes where lighter than those of the
old Italian.

And Parker had saved up a fistful of sovereigns over his years playing with
Morricone through the good, the bad, and the ugly. He'd miss his now-jailed
friend. But that’s the way it was with the truly talented . . . you always wanted just a
few moments more.

The End



BAM! THuMP!

DENNIS KEISER

MRr. WHITMOYER HAD JUST SAT DOWN TO READ THE EVENING
newspaper when suddenly....

Bam! Thump!

Bam! Thump!

Bam! Thump!

“What in God’s green earth was that?” Mr. Whitmoyer cried out to his wife.

Bam! Thump!

Bam! Thump!

“Oh, that’s Mr. Holmes next door,” Mrs. Whitmoyer calmly explained to her
husband. “Mrs. Hudson, his landlady, told me he is doing pistol practice while
sitting in an armchair.”

“That’s the living end. Pistol practice should be done outdoors, not in an
apartment! Where are the bullets going?”

“Mrs. Hudson said they are going into the wall between his rooms and the hall-
way. Mr. Holmes is trying to create the letters VR in honor of the Queen, with
bullet pocks. She stated that it has created busted plaster and dust everywhere.”

Bam! Thump!

Bam! Thump!

“What is wrong with that man? It is bad enough that we must endure the smell
of his putrid chemicals and people showing up at his apartment at all hours of the
night. And sometimes it sounds like there’s a barroom brawl going on next door. I
pity that roommate doctor who’s living with him. It must drive him mad.”

“What do the other neighbors think of all this?”

“Well, Mrs. Hudson feels she is very well paid for the little bit of craziness she
has to put up with, and the other neighbors feel safe knowing that Mr. Holmes has
a good relationship with the police.” Mrs. Whitmoyer stated calmly.

Bam! Thump!
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Bam! Thump!

“Still in all!” Mr. Whitmoyer raised his voice.

“Oh, I forgot to tell you the good news. Mr. Holmes had hired our young Billy
to be his page. Now we will have a few extra pounds in our weekly household
funds.”

“Humm! Well, I guess it isn’t all bad.”

“Of course, I can’t help but wonder if the man is a good shot.”

The End



A LONG EVENING STORY

FRANCINE KiTTs, BSI

IT HAD BEEN A PARTICULARLY TRYING WEEK, AND | LONGED FOR SOME
respite from my travails. Hoping to clear my addled brain, I decided to take a long
walk before sunset, donned topcoat and hat, added a muffler, and walked outside.
The evening air was crisp and invigorating, and before I knew it, I found myself on
Baker Street. Holmes and Watson usually went out for an evening stroll, but I
hoped that tonight was an anomaly, and since their good company always put me
in a better frame of mind, I walked up the familiar front steps at 221B and knocked
on the door. I had, in the past, been cordially invited to enjoy many of Mrs.
Hudson's excellent dinners, so Billy recognized me immediately and ushered me up
the seventeen stairs.

Watson was, as always, warm and welcoming. The sounds of violin music
wafted through the lodgings, and in an instant, Holmes appeared, threw his instru-
ment onto the horsehair sofa and greeted me with a handshake and a smile. Watson
graciously hung my topcoat on the empty peg on the wall, and we all settled in by
the cheery fire, sipping the soothing glasses of gin that Holmes had deftly prepared.
I felt myself relax as we chatted amiably. Holmes was in a particularly gregarious
mood that evening, and he eagerly talked about the cases on which he had worked
in the recent past. Watson will undoubtedly write them up with intriguing titles
for the Strand Magazine, although he will probably embellish them a bit for his
reading public, but it was particularly gratifying to hear the details from Holmes's
point of view.

We were enjoying the each other's company and reminiscing, when a loud
knock jolted all of us into to the present moment. Watson was on his feet in a flash,
and as he opened the door, we saw a gentleman standing there with blood running
down his face. We all jumped up to help the poor soul to the sofa. Watson ran for
his medical bag, and before we knew it, he had cleaned and dressed the fellow's
gashes. After a few sips of brandy and some digestives, the fellow calmed down and
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explained how he had come to be in his present condition. We all listened intently,
but as Holmes listened, he made a mental note of the facts that would help him
with the case. After he had the information he needed, he summoned me to travel
with him to Brixton where the incident had occurred. In my wildest imagination, I
never thought that I'd be on a case with Holmes, but before I knew what was
happening, the two of us were riding in a hansom to our destination. While
Watson remained at home with the patient, Holmes and I spent a long night
tracking down the culprits before Holmes was finally able to put a satisfactory
conclusion to the case.

It was early morning by the time we got back to Baker Street, and we were, in
equal parts, both weary and hungry. Mrs. Hudson had prepared a sumptuous
breakfast, and as we companionably enjoyed the meal, Holmes recounted the
details as to how he had cracked the case.

I never expected to completely forget all my travails, but this was as close as I
could possibly have come to clearing my head. After breakfast, I thanked my
friends for their hospitality, and walked out into the morning sun, feeling energized
and peaceful. I can always count on a long evening with Holmes and Watson to
bring solace to my weary soul.

A Long Evening With Holmes
by Bill Schweikert

When the world rushes in with worries and cares,
And my problems and headaches are coming in pairs,
Ijust climb in my mind up those seventeen stairs,
And spend a long evening with Holmes.

The good doctor greets me and motions me in,
Holmes grasps my hand and lays down his violin,
Then we sit by the fire and sip a tall gin
When I'spend a long evening with Holmes.

And while we're discussing his cases galore,
If I'm lucky there comes a loud knock at the door,
In stumbles a client, head spattered with gore
When I spend a long evening with Holmes.

Watson binds up the client’s poor face
While Holmes soon extracts all the facts of the case,
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Then off in a hansom to Brixton we race
When I spend a long evening with Holmes.

The adventure is solved, Holmes makes it all right.

Then, back to the lodgings by dawn's early light,
And a breakfast by Hudson to wind up the night
When I 'spend a long evening with Holmes.

So this modern rat-race can't keep me in a cage.
I have a passport to a far better age,
As close as the bookshelf, as near as a page,
I can spend a long evening with Holmes.

The End
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MR. HOLMES’ NEIGHBOURHOOD —
THE CROSSING SWEEPER

RicH KrisCcruNnas, ASH

A crossing sweeper was a person working as a street sweeper who would sweep a path
abead of people crossing dirty urban streets in exchange for a gratuity . This practice
was an informal occupation among the urban poor, primarily during the 19th
century. It was the focus of fairly intense stucy and commentary, and attitudes
toward the presence of crossing sweepers on city streets varied greatly among urban
residents, ranging from appreciation for their work to feelings that they were a public
nuisance. Crossing sweepers also found their way into 19th-century fiction and
artwork, including a novel by Charles Dickens. (1)

1853 cartoon in the British magazine Punch showing a crossing sweeper
demanding (and being refused) payment from a well-to-do woman.
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In bis article, “The Great Horse Manure Crisis of 1894,” Stephen Davies wrote,
“Nineteenth-century cities depended on thousands of horses for their daily function-
ing,” transporting people and delivering goods. At the end of the 19th century,
London, the largest city in the world, had 11,000 horse-powered cabs and several
thousand buses, each of which required 12 horses per day, a total of more than 50,000
horses. “A horse on average produced between 15 and 35 pounds of manure per day.
Consequently, the streets of nineteenth-century cities were covered by horse manure.”
(2)

In bis multi-volume work “London Labour and the London Poor (published 1851),
English journalist Henry Mayhbew wrote that, Crossing sweeping was likely a “last
chance” source of income for many and had the advantage of requiring little or no
startup capital. Those who worked as sweepers were able to ask for money from
passersby without necessarily being viewed solely as beggars, and sweepers who regu-
larly worked the same area likely were viewed more sympathetically by those who
lived in the neighborhood, leading at times to more formal “weekly allowances.”
Mayhew concluded that, “taken as a class, crossing-sweepers are among the most
honest of the London poor. They all tell you that, without a good character and 'the
respect of the neighborhood,’ there is not a living to be got out of the broom.” (3)

This is an article written by William Frith, who worked as a Baker Street crossing
sweeper that appeared in the London Daily, shortly before be died in 1950.

I STARTED WORKING AS A CROSSING SWEEPER AT BAKER STREET IN
London sometime around 1888. My older brother, John, had worked at that loca-
tion for close to three years before he signed up to go into the Army. I lived with
my mother and my older sister Violet. My mother worked as a housekeeper for a
doctor in Kennington Road. My father, who had worked in a horse stable was
killed in Mandalay during the Third Anglo-Burmese war. As best that I can
remember, I started working at my post when I was nine. I would arrive early in the
morning just as the residents of Baker Street would leave their homes to go to work
and as others would be arriving at the various businesses that were opening their
doors to customers. Baker Street was foul smelling and filthy because of all of the
horse traffic that made its way to and from that busy street, especially because of all
the horses that were stopping at the house at 221. I arrived every day in the dark-
ness of morning, sometimes in the rain or yellow fog. I did my best to create a
“broom walk” in the streets for the more affluent pedestrians in hopes of getting a
gratuity for my labours and I did that with my wooden handled push broom that
my brother gave me before he left. I would also clean the sidewalks and streets in
front of the stores when it snowed where merchants and shopkeepers would give
me food or some of their wares that I could take home to my mother.

Every day, there was a rush of activity on Baker Street as police detectives from
the Metropolitan Police and inspectors from Scotland Yard made their way to
Baker Street. Well-dressed gentlemen and ladies in long dresses, rich people, poor
people, young and old, persons from the government and people in foreign dress,
who would arrive in dog carts, carriages and hansom cabs while others, who were
dressed more shabbily, would make their way on foot. Those who arrived by
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carriage would rush to the door where they would be admitted by a landlady
wearing an apron or a boy in buttons. While they were inside, the cabs and horses
would sit by idly with their coachmen waiting patiently while the horses did their
business, filling the street with the remains of last night’s dinners. Eventually, I
learned that the address that people wanted to visit was the home of the noted
consulting detective Sherlock Holmes who lived upstairs at 221B with his friend,
Dr. John H. Watson.

My job was to clean the street after the horses pulled away and to clear a path
for those who wanted to cross from one side to the other without dirtying their
shoes, staining their trousers or soiling their fancy dresses. My payment came in the
form of an occasional coin from those who appreciated my efforts in keeping their
path clean. A pence or two from the people who lived in the apartments on Baker
Street and an occasional shilling from well dressed men making their way to their
government or banker jobs near Whitehall or their plush offices on Oxford Street.

I saw many interesting visitors arrive to 221 Baker Street, that’s for sure. One
evening, just as it was beginning to grow dark, a gold gilded brougham pulled by
two beautiful horses drove through the brown crumbly band that formed in the
centre of Baker Street and pulled up beside me. A very tall man, muscularly built,
wearing a double breasted coat with a blue cloak thrown over his shoulders, secured
by a bright red beryl, stepped down from his carriage. He looked in my direction
but quickly ignored me and made his way to the door at 221. His shining boots
were spotless and they were trimmed at the tops with rich brown fur. He wore a
broad-brimmed hat and, to my surprise, the upper part of his face was covered with
a black mask. He quickly disappeared into the doorway. When the man returned to
his carriage thirty minutes later, he was no longer wearing his mask. He jumped
into his carriage and I heard him bid the driver to take him directly to the Langham
Hotel.

Early next morning, as I stood with my broom, outside of 221 Baker Street, a
drunken-looking groom, ill-kempt and side-whiskered, with an inflamed face and
disreputable clothes, walked down the stairs. He called for a cab and jumped inside
and was gone. He returned in the late afternoon and made his way slowly toward
the door at 221. I never saw him leave. Instead, an older man who I had not seen
arrive walked out. He was wearing a broad black hat, a black coat, black shirt with a
white tie and baggy trousers. I thought he was some kind of nonconformist clergy-
man. As he walked toward me, I heard him say softly, “Bless you, boy,” and he gave
me a wink. As he stood for a moment before making his way across the street, I
grabbed my broom and cleaned a path for him to cross so his freshly polished black
shoes would maintain their shine. As he tossed me a coin I thought I recognized
the shoes and thought to myself that they looked familiar. The more I thought
about it, the more I thought how odd it was for Mr. Holmes to dress up as a clergy-
man. When the man who had dressed as a clergyman returned, I looked at him and
decided to take a chance. I said, “Good evening Mr. Holmes.”

The clergyman stopped dead in his tracks and looked at me carefully before
saying, “What did you call me?”

Isaid, “Mr. Holmes, sir.”
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He smiled and asked why I thought he was Sherlock Holmes.

I said, “T recognized you by your shoes, sir. You always have them polished so
shiny. I also notice that, unlike your other shoes, you always double-knot that pair
because the laces are too long.”

Mr. Holmes smiled and said, “You are very observant. You see and you also
observe.” Then he laughed and went inside his apartment.

The tall man, who was wearing a mask days before, returned in his fancy
carriage the next day and immediately went inside 221. This time he wasn’t
wearing a mask. He came outside within minutes followed by Sherlock Holmes
and Dr. Watson who entered the man’s brougham and rolled away. The carriage
was gone for a half hour before it returned and Holmes and Watson got out. What
I found curious was that as Dr. Watson walked swiftly to the door, Mr. Holmes
stopped twice to look carefully at a photograph he held in his hand before slowly
walking inside.

Another time, I saw this large woman dressed in a black jacket with black beads
with a heavy fur boa round her neck, with a red feather in a broad-brimmed straw
hat over her ear. She wore small round, hanging gold earrings. I had brushed the
walkway for her to cross the street when she stopped and looked up at the windows
of 221 Baker Street and started walking forward, then backward and forward again
before stopping as if she were unsure of where she wanted to go. Her fingers
fidgeted with the buttons on her greyish gloves. The strangest thing to me were her
boots. They were really odd because the one had a slightly decorated toe-cap, and
the other a plain one. One was buttoned only in the two lower buttons out of five,
and the other at the first, third, and fifth. I thought she had dressed absent-
mindedly.

Suddenly, with a plunge, as that of the swimmer who leaves the bank, she
hurried across the road, approached the door and I saw her ring the bell. A boy in
buttons opened the door and she made her way inside. When she finally came out
after 45 minutes, she hurried away walking toward Oxford Street.

That day was the first time that I was given a task by Sherlock Holmes. He
called me from his doorway as I stood on the sidewalk with my broom at my side
and bade me to approach. “What’s your name, young man,” he asked.

“My name is William Frith, sir.”

“How would you like to earn a twopence?”

“I’d be happy to, sir,” I responded without thinking.

“Good. Take these letters to the post office as quickly as you can.”

The post office was only a short distance from Mr. Holmes’ apartment, so it
was an easy task and it began my relationship with him that would last for years.
Mr. Holmes would send me to the telegraph office once or twice a week and I
frequently made trips to mail letters at the post office and to the tobacconist to buy
cigarettes and pipe tobacco. The traffic to 221 Baker Street disappeared dramati-
cally after I had read that Sherlock Holmes had died somewhere in Switzerland,
but I continued to work on the street because the shop owners would give me food
and drink and the neighborhood was better than many others.

An older, larger, very corpulent man would stop by the house occasionally to
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visit the landlady but he didn’t stay for long. Some nights, the lights in the room
upstairs would go on before being turned shortly before the man left. Many times,
I would also see Dr. Watson stopping outside for several minutes as he walked by
the apartment. He didn’t knock on the door or go inside. He would just stare into
the dark, upstairs windows and shake his head, then lower it as he began to walk
away.

But in 1894 some three years later, a curious thing happened. I was at my usual
station outside of Baker Street as night fell. I was getting ready to go home as it was
eerily quiet, I heard some glass shatter in the window above me at 221B. I looked
up and saw that the window had a small hole. Simultaneously, there was the clatter
of running feet upon the pavement, and then two policemen in uniform, with one
plain-clothes detective, were all rushing into the front entrance of the empty house
across the street. Minutes later, I saw the policemen walk out of the house escorting
an older man to a carriage while the detective carried some type of a rifle. A few
minutes later, to my amazement, I saw Mr. Holmes walk across the street with Dr.
Watson and both walked into their residence.

“Mr. Holmes, you’re alive,” I cried out and he smiled in my direction and
raised his eyebrows and tilted his head as if to say the explanation was complicated.
Even Dr. Watson was smiling as he accompanied Holmes into their old quarters. I
stayed a little longer, wondering about the different explanations and possibilities
as I watched the two men’s shadows through the curtains and saw the landlady
next to them before I made my way back home. My mother and sister were very
excited to learn that Sherlock Holmes was still alive. Within days of his return to
live at 221B, the path to his residence was busy again. One morning in the heat of
August, I brushed the path for a pale and disheveled young man who had been
running on the other side of the street. As he passed by me, without giving me
anything, he ran to the door at 221 and began ringing the door bell and beating on
the door with his fists for what seemed an eternity until the door opened and he
exploded inside.

Within a few moments, a Scotland yard inspector arrived in a hansom cab with
two uniformed policemen. The detective went inside I heard him tell the
policemen to wait by the door in case anyone tried to escape. After twenty minutes,
the young man who had banged on the door came out in the custody of the detec-
tive and the policemen and the men departed in the cab. I learned later that the
man, who was a solicitor, supposedly, had killed another man.

That summer after the solicitor was arrested was very hot. People were
constantly coming and going to see Mr. Holmes. The hansom cabs and carriages
were lined up outside. The same police detectives I had seen several times before,
different women in expensive dresses and gentlemen who clearly worked for the
government. Mr. Holmes seemed busier than he was before his reported death and
I was equally busy, sweeping the street as each carriage departed. Then I heard Mr.
Holmes shout out from his upstairs window, “William. Can you come up here
immediately?” I did as I was asked. To my surprise, Mr. Holmes said he thought I
was an intelligent boy and he admired my work ethic, perseverance and regular
appearance outside his residence no matter the type of weather and appreciated
that I always completed the different tasks he assigned me. He said that Mrs.
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Hudson’s page was going to go to the university and to my surprise, he suggested
that I would be a huge benefit to him if would work for him and Mrs. Hudson full
time. I didn’t hesitate in giving him my response and that’s when I became Mrs.
Hudson’s page. Mrs. Hudson said I could have a room in the basement of her
house where I could sleep at night, and I wouldn’t have to wish for meals ever again
as long as I promised to never bring my broom into the house.

From that day, I was the boy in buttons and I had a variety of responsibilities. I
would greet visitors and usher them up the 17 steps to meet Mr. Holmes. Occa-
sionally, I would walk them out the door and call for a cab if they needed trans-
portation. I would replenish the coal and kindling used by the housemaid in
building and maintaining fires. Before meals, I brought hot water to the bed cham-
bers, and after meals, I cleaned and polished the silverware. I also ran errands for
Mr. Holmes and Mrs. Hudson, and occasionally for Dr. Watson. Mrs. Hudson
would send me the grocer’s to buy food or ingredients that she needed for a recipe
that she forgot to buy in preparing for the day’s meals. Some days Mr. Holmes
would send me to buy advertisements in the agony columns of several newspapers.
Every day, my task was to buy London newspapers which Mr. Holmes would read,
cut out certain sections and paste them in a scrapbook or file them in a folder, then
he crumpled up what remained on the floor and I would place what was left of
each paper in a bin by the fireplace to be used for kindling. Occasionally, he would
send me to find foreign journals written in French, Italian or German. I would
bring up the food for Mr. Holmes and Dr. Watson that Mrs. Hudson or her cook
prepared and remove the dishes and silverware after they were done. Sometimes, I
would help the housemaid wash or dry the dishes and tea pots and cups. Mr.
Holmes would take out his notebook and scribble messages that I would deliver
throughout London to Scotland Yard, the Metropolitan Police, doctors, solicitors
and businessmen. I would clean and shine his and Dr, Watson’s shoes and boots,
removing the debris from the day’s journeys, careful not to scratch the leather. On
days that Mr. Holmes was away, Mrs. Hudson said I should open the windows to
let in some fresh air and try to get rid of the chemical odors that permeated the
sitting room which were very powerful. The room was filled with glass containers
that Mr. Holmes used in his experiments, as well as scrapbooks, maps, reference
books, papers and manuscripts that covered the desks, chairs, tables, sofas and
floor. Mr. Holmes specifically ordered me to never move or touch anything or to
throw away any papers in the room unless they were in a trash basket. Mrs.
Hudson was very kind to me and treated me like her long departed son who died,
suddenly, when he was around my age. When we would sit together at night, she
told me about how she had been a teacher at a London school for girls. She met her
husband who was a barrister when she had witnessed a robbery murder near her
school. She was called to testify and identify the perpetrator. After the trial, they
both fell in love and he bought the house at 221 Baker Street to use as a law office
and they had a son. Unfortunately, Mr. Hudson passed away from scarlet fever in
1882 and her son passed away from the Asiatic flu a few years later. After her
husband died, she decided to rent out her home to earn some extra income and
that’s how Mr. Holmes and Dr. Watson eventually moved in.

Mrs. Hudson helped me improve my reading skills and let me read the various
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books that filled her library when I had finished doing my chores, and especially
when she had visits from her lady friends and didn’t want me in the way. When
Mr. Holmes and Dr. Watson were gone for several days at a time and there were no
visitors, I would come upstairs to clean out the bathroom and freshen the water
pitchers and I would stop to look at the books on the shelves near the desk in his
room. I spent many hours reading volumes of Mr. Holmes’ International Encyclo-
pedia and different journals. I remember reading one of his monographs on the
different types of cigarette and cigar ashes which got me thinking about whether
someone could identify the location of the stables of various horses who left their
manure that I had swept from the street. I also enjoyed looking at some of the
British Medical Journals that Dr. Watson kept on his shelves Mr. Holmes took a
liking to me and always treated me extremely well. He trusted me with tasks that he
said were “very important” or “top secret.” He taught me the importance of discre-
tion explaining that I should never tell anyone about the tasks I performed for him.
He always said I had a good head on my shoulders and that I should aim to be
something better in my life. Mr. Holmes laughed one time when he told me how in
medieval times, pages were trained by squires who were learning to become
knights. More than once, after I had done something particularly dangerous or
helped him bring someone to justice, like Wilson the Canary Trainer, he thanked
me for my efforts and said, “Someday, you will be known as “Sir William, for sure.”

I enjoyed reading the medical books that Dr. Watson kept in his study, and he
was always willing to take the time to explain things in the books I didn’t under-
stand. When I was becoming too old to be a page, Dr. Watson wrote a letter to the
London University and I was admitted as a student. I was the first person in my
family to go to a university and, ultimately, I earned a degree in surgery. After
completing an internship in King’s College Hospital, to my surprise, Mr. Holmes
gave me a large donation which permitted me to open up a medical practice in the
Cavendish Square quarter. He said I could thank someone at Holdernesse Hall. I
earned enough money to live there and married and had two sons, who didn’t have
to work as crossing sweepers. I never saw Mr. Holmes again after he retired. I heard
that he was raising bees in Sussex. One day the mailman delivered a jar of honey
with a note from Mr. Holmes that said he was always very proud of me. I framed
the note and put it on a wall in my study. I was there at Baker Street along with Dr.
Watson the night when Mrs. Hudson passed away from her illness.

I have been fortunate to have lived a long, productive life and I owe an
immense gratitude to Mr. Holmes, Dr. Watson and Mrs. Hudson who all encour-
aged me and contributed to form me into the man I became. Who knew that a
crossing sweeper could live a productive and successful life?

FOOTNOTES

(1) https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Crossing_sweeper

(2) Stephen Davies, “The Great Horse Manure Crisis of 1894,” https://fee.org/arti
cles/the-great-horse-manure-crisis-of-1894/. (September 4, 2004)

(3) Maybew, Henry (2009). “London Labour and the London Poor, Vol. II”. (1851)
Cosimo, Inc. p. 466. ISBN 9781605207353,
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1856 cartoon from Punch showing “the crossing sweeper nuisance.”

The End



DEATH AT THE LONDON BEADLES
STORE

DAVID MARCUM

“PAUL 1S DEAD.”

I'looked up in surprise, and Mrs. Hudson clarified. “Paul Beadle. He’s dead.

She made the statement one late summer morning as she carried in my break-
fast. I had only come down from my room a moment before and had remained
standing by the landing door to assist when she arrived.

Taking the tray from her, I carried it to the dining table by the window, where-
upon she took the plate with my bacon and eggs, along with a fresh pot of coftee,
and set them at my usual seat. From across the room, where he sat by then fireplace
tearing apart the morning newspapers, Sherlock Holmes said, “Surely not.”

“Oh, it’s true,” confirmed our landlady - the finest of women, but sometimes a
noted neighborhood gossip. “It was the storm last night. Surely you heard it! They
say lightning struck the Beadles’ house and ran in on the water pipes. Paul was at
his sink and the electricity killed him. It must have stopped his heart, it did!”

I glanced at the clock on the mantel, confirming that it wasn’t yet quite eight in
the morning. “How did you hear about this so quickly?” I asked around my first
sip of coffee.

“Well, isn’t it obvious? When Clayton brought ‘round the eggs, he told me that
there was something doing three doors down. I could see nothing from the rear
door, but there are still policemen going in and out of the front. I just spoke with
Ada next door, and she told me about Paul Beadle. They say his brother is beside
himself with grief.”

That, I thought to myself, seems unlikely. John Beadle seemed a decent-enough
chap, but he had never been one to express his emotions in an overt way. He would
speak, but seemed to prefer quiet over conversation, and if one did manage to
engage him in small talk, his negativity and sarcasm would soon give the whole
encounter a rather unpleasant feeling — as if, when taking a drink of water, the
faintest brown oily sheen was visible on the surface.
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Hearing that the police were likely still on the scene, Holmes tossed aside one
his newspapers and stood, a keen expression upon his face.

“I believe that I’ll step over and see what’s going on. Lightning killed him? My
curiosity is aroused. Coming, Watson?”

I grunted that I would join him momentarily and began to eat more quickly. I
glanced at Mrs. Hudson, who smiled sympathetically. When I finished, I was only a
moment or two behind Holmes. I caught up with him on the pavement in front of
the Beadles’ front door, speaking with Inspector Lanner.

The Beadle brothers lived in a house just a few doors south of our own resi-
dence at 221 Baker Street, and on the same western side of the street. Their
building was a duplicate of 221, one of the countless double-width mud-colored
brick structures that filled London. For those who haven’t visited London, these
houses, a variation of the “two-up, two-down” terraced rowhouse design, are typi-
cally four floors (in addition to the basement level). Most were built near the begin-
ning of the nineteenth century according to the same plan: Approximately twenty
feet across with two street-facing windows, each floor has two rooms, a larger and a
smaller, and a stairwell.

Mrs. Hudson’s house has her quarters on the ground floor and in the cellar,
while Holmes and I rent the first and part of the second floors — the 2215 upper-
apartment address assigned to 221. The first floor front is our shared sitting room,
and the back half of that floor is the stairway and landing on the southwest side,
and Holmes’s bedroom on the northwest, with doors opening from it into the
sitting room and onto the landing. The second and third floors mirror this arrange-
ment, and the second has my room at the rear, directly over Holmes’s, with a view
of our uninspiring rear yard, mostly empty except for access to the rear door by way
of a mews, an always desperate-looking plane tree, and a small area where Mrs.
Hudson - mostly without success — tries to grow herbs. (The yard never gets
enough sunlight.)

The front of the second and third floors have servant quarters — generally used
by the maid and the page, when one or the other or both are being employed,
which is not always the case. (I suppose that Mrs. Hudson could have also rented
these rooms to further lodgers, but she had enough on her hands with Sherlock
Holmes.) The rear of the third floor has a box room that, while not technically part
of our rent, is used by Holmes and me — and most particularly the former - for the
retainage of old books and newspapers, case evidence and documents, and spare
scientific equipment. At the top of the stairway passage on the third floor is a small
walled-off area, separate from the attic, containing the building’s bathroom.

This description is relevant, as it also applies to the layout of the Beadles” house,
built to identical plans and specifications and with identical materials, but adapted
much differently during the decades of their residence. One of these adaptations
was the recent installation of a lightning rod, as Lanner was explaining to Holmes.

“He had it put in three weeks ago. It seems that in recent years, Paul Beadle had
developed a morbid fear of lightning,” Lanner stated. “According to his brother, it
was becoming something of an zdea ... anidea. ...”

As he struggled to recall the term, I interrupted. “An #dée fixe. A notion that
takes over one’s thoughts to the point of distraction.”
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Lanner nodded. “That’s it. Thank you, Doctor. This idée fixe of his was that
the building would be struck and burned to the ground. Sometimes he worried
about being trapped and dying in a lightning-generated fire, while on other occa-
sions, he was simply concerned that everything they owned would be burned and
gone — and that it was too late in their lives to be starting over with nothing.”

“And yet,” Holmes noted, “it appears that his fears were justified, in spite of his
precautions. Lightning killed him.”

“Just so.”

Holmes turned to me. “Lanner says that, during last night’s storm, lightning
did strike the building, and somehow the massive electrical current electrocuted
Paul Beadle. However, his brother John didn’t discover the body until this morn-
ing, as they each have separate apartments upstairs, and they had already said good-
night and retreated to their own rooms.”

He looked back at Lanner. “Is it known specifically how the lightning reached
Paul Beadle without doing damage to the rest of the building?”

“It was apparently some cross-connection between the lightning rod and the
plumbing,” the inspector replied. “We have the lightning rod installer, Conway,
inside now. Would you like to go in and hear his report?”

Holmes nodded with interest. “I would. We would. This is something new —
beyond my experience.”

“Mine as well,” Lanner said, his eyes bright with enthusiasm. “I suspect that
everyone at the Yard will be jealous that it was I who responded to this call. This is
much more interesting and curious than wading around through some grimy East
End cutting.”

He led us through the front door, and into the Beadle’s ground floor shop.

One aspect of that type of building’s layout is that the ground floor can be resi-
dential or commercial. Mrs. Hudson used the ground floor at 221 as her primary
living quarters, while the Beadles had converted theirs into a shop. It had been such
when I first moved to Baker Street in early January 1881, over five years earlier, and
I'd had the impression their little concern had been in existence since years before
that.

I can only describe it as some sort of “Curiosity Shop.” By definition, such a
place stocks odd items and curios of all eras, usually with no particular emphasis.
Some are no better than junk shops, but this one, at least, seemed to have a better
class of random flotsam-and-jetsam. The blue sign over the door, with painted
yellow letters spelling London Beadles Store, implied to the ignorant that it was a
branch of some multi-city concern, when it was actually just the one location. I
had only been inside a very few times — once when I moved to the neighborhood
and spent most of my days walking to try and improve my health following my
grievous war injuries, and then on two or three subsequent occasions when one or
the other Beadle was ill and requested my services. Not that I was their regular
doctor — for they had long been attended by Dr. Brady of Upper Wimpole Street —
but sometimes I was the next best nearby substitute when he was busy elsewhere.

From my cursory examination during my rare visits, nothing ever seemed to
change inside the small shop. And while I could not claim to have made a study of
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the matter, it seemed to me that no one ever brought in anything to sell, and more
importantly, no great number of customers ever wandered in to buy. “I've heard
that they have money,” Mrs. Hudson had shared once, without being asked. “The
shop is just something to keep them busy. Whether it’s successful or not is of no
account, as they’re already taken care of — possibly by an inheritance.”

She had offered this comment as a lure toward further conversation, but
neither Holmes nor I were much interested then in discussing the Beadles, and the
opportunity had passed.

Moving back through the shop, we found our way to the stairs leading upward.
The stairway was in the same location as that of 221, but in this layout it was acces-
sible by way of the large kitchen at the rear of the floor. We traipsed up the stairs,
and I noticed a familiar smell in the air — not anything electrical, and not the odor
of burned meat, as one might expect from the victim of an electrical discharge of
massive voltage. Rather, it was simply the unfortunate and unpleasant smell that’s
often encountered when a human body passes suddenly.

The first floor consisted of a small sitting room overlooking the street, and a
small office corresponding to what was Holmes’s bedroom at 221. We continued
onward to the second floor, and that’s where we found John Beadle, sitting in his
own little parlor in a chair near the front windows, staring stonily ahead in shock -
but not to the point where he didn’t glance up. After a moment, he seemed to
recognize and then acknowledge both Holmes and me. We nodded back, and
Lanner explained, “As you might expect, Mr. Holmes and Dr. Watson have a . . .
professional interest in what occurred upstairs last night. Would you mind
repeating what you’ve told me?”

John Beadle nodded and cleared his throat. He was a thin fellow, about halfway
between five and six feet and perhaps ten stone. About sixty years of age, his hair
was still brown and combed forward into bangs that were trimmed evenly across
the midline of his forehead. It was not the best look that he could have chosen, but
it had never changed since I'd known him.

His brother Paul had always maintained the same haircut — which might have
been odd, or not, as they were identical twins. I'd never had difficulties telling them
apart, however, because in other aspects they presented themselves quite differ-
ently. John always wore curious round pince-nez and favored the loose-type
clothing associated with an Indian influence, while Paul didn’t wear glasses at all
and was more likely to dress as a typical sensible Englishman.

John Beadle blinked a few times, cleared his throat again, and related the
previous night’s events, without his usual snide shadings.

“Paul became obsessed with worry about lightning strikes,” he said, his voice
sounding somewhat rough. “I went looking for him this morning when he didn’t
come downstairs as usual. I found him, on the floor of the bathroom . ...” He
shook his head. “He insisted that we install a lightning rod. He’d become terrified
of lightning — I don’t know why. I don’t know anything about lightning, or how
lightning rods work, but when I found him this morning, he was electrocuted on
the floor of the bathroom. There was a burn mark on his hand. And the look upon
his face . . . The installer is upstairs now. He looked horrified when the police
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brought him in, and said something about how possibly the rod had been acciden-
tally grounded to the water pipe, so that when the lightning hit . . . .” His voice
dropped away and he returned to staring forward, as if seeing again that moment
when he discovered his brother’s body.

Holmes glanced at Lanner, and then toward the doorway. Taking the hint, the
inspector led us back out of the room and then up to the third floor, where two
constables were on the landing, looking toward the narrow stairs that continued up
to the bathroom, near the attic.

“The body was moved to his bedroom, just there,” Lanner said, nodding
behind him. Holmes pursed his lips, certainly because he would have liked to eval-
uate the scene in situ before it was disturbed. Instead of commenting, however, he
moved past the constables and up the few short steps into the bathroom. I
followed, remaining on the landing as there wasn’t room in the small chamber for
anyone else, and saw a thin workman in his fifties squatting on the floor, shaking
his head.

I recognized him as Sam Conway of nearby Dorset Street. He worked as a
handyman, staying busy doing all sorts of work — carpentry, plumbing, stone and
brick work, and the occasional electrical job.

“I don’t understand it, Mr. Holmes,” Conway said, standing up and wiping
dust from his hands. “The police came and got me first thing, saying that Mr. Paul
had been killed - electrocuted to death by my lightning rod! It just isn’t possible. I
don’t often get the call to install one, but I understand how to do it — running the
rod from the roof to the ground, down through the building, mounted to the
main beams and held in place by brackets and insulators so that the current can’t
jump anywhere else, nor touch anything that might catch fire when that great spark
surges along the rod. I've been up and down the rod since I got here, examining
every fitting, and it isn’t anywhere near the water pipe, or any other metal that
might transfer the charge. There’s no sign of heat damage anywhere along the path,
and besides that, the glass ball at the top of the rod, outside on the roof; is intact.
So often when the rod is hit, the glass will explode. That’s how you can tell if
there’s been a strike.”

“I’d like to see for myself,” replied Holmes. Lanner’s eyes widened, surprised at
this indication of Holmes’s greater interest.

“Mr. Holmes,” he began, “it’s just a terrible accident. Lightning is such a
mystery, after all. It can strike a hundred feet away from one man and kill him
instantly, and hit another right on top of the head, passing all the way through him
and setting fire to his clothes and knocking the shoes from his feet, and he’ll have
nothing more than a ringing headache and a scorch mark or two where it went and
out. The ways of God -

“I'm starting to doubt whether God had anything to do with this,” he said.

He turned back to Conway, asking specifically to see the lightning rod.
Together, they climbed from the bathroom into the attic space. Conway had a
lantern which he used to illuminate the tight area, pointing here and there while
Holmes watched intently, sometimes asking a quiet question or two. Then they
pushed back the leaded trap door that allowed access to the outer roof and climbed
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out together. In just two or three minutes they returned, and Holmes thanked
Conway before joining the rest of us upon the landing. He then pointed back
toward the bathroom.

“Where on the floor was the body?”

“Just there.” Lanner pointed to just in front of the sink.

Holmes knelt down and examined the wooden boards. “No sign of splashed
water. Was the faucet turned on when the body was found?”

“I don’t know,” replied Lanner. “Would it matter? If he touched it just as the
lightning hit, no water was needed for the electricity to pass into his body — or so I
understand. And if the water was still running, John Beadle may have turned it off
when he found Paul, just before he called us. Although that might be a bit unusual,
people do the strangest things when discovering a body. I recall earlier this year
when a wife discovered her husband, dead from a blow to the head by a fireplace
poker. Without thinking, she reached out and picked up the poker, getting blood
all over her hand and apron. She was that way when we found her. So often they
seem to reach out and pick up the murder weapon. If T hadn’t - ©

But Holmes was already up and moving to the nearby bedroom, where the
body was lying. The room, on the back and western side of the building, was quite
dark despite the open drapes, and lit only by a single gas-lamp. It would be after-
noon before the setting sun shown through the window. I knew this because my
own bedroom’s position corresponded to this one exactly.

Paul Beadle lay upon his bed, eyes closed, his arms beside his torso. Holmes
picked up one hand, and then the other, leaning in to observe both closely, and
poking and prodding the flesh of the fingers and palms.

“As you can see,” Lanner said, “there is a burn on his right hand, consistent
with an electrical discharge.”

Holmes didn’t reply, instead taking further time to closely look over the dead
man from the crown of his head to the soles of his shoes. Then he proceeded to
pull aside and rearrange the different garments upon Paul Beadle’s body, looking at
different spots — under his arms, at his waist, and so on. He took oft the corpse’s
shoes and peered at his feet. After a few moments, he sat back on his heels, frowned
as if ordering something in his mind, and then invited me to make my own investi-
gation as well.

I'looked at the burn mark, seeing that it did indeed look electrical in nature, the
skin reddish around a black and charred spot. I then looked at the body’s left hand.
Further examination of the man’s head revealed that there was damage to the rear
of his skull, felt through the scalp around the upper portion of the occipital bone.
It’s possible, I thought, that the electrical shock didn’t kill him, but was enough to
render him unconscious. If he fell to the floor and hit his head . . ..

I looked inside his clothing, as Holmes had done, but saw nothing of signifi-
cance — to me — and no other wounds. Then I looked more closely at the dead
man’s face — and what I observed caused me to take a small sudden shocked breath.
Certain that Holmes had seen this as well, I was careful to give no other indication,
as it was likely something he wished to keep to himself for a while, until questions
could be asked and answered.
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I'looked again at the hands, and then the man’s bare feet. There were no burns,
but I did notice a number of unusual grooves on the sides and soles of the man’s
feet.

“Good, Watson,” I heard Holmes murmur.

“No burns?” said Lanner, bending to look at the dead man’s feet. “Well, they
don’t always show up, do they?”

As I stood, Lanner stepped further into the room, stopping beside Holmes and
lowering his voice. “What did you see, Mr. Holmes? Is this death by lightning — An
act of God? — or is there something else going on.”

Instead of answering directly, Holmes said, “Remove the body to the morgue
for an autopsy. In the meantime, get John Beadle out of the house on some pretext.
Tell him that he doesn’t need to be alone right now. Only let him take a change of
clothes — and make sure that he removes nothing else from the house. Get a
warrant so that we can legally search it. And also....”

With that, he drifted into silence while pulling out his small notebook, taking a
moment to write a note that seemed to consist of a number of specific points, each
highlighted by a small dash.

“Hand that to the police surgeon who does the autopsy — Questions to be
answered.”

Lanner looked at the list and frowned, but then nodded and stuck it in his
waistcoat pocket.

“Come, Watson,” Holmes said, turning abruptly and starting back downstairs.
He passed by the second floor, where John Beadle was still sitting, and on down-
stairs to the shop, where he paused and looked from side to side for a moment
before shaking his head. “We’ll have to come back to do a proper search — when
Beadle has been taken elsewhere.” Then he led me into the street. I started to
mention what I'd seen, but Holmes raised a finger to his lips. He was thinking, and
didn’t want to have a discussion.

The morning was warmer now, and I could tell that it would be another hot
day. I wondered if the afternoon and evening would bring new thunder storms like
those of the previous night. I glanced up toward the roofline, but saw nothing
except the bright sky, which made me squint.

“You cannot see the lightning rod from here,” said Holmes, reading my
thoughts. “I examined it and verified that the glass insulating ball atop the rod has
not been destroyed. Now: If you were the Beadles, who would you use as an
attorney?”

The question surprised me, but the answer came easily. “Billings, in Maryle-
bone Lane. I wouldn’t know, except that I saw one of the Beadles — John, as I recall
— coming out of there a few weeks ago while I was passing that way.”

Holmes checked his watch. “Excellent. We should arrive about the time he
opens his doors for the day.” And he led me in that direction along the short march
to south and east.

Silas Billings was a feeble man, grown ancient in service to the Law. An
attorney of the old school, he was well known in that neighborhood for his good
humor, patience, wisdom, and experience. Although not my usual lawyer, I'd had
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occasion to consult him before, and his path had also crossed ours once or twice in
relation to Holmes’s criminal investigations. He was a man who could be trusted,
and he also knew the same of both of us. Hopefully he would have the answers that
Holmes sought.

Billings’ office was something from a Dickensian dream. The building itself
seemed to lean in on itself from the left and right sides to the middle, as if the
surrounding structures were resting wearily upon its shoulders, becoming more of
a burden than could be endured over the passing decades. A narrow stairway, the
risers of differing heights, felt more like climbing a rude homemade ladder than
ascending typical steps. There was a strong scent of decay of the sort associated
with very old books, which made sense, as Billings had filled the place from top to
bottom with a truly astonishing number of ancient volumes. Should a stray spark
ever find its way to any of them, the entire collection, and likely the adjacent build-
ings, would go up like a pyre doused in coal oil. One could only hope that nothing
like this ever occurred.

We were met by Oliver St. Collins, Billings’ skeletal and venerable clerk, who
took us without question into his master’s large chamber, on the first floor over-
looking the street. Billings, then in his eighties, did not rise. He was a heavy-set
man, rather collapsed in upon himself, and seated in a wide old chair behind a
broad desk, his sunken head at nearly the desk’s level surface. He coughed once or
twice, raised a hand vaguely in greeting, and Harrumphed! explosively before
asking, “Gentlemen — How may I be of assistance?”

“Have you heard of today’s tragedy?” asked Holmes, leaping right to the topic
at hand. One always felt so inclined to do so with Billings, for he wasn’t much for
idle conversation, and there was the sneaking awareness that he was running out of
time, and one had best be about the business at hand straightaway and gone before
the man’s expiration occurred.

“Paul Beadle is dead,” Holmes explained, “apparently by a lightning strike that
ran in upon the water line, possibly from a cross-connection a lightning rod.”

“Apparently’, you say.” Billings further cleared his throat. “Sherlock Holmes
doesn’t say ‘apparently’ if he doesn’t mean to imply some doubt. What is your
doubt, sir?”

“First, let me ask if you are the Beadles’ attorney. If not, then you understand
that we have no business sharing any of our conclusions with you. Watson recalls
seeing one of the Beadles departing from your office a few weeks ago, but that
doesn’t necessarily mean you are either man’s representative.”

Billings weathered cheeks tightened in something of a canny grin. “I can
confirm, gentlemen, that I have represented the Beadles in a recent matter. As you
know, it is confidential — a privileged communication — but it may be that what
you tell me might affect that privilege. Come, sir — no one knows better than me
that time is short. Tell me why you’re here.”

“There has been a murder. Paul Beadle has killed his brother, John, assumed his
identity, and has clumsily tried to pass it off with this farrago of a lightning strike
and a mis-installed lightning rod. When last we saw Paul Beadle, sitting in his
brother’s Baker Street room, he was wearing Brother John’s loose clothing and
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awkwardly sporting the dead-man’s pince-nez.” He glanced at me. “You will have
noticed that they didn’t fit, he had trouble seeing through them, and that he didn’t
have the characteristic long-term pinch-marks on either side of his nose.” Back to
Billings, he stated, “My question now is why did he do this, and go to such trouble,
at this latter stage in their shared lives?”

Billings nodded. “I was wondering what might spin out from my recent service
for the Beadles. This explains much - and yet, I don’t know any details as to why.”
He then knocked sharply upon his desk, his big arthritic knuckles making a
booming noise. I thought that it must have hurt him to do that — or instead, he no
longer had any feeling left at all in those dark swollen knuckles.

Oliver St. Collins entered and Billings instructed him, “Give Mr. Holmes a
shilling. ’'m hiring him as my agent for a confidential matter.” He turned back to
Holmes. “There. As my agent, I can discuss a client’s confidential affairs with you.
And you, Doctor: It is my understanding that you are here acting as Mr. Holmes’s
agent — No, I don’t need to know otherwise! — so to my best understanding, my
arrangement with him also covers you. Unless you'd like a shilling as well?”

I smiled and shook my head and, after St. Collins had paid Holmes the coin
and departed, Billings nodded. “Now - tell me what happened, and what you’ve
figured out.”

Holmes, smiling at the unexpected and rather neat arrangement, settled back.
“I read it this way: Last night, Paul Beadle, for reasons yet unknown, killed his
brother John by hitting him on the back of the head. It was certainly a pre-medi-
tated plan, for a few weeks ago, Paul hired a workman to install a lightning rod in
the house, having given the impression that he was suddenly fearful of lighting.

“After the rod was in place, Paul Beadle simply had to wait for a storm. One
such occurred last night, and then he then killed his brother. The murder could
have occurred anywhere in the house but, after changing John’s clothing, removing
his usual loose Indian garments and replacing them with his own typical British
togs, Paul took his brother upstairs and placed him in the bathroom.

“It was no great exercise to spot the substitution, as John Beadle always wore
round pince-nez, while the body that was supposed to be Dead Paul had John’s
long-time pince-nez marks upon the bridge of the nose. Very clumsy, really, but
Paul Beadle did the best that he could, I suppose, to make it seem as if it was him
that had been killed. Not all murderers are clever.”

Billings nodded. “This has been my experience as well.”

“After the murder occurred and the scene was set, Paul then did something to
create an electrical burn on the body. An autopsy will confirm it, but — and I'm
sure Watson agrees — the wound had all the indications of a true electrical burn.”

I nodded in agreement.

“I'm not sure yet what Paul used to create the burn,” Holmes continued, “but
a search of the premises later today will certainly find it. He likely thought that the
unusual nature of the death would be enough to avoid deeper questions, but
there’s no evidence that a lightning strike actually occurred.

“Now,” said Holmes, turning his hands up, “can you provide any information
as to motive?”

“I believe that I can,” said Billings. He knocked upon the desk once more, and
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his clerk returned. He received succinct instructions, returning in a moment with a
file tied by a string. “The Beadles file,” he confirmed, untying the string and pulling
it open. Then he departed once more.

“Three weeks ago,” Billings explained, pulling out several documents, “Paul
Beadle came in to update his will. It seems that he and his brother had recently
taken out very large life insurance policies on one another — something to do with
arranging a survivorship to continue the business when one passed before the
other. Paul wanted to make sure that this insurance policy was specifically covered
within his will. He signed it, and a few days later, his brother John came in and did
the same.”

“And was it really John?” T asked.

Billings shrugged. “I supposed so at the time. I had no reason then to suspect
otherwise — although I suppose it would have been prudent to have both of them
come in together to take care of signing the papers. I put it down to one or the
other of them had to stay behind to keep the shop open.” Billings then pushed four
folded documents across the desk toward Sherlock Holmes. “From what you tell
me now, ’'m not sure if I saw both Paul and John Beadle, or rather just one of them
— Paul as himself, and the next time disguised as John.”

Holmes smiled at the idea of the scheme and proceeded to examine the docu-
ments. As he finished the first, he offered it to me, but I shook my head. “Faster if
you just share your conclusions,” I said, “rather than making it a teaching
opportunity.”

With a barked “Ha!” he continued looking over the papers, and soon made his
report.

“Both of these wills, and the also the insurance documents, were signed by the
same man — someone who is right handed. The dead man that we saw this
morning — and I’m sure Watson can confirm this —was left-handed. [I nodded.]
The evidence for this was clear — hand size, callosities, ink stains, and so on —
which made the fact that the burn on his right hand - which he would not have
used to turn on the water tap — all the more indicative that the dead man was not
really Paul Beadle. Thus, John did not affix his signature to these sheets. The
living twin that we saw this morning — the still-living Paul Beadle — was right-
handed. As we spoke to him, he thrice scratched an itch upon his face, and he also
reached for his tea-cup, with his right hand. It was Paul that obtained the insur-
ance and changed both wills, and who killed his brother John, attempting to take
his place.”

“For the insurance,” I said, somewhat unnecessarily.

Billings nodded. “I’ve known both of them for a long time, and they never got
along. John was happy enough living in Baker Street to the end of his days — which
as it turns out he did — but Paul hated it there. He has wanted to travel. And yet he
was trapped there, as each of them was tied to the other by way of the conditions of
their inheritance — a modest amount left in a complicated trust by their father,
wherein they had to remain in one another’s company, like an old married couple,
‘til death do they part. The trust provided enough to live on and let them play at
running the curio shop, but there wasn’t enough to go elsewhere, should they be
able to break away. Oh, Paul could have left at any time, but only if he'd been
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willing to step away from the small-but-steady income and find a real job - and
that seemed to be beyond him.

“They couldn’t get any meaningful income from the shop or the house —
there’s nothing in their shabby stock that would allow Paul to fund a new life, and
the lease for the house was locked up tight, and has been for a generation — ever
since their family first moved there in the forties, when Paul and John were boys.
By coming up with this scheme, I would speculate that Paul thought of the insur-
ance money as a new and separate source of funds that would allow him to walk
away. He simply needed to obtain the insurance without his brother’s knowledge,
and then kill him for it.”

“But why switch identities?” I asked. “This scheme would have worked just as
well if John were found dead as himself, and not made up as his brother Paul.”

“It’s subtle,” replied Holmes, “but possibly because by doing it this way, the
idea of ‘John’, the survivor, leaving the shop, despite his known disinclination to
do so, could be attributed to grief, as it was known that he wouldn’t be likely to
depart otherwise. As John was happy enough there otherwise, it would take some-
thing like his brother’s death to shake him loose and make him leave. Paul, on the
other hand, was anxious to get away — and if something like this occurred to John
and then Paul departed as fast as he could, people might be more inclined to be
suspicious that he'd arranged it.”

“If so, it sounds as if he over-thought many aspects of his scheme,” said
Billings, “and yet, didn’t think far enough to make the swap with his brother
entirely credible.”

“I suppose he counted on the fact that it would seem to be a most unusual way
to die,” said Holmes, “and he never thought that anyone would notice that there
were long-term pince-nez marks on the dead man’s nose, or see that Paul’s tighter
clothing, no matter the similarity between the twins, did not fit on John’s corpse.
The spots where Paul’s clothes unnaturally constricted the body, as shown by the
post-mortem lividity, were quite obvious.”

He looked over at me. “I observed when you determined whether the body was
right- or left-handed, and then, after some thought, examined the feet to see if there
was any way to confirm the same thing from them too. People do have right or left
feet — more often than not, you will step forward or recover from a stumble upon
your dominant foot which matches your dominant hand - but ’'m unaware of any
signs upon the feet that can be revelatory in the same manner that handedness
reveals itself. Perhaps that would be the subject of a future monograph. In any
case,” he added, “as you saw from looking over the feet, Paul’s shoes did not fit
John’s feet, having left post-mortem indentations and wrinkles.”

Holmes glanced at the documents on Billings’ desk. “Those are evidence.”

Billings nodded. “And even though the Beadles were both my clients, there is
nothing that compels me to keep their affairs confidential when my services were a
factor in a murder case.” He cleared his throat once more. “What will you do
now?”

“Find Inspector Lanner, explain the sequence of events, and return to the
house to determine how the supposed electrical burn was applied.”

And so we did. By then the remaining Beadle had been removed from the
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house for his own mental well-being — or so he was told — and Lanner had obtained
a warrant. A more-thorough investigation of the lightning rod confirmed that it
had not been struck the previous night, and even if it had, there was no way that it
could have transferred such a massive charge to the water lines, killing the unfortu-
nate brother.

Holmes prowled through the different objects squirreled around the store until
he found what he sought — a connected series of very old Leyden jars, suspiciously
free of dust when everything around them was caked with it. Jars of that sort,
coated inside and outside with metal foil, had been developed in the middle of the
previous century during early experiments with electricity. The jars were able to
store electrical charges, and then suddenly release them in the form of a strong and
dangerous spark. They had likely been in the shop for years, and when Paul Beadle
conceived the twisted plot to kill his brother, they served as the spark of an idea - so
to speak.

Paul Beadle, who wanted so much to be able to get away from the house in
Baker Street, got his wish and never returned there. After he was removed so that
his house to be searched, he ended the day at Scotland Yard, in one of the interroga-
tion rooms. Lanner deferred his questioning to Holmes, who laid out Paul’s
actions, one by one: Pretending to be his brother John to obtain life insurance and
forge a will. Killing John with a blow to the head, and then discharging a sizeable
spark onto the body to simulate an electrical death. Changing the dead man’s
clothes to swap places with him, whereupon he could then move away without
exciting suspicion.

Initially, Paul denied the charges, but it wasn’t long before his resistance
collapsed.

“I hated him!” he hissed. “Our situation threw us together for life — from
conception until death — but we were complete opposites, he with his snide
Bohemian ways and lackadaisical manner. It maddened me! Then, I read an article
about the jars that produce a massive electrical shock when properly charged, and I
recalled that we had some in the shop. I learned how to work with them — more as
a distraction then. But as some point, the thought entered my mind that John
might have an ‘accident’” with them. But I couldn’t figure out how to make that
happen, and as I chewed on the matter, the idea of being killed by a lightning rod
took hold. I made arrangements for its installation, letting Mr. Conway think that I
now irrationally feared storms. The rod was installed within a day, and then I just
had to wait for a storm. It would just be a terrible accident, and I could go away as
John and not come back!”

He looked at us, the inspector and Holmes and me, as if seeking some under-
standing, some nod to acknowledge what he perceived as an intolerable situation.
But I simply saw a scheming little man who, if not for Sherlock Holmes, would be
sitting at that moment in the house he despised, wearing his dead brother’s clothes
and planning his imminent escape.

The jury saw him the same way and, six weeks later, he was hanged.

Not long after that, workmen took down the old blue-and-yellow sign
proclaiming the London Beadles Store and tossed it into the back of a refuse cart.
The house was cleaned out as well in preparation for new tenants, with most of the
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curios therein joining the sign, although some of the neighbors did pick through
the lot before it was hauled away. I believe that some found a few items of interest
from the Beadles’ stock, but neither Holmes nor I made the effort to walk over and
examine what was to be had. My first visit to the store, not long after I moved to
the neighborhood, and my only visit as a potential customer, had convinced me
there was nothing about the Beadles to catch my attention.

The End



WHEN DEATH COMES A-CALLIN’

STEVE MASON (WITH THANKS AND
APOLOGIES TO SIR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE
AND WOODY ALLEN)

ANNOUNCER:
THIS EPISODE FROM THE LIFE OF SHERLOCK HOLMES WILL BE
transmitted to our men and women overseas by short wave and through the world-

wide facilities of the Armed Forces Radio Service. Grove’s Bromo-Quinine brings
you -

THEME MUSIC FROM “FORBIDDEN PLANET”

ANNOUNCER:

I don’t believe that’s the right music... Sherlock Holmes and Dr. John Watson in
“The Really, Really New Adventures of Sherlock Holmes.”

VOICE offsite
Sorry about that
MUSIC FROM SHERLOCK HOLMES -- UP AND OUT
ANNOUNCER:

And now I know Dr. Watson's waiting for us, so let's go in and join him.
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KNOCK ON DOOR
WATSON:
Come in. Come in, come in.
DOOR OPENS
ANNOUNCER:
Good evening, Dr. Watson.
WATSON:
Good evening, Mr. Barstool.
DOOR SHUTS
WATSON:

You're quite muffled up tonight, I see. Overcoat, scarf and gloves. Slip 'em off
and come and join me by the fire.

ANNOUNCER:
Thanks, doctor. Quite a nip in the air tonight.
WATSON:
Yes, there is indeed.
ANNOUNCER:

Well, doctor, you told us last week that tonight's story centered around the activi-
ties of a brilliant and beautiful woman.

WATSON:

Sorry... Holmes told me we could not discuss that case... he is still a little sensitive
about it...

ANNOUNCER:

That in itself sounds mighty intriguing. How disappointing. Do you have another
story for us instead?
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WATSON:
Yes I do... and this one focuses on death... Death of the most unusual type. I'll tell
you the story from the beginning. One night — it was on the twelfth of January,
Eighteen Hundred and Eighty-Eight, to be exact -- I was returning home from a
visit to a patient, when my steps led me back to Baker Street.
ANNOUNCER:
How were things since you moved back into the familiar surroundings?

WATSON:

Very comfortable... and I was pleasantly surprised to find Holmes visiting with our
old friend, Inspector Lestrade.

UP AND OUT
HOLMES:

Lestrade, I must congratulate you on the successful completion of a most inter-
esting case.

LESTRADE:

While I will take the official and public credit, those of us in this room know you
are the only reason we were able to capture Maxwell.

HOLMES:
Fair enough...

LESTRADE:

Holmes, one point still confuses me... what was the importance of the different
lengths the candles had burned to? You referenced this several times?

HOLMES:

Oh, not a thing... but it kept both the victims and assailants guessing and confused
during the entire evening.

LESTRADE:

Simply brilliant...
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HOLMES:
Elementary...
WATSON:

(under his breath) Starting to get tired of that phrase...
Suddenly, a knock on the door interrupts their give and take.

HOLMES:
Who could that be at this late hour and in such hellish weather?
WATSON:
I cannot fathom... are you expecting a client?
HOLMES:
No, but it would not surprise me if it is some poor soul who has lost their cat, or a

wronged woman seeking revenge, or even one of the Yard’s bumbling inspectors
seeking advice on a case they should be able to solve easily.

WATSON:

Idon’t consider that to be a fair portrayal of Lestrade, Hopkins, or any of the other
inspectors we have worked with through the years.

HOLMES:
Only one way to discover who it is... Halloa, please enter.
The door opens, and Mrs. Hudson enters.
WATSON:
Hello, Mrs. Hudson. What is it?
HUDSON:
Dr. Watson, you have a visitor. I left him on the landing of the stairs. I know you
usually like to know the identity of any callers, but all I can tell you is ... He is one

queer duck.

Door closes.
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HOLMES:

Pray, who has come to our door on such a bleak night?

DEATH:
Death.
HUDSON:
Who?
DEATH:

Death. Please pardon me, but if would not be an inconvenience, may I please take a
chair. It was not the smoothest hansom ride here. Not a lot of padding on my back-
side to smooth out the cobblestones.

LESTRADE:

I’'m sorry, I must have misunderstood you... who did you say you were?

DEATH:
Death....D - E- A - T - H... no Christian name, no given name... just DEATH!!

LESTRADE:
Death? What type of name is that... Scottish...?
DEATH:

What’s wrong with you three... do you not recognize the black costume and
whitened face... as well as the bony fingers?

LESTRADE:

If you are truly Death, where is your sickle or broom, or whatever that thing is you
carry around?

DEATH:
It’s a scythe.

HUDSON:
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I was not about to let him drag that thing up the stairs, scratching my nicely
polished floors ... it is neatly stored in the umbrella stand downstairs.

HOLMES:
How thoughtful of you, Mrs. Hudson.
HUDSON:
Trust me, he did not give it up without a fight.
WATSON:
How do we know for sure certain who you are? You could be an imposter!
DEATH:

Is it All Hallows Eve? Does this look like a cheap costume?

WATSON:
No.
DEATH:
Then ’'m Death.
HUDSON:
Can I offer you some tea?
DEATH:

As you can guess, liquids just go right through me.
WATSON:
Are you injured, or infirm? Is that why you sought me out?
DEATH:
Sorry... I came for you, not to you.
WATSON:

Is this some type of practical joke, being played by one of my fellow physicians, or
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an ex-paramour?
DEATH:
You don’t appear to think very highly of your friends. Let’s see... Dr. James (is it
John?) Himish Watson, 221b Baker Street. Unless headquarters messed up the run
sheet, which is highly unlikely, you’re it.
WATSON:
Actually, it is pronounced Hamish, with a long ‘@’

DEATH:

Let’s see... remove the ‘H’ and it’s pronounced “dmish.” Add the ‘H’ and it is
‘Himish to me.’

WATSON:
Let’s get back to ME!!! What do you want with me?
DEATH:
You're a little on the slow side, aren’t you? What do you think I want?
WATSON:
ButIam in perfect health... I walk every day...
DEATH:

... and you smoke like a chimney, you drink like a fish, you treat every meal as if it is
your last...

HUDSON:
What if he is not ready to go yet?

DEATH:

Not ready? It’s not as though he has a choice... I have a schedule, this is my first job,
I don’t want to mess it up...

WATSON:

T have not even finished reading my latest Clark Russell story.
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DEATH:
Trust me, the ending is not that exciting ... are you ready to go?
WATSON:
But go where?
DEATH:
To the other side. To the great beyond. Into the white light... Take your choice.
LESTRADE:

How can we be sure you are who you say you are? Are you carrying any type of
identification?

DEATH:

Who do I'look like, Jack the Ripper, or Prince Edward? Sorry to disappoint you.
Strange, I would have thought all of you would have better British accents.

HUDSON:
Based on the pictures in books, I would have thought you would be taller.
DEATH:
I’m average height for my weight... I have been watching what I eat.
LESTRADE:

Strange, you look a little like Watson. You don’t happen to have a bum shoulder or
gimpy leg?

DEATH:
Who else should I look like? I am his death.
WATSON:
Any chance we could work something out? At least give me a day or two.

DEATH:
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I'don’t think so... the newspapers are all calling for sunshine tomorrow... I can’t
work in that weather...

HOLMES:
Would you get extra points if you brought in two or three for the price of one?
DEATH:
What do you mean?
HOLMES:

Just this... I propose a small game between us. If I win, you leave with no one, and
do not darken our door step for a period of at least twenty years.

DEATH:
And if T win?
HOLMES:

The esteemed Watson, Lestrade and I will voluntarily accompany you to this
paradise you describe.

DEATH:
And what will we play? I am a chess champion, and play a mean game of Gin.
LESTRADE:
Can we back up to discuss the terms for a second. How did I get thrown into the
pot? I’'m not sure I want to throw my lot in with someone who once referred to me
as ‘rat-faced.’

HOLMES:

Not now, Lestrade. I suggest we have a simple game of riddles. The first who
cannot appropriately answer the other’s question loses.

DEATH:
I really should not agree to this. Can we at least get some biscuits to munch on?

HUDSON:
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There are some roasted nuts here, which seems to be appropriate for the shenani-
gans that occur in this room, to snack on.

DEATH:
Nuts? I suppose if her Royal Highness dropped in, you'd offer her nuts also.
HUDSON:
You’re not the queen. I will be right back with some light snacks.

Door closes.

HOLMES:
You won’t regret this.
DEATH:
I already do.
LESTRADE:

Can we put a little money on this... just to make it interesting?
WATSON:
I would say it’s interesting enough already.
DEATH:

Let’s get started... since I agreed to this farce, I should be allowed to ask the first
riddle.

HOLMES:
By all means.
DEATH:

Brothers and sisters, I have none, but this man's father is my father's son. Who is
the man?

HOLMES:

This is a simple one... the man is my son. My turn.
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LESTRADE:
What’s it like?
DEATH:
What’s what like?
LESTR ADE:
Death.
DEATH:
You lay around most of the time.
WATSON:

Is there anything else? Is there an afterlife? Reincarnation?

DEATH:
You'll find out.
LESTRADE:
Oh, so there is something after this?
DEATH:

Maybe I should rephrase that last answer.

HOLMES:

All right, let’s move on... the poor have it, the rich need it, and if you eat it,

you'll die.
DEATH:
Nothing... time to make it a little more difficult?
WATSON:
So where do we go when it is all over with?

DEATH:
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We? Actually, you just fall down onto the ground. Lights out. End of the story.
WATSON:
That’s sounds like fun. Does it hurt?
DEATH:

Nope. Over in a snap of the fingers. All right... Which creature walks on four legs
in the morning, two legs in the afternoon, and three legs in the evening?

WATSON:
T actually think I know the answer to this one.
DEATH:
No fair. This is just between Mr. Holmes and myself.
HOLMES:

Watson, do not fear. It is man. He crawls on all fours when an infant, walks on two
feet as an adult, and then walks with a cane once he is aged.

LESTRADE:

Does Watson have to fall onto the floor. Can he be lying on a sofa or his bed when
it happens?

DEATH:

No. His script states he is to fall onto the floor. Quit trying to distract me. I'm
trying to concentrate.

HOLMES:
Let’s speed this up.... What can circumvent the globe while staying in a corner?
DEATH:
A stamp .... What gets wetter and wetter the more it dries?
HOLMES:

A towel ... What kind of room has no doors, windows or any other type of exit?
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DEATH:
A mushroom.... Which word in the dictionary is always spelled incorrectly?
HOLMES:
The word “incorrectly” ...
WATSON:
Why must it be on the floor. I really would like to go in my own bed.
LESTRADE:
Me too.
DEATH:
Can’t promise ... I'll see what I can do.
HOLMES:
If you have me, you want to share me. If you share me, you haven't got me?
DEATH:
A secret ... What gets broken without being held?
HOLMES:
A promise .... Feed me and I live, yet give me a drink and I die.
DEATH:
Fire..... wonder where those biscuits are?
LESTRADE:
What did you mean this is your first job?
DEATH:
What does it sound like?

WATSON:
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Are you saying that nobody ever went before?
DEATH:

Sure they have. But I did not take them.

Door opens

HUDSON:
So who took them?
DEATH:
Others. Where are the treats?
HUDSON:

Sorry, we’re all out... There are others?
DEATH:
Of course, we all have our own way of going... no treats... that’s disappointing.
WATSON:
I would never have guessed that.
DEATH:

Why should you know ... Do I know how to set a broken arm? We each have our
niches ... Yours is medicine ... mine is the hereafter. Whose turn is it?

HOLMES:
Yours.
DEATH:
Take off my skin - I won't cry, but you will!

HOLMES:
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An onion... What has one eye but cannot see?
DEATH:
A needle... What is always coming but never arrives?
HOLMES:
Tomorrow... I fear this is going to go on for a long time...
LESTRADE:
You know, you are actually not as frightening as I imagined you to be...
DEATH:

Why would I wish to be? One look, a scream, there goes the ticker... not much
sport in that.

HUDSON:
Makes sense.
DEATH:

Let’s each throw out our hardest riddle. That should end this battle. I'll go
first.

WATSON:
That hardly seems fair.
DEATH:
Don’t question me! You would not like an angry death...
LESTRADE:
Touchy aren’t you?
DEATH:

You question my height, my reason for being here, you say I’'m not scary enough,
and then you say I’'m touchy?

WATSON:
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Sorry.

DEATH:
Apology accepted ... When the day after tomorrow is yesterday, then 'today’ will be
as far from Sunday as that day was which was 'today’ when the day before yesterday
Wwas tomorrow.

HOLMES:

While you may try to confuse me with a tongue-twister, the day is actually Sunday,
where you started.

LESTRADE:

Good job Holmes ... T know ... Ask him what’s in your pocket?

HOLMES:
That sounds vaguely familiar ... I believe it’s been done before.

DEATH:

If you win, I have no idea what I will do for the next twenty years.

WATSON:
Take an extended holiday, get a hobby, entertain at children’s parties ... not my worry.

HOLMES:

Mary's mum has four children. The first child is named Winter. The second
Summer. The third Autumn. What is the name of the fourth child?

DEATH:
The simple answer would be Spring. This must be a trick question.
(Long pause, Jeopardy final question music softly in background)
WATSON:
I think your time is just about up.

DEATH:
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Don’t rush me, I almost have it ... could it be the number of letters in the name? or
have to do with the months?

LESTRADE:

Give it up, you’re not going to get it.

(Sound of Death banging his head on the wall)

HUDSON:

Hitting your head won’t help.... And I don’t need any more defects in these walls...
Bullet holes are quite enough... Just admit defeat.

DEATH:

I give up... it makes no sense to me. I am going with Spring.

WATSON:
Is the answer August?
LESTRADE:
Or maybe December?
HOLMES:

As always, all of you heard, but did not observe. Did you not hear the first line of
the riddle, “Mary’s mum had 4 children ... the other three were named after seasons
... the fourth child was Mary. “

DEATH:
That’s too easy ... I cannot believe I was tricked ...

HOLMES:

Elementary ...
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WATSON:

I should have known Mary was not what she seemed...
HUDSON:

Find another catchphrase ...
HOLMES:

If you don’t mind, please close the door on your way out ... we will see you in
twenty years ... I will have some bees for you to meet on our next occasion.

CURTAIN
ANNOUNCER:

Gee, doctor, what a story! I can just imagine the five of you sitting in front of the
fire, when this experience occurred.

WATSON:
The five of you?
ANNOUNCER:

Mm hm. You, Holmes, Lestrade, Mrs. Hudson, and a glass of Petri Dish Port.

WATSON:
(LAUGHS) Mr. Barstool--!
ANNOUNCER:
Well, why not?
WATSON:

(CHUCKLES) Gracious. You should be yourself. You’ll do anything to get a
chance to talk about Petri Dish Wine. Though I can’t say I blame you.

ANNOUNCER:

You’re right. No other wine is made with the loving care that goes into Petri Dish
Wine. Don't forget, Petri Dish Wine is made by the Petri Family. Why, they've been
making wine for generations, handing down -- from father to son, from father to
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son -- all their skill and knowledge and experience. That's why, you can't go wrong
with a Petri Dish Wine. “Because Petri Dish took time / to bring you good wine.”
Well, Dr. Watson, that was a great story you told us tonight. Thank you!

WATSON:

I thought you'd like it, Mr. Barstool.

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 first 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 find 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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RULES & REGUILATIONS
of the
BOARDING HOUSE

No boarder shall be allowed to anter the Dining Reom unti] the Houwss
Bell rinzs. [221 has a dining ream 22 Who ke

All vizrars o 2 boarder’s rooms muose ke cleared in adwmncesd by the
Landlady of the house.

All vasivers st vacate Qe boarders’ rooms by sunset.

Tlwee meals (breakfast, luach, and dinuer) shall be served at the sune
howr cach day. Mo changes will be toloraicd to thas schedule, Late
suppers shall notbe sorved,

Boardess shall be responsible for emptving and cleanding their omwn

chamber pocs.

Ahsohitely no Arearms are to be kefit by hoarders withan their rocans.
Taobareo wse must be kept to 2 manamim. Cigars are not tolerated.
Cleamng of all fabocs of foul cdours after a boarder has varated s
roarns will be deducted lroan o boardes™s deposi

All boarders must provide their emplovaent sttas,

Any impraper behadour by o boarder shall be prompady reported to
autharines for APRCOTAAE response and consequencs,

Uhtr ez not 2 hosmral. Boarders wall ke rempoved from the residence
symproms are revesled of 2 senous almens

Bull pups shall not be telezated. Dioa’t even ask,

The End



THE SHERLOCK HOLMES
APPRECIATION SOCIETY

TIMOTHY MILLER

MY DEAR INSPECTOR LESTRADE,

You will not know me, though I feel as if I know you from my friend Dr.
Watson’s stories in The Strand. My name is...well, perhaps it would be wiser to
leave my name out of the affair. Think of me as Mr. Anonymous, although I
suppose you could hunt down my identity if you find it necessary, since for you to
understand my story at all, I must provide you with my address, or rather my
former address—Camden House, London. Which I'm sure you’ll recognize as the
address opposite 221B Baker St.—the establishment of the consulting detective,
Sherlock Holmes. Which, I assume, is why it was chosen as headquarters for the
Sherlock Holmes Appreciation Society.

I have vital information for you. Sherlock Holmes has been murdered. I realize
that seems an impossible statement. But—

This is no good. I'll have to go back, back to the very beginning. If I don’t
explain fully and in order, you’ll think me mad. I am not a native Londoner. 'm a
Hampshire man, son of a country squire. But the birthright belonged to my elder
brother, so it was the army for me. I joined the Royal Artillery, was commissioned a
second lieutenant, and in 1879 I found myself in Afghanistan taking part in the
Battle of Charasiab. On 6 October we were advancing on Kabul when we engaged
aforce of Afghan Regulars. It was my baptism by fire.

You may have heard of Charasiab. It was a turning point in the campaign. It
was also where Major Sebastian Moran first made his name. But did you know that
it was the first time we’d used Gatling guns against the Afghans? Or I should say
Gatling gun, singular. My gun jammed almost from the outset. Now in those days
Gatlings used black powder cartridges, which sent up a cloud of smoke when fired.
That, along with the noise, made it near impossible to hide one’s position from
enemy snipers, which meant whoever operated it took heavy fire. For that reason,
we gunners were trained to stay low, hidden behind fortifications. Thus, I was



THE SHERLOCK HOLMES APPRECIATION SOCIETY 107

astounded and alarmed, when making my way over to aid him, to see my mate
Bender standing at his gun, a ready target for any decent marksman—and the Pash-
tuns have some of the finest in the world. But then with a chill I realized it wasn’t
Bender—too tall and gaunt, though I did not know him at that distance. It meant
Bender had gone down. I clambered across the rocks, determined to bring support
to the position.

As I neared, I recognized the gunner. It was the major, a roarer of a man. A
reckless man, too, as any soldier who had reluctantly followed him into battle could
attest to. Then I saw the sun spark off a rifle muzzle not three hundred yards away. I
screamed to the major, “Get down, you fool!” I lifted my own rifle and fired.

I couldn’t be certain I'd hit the sniper, but no more fire came from that direc-
tion. The major stood gawping at me. I covered the ground between us and shoved
him to the ground, all consideration of rank cast aside.

“Damn fine shot,” he shouted in my ear. I knew his reputation as a big-game
hunter, but he evidently had no idea how to hunt prey that shot back.

The ghazis may be undisciplined fighters, but they’re damn fine shots,” I
warned him. “T'd stay out of sight if I were you.”

Bender lay crumpled beside his gun. I bent over him, hoping to give succor. I
soon discovered he was beyond my help, or anyone else’s.

“I owe you my life,” said the major brusquely, then went back to his game with
something like gaiety, dealing out hot lead to all the enemy players. I wished I had
saved Bender’s life rather than his. We had trained together at Woolwich. Looking
back on events, I only wish it the more fervently.

But that incident sealed a certain bond between me and the major, which it’s
important you understand to follow my story. He was responsible for my promo-
tion and kept me close beside him from then on. Lucky Penny, he called me.

After the Afghan campaign ended, we went our separate ways, though he
assured me if I ever was in need, to call on him. Talk, that’s all it was, I was pretty
certain.

I won’t go into my postings in India over the next decade, but I should give you
a brief account of its inglorious end. Perhaps I need only mention two words:
Manipur disaster. You’ll have heard that seven British officers were murdered there
by Crown Prince Tikendrajit Singh and his thugs. But in truth, only six bodies
were recovered. I did a funk and fled with my life. But not my name or my reputa-
tion. Those I left on the field of honor.

I made my way across the length and breadth of India, fearing capture the
entire time, till I finally came to Mormugao in Goa. There I was able to talk my way
onto the crew of a Portuguese brigantine carrying spices (really opium) to England.

I alit at Dover in November of *91. The cold hit me as soon as I stepped onto
the quay, searching through my thin clothes meant for the tropics. I was destitute. I
could not seek shelter with family or friends. I needed to be swallowed by the
crowds, and that meant London. But London is a good place to die if you haven’t
friends. After a couple of months begging and thieving and freezing in doorways I
was so close to the bone that I could see no other way out. I swallowed my pride
and approached the Colonel’s Mayfair residence. (Yes, he had retired from the
service as a colonel.) Hadn’t he told me to look to him if I was ever in need? I'd
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happened upon a newspaper article on him (just before I stuffed the paper under
my coat for warmth). He had just returned from a European tour. He'd spent the
last few years hunting game in India and Africa, but now he’d come home and put
up his guns over the mantel. At least that’s what the society page intimated.

I had perhaps committed an indiscretion by writing him before I tried to gain
admittance for an interview, but then I was fairly certain he would have read the
news of my supposed death. If I merely appeared at the servants’ entrance, I'd be
booted forthwith as an imposter.

I suppose you'd call it his library that I was ushered into, though there were
more hunting trophies than books. There was a great yawning tiger head just
behind and above him. The two men flanking him were a study in contrasts, a
lascar with an evil leer, and a boyish, clean-cut fellow who smiled encouragingly the
entire time I was being questioned.

The colonel was less than pleased to see me. As I told him the details of my
story his brow clouded over and became stormy. Finally, the thunder crackled.

“You deserted your post and left your comrades to die, and now you come looking
for a handout from me? By God, sir, you should be flayed!” He rose and scanned the
walls as if looking for a proper weapon. I took fright and nearly bolted out the door,
But then the young man captured his attention and whispered something in his ear.

“Wait!” the colonel called to me. “Perhaps I was hasty. It’s my besetting sin.”
He eyed me queerly, as though I were prey in his sights. “I may have something for
you. I remember you have a good eye. That is what I chiefly need. Can you also be
discreet?”

I'nodded eagerly. “Silent as the tomb,” said L.

“Go with John Clay here. He will explain what is required.”

The man called Clay crooked a finger at me and led me to the door. As he was
about to close it behind us, the colonel called out. “Just remember: the meeting
never occurred.”

Clay led me through twisting alleyways and narrow mews. I was still finding
my way about London, having visited only a handful of times, but I believe if T had
been born and raised there, I'd have not the slightest idea where he was leading me
so confidently. We finally came to a nondescript door at the back of a building.
Clay unlocked it and led me down a dark passage into a large dark room.

“You will stay here.” The room was wholly empty, its dimensions disclosed by a
window, which was itself so black with soot that it admitted only niggardly
daylight.

“And do what?”

He opened the window a crack. “And watch.”

I peered out at the street. Not a major thoroughfare, but busy enough. I did
not recognize it. “What am I to watch for?”

“Over there.” He pointed directly across the street. An unremarkable domicile.
The curtains on the ground floor were open on what looked a cheery, well-kept
place. The curtains on the floor above were dark, shut tight.

“Keep a record of who comes and who goes. Everyone. What they look like.
When they enter, when they go. Everything. Take notes.”



THE SHERLOCK HOLMES APPRECIATION SOCIETY 109

“What’s so important about that house?”

A cloud passed over his face. “Nothing. Nothing at all.”

“How long am I to watch?”

“Every day. Night and day. Day and night.”

“But...I must eat...sleep.”

“All your needs will be provided for.” He pointed to a door at the back of the
room. I went to it and opened it. A small room, a mean cot. I'd had worse quarters.
“I'm to sleep here as well?”

“Home sweet home.” He chuckled.

Well. All things considered, it was a satisfactory billet. And the work was no
back breaker. It would do. We shook on it.

He departed without another word. I squatted on the floor before the window.
There was pen and ink and foolscap, meant for recording my observations. I gazed
out the window at Number 221B. My new life had begun.

As the days and weeks went by, I grew weary of my new occupation. Few
people came and went from 221B. An elderly lady seemed to be the only occupant.
I would see her leave for the market most mornings, though sometimes she would
send an errand boy instead. Every once in a while, a worried looking man or some-
times a woman would make their way to the door, only to be turned away summar-
ily, disappointed, never to return. There was one though, that puzzled me. He
looked like he would ring the bell, but never did. He only stood in the street,
staring up at the curtained window, with a profound look of melancholy on his
face. He reappeared weekly, though never on the same day or at the same time.
There was one fellow who gained admittance—a rotund character, red in the face,
who appeared toward the end of the month, stayed for an hour, and made his
departure. I was soon to learn his name.

Because a few nights later, while I pondered weak and weary, there came a
pounding on my chamber door. Before I could even answer, John Clay entered
with a motley collection of toughs that looked as though they would be comfort-
able slitting my throat.

They did no such thing. Indeed, they largely ignored me. They hung a map of
London on the wall, circled in places with red pencil. They lit candles settled on
the floor, the dust doing little damage to their bedraggled clothes, and a tall thin
fellow I had come to know as Parker (it was he who brought me my provender and
supplies) proceeded to read to them from a magazine. It was the story of a
respectable businessman in the City who goes missing, last spied by his wife at the
upper floor window of a notorious opium den, seemingly held there against his
will or perhaps done away with altogether by the lascar who runs the foul place.
The mystery is investigated by—well you know perfectly well by whom, but it was
the first time I heard the names of Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson, or The
Strand, which had been publishing their stories for several months, which had
taken London and indeed the nation by storm.

To say that I was puzzled is understatement. The group paid rapt attention,
although sometimes their gazes strayed to the house across the street. Parker
pointed out to them on the map the addresses mentioned in the story. When the
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reading came to an end, he rolled up the map and the group departed as one. But
before he left I was able to question Clay on that singular event.

“Ah, yes...well, every month for the past year, these stories have appeared in The
Strand, Very popular. And we fellows, you see, are devotees of these stories. We get
to together every month and share them. The Sherlock Holmes Appreciation Soci-
ety, we call ourselves.”

“I'see. But why meet here at Camden House?”

“Oh, the place across the street is where Holmes lives—or lived.”

“You mean he’s a real person, this detective?” I was astounded.

“Yes, indeed. Well, he was. He’s dead now. Plunged over the side of a mountain
in Switzerland. Suspicious circumstances.”

“How horrible.”

“Yes, well, that’s why the colonel assigned you this post. He’s a real admirer of
Holmes, he is. He thinks he may still be alive. Wishful thinking, I say.”

This knowledge cast things in a whole new light. I redoubled my watchfulness,
hoping I could please the colonel with a sighting of Holmes in the flesh. And every
month the Society would relieve me of my solitude to listen to another of the great
detective’s adventures hot off the presses. The map grew positively red as scarlet
fever with the circled sites where the events took place, though some of the adven-
tures took place far from London. Usually discussions followed about the meth-
ods, tools, and assistants the detective drew on. The members were indeed
enthusiasts; many times, I spied one or another on the street, staring at 221B in
admiration.

One warm August day I made an unexpected acquaintance. I was loitering in
front of my door; it was too stufly inside. I saw him again, the stocky fellow with
the mustache and the melancholy eyes. And suddenly I knew who he was.

“Dr. Watson!” I called.

He turned on me with a questioning eye. “Do I know you?”

I approached him and took his hand, shaking it warmly. “No,” I said, “but I
know you, from your marvelous tales.”

We had a long talk about his writings. He was mainly silent, though his eyes
spoke with gratitude. I’'m afraid I gushed, but he never minded.

At the end, I tried to give him cheer but failed miserably. I told him about the
Society, and their belief that Holmes had survived. He looked at me with misty eyes
and declared “Dismiss such pipedreams from your mind. I was there when he fell.
Neither he nor his foeman shall ever return from that watery grave.”

With that he doffed his hat to me and made his departure. And yet, I mused, if
he truly believed that, why did he keep returning to that spot?

We must turn now to the meat of my tale. A mere week ago, though it seems
years. Over the months I had become a devoted member of the Society. I knew inti-
mately now the names of those I marked coming and going from 2221B. Mrs.
Hudson, Billy the errand boy, the fat man who was his brother Mycroft, I knew
them all.

What I didn’t know was what had happened to the Society, or Parker. Of
course, the readings had ended in December, with Dr. Watson’s moving account of
Holmes’s demise. But the society met still, with members recounting their pilgrim-
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ages to spots mentioned in the stories, described in such detail that if I had been
unfamiliar with the environs of London before, I knew them now. But the April
meeting had not occurred three nights before. Worse, Parker had not appeared in
those three days, and my food was exhausted. I abandoned my post for the first
time in two years. It was a fatal mistake, though not for me.

It was near midnight, and I was just returning from my half-holiday, well-forti-
fied with Scotch pie and a pint of bitter. The streets were unusually quiet. I had
squandered the pittance paid me on a single meal and was contemplating the
serious step of seeking out the colonel in his home—a move I faced with some trep-
idation, considering our last meeting. I got out my key for the back door; I found
another man’s hand there before me.

“Colonel!” I said, drawing back.

Moran’s look was one of bloody murder. “What are you doing here?” he
hissed.

I’m afraid I mumbled something witless in reply.

“Go, you fool!” He would have struck me with his stick, I think, but thought
better of it, and smote the ground with it instead. It clanged loudly against the
pavement.

“But my post!” I protested.

“You should have been told. Your employment is ended. I've half a mind to
turn you over to the army, save that I have another matter to attend to. Now be off
with you, repellent creature!”

I might have argued, but I could see by the look in his eye that he would brook
no defiance. I turned to go, though whither I knew not, when he snatched me by
the collar.

“No, I have a last task for you. Go wait for me at the front. Don’t move from
there. I'll soon join you.”

I was of two minds about this reprieve in my fortunes, for though I still needed
the colonel, I was half afraid he meant to make good on his threat. But there was no
gainsaying his iron will. I went round to the front of my building and took up my
stand. And there I got the shock of my life.

The blind was down and a hard light sone in the window of the upper floor
opposite! Never had such a thing occurred before. I gasped, and gasped again, for
now I could see plainly the silhouette of a man sitting in a chair. I knew the form at
once. Had I not seen its likeness in a score of Paget’s illustrations in The Strand?
Sherlock Holmes had 7ot died, or had risen from the grave, for it was his hawk-like
profile which greeted my eyes!

I felt such a surge of gladness that all my doubts vanished. Hang the lateness of
the hour, I would go knock on his door and throw my arms about him. Think of
the jealousy of the other members of the Society! Think of the joy in Dr. Watson’s
eyes. I nearly threw my hat in the air and shouted huzzah.

Then I heard the window clatter open beside me. I glimpsed Moran’s face
pressed against the glass. A minute more and I beheld the muzzle of a gun snake
out across the window ledge. As strange a gun as I had ever laid eyes on, but unmis-
takably a gun. And with horror it dawned on me that it was aimed at the figure in
the window opposite.
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I would have grabbed hold of the barrel, it was that close, but I was frozen in
fear.

The barrel discharged with no more sound than a phut! I heard the tinkle of
glass, and my eyes darted to the window opposite. It was a clean shot. I witnessed
the detective topple and then fall. Sherlock Holmes had died a second time.

I cannot remember what else with any clarity. There was some sort of commo-
tion from inside, presumably Moran making his escape. I thought I heard the
sound of many feet pattering down the street toward me. Then I heard the piping
of a police whistle, my cue to make myself scarce. I took off running like the fox
with the hounds after him. It entered my mind all at once that the Colonel had
meant me to take the blame for Holmes’s death, and swing for it. Two pigeons
bagged with one shot.

I made my way to the docks, running so hard I thought my lungs would burst.
I could hear no pursuit, though I was sure they would be searching for me high and
low. It was time for me to say goodbye forever to the shores of Albion. I stowed
away aboard a steamer bound for Marseilles. From there I—well, the less said, the
better.

There you have it. Colonel Sebastian Moran murdered Sherlock Holmes. Why,
I cannot fathom. He was a founding member of the Society, after all. Perhaps he
had gone mad and saw the great detective as a carnivore, a prize to be mounted
upon his wall. I am sorry that I cannot be there to witness to it in court. You'll
understand my reasons. But I swear upon holy scripture that all I have penned here
is the truth. Here’s wishing you safe hunting.

“Mr. Anonymous”
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My NAME 1S ER1c WEISZ, AND I HAVE RECENTLY BEEN CONTACTED BY
The Times newspaper of London to share a few thoughts about my friend, Mr.
Sherlock Holmes. I am advised that the latest collection of his adventures, 7The
Casebook of Sherlock Holmes, will be published early next year (1927) and The
Times is preparing a special feature edition to recognize this new publication.

I welcome and am honored with this opportunity since I have personally
known Mr. Sherlock Holmes since 1908 but, like so many others, have been well
aware of his exploits for decades.

During a brief period in 1920, I actually lived directly above my friend at 221
Baker Street. The small third floor bedroom (221C) was designed for a live-in maid
but quite adequate for the time I spent in London during a visit there. Dr. John
Watson, whom I had met some years earlier, kindly facilitated this arrangement on
my behalf with Mrs. Martha Hudson. During my stay, Dr. Watson also introduced
me to his literary agent, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. Sir Arthur and I immediately
developed a special relationship due to our common, but ultimately conflicting,
interest in spiritualism. However, that unique association is a story for another day.

At this moment in time, I am pleased to share my experiences with Mr. Sher-
lock Holmes since he quite literally saved my life almost 20 years ago.

The particulars of this episode can be found in a story which I wrote as part of
a popular German pulp magazine series, Aus den Gebeimakten des Welt-Detektivs
(From the Secret Files of World Detectives). 1 am not a writer by trade, but I was
prompted with both personal relief and a desire to document a most memorable
adventure which featured the great detective.

In 1908, while in Berlin, Germany, I wrote to Mr. Holmes asking his assistance.
I explained my rather dangerous situation and, for a variety of reasons, did not
want to involve the local police.

To his credit, he came to my aid and quite astonished me with his unique skills
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which proved to be even beyond what I had even hoped. I will not burden you
with all the details. But, in simple terms, he rescued me from a certain death by
deliberate drowning after I was kidnapped by professional rivals. This was the
genesis of our friendship and we have remained in close touch ever since. And aside
from our adventure together in Berlin, I will always treasure the afternoon teas and
occasional evenings we spent together at Baker Street, often with either Sir Arthur
and/or Dr. Watson in attendance. Many meaningful discussions and marvelous
memories took place in the company of those special men.

During my correspondence with Mr. Holmes in the years following my depar-
ture from London, I learned that he finally decided to retire. My understanding is
that he is spending his golden years in the South Downs area of England and is
focused primarily on raising bees and documenting his observations.

To summarize and conclude, I can honestly say I have traveled the world more
than most and have met many great men and women. But I am inclined to repeat
Dr. Watson’s spot-on observation that Sherlock Holmes is the best and wisest man
I have ever known.

And you can believe me as Eric Weisz or, as I am more commonly known,
Harry Houdini.

October 30, 1926

Grace Hospital

Detroit, Michigan

USA

AFTERWORD

An English language version of the original story written in German by
Houdini was edited and published by Arthur Moses in 2020. See Harry Houdini
& Sherlock Holmes Together Again in 1908: On the Trail of Houdini. It contains a
copy of Houdini’s letter to Sherlock Holmes (see below) dated October 27, 2008.
It should also be noted that the above correspondence written by Harry Houdini
from a hospital bed is believed to be the last letter he ever wrote. To the sadness of
the world, Houdini unexpectedly passed away the following day, October 31, 1926,
from peritonitis prompted by a ruptured appendix. He was 52 years old.
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His LASsT Bow-Wow

MIKE RANIERI

Now, IN THE TWILIGHT OF HIS ILLUSTRIOUS CAREER, THE LEGENDARY
consulting detective Sherlock Holmes stood poised for one final case. The year was
1914, and tensions in the human world ran high. The scent of war lingered in the
air like an ominous cloud...

But I am getting ahead of myself. First things first. My name is Toby. Canis
lupus familiaris, that is, a dog. A rather exceptional dog, I might add, despite the
unflattering description I received from one Dr. Watson. He describes me as an
“ugly long haired, lop-eared creature, half spaniel and half lurcher, brown and
white in colour, with a very clumsy waddling gait.” “Ugly” indeed! A rather biased
pejorative, while my “clumsy waddling gait” was due to a freak hunting accident.
In that I was mistakenly struck by a Jezail bullet while pursuing prey in the
company of some Afghan hounds.

It is my endeavour, in this short narrative, to relate some of my personal experi-
ences with the famous Mr. Sherlock Holmes. I am not Dr. Watson and do not have
his proclivity for romanticism, sensationalism, and superficiality. And, most
notably, a lack of objectivity and manipulation of the facts—which can only be
ascribed to an excessive admiration in the form of hero worship.

You will, of course, recognize me from Watson’s account of “The Sign of the
Four.” Originally titled “The Sign of the Four-Legged,” referring to myself, of
course, but later unceremoniously changed and reinterpreted, while my involve-
ment was considerably minimized. So, you see, I have a bone to pick with Watson!
You’d think he would have shown me a little more appreciation considering it was I
who fetched him a wife. During the case I acted as Watson’s wing-dog. As we did
“walkies,” as he put it, I cleverly wrapped my lead around a young woman—Mary
Morstan, I believe was her name—then happily yipped, whined and panted,
displaying soulful puppy-dog eyes which enlisted the expected response: “Oh what
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a darling doggy!” Watson subsequently married the girl. From then on, you might
say, he had a new “leash” on life.

As for Sherlock Holmes and myself, it was inevitable that the two greatest sleuth-
hounds should meet. My extraordinary olfactory capability is unique, even among
my fellow canines, for odour identification and discrimination. And as he called on
me time and again to display this singular talent, it is my collaboration with Holmes
that has defined my career. As Holmes, himself, put it: “A queer mongrel with a
most amazing power of scent.” Okay, I admit, I did get carried away and humped his
leg, but that was all it was, I swear. And “I would rather have Toby’s help than that
of the whole detective force of London.” I have often said: It is my business to smell
what others do not smell. Even in today’s societal push for poop-n-scoop, when you
have eliminated the poo, whatever remains, however subtle, must be pee!

Yes, I played an essential role in solving some of his most acclaimed cases,
though, except for the aforementioned, my presence has been excised. I suppose
Sherlock Holmes solving cases unaided makes superior reading. But now the true
facts can be revealed.

The Dogma of Deduction

A dog should keep his brain-doghouse stocked with all the kibble and bits that
he is likely to use, and the rest he can burry in the backyard, where he can get it if
he wants it.

My journey with Holmes began one fateful evening when my master, Old
Sherman, found himself in a spot of trouble. Old Sherman, a taxidermist, or as
they say in the vernacular a “bird-stuffer,” had a penchant for stuffing his subjects
with some rather unconventional things, which didn’t sit well with the authorities.
A particularly ornery Scotland Yard inspector barged into our modest abode,
accusing the old man of smuggling something or another. Amidst the chaos, a tall,
thin man with piercing eyes and a deerstalker hat calmly observed the scene. It was
during this investigation that Holmes and I first crossed paths.

“And who is this fine fellow?” Holmes inquired.

Old Sherman, with a nervous chuckle, introduced me. “This is Toby. Best nose
in all of London.”

“Toby, come here,” Holmes called, and I trotted over obediently. He picked up
arather plump specimen and held it out to me. “What do you make of this, boy?”

I sniffed the bird thoroughly. I instantly deduced that something wasn’t right.
Beneath the scent of feathers and preservative chemicals, there was something else
—something that didn’t belong. I barked and scratched at the bird, making
Holmes nod approvingly.

“Just as I suspected,” he murmured.

Holmes took out a pocketknife and with a few swift motions he sliced open the
bird and pulled out several rare jewels, one being the black pearl of the Borgias. He
explained that the thefts were the result of a smuggling ring that had been using
Old Sherman’s birds to transport stolen items across the city and out of the
country.
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Holmes patted me on the head. “Good work, Toby. You’ve earned yourself a
nice, juicy bone. I think we shall be good friends.”

My master, who was a bit of a sausage, had been duped into assisting the
villains, but, with the help of Holmes’ testimony, was eventually found innocent.

Watson turned the story into something about busts of Napoleon. While
another crime writer wrote his story picking up on the fact that the stuffed bird
was a black falcon—the stufting that dreams are made of.

The Disappearance of Lady Frances Carfax’s Shih Tzu

One of our early cases together was the mysterious disappearance of Lady
Frances Carfax’s beloved Shih Tzu. Lady Frances was distraught, convinced that
her precious pooch had been dognapped. Holmes was called to her residence to
investigate, and Holmes summoned me to assist. Holmes examined the crime
scene, while Lady Frances, a staunch Catholic, muttered a short prayer to Saint
Francis of Assisi, the lover of animals. And I did a quick genuflect to Saint Bernard,
then I paused for a contemplative chew—this was a three chew-toy problem.

In a moment of inspiration, I caught the scent. Something unusual—chloro-
form! Following the trail, we navigated through the winding streets of London to a
funeral home. Inside, I discovered the Shih Tzu stuffed in a coffin, unharmed but
frightened. It turned out that a disgruntled former servant had taken the dog,
hoping to demand ransom money. Holmes commended me for my keen nose, and
Lady Frances was overjoyed to be reunited with her pet.

I have never been one for romance, but I was quite taken with that she-dog. I
saw her again briefly. I took her to my favourite spot for dinner, the alley behind
Tony’s Italian Ristorante. We shared a plate of spaghetti speciale, and our noses
touched when we tried to eat the same noodle. I gave her my meatball. It was a bella
notte! But she was a purebred and, alas, I am a mutt, and so it could never be. Lady
Frances named her Irene. But to me she is always “the bitch.”

The Hound

My memories flowed like a gentle stream on a fire hydrant, each one a declara-
tion to the friendship I shared with Holmes. There were countless other cases:
“The Red-Rover League,” “The Five Orange Pups,” “The Gloria Scotty,” “The
Norwood Bulldog,” “The Priory Obedience School,” “The Golden Retriever’s
Pince-Nez,” “The Missing Hindquarters,” “The Mazarin Bone,” “The Sussex
Veterinarian,” “The Veiled Cocker,” just to name a few. All redacted and altered by
a certain zealous author with delusions of a bestseller.

But I would be remiss if I did not mention that well-known adventure where I
was again absent from the written account. It was the mysterious hound incident
at Baskerville Hall. T remember it vividly, from the misty moors to the chilling
howls that echoed through the night. A gigantic hound, seemingly supernatural,
was terrorizing the estate and threatening the life of Sir Henry Baskerville. I could
sense the hound’s presence long before I saw him. There was a scent of phospho-
rus, but beneath this “his” scent was unmistakable—a mix of earth, fur, and some-
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thing uniquely him. Out on the moors I unveil the truth behind the ghostly
hound.

I barked, a sharp, commanding sound. The hound paused, its growl faltering. I
barked again, this time with more conviction. “McGrath?” I barked. The hound’s
eyes softened, and it let out a low, questioning whine. I bounded forward, wagging
my tail furiously.

“Blimey, Toby, is that really you?” yelped the hound.

And there you have it. Quite elementary, as the hound in question was an old
friend from my dog racing days. His name was Master McGrath, a champion racer.
He knew me as Toby, but my racing moniker was Silver Blaze. I refer to the adven-
ture as: “My BFF Hound of the Baskervilles.” I still have one of the boots from the
case which I chew on now and then.

Incidentally, the original Silver Blaze, a sleek greyhound, had been poisoned.
The Pinky Blinders were fixing dog races and Holmes was investigating. Holmes
infiltrated the racing kennel in the dead of night. He soon discovered that I was
involved and working a sting operation undercover. So, he gave me a wink and then
simply did nothing! It was a curious incident of Holmes in the nighttime. Of
course, I solved the crime.

The Dancing Cats

Not all my experiences are with Holmes. My own personal thorn in the paw is
Macavity ak.a. the Mystery Cat. A sinister felonious feline, the Napoleon of
Crime, a legend, infamous for his ability to vanish without a trace, leaving no
evidence behind.

He is my arch-rival, forming a cat’s cradle over the entire city where only he
pulls the strings. The mastermind behind the dancing Jellicle cats. I still don’t
know what the duce that means, but it’s sinister to be sure.

Jellicles can and Jellicles do, Jellicles do and Jellicles can, they can, and they do.
I don’t dance myself—I have two left feet—but no one is safe from these uncom-
fortable, unnervingly, erotic dancing cats that are responsible for all the mischief
throughout London!

Scent is often the missing piece of the puzzle. You can deduce much from a
direct anal sniff. And these Jellicle toms just don’t smell right! I have chronicled
two adventures where Macavity and I have opposed each other: “The Cardboard
Litter Box” and “The Tabby Grange.” Each time he has landed on all fours and
slipped from my jaws. His Cheshire grin and excessive night meowing taunts me. If
it takes all his nine lifetimes, I promise, I will track him down! He will certainly fall
to the Reichenbach Pound!

His Last Bow-Wow

The last thrilling adventure I ever embarked on with Holmes involve national
security. By this time, Holmes had retired, but the world was on the brink of war.
He was called back into action to dismantle a German spy ring threatening
England. And Holmes needed my particular set of skills for this mission. He
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needed someone who could blend in without arousing suspicion. As a master of
disguised I assumed the role of a German Shepherd, infiltrating the enemy’s camp.

My mission was to locate vital secret papers that the spies were planning to
smuggle out of the country. In a tense moment, I slipped into their headquarters,
using my keen senses to find the hidden papers. Suddenly I was confronted by the
ringleader, Von Bark, I believe was his name. Fortunately, I know barkitsu, the
Japanese Shikoku offensive. My bite is worse than my bark and I quickly subdued
the scoundrel.

Howling loudly, I alerted Holmes and the authorities who arrived in time to
capture the remaining spies and secure the documents. Holmes, with a rare smile,
patted me on the head and said, “Good boy, Toby. You’ve done your country a
great service.”

How Sherman Learned the Trick

I cherish the memories of those exploits, and the affinity shared with the
greatest detective of all time. Now, from my cluttered lodgings at No. 7 Pinchin
Lane to the grand halls of justice, my life with Sherlock Holmes was nothing short
of extraordinary. The legacy of our adventures will forever remain, a testament to
the unbreakable bond between dog and man.

Considering Holmes’ retirement, I have taken on my own personal Boswell.
Old Sherman having passed on, his son Sherman is now at my side. He’s a good lad
with large round spectacles and orange hair. We both share an interest in improb-
able history. His constant questions are somewhat annoying, but he does have a
knack for understanding me.

“You want to change your name?” Sherman ejaculated, in surprised response to
my rather abrupt statement.

“Correct, my dear boy,” I said.

“But what’s wrong with Toby?”

“With no disrespect to your father—understanding that times were different
then—Toby is my slave-name.”

“Well, sure. Anything you want. What shall I call you?”

“Peabody’s the name, Mr. Peabody.”

“Jeepers, Mr. Peabody, is that in honour of one of your ancestors?

“Indeed, Sherman, we go wayback!”

The End



THE CASE OF IMPORTED
CIGARETTES

JAMES ROBINSON

“An, 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 different 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 first 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 fill 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 be 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-
tully clearing up whatever problems they bring to me. For example, I sce 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 office, there hangs your
DSO sash and a holstered service revolver, almost identical to the one possessed by
my flat 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 conflict
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 first 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 fixed 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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finest 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 fine
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



THE SCANDAL OF THE
SUFFRAGETTES

BRENDA ROSSINI

AN EARLY MORNING CLANG OF THE DOOR KNOCKER RATTLED MRS.
Hudson’s tranquility. I dressed hurriedly. Holmes did not stir.

“Who on earth is that?” I called down to Mrs. Hudson. “That gaveling is sure
to put a hole through the door.”

They are two ladies, Dr. Watson, with hands of granite,” she replied with
displeasure even as they made their entry.

They trod breathlessly up the wooden staircase, the sound of their boots
creating a clamor. I led them in, maintaining an affability that admittedly was
insincere.

“We have come for Mr. Holmes. We are desperately in need of his advice.”

Their plea brought Holmes from out of his bedroom, dressed for the interview,
and his pipe lit.

“I'am Mrs. Isobel Gower,” said the tall, formidable lady.

“And I'am Carlina Cavendish We are both Suffragettes.”

Pinned to each lady’s jacket was a purple, white and green brooch, a Suffragette
symbol. One of the Movement’s offices was located just down the street from
221B. There gathered sundry enthusiasts of voting rights for women. The often-
volatile Suffragettes. Their campaigns stirred the mildest interest in Sherlock
Holmes.

Holmes and I had walked past the building where a green, white, and purple
awning beckoned. These were the national colors of the Suffragettes. Their misfor-
tune was that the awning attracted repeated vandalism as we ourselves had
observed, and often a most despicable graffiti surreptitiously painted on the outside
brick wall. Their organization was clearly the object of visceral hatred.

The elder of the two, Mrs. Gower, still attractive at an age nearing 40, sat
herself firmly on the sofa, swallowing the cushions whole. She directed her gaze at
Holmes, introducing herself and Miss Carlina Cavendish as the Baker Street
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Suffragettes and our neighbors. Her voice and manner were decidedly intense. To
emphasize a point, she grasped the wooden handle of her umbrella and jabbed the
floor, leaving remnant grass bits on the carpet. “Our Baker Street offices are cham-
bers for ladies martial,” she proclaimed, her lips pursed in the manner of a wasp’s
nectar feeding.

“My word,” I uttered with disbelief. ‘Ladies martial’ strikes me as warlike.”

“You are correct, Dr. Watson, and without apology. ‘Deeds not words’ is our
motto. We have leased an affordable flat not too distant from Whitehall. We make
ourselves a constant presence at the seat of government.”

“’No vote, no peace!” This is the work of the Suffragettes.” Mrs. Gower’s sloga-
neering was ripe for a listener’s detachment from the conversation.

“The Suffragettes choose combative measures over the diplomatic?” Holmes
suddenly interjected. It was confrontational. I quivered in anticipation of Mrs.
Gower’s reply.

“These are necessary tactics, Mr. Holmes. We rise like lions after slumber.”

Mirs. Gower wore a green velvet jacket of generous proportions fastened with
gold buttons, each engraved with the Suffragette flag. As she spoke, she stroked her
pearls. “These pearls, Gentlemen, are symbols of Suffragette love and loyalty.”

Holmes and I nodded deferentially.

Mrs. Gower, fingering the pearls, caught sight of Holmes’ letters affixed to the
mantelpiece by a jutting knife. “Your knife cuts into words, but it is our words that
cut like a knife.”

“You are both here, are you not, because your words have been loudly inter-
rupted at protests and even by physical attacks.” Holmes blessedly interrupted the
flow of Mrs. Gower’s Suffragette maxims.

She tapped her thickset black boots which appeared from beneath her lavender
skirt. “You are astute in your observation. We confront danger whenever we
march.” Indeed, Mrs. Gower reminded me of another bold femme from Holmes’
experience-- Miss Irene Adler that was.

Holmes remained slyly diffident, turning his attention to the younger of the
two ladies.

“How, my dear Miss Cavendish, did you sustain the bruises upon your hands?
A fading bruise upon your cheek is also apparent to the observant eye.”

I myself noticed the bruise when first the ladies arrived. It would eventually
recede as do such contusions.

“There was a scuffle?” Holmes continued. “Clearly your injuries arose from a
Suffragette march this past week which was reported in the T7mes...a procession of
Suffragettes along Hyde Park and the Mall, thousands watching raucous women
chanting, singing, lifting up gloved hands in salutation, and holding up banners of
the green, white, and lavender tricolor.”

The tenor of Holmes’ recollections shifted reproachfully. “A detour led the
Suffragettes towards a street of shop fronts. Your little toffee hammers smashed
shopkeepers’ windows. Think of the business losses of innocent merchants.”

The younger woman, Miss Carlina, no more than five feet short, was indig-
nant. She spoke with as mercurial a voice as Mrs. Gower. She too was dressed in
protectively plush clothing. A purple velveteen ribbon was tied around the neck of
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her white frock worn beneath an embroidered linen coat. Her shiny black boots
were as imposing as Mrs. Gower’s except that petite Miss Cavendish’s were comple-
mented with elevated heels.

The two ladies were a curious blend of femininity and toughness. It was the
self-protectiveness of gentlewomen, and, I believed, that it arose from the rough
conduct of angry mobs and bully boys. I silently prayed that they would not be
forever altered by the experience.

Miss Cavendish answered Holmes without hesitation. “We demand that
women share equally in the vote. Our speeches and marches alert the public and
our obdurate Government. Yes, we smashed windows with our toffee hammers.
They trumpet the sounds of a woman’s view Halloa.”

Her manner grew poignant. It was a womanly soulfulness that addressed
Holmes.

“Mr. Holmes, during the march of which you speak, I and other ladies were
visited by physical assaults and rude indignities. Much of the misconduct was by
uniformed policemen. They were joined by an enthusiastic male rabble. We were
kicked. We were punched. Our banners and our clothing were torn by leering
men.”

Holmes shook his head wearily. “Ladies, you are flies to these wanton boys.”

Mrs. Gower responded heatedly, “Shakespeare’s lads are not these vandals who
pluck more than our wings. They are grown men and among them are cheering
young boys. They must be stopped.”

I posed a question with care lest I inflame Mrs. Gower. “How do you expect to
identify what must have been a great number of attackers and in such a melee?”

“It is not insoluble. Miss Cavendish and I are here to inquire if Mr. Holmes
would help us find two of these men.”

Holmes remained firm. “Did you, Mrs. Gower, take part in the riot?”

“I returned to our Baker Street offices at the close of the march-- before the
assaults were fully underway.”

“What prompted the tumult?” Holmes asked dispassionately.

A ribbon of lavender, green and white around the brim of her straw hat strayed
from its fixed point. Mrs. Gower drew a breath and followed with an admission
that she had struck a constable with her umbrella.

“I tightened my grip and plunged it full into his stomach where the buttons
had given way. I thought his should keep bim from enjoying bis wife’s dinner. Our
fight is a righteous one on behalf of all women against unjust laws. When that blus-
tering constable shouted ‘Harpy!‘ I fled.”

“You are made of stern stuff, Mrs. Gower, and luckily, untouched by the hand
of the law.” Holmes puffed at his morning pipe, the fragrance wafting pleasantly
through the room. Mrs. Gower flared her nostrils disapprovingly.

I could not conceive of this woman, armed with her umbrella weaponry,
suddenly running for her life. I believed it was part of a well-hatched Suffragette
plan. He who fights and runs away, lives to fight another day.

“A hansom awaited at a short distance,” she said, imagining my thoughts. “Miss
Cavendish had disappeared from my view. Many of the other women also made a
retreat.”
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“Your group’s conduct has been lawless.” Holmes was blunt.

“We did not arrive at the doorstep of the Great Detective to discuss the means
we employ, Mr. Holmes.” Miss Cavendish was indifferent to his censure. “Two of
these men have been sighted at several of our Hyde Park protests. They heckle with
the most atrocious barbs. ‘Insufferable Suffragettes’ is but one. They boo loudly to
dim the sound of Suffragette voices. They have thrown clods of earth and rubbish
at us. We have been manhandled without the police taking charge.”

“Dear ladies, I am reluctant to promote a movement that spells violence at
every turn.”

Miss Cavendish interjected. “Mr. Holmes, Dr. Watson, lend an ear to the harm
done me this past week. We are only advocating for our equal rights. I was lucky to
catch one toff. I knocked oft his top hat and hit him over the head with a copy of
the Strand Magazine.

“Why did you not use your toffee hammer?” Holmes sagely interrupted.

“I was not yet given to smashing a person with my hammer. That, to me,
would be an unforgiveable crime and against the laws of God and man.”

I was as relieved as Holmes on hearing Miss Cavendish’s reluctance to injure a
human being.

“Mr. Holmes, with the approaching darkness, I was accosted. I was carried off
by the same two hooligans who haunt our protest marches. I recognized them. The
shorter blackguard twisted my arm behind my back. They both pushed me away
from the crowd and into a dark close. The short, surly fellow was not much taller
than me. He was as round and stout as a water hydrant. His hair was full, dark
black, and smoothed with a pomade which added to it a hint of purple. He was of
aloud, barking disposition—like that of an angry dog.”

“I say, Holmes, the hair color sounds as if colored with mauvene dye. In your
chemical experiments, you may have become familiar.” Turning to the ladies, I
added to their line of identification: “A vain man.”

Holmes smiled serenely.

Miss Cavendish bristled as she recalled the encounter. “The short one wore an
unusual yellow cravat.”

“Why was that unusual?” Holmes inquired.

“It’s primrose yellow drew my attention. Delicate for such a brutish sort.”

I'added to the inquiry of the yellow cravat: “It is an abrasive color and signifies,
from history, a deceptive character.”

“Did the other man wear such a cravat? They may have belonged to a particu-
lar, peculiar Gentleman’s club,” Holmes suggested.

Miss Carlina painfully recalled the repulsive event. “His tall companion was a
man of no principles and no gentleman. He was disheveled, wearing a much-worn,
black frock coat. Metal utensils jangled from his pocket. His boots needed shine
and repair. His hair was grey and greasy which rarely met with a comb. Bushy,
mutton chop whiskers covered his florid face. A most unappealing visage.”

“In that dark close, the tall one growled and hissed, exposing the angry width
of his yellowed teeth, spraying spittle in my direction, so close was he to my face
and head. His complexion and odor spoke of a prodigious excess of gin. He cursed
me and all Suffragettes, “You have no right to exist in our society.” The short one
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crowed, “Well said, Mustel! Give them the vote and we’ll soon be giving votes to
rabbits and worms.””

“Abominable,” I declared with hot emotion.

“Yes, very. The short one’s eyes rolled like that of a maniac from an asylum.
‘Grab her good, Percy!’ the tall one urged. Short Percy pushed his hand over my
mouth. His horrid face was so close I could smell the spirits on his breath too. He
pushed my body down into a crouch which is how I came to describe their boots
and trousers.

He grunted to Mustel, ‘Doctor, feel her skull. It’s no bigger than a hazelnut.
What might that tell you?” The so-called Doctor hooted: ’A brain so small it could
be that of a squirrel.” He pressed his fingers around the corners of my skull and
wielded upon it a metal instrument, knocking about as if he expected to hear a
sound from within.”

“Hardly a credentialed practitioner,” I said supportively.

“That is what we concluded, Dr. Watson,” said Mrs. Gower, whose tears
betrayed her bright eyes.

Miss Cavendish persisted. “Despite their indecencies, I held tightly to my toffee
hammer—ready to use the death grip taught in our maneuvers instruction of
bartitsu.”

“Surely, Miss Cavendish, you mean, ‘baritsu,” a skill in which Mr. Holmes is
expert.”

“Or ‘Suffrajitsu,” countered Holmes, lending humor to the fraught interview.

“Perhaps yours is the masculine version,” Mrs. Gower cut in. “Suffragettes are
engaging in the instruction of defensive maneuvers...to protect ourselves from the
drubbings. Perhaps, when you have walked past our Baker Street establishment,
you have heard loud thuds and grunts from within?”

Miss Cavendish lent her decided opinion to that of Mrs. Gower’s. “We may be
small ladies, but our noble Majesty, herself a tiny woman, is Empress of a mighty
country.”

Holmes looked fixedly at the ladies, sighed, and offered a candid opinion. “I
admire your foresight and your devotion but fear the inescapable biologic and
physical risk to such a competition.”

“May I finish the telling of my tale?” Miss Cavendish continued. “You will
agree that a lesson must be taught these two reprobates.”

“Very well.” Holmes consideration was infinite. He gestured for the sherry and
the Persian slipper which I dutifully fetched. The ladies would find sustenance in a
glass of our Royal label Bristol Cream sherry.

Taking a tiny sip, Miss Cavendish continued. “Percy, the short fiend, wrested
the toffy hammer away and laughed as he tapped it lightly against my nose. He was
mocking me. With a final show of strength, he pressed his gold signet ring squarely
against my cheek, leaving the bruise you see today. The two then hurried off,
laughing about their abominations, leaving me unsparingly injured. They were
soon lost midst the remaining mob of bullies.”

Holmes and I met this mad account with open mouths.

“No one heard this fracas?” Holmes countered, disbelievingly.
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“The noise was muted in that close...a rustle of my skirts, the scuff and crunch
of boots, and Percy kept his filthy hand over my mouth.”

“Those two were in the hands of luck and the devil.” I added.

“Ladies, you defied the orders of the police and damaged property. In that, you
require the services of a solicitor. With all your talents, why seek my advice?” asked
Holmes with an indistinct petulance.

Mrs. Gower replied with blandishments. “We have observed your Baker Street
clients on their approach to 221B. Some have been regal, some disguised, and
among them, anxious ladies. You are a man of exemplary reputation. We need help
in identifying these two men.”

“For our private act of revenge,” added Miss Cavendish with a frankness that
belied her young, womanly years.

e —

“Watson, be so kind as to hand me the Donald Zaldin Encyclopaedia of the Agony
Column.”

Holmes leafed through a few pages and, finding a lead, held out the dusty
compendium.

“This book may help you draw out these scoundrels...short Percy Fitzherbert
and greasy Doctor Mustel Swank.”

Holmes identification of the two drew an audible gasp from Mrs. Gower and
Miss Cavendish.

“My own scrupulous Index lists a doctor of phrenology in central London who
fits Miss Cavendish’s description. This Dr. Swank enjoys renown but little money
from his self-promotion in the study of skulls.”

“The short friend is his like-minded colleague. From Miss Cavendish’s sensory
recollection, both are given to drink. Swank is a hanger-on. Percy Fitzherbert is
moneyed. He is also a misanthropic devil, solicitor, pamphleteer, and card cheat—
the latter of which has caused his expulsion from his club. He owns a faultless
equipage so Fitzherbert’s income is not paltry. It is as exalted a sum as is his self-
assurance.”

Holmes’ details continued with mischievous relish. “There is a Gentleman’s
club whose members are malignly opposed to votes for women. Suggest, perhaps, a
shadowy means for membership in an advertisement. A doctor of phrenology, or a
solicitor with an independent income, have social and political connections.
However, Gentlemen’s clubs are lief to ignore a tawdry reputation. The study of
skulls, a yellow cravat, a gold signet ring, poor barbering, and savage conduct in
public are hardly qualifiers for an entrée.”

“I can think of no more eflicient a stratagem for your purposes as the agony
column. However, I cannot be a conduit to a possible crime. If you wish to play the
Game, ladies, I wish you the best of luck. You are of independent minds. Go forth
and conquer.”

From the admiration in the sparkling English eyes of our neighbor ladies, I
sensed recognition of the superior mental traits of the gentleman detective at 221B
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Baker Street. He may possibly have conquered the ladies” desire for revenge against
Short Percy Fitzherbert and Dr. Mustel Swank.

As we rose, Mrs. Gower took hold of her umbrella and Miss Cavendish took
hold of the Zaldin Encyclopaedia. Holmes and I strode to the window and watched
the formidable duo walk briskly in the sunshine along Baker Street to the
Suffragette offices. They were deep in conversation. No one could doubt the deter-
mination of such remarkable women who were as rare as hen’s teeth.

Holmes was less sanguine, his black brows knitted into a furrow. “These
Suffragettes differ from ladies driven by emotions. Will their demands for indepen-
dence lead them instead toward men’s baser inclinations? I wonder.”

“Watson, come have a look at the Times agony column. Naught stoppeth the
Suffragettes!”

And there it was. In astonishment, I read aloud. “Select Committee of E
Gentleman’s Club seeks candidates. We are ‘short’ members. No pawnbrokers, no
draper’s clerks, no ironmongers need apply. Our motto: ‘No Votes, God Willing.’
Age 35+. Sturdy of build. Sure eyesight. Strong hands. No more than 5’5” in
height, black hair, clean-shaven, yellow cravat with four-in-hand knot, gold signet
ring with family crest. Certified Phrenological Chart of Mental Geometry.
Outdoor, evening venue, one hour. Case of stout for your troubles. Leave coach at
Greyhound pub. No companions. No dogs. Walk 2.5 km.to Park. Follow the lamp-
posts. Arrive promptly half past seven. Rookery lies upon the brow. Oath of
Secrecy required. Details upon reply.”

“Watson, we know both the pub and this Park.”

I hazarded a guess. “I believe we took the train to this town in the Alexander
Holder case. The advertised rendezvous is in Streatham. I recall the neighborhood
as one for high society as well as men of letters.”

During Holmes’ investigation, Mr. Holder’s niece, Mary, spoke of the green-
grocer, Frances Prosper, who was among the town merchants. His shop lay close to
the Greyhound pub.

When Holmes and I first met Mary Holder, she seemed as gentle as a
sunbeam...so unlike our two intrepid Suffragettes. But the devil knew better. Mary
was covetous and crafty. She had discarded the virtue and self-restraint of the tradi-
tional Englishwoman. What followed was crime, scandal and disgrace. There was
arguable merit to the “E Committee’s ‘No Votes. God Willing.’

It was later reported that Percy Fitzherbert had been intrigued by this mysterious
Gentleman’s Club with a backdoor plan for membership. He was firmly opposed
to the women’s vote. In confidence, he replied to the advertisement and received
therewith the particulars. My evening attire shall outshine that of any competitor. I
can manage the lengthy walk without exbaustion. Dr. Mustel will accompany me
and await my return after which we shall dine on the Publican’s braised rabbit.
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The weather on the early evening of the meeting in the Park was sultry but
thunderstorms hovered threateningly in the dark sky. It was to be a short meeting,
no more than an hour in the Park lodge. This was a whimsical building of black-
and-purple brick with a durable tin roof. It promised protection and comfort
during inclement weather.

Leaving the coach behind and Mustel making his way to the pub, Percy, his
chin jutting pugnaciously, ventured forth to the Rookery in the park. His dress was
immaculate in preparation for the mysterious gathering. His Phrenology certificate,
signed and sealed by Dr. Mustel Swank, rested securely in his breast pocket. The
glossy black hair beneath Percy’s bowler corresponded with the color of his coat’s
velvet collar. So fast was his step that Percy soon began to pant, sweat forming on
his brow. He was anxious to meet the Committee at the exact time He was certain
to be selected.

Black mulberries littered the pavement, a fruity, sticky mess that adhered to the
soles of his new boots. Along the roadside, high hedgerows and trees bordered the
fine mansions hidden within. Even the lampposts were covered in ivy. He was met
by dead quiet as families gathered in dining rooms to eat supper. Only the trees
whispered in the wind. He took note of his surroundings. The same dim and dark
path would lead him back to the Greyhound.

At the Park entrance, Percy was startled but amused by a stone sculpture which
rose upright to the sky with the chilling effect, he thought, of a giant fang. He
considered it a well-placed marker for his return. From that point, there was only a
distance of a few meters of mossy limestone. This E Committee has a taste for the
arboreal sublime, but why in the dark when one cannot appreciate its serenity? Percy
wondered, allowing no enlightenment to pierce his anticipation.

Walking through a narrow path lined at both edges with immense hedges, he
was met by the merest moonshine rising above the trees, Percy spied the lodge. A
sylvan, colorful retreat supported by six stone pillars. A long, reed-lined pond also
lay ahead. Percy heard its steady ripple, ghostly lapping waters as raindrops began
to fall fast and hard.

His attention was fixed so eagerly that Percy was caught unaware by a figure,
dressed in black, rushing out from behind a hedge to his right. A gloved hand
drawn to his yellow cravat, grasped it tightly while stuffing into his open mouth a
chloroform-soaked cloth.

From behind, as Percy swooned into semi-consciousness, another hooded and
gloved figure wrenched back his right arm, pressed a firm boot in the middle of his
back and pushed his body flat onto the wet limestone. With unhesitating force, a
hammer cracked the bones of his right hand and then the left. Perhaps Percy’s body
lay immobile, but his mental senses perceived the wounding . His signet ring
marked the occasion with a rude scratch upon its gold finish.

Fighting the rain, the attacker from the hedge tugged at Percy’s shiny black
boots. Pulling them off was an exertion of no mean strength. They were placed
beside his bowler on the pool edge. The boots and the upside-down hat would
catch the rain and soak the pretensions of Percy’s livery.

The hammer-wielding assailant aimed four vehement strikes upon Percy’s
exposed ankle bones. His legs lay prone but trembled upon the sharp hits of the
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hammer. He would not be walking nor even handling his breakfast without
assistance for a considerable time.

The attacker from behind the hedge left the Rookery and strode off towards
her Gleneldon estate, holding fast the umbrella as a whipping wind struggled to
free it from her fist. The hood of her black cloak fit protectively over her hair and
face. The rain washed away any remnant chloroform and would be certain to wash
away footsteps from this tense night.

Meantime, the chloroform cloth was removed and the contents of a gin bottle
anointed Percy. The avenging angel shook the bottom of her long skirt, shaking out
its gravel and dirt upon his back. She too marched towards home, holding the chlo-
roform cloth within her fist. The house lay not far from the Rookery. It was but a
few minutes that she approached the enclosure of hedges and two large iron gates.
The exertion, the revenge, the rain, and the psychic emotion drew from her an
exultant laugh as she stepped into the warmth of the abode. Carlina tossed the
cloth and her gloves into the warm blaze of the fireplace and watched them reduced
to cinders.

“Isobel,” she called, “I shall be dressed and ready to set the table. I am
invigorated.”

They were expecting evening visitors for sherry and a fresh-baked seed cake.
M. Carlo Levitsky, his wife, and their two young daughters, attired in rubberized
rain gear, were headed towards Gleneldon, short-cutting by way of a rear path. The
girls were keen to play the house piano. Carlina and Isobel anticipated a rousing
encore with all joining a stirring chorus of “Forward Sister Women” to the tune of
“Onward Christian Soldiers.” The sweetness of the occasion would be met with
reverence and calm.

Not so charitably concluded was the adventure of the odious wretch. Percy
would wake from his stupor in sharp pain, sodden fumes, incapacity, and heavy
rainfall. The E Society had abandoned the ungentlemanly candidate to nurse his
wounds and to await a rescuer hearing his plaintive wails. Percy found he could not
raise himself, not on all fours and nor could he walk.

Sherlock Holmes shook his head most aggrievedly when he read the morning
headline: “Intoxicated Incoherent in Near-Death Experience.”

The End
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ON THE MORNING OF JUNE I, 1902, SHERLOCK
Holmes and I were comfortably seated in the
armchairs of our sitting-room. I recall the date quite
distinctly, as it was to be a significant one in my rela-
tions with the great detective. I was buried deep in the
Times, while Holmes was peering at a pinch of
tobacco through his high-powered lens.

“Holmes,” I said, “I see our neighbour, Madame
Tussaud’s Wax Museum, is preparing an altogether
novel display dedicated to the upcoming coronation
of the King.” “Is that so?” replied Holmes. “Well,
perhaps when it’s in place, we’ll take a turn round to
Marylebone Road to see it — that is, if we can manage
to dodge the crowds. It’s sure to be a popular exhibit
indeed.”

“Yes, and by all accounts the King and Queen are to appear in their coronation
robes, as in life. By all means, let’s attend.”

As I continued shuffling through the newspaper, Mrs. Hudson made her
appearance, carrying a silver salver she proftered to Holmes. He regarded her
quizzically, then read the name embossed on the elegant calling-card placed upon
it. “Well, speak of the devil, Watson, it’s a note from Mr. John Theodore Tussaud,
apparently manager and chief sculptor of the great museum himself. The card
reads, ‘May I be so bold as to intrude upon your privacy to discuss a matter of some
import? You may expect me at 11:00.” Tapping it with his long, thin finger,
Holmes enquired with a wry smile, “Well, what’s your opinion, Watson? Has
someone absconded with one of their wax figures and they’re looking to me to
track it down?”

We were to discover the answer to that question directly, as at precisely 11:00
we heard the doorbell ring below and Mrs. Hudson ushered in a gentleman distin-
guished by such extreme pallor and flamboyant, horizontal mustachios polished to
so brilliant a sheen that he resembled nothing so much as one of his own wax effi-
gies come to life and wandered off from his establishment. Removing his top hat
and immaculate white gloves, he extended his hand in greeting. “Mr. Sherlock
Holmes, I presume.”

“To what do I owe the pleasure, Mr. Tussaud?”

“Fancy that we’ve been neighbours these many years, yet never had the good
fortune to meet,” responded the ambulatory statue. “Yet I assure you, Mr. Holmes,
the pleasure is entirely my own. The truth is, I have a request to make of you. We at
Madame Tussaud’s Exhibition request the honour of including your facsimile in
wax amongst the other distinguished residents of our renowned institution. You
are, after all, one of the most celebrated men in all of England, and the distinction
is, quite frankly, long overdue.”

“I am rendered quite speechless, Mr. Tussaud, flattered beyond words. This is
an unexpected honour indeed,” replied Holmes, the crack in his voice betraying his
emotion. Though not one to wear the pride of his fame and many triumphs on his
sleeve, I who knew him so well could not fail to detect in his understated way the
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pleasure with which he greeted this request. “I have received commendations from
the heads of foreign governments, gifts of unsurpassed value from royalty and
nobility, even the Légion d’Honneur. But never did I imagine my likeness would
appear amongst the exalted in your collection. I am thrilled to be included amongst
such an exclusive cabal of elites. What would you have me do, then?”

“Well, could see your way to attending at the museum tomorrow, at say, 8:00,
for the preliminary measurements of the mould to be cast?”

“I'shall be there without fail,” replied Holmes.

“Dr. Watson is of course also welcome to attend. Until tomorrow, then.”

“Well, Watson, here is an unexpected turn of events. If ever I enjoyed a
modicum of anonymity, it will henceforth be obliterated. On the other hand, it
appears my reputation will be permanently moulded in wax.”

“Indeed, I congratulate you, Holmes. Yet another feather in your cap.”

The next morning at 8:00 found us at the entrance to
the museum on Marylebone Road. We were ushered
in by our visitor of the previous evening, he of the
alabaster complexion, a full hour before the doors
opened to the public. “Good morning, Mr. Holmes.
Welcome to Madame Tussaud’s. Allow me to give
you a brief history, along with a tour of the estab-
lishment.”

“I should be delighted,” replied Holmes, his gaze
falling on the self-portrait of the founder of the exhibition itself, Madame Tussaud,
cast in 1842, the diminutive lady with an enormous legacy, who stood in the foyer,
both greeting visitors and standing guard over the premises.

“My great-grandmother was born Marie Grosholtz in 1761 in Strasbourg,
France,” explained Mr. Tussaud, “the niece of physician Philippe Curtius of Bern,
Switzerland. He was skilled in wax modelling and taught her the intricacies of
anatomical mouldings, at which she excelled at an early age. They moved to Paris,
where her first sculpture was of philosopher and author Voltaire. She became so
skilled in the ceroplastic arts that she was asked to give instruction to Madame Eliz-
abeth, sister of Louis XVI. Perceived as a royal sympathizer during the French
Revolution, she was imprisoned for a time alongside Madame Beauharnais, the
future Empress Josephine. During the Reign of Terror, she was called upon to
model heads freshly severed by the guillotine, including those of her former pupil
and her brother. Fleeing France with her sons, she took with her the Cabinet de
Cire, which she had inherited from her uncle. For some years she travelled
throughout England, fashioning her figures and mounting her exhibits in various
locations, until she settled permanently in Baker Street, and more recently here in
the Marylebone Road. The museum has become the Elysium of Waxworks, where
no notable personage has been overlooked. Crowds flock to the Exhibition and
marvel at the likenesses, so artfully and accurately depicted, they inspire both awe
and terror. My great-grandmother lived to the grand age of 90, and her sons and
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grandsons, who had inherited her gifts along with the effigies, came to take an
active role in the artistic development and business management of the museum. I
am proud to have maintained the family tradition, taking particular pride in the
first waxwork I created at the age of 14, and in subsequent models of Ellen Terry,
Henry Irving and P.T. Barnum. All my energies are devoted to the improvement of
the many galleries, where both the celebrated and the notorious of yesteryear, the
latter inhabiting the Chamber of Horrors, one of our most popular exhibitions, are
equally recalled. Thus, Madame Tussaud’s renown, like her name, will live on in
perpetuity in the world’s finest exhibition of the ceroplastic arts. In these days, no
one can be considered positively popular unless admitted into the company of
Madame Tussaud’s, the singular permanent dispenser of reputation, and I have
become increasingly persuaded that the sole method by which a powerful and
lasting impression may be made on the public mind is through the medium of
wax.”

As Mr. Tussaud was engaging us in the history of his esteemed forebear and
the establishment to which he was so dedicated, he was leading us down the
galleries lined with effigies of the celebrated to whom he was referring. “Amongst
the historical figures I created is Mary Queen of Scots, whom you see here at the
moment of her execution, and literary ones, like Robinson Crusoe on his island
and Cinderella as her glass slipper falls away. I regard my models as a source of
amusement and an object lesson, altogether an unequalled series of instructive
tableaux in history, biography, costume and manners.” As he pointed out the
salient qualities of each wax model, we passed by such historical luminaries as
Nelson in his death throes and the Duke of Wellington alongside his nemesis,
Napoleon, over whom he triumphed at Waterloo.

“You know, it’s the old story. The powerful exact what they may, the weak
grant what they must. Take Henry VIII here, and his ill-fated six wives, perfect
illustrations of the victors and the vanquished. Here’s the late Queen Victoria
come to life again. And let us not neglect the literary luminaries, the incomparable
William Shakespeare, and the inimitable Charles Dickens, who once said, ‘Madame
Tussaud’s is something more than an exhibition. It’s an institution.” So accurately
are the figures depicted, that it is virtually impossible to distinguish between the
living, breathing human form and the wax duplicate. For all intents and purposes,
they are identical.”

“They are very lifelike, Mr. Tussaud,” agreed Holmes, gazing in fascination at
the august assemblage surrounding us. “Indeed, frighteningly so.”

“Make no mistake, Mr. Holmes, models fashioned in wax are of no lesser merit
than those cast in bronze or carved from marble, and ceroplastics is no less an art
form. Within this gallery, unrestrained creativity alongside realistic precision
combine to result in historical recreations meticulously rendered, masterpieces of
craftsmanship and artistry. In the hands of the gifted artisan, the form captures the
essence of the subject. In this way, the effigy is much more than a duplication. The
original is the inspiration, the model its artistic representation. And I prefer to
think of them as sculptures rather than statues, monuments to the past, according
them the full artistic expression they merit. That little lady has bequeathed to the
world a body of work that stretches back in time and reaches well into the foresee-
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able future — a unique method of chronicling history, not two-dimensional arti-
facts hidden away within dusty volumes, but three-dimensional cultural treasures
restored to life. And if I may be permitted to boast, her talent and passion run in
the blood of her descendants, and the construction and care of the wax efligies have
devolved to me, in which I take a great deal of pride. This establishment is like
Valhalla, where the brave shall live on forever. It allows the public to interact with
their heroes on a very personal level. It is both elevating and disquieting, just as the
museum is at once a very public institution and a very personal experience. And
speaking of disquieting, shall we enter the Chamber of Horrors, where the world’s
most notorious criminals have been resurrected for the delectation of a voyeuristic
public?”

“Dare we?” inquired Holmes.

With no little trepidation we descended into the bowels of the museum, where
we were witness to a cast of characters associated with some of history’s worst
atrocities — the torture cells of the Inquisition and the death masks of the severed
heads of Louis XVI and his queen, Marie Antoinette, alongside the tyrants who
committed those acts of brutality — and so many more — Robespierre, Danton and
Marat. “Ah,” remarked Holmes,” here is my old friend Charlie Peace,” he said,
approaching the infamous murderer and violin virtuoso.

As we re-ascended to the galleries, Holmes observed, “Madame Tussaud made
an entire career out of creating statues posing as human beings. Perhaps one day a
profession might be made out of human beings posing as statues. One never
knows. Life is infinitely stranger than anything the mind could invent!”

But most astounding — and quite the most marvellous exhibit of all — was the
Durbar Room. Modelled after the Indian palace used for the most important state
functions, it was reconstructed at Osborne House by the late Queen to showcase
the culture and customs of her Indian subjects. Tussaud’s recreation was embell-
ished with opulent tapestries and silken draperies held back with golden tassels. A
thick, sumptuous carpet that felt like a bed of moss beneath our feet covered the
richly tiled floor, over which a tiger skin had been thrown, while a lamp in the
shape of a silver dove hung from the ceiling, filling the air with a fragrant, aromatic
scent. In each corner of the room stood, like sentinels, enormous porcelain vases,
depicting scenes of ancient India. On an easel rested a painting of the original
Peacock Throne, mounted in an ornate, heavily carved frame. But by far the
greatest treasure and taking pride of place was a replica of the fabled Throne itself, a
masterpiece of exotic beauty embellished with the images of two magnificent
peacocks, their tail feathers spread in all their finery, embedded with faux rubies,
sapphires, pearls and emeralds of every conceivable hue. Atop the head of one of
the peacocks was set the famed Koh-i-Noor Diamond, for which countless genera-
tions have battled and thousands of men have lost their lives. Words could not do it
justice, here a facsimile to be sure, yet magnificent to behold. I have read that the
Queen is to wear the genuine stone in her new coronation crown.”

“We have seen something very like your Durbar Room,” remarked Holmes. “In
the case Watson so enigmatically entitled The Sign of the Four, Thaddeus Sholto’s
residence also replicated it, boasting a little sanctum decorated in the style of the
original. It certainly inspires a sense of awe and reverence.”
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“Shall we proceed to the workroom, where the casting of your effigy is to be
done?” Tussaud enquired.

“By all means,” replied Holmes.

We passed by more of the celebrated of history until we came to a secluded
atelier near the back of the museum, in which were strewn the somewhat ghastly
body parts of those figures still in progress. Several were in an eerie state of semi-
construction, heads without bodies, bodies without heads, as if the Reign of Terror
were being re-enacted within this room, the guillotine continuing to do its worst. It
was a grisly sight. Piles of arms and legs pecked out from beneath canvas coverings,
severed heads rested upon shelves in anticipation of being attached to their torsos.
Boxes of glass eyeballs seemed to gaze sightless at us as we passed through. For
anyone suffering from autonomatonophobia, Madame Tussaud’s would prove
their worst nightmare.

“Mr. Holmes,” said Tussaud, motioning proudly at this macabre battlefield in
wax, “this is where the magic happens.”

There were only two figures in the entire room nearly intact — the stately
Queen Alexandra, and by her side the august figure of the King, a sign beneath him
reading, “His Imperial Majesty King Edward VII of England and Emperor of
India.” Both monarchs were garbed in the splendour of their coronation robes, and
though lacking their regalia and requiring a bit of detail in the facial features, they
were the very incarnations, and could not have looked nobler had the originals
stood before us.

“Mr. Holmes, may I introduce you to M. Jacques Tavernier, our senior artisan
and wax modeller?” said Mr. Tussaud, gesturing toward an otherwise unremark-
able fellow of average height, wiry in build, clean-shaven, and marked by quick,
rather jerky movements, which seemed at odds with the painstaking nature of his
work. As we entered the room, he was engaged in making some adjustments to
Queen Alexandra’s robes, but lowered himself from a stepladder to greet us.
Wiping his hands on his smock, he shook Holmes’s hand, and we took note that
his eyes had a disconcerting way of darting this way and that, as if he feared that
someone were about to jump out at him all unawares.

“Yes, as it happens, I am well acquainted with M. Tavernier’s work,” replied
Holmes, extending his hand. “He executed a bust of my own person some years
ago. Sadly your skillfully crafted model came to an unhappy end, a bullet entering
its forehead, entirely destroying its symmetry. It died instantly, the victim of cero-
plasticide in its most acute form, though not before serving as an effective decoy,
and proving instrumental in bringing the worst villain in London to justice.”

“Ah yes, Mr. Holmes,” replied Tavernier. “I remember it well, as I spent some
days in moulding it. I regret its untimely end, though pleased to know it served a
useful purpose. I understand there is to be a replacement constructed, and given
that this one is to remain in the exhibition, and not employed as bait to apprehend
criminals, I have every expectation of its survival.”

“Allow me to explain the casting process, thereby transforming a lifeless
mannequin into a human being,” explained Tussaud. “First, a plaster cast is created
from a clay sculpture, whereupon melted wax is slowly poured into the mould to
avoid air bubbles. After fifty minutes, excess liquid is removed, leaving a hollow
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head in which eyes and teeth are inserted and hair applied one strand at a time. It is
a meticulous and time-consuming exercise, though well worth the effort. Shall we
get started, then?”

Holmes spent the next hour subjecting himself to being prodded and poked,
every possible angle of his head, torso and frame measured to the fraction of an
inch.

“Well,” he said at the end of the first torture session, “if that’s all you require
for today, I think I shall bid you adieu until I am recalled for another sitting.”

Over the next several weeks, Holmes returned to the workroom numerous
times, as his effigy began to take shape, though his attention appeared to be increas-
ingly focused on the progress of the figures of the King and Queen than on his
own. By the 23" of the month, three days before the coronation, they were virtu-
ally complete, but for the regalia, which were to be mounted that day.

As Tavernier stood on the stepladder placing the crown on the regal head of
Queen Alexandra, Holmes asked permission to approach the sculpture. “By all
means, Mr. Holmes. With pleasure,” though his eyes, darting furtively, expressed
less certainty.

“They are indeed lifelike and the detail remarkable,” Holmes conceded,
drawing near the wax figure of Her Majesty. While Tavernier busied himself with
other duties, Holmes mount the stepladder. Removing a jeweller’s loupe from his
frock-coat, he made a close examination of the facsimile of the Koh-i-Noor
Diamond at the centre of Queen Alexandra’s crown, all the while blocking his
movements from the wax sculptor. “How extraordinary,” he muttered.

“What’s that, Mr. Holmes?” asked Tavernier.

“Just admiring your impeccable work, M. Tavernier,” replied Holmes.

“Yes,” replied Tavernier, “I was fortunate to have been granted unrestricted
access to the regalia, under the auspices, naturally, of the Yeomen Guards.”

“Naturally,” said Holmes. “Well, you have created an admirable facsimile.”

“Thank you. It’s gratifying to have one’s work appreciated.”

e &

When we were once comfortably ensconced at 221B, Holmes said, “Watson, make
along arm and let’s see what we can learn about the Koh-i-Noor Diamond.”

“Ah yes, here it is, Holmes. Yes, the great diamond was sifted from the sands of
India’s alluvial mines thousands of years ago, at a time when that country was the
world’s only source of that valuable jewel. Weighing in at an astounding 186 carats,
its name came to mean ‘mountain of light.” In 1628, Mughal ruler Shah Jahan
commissioned a gem-encrusted throne. When it was completed seven years later, it
cost more than four times as much as the Taj Mahal, which was under construction
at the time. Inspired by the fabled throne of Solomon, the Hebrew king who
figures in the histories of Islam, Judaism and Christianity, the magnificent chair
was studded with rubies, garnets and other gemstones, supported by emerald
pillars topped with two peacocks thickset with jewels. Atop the head of one of the
glistening birds sat the magnificent Koh-i-Noor Diamond, the largest and most
exquisite in the world. Eventually removed from the throne, it exchanged hands
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through Hindu, Mongolian, Persian, Afghan and Sikh Dynasties, all of whom
fought bloody battles for possession of it. According to Hindu folklore, it comes
with a curse. ‘He who owns this diamond will own the world, but will also know
all its misfortunes. Only God or woman can wear it with impunity.” And indeed,
every king who ever wore it has lost his throne.

“First brought to England in 1850, after a sea
voyage which saw an outbreak of cholera and severe
gales, it was gifted to Queen Victoria by the British
East India Company. The public was given its first
opportunity to view it at the Great Exhibition in
Hyde Park in 1851, where it represented the might of
the British Empire. However, its flawed and asymmet-
rical appearance proved a disappointment, and Prince
Albert made the decision to have it recut and
polished. This reduced its weight to a paltry 105.6
carats, and a total of 66 facets. Queen Victoria wore it
both as a brooch and a circlet, though she did so
reluctantly, writing in the 1870s, “No one feels more strongly than I do about
India or how much I opposed our taking those countries, and I think no more will
be taken, for it is very wrong and no advantage to us. You know also how I dislike
wearing the Koh-i-Noor.” And she never did again, not even on the occasion of her
Diamond Jubilee. It is, however, to be the featured centrepiece in Queen Alexan-
dra’s new crown being fashioned for her coronation in June.”

I mused, “Would it not be more prudent, not to mention more ethical, to
restore the stone to its rightful owners?”

“Ah, but identifying the rightful owners is precisely the difficulty, isn’t it?
There have been calls for its return, but thus far the British government and the
Crown have resisted all attempts for its repatriation. And in any event, unravelling
its provenance now would be as confounding as following a single strand of
spaghetti in a bowl of Bolognese.”

“And what do you make of the curse, Holmes?™ I asked.

“Ah, I have no doubt that crime brings with it its own brand of retribution.”

And with that, his long, thin form curled into the recesses of his armchair,
Holmes sat in perfect silence, a contemplative look upon his face, his long fingers
steepled beneath his chin, his eyes fixed somewhere in the middle distance, and for
agood quarter of an hour seemed lost in reverie. I knew better than to interrupt his
meditations, and while awaiting his return to the world of the here and now, I
spent the intervening time in a diligent study of the Racing Form. Suddenly he
jumped up from his armchair and exclaimed, “Watson, what say you to a tourist
excursion?”

“What do you have in mind, Holmes?”

“A visit to the Tower of London, to view the Crown Jewels.”

“I should like nothing better,” I replied. “Lead on.”

SN
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And so we took ourselves to the Tower, that enduring bastion of English tradition
and ancient fortress of terror. A tour guide informed the numerous visitors who
had gathered there to view the treasures for themselves that the Crown Jewels have
been housed in the Jewel Room since the 1660s. Amongst them are the Imperial
State Crown and St. Edward’s Crown, used during coronation ceremonies, along
with the Royal Sceptre, representing the power and responsibilities of the monarch
since the 12" century, and the Sovereign’s Orb, reminding them that that power
derives from God. The most sacred instrument of the ceremony, the Coronation
Spoon, is employed in the anointing of the holy oil. All these sacred objects are
kept under the watchful eye of the armed Yeomen Warders and the Tower Warders.
Only once in their long history have the Crown Jewels ever been stolen. In 1671, a
daring rogue, Colonel Thomas Blood, soldier, spy and adventurer, attacked a less-
than-vigilant Jewel Keeper and absconded with the Jewels. Fortunately, he was
soon captured and the regalia restored. At this audacious tale of attempted theft,
Holmes chuckled softly to himself.

Approaching as close to the viewing window as he possibly could without
arousing the suspicions of the guards, and removing his jeweller’s loupe from his
pocket, Holmes once again embarked on a minute examination of the stone in the
Queen’s Crown. “Just as I thought,” he muttered. He maintained his silence until
we had left the Tower behind. As we waited to engage a hansom cab, he turned to
me and declared, “Paste, Watson, paste!”

I was thunderstruck. “What are you saying, Holmes?”

“A clever replica, nearly impossible to distinguish from the genuine, but there
can be no doubt of it whatever. The only question is how he managed it.”

“Who managed what?”

“How Tavernier managed to substitute the real Koh-i-Noor Diamond with a
trinket.”

“Surely you jest, Holmes.”

“I assure you I am in absolute earnest. It’s much as I suspected when I exam-
ined the replica crown with my loupe at the museum. The light emanating from
the stone was unfathomable, reflective of some inner radiance rather than from any
external source, like lightning in the night sky. It was unmistakable as the genuine
stone. And it is essential that we communicate this outrage to the King forthwith.”

“Well, I congratulate you on spotting the faux jewel with such unerring
accuracy.”

“One of my strengths, Watson — distinguishing the true from the ersatz.”

On our return to Baker Street, Holmes took one of his calling-cards and hastily
scribbled on the back, “We respectfully request an audience with Your Majesty at
your earliest convenience on a matter of the utmost urgency.”

We engaged a courier with instructions to take the note to Buckingham Palace
posthaste. Within the hour, a carriage emblazoned with the royal cypher, and
drawn by a handsome pair of greys, pulled up to Baker Street. Two footmen
descended to the pavement, attracting the attention of an awestruck gathering of
Baker Street residents. A moment later a breathless Mrs. Hudson billowed into the
room, bearing a note with the royal seal on the silver salver. She handed it to
Holmes with such reverence, it might have been a relic of Our Lord and Saviour
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Himself. “Come immediately if convenient, Mr. Holmes,” it read. “The royal
carriage is at your disposal.”

Oft we sped through the streets of London, and were immediately ushered into
the grand Music Room of Buckingham Palace, furnished in the lavish style one
might expect of a royal residence, replete with an assortment of musical instru-
ments. While we awaited the King, Holmes found a 17‘h—century violin of partic-
ular interest. I spent my time admiring the lush carpets that covered marbled floors,
paintings of incalculable value by the Great Masters which adorned the walls, and
occasional tables inlaid in mother-of-pearl bearing an assortment of priceless bric-a-
brac and precious silver-framed family photos of the late Queen and her illustrious
family. The splendour of our surroundings was quite overwhelming.

The King, a distinguished, if portly, gentleman, entered the room and extended
his hand. I noted that his eyes were very like his late mother’s.

“Mr. Holmes, I am glad to make your acquaintance at last. I have long been
aware of your keen powers of detection and have followed your exploits in Dr.
Watson’s chronicles. I was relieved to learn you had survived your encounter with
Professor Moriarty at the Reichenbach Falls. I believe you were pleased to perform
one or two invaluable services for my late lamented mother.”

“It was my greatest privilege to do so,” replied Holmes, bowing low before his
sovereign.

“How may I be of service to you today?” inquired the King.

“No, Sir, it is I who hope to do you a service, though in doing so I fear I am
compelled to share with Your Majesty some distressing intelligence.”

“Come, Sir, you may speak quite freely with me. What is amiss?”

Holmes hesitated a brief moment before continuing. “Your Majesty, an
appalling deception has been perpetrated. It is my painful duty to inform Your
Majesty that the Koh-i-Noor Diamond embedded within the crown to be worn by
Her Majesty at the coronation ceremony in three days’ time has been stolen from
the Tower and replaced with a clever imitation.”

The King clearly had not been expecting this monumental turn of events. He
turned pale and, his hand on his forehead, stumbled backward into a gilt and
brocaded armchair. I rushed to his side, though, taking a deep breath, he soon
regained his equilibrium and his composure.

“Are you certain?” he enquired, nearly choking out the words.

“It is as exact a facsimile as may be imagined, an artfully constructed replica,
but to the trained eye the depth of colour and cut of the facets decidedly proclaim
it a counterfeit, constructed of glass, resins and dyes.”

“How can this have happened? It has been so closely guarded in the Tower of
London.”

“I have a fair idea of the perpetrator of this heinous crime, but first we must
apply ourselves to recovering the genuine stone.”

“And can it be recovered?”

“I shall do my utmost to retrieve it, Your Majesty, you may depend upon it,
though we must act quickly and decisively.”

“Then you have carte blanche to do your utmost to restore it to the Queen’s
crown. I am placing all my trust in you, and am sick to think of the consequences
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should it not be recovered.”

“Do not distress yourself unduly, Your Majesty. I am hopeful the great
gemstone will find its way back into the headpiece of the Queen, where it will be
admired by the entire world in three days’ time.”

“Then go and do your best, Mr. Holmes. England’s reputation may well rest in
your hands. And please keep us informed as to your progress.”

“I'shall, Your Majesty.”

“And rest assured, you shall be amply rewarded for your efforts.”

“No need, Sir. All my efforts are in the interests of King and country, which is
its own reward.”

We left the splendour of Buckingham Palace to return to Madame Tussaud’s
Exhibition. “It’s clear enough to me that this villain Tavernier has managed to
substitute the diamond in the Tower with a clever facsimile,” said Holmes. “The
authentic stone is presently residing in the reconstructed crown in Madame
Tussaud’s. Watson, there’s not 2 moment to lose. I fear he intends to have Van
Seddar transport the stone to Amsterdam and have it cut into pieces.”

“But how did you know where the stone was hidden?”

“Because I knew it could be nowhere else. And because I've read Edgar Allan
Poe’s “Purloined Letter,” a most instructive tale of a missing object that was hidden
in plain sight.”

“I was under the impression that you found his fictional detective Auguste
Dupin a very inferior fellow.”

”You cannot take everything I say to heart, Watson,” chuckled Holmes. “I
confess that I am on occasion capable of some curmudgeonly judgments.”

We rushed into the museum, met in silent greeting, as always, by the enormous
presence of its diminutive founder, unaware of the heinous crime taking place
within her cherished walls.

“Good evening, Mr. Holmes,” M. Tavernier welcomed us as we entered the
workshop. “I assume you’re here to see what progress has been made on your
effigy.”

“Yes, curiosity was getting the better of me, I confess.”

“Well, here it is.” Tavernier carefully unveiled the statue at the centre of the
room. I confess to being dumbfounded. It was as close to the original as could be
imagined. The wax figure was clad in a black frock-coat, top hat and plaid waistcoat
from whose pocket hung an Albert chain from which dangled a single gold
sovereign. In his hand the duplicate Holmes held a magnifying glass, and appeared
to be leaning over examining footprints in a flowerbed beneath him.

“I congratulate you, Tavernier. Truly a commendable job. It is rather like me, is
it not, Watson?” said Holmes.

“I should be prepared to say it was you,” I replied.
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“Well, Tussaud will be making some final alterations in anticipation of placing
the sculpture in the Gallery,” said Tavernier. “We’ll keep you informed when we
intend to introduce it to the public.”

I could clearly see that Holmes’s attention was more fixed on the figures of the
King and Queen than on his own. “And how goes the progress of the coronation
models?” he asked.

“Nearly done,” replied Tavernier. “We are just applying the finishing touches to
the regalia. The coronation is in three days’ time, and they will be completed before
then, in time for the unveiling. Well, I’ve put in a long day’s work. I believe I shall
lock the door and head for home.”

“Well, good night then, Tavernier.” Holmes made to leave, then motioned for
me to quietly follow him back inside the atelier. Unbeknownst to the modeller in
wax, who was busy washing his hands at a basin, we surreptitiously took up a posi-
tion in the far corner of the room, undetected behind the crates, boxes and instru-
ments used to transform a lump of wax into a human being. When we heard
Tavernier’s key turn in the lock, Holmes jumped up and removed his own sculp-
ture into the darkened corner. And there we remained in silence and dread, barely
breathing, waiting patiently, though I knew not for what. I was proud to be along-
side him as we had so often found ourselves on adventures past, my army revolver
at the ready.

Moonlight streamed through the window, casting shadows on the wooden
floor stained from years of resin and wax that had become embedded into the
surface. It was a ghastly vigil. Though Holmes and I were quite alone, the many
eyeballs lining the shelves and the appendages and miscellaneous body parts strewn
beneath the canvas tarpaulins made it feel as if we were keeping watch in a charnel
house, while unseen spectres and a hundred pairs of unblinking eyes were keeping
watch on us. It was grotesque in the extreme, as if we had been dropped into Dr.
Frankenstein’s laboratory.

We waited in silent anticipation until what seemed like hours later the turn of a
key in the lock and a flicker of movement within alerted us to Tavernier’s return. In
one swift movement, Holmes crept out from behind the crates and boxes and
assumed the pose of his own effigy, magnifying glass in hand. I have had occasion
to refer to Holmes as an automaton, and here at last my assessment became reality.
It also occurred to me, sitting in the darkened workroom, that this was the most
effective disguise of his career — and he had donned a few — costumed as himself, an
admirable example of life imitating art imitating life. And as always, his observation
had been correct, that a profession might be made of a man taking on the form of a
statue.

Despite Tavernier’s silent tread, the boards creaked and groaned beneath him.
From out of the darkness, the silent figure advanced, moving stealthily toward the
effigy of the Queen, carrying in his hands an object that glittered in the gloom.

“A duplicate crown! Of course,” I thought to myself, the realization so explo-
sive I was sure Tavernier could hear my thoughts.

Switching on the electric light, he advanced, closer and closer, mounting the
stepladder at the foot of the Queen’s statue, and with a self-satisfied smirk quietly
removed the crown that sat atop her stately head, replacing it with the one he had
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brought. Her Majesty seemed to be gazing at him reprovingly, as if all too aware of
the bold act of treason being committed against her. Descending the ladder he
gently pried the enormous jewel from its mount. Holding it up to the light, he
stopped momentarily to admire how it glittered and sparkled. Indeed, its glow
seemed lit by an almost otherworldly inner radiance.

Holmes stood motionless as — well — a statue, only his eyes flitting toward the
villain in the act of committing an audacious crime. Suddenly he jumped out,
detaching himself from his studied pose. “T’ll be taking possession of that little
bauble, thank you very much.” Lunging at Tavernier, he made to seize the precious
stone. It was not the first time Holmes had miraculously come to life to astonish
and amaze. I recalled his sudden appearance in my study on his unexpected return
from the Reichenbach, disguised as an old book dealer. Tavernier’s reaction was
not unlike my own. Taken entirely off-guard, he gave a violent start, nearly drop-
ping the great diamond. His astonishment quickly turned to fury, his lips twisted
in a snarl of rage, the veins standing out on his forehead. His face had turned a
ghastly shade of white, not unlike the colour of wax he used to cast his moulds.
Quickly regaining his composure, his eyes menacing points of steel darting about
him in panic, he sneered, “The bloody hell you will! What the devil are you doing
here?”

“My apologies if I startled you, M. Tavernier. Watson here will tell you I can
never resist a turn for the dramatic.” The wax modeller did not deign to respond,
but merely glared at him with undisguised malevolence.

Attempting to make good his escape, the diamond clenched tightly in his fist,
down the corridors he ran at the top of his speed, past the galleries where the eyes
of the heroes of yesteryear glared down at him, no doubt in horror and dismay.
Momentarily glancing over his shoulder to determine whether Holmes’s toe was
close upon his heel, he veered into the Durbar Room and collided with the
painting of the Peacock Throne, which fell on top of him, knocking him to the
floor at the foot of the Peacock Throne itself, where the hapless modeller in wax
and would-be thief promptly lost consciousness. Holmes pried the stone from his
fist, slipping it into the pocket of his frock-coat, then bound the scoundrel’s hands
with the gold cords which had been holding back the draperies framing the paint-
ing. Hearing the commotion, Mr. Tussaud came running down the hallway, over-
whelmed with astonishment to learn what nefarious activities had been taking
place within his beloved institution. He summoned the authorities, who replaced
the gold cords with regulation handcuffs, hauled Tavernier to his feet, and removed
him to Scotland Yard.

Tussaud sat dejected on the floor of the Durbar Room, shaking his head in
shock and dismay. “This is a betrayal on so many levels,” he lamented, “a betrayal
of the museum, and of the Crown in every sense of the word.”

“Well, think of it this way, Tussaud,” offered Holmes. “Perhaps one day
Tavernier may be numbered amongst the residents in your Chamber of Horrors.”

“Holmes,” I said, “you never lose your power to astonish and amaze.”

“Thank you, Watson. I trust that age doth not wither, nor custom stale my infi-
nite variety. And should I ever require another wax bust, kindly whisper ‘M.
Meunier’ in my ear!”
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The poetic justice of Tavernier’s capture was not lost on any of us. Once again
the Koh-i-Noor had exacted its revenge while claiming its latest victim, who came
to know all the misfortunes it foretold. For in the end it was the curse as much as
Sherlock Holmes’s ingenuity and perseverance that had laid him by the heels.
Removing it from his pocket, Holmes once again held the diamond up to the light.
“Life is full of whimsical happenings, is it not, Watson? This twinkly bauble is like
some magical amulet leading to great adventures, but inevitably to tragedy. It is a
glorious thing, is it not? But it is precisely its exquisite beauty that makes it a
constant target for crime. Like a bewitching woman, every man wants to possess it
... at least, nearly every man,” he said with a wry smile. “Now let us hasten back to
the King. I can’t imagine that he will refuse us an audience.”

Arriving back at the palace, we were shown once again into the splendour of the
Music Room. The King entered, appearing pale and drawn, anxiety etched into
every crevice of his royal countenance.

“What news, Holmes?”

“Only the most favourable, Your Majesty. I have retrieved the precious stone
for your Queen.”

“Thank heaven,” he sighed.

Holmes reached into his pocket and the priceless gemstone exchanged hands.
So relieved was the King that he collapsed into the brocade and gilded chair,
looking relieved yet somewhat sickly, his colour not unlike the waxy features of his
sculpture in the museum.

“Are you quite well, Sir?” I enquired.

“I am feeling somewhat peaked, it’s true, though so very grateful, Mr. Holmes.
You have spared the nation from a calamity which might have thrown the Empire,
and the coronation, into chaos and disrepute, and may well have delegitimized my
reign, destroying our relations with our colonial subjects. You have done the
Crown an incalculable service. Now, how may I show my appreciation?”

“It was my greatest privilege to serve Your Majesty. Your good graces are all the
reward I require.”

“That won’t do, Mr. Holmes. I am aware that you refused a knighthood when
my mother offered it to you. I insist that you accept it now. I'll make a bargain with
you. I know you value your privacy. We’ll hold a secret ceremony, an Investiture
that will never be revealed to the public, unless you choose to do so. In return, you
swear never to disclose this humiliating incident during my lifetime. I know I may
count on your discretion.”

“Under those conditions I agree to your terms, Sir, replied Holmes. “And when
do you propose to conduct this ceremony?”

“It shall be performed without delay.” The King summoned his aides, who
brought the necessary instruments into the chamber. Holmes knelt on his right
knee on the designated knighting-stool and bowed his head before his sovereign.
The King placed a ribbon round his neck and, touching each shoulder with the tip
of a sabre, addressed his devoted subject. “Sherlock Holmes, I do hereby knight
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thee into the honourable Order of St. George. Arise, knight, and be recognized.”
As the newly-appointed Sir Sherlock did so, I detected tears in his eyes. The King
extended his hand and Holmes brushed it with his lips. It was a profound and
poignant moment between a grateful sovereign and a humble subject, to which I
was the sole witness. Following the ceremony, Holmes signed the Certificate of
Investiture and we each shook hands with His Majesty. Holmes placed his fingertip
to his lips. The King did likewise, a coded gesture which forever bound them to
one another. We departed the palace in silence.

e True to his word, Holmes never did reveal the
scandalous incident of the purloined diamond. But
while it did not cost the King his throne, it did have
far-reaching consequences. The day after our final
interview and two days before his coronation, he took
seriously ill. The world is aware that an abdominal
abscess required emergency surgery performed in the
Music Room of Buckingham Palace, the very room
where both of our interviews had taken place. It may
now be revealed that his illness was likely brought on
by anxiety and emotional turmoil, the result of the theft of the Diamond. Happily,
he recovered, and the coronation was rescheduled for the 9" day of August to great
fanfare and expressions of thankfulness for the King’s restoration to health —
perhaps a month even more appropriate for so august a monarch to be crowned.

As for Tavernier, he has taken up residence in Wandsworth Prison for a period
yet to be determined. Asked why he chose to squander his talent and a promising
future for greed, he replied, “The challenge of stealing the stone was even more
intoxicating than possessing it, and the audaciousness of it was too tempting to
forego. To have the Koh-i-Noor was to have the world within my grasp.” Unhap-
pily for him, that world was short-lived. As another recent guest of Wandsworth,
Oscar Wilde, once wrote, words which might equally apply to him, “I can resist
everything except temptation.”

As for the elusive Koh-i-Noor Diamond that had led us on such a merry chase
through the galleries of a wax museum to the chambers of the ancient Tower of
London and finally to the palace of a King, this was only the latest of its many
adventures. At once a glorious treasure and a haunted relic whose curse can no
longer be in doubrt, it has at last found refuge in the crown of a queen and empress,
and there I trust it will remain for generations to come.

As for Sherlock Holmes — pardon me, Sir Sherlock Holmes - it would be diffi-
cult to determine with any degree of certainty which is his greater source of pride —
his knighthood or his efligy in wax (which he facetiously refers to as his “moulded
candle”). Though he would be hard-pressed to acknowledge it, he could not be
more pleased if it had been carved in marble by Michelangelo and standing in the
Galleria in Florence. To this day it is one of the most frequently visited and
admired figures in Madame Tussaud’s Exhibition, a fitting tribute to the world’s
first and greatest consulting detective. From time to time he takes a tour of the
museum just to gaze at it awhile and chuckle to himself. And when I occasionally
remind him of the great honour he received at the behest of the King and the
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sacred pledge they shared, he puts his finger to his lips and whispers, “We two have

our diplomatic secrets!”

The End



THE STORMING OF 221B BAKER
STREET

PALLAVI G SHANMUGAM & MEGHNA G
SHANMUGAM

IT WAS A GLOOMY AND SMOKY TUESDAY MORNING. A DENSE PEA SOUP
fog enveloped London. Watson and Holmes were at 221B Baker Street. Watson
was sitting in a comfortable armchair, reading the sports section of a newspaper.
Mrs. Hudson entered the room with coffee.

“Thank you, Mrs. Hudson. Holmes, your coffee will become cold!” said
Watson.

“Don’t distract me now, Watson.” growled Holmes.

Watson looked up to see Holmes deep in thought.

“What are you thinking? Is there a fresh crime to solve?” asked Watson.

“Maybe.” Half an hour later, Holmes exited the room.

“Where are you going?”

“To meet with the Baker Street Irregulars.” answered Holmes.

“Oh, those street kids,” said Watson with a smirk.

As Holmes casually strolled down the street, he caught sight of Wiggins.

“Wiggins, my boy, I need information about a criminal that we were unable to
apprehend in the past. I strongly suspect that he is currently operating in London.
I require this information fairly soon.” said Holmes.

“I'm afraid not, Mr. Holmes.” replied Wiggins.

“Why not, Wiggins? What seems to be the problem?”

“There is no problem, Mr. Holmes. The boys and girls would love to meet
you.”

“You are aware, Wiggins, that unfortunately the children are not allowed to
enter Mrs. Hudson’s home?”

“The children have no intention of doing so, Mr. Holmes. All they want is to
meet you.”

“You would like Dr. Watson and I to visit you out on the street?”
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“The whole group works for you. It’s not just me. They would all like to meet
with you. It is a perfectly reasonable request.”

“I agree. I would like to cordially invite you to visit Baker Street on Thursday
the 18th at 5 p.m. I would be keen to meet your friends.”

“Thank you for the invitation, Mr. Holmes. My friends will be very excited.”

S p.m. 18™, March 1880.

“Holmes, do you hear that loud noise? It’s like a herd of elephants banging on
the door.

My skills at deduction tell me that at least 25 people are going to attack us!”
exclaimed Watson.

“Dr Joseph Bell will be so proud of you, Watson. I think you should be the
head of Scotland Yard.”

“Let me see who it is.” Watson remarked.

He came back running with Wiggins on his heels.

“It’s the street urchins, Holmes. What are they doing here? Did you call
them?” Watson asked.

“Yes, I did, Watson. I have some work for them. I also wanted to meet them.”
Holmes replied.

Six children stormed into the room. There were four boys and two girls. Two
of them seated themselves in armchairs. The others sat on the couch. They had
brought a pet snail, a parrot, and a hedgehog with them. Watson watched in horror
as they deposited little piles of mud on the carpet.

Wiggins stood up. “Good evening, Mr. Holmes.
These are my friends. They would like to introduce
themselves to you. Each of us carries a tite, like
members of the royal family.”

“I am looking forward to this.” said Holmes, as
Watson rolled his eyes.

“Good evening, Mr. ’Olmes. My name is Lucifer
Charmquark Lazybonix.” said a scrawny little lad.

“He is youngest in our group. We call him the
messenger since he is fast and agile.” added one of the
girls.

“He’s so fast, that we call him Lazybonix - Sir
. T Lazybonix.” remarked the other girl with curly hair.
Lucifer Holmes chuckled. “I see. What is that you are
carrying with you, Lucifer?”

“This is my pet snail.” replied Lucifer.

“Does he have a name?” enquired Homes.

“Yes. His name is Sherlock!” answered Lucifer. Watson could barely contain his
laughter.

“I'm Strangequark Stinkyfeet. I like to fight.” said a tall gangly boy.

“He protects us from street gangs. Did you know that he plays with knives and
guns?” said Lucifer excitedly.
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“He is also interested in forensics and ballistics!”
stated Wiggins.

“Very interesting!” Holmes remarked.

“Do you also have a pet?” asked Watson.

“Yes, I do. He’s a skunk. I call him Sulphur. Shall
I bring him in?” replied Stinkyfeet.

“No thank you!” cried Holmes and Watson in
unison.

“We call him Stinky because of Sulphur! He uses
the title Saznt.” remarked Lucifer.”

“Its my pleasure to meet you, Saznt Strangequark
Stinkyfeet.” Watson groaned inwardly.

“Please introduce me to the ladies.” Holmes { i
requested. Stinkyfeet

“Hello. I am
Nutcracker Noodles Nobrainix.” said the girl with
the curly hair.

“We call her Noodles because of her hairstyle. She
goes by the title, Her Majesty.” added Stinky.

“I read the treatise on the binomial theorem by
Moriarty.” stated Nutcracker proudly.

Holmes raised his eyebrows with admiration.

“We call her the planner. She is the brainiest of us
all, and hence the name Nobrainix.” remarked
Wiggins. Sherlock smiled in amusement.

“Where is your pet?” enquired Watson.

“Pets are a waste of time. I'd rather read complex
mathematics.” answered Nutcracker. Stinkyfeet
smirked.

“Detective  Holmes.
T'am Potbelly Pion Portunus.” said a rotund boy with
an obvious potbelly.

“He goes by the title Prince. He is an expert
at picking locks and copying keys. Portunus is
the Roman god of keys, and doors.” added
Wiggins.

“He has a pet pig, called Pluto.” stated
Nutcracker.

“Why is he not here?”

“He is spending quality time with Sulphur the
skunk who does not want to be left alone.”

“I am Cactus Concordia Spikebotttom.” said
Cactus. “They call me Spiky, because of my spiky Potbelly
hair.”

“She even has a hedgehog called Honkytonk just to match her hair!” added
Potbelly.

1

MNutcracker
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“She goes by the title Duchess, but we also call her
Genius.” remarked Stinkyfeet.

“I like chemistry, and I like playing the violin. I
am interested in counterfeit coins.” said Cactus.

“She solved the simple substitution cipher in “The
Dancing Men’.” stated Wiggins.

“As you know, Mr. Holmes, I am Wobbly Wind-
mill Wiggins. I lead this group.” said Wiggins.

“He likes wearing that eyepatch. He made his
parrot wear one too!” added Cactus.

“What’s your parrot called?” asked Holmes.

“His name is Pascal.” replied Wiggins.

Just then, Mrs. Hudson entered the room

Cactus with tea.
She was utterly
dismayed at the scene that unfolded before her eyes.

“Oh my God!” she exclaimed. “What are these
children doing here? Look at all the mud on the
carpet!

“Also, why is there a skunk on the road outside? I
nearly got sprayed by it. I thought we were clear that
you're not allowed to enter the house.”

“Well, Mrs. Hudson. I had an errand for them.
They insisted that they would help only if they had
the opportunity to meet us, and I had no alternative.”
said Holmes.

“You had no alternative? This is the devil's alter-
native. Why did you not seek my permission before
you invited the royal family to our home?”

“We are the royal family, Mrs. Hudson” said
Nutcracker quietly.

“I believe that it was a perfectly reasonable request. I will ensure that they do
not leave mud on the carpet again.” indicated Holmes.

“Well, well. That's all fine and dandy, Mr. Holmes - except for the minor fact
that the house belongs to me, and you are my tenant. Doctor Watson, I am disap-
pointed that you were an accomplice to this affair.”

“Oh, I had nothing to do with any of this, Mrs. Hudson. I was out walking and
when I returned, I realized to my chagrin, that these children were here.” Watson
said defensively.

“Oh yes. And I am the queen of England. If I believed anything that either of
the two of you said, I would be the biggest fool on Baker Street.”

“Oh yes, I am the queen of England. Oh yes, I am the queen of England.”
repeated Pascal the parrot.

“What is this parrot doing here? I never imagined in my wildest dreams that
these kids could have an exotic parrot. Oh, my goodness, Mr. Holmes, when did
this hedgehog arrive? What is it doing here?”
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“That hedgehog, Mrs. Hudson is called Honkytonk.” said Cactus, firmly.

“Mr. Sherlock Holmes, this is getting out of control!” exclaimed Mrs. Hudson.

“Sherlock is not out of control, Mrs. Hudson,” replied Lucifer.

“How would you know, young lad?” asked Mrs. Hudson. “What is that in
your hands?”

“This is my pet snail. His name is Sherlock, and he is not out of control.”

“Mr. Sherlock Holmes and Doctor John Watson. This is getting to be very
chaotic, and it needs to stop now. I am ordering that these street kids leave my
house this very instant.”

“Mrs. Hudson, these are delightful children. You should hear what they have
to say.” argued Holmes.

“Mr. Holmes, we have patiently endured the unpleasant things that have been
said about us until now. We have no intention of staying any longer. We would
now like to leave.” stated Wiggins in a firm voice.

With that, the six children started marching out the door with crestfallen faces.
Lucifer had tears running down his cheeks.

“Why are you crying?” asked Mrs. Hudson.

The children ignored her and continue to leave the home.

“Could you please stop? Why is the little child crying?” asked Mrs. Hudson.

Wiggins turned around. “Well, since you ask, Mrs. Hudson, let me explain it to
you.

“When Lucifer saw you for the first time, he told me that you reminded him of
his mother. His mother had severe breathing difficulties during the peasouper fog
that occurred 2 months ago. She was admitted to the hospital and passed away.
Young Lucifer is an orphan.

“To exacerbate the problem, he was traumatized by the fact that he was not
able to be at her bedside when she died. Would you like to know why? When his
mother was struggling for her life, at a time when no one was out on the streets due
to the pollution, it was young Lucifer who tracked down Jefferson Hope in “The
Study in Scarlet.”

“So, consider this. The young lad who does not have a place to live, lost his
mother while on the job for the world-renowned Sherlock Holmes. Mr. Holmes
gains his reputation. Lucifer loses his mother.

“I have a responsibility as the oldest member of the group, to look after them
and to nurture and foster them. We do not have the luxury of a conventional
school education. However, each one of us has skills, knowledge, and talents, that
far exceed that of most children in our age group.

“It is also my responsibility to ensure that they grow up as honest citizens with
integrity, and self respect. They will not be treated as second-class citizens. Dr
Watson described us as ‘half a dozen of the dirtiest and most ragged street
Arabs that ever I clapped eyes on’. Do you think that’s fair? We do not deserve to
be insulted by the likes of Dr. Watson.

“You see, Mrs. Hudson, we had no intention of coming into your home. We
were specifically invited by Mr. Holmes. Please be assured that we will never set
foot in your home again. My group needs to be treated with respect, with honor,

and with dignity.
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“Thank you, Mr. Holmes. If you do require our services, please feel free to
come out on the streets to meet with us. We will determine if it is appropriate to
deliver those services on terms that we will state.

“As you are well aware, Mrs. Hudson, Inspector Lestrade is a frequent visitor to
your home, and he is served with tea and treated with respect and dignity. He
possesses a near total lack of intelligence. His utility to Mr. Holmes is about as
close to zero as you could possibly imagine. Yet you have no qualms, having him
and other strange clients in your home frequently, while you would ban innocent
children. That is the irony. In fact, despite being the street urchins that you say we
are, each of us bought flowers for you. Well, our work is done here.”

With that, Wiggins turned around and began to leave.

As each child fished some flowers out of their pockets, they noticed that Mrs.
Hudson had collapsed in a chair and was sobbing.

“Don’t cry, Mrs. Hudson,” said Lucifer as he reached out to wipe her tears.

Mrs. Hudson embraced him, as she accepted flowers from Lucifer.

“You are sweet children. There has been a huge misunderstanding, for which I
would like to apologise to you. Please forgive us for what has happened in the past.
You are welcome here at any time.”

The three adults looked at Wiggins expectantly.

“Not yet,” replied Wiggins. “As I mentioned before, I would like to agree on
some terms to avoid a future misunderstanding.”

“What are your terms?” asked Watson.

“Each of us has a wish.”

“Firstly, we expect apologies from Dr. Watson and Mrs. Hudson for calling us
street urchins.” said Lucifer firmly.

“In case you did not realize, we are all inspired by you, Mr. Holmes. Therefore,
we want deerstalker hats and magnifying glasses.” remarked Potbelly.

“Mr. Holmes, I would like to learn boxing and sword fighting from you.” said
Stinkyfeet.

“I want to learn chemistry from you. Also, I really like music, and therefore,
you must teach me to play the violin and take us to the opera house.” added
Cactus.

“Mrs. Hudson, Cactus and I want to learn cooking from you. In addition, on
Saturdays we would like to come in for scones, cakes, and hot cross buns.” said
Nutcracker.

“Of course! I would love to do so! Wait, does the skunk have to come in?”
asked Mrs. Hudson worriedly.

“We shall make the supreme sacrifice of leaving him outside. However, all the
other pets should be allowed to enter.

“Finally, we would like to spend a lot of time here on the days when there is a
dense peasouper fog.

“In return, we shall perform errands for you. For Mr. Holmes, we can purchase
tobacco and obtain information for you.

“Mr. Holmes, Dr. Watson, Mrs. Hudson, these are our terms, and they are not
negotiable. Do you all accept?” asked Wiggins.

“Taccept,” said Holmes.
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“Iaccept and I will apologise,” said Watson.

“I wholeheartedly accept,” said Mrs. Hudson.

At this, all the children ran into the home and leapt on the sofas and cushions.
They hugged Mrs. Hudson. Everyone was happy and satisfied.

“Now to business,” said Holmes.

“How can we help you?” asked Wiggins.

“Well, there is this esteemed gentleman called Lysander Stark...”

The End
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IT WAS A PLEASANT WEDNESDAY AFTERNOON, AND AS PART OF A
negotiated settlement, Sherlock Holmes had invited the Baker Street Irregulars over
for tea.

The group consisted of six children with their pets. The boys were Lucifer
Lazybonix (has a pet snail called Sherlock), Strangequark Stinkyfeet (has a pet
skunk called Sulphur), Potbelly Portunus (has a pet called Pluto the pig), and
Wiggins (has a pet called Pascal the parrot), while the girls were called Cactus Spike-
bottom (has a hedgehog called Honkytonk), and Nutcracker Nobrainix.

Lucifer and Stinkyfeet were comfortably seated. Potbelly and Wiggins flopped
into comfortable chairs. Nutcracker and Cactus bounced on the cushions,
laughing.

Honkytonk lounged lazily on the armchair, and Sherlock the snail crawled
slowly up Lucifer’s arms. Pascal the parrot was perched on the table. He ruffled his
beautiful feathers.

Stinkyfeet fired the initials “B.S.1.” into the wall, similar to what Holmes would
have done if he were bored.

“Watch out!” Holmes cried, as a knife flew over his head. It whizzed past
Cactus and lodged itself in the wall. Nutcracker threw an exasperated glance at
Stinkyfeet. He shrugged nonchalantly and reached for another knife.

“Stinky, please put that away,” Holmes said, with a stern edge to his voice.
“Enough play, ladies and gentlemen. It’s time to get to work.”

The children settled down immediately.

“Now,” Holmes said, putting his hands together. “Your mission is to help me
apprehend a very elusive criminal. His name is Colonel Lysander Stark.”

“Do we have to look for a stork, Mr. ’Olmes?” asked Lucifer.

Sherlock laughed as he explained. “No, Lucifer — let me tell you a story.”
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“Victor Hatherley was a young hydraulic engineer. He was commissioned to fix
a hydraulic press by Colonel Lysander Stark for 50 guineas. Hatherley discovered
that the press was being used to make counterfeit half crowns. He tried to escape,
but was attacked by Stark, who amputated his thumb using a butcher’s cleaver.
Hatherley came to me for help. However, by the time the police and I arrived at the
location of the press, the house was on fire and Stark had escaped. Dr Watson has
narrated this story as ‘The Adventure of the Engineer’s Thumb.”

Swandam Lane, London

In a dark, dingy, and dilapidated building, Lysander Stark sat gloomily on a box
of counterfeit coins, smoking a cigarette. His accomplice, Ferguson, paced up and
down the room nervously. They were forced to abandon the burning house in
Reading County, Berkshire, and had barely escaped from Scotland Yard and Sher-
lock Holmes.

“Stark, how do you feel about the house burning down?” Ferguson asked, as
Stark lit his fourth cigarette in one hour.

“Well, on the one hand, I am angry, indignant, and seething with rage. On the
other, I am dismayed and dejected.

“What about Hatherley, then?”

“I am angry that Hatherley managed to escape. However, I will grudgingly
admit that he was smart enough to figure out that the press was being used to
manufacture counterfeit half crowns. I’'m apprehensive and nervous that Hather-
ley, and more importantly the police, would try to pursue us.

“I am depressed because all our plans are foiled. I'm dejected because the house
and the hydraulic press were both destroyed. I'm despondent because all the time,
effort, and energy that we’ve devoted over many years all came to nought.”

“What options do we have at this point?”

“We tried to escape by ship, but the docks were teeming with bobbies. Now
we’re forced to stay in England. I feel trapped and helpless. We have a decision to
make. We can stay in hiding and leave England at an appropriate time. All our
counterfeit coins would go to waste. We have unfinished business with Hatherley.
We have unfinished business with Sherlock Holmes. I'd like to take revenge on
Hatherley and Holmes. I believe we should stay and continue our operations in
England. I do not want to waste all the counterfeit half crowns. What do you
think, Ferguson?”

“I couldn't agree more. Seven Dials is, after all, the biggest black market in
London!”

“Once we dispose of all these counterfeit coins, we could take the money and
return to Germany at an appropriate time.”

221B Baker Street

“Do you feel sad about failing to apprehend Lysander Stark, Mr. Holmes?”
asked Cactus.
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“Well, I mostly feel disappointed. While the house and the press burned down,
it is very possible that Lysander still has a stash of counterfeit coins and will attempt
to take revenge on Hatherley.”

“What do the police think about your failure?” Wiggins enquired.

“I could not care less about what the police perceive about my failure to appre-
hend Stark. It is as much their failure, as it is mine. However, I do admit that it will
have a negative impact on my career and reputation. Stark also might try to
continue his counterfeiting operations at a different location.” Holmes remarked.

“Oh, I know where most of the counterfeiting operations occur, Mr. Holmes!
They happen in Seven Dials, and Potbelly and I know Seven Dials like the back of
our hands!” blurted Stinkyfeet excitedly.

“What do you know about Seven Dials?” Watson challenged.

Potbelly Portunus launched into a lengthy diatribe.

“Seven Dials is just west of Covent Garden. It is in the vicinity of 221 B Baker
Street. It’s one of the chief black markets for fake coins and is only 2.5 miles from
here. The seven streets at Seven Dials are Great Earl Street, Little Earl Street, Great
White Lion Street, Little White Lion Street, Great St Andrew's Street, Little St
Andrew's Street and Queen Street. The plans for Seven Dials were laid out in 1693
by Thomas Neale. By adopting a star-shaped plan with seven radiating streets, he
dramatically increased the number of houses that could be built on the site.

“The famous Woodyard Brewery was started in 1740. There are several
tradesmen in Seven Dials including but not limited to ironmongers, woodcarvers,
butchers, watch repairers, and booksellers.

“The construction of the Sundial Pillar was a complex project. Neale chose Ed-
ward Pierce, the greatest carver of his generation, to build a sundial pillar at the
centre of the development, giving Seven Dials its name. The sundial pillar tells the
apparent solar time on six different faces, all of which tell the time accurately to
within ten seconds.”

Watson looked stunned. Holmes was smiling and had a twinkle in his eye.

“Why is counterfeiting so important?” Lucifer interjected.

“Let me explain.” said Wiggins. “Counterfeiting is a major criminal enterprise.
Clipping coins is not difficult and can be carried out by common people to make
profits illegally. It is easy to place the counterfeit coins in the middle of a stack of
authentic coins and circulate them. This is what happens in Seven Dials.”

Holmes’ face looked ponderous, as if connecting the incident that occurred a
week ago with all the new information, that the BSI was providing.

“The authorities consider this as a direct attack on the King and the monar-
chy.” Wiggins continued. “An individual found guilty of these crimes would be
hanged, because it is considered as treason and a capital offence. A large proportion
of all the trials held at London’s Central Criminal Court [the Old Bailey], are
related to counterfeit currency.”

The others in the room looked on in awe. The only other person besides
Wiggins who knew this much about coining was Cactus.

“Gentlemen, you might be on to something. As a matter of fact, I was at Seven
Dials last week. I purchased tobacco and received change in half crowns. I
suspected that some of the coins were counterfeit!” Holmes exclaimed.
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“We were right! We were right!” said Potbelly, as he clapped his hands in glee.

“Then let's find Stark and punch him in the face!” declared Stinkyfeet.

“Hold your horses! While we know that counterfeiting is going on, we do not
know that Stark is the one behind it.” said Nutcracker.

“You are all putting Scotland Yard to shame!” said Watson with thinly veiled
admiration.

“Well, now we could do two things, Mr. Holmes. Firstly, we can have experts
confirm that the coins are counterfeit. Second, Hatherley could verify that these
coins are similar to those that Stark was manufacturing.” said Cactus.

Holmes wore a broad grin on his face. “That's impressive,” he said.

“That's impressive! That's impressive!” screeched Pascal the parrot.

“Yummy!” exclaimed Lucifer, as Mrs. Hudson entered the room, bearing a tray
full of scones and jam.

“That,” Holmes continued, “is precisely what I did. Experts from the Royal
Mint confirmed that they are indeed counterfeit coins. Doctor Watson
approached Hatherley and confirmed that these coins were similar to those made
by Stark.”

“We have established that these are counterfeit coins being circulated by
Lysander Stark. However, we’re uncertain if Stark is physically in Seven Dials. He
might be elsewhere and operating through middlemen to circulate the coins at
Seven Dials,” Wiggins pointed out.

“Let's go find out if Stark is in Seven Dials!” proposed Lucifer. “What does he
look like, Mr. ’Olmes?”

“Stark is middle-aged. He is very tall, and gaunt. He has a cadaveric face, and a
long moustache.” Watson answered.

“Let's find him and punch him in the face!” said Stinkyfeet again.

“You will do nothing of that kind,” said Holmes. “He is armed and extremely
dangerous. You shall find him, and report to me. You will do nothing else.”

“Then let's get to work!” commanded Wiggins.

Lucifer stuffed his pocket with a scone, as they rushed out of the room.

“Is it time for my boxing lessons, Mr. Holmes?” queried Stinky. “Will you
teach me the left hook?”

“Very well, young lad. Let’s go.”

A week later, the group excitedly contacted Holmes and informed him that
they had located an individual who matched the description.

“That’s incredible!” said Watson.

“Let’s go nab him!” exclaimed Stinky.

“Patience, my dear Stinky.” responded Holmes.

“We do need to confirm that this individual is Stark. Hatherley is the only one
who has actually seen Lysander Stark.” said Nutcracker.

“We’ll have to take Hatherley in disguise to identify Stark.” said Cactus.

“Excellent idea!” exclaimed Holmes. “Watson, why don’t you take Hatherley in
disguise, along with Stinky and Potbelly to identify Stark? Take your revolver with
you.

Watson left for Seven Dials with Hatherley in disguise, Stinkyfeet and Potbelly.

Once the group had left for Seven Dials, Holmes lay on his couch smoking his
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pipe. He was deep in thought, as he contemplated when he would next visit the
opera to listen to Rolando de Lassus.

His thoughts were interrupted when the doorbell rang loudly. A moment later,
Mrs. Hudson ushered two officers in.

“Inspectors Lestrade and Gregson are here to see you,” she said.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Holmes,” said Lestrade and Gregson, as they puffed
their way up the last two steps and plonked into two armchairs.

“To what do I owe the pleasure of your company, Inspectors? How may I help
you?” inquired Holmes.

“It has come to our attention, Mr. Holmes, that London is now being flooded
with counterfeit coins. We think this is linked to what happened in Reading
County, Berkshire (The Adventure of the Engineer’s Thumb). As you know, coun-
terfeiting is a capital offence.” said Lestrade.

“As you are aware, you spectacularly failed to apprehend Lysander Stark,”
smirked Gregson.

“I must congratulate you,” remarked Holmes. “I presume that you are now
here to tell me that you apprehended the criminal.”

Gregson’s face flushed crimson red.

“What have you done to address this issue?” inquired Holmes.

“I have sent a large team to Reading County, Berkshire, to investigate.”
answered Lestrade.

“Once that strategy fails, I will take the team to Germany to find them.” said
Gregson smugly.

“Well, your systematic approach to solving this crime is commendable.” said
Holmes.

“We wanted to give you another opportunity to apprehend him.” said
Lestrade.

“I hope you do not fail a second time,” remarked Gregson.

“Gentlemen, I cannot thank you enough for the opportunity to deal with this.
I am eternally thankful to both of you. I shall investigate this issue. In the mean-
time, should you have any new information, do let me know,” indicated Holmes.
“Of course, when we do find him, we will need your invaluable help to apprehend
him, and I would be grateful, if on this occasion, you could arrive on time before
the house burns down and the criminals escape.” Holmes concluded.

Woodyard Brewery, Seven Dials:

“Do you remember what Stark looks like?” enquired Watson.

“Oh, yes. The image of his disgusting face has and will always be firmly
entrenched in my memory. There he is!” whispered Hatherly, excitedly.

“Are you sure? Where are your glasses?” asked Stinky.

“Do you not trust me? I am the only one who has seen him!”

“You,” whispered Potbelly, “have successfully identified the head of a horse,
mounted on the wall.”

“Okay. Let me get my glasses and try again.”
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The group reconvened at 221B Baker Street, after Hatherley eventually
confirmed that the individual was Stark. “We will now have to formulate an elabo-
rate plan to apprehend Stark, and execute it with teutonic efficiency,” said Holmes.

“So, let’s concoct a plan.” said Cactus.

“Firstly, who do we need for this plan to work?” Nutcracker asked.

“Watson armed with a gun, Scotland Yard, Wiggins, Stinky, Potbelly and I will
go to apprehend Stark.” Holmes replied.

“Why can we not just take Scotland Yard and arrest him?” asked Nutcracker.

“I think there are two reasons why that might not be practical,” said Holmes.
“In my experience, Scotland Yard tends to approach these encounters with all the
tact and finesse of a herd of buffalo. Stark would see them approaching a mile away.
He is too clever and far too cunning, and he would escape immediately.

“Secondly, he will be well protected at his hideout and will have escape plans in
place, if he senses that he is under threat.”

“What do we do then?” asked Nutcracker.

“We need to lure the target away from his lair.” stated Holmes.

“How do we do that?” asked Cactus.

“By using bait,” answered Holmes. “We would use Hatherley to lure him. Stark
will be livid with rage when he sees him. He would throw caution to the winds and
attack Hatherley. We would use this to our advantage. Of course, we would have to
protect Hatherley using Scotland Yard.”

“Are you sure about this strategy, Mr. Holmes?” asked Potbelly with a look of
uncertainty on his face.

“Why do you ask, laddie?”

“The last time we took him to identify Stark, he did not wear his glasses, and
positively identified a dead horse, as Stark. Hopefully, this time he won’t identify a
dead goat.” said Stinky.

The whole group burst out in laughter.

“A dead goat! A dead goat!” squawked the parrot.

“That sounds like a great idea!” exclaimed Nutcracker and Cactus.

Holmes invited Hatherley to 221B the next day.

“How are you, Hatherley?” asked Holmes.

“I am well, Mr. Holmes,” said Hatherley. “The scones and tea are delicious. I
am excited that we have located Stark. When are you going to apprehend him? I
want to see him in jail.”

“Well, it's a little complicated, Hatherley. We will need your help.” said
Holmes.

A suspicious look crept into Hatherley’s eyes. “What do I need to do now?” he
asked.

“We will find you a consulting office in Seven Dials.” said Holmes. “We expect
that Stark will find you and approach you, at which point we will arrest him.”

Hatherly spluttered as a half-eaten scone flew out of his mouth.

“No! No! Never!” cried Hatherley. “He will not approach me; he will attack
me. He amputated my thumb last time, and he will amputate my neck this time. I
will neither be the bait not the sacrificial lamb.”
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“I fully understand your concern,” remarked Holmes. “This time you will be
protected by Scotland Yard and myself. I assure you that you will be safe, and we
will apprehend him.”

“Let me think about this,” remarked Hatherley.

“You did not put a lot of thought, when you rushed off in the middle of the
night, to the middle of nowhere, with no protection,” said Holmes. “Obviously,
we will not force you, but this is the best strategy to apprehend Stark while keeping
you safe. I will also remind you, that one of the reasons Stark might be in Seven
Dials is to come after you. You might not want to take him out, but he will.”

“Oh, alright, alright,” said Hatherley reluctantly. “I will play along.”

“You’ll be fine, as long as you wear your glasses,” said Holmes with a sardonic
smile.

Hatherley grimaced.

The next day, an office at Seven Dials was rented with a sign saying “Victor
Hatherley: Consulting Hydraulic Engineer.”

Victor Hatherley sat in his office all day from 9:00 AM to 5:00 PM. In the back
office, sat two armed officers. If Stark appeared, the two officers would rush out,
and Hatherly would go into the back. Cactus, Nutcracker, and Lucifer took turns
aimlessly loitering around the premises. In actual fact, they were looking for signs
of Stark approaching the office. Nothing happened for four days. The girls were
bored.

“Crime detection is so boring,” remarked Nutcracker.

On the 5th day, they were joined by Stinky. Ferguson, Stark’s accomplice,
arrived on the 5th day. Stinky recognized him instantly. He noticed the reaction on
Ferguson's face, and the change in his demeanour, when he saw the sign. Stinkyfeet
alerted Hatherley, Holmes, and the officers.

Entrapment

Ferguson informed Stark about his discovery. As predicted, Stark flew into an
uncontrollable rage. He grabbed his cleaver and yelled, “I'm going to kill him! I'm
going to complete the job that remains unfinished!”

Ferguson restrained him and asked him to be patient. He indicated that this
might be a trap, and that they must execute the plan at an appropriate time. Stark
grunted and agreed with great reluctance. In the afternoon, the two officers were
joined by Holmes, Watson, Stinkyfeet, Potbelly, Wiggins, and two more officers.

At 5:00 PM, the officers left. This was noticed by Ferguson, who triumphantly
informed Stark that Hatherley had no protection. They decided to attack later that
night.

# By now, the BSI were bored. Holmes reminded them to be patient. By 10 p.m.,
the BSI, Hatherley, Holmes, Watson, Lestrade, and Gregson were the only ones
remaining.

It was dark and quiet. There was tension in the air. Stinkyfeet was restless and
was pacing the room, practicing his left hooks in the air. Potbelly was falling asleep.
He wanted to go home and have dinner. Hatherly was scared and wanted to go
home.
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At 10 p.m., they heard footsteps approaching. Hatherley froze in fear.
Stinkyfeet was excited. He nudged Potbelly in the ribs to wake him up. The glass
window shattered, and a tall figure rushed into the office. Stark yelled, “This cleaver
has unfinished business. It has come here to finish its work!”

Hatherley collapsed on the floor, unconscious. Potbelly dragged him into the
back room.

In the pitch-black darkness of the room, Lestrade and Gregson pounced on
Stark. The cleaver flew out of his hand and embedded itself in the far wall. Stark
recovered quickly and knocked Gregson to the floor. A scuffle ensued. Stinkyfeet
entered the fray and delivered a left hook, which snapped Stark’s head backwards.
Potbelly now pounced on him, and they crashed in a heap on floor. Watson
brought out his gun and Lestrade handcuffed Stark.

Stark and Ferguson were escorted to jail. The rest of them made their way to
Stark’s hideout, where they found several boxes of counterfeit half crowns. At this
point, Hatherley woke up and asked what happened.

“Everything is fine,” remarked Holmes. “You are safe, and Stark has been
arrested.”

“I would like to congratulate and applaud you for your tremendous contribu-
tion in apprehending Stark,” remarked Gregson.

“Why, thank you officer,” retorted Hatherley. “After all, neither of your
thumbs have met the business end of a butcher’s cleaver!”

The BSI assembled at 221B Baker Street triumphantly.

“I delivered the left hook!” declared Stinkyfeet.

“Our plan was brilliant!” remarked Cactus and Nutcracker.

“I crushed Stark!” cried Potbelly.

Wiggins and Lucifer beamed with pride.

“All of that is true,” remarked Holmes. “We could not have solved this crime
without all of you. You were integral to solving this crime. You have eclipsed Scot-
land Yard, by a country mile.”

“And that calls for croissants, muffins, and hot cross buns!” beamed Mrs.
Hudson. “I'am proud of all of you.”

“We are geniuses!” cried the children in unison.

“We are geniuses!” repeated Pascal. Honkytonk snoozed comfortably on the
couch, with Sherlock the snail perched on his head.

There was a brief interruption as Lestrade and Gregson arrived.

“I have successfully managed to apprehend Stark!” remarked Gregson.

Lestrade had six medals for the BSI. Each of them also received two half
crowns.

“Are these counterfeits?” asked Lucifer, as Lestrade went red in the face.

“They are authentic half crowns,” confirmed Lestrade. “You all deserve it. Scot-
land Yard would like to thank you for your help.”

“The children solved the case, not you, Holmes,” remarked Gregson as the two
officers exited the room.

“We are nurturing the next generation of detectives, Gregson.” Holmes
retorted. “After all, there has to be at least a few competent people left when the
next generation of Scotland Yarders start leaving crimes unsolved.”
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Gregson grimaced.

Holmes smiled, with an enigmatic look on his face as he basked in the satisfac-
tion of a job well done, and the restlessness and boredom that came with having
nothing to do in the future.

The End



ON THE STREET WHERE I L1VE

BoB SHARFMAN BSI

“YOoU WANT WHAT?? INFORMATION ABOUT BAKER STREET? ARE YOU
kidding me?”

So began my interview with Tim Casey' Constable on Patrol (COP for short)?
in Sir Robert Peel’s police force (Bobbie for short)? Casy had been on this beat for a
quarter-century and did, as it turned out, know Victorian Baker Street—mainly
the people he saw. This is his story:

“First there is that bank, Bolton Building Society was the name. The Leigh
family owned it. Next to the bank was 221, where a very peculiar chap lived—he
later had a roommate you know, a medical man or something like it. He enjoyed a
wee dram of brandy now and then. But the people were the real story. What a
motley bunch. After the tenant—Holmes was the name—brought this man to
look over the flat, and then became roommates (STUD) a bunch of really different
people started showing up.

First a suspected drug dealer—a Fairly Good Dispenser—showed up (SIGN)
and a few days later® a tall guy, over six feet and one-half, who is well dressed goes
up to see Holmes (SCAN) and then the other guy who I believe was sick or some-
thing. I never knew his name. He would limp sometimes and sometimes complain
of the pain in his shoulder.

A little later a florid red-faced man with red hair shows up (REDH). He didn’t
look too smart. But then this woman shows up with a fur boa and a large feather in
her rather oversized hat visits the flat (IDEN).

Of course, some were refined blokes like the young man with the waterproof
and umbrella (FIVE) and my friend Peterman, the Commissionaire, a real tough,
but nice, guy (BLUE). But then, a fortnight later, a very distressed young girl
(SPEC) and a man—maybe drunk—shows up with his hand wrapped in a towel or
something like it, and it was all soaked with blood! (ENGR)

1 did not like the looks of that man who told me he was a doctor and carried a
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much battered walking stick. A real pain in the neck (and elsewhere). He looked
like the type who would try to get a free trip around the world if he could!
(HOUN)

And much later an excited young man who looked like the solicitor type—he
had flaxen hair—shows up (NORW) followed soon after by a Hansom Cab with a
worried, depressed man with a lined forehead goes up to see—I don’t know which.
(DANC)

All this plus that ragged bunch of street Arabs—or urchins as you call them
today—led by that rascal Wiggins. Those lads looked funny—if you get my
meaning (STUD-SIGN)—but no better people ever walked on Baker Street than
those boys. The Baker Street Irregulars was the name Mr. Holmes gave them. They
go everywhere and see everything!

Of course, Mrs. Hudson: I called her Martha as we became friends and no
more patient a human ever lived. I understand Holmes and Watson were quite
untidy.

And one more thing. You see I not only see but observe. A few blokes have
gone in that door, but have never reappeared! Yes, in but not out. There was an old
bookseller (EMPT), a common laborer (BERYL), an opium addict (TWIS) and a
few others. Pretty strange if you ask me.

There must be another entrance or exit that I don’t know about. Maybe you
can help me in this matter. I am too embarrassed to ask as I should know about all
the entrances and exits. Help me if you can.

Oh, there were more, but let’s just say a day walking the beat on Baker Street
was better than a day at the circus.”

What a bunch of characters.* I had to respond.

“What a great bunch indeed!”

1. Tim Casy patrolled the intersection of LaSalle Drive and Adams Street
in Chicago for over 20 years and often spent his coffee break in the law
offices of Gomberg and Sharfman, Ltd. To Casy’s memory this paper is
dedicated.

2. Soside of Chicago grammar.

3. Chronologists read no further. You will NOT agree with this timing,
or whatever you call what you do.

4. Does not include Steve Pirie (3GAR) or various kings and princes

(SCAN; ILLU).

The End



THE CURIOUS INCIDENT OF THE
HOWLING DOG ON BAKER STREET

L1ESE 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 flow-
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 fine 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 different 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 off 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
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there’s any Schnauzer in him, but he does have that air about him—confident and
aggressive. Not one I would approach without caution.”

For the past week, the two had noticed a subtle shift in the air. The first 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 floor. And now zhe 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 find 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 flurry 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
adog 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 sniffing at every scent you find.”

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 off
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 sniffed 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 sacrifice 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, puffing away at their cigarettes and
glancing at the window across the street.

Unfortunately, as soon as he finished, another tug pulled him out of range. The
last word he heard was “air.” All the way back to the house, he sniffed at the air,
seeking to detect something different, but he could distinguish nothing beyond the
usual scents.

“You coming down with a cold?” Millie asked after the fifth sniffle. “I'll have
Cook make you some pepper tea.”

He raised his head at that threat. The last time theyd 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
sacrifice on his part in their efforts 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 ruffled slightly, a sure sign his annoyance was rising. Ezra
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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 find 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 flipped 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 find 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 fight 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 off 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 fight it? Cyril should get a treatment just for giving that advice.

Once Cook decided the dose was sufficient, 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.”

“T’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 effort, he rasped out, “What do you
suppose it means? Leaving him alone like that?”

The cat flicked his tail lazily from side to side, his eyes fixed 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 fitful
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 finally fell into a deep, relaxed sleep.

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

“Ezra.”

His stomach finally 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 off the weight now clinging to him.

Cyril yowled when he flew to the floor. The two faced each other nose-to-nose.

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

The cat took on an offended 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 70re 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 s 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 shuffling, 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 muflled 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...fiend...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 effort, 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 confident
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
difficulty 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 figure 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 figure 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
Ieverdo.”

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 efforts 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 scruff of his neck and flung him to the pavement.



174 L1IESE SHERWOOD-FABRE, PHD, BSI

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 figure 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



THE BAKER STREET
NEIGHBORHOOD

DR. Jim WEBB, BSI

IT 1S 1894, AND THE PLACE IS BAKER STREET. NESTLED IN LONDON’S
Marylebone district, it is a neighborhood known for its relatively affluent residents
and proximity to Regent’s Park. The street is a bustling thoroughfare, busy with
the daily life of Victorian London. The air is filled with the clatter of horse-drawn
carriages, the occasional rattle of an omnibus, and the steady hum of foot traffic.

The buildings lining Baker Street are predominantly Georgian townhouses,
their facades a mix of red and brown brick interspersed with stone trim. The archi-
tecture is uniform, with tall, narrow structures that stand shoulder to shoulder,
giving the street a somewhat imposing yet orderly appearance. Each townhouse has
a small garden in front, bordered by wrought iron railings, with a few steps leading
up to the front door. The street is paved with cobblestones, which, while charm-
ing, contribute to the noise as carriage wheels and horses’ hooves echo through
the air.

Of particular interest is 221B Baker Street. The exterior is understated, almost
blending into the row of similar townhouses. The black front door, with its brass
knocker shaped like a lion’s head, is well-polished but shows signs of wear. Above
the door, the address “221B” is neatly displayed, and a modest brass plaque indi-
cates that this is the residence of Sherlock Holmes, the “Consulting Detective.” But
is it still?

Heavy curtains often partially obscured the first-floor sitting room's tall sash-
style windows. These windows are critical to the room’s atmosphere, letting in just
enough light to illuminate Holmes’s work without compromising the sense of
mystery that permeates the space. In the evening, the flickering glow of gas lamps
outside casts moving shadows across the panes, adding to the room’s enigmatic
ambiance.

As you step through the front door of 221B Baker Street, you enter a narrow
hallway with a polished wooden floor. The air is usually tinged with the scent of
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pipe tobacco and the faint mustiness of old books. While the mustiness is there, the
smell of pipe tobacco is long gone. The hallway is dimly lit, with only a small oil
lamp providing a warm, golden glow. A steep staircase leads up to the first floor, its
banister smooth from years of use.

The first-floor sitting room was traditionally the heart of Sherlock Holmes’s
operations. It is spacious yet intimate, where countless mysteries have been unrav-
eled. The high ceiling is adorned with a simple, ornate plaster design, from which a
single gas chandelier hangs, casting a soft light over the room.

The walls are lined with dark wood paneling and covered in deep green wallpa-
per, giving the room a cozy yet somewhat somber feel. Large, overflowing book-
shelves occupy much of the wall space, crammed with volumes on an eclectic range
of subjects—chemistry, law, botany, and obscure monographs on criminal behav-
ior. Holmes’s collection of books reflects his wide-ranging intellect and the exten-
sive research he conducted for his cases.

The furniture in the sitting room is a mix of practicality and comfort. A large,
worn Persian rug covers the floor, its intricate patterns now somewhat faded with
age. Two armchairs, one of which is particularly well-used and considered
Holmes’s favorite, are positioned near the fireplace, their leather upholstery cracked
and aged. A wooden table stands at the center of the room, its surface cluttered
with papers, maps, chemical apparatus, and the occasional eccentric object—a
deerstalker hat, a magnifying glass, or a stack of unanswered correspondence.

The fireplace is quiet, abandoning the room to London’s frequent damp and
chilly days. The mantel above it is crowded with oddities: a violin case, a pipe rack,
a tobacco pouch, and a collection of small, labeled jars containing various chemical
compounds or forensic evidence. This cluttered mantelpiece reflects Holmes’s
methodical chaos—a system only he truly understood.

The room also features several personal touches that reveal more about its
former occupant. A violin rests in one corner, indicating Holmes’s penchant for
music, often played during moments of contemplation. Nearby, a chemical work-
bench is set up with beakers, test tubes, and burners, where Holmes conducts
experiments related to his investigations. The smell of chemicals occasionally
mingles with the tobacco smoke, adding another layer to the room’s distinctive
atmosphere.

Holmes’s former bedroom is a modest affair, located on the second floor,
directly above the sitting room. It is sparsely furnished, with a simple bed, a small
wardrobe, and a nightstand. The practical room reflects Holmes’s lack of interest
in personal luxury. A window looks out onto the rear of the house, offering a view
of the small garden below. The room is typically tidy, with only a few personal
effects visible—a few more books, a shaving kit long unused, and perhaps a photo-
graph or two. However, these are rarely mentioned, adding to Holmes’s air of
mystery.

Dr. John Watson, Holmes’s loyal friend and chronicler, occupied a similarly
modest bedroom in the same house. This room reflects his more grounded and
organized nature. Watson’s room was neater, with medical textbooks and a few
personal mementos from his time in the military. Now, it is mostly bare.

The neighborhood surrounding Baker Street is a lively mix of residential and
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commercial activity. The ground floors of many buildings house small shops—
booksellers, tobacconists, tailors, and grocers—catering to the needs of the local
residents. On the corners, newsstands offer the latest editions of London’s newspa-
pers, where headlines scream of political intrigue, social scandals, and, in days gone
by, the exploits of Sherlock Holmes himself.

The streets are well-maintained, with gas lamps placed at regular intervals, their
soft glow cutting through the often foggy London evenings. The fog, a common
occurrence in the city, adds to the overall atmosphere of Baker Street, muffling
sounds and giving the area a mysterious, almost ghostly quality. The cobblestones
are often damp from the frequent rain, creating puddles that reflect the lights from
shop windows and passing carriages.

The people of Baker Street are a diverse group, typical of London’s melting
pot. You would see well-dressed gentlemen in top hats and morning coats briskly
walking to appointments and ladies in elaborate dresses accompanied by maids or
coachmen. There are also street vendors selling hot chestnuts, boys hawking news-
papers, and the occasional beggar or street urchin, adding to the dynamic tapestry
of life in this part of the city.

The atmosphere of Baker Street in 1894 is one of contrasts—between the ordi-
nary and the extraordinary, the mundane and the mysterious. On the surface, it
appears to be a typical, well-to-do London street, yet the former presence of Sher-
lock Holmes imbued it with an aura of intrigue. The street is steeped in the fog and
shadows of Victorian London, where secrets lurk behind every corner and where
the line between the respectable and the criminal is often blurred.

Neighbors still recall the sense of anticipation in the air, as if something
remarkable could happen at any moment—an unusual visitor arriving at 221B, a
sudden rush of activity as Holmes and Watson dash off in pursuit of a suspect, or
the arrival of Inspector Lestrade from Scotland Yard, seeking Holmes’s assistance
on a particularly perplexing case.

In this setting, Baker Street becomes more than just a location; it is a character
in its own right, integral to the stories that unfold within its bounds. The street,
with its mix of routine and suspense, mirrors the dual nature of Holmes himself—
brilliantly analytical yet deeply enigmatic.

Approaching 221B Baker Street with the intent to do harm to Sherlock
Holmes in 1891 would require a mixture of caution, cunning, and knowledge of
the surroundings. Given Holmes’s reputation and keen observational skills, anyone
with malicious intent would need to be extraordinarily careful to avoid detection
or suspicion.

A person intent on tracking Holmes would likely start with careful surveillance
of 221B Baker Street. They would spend days, or even weeks, observing the
comings and goings at the address. This could involve blending into the daily
bustle of Baker Street, perhaps posing as a street vendor, a passerby, or a customer
of one of the nearby shops. They would note the routines of Holmes and Dr.
Watson—when they leave the house, when they return, and whether there are
regular visitors.

This individual might also observe the patterns of the neighborhood, noting
when the street is most crowded and when it is quieter. Early mornings and late
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evenings could be preferred times for closer observation, as the streets would be less
busy, allowing for more focused surveillance without drawing attention.

Given Holmes’s legendary powers of observation, any direct approach to 221B
would require a disguise. The person might adopt a disguise that would allow
them to blend in with the local population—perhaps as a delivery person, a
messenger, or even as a beggar. The disguise would need to be meticulously
prepared to avoid any detail that could give away the true intent. This could
include wearing clothes that are slightly worn, suitable for the assumed role, and
adopting mannerisms or speech patterns that align with the character being
portrayed.

A more sophisticated adversary might use a series of disguises, changing their
appearance and role with each visit to avoid being noticed as a regular presence in
the area. This approach would require skill and experience in deception, as any
inconsistency could alert Holmes to the danger.

The individual would need to scout the exterior of 221B Baker Street to iden-
tify potential vulnerabilities. This could involve examining the entrance, noting
whether the door is usually locked, whether there are any windows that could be
easily accessed, or if there are times when the house is unoccupied.

They might also observe whether any deliveries are made to the address and
consider whether there could be an opportunity to exploit such a situation. For
example, they could attempt to intercept a delivery and replace it with something
harmful, such as a letter laced with poison, or an explosive device hidden in a
package.

If the person identified a routine or pattern, they might attempt to exploit it.
For instance, if Holmes or Watson regularly receives visitors, the individual might
attempt to intercept one of these visitors and take their place, using the opportu-
nity to get close to Holmes. Alternatively, they might wait until Holmes is known
to be out of the house and then break in, either to set a trap or to search for some-
thing that could be used against him.

Another tactic could involve creating a diversion. The individual might arrange
for some kind of disturbance nearby—perhaps a minor fire or a staged altercation
—that would draw attention away from 221B Baker Street, allowing them to
approach more easily under the cover of chaos.

If the person decided to take a more direct approach, they might choose a time
when Holmes is known to be alone or when Dr. Watson is out. They could then
knock on the door under the pretense of seeking Holmes’s services, perhaps using a
fabricated case to gain entry. Once inside, they must act quickly before Holmes
could realize their true intent.

Given Holmes’s analytical mind, however, the adversary would have to be
prepared for the possibility that Holmes might see through any ruse almost imme-
diately. They would need a contingency plan—perhaps a concealed weapon or a
quick escape route.

Another possibility would be to set a trap for Holmes outside of 221B.
Knowing that Holmes often leaves the house to investigate cases, the adversary
might lay in wait at a location Holmes is known to frequent—perhaps near Scot-
land Yard, a favored tobacconist, or a known associate’s residence. This approach
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would involve ambushing Holmes in a place where he might be less on guard than
in the familiar surroundings of his own home.

If the person intending to harm Holmes were connected to the criminal under-
world, they might enlist the help of local criminals or street urchins to assist in their
plan. These individuals could serve as lookouts or provide local knowledge that
could aid in the operation. However, this would also increase the risk, as more
people involved would mean a greater chance of the plan being exposed.

Despite all these preparations, anyone approaching 221B Baker Street with ill
intent would be at a significant disadvantage. Holmes’s sharp intellect and aware-
ness, coupled with the protective presence of Dr. Watson, who is both a skilled
doctor and a former army officer, make the house a formidable challenge for any
would-be attacker. Additionally, Holmes has a network of informants and street
children, known as the Baker Street Irregulars, who keep him informed of unusual
activities in the area. Any suspicious behavior near 221B could quickly come to
Holmes’s attention, turning the hunter into the hunted.

Ultimately, while it is possible to imagine various strategies for approaching
221B Baker Street with harmful intent, the individual would need to be extraordi-
narily clever, resourceful, and prepared to face one of the sharpest minds in
London.

But all of this intrigue with the intent to do harm to Holmes and Watson was
in 1891. It is now 1894 and Sherlock Holmes has not been seen since 1891. Yet,
there are still signs and the occasional feeling that people are keeping a close eye on
221B Baker Street. It seems unlikely that there are nefarious people who mean to
do harm to Sherlock Holmes after all these years. After all, nobody has seen him.
Nobody knows if he is still alive. So why bother?

One major source of intrigue was the empty house, which remained empty
after all of these years since Holmes went unexpectedly missing. Neighbors noted
that there seemed to be some activity in the empty house. That, combined with
rather unusual characters frequenting Baker Street and pausing in front of 221B
for abnormal lengths of time, raised more than a few eyebrows. What could be the
possible reason for this unusual activity?

Two Interesting Neighbors in 1894

Professor Cornelius Farnsworth is a retired academic from the University of
London, where he was a professor of archaeology. Now in his late 60s, Farnsworth
is a tall, thin man with a shock of white hair and a pronounced stoop from years of
bending over ancient texts and artifacts. He is always impeccably dressed, favoring
tweed suits and a monocle, which he uses to examine anything of interest.
Farnsworth is a man of routine and precision, known for his meticulous
nature. He is deeply curious, which often leads him to pry into the affairs of those
around him, though he does so under the guise of scholarly interest. His home is
filled with relics from his travels—ancient pottery, old maps, and various oddities
that would fascinate anyone with a taste for history. His study, overlooking the
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empty house, is cluttered with books and manuscripts, and he is often seen peering
out of his window, observing the comings and goings on the street below.

Farnsworth had a complicated relationship with Sherlock Holmes. On the one
hand, he respects Holmes’s intellect and occasionally seeks his opinion on matters
related to ancient codes or obscure historical references. On the other hand,
Farnsworth is slightly envious of Holmes’s fame and tends to be a bit patronizing,
considering himself the superior intellect due to his academic background.
Holmes, for his part, finds Farnsworth’s curiosity both useful and slightly annoy-
ing. Despite this, the two men have a grudging respect for each other.

Professor Farnsworth could become involved in a case that draws on his knowl-
edge of ancient artifacts or historical mysteries. His proximity to the empty house
makes him a potential witness to any strange activities, though his scholarly eccen-
tricities might cloud his interpretation of events.

Mis. Beatrice Kensington is a widow in her early 50s, known throughout Baker
Street for her sharp wit and sharper tongue. She is a petite woman with graying
hair, usually worn in a tight bun, and a preference for dark, somber clothing that
reflects her widowhood. Despite her stern appearance, she is a vibrant character,
always engaged in the latest gossip, and very much the matriarch of her household,
which includes two adult daughters.

Mrs. Kensington is an astute observer of human behavior and has a keen sense
of the social dynamics of Baker Street. She is often the first to know when some-
thing unusual occurs in the neighborhood, thanks to her network of connections
and her frequent chats with the local shopkeepers and maids. While she can be
overbearing and meddlesome, she is also deeply caring, especially toward her
daughters and close friends.

Mirs. Kensington has a complex relationship with Sherlock Holmes. She viewed
him with a mix of suspicion and admiration, recognizing his brilliance but disap-
proving of his unconventional methods and the strange visitors he attracts. Despite
this, she often finds herself inadvertently helping Holmes by passing along tidbits
of information she picks up in her daily interactions. Holmes, in turn, sees her as a
useful, though unintentional, informant and occasionally humors her by listening
to her theories about the latest scandal.

Mrs. Kensington could play a crucial role in a case involving social intrigue or
blackmail, where her knowledge of local secrets becomes invaluable. Her proximity
to the empty house also makes her a potential witness, though her tendency to
embellish stories could complicate Holmes’s investigations.

Professor Farnsworth and Mrs. Kensington are aware of each other, but their
relationship is one of polite distance. Farnsworth considers Mrs. Kensington’s
gossiping beneath him, while Mrs. Kensington finds Farnsworth’s aloofness and
academic pretensions tiresome. They occasionally exchange pleasantries but largely
keep to their own affairs. However, the mysterious nature of the empty house
between them is a common subject of interest, with both speculating on its
significance.

The empty house was situated between two distinct personalities and became a
focal point of curiosity. Both neighbors watch it closely for different reasons—
Farnsworth out of intellectual curiosity and a desire to unravel its mystery, and



THE BAKER STREET NEIGHBORHOOD 181

Mrs. Kensington out of concern for the safety and respectability of the neighbor-
hood. Any activity in or around the empty house was quickly noted and inter-
preted through their respective lenses, often leading to differing conclusions about
what was happening.

Professor Cornelius Farnsworth and Mrs. Beatrice Kensington are two charac-
ters who add depth to Baker Street's setting. Their contrasting personalities and
interactions with Sherlock Holmes over the years provided additional layers to the
narrative, while their proximity to the empty house ensures they play a role in any
unfolding mysteries.

As an old book collector approached 221B Baker Street, both Mrs. Beatrice
Kensington and Professor Cornelius Farnsworth observed the scene from their
respective vantage points, each interpreting the event through their unique
perspectives.

From her parlor window, partially hidden behind the lace curtains, Mrs. Kens-
ington watches the old book collector with a mixture of curiosity and suspicion.
The collector is a shabby, elderly man with a stooped posture, dressed in a thread-
bare coat and carrying a large, worn satchel slung over his shoulder, filled with what
appear to be dusty old books.

Mrs. Kensington’s sharp eyes narrow as she scrutinizes the man’s every move.
She notices the way he glances around nervously before approaching 221B Baker
Street. To her, the man’s behavior seems out of place—too furtive for someone
merely selling books. She instantly assumes the worst, imagining that he might be a
con artist or, worse, someone with some unsavory motive.

Her thoughts race as she considers the implications. “What sort of trouble is
this poor, kind woman being dragged into now?” she muses, feeling a pang of
concern for Mrs. Hudson, whom she respects as a person of good character. Her
mind begins to spin possible scenarios, each more dramatic than the last. “Could
this man be one of those dreadful anarchists or a spy? And right here on our very
street!”

Ms. Kensington mentally prepares to step in, if necessary, to defend the neigh-
borhood’s reputation—or at least to spread the word about this suspicious
encounter at the earliest opportunity. She leans closer to the window, her lips
pursed, ready to dash off to the nearest shop to share what she’s seen should
anything untoward occur.

As the old book collector approaches the door to 221B Baker Street,
Farnsworth adjusts his monocle and leans forward in his chair, intrigued by the
sight of the satchel bursting with ancient tomes. His well-trained eye quickly
assesses the man—his age, the peculiarities of his gait, and the manner in which he
handles the books. Farnsworth is particularly interested in the contents of the
satchel, speculating on what rare volumes or manuscripts might be hidden within.

“An antiquarian, no doubt,” Farnsworth murmurs to himself, his mind racing
through the possibilities. “But why approach that address? Curious indeed... unless
there is something specific this man seeks, something Mrs. Hudson alone might
possess or know.”

Farnsworth’s thoughts drift to the potential significance of the encounter.
Could it be that the book collector holds information related to one of old
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Holmes’s cases? Perhaps a rare manuscript that contains clues to an unsolved
mystery? Or could it be that the collector himself is part of a larger puzzle, a key
player in a game of intellectual cat and mouse?

Farnsworth continues to watch with keen interest, making mental notes to
discuss the encounter with others later. Unlike Mrs. Kensington, who sees poten-
tial scandal, Farnsworth sees the possibility of discovery and knowledge, and he
eagerly anticipates what might unfold next.

The time is 2:00 oclock. Mrs. Hudson screams in hysterics. Mrs. Kensington
and Professor Farnsworth rush across the street to check on their neighbor. Mrs.
Hudson opens the door. She insists that she had a bit of a scare but that everything
is perfectly fine now. There is no cause for alarm.

Afterward, from his study in the house adjacent to the empty one, Professor
Farnsworth observes the scene with detached intellectual curiosity. Unlike Mrs.
Kensington, who views the event through a lens of social propriety and concern,
Farnsworth sees it as a potential moment of intrigue and scholarly interest.

While Mrs. Kensington is poised to take action out of concern and a desire to
protect her community, Farnsworth is content to observe, analyze, and theorize. To
Mrs. Kensington, the old book collector is a potential threat to the peace and
respectability of Baker Street, while to Farnsworth, he is a potential source of new
knowledge or an interesting diversion from his usual scholarly pursuits.

Both neighbors, however, are united in their fascination with the encounter,
each watching intently, albeit for very different reasons, as the old book collector
remains within the confines of 221B Baker Street.

Eventually, the old book collector left 221B Baker Street, with Mrs. Hudson
closing the door behind him. He heads in the direction of Kensington Gardens.
There, he had an appointment to keep with an old friend who had moved his
practice.

The End



I’'D THROW THE BOOK AT HiM

JANICE L. WEINER

I HAVE A LITTLE BOOKSHOP ON BAKER STREET. I INHERITED IT AND
the building it is in from my father and take care of both myself. My husband died
some years ago and I do not expect to marry again. I have my freedom and a living
and am satisfied. My bookshop is across from 221B, though not directly. While I
have many customers, I seem to have more when my near neighbor, Sherlock
Holmes, has visitors. Every time when, during the day, a carriage appears before his
door a few more folk enter my shop. They stand by the door watching to see who
leaves the carriage to enter his home. Few of those who come to see Mr. Holmes are
recognized at the time, but speculations abound. Since this curiosity is often good
for my business, especially as I can point customers to Dr. Watson’s books and the
William Clark Russell sea novels he likes to read, I sometimes ask a well-thought-
out question to prolong the discussions. Everyone thought we could find our
answers through Mrs. Hudson, Mr. Holmes’s landlady, but she is discreet about
what Mr. Holmes does and who he sees. There was the time, though, when we
heard gunshots in the building. One of the deliverymen found out the detective
had shot a V and R into one apartment wall. We do wonder from time to time why
Mrs. Hudson keeps him as a tenant. It’s not our business, but Mr. Holmes does
provide us with much entertainment in our mostly quiet lives.

Once someone thought they recognized Lord Bellinger, ex-Premier of Britain,
enter the investigator’s home, but, as usual, it was much later, through the doctor’s
tales, that we found out what happened. There have been a number of ladies who
appeared on Mr. Holmes’s doorstep, some who were quite attractive and, still, we
only had few facts to discuss. I heard, from those who had more sources of infor-
mation, that a Mary Morstan visited Mr. Holmes. A treasure was talked about, but
no one seemed to know the full story of Miss Morstan, at least at first. We, I and
many customers, did find out that Dr. Watson married this Mary Morstan and Mr.
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Holmes was left to himself. This didn’t lessen the number of people who visited
him. Or Mr. Holmes’s departures for some destination. It is rather quiet on the
street when he is not in residence. No policemen or detectives, obvious by their
deportment, dashing up the stairs. Often Mr. Holmes leaves with them and we
speculate on what crime he has been asked to consult upon. That people,
policemen or not, come to Mr. Holmes in all seasons and weather shows us that he
is a premier investigator and worth all his fees. Certainly, he must charge a good
amount for investigations, regardless of what Dr. Watson sometimes says about
him not charging for his services. Business is business, certainly for me.

I live above my shop and often I hear carriages come down the street in the
night and stop at Mr. Holmes’s door. I do not sleep well and often sit up a bit
before trying to sleep again. I can see out onto the street, though the streetlights are
not very bright. One night a brougham, pulled by a pair of expensive horses (I do
know my horses, but that’s another story), let off a large man covered by a mask.
He was dressed quite richly, as far as I could tell. Who comes by night for a meeting
with the detective, I thought. Someone with money. Mr. Holmes was likely to
profit from this investigation. This led to another departure from their rooms for
the detective and Dr. Watson. A day or so later, in the evening, I was idly glancing
out my window. I saw an unusual occurrence. Mr. Holmes, in a disguise as some
sort of clergyman, and Dr. Watson were about to enter their door when a young-
looking man came by and said something to them. Mr. Holmes stared after the
person, but they entered the building and I was left to ponder the exchange. Some-
thing about the youth made me think he might not be a he, but a she. I, in my own
youth, rode astride horses and so wore breeches. Something about how the person
walked made me think of how I walked in those breeches, but, again, I didn’t find
out who the person was until later on. Nor did I find out why Mr. Holmes was in
disguise until Dr. Watson published his account of the investigation. A great source
of entertainment is seeing some odd person enter his home. Often, we later find
out it was Mr. Holmes in a disguise or we all somehow know it is he in disguise at
the time. What fun to guess who is visiting Mr. Holmes or if the visitor is he
himself. We often mention he would make a fine actor.

There were people who hesitated about knocking on his door. They caused
much speculation about their problems. They paced the street or leaned against a
lamppost. One woman, with a bright red feather on a gaudy, broad-brimmed hat,
dithered some and then strode to his door and rang the bell. We found out she was
fooled by her step-father in a rather unpleasant situation. Another man with hair
bright as a fire and a stocky 2 figure came to see Holmes. An odd visitor to be sure.
And, then we found out about him and the deceptive Red- Headed League. What
a fool too was this man! A familiar visitor was the commissionaire, Mr. Peterson,
attendant at a nearby hotel, who showed up on Christmas Day with a goose and, it
appeared, an old hat. It was more intriguing when later on Mr. Peterson rushed up
to Mr. Holmes’ door to demand entry. That must have been an interesting devel-
opment in a mystery, if that was it was. Again, I found out later it was such a fasci-
nating case. I have checked over every goose I have bought myself ever since reading
the tale.

One rather large irate man practically knocked down Mr. Holmes’s door and
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was seen pounding up the stairs to his rooms. Not too long after, the man came
pounding back down the steps and strode angrily down the street. My customers
and I decided he came to chastise Mr. Holmes for some offence. It must have been
a severe transgression for the man to be so angry. It led to another trip somewhere
for Mr. Holmes and Dr. Watson. And, another fascinating case. Another
intriguing entrance was when Dr. Watson came with a man who had his hand
bandaged and they quickly ascended to see the detective. Again, Mr. Holmes and
Dr. Watson, with the injured man, left to go somewhere. What a story that was
when it came to light!

The most perplexing visitors are a number of dirty, young lads who often come
at odd hours. They troop noisily up the stairs and usually come back down talking
in low tones. Often the boys split off to run in different directions. They somehow
gather information for Mr. Holmes, but no one can understand what they actually
do. Who would talk to such street urchins? Dr. Watson says they have helped with
many cases, but we can’t believe no one notices the boys. We certainly do as they
come around in their disheveled garments.

There was a time when we lost our neighbor. Mr. Holmes had died at a place in
Switzerland, Reichenbach Falls we found out later. However, no one, at the time,
understood why Mrs. Hudson didn’t relet the rooms since Dr. Watson was living
elsewhere. The rooms were unoccupied for three years. It was a very sad time for
me and my customers. He was larger than life, so was greatly missed. We had a
joyous time when we found out Mr. Holmes hadn’t died and came back home to
Baker Street. You can imagine how many copies of Dr. Watson’s tales I sold when
he related Mr. Holmes’s disappearance and then return to life. But I have said Mr.
Holmes is good for my business, as cold as that might sound.

Mr. Holmes’s reappearance was a true surprise. I had noted one night someone
who seemed to be Mr. Holmes in his rooms. Could it be, I thought. His shadow
behind the blinds in his room moved in the light behind him. Then I heard a soft
sound and the blinds moved as if hit by something. I heard breaking glass. Next I
knew, Mr. Holmes, Dr. Watson and others had left the unoccupied building on my
side of the street across from 221B. Some of the men took away a man who was
obviously now a prisoner while Mr. Holmes and the doctor went into his rooms. I
found out some of what had occurred the next day, but it was thrilling to read Dr.
Watson’s account of the event and all the details of Mr. Holmes’s hunt for a
murderer. Ah, back to some spice in our daily routines.

If you wonder if T have ever met Mr. Holmes, I have. He delighted in telling me
that I had been married, was now a widow, owned the bookstore and building, and
suffered sleeplessness. I wasn’t impressed as I knew he saw the ring on my right
hand. He said my demeanor was that of an owner of a business, obviously the
bookshop, but I knew he knew I lived above my shop. It wasn’t hard to guess I
owned both business and building when I was often seen with workmen
performing repairs to my aging property. And, I have often seen him out late at
night, noting he has glanced up to my window numerous times, seeing me sitting
or standing by it. While he has impressed many with his deductions, I am an open
book and easily read.

Regardless, as I have said, he is a fine detective and provides the residents in our
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neighborhood with intriguing sights. We, residents and my customers, spend many
happy hours, yes, gossiping about Mr. Holmes and Dr. Watson. I don’t think I'd
want to live anywhere else in London.

The End



A SUPERFICIAL TRICK

OR How CHONG HO LEARNED THE TRICK

LEILEHUA YUEN

This story is based on How Watson Learned the Trick, the shortest canonical Sherlock
Holmes story. Mr. Doyle wrote the story for the Queen Mary doll's house. It was first
published in The Book of the Queen's Dolls’ House edited by Methuen € Co. in June
of 1924,

THOUGH I WAS CONTINUALLY AMAZED AT THE NUMBER OF RELATIVES
Pak Lan claimed, Kamaka found it unworthy of note, saying only, “How boring
parties would be if one had but few relations!”

My current amazement was engendered by the arrival, a week ago, of Pak Lan's
cousin Buo Chéng Ho, recently graduated from The Polytechnic Young Men's
Christian Institute in London, where he read engineering. He was staying with Pak
Lan and her older cousins, Ah Hin and Ah Hee.

Ah Hin and Ah Hee managed the accounting of the Holmes Emporium,
owned by Kamaka's father. Speaking, reading, and writing several languages, their
skills were invaluable for the business' import trade. Pak Lan helped in the store-
front and upstairs, where we lived. Two Hawaiian brothers, Puna and Hope,
worked in the warehouse. A young hapa (part-Hawaiian) woman, Malena, worked
in the storefront. I had come to live with Kamaka and her father, Eli Holmes, when
I was orphaned. These consociates gathered each morning for a convivial breakfast,
after which the day's tasks were discussed, and then all set to their labors.

Tall, slim, and urbane, Chong Ho bore a family resemblance to his older
cousins, but without their compassion and reserve. Newly graduated, he was eager
to correct Pak Lan's intellectual and educational deficiencies (of which I felt there
were none), and I was uncharitably glad that he soon would take a succession of
steamers to Kauai, where his education in engineering would be useful to yet more
of Pak Lan's relatives. That branch of the family had married into a Hawaiian
‘ohana in Hanapépé and farmed the Hawaiian and Chinese varieties of kalo, as well
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as rice. Much of the rice was exported to California, where it fed the growing popu-
lation of Chinese in that golden land. Chéng Ho's job would be to maintain and
improve the various machines used in the harvesting, cleaning, milling, and pack-
aging of that grain.

Choéng Ho was uninterested in hearing how Pak Lan had solved the Mystery of
the Jade Piglet. Such an attitude was unfathomable to me. Why, even the South
Kensington Museum had sent her a letter of commendation for her role in finding
the artifact! My Uncle Eli had framed the letter and set in the store where all of our
customers read and admired it.

As Pak Lan and I cleared the table and washed up from breakfast, Chong Ho
told Kamaka of his adventures in London, especially those which had occurred
near a certain 221b Baker Street address. While the student had not actually met
Kamaka's famous cousin in person, he had caught glimpses of The Great Detec-
tive, and reveled in telling her about them. He also had read every one of Dr.
Watson's publications on Mr. Holmes, and had brought the collection as a gift for
Kamaka. One was even signed by the doctor, himself!

Chong Ho had been watching Kamaka intently ever since she had sat down to
the breakfast table. Leaning toward her, he looked into her eyes and said, “So, you
used Mr. Holmes' method of deduction to locate the missing lion costume.”

“Well, I do find his method to be very useful in my cases.” Kamaka stirred milk
into her coffee. “It had not been stolen at all. Aunty Ah-Mi had been repairing it,
to get it ready for this Lunar New Year's lion dance that the Tong Wu is hosting.
But when her daughter went into labor early, Aunty Ah-Mi went to Pauka‘a to
help deliver the baby, and forgot to send it back before she left.”

“Well, then, it was the fault of Tong Wu officers for letting an old woman take
possession of such an important relic. The men should have handled it.” Chong
Ho leaned back and looked down his nose at Kamaka.

Pak Lan glared at her cousin. His incessant sniping was wearing on her usually
cheerful nature. “Aunty Ah-Mi stay best seamstress in Hilo! Only her can sew that
kine important things!” Hilo's pidgin dialect grew in her speech as agitation grew
in her heart. “Mung 1616,” she grumbled, combining the Hakka and Hawaiian
words for “fool.” Chong Ho ignored her.

“Well,” he exhaled. “I have studied the methods of Mr. Holmes while I was
reading at the Polytechnic. It's all really just a very superficial trick.”

Listening to Chong Ho, his imitation posh accent only exacerbated the annoy-
ance his attitude engendered in me. Chong Ho continued. “It is simply wonderful
how the public continues to show interest in his methods. Of course, Watson is
largely to be held to account for that.”

Kamaka narrowed her eyes and glanced at him from under her long black
eyelashes. He responded with the smile of a man who thinks he is making a
conquest. I knew my cousin far better. “Ah, you are so clever to have found it out!”
she murmured. “Perhaps I can prevail upon you, yourself, to give an example of his
method of reasoning.”

“With pleasure,” cried Chéng Ho. “I am able to say that the men of Tong Wu
were greatly preoccupied when the lion costume disappeared.”

“Excellent!” said Kamaka. “How could you possibly know that?”



A SUPERFICIAL TRICK 189

“Because all Tong, all such societies, are very organized and take great care of
their accoutrements. So, for something to be allowed to go missing tells me that the
men were preoccupied with something of great import. As it needed repairs
requiring sewing, they would go to someone knowledgeable, who would know
who might best have the required skill. That, my excellent hostess, would be you!
Therefore, you already had knowledge of where the costume was.”

“Dear me! How very clever!” said Kamaka. “T had no idea, Chéng Ho, that you
were so discerning. Has your eagle eye detected anything more?”

Ignoring her cousin, Pak Lan refilled Kamaka's coffee mug and offered her the
sugar, which Kamaka took while sending a sidelong glance to Chéng Ho.

“Yes. In the week I have been here, I have observed many things. You have a
client named Hale, and you have not been successful with his case.” He
pronounced the name “HAY-el.”

“Dear me!” Kamaka put her hand to her chest. “How could you know that?”

“I saw the name outside his envelope. When you opened it, you gave a groan
and thrust it into your pocket with a frown on your face.”

Kamaka toyed with the intaglio at her throat. “Admirable! You are indeed
observant. Any other points?”

“For all your attempts to participate in masculine endeavours, Kamaka, you are
as interested in feminine trivialities as any Society demoiselle.”

A smile played about Kamaka's lips. “Oh, Chong Ho! How could you tell
that?”

“You opened the paper, turned to the society pages with advertisements for the
latest fashions, and gave a loud exclamation of interest. With your interest in fash-
ion, you must often hire,” here he paused and glanced at his young cousin, “The
best seamstress in Hilo. Thus chatting with her in the way women do, you would
have confirmed that it was she doing the work on the lion costume. Thus it was
only a simple matter to let Tong Wu know where it was.”

“Well.” Kamaka took a sip of her coftee. “That is very clever of you, Chéng Ho.
Any more?”

“Yes, Kamaka, you have put on your walking dress, instead of a wrapper or
house dress, which proves that you shall shortly be going out on a case.”

“Anything more?”

“I have no doubt that I could find other points, Kamaka, but I only give you
these few, in order to show you that there are other people in the world who can be
as clever as your Mr. Holmes.”

“And some not so clever,” laughed Kamaka. “I admit that they are few, but I
am afraid, my dear Chong Ho, that I must count you among them.”

“What do you mean?” The young man sat back in a posture of umbrage.

“Well, only that I fear your deductions have not been so happy as one should
have wished.”

“You mean that I was mistaken.” His brow furrowed.

“Just a bit, I fear. Let us take the points in their order.” Kamaka slipped into
her school-teacher voice and used her coffee spoon as a pointer.

“I do not use the services of Aunty Ah-Mi because Pak Lan is a more than
competent seamstress and quite capable of sewing or altering what I choose to
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wear. The letter is from a mister HAH-lay, so pronounced because it is a Hawaiian
name belonging to the Hawaiian farrier, who also happens to be Aunty Ah-Mi's
husband. He is a Tong Wu member because of his wife. It is he who took the
costume. As he expected to have it back the next morning, he did not bother to
mention doing so to anyone. I groaned because he wrote saying that due to driving
his wife to their daughter's house for the birth, he must put off bringing the lion
costume to the Tong Wu, as well as put off shoeing our horses, until tomorrow. We
need them for deliveries tomorrow morning! And, he did not write directly to the
Tong Wu because he did not want to spend postage for two letters, so he asked me
to have Pak Lan relay the information.

“The society papers with their advertisements for the latest fashions also have
the dry goods advertisements for Holmes Emporium, so I wanted to make sure
that ours were placed correctly.

“I am wearing a walking dress because Malena has asked for the day off today,
and so I shall take her place in the Emporium. But go on, Chéng Ho, go on! It's a
very superficial trick, and no doubt you will soon acquire it!”

The End



FRIENDLY NEIGHBOURHOOD
Gossir

ADRIANA ZAYIA

IT WwAS MIDDAY ON THE FIFTH OF JANUARY, AND MARTHA LOUISE
Hudson had just removed scones from the oven in preparation for her guests. For
the past several years, she and other women from the 221 Baker Street apartment
complex had gathered monthly at each other’s homes to discuss a book of their
choosing. No one remembered exactly who or what began the tradition, but the
women dutifully assembled on a regular basis. Certain members of the group were
known to host extravagant gatherings and, not to be outdone, Mrs. Hudson had
crafted an array of sandwiches, tea, and baked goods to satiate the women while
they discussed Jane Austen’s Pride and Prejudice.

Mrs. Hudson continued to organize the various treats when a sudden knock at
the door drew her from her quiet contemplation of table settings and whether or
not the scones should be placed closer to the tea. Two dear friends from the floors
above greeted Mrs. Hudson at the door—Edith Blackstone and Anne Clark. Hardly
had this taken place when another knock brought Charlotte Hall and Violet
Moore into the sitting room.

The five women exchanged pleasantries and customary information about chil-
dren, recent travels, and the holidays for several minutes while everyone helped
themselves to refreshments and settled into various free armchairs and seats around
the room. Gradually, the women cracked open their annotated copies of the
chosen novel. Ms. Blackstone began the conversation.

“L, for one, believe the title to be entirely fitting for this story. After all, pride
breeds prejudice, does it not?” She did not wait for a response. “Mrs. Bennet’s
infatuation with wealth and status nearly costs her her sensibility and reputation,
and I rather think that her daughters are better suited to make their own decisions
as to suitors without parental involvement. Any marriage based exclusively on
desired family connections leaves no room for true love.” The other women
nodded in agreement.
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Mirs. Hall replied, “T completely agree. Georgiana Darcy, Mr. Bennet, and Eliza-
beth almost seem to me the only sensible characters in the entire novel. Certainly,
individuals who pander to wealth and prestige reveal themselves to be narrow-
minded and shallow. True refinement consists of nothing less than the ability to
strike up polite, intelligent conversations with any company in which one finds
oneself, regardless of its social or financial status.”

“Surely, the revelation of Mr. Darcy’s true character earns him a place among
the sensible characters. He cares for his younger sister, maintains an estate of his
own, protects his family from the schemes of Mr. Wickham, and loves Elizabeth
not for the connections that she offers but for her vivacious personality. At the
story’s beginning, he seemed aloof and prideful, but I maintain that we as readers
simply needed more time to see Mr. Darcy’s true colors,” added Mrs. Moore.

“Let’s not forget, also, that Mr. Darcy recognized the object of his affection as
Elizabeth and politely pursued her until his second marriage proposal was finally
accepted, even going so far as to protect the honor of her own younger sister, Lydia.
A man interested only in the social aspect of marrying Elizabeth Bennet would not
have gone to such lengths to win her affection, and he must be a sensible man,”
Mrs. Clark declared.

Conversation continued in this fashion for some time before the women
exhausted new angles for consideration of the Bennets’ activities and acquaintances
and became relaxed with food and drink. Naturally, conversation turned to the
women’s acquaintances and neighbours, specifically Mr. Sherlock Holmes, the
world’s first consulting detective and most interesting tenant of 221 Baker Street.
Finally, Mrs. Hudson had found a topic of conversation on which she could claim
an expert opinion.

“I wonder how pride and a lack of concern for others factor into the daily activ-
ities of Mr. Sherlock Holmes.” Mrs. Clark remarked. “Do you know that I have
had to evacuate my apartment twice in the last year alone because of his chemical
experiments? Once, I smelled a pungent aroma coming from a vent in my kitchen.
I now know that it was hydrochloric acid, a very corrosive and dangerous chemical.
Luckily, my husband and I opened all of the windows and went for a long walk
while we aired out the place. I hardly think Mr. Holmes knew the effect of his
experiment, for a similar occurrence happened shortly afterward with a chemical
that smelled of rotting eggs. Thankfully, both occurrences happened during the
summer when I was home, and no serious property damage or otherwise was done.
To this day, I have not received so much as an apology from the man, but you can
rest assured that I will confront him if the situation ever happens again.”

“I have not had the misfortune of suffering so due to Mr. Holmes’ behavior,”
said Mrs. Hall, “but I confess myself intrigued by the variety of costumes that I see
him wear and the great number of visitors who call upon him at all hours of the
night. Some years ago, I distinctly remember seeing Mr. Holmes leave early in the
morning dressed as an out of work groom, whom I imagine was somewhat drawn
to drink. I did not directly speak with him, of course, but I recognized his height
from the window as the one element that he was largely unable to disguise. Later
that day, I believe, he left as a benevolent clergyman, though I cannot imagine why.
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If I did not know any better, I might guess that he was on his way to some party or
social event.” She smiled. “Whatever Mr. Holmes” methods for solving cases, he
appears to have great success.”

“Just last week,” Mrs. Hudson added excitedly, “he was working on another
important case concerning the Countess of Morcar’s precious carbuncle, as you all
may know. I prepared a woodcock for him and Dr. Watson for dinner after he had
solved the case, and when I brought the bird up, Mr. Holmes joked how fortunate
it would be to discover a diamond in its crop. You can imagine my confusion at
that. He then briefly explained that the blue carbuncle was found sheltered in the
crop of a goose, of all places, and that it was a rather ingenious way of hiding stolen
goods. Accustomed as I am to Mr. Holmes’ strange ways, I simply chuckled and
returned to my rooms. It was enough for me to see him finally eat after the conclu-
sion of his mystery.”

“Do you know of any other such cases that Mr. Holmes solved? I constantly see
men and women of all ages and backgrounds visit Mr. Holmes at all hours of the
night, and yet the details of the cases are lost to me. Mr. Holmes is not a man to
seek public recognition for his successes. What I can gather from the comings and
goings of the man and his visitors alone is not much,” commented Mrs. Moore.

“I do not know specific details of any other cases on which Mr. Holmes
worked. My relationship to him is only that of a landlady, and beyond the fact that
he pays his rent on time and generally does not receive complaints from other
tenants, I cannot speak to many aspects of his occupation or cases of his,” said Mrs.
Hudson, chagrined.

“In any event, I should always feel safe with the number of policemen that Mr.
Holmes has frequently calling at all hours. In such a profession, I would imagine
that he and Dr. Watson meet with their fair share of danger and are well equipped
to handle themselves in dangerous situations. Whatever his peculiar habits, If I
were ever to have a problem worthy of police attention, I would bring it to Mr.
Holmes immediately,” stated Mrs. Moore confidently. The other women nodded
in agreement.

“What do you all think is the most dangerous case that Mr. Holmes ever stud-
ied?” asked Ms. Blackstone as she sipped her tea. The women thought for several
moments.

“I like to think that Mr. Holmes once apprehended a ring of seasoned animal
smugglers. You know, lions, tigers, snakes, and other exotic animals must sell at a
high profit here, coming from India and other such countries. The tamers must
know how to handle dangerous animals, and I should not be surprised if they were
armed in the case of an animal breaking loose. Perhaps Mr. Holmes arrived at the
docks with Scotland Yard in tow just as the smugglers dropped anchor and began
unloading a new shipment,” offered Mrs. Clark.

“Maybe he uncovered a scheme to collect illegal gambling winnings.” Mrs. Hall
became animated. “Yes, maybe an attractive woman distracted male dealers, while
one of her associates played cards from his sleeve. Eventually, the team was appre-
hended, and Mr. Holmes was called in to determine where the money was hidden.
I seem to remember Mr. Holmes’ attraction to one Irene Adler. Perhaps she
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returned to London for the express purpose of this endeavor and ended up finally
caught by him.”

“Given all of his experience with criminal cases, I almost think that Mr.
Holmes retains the ability to perpetrate a crime of his own without alerting the
police. With his knowledge of chemistry,” Mrs. Moore nodded at Mrs. Clark, “and
his understanding of the legal system and human nature, Mr. Holmes would be a
formidable criminal indeed, and I am exceedingly relieved that his work upholds
the law, rather than breaks it.”

“Certainly, the man is extremely intelligent with extensive reasoning and obser-
vational powers. What I would like to know is what must his childhood and family
have looked like to grant him these skills?” inquired Ms. Blackstone.

Mrs. Hudson answered, “Mr. Holmes has an older brother—Mycroft Holmes.
One of my friends met him through her employer who required government
assistance with a financial matter, and she described Mycroft as an incredibly intel-
ligent, corpulent man even less disposed to conversation than Sherlock Holmes, if
you can imagine that. Sherlock and Mycroft do not frequently communicate, and
my feeling is that some brotherly competition must exist between them. Sherlock
being the younger of the two, he may feel inferior to Mycroft’s intelligence, and in
answer to your question, I imagine that both men’s parents must be great intellects
to have raised such brilliant boys. Sherlock Holmes possibly gained his observa-
tional powers from games played with his brother while they were young or
through private canvassing of family members and strangers on the street
conducted to amuse himself. Thus, Sherlock’s antisocial tendencies carried forward
into adulthood, and much of his subject knowledge comes from books that he read
on his own.”

“Mr. Holmes must not have had many childhood friends, I imagine. I wonder
how Dr. Watson has managed to befriend him, and were it not for that connection,
I do not think that Mr. Holmes could claim a true friend in all of London. Mycroft
likely faces a similar lack of social contact, and that may be a further wedge between
the two brothers. Then again, Mycroft may enjoy total isolation.” Mrs. Clark
laughed.

Mrs. Hall smiled. “Well, this has been an informative and wonderful meeting,
but I really must be going to prepare dinner. I look forward to next month’s discus-
sion.” She turned to face Mrs. Hudson. “Martha, the food was delicious and the
conversation delightful. I commend you on an event well hosted.” The other
women gave similar compliments and followed Mrs. Hall’s lead of gathering plates
and cups and bringing them to the kitchen. Mrs. Hudson packed up the remaining
food, while the women quietly washed their dishes. When everything was dried
and put back in its place, the women began to gather their coats and purses and
head towards the door.

“I do hope you all enjoyed the afternoon,” said Mrs. Hudson. “It is so lovely to
host these events and catch up on all of the neighbourhood happenings. I, too,
look forward to next month’s gathering.” The women exchanged hugs and
promises to meet together soon, and soon, Mrs. Hudson found herself in a silent
apartment with the knowledge that she had hosted a successful afternoon gather-
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ing. Certainly, her occupation never afforded a dull day with Mr. Holmes in resi-
dence at 221B Baker Street, and Mrs. Hudson was always assured of having
valuable contributions in conversations about his habits.

The End
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