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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 !ction, Sherlockian criticism, and other non-!ction
pieces of work.
We dedicate this book to all those who keep the memory green
and keep Sherlock alive.
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Introduction
Donny Zaldin, BSI, ASH, MBt, ETP, Deck-
Mate
A Perfect (Publishing) Storm:
Arthur Conan Doyle, THE STRAND MAGAZINE, and
H. Greenhough Smith
Sherlock Holmes’s place atop the pantheon of late 19th- and early 20th-century British and American literary detectives came about in no small part by way of the convergence and symbiotic, tripartite relationship of an author, a magazine and an editor, namely: Arthur Conan Doyle; the monthly periodical, The Strand Magazine , and, H.(erbert) Greenhough Smith – which I have personally christened, “The “Wholly Sherlockian Trinity.”
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As the world straddled the 19th and 20th centuries, Britain was still “the empire upon which the sun never set” and London was its capital, the world’s largest and most populous city – a global political, "nancial, commercial and cultural metropolis.
Education Act reforms in late 19th-century Britain included the following measures:
in 1870: enacting government funding of schools; in 1880: mandating compulsory school attendance; and in 1891: providing state payment of fees for poor children.
Such legislation had a monumental impact on British literacy by greatly increasing the number of children who had access to education and as a result, became literate.
Well before the advent of modern electronic forms of education and enter‐ tainment (such as radio, television, movies, etc.), reading was the main form of domestic entertainment in Britain.
With the substantial rise in the literacy rate, the choice of and demand for reasonably-priced magazines or periodicals (over more expensive books, which also required a greater investment of time) increased exponentially. This demand was met by both existing magazines and new ones such as The Strand Magazine, founded by George Newnes in 1890. The "rst edition was dated and issued January 1891, with H. Greenhough Smith at the helm as its "rst editor, targeting a mass market readership with factual articles and "ctional short stories and series. The initial price of an issue was sixpence, about half the typical rate for comparable titles at that time – chosen in order to break into a
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crowded !eld. The magazine’s iconic light blue cover (looking eastwards down London’s Strand, with the !rm title suspended on telegraph wires) remained virtually unchanged for over a century. Initial sales were around 300,000, and circulation soon rose to half a million.
In late 1890, Arthur Conan Doyle sold his newly-written short story, “A Straggler of ’15,” for a pittance to Black and White Magazine, which published it in its March 21, 1891 issue. Three years later, ACD adapted the story for the stage and renamed it A Story of Waterloo, !rst performed in 1894 and continues to be staged world-wide to the present day.

Shortly after the publication of “Straggler,” after years of unsuccessful, non-remunerative self-representation, the 32-year-old, newly-retired eye doctor/"edgling writer retained the foremost British literary agent, Alexander Pollock Watt, to represent him. The move proved markedly successful and lucrative for both parties until Watt’s death in 1914, and thereafter by his successor, A.P. Watt and Son, founded in 1875 and considered the world’s !rst and longest-established literary agency a century and half later.
Placed by Watt, Sherlock Holmes !rst appeared in The Strand Maga‐ zine in July, 1891, in the short story, “A Scandal in Bohemia.” It was an imme‐ diate and immense success, followed sequentially by eleven others, published monthly from August, 1891 to June 1892, with this Doylean dozen later collected into the book, The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes.
Through the iconic illustrations and images drawn by Sidney Paget, ACD’s singular “consulting detective” became etched and immortalized in the public imagination, with his pipe and his deerstalker cap, ensuring the !nancial success of The Strand Magazine in a very competitive market. In addition, The Strand, guided by the experienced editorial judgement and acumen of its
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editor, H. Greenhough Smith, published many of Conan Doyle’s non-Sher‐ lockian works, including Brigadier Gerard, Rodney Stone and Professor Chal‐ lenger, totaling over 300 articles written by ACD or about him over the joint 40-year tenure of author and editor.
The Strand catered to the rising middle classes of England, featuring their tastes and prejudices so closely that it quickly gained a large and loyal reader‐ ship, becoming the envy of the publishing world and earning the moniker, “Mirror of the Century.” As well, The Strand earned Royal approbation for its positive coverage of the Crown.
The linked and parallel successes of ACD and The Strand Magazine exceeded the highest aspirations of each, vaulting the writer and publisher to the top of their respective "elds. It assured The Strand’s popularity and prof‐ itability and Conan Doyle’s reputation as one of the most successful and high‐ est-paid writers of his day, cementing his literary fame into the third century, with no signs of diminishing.
There was never any con$ict or formality in the author/editor relationship of ACD and HGH, who collaborated as more than respectful colleagues, evidenced in the literally hundreds if not thousands of missives exchanged between them over 40 years. Virtually every letter from Conan Doyle to Greenhough Smith was undated (as was his custom, much to the chagrin of his biographers and historians) and contained the salutation, “My Dear Smith.”
Conan Doyle died in 1930, six years before Greenhough Smith and twenty years before the Strand Magazine ceased publication, while the timeless Sher‐ lock Holmes is alive and well, albeit retired from the vocation which made him famous.
Upon the death of Conan Doyle, Greenhough Smith published a "tting tribute to his favored author in the magazine, which united them with the world’s greatest consulting detective.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE:
In the Sherlockian Age, ACD / Dr. Watson submitted draft manuscripts to
The Strand Editor, H. Greenhough Smith,
who presumably accepted them,
either with or without editing or emendation.
Please note, however, that
all of the manuscripts which follow
were REJECTED by the Editor of the Strand
because they were poorly written
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or for some other reason, perhaps because
they were scandalous or embarrassing
to the Crown, the Government,
or perhaps some member of high society.
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The Adventure of the Purloined
Play
Jane Almquist
By far the strangest of all of Sherlock Holmes’ adventures in which I have shared took place in October 1895, as the month wound down towards All Hallow’s Eve. In the afternoon, a note had been delivered for my friend; a not unusual occurrence, as there were constant entreaties for help with peculiar problems, both from the general public and the rich or titled. Holmes did not share the contents of the short missive, so I surmised that it was such a request. I was therefore mildly surprised – not that one should ever be surprised by Holmes – when, after supper, he began to perform those little tasks one does when readying one’s dwelling for guests.
“You are obviously expecting a visitor,” I observed, “and a distinguished one at that. The Tokay is usually reserved for our private consumption.”
Holmes’ answering smile was sly. “Not particularly distinguished, Watson, but I expect him to be interesting.”
“A man, then. You will not tell me who is about to grace us with his presence?”
“Certainly, I will. Our guest is . . . “
Holmes’ reveal was cut short by the frantic ringing of the bell downstairs. He started for the door, but Mrs. Hudson, ever vigilant, got there !rst. It was her cry of distress that brought us both pelting down the stairs to !nd a tall, heavily built man clutching the door frame. He was near to fainting, and for a moment I suspected he might be the worse for drink, until he raised his head. The man had been beaten; even beneath his full beard, one could ascertain the
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dusky bruises darkening. His collar was missing, his shirt ripped almost down to his waist. The knees of his trousers were shredded; he must have fallen, or been dragged, on the cobblestones. Unbidden, the inconsequential thought that a !ne herringbone wool had been treated shamelessly. No application of fuller’s earth could resurrect this suit. His bespoke boots had su"ered as well, with scu"s and cuts in the superior quality leather.
“Brandy!” I commanded Mrs. Hudson. She could sni" at my tone later. At the moment, a man was in need. She disappeared for no more than a few seconds, returning with her own decanter and a water-glass. By now, the stranger was inside the door, held upright by Holmes.
“Quick! He is fainting.” The man’s eyes rolled back into his head and shut. Without being told, Holmes grabbed him by the hair and held his head back so that I could pour the brandy down his throat. Not a subtle or kind gesture, but e"ective. His eyes opened, he gagged, coughed, vomited on the #oor, and !nally looked as if he might be able to stand on his own.
I dared not look back at Mrs. Hudson, left with the mess on the #oor. Between the two of us, Holmes and I half-dragged the poor gentleman who had been so cruelly used up the staircase into our #at. Inside, we propped him into a semi-sitting position on the sofa. As usual, my medical bag was packed and ready, so it was the work of only a moment to retrieve it. Another tot of brandy, taken much slower, revived the man on the sofa enough to allow me to tend to a plethora of cuts, scrapes, and bruises. It occurred to me that I still didn’t know his name.
Holmes busied himself building up the !re against the October cold creeping into the #at. At last, the gentleman to whom I ministered held out a recently-bandaged hand to me and croaked, “Much obliged to you, sir. You are, of course, Dr. John Watson.” I nodded. “I am Bram Stoker.”
“The business manager of the Lyceum Theatre,” Holmes supplied, “assistant to Mr. Henry Irving.”
I knew the name, but Mr. Stoker’s theatre connections were of little interest to me. My interest in him was as an author. Many short stories had come from his pen, and just !ve years ago, the excellent Gothic novel The Snake’s Pass. My own literary agent was a friend of Stoker’s; I had been tempted to ask for an introduction. Not that my own meager scribblings, the chronicles of my friend’s adventures in detection, bore any relation to Stoker’s !ne !ction. I would, however, have treasured an opportunity to put a few questions about writing to him. Even Holmes didn’t know of my secret desire to someday write a !ction‐ ized, novel-length tale of one of his exploits. Names changed to protect all parties involved, of course.
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Holmes’ !re burned bright, warming the injured Stoker su"ciently for a more normal color to return under the bruising. He took his chair, indicating to me to take mine, and proceeded to question Stoker.
“You were set upon by ru"ans?” he prompted.
“Only one,” Stoker admitted. Holmes’ eyebrows shot up, but he held his tongue. “Even in my rugby days,” Stoker continued, “the foulest, most unsportsmanlike opponent did not harm me to this extent.” He took a deep breath, shuddered and winced. “Cracked rib?” he asked me.
“Very probably,” I agreed.
“Where did this take place?” Holmes queried.
“Along the Marylebone Road. I took a hansom from the theatre, but asked to alight at the Royal Botanic Gardens. The gates are always open, so it is a quiet place to think. This time of year, the roses have been shorn, but the thorns of course remain. I !nd inspiration in them.”
I found this somewhat macabre, but Holmes’ eyes had that look that signi‐ !ed he had something of a kindred spirit in Stoker. While he denies the exis‐ tence of the supernatural, believing that all things that seem to have no explanation other than otherworldly have a logical reason, however improbable, he seems to be drawn to those problems that others believe are the result of the machinations of the spirit world. Perhaps he secretly harbors a desire to be proved wrong just once.
“Was it there you were set upon?”
“Just outside the gates, as I was returning to the main road, not attending e to my surroundings, as I was looking about for another cab. I didn’t see one, so I determined to continue on foot. It isn’t far to your door from the Garden.
“But I didn’t get very far. I !rst noticed a light footfall close behind me. I quickened my pace a bit, not really concerned, and in seconds, the !end attacked. I fought like the very devil, but unfortunately, it felt as if my attacker was the very devil. He – for I am sure it was a man – grabbed my case but I held onto it for dear life, which is how I was dragged.” He %icked a bandaged hand at his pants. “Bloody suit was ridiculously dear, and new.”
“Why not just let him have the case? Was it full of money? A robber isn’t usually that violent, especially in this part of London.”
Stoker hesitated, clearly loathe to give a straight answer. Holmes changed tack. “Did the miscreant say anything to you?”
“Yes,” said he. “Mine. He repeated it over and over.”
“Could you make anything of his voice? An accent, a dialect?”
“From one word?”
“Mr. Stoker, I made the assumption that your experience in the theatre
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world would lead you to an impression of such an in!ection. Never mind. Did you note anything else in particular about your assailant?”
Stoker blanched nearly as white as when he arrived on our doorstep. “The smell.”
“Clarify, please,” Holmes coaxed, more gently.
He closed his eyes and swallowed hard. “It was . . . like death. Like the grave. Like earth and … rotting things.”
Even Holmes was taken aback. “I see.” Then, “In that case, since the day of the resurrectionist has passed, we may tell the police to look among the sextons of nearby parishes.”
“The police? Mr. Holmes, I do not wish to report this incident to the police. Police always draw the lurid press. I prefer to keep my injuries and my missing bag private. It was not my intention to engage your skills of detection when I asked to consult with you. Now I must entreat you to help me to reclaim my property.”
“Mr. Stoker, if this is the work of a common robber, I must caution you that recovery of your property is unlikely. If it is money . . . “
“Not money! Something far more precious.”
Holmes gave him a hard look. “As you wish. I was bringing you a very old manuscript, a play, that I wanted you to examine.”
“Not really my area, Mr. Stoker.”
“You are a scholar, Mr. Holmes.” My friend started to protest. “I read of your interest in palimpsests and wanted you to examine the manuscript. It is written on paper, not parchment, but your eye might be useful to help deter‐ mine its authenticity. There could be remains of graphite embedded in the paper, for instance, if the manuscript was written with an early version of the pencil.”
“How old a manuscript is it?”
Stoker licked his lips nervously. “Sixteenth century, I believe.”
“Why not consult a university scholar? My knowledge is self-taught and therefore limited.”
“For the same reason I don’t wish to consult the police. Universities are hotbeds of gossip. The dons cannot help boasting of their work to any and all. Or in this case, appropriating the manuscript for their own glory.”
“You are talking about one of Shakespeare’s lost plays, Mr. Stoker.”
“I . . . well, yes. Not one of the better-known ones that surface as counter‐ feits every few years. Not Love’s Labours Won or Cardenio. Something very few believe ever existed. The tragedy of Humphrey of Lancaster, Duke of Gloucester. What a triumph it would be, with the great Henry Irving in the
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role. It would be immortality for him, for the Lyceum, perhaps even for me. It would be the crowning achievement of my life’s work, something for which I might be remembered.”
“Indeed,” Holmes agreed.
“Mr. Holmes, I implore you to help me !nd that manuscript.”
I knew, as did Holmes, that !nding a thief with a stolen bag in the great cesspool that is London was a near impossible task. Even if its contents were the great treasure Stoker believed it to be, the bag was likely "oating or sunk in the Thames by now. The search would be futile; Holmes’ time would be better spent on the case of the moving statue in the British Museum, or !nishing the violin concerto that he intended to publish, dedicated of course to our beloved Queen and Empress. So it was that my friend’s next words astonished me.
“Mr. Stoker, I will take your case.”
Stoker was as much relieved as I was astounded.
“You must tell the entire tale of how you acquired this manuscript, how you kept it while in your possession, and once more, how it was lost.”
A tot of whiskey eliminated Stoker’s reluctance to tell the story. “I came by it honestly, no jiggery-pokery about it, if that’s what you’re thinking. An antique dealer in Oxford Street knows the sort of thing I collect, and let me know he had acquired an artifact he believed to be of sixteenth century origin. Once I saw it, I agreed. It was a rare !nd -- a steel box, with a beautifully chased lid. The lock was probably iron, and had rusted away, but the interior was intact. All in all, it was a beautifully preserved piece. We agreed on a price, and as I was eager to examine it more closely, perhaps polish it a bit, I deter‐ mined to carry it with me. I was on my way to the theatre, and the business at the antique shop made me a bit late, so I hailed a cab. But when I was alighting, I somehow lost my footing for a second and dropped my package. I worried that the box might be damaged, and when I got it up to my o%ce, I discovered that, sadly, it was dented. But as I examined the dent, I saw that there was a near-invisible seam near the bottom of the box that had partially sprung open. I debated leaving it alone, not wanting to damage such a valuable piece further, but curiosity got the better of me. With a dagger prop, I pried it open, and inside was the manuscript. The Tragical Historie of Duke Humphrey of Gloucester, by Wm. Shakespeare.”
“Good Lord,” I said. “That’s quite a tale.”
“Yes,” Stoker agreed, “and it has the advantage of being true. I kept the manuscript well hidden in my o%ce, perusing it as often as possible. Mr. Irving is currently touring in America, so I am busy even though the theatre is dark, performing his tasks as well as my own. It has been some years since my days at
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Trinity, so puzzling out the archaic secretary’s hand is something of a chore. I knew that another’s opinion might be needed, and I thought of you because, as I said, I am acquainted with your literary agent, Dr. Watson. The rest of the story, you know.”
The man was exhausted; he could make no more e!ort tonight. Stoker refused our o!er of a cab to his home in Chelsea, saying that his wife would be too distressed to see him in his current state, and instead requested to be conveyed back to the Lyceum. He wrote a short, shaky note to her saying that he would be there for the night. Apparently, this was not an uncommon occur‐ rence. I accompanied him as he made his way, slowly and painfully, down the 17 steps from our #at, and managed to #ag a cab in short order, with the help of one of the scru!y boys always hanging about near our door. After Stoker left in the cab, I charged the lad with the delivery of the note to Mrs. Stoker and asked him to send another of his ratty little gang up to see Holmes.
Upstairs, Holmes was scribbling furiously, writing notes to be delivered by whichever urchin showed up to deliver them.
“What do you make of this, Holmes?”
He paused for a moment. “There are a number of possibilities.”
“Is an elaborate hoax one of them?” I was rather proud of my deduction.
His glance told me what he thought of my idea. “With this sort of thing, there is always the possibility of hoax. But this has the feel of . . . something else.” He did not elaborate further, and I did not o!er any more theories.
Presently, one of the posse Holmes called his “Irregulars” appeared. “Ah, Simpson! Excellent. Now, there is little time to waste. You have two commis‐ sions: First, seek out anyone who may have witnessed an assault on a gentleman in the Marylebone Road, just outside the Royal Botanic Gardens.”
“Yes, Mr. Holmes. Got it sir, got it .”
“And second, which requires a little more $nesse, I want you to ferret out a sexton of the surrounding parishes who may have just a little more coin to #ash around than usual, or who may be bragging about a treasure.”
“A sexton you say, sir?”
“That’s right. And not a very tidy one, either. His victim reported that he smelled like the grave.”
Simpson’s eyes rounded, his face paled a couple of shades. But he was a sturdy boy, likely in real need of Holmes’ payment, so he agreed to galvanize his network. The recompense Holmes o!ered seemed acceptable, a down payment was made, and the boy scooted out quickly.
“Tomorrow, Watson, we shall seek out Mr. Stoker’s antique dealer to deter‐ mine the provenance of this box, visit the Lyceum to examine it for ourselves,
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and let the clues lead us further.” He stood and raised his arms above his head in a stretch, making his long, lean frame seem even taller than it was. “And now, I am for bed, I think. We may have a long day ahead of us.”
![]()
After an excellent breakfast provided by the reliable Mrs. Hudson, who let us know with her silence that we were not yet forgiven for last night’s vomit in the entryway, we set out "rst on foot, so as to examine the scene of the attack on Mr. Stoker. It was a brisk morning, tempered by weak sunshine, that had us moving quickly, and it was a matter of a few minutes before we reached our destination. Holmes immediately identi"ed the place we sought. The slight indentations in the turf beside the pavement and the almost invisible scu#s from dragging were like a beacon to my friend. And even I could identify the spots of blood on the walkway.
Having ascertained that the attack on Mr. Stoker seemed to have happened as he described it to us, we hailed a cab to take us to Oxford Street and the establishment of Fein and Sons, Purveyors of Antiquities and Fine Furnishings. Like most shops of the kind, it was a bit gloomy and crowded, with rather more dusty old furniture in evidence than antiquities. A bell on the door alerted the proprietor to our presence.
“Mr. Fein, I presume?” Holmes inquired of the fragile-looking old fellow who greeted us.
“Joshua Fein, at your service.” He inclined his head, giving the impression of a deferential bow.
“Sherlock Holmes, at yours. We are here regarding the sale of an antique box, made of steel, I believe, to our client, Mr. Abraham Stoker, a few days ago. We are merely looking into the background of the thing for his information.”
“I assure you, Mr. Holmes, there is nothing dishonest about the transaction.”
“We don’t believe there is. It would help us greatly to know how you acquired the box.”
“Certainly, there is no secret about it. The County Council is creating a public park on the site of the old Evelyn estate, south of the river, in Deptford. The box was turned up in the earth around the roots of one of the old plane trees there. It was caked in dirt and almost reburied until the project’s foreman noticed it. So, he turned it out, brushed it o#, and brought it to me. I paid him a fair price for it. I have bought trinkets from this man before and know him to be honest, so I am con"dent it wasn’t a stolen item. He was glad for the windfall
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above and beyond his wages, and I was glad to have what I believed was a valu‐ able "nd to sell on. I cleaned it up a bit more, did a bit of digging in the refer‐ ence works, and pegged it at about sixteenth century. So, knowing his taste for that sort of article, I sent a note to Mr. Stoker. He came round on the next Monday afternoon, took a look, and bought it.”
The story seemed straightforward enough. After soliciting the name of the worker who brought the box to Fein, we took our leave.
“Are we going to track this fellow down?” I asked Holmes as we waited for a free hansom to come by.
“Later. Just now, I believe it would be to our advantage to see this infamous box for ourselves.” A cab stopped, we climbed in, and Holmes directed the driver to take us to the stage door of the Lyceum Theatre. There, we encoun‐ tered Stoker engaged in a dispute with a draper who had made new side embellishments for the boxes patronized by the well-to-do, and apparently, hadn’t been paid for them. Finally, the tradesman gave up and left, threatening to return the next time with a policeman, a solicitor, and worst of all, his wife.
Stoker had an underling bring us tea in his o$ce, which was less impressive than I had anticipated. It truly was a business o$ce, with account books on heavy wooden shelves, hard chairs for visitors, and a tiny table beside the desk where the tea was laid. “I will be frank,” he told us. “You see now why my hopes for a production of a play heretofore unknown, at least by people of this century, with the great Shakespearean actor Henry Irving at its head, is so important.”
“And if we cannot locate the manuscript?” I asked him.
He looked abashed, almost smiling. “Then I shall have to use my limited imagination.”
“To business, then,” said Holmes. “We have little time to waste. Mr. Stoker, the box, please.”
The object in question was, despite Stoker’s declaration to the contrary, not well hidden. He merely moved two of the thick leather-bound ledgers from a shelf and slid the box out, laying it in the middle of his desk.
It was, as reported, steel, of the sort that swords and other weapons from that era were made from. Expensive, certainly, and out of reach of the lower classes, but not of the merchants, artisans, clergy, gentry, and nobles of the time. Too rich for a poor actor and scribbler? I wondered. But of course, the artifact did not necessarily have belonged to the Bard himself. I watched as Holmes examined the thing, paying close attention to the now-exposed compartment within. All was exactly as Stoker had described.
His examination "nished, Holmes took his seat in the hard chair once more.
8
The Adventure of the Purloined Play
“Extraordinary, Mr. Stoker. I would advise a safer hiding place for your piece; even though the valuable manuscript is missing, the box itself is still worth a fair bit.
“Dr. Watson and I need to confer with a colleague or two. No, calm your‐ self, sir. You may rely on our continued secrecy. For expediency’s sake, others are plodding about, searching for witnesses or a church sexton acting out of character, while we are busy elsewhere. I will send you a note by a runner if we discover something of importance. You will be here? Good. I hope to have news for you soon.”
We took our leave. When we were out on the street again, I asked Holmes, “Why are you so dissatis#ed? I have seen that look before. Something about this a$air is bothering you.”
“Watson, as usual, you read me like a book. The problem is this: there is no problem. I do not yet see a thread out of place. All that has happened so far has been straightforward on the surface, exactly as described to us. Yet I cannot see how much further I can take this.”
I loathed saying it, but felt I must. “Holmes, you cannot solve every puzzle that exists.”
He made no reply, merely commenting that he hoped Simpson and his compatriots had something to report.
It seemed he had, if the little ru%an hopping from one foot to the other outside the door of 221 Baker Street indicated anything. He pelted up the stairs ahead of us, accompanying us into the &at without asking permission.
“I take it you have information?” Holmes prompted when we were seated in our accustomed chairs.
“Yes, sir, Mr. Holmes. We found out a lot of good stuff. Say, you wouldn’t have any beer, would you? This detecting is hard work, makes a person thirsty.”
“We do not. I will ask Mrs. Hudson to supply a more appropriate drink after we hear what you have to say.” The boy shrugged, then launched into the snippets he had collected.
First, there was actually a witness to the attack on Stoker. A crossing sweeper had noted the man running from another on the ground, clutching a leather bag. Although it was nearly full dark, the boy saw the miscreant from no more than a half block away. Simpson’s report, however, was somewhat unreliable.
“Tommy said he was a to$, for sure, but he was dressed funny. He had on the kind of pants the to$s wear when they’re playing games, like. And then he had somethin’ round his neck – a collar, but nothing like Tommy had ever seen.
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No, sorry, sir, that’s all the detail he had. Except that his clothes needed a wash.”
“So perhaps we are looking for a sexton,” Holmes mused.
“Not one from ‘round heres, Mr. Holmes. We tried every parish from here to the river, and every other direction, too. No sexton actin’ suspicious-like. We knows them all.”
I was contemplating the vision in my mind’s eye of a thief in knickerbockers with little regard for his clothing snatching bags in London when Simpson went on. “And we thinks this fellow has been seen – or leastways smelled – other places. The costermonger’s son from the stand near the Deptford Creek bridge swore a bloke rushed by one morning last week before daylight, when they were settin’ up, that made him gag. He didn’t have a good look at him, but he did say the bloke was dressed funny. An’ he swears some of the other lads have got a peep at him, too.””
It seemed Simpson had exhausted his intelligence, so Holmes gave him the reward agreed upon, and sent him down to Mrs. Hudson for sustenance, charging him to continue to keep a sharp eye out for anything else of interest.
After a belated midday dinner, Holmes outlined his plans. “We need to speak to the workman who dug up the box to ascertain if there are any other pieces to this puzzle. We will go to Deptford this afternoon before the work on the park ends at dark. Mr. Stoker should accompany us, with his box, for the workman to con"rm it is the one he found, and from there, perhaps we may "nd out more about this stinky fellow.” I replied that it was an excellent proposal. It happened to be exactly what I had in mind, which I did not voice, because my friend tended to dismiss my ideas outright.
So it was that near dusk, Holmes, Stoker, and I crossed the bridge over the marshy Deptford Creek where it meets the Thames. Along the way, we spoke to several stallholders above the river near the bridge, hearing con#icting second and third hand reports of a strange, smelly person coming in and out of Deptford. Finding our way to the work site was simple, as was locating the foreman we sought, one Bob Jones.
“Yes, sirs,” he verified, “that’s the box all right. I’ll show you the exact
spot.” We followed Jones around the edge of the half-completed park. As we rounded its northeast corner, I began to feel a strange prickling on the back of my neck. “Here,” Jones pointed at a patch of bald earth that had recently been disturbed. “We had to take down that old plane tree, which I regret, but I’m obliged to follow the council’s plat, you see. I found this here box tangled in its roots. At first, I thought it might be something washed down from the church there,” he pointed to the tower of St. Nicholas’s, nearby.
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“There’s been floods round these parts years back. So I took it to the vicar, who said it wasn’t, and he didn’t much want the thing, crusted with mud and twigs as it was. Finders keepers, I says to myself, and took it to old Fein, across the river. I needs every extra penny, what with all the kids at home, y’know.”
I was feeling distinctly uneasy in both mind and body by this time. In spite of the chill evening setting in, sweat began wetting my scalp. Holmes tipped Jones for his time and trouble, then turned to me and Stoker. “I think, gentlemen . . . good God, Watson, what ails you? You have lost all color in your features.”
“I . . . am ill, I think. Perhaps the last meal . . . but Mrs. Hudson is very careful . . .”
“Perhaps we should !nd a public house nearby, and brandy for Dr. Watson,” Stoker suggested. “Though this area doesn’t promise anything respectable.” It was true, we were in a poor, unwholesome district. Entering a poor establishment had never fazed Holmes nor I; in any case, my revolver was on my person and I was quite sure Holmes had his stick. If Stoker had a weapon other than the heavy box, I was not aware of it, but he was a rugby player, so presumably could hold his own if the occasion demanded.
“There is no time,” said Holmes. “We will take him to the church.” Every‐ thing in me wanted to scream no! at this, but I was too ill to protest. Holmes and Stoker, both visibly alarmed, half-dragged me around the churchyard, under the skull and crossbones on the gate, in through the doors. Every Englishman recognizes the smell of a Church of England, of beeswax and old #owers and dust, and the must of mouse droppings. But in this one, very faint, there was something else.
My companions set me in a pew, entreating me to lie down. “NO,” I gasped. “He is here.” I sweated profusely now; my heart couldn’t decide whether to beat hard enough to burst, or to freeze like ice. They had not to ask who I meant, for the graveyard smell was upon us, a miasma so thick it closed the throat, took over all the senses. As one, the three of us looked toward the choir. To this day, I cannot say what we saw was real or imagined. At the moment, we believed it real.
It was a man – young, but impossibly old, in Elizabethan garb, torn and !lthy. A once-blue doublet nearly black, a once-white collar rusty with age and dirt. Reddish hair. The grayish skin color of the dead. A curious aura surrounded him, like the very last light of day just before the sky goes black.
“My bag!” Stoker managed to gasp out.
“Nay!” the apparition cried, “Mine!”
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“By God, I will have it . . .” Stoker started toward him, only to be stopped by the voice of the specter.
“Come no closer, if you value your life! For I am danger to the living. I do not want to injure you, but I will in spite of myself.”
The words of the apparition are recorded here in standard English, although what was spoken by him was di!cult for us to understand; I cannot reproduce it as we heard it.
“This,” he indicated the bag he was clutching, “is all that is left of my short life’s work. I wrote it as a lark, and handed it o# to Will Shakespeare, not caring that he would claim it as his own, thinking I had many long years ahead to write many, many more plays, much more verse. Of course, I was wrong.” He pointed to a prominent mark above his right eye, nastier than the others that marred his face.
I heard Holmes, beside me, draw breath, then whisper one word. “Marlowe.”
“Yes, Master Holmes. Christopher Marlowe.” He sketched a mocking bow. “Your servant, sir. I know who you are, Master Holmes. And you, Master Stoker. And you, Doctor Watson. The dead know all, for there is nothing to keep us from knowing. I shall not explain. I haven’t the time. I must continue to seek a resting place, as mine was cruelly disturbed by the fools digging up the old green where my grave lay. Yes, I have heard the story that I was buried in the churchyard some three hundred years ago. It is a lie. I was put into the ground outside the churchyard’s boundary. I was despised as a spy, of which I was guilty, and not allowed burial with the believers, nor my bones even allowed in the charnel house, because of my heresy, of which I was also guilty. My curse was never to truly rest. I was in a state of death but not death, aware but not aware, my soul rising each year as the veil thins, mocking me with a glimpse of life, until All Soul’s Day is passed. This year is di#erent. I am embodied, thanks to the shovels that intruded upon me. But my curse goes further. I have an insatiable craving for the lives of the living. I pull out their warmth, leave them drained. Master Stoker, you were fortunate that the evening I took this bag from you, I had just absorbed the vitality of a strong footman in a great house nearby. I didn’t need yours. I just needed my play. ‘Tis the only one left. I believe it was left under the tree by Will, as a tribute. Since he knew not where I lay, he put it as near as he could.”
This long speech seemed to have left the horrid manifestation depleted. But he continued for a few more lines. “Now, I grow cold, as you do. The appetite is upon me. You must leave before you face harm. I must $nd someone else to satisfy my need, and continue my search for a new resting place before
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All Souls has passed, or face an existence as a wraith, feeding upon others to survive. Go, I say!”
“But the play. . .” Stoker protested.
“It is not for you, Master Stoker. Your name will be remembered long after you are gone, but not for a play. I beg you once again, go!”
And we did. Stoker dropped his box, foully cursing the thing, I managed to stumble behind. Holmes lingered a few seconds, as if trying to decide whether or not to test the ghost, "nally deciding to follow us through the door, into the dark of the churchyard, across the bridge, and "nally back to Baker Street. We three sat in silence in front of the hearth. Holmes eventually spoke.
“I feel the need for fresh clothing,” he said with a sni# of his sleeve
“I feel the need for a double brandy,” I said.
After a moment, Stoker said, “I feel the need to take up my pen and write.”
THE END
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Burleigh Street, London
November 12, 1897
Dr. John Watson
221B Baker Street
London
My dear Dr. Watson,
I regret to say that this submission, “The Adventure of the Purloined Play,” is the most astonishing piece of claptrap I have seen in a number of years. The Strand’s readers expect a high quality of content, not this drivel. We are not a penny dreadful publisher. I am appalled that your literary agent would agree to this rubbish crossing our desks.
I shall certainly be speaking with Dr. Doyle about this, and will be expecting a much better story to !ll our next issue by the next post. I cannot adequately express my disappointment that you would dare to submit such nonsense. I can only conclude that you meant it as a joke. If so, it is in very poor taste. Bad writing is not funny.
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The Adventure of the Suspicious
Series
Phil Angelo, Deck-Mate
Holmes casually !ipped me a rectangular piece of paper.
It was an envelope. Thin, but with something inside.
“What can you deduce from this?” Holmes asked.
The jacket had American stamps and an American postmark, “Chicago,” in the upper right corner. The address to Holmes was typewritten, but otherwise plain and unremarkable. The upper left held a multi-colored design. An eagle was perched upon a white stitched ball. A ribbon wound from the bird’s beak and encircled the ball, emblazoned with the words “American League.”
“The message is o"cial and important,” I answered. “Someone has gone to a great deal of trouble.”
“And expense. A telegram would be faster with a smaller dent in the busi‐ ness account,” Holmes added. “But you miss the most important point,” Holmes continued.
“Which is?”
“Secrecy. Only the sender and we, the receivers, will read this letter. Not even a Western Union clerk could be trusted. Reputation is paramount here. And money. There’s money in this.”
Holmes took a pen-knife and ran it across the paper pouch. The contents, a single tri-folded sheet, slid into his hand. The joint authors were: Ban Johnson, president of the American League; and Harry Pulliam, president of the National League.
“The American and National League of what? I asked.
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“Baseball, Watson. Baseball.”
The message, curt and blunt, asked for Holmes’ help. He was asked to investigate the 1906 World Series, the championship of baseball. The 1906 e!ort was the third such title match, a marquee event, but one that was still in its infancy.
It had been an all-Chicago competition between the White Sox of the American League and the Cubs of the National League. (1) The very name Cubs was confusing. In the years leading up to 1906, the Cubs had been called the Colts, the Orphans and the Remnants. The missive explained that the 1906 Cubs had won 116 games, more than any team in either league in any year. Meanwhile the White Sox were known as the “Hitless Wonders.”
“The result of the White Sox winning, four games to two, is so astounding that we ask you to review the series,” the league presidents wrote. (2) “We have no proof, but we have suspicions that gamblers may have in#uenced the outcome.”
Betting on baseball games was not new. In 1903, the message said, Ban Johnson had banned gambling in American League parks. In 1905, star pitcher Rube Waddell missed the World Series with a questionable “injured shoulder.”
“Throwing a game to bene$t gamblers,” I said. “That would be a scheme worthy of the great Moriarty.”
“Moriarty is gone, Watson. We may be looking for his equivalent. Sport Sullivan (3) is the Napoleon of American bookies. In 1903 he made $1,000 bets on World Series games. In 1904 he was rumored to have $xed a boxing match. There are many we have to check. He is at the top of the list.”
Holmes was well aware of the interplay between gambling and sports.
Several times he had been called in when the outcome of a horse race was in jeopardy. Holmes found the missing Silver Blaze and, in another case, he allowed Sir Robert Norberton enough time to stave o! his creditors and recoup his fortune by successfully running Shoscombe Prince.
Then again, Holmes knew that I had sometimes paid for my turf losses with half my wound pension.
In “The Blue Carbuncle” Holmes drew out goose dealer Breckinridge by striking up a wager after he saw The Sporting Times, a betting tout sheet, commonly known as “The Pink ‘Un,” protruding out of the fowl seller’s pocket.
Poor play at cards could lead to death, too. The tragedy of “The Sign of Four” was partially touched o! by the losses of o%cers Morstan and Sholto at the table. Holmes exonerated Major Prendergast of cheating at the Tankerville Club. Yet Ronald Adair paid with his life when he threatened to expose fraud.
“I commend you to the wit of Ambrose Bierce,” Holmes said to Watson.
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“The gambling known as business looks with austere disfavor upon the busi‐ ness known as gambling.”
“A man who used cocaine shouldn’t lecture me on my weaknesses,” I replied. “Besides, the writer is an American.”
Holmes needled me back. Bierce was a veteran of the American Civil War, having fought on the side of freedom, but he had also lived and worked in London from 1872-75.
The fact that the letter emanated from Chicago gave zest to the inquiry. Abe Slaney of “The Dancing Men” had once been identi"ed as another Chicago crook. When agent Birdy Edwards masqueraded as a con-man leading up to “The Valley of Fear,” he disguised himself as Jonas Pinto “shoving the queer (meaning counterfeiting) in Chicago.”
“If somebody wanted to disappear into the world of easy money, Chicago would be a good place to start,” Holmes said. (4)
Holmes was requested by the league presidents to interrogate any player and to identify any payo$. “It may be that nothing untoward happened,” the presidents wrote. “But if the sport’s greatest showcase was "xed, we need to punish both the gamblers and those who took the bribe.”
Holmes was promised expenses to travel to and to stay in Chicago as needed, along with a stunning $50,000 contracted fee. Save for “The Priory School,” this would be Holmes’ most remunerative case. But there was to be no publicity, no advertisements in Chicago newspapers, like The Tribune, The Eagle or the Inter Ocean.
“This is di%cult,” I told Holmes. “We do not even know that a crime has been committed. Proving guilt is arduous. How do we prove innocence?
“I remind you that we have had cases before where wrongdoing was suspected, but did not occur. Just whisper Norbury to me, or remember Godfrey Staunton weeping at his wife’s deathbed.”
“If there is evil here,” Holmes continued, “it must be because money has changed hands. Here we would trail the pounds. There we must stalk the dollars.”
“Why bring the case here?” I asked. “It could be a job for the Pinkertons. They are noted for undercover work.”
It was the Pinkertons who broke up the Scowrers in “The Valley of Fear.”
“This,” Holmes explained to Watson, “may be a tale that would remain under wraps for some time. That is not a Pinkerton strength. The Pinkertons relish publicity.” (5)
“I fear,” Holmes added, “that this is a case for the tin dispatch box, not for the Strand.”
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This was the period when Holmes was formally retired. But no great mind ever stops thinking. He was often pulled back into service when a problem interested him. His was also an intellect that continued to expand. The arms may be weary. The legs may be sti!. Deductions do not stop.
“I shall need your help, Watson.”
“What can I do?”
“Go down to the British Museum and look up ‘baseball.’ How is it played? Who controls the outcome? Learn and explain. I am too busy with the cases of the cadaverous clown, the trapeze artist with no pants and the coincidence of Seven Brides for Seven Brothers.”
“You can explain it to me,” Holmes said, “while we are sitting in the deck chairs en route to New York.”
Holmes was an athlete. Lean and muscular, he was an expert in Baritsu, singlestick and a fair boxer. He could block a jab and counter with a hook or an uppercut. But those were individual sports.
“I know little of team sports,” Holmes said. In truth, he had intervened in a rugby match by solving “The Adventure of the Missing Three-Quarter.” But sports, in general, certainly American football and baseball, were unknown to Holmes. He did not believe in cluttering up his mind with unneeded lumber. The maple or ash of baseball bats was foreign timber.
“Holmes,” I said, “I doubt you would understand team sports, or even be a good teammate. For years you have denigrated Lestrade, Gregson and much of Scotland Yard.”
“You are unjust,” Holmes countered. “Many times I unravel the Gordian knot, but turn all acknowledgement of the solution to the o#cials. Victory has a hundred fathers. It is defeat that is an orphan.”
Holmes would devote the next two weeks to clearing his current cases and to booking the needed travel, across the Atlantic on the RMS Adriatic and then skirting the southern tier of the Great Lakes by train on the New York Central to Chicago. Our headquarters would eventually be in the seven-story Palmer House, advertised as “The World’s Only Fire-Proof Hotel,” a slogan coined after the great $re of 1871.
So, day after day I pored over American newspapers. There were box scores and biographies of players like “The Flying Dutchman,” “The Georgia Peach” and relevant to this case, “Three Finger Brown.”
I disgorged the knowledge as our liner clipped through the waves.
“What have you learned, Watson?”
“Baseball is like our cricket, but di!erent. While cricket has 11 players, baseball has nine. Both games involve trying to hit a thrown ball with a bat. The
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further you hit it the better. You want to hit it where no one can catch it. The batter advances by running around four bases counterclockwise. A speedy player can even steal a base.
“Baseball is a combination of contradictions. It is played on a beautiful !eld of closely cropped green grass, but the turf is surrounded by a wooden, concrete and steel structure called a stadium. It is highly mathematical sport. Three strikes to an out. Three outs to an inning. Nine players to a side and nine innings to a game.
“While the players are spread around the !eld, they are not all equal,” I told Holmes. “The man who throws the ball is most important. If the game is being unfairly or unevenly played, some players have a much greater opportu‐ nity to do that.”
“Since the Cubs lost four games,” Holmes said, “no single play would have changed the outcome. There may be more than one culprit – or one person making several errors.”
Of the two leagues, I explained, the American is the one with the racier reputation. The American was the !rst to begin playing games on a Sunday and the !rst to sell beer in the stands. The selling of beer is advertised by large signs.
“Indeed, the owners seem to be in the food and drink business as much as they are on the baseball business.”
“Explain more.”
“Well, there is Cracker Jack.”
“What is Cracker Jack?”
“It is a mixture of popcorn and peanuts covered with molasses. Each box of the stu# also has a child’s prize: a miniature child’s toy; a tiny compass, or a picture of a baseball player. There are never enough peanuts. So if you !nd a nut, it also seems like a prize.”
Cracker Jack started at the 1893 World’s Fair in Chicago. “Someday, I predict, it will be in a song.” (6)
“The players,” Watson. “What about the players?”
“They are a rough lot,” I told Holmes. “Many German-Americans and Irish-Americans. Hardened by work with their hands — miners, loggers and farmers. There is none, almost none of the gentleman amateur element typical of our sports. This is not running the mile at Oxford, playing rugby at Cambridge or fencing at Eton.”
I explained that while the fact that the Cubs lost was disconcerting to their fans, the opposing White Sox were not without excellent players.
“The White Sox had outstanding pitchers,” I said. The key men are Big Ed
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Walsh, Nick Altrock and Doc White. Doc White is Doc White because he is a dentist. In September, he threw !ve games in a row where the opponents did not score. (7) Both White and Altrock throw the ball left-handed, which is an advantage, because it is unusual. (8) Most of us are right-handed.
“Big Ed is Big Ed because he was more than six feet tall,” I added. “He throws a pitch known as a spitball.”
“What is a spitball?”
“You dip your !ngers into your mouth before you grip the ball. The ball slips out of your hand and spins di"erently. Big Ed’s toss has so much spit that the expectorant arrives in a di"erent blur than the ball.”
“Tell me about the Cubs.”
“Their top pitcher is Three-Finger Brown. He is a farm boy who had his throwing hand mangled by a feed-chopper. The index !nger was lopped o" and his middle !nger did not heal straight. When he throws the ball, it curves down. Batters tend to pound it into the dirt. He started in three series games and lost two.”
“They have three other star players: Frank Chance at !rst base; Johnny Evers at second base and Joe Tinker at shortstop. All three played markedly worse in the series than they had during the rest of the season.
“Who is the taskmaster for the Cubs?”
“That would be Frank Chance. He runs against the type. He’s called ‘the peerless leader,’ with respect by those who like him, sarcastically by those who don’t. He is what Americans call a straight arrow. He discourages profanity and alcohol. His father was a banker.
“Chance went to college. He values victory over sportsmanship. His teams do not shake hands with opponents. He once told a player he could not get married during the season, lest it distract him from the game.
“Oh, and between seasons he’s a prize!ghter.”
Chance is also the exception to the normal type, I explained. He went to college. Many players have little formal education. Illiteracy is not uncommon.
“The Peerless Leader does not seem like a man who would agree to lose for a fee,” Holmes added. “Yet we must consider all of them.”
Fourteen Cubs played during the World Series. Holmes would look into the bank accounts of all of them. Holmes was so well-respected and his reputa‐ tion for discretion so strong that banks willingly divulged the players’ accounts as Holmes looked for unusually large deposits.
Cubs’ owner Charles Webb Murphy had told his players to cooperate with Holmes. Indeed, silence would have raised suspicion. Holmes would interview each man who had played in the World Series for the Chicago
20
The Adventure of the Suspicious Series
National League champions. Holmes cleared them, one by one, over a month.
The interviews took place in each man’s home. Holmes cast a sharp eye about, looking for extravagant purchases: mink coats; artwork or new furniture. There was none that could not be explained, such as the Greuze painting in Moriarty’s abode.
The testiest interview was the one with Johnny Evers, who was called “The Human Crab.” Admirers attributed the appellation to his play in the !eld, as he scooted low to the ground to scoop up balls and throw them. Most of his teammates said it referred to his foul disposition. Evers was a notorious baiter of umpires. Though Tinker and Evers played side-by-side, they did not talk to each other.
Tinker and Evers fought in 1905, the year before the series, not with the other team — with each other. Another version says their feud started when Evers took a cab, leaving Tinker on the curb.
Evers’ apartment was run-down. As required, he met with Holmes, but the episode was far from cordial. Brusque, snippy and gru", Evers lived up to his crustacean cognomen.
“I see,” Holmes said, “that your wife has left you, that you have worked in a saloon and that you are nervous.”
“Who told you that? Tinker? Chance?” Evers barked. “I’ll settle their score.”
Holmes explained.
“You do not wear a wedding ring, but there is an indentation on your !nger where it once was. You had a wife. She’s gone and there has been no obituary. Your clothes are unwashed and smell of stale beer. It is clear from your physique that you have served more suds than you have slurped over the years.
“Your nails are chewed. Hershey wrappers are jammed in your pockets. And you drum your !ngers on the table.”
“Marriage has not been easy,” Evers explained. “I play in Chicago, while my wife lives in Troy, New York. I have helped my father with his saloon. Mine is a lonely life. I love the Cubs. Tinker and I wouldn’t !ght for each other, but we’d come close to killing people for our team.”
On the way out, Holmes turned to me. “He didn’t do it. A man like that. His career, his job is all he has. All his success starts and ends when he puts on his baseball uniform.”
William Blake, in “Songs of Innocence,” sums it up. “Then cherish pity, lest you drive an angel from your door.”
Holmes not only talked with the innocent, he held court with the corrupt.
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He ventured into the Levee, Chicago’s toughest district, ruled by “Bathhouse” John Coughlin and “Hinky Dink” Kenna.
He met Sport Sullivan, the gambler, in the Oriental Music Room of the Everleigh Club, Chicago’s most sumptuous brothel. Sullivan was neither a prude nor Pope Leo XIII.
“I am more of a gambler than a !xer,” Sport told Sherlock. “There is a certain amount of honor among gamblers. No bank checks your credit. If you make a bet, your word is your guarantee.”
“Baseball is the hardest game to !x. To rig a prize!ght, you need only one man. To rig a baseball series, you need several players over several days, maybe the pitcher, maybe the shortstop, maybe the in!elders. The left !elder might do you no good at all.
What works in your favor is the temptation that starts with the players’ wallets. Top players are paid well, as are the best in any profession. For most, though, it’s cash in, cash out and working as a plumber on the side to make ends meet. There’s no union and no pension.
“When your arm goes dead, your career is over. If there is ever a series !x, it’s as likely to start with the players as it is with the gang.”
Later, as Holmes and Watson reviewed their research in their hotel room, Sherlock summed it up.
“We have not found a crime,” Holmes said. “But we have found exploita‐ tion. If our report is well-thumbed by the league presidents, we may be in time to prevent a crime.” (10)
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Notes
1. There was indeed a 1906 all-Chicago series. While there have
been many all-New York City series; and all-California series, the 1906 series was the only all-Chicago one, to date.
2. The 1906 Sox victory was one of the greatest World Series upsets,
possibly topped only by the 1969 victory of the Miracle Mets over the Baltimore Orioles and by the 1919 series that the Sox deliberately lost to the Cincinnati Reds.
3. Sport Sullivan was a real person and gambler. See Bruce
Allardice’s biography of him in the Society of American Baseball Research library. All the players mentioned here were real.
4. And years later when Holmes needed to change his identity to
in!ltrate the world of the Kaiser’s spies, Chicago was a key stop.
5. Allan Pinkerton, presumably helped by ghostwriters, authored at
least 22 books.
6. “Take Me Out to The Ballgame,” with the line “Buy Me Some
Peanuts and Cracker Jack” was two years in the future.”
7. Doc White’s record of !ve shutouts in a row would stand for 64
years, until broken by Don Drysdale in 1968.
8. Nick Altrock became a baseball “clown” later as his playing career
wound down. He is more remembered for that today than for his pitching, although he was a !ne pitcher.
9. Tinker to Evers to Chance would be immortalized in a 1910 poem,
“Baseball’s Sad Lexicon,” by Franklin Pierce Adams.
These are the saddest of possible words:
"Tinker to Evers to Chance."
Trio of bear cubs, and !eeter than birds, Tinker and Evers and Chance.
Ruthlessly pricking our gonfalon bubble,
Making a Giant hit into a double—
Words that are heavy with nothing but trouble:
"Tinker to Evers to Chance."
Tinker, Evers and Chance are all in the Hall of Fame. They were all
great players, but the poem helped their reputations.
Tinker was married four times, made a fortune in real estate, but lost it
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in the great depression. He was later arrested for operating a gambling
house. Evers had a nervous breakdown, separated from his wife and
started a sporting goods store, which went bankrupt.
10. Alas, no. Thirteen years later, in 1919, the next generation of
White Sox would be immortalized as the Black Sox for throwing the World Series. The team was deeply divided into rival cliques.
THE END
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Phil Angelo
Kankakee, Illinois
Dear Phil,
We regret to inform you that your story, “The Adventure of the Suspicious Series,” has been rejected by The Strand.
While you certainly capture Holmes and his deductions, there is no actual crime here. We also need a bit more action. If you stick with writing, add in more humor. Our readers prefer to see mysteries in England, not in America.
Finally, the main theme of the story, the throwing of a World Series, is simply preposterous. What intelligent player would risk his entire career for a single payday.
We wish you well in future endeavors. There may be another magazine willing to print your work — just not us.
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The Case of the Voices From
Beyond
Dr. J. H. Watson
as found by Kevin and Loretta Beard
It was a !ne spring morning in May, 1903 and Holmes and I were reviewing the morning’s newspapers over co"ee seeking something of interest as Billy brought in a calling card. Holmes told him to invite the lady in. Our visitor proved to be a well-dressed, tall, heavy elderly lady with a pronounced limp and bright green eyes. I guided her to a chair and Holmes and I drew close.
She began “Please allow me to introduce myself. I am Abigail Sells, widow of Dr. Ezekiel Sells. My brother in law, Dr. Barnaby Sells of Texas, wrote to me praising your solution to his peculiar pronouns mystery. Today I would like to present you my problem, as it is weighing far too heavily upon my conscience to ignore.
“My husband enthusiastically embraced new inventions, and in addition to electric lights, had one of the !rst Central Exchange telephones installed in our house. I am far less sanguine about such devices, but for his sake I have always tried to adapt to their use. He also had one installed at my sister’s home in Mayfair so I could speak with her every day.
“I am an early riser, but my sister Gwendolyn is not and was still abed at ten this morning. When I rang, her maid was helping her rise and so I sat there listening for her.
“I then heard two men speaking, faintly but very clear, as if from great distance. It reminded me of some of the seances I’ve attended in that the dead often sound something like that. I was so disturbed that I wrote it all down as quickly as I could, so that I might not miss an important detail.
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“First man: “ Professor, must it be so? Over a thousand men, women and chil‐ dren killed?”
“Second man: “General Slocum must burn; they must never reach little hell gate. Little Germany must su"er if a monstrously greater evil is to be avoided. We all must make hard choices – think on Coventry – it may ease your conscience.”
“After that the voices faded away.
“My sister had nothing important to impart and I was too distressed to converse long. I sent my man for a carriage and came straight to you. What shall I do, Mr. Holmes?”
“Please leave it to us, my dear lady. Dr. Watson and I will look into the matter, and if there is anything to be done, we will certainly do it. Contact us immediately should you hear anything more.”
I showed Mrs. Sells out. After she had gone, Holmes stated “Mrs. Sells’ reference to seances might appear to undermine her credibility, but a great many of the gullible have sought comfort in spiritualism. I tend to believe she heard exactly what she claims.”
“These new telephones will change the world eventually, but have been known to leak messages via magnetic inductance across lines from time to time. I !nd the thought of a mechanical ear possibly listening to one every minute of the day most unsettling and disturbing. Just think what how the unscrupulous could make use of that!”
I went to our references to find just who General Slocum might be. I quickly found Henry Warner Slocum, 1827-1894, a Union general during the American Civil War, who had participated in the battles of First Bull Run, Antietam and Chancellorsville. Holmes slouched and closed his eyes. “It seems unlikely that a man nine years dead would be burned. Perhaps an institution or ship named after him?” murmured Holmes.
On the shelf we had a recent copy of Lloyd’s Register of Shipping, a keep‐ sake of the Cutter Alicia disappearance. I quickly found “Paddle Steamer (PS) General Slocum, launched 1891, length 294 ft, 1284 tons, capacity 2500 passengers, owner Knickerbocker Steamboat Company, home port New York City.”
I commented “I remember reading about that ship a few years ago – some‐ thing about 900 intoxicated anarchists attempting to seize control of it.”
I ventured “That seems promising – but what connection would Germany have to a coastal passenger ship based in New York?”. Holmes spoke “Little Germany is not a term of endearment, but rather the name of a speci!c enclave
27
as found by Kevin and Loretta Beard
on the lower east side of Manhattan in New York City. Please look for a place named little hell gate.”
I retrieved our largest atlas and quickly found a Little Hell Gate in British Columbia, and another, more apropos, a creek running between Randalls and Wards Islands on the East River of New York City.
“So we now know what and where, but not why nor when.”
Holmes replied “I have mentioned Professor Moriarty before; it could perhaps be he who is the professor mentioned. I last read that there are only around 14,000 telephone subscribers in London. It might be worthwhile to inquire whether Professor Moriarty is one of them. A crime of that magnitude is well within his scope, if he were engaged to see it through. If so, perhaps Scotland Yard will choose to use his mechanical ear to spy for them, but the ethics of that is at best most questionable.”
“Equally alternatively, it could well be someone else. We have yet no clue why over a thousand people must die.”
I opened our atlas again “There are towns of Coventry in three states in America, but none lie on navigable water, as well as our own Coventry in the West Midlands here. Can we make anything of that?” Holmes replied “I fear not, since it must reference some event past. Nothing of great note has happened in our Coventry since Lady Godiva’s ride in the 11th century.”
“So what to we do?” I posited. Holmes shook his head and spoke sadly, “I think all we can do is to send a telegram to the New York City police depart‐ ment and Scotland Yard. Since we have no suspects, nor any time set for the disaster, I fear all they can do is alert the owners and operators to beware sabotage.”
And so, we left it there. Zeke & Lulu Sells’ warning haunts me and disturbs my sleep, but its very nature prevents any disclosure of its secret and must remain my burden alone.
THE END
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May 22, 1903
My Dear Dr. Doyle,
We have been on excellent terms for a great many years, so I feel I can be quite frank with you. While I greatly enjoyed your most recent submission from Dr. Watson, “Case of the Voices From Beyond”, it is not suitable to be published in the Strand. The main issues are four-fold. Sherlock Holmes has always championed logic and facts, but here he actively disparages spiritualism – an attitude which could alienate a goodly portion of our loyal readers, many who have lost loved ones, especially children, in the recent wars and epidemics and seek comfort as they may.
The Central Exchange Telephone advertises extensively in the Strand and is an important source of our "nancial support. Any implication their system attributes a spectral quality to voices, or that there might be any lack of privacy for conversations, could greatly discourage new subscribers for their service. We certainly do not want to encourage current or future subscribers to attempt to listen in on unconnected lines for voices from beyond the grave, or to over‐ hear other subscribers’ private conversations. Thirdly, the story does not really end on a satisfying conclusion – a mere warning issued of an awful crime that will cause over a thousand deaths is insu$cient. If this story were expanded into a novel, I would very much like to read it and discover the motivation for such a horrendous, evil act.
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Lastly, the reference to Zeke and Lulu Sells’ dire warning is tantalizing, but is frustrating for the reader. Their story is certainly one that must be told too.
With my warmest regards,
George Newnes
Publisher, Strand Magazine
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The Filed Bazar
A Derrick Miles Story (as told to Barbara
Brannon)
Will Brandon
A thin white envelope appeared underneath the door at 221B Houston Street with the slightest swoosh, and across the room I paused mid-page in the novel I was reading, in anticipation that Derrick Miles might leap up from his armchair to claim it. Especially considering the troublesome scarcity of prospective clients since our return to Fort Worth from the Philadelphia exposition two weeks earlier.
No movement ensued from his side of the hearth, though, save a sideways glance.
“Not a case, then?” I ventured.
“As you might observe by the ordinary bond size and paper, Hooper, the packet represents no !ne invitation to meet, no rich trove of evidence to be sifted, no cachet from a worried heir, no urgent summons from abroad,” he replied, with an air of insouciance that I had still not learned to accurately interpret in the nearly six months of our association.
“You can deduce that much from a scrap of !ber on the "oor ten feet away?”
“Not really,” he said wearily. “I’ve seen a packet of those on the landlady’s escritoire downstairs. She uses them to send the bills.”
“Oh.”
“I don’t suppose…”
“Suppose what?”
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“I don’t suppose you’re due another monthly pension payment anytime soon?”
“Quarterly.”
“Stamford might be good for another draw.”
“Yes, but you’d have to spend half on the saloon tab !rst.” I stood and chucked a few more coals onto the grate.
I returned to my seat and idly thumbed the pages of Tom Sawyer as I
pondered the situation. There was always the option of setting up a medical o#ce in the growing city. I was getting around well enough without the cane by now, and I’d never surrendered any of my instruments to the pawnbroker. Or there was always…Mother.
That thought solidi!ed my resolve. I snapped the book shut and waved it for my housemate to see.
“I maintain still that there must be a paying demand for quality prose avail‐ able to us,” I said, with more enthusiasm than I felt. “Just look at the bonanza it’s made for Mark Twain!”
Miles was ready with a counterargument. “But you, my friend, have sought only to chronicle a few localized dispositions of middling crimes. That and your academic piece concerning Dr. Lister’s lecture for the Lancet. Which didn’t pay a thin dime, now, did it?
“Well, no, but there is the prestige factor, should I decide to pursue private practice—”
“And the treatise on the e%ects of strychnine you had accepted by, I believe, that upstart Texas Medical Journal for the bene!t of its twenty-eight subscribers.”
“Yes, though it—”
“No man but a blockhead ever wrote, except for money,” Miles said, quoting Dr. Johnson.
“You’re baiting me, aren’t you?” I replied, not failing to note his irony. “But you are one hundred percent correct that I must buckle down and seek some source of income.”
“That, or I must visit mine uncle with one of my prized possessions. Let us see, ought that be the Smith & Wesson, or the !rst-edition set of Elements of Chemistry on the shelf yonder, or the Strad …”
“Oh, don’t be an ass, I won’t permit it,” I snapped back.
“Well then, I see no prospect other than to !nd a more commercial outlet for your literary talents.” Miles stood, pulled his dressing-gown around his shoulders, and tightened the belt before turning to the bookcase he’d just refer‐ enced. Pipe between his teeth, he reviewed the volumes lined there like leather‐
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bound soldiers. “ A Treatise on the Analysis of Soils and the Composition of the Ashes of Human Bodies…no, that won’t do…a full run of Scienti!c American, mmm…Martin Chuzzlewit, how did that get here…”
“If you’re proposing I churn out a novel like Mr. Dickens, staying one step ahead of the typesetter aboard ships—”
“No, no, nothing of that sort.”
“Or Miss Bronte composing her paragraphs in the parlor—”
“God, no.”
“Well?”
He reached a skeletal "nger into a crevice behind one of the weighty tomes and drew out a slim, saddle-stitched publication of the sort I could instantly see had no peer in his collection. It bore more resemblance to a newspaper than a book, though it was considerably smaller in dimension. As he spread it open to view the interior contents, I spied on its front a lavish black-and-white engraving of a woman, standing in dark winter frock and feathered chapeau, carrying a fur lap robe. A style periodical?
“Have you not seen the November number of Harper’s Bazar, my friend? Here among its sixteen highly popular pages you will "nd—” he read from the subtitle—“Fashion, Pleasure, and Instruction.”
“You don’t really mean—”
“I picked it up at Henry Altemus during our sojourn in the City of Broth‐ erly Love. Within its pages you will also "nd a small item of note regarding possible counterfeiting activity during the Exhibition.”
“Which resulted in a small commission for you from the mint, I recall. But what has this to do with our present dearth of fortune?”
“The Bazar, in case it’s escaped your attention, is also becoming the reposi‐ tory for writing of the general type, bearing on sensational crimes and clever solutions. Take, for instance, the recent collaboration between Mr. Dickens and Mr. Wilkie Collins. A not insigni"cant number of readers seem willing to part with their hard-earned coin for that sort of thing. And the Harpers seem to be paying a not insigni"cant fee to print it.”
“You do mean—”
“Just imagine how engrossed the reading public might be with, say, a "rst‐ hand account of Pinkerton detective McParland’s in"ltration of the coal miners’ network deep in the Pennsylvania mountain fastnesses, in which the world’s "rst consulting detective aids in tracking the subversive activities of Professor Hamish MacHinery and bringing the deadly strikers to justice? And how smitten the editor of a best-selling magazine might be with the writer of such a story?”
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“Smitten enough to pay handsomely, you’re suggesting…”
“Precisely.”
I stood smartly, snatched up the Twain, and strode over to retrieve the enve‐ lope from the "oor. Without another word I proceeded up to my third-"oor room and slammed the door. If the situation called for ingenuity, then by Jove, forthcoming ingenuity would be.
![]()
The response arrived in the post a swift ten days later, during which time Derrick Miles managed to forestall our $nancial dilemma with a $ve-dollar consultation over a matter of a lost dog.
Without pausing at the post o%ce to open it, I dashed back to 221B, taking the seventeen stairs two at a time, to $nd Miles consumed in a research activity of some sort involving half a chicken being roasted over a gas "ame, the kitchen cutting board, and a piece of obsidian knapped to an edge.
“Why so breathless?” he inquired of me, glancing up from his experiment.
“The Atlantic!” I replied as I waved the large envelope in his direction. “Let us see what they have to say.”
“About?”
“The Pinkertons story, what else?”
“The Atlantic Monthly, you say?” He returned his gaze to the "ame. “High cotton indeed. Well, nothing ventured, nothing gained. Do tell.”
I picked up Miles’s sharpened stone and attempted to use it clumsily as a paper knife. The heavy brown paper of the envelope did not yield readily. Miles was trying to explain something about a theory of di&erence in e&ect between shear strength and tensile strength of a blade cutting through "esh, and at last I gave in and ripped the end loose with my $ngers. The pages of my manuscript spilled out onto the table. From the top of the heap I withdrew a single, watermarked ivory sheet and began reading aloud.
“Dear Dr. Hooper: The Editors of The Atlantic sincerely
appreciate the time you took to prepare and send the enclosed
submission.
“Your attention to local detail in the coal country is admirable,
and we are impressed with the amount of imagination it must have
required in the crafting. However, the piece does not meet our needs
for fiction at this time. We seek stories of a more literary bent, in
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which nobody murders or debauches anybody else and there is no
arson or pillage of any sort. Should you in the future craft some-
thing more attentive to the smiling aspects of life, we shall welcome
hearing from you.
“We wish you luck in placing this item elsewhere. “Yours sincerely, W. D. H.”
I stood, incensed and incredulous, for a long moment before wadding up the whole page into a ball and dashing it down on the table.
“More literary bent, my foot!” I raged. “No murder, no arson, no pillage—”
At that moment the edge of the !ne cotton paper, which had apparently come into contact with the alcohol burner, caught the "ame and swiftly burned to nothing. I smothered the !re with the remnants of the envelope before it could spread to my manuscript, which had su#ered nothing worse than singeing on the edges.
Miles stood by, bemused, for a long moment.
“Shall I go fetch that copy of the Bazar for you again? Perhaps you’ll need the address.”
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AUTHOR’S NOTE English majors of a particular era, though almost certainly nobody else, would likely recognize the name of the 19th-century “dean of American letters” William Dean Howells, who as onetime editor of Harper’s Magazine and The Atlantic Monthly served more successfully as a literary tastemaker than as novelist himself. Founded in Boston in 1857 by authors including Ralph Waldo Emerson and Harriet Beecher Stowe, The Atlantic anchored the roster of highbrow periodicals that also included Harp‐ er’s; as middle-class demand for printed content rose over the years and the price of paper decreased, more popular magazines such as McClure’s, Munsey’s, and the Ladies’ Home Journal would be introduced.
As early as 1867 Harper’s spun o" its Bazar (styled after the German sensation Der Bazar) as “a vast repository for all the rare and costly things of earth—silks, velvets, cashmeres, spices, perfumes, and glittering gems; in a word, whatever can comfort the heart and delight the eye,” according to a 150th anniversary history published in the magazine in 2016. “But from the outset,” the story continues, “it was clear that Bazar’s de#nition of fashion went far beyond clothes. Alongside brisk reports on style and well-mannered instruc‐ tions on how to tie a bow and pin a bun, there were sharp pieces of #ction and poetry and musings on family, work, and social mores. Writers such as Charles Dickens, George Eliot, Henry James, and later, Thomas Hardy, all contributed to Bazar.” Dickens teamed up, famously, with Wilkie Collins to contribute some of the #rst examples of the detective #ction genre.
By the 1890s, across the pond, The Strand —pioneering publisher of A. C. Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes short stories—looked to all these forerunners, as well as the newer formats such as Scribner’s of New York, in its successful launch.
The present story picks up the Derrick Miles and Dr. Frank Hooper saga soon after events of Book 2, A Study in Crimson; Or, the Tale of the Red Man, which relates the backstory of the characters’ meeting in 1876, signi#cantly earlier in Texas history than the Holmes and Watson canon in London.
Sherlockians will readily recognize the nod here to the brief non-canonical story “The Field Bazaar,” which Doyle in 1896 penned upon request as a fund-raiser for his old cricket pitch. The episode’s implications regarding the pecu‐ niary value of literary property make it a prime target in this instance for pastis‐ che-rrie. Readers will, of course, detect clues to other stories from the Doyle oeuvre and, it is hoped, echoes of the Agent’s own struggles (and those of his Dr. Watson) to break into income-producing assays by the pen.
Though writers of every stripe still #ght the good #ght today, we all likely appreciate the wisdom of Samuel Johnson’s take on the matter, as recorded by his original Boswell.
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Harper’s Bazar, vol. 9, no. 45
(Nov. 4, 1876), p. 1 (of 16
pages); retrieved from The
Internet Archive.
THE END
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A Strange Occurrence in Whitby
M. H. Bryan
One of the strangest cases involving Mr. Sherlock Holmes I have not yet put to paper on account of the sheer impossibility of the tale. But as Holmes has often said, when you have eliminated the impossible, whatever remains, however improbable, must be the truth. And while it may seem shocking to those of a more rational persuasion, including Holmes himself, the following tale is in fact true.
It was in the summer of 1890 that Holmes was perusing the newspapers – he had not had an interesting case in weeks, and I feared that he might once again turn to his particular vice, which always lay within reach of the mantle‐ piece, something to stimulate his ever-eager mind whenever the vagaries of reality proved disappointing. But he was not to be disappointed this time.
The silence of our Baker Street parlor was suddenly broken by a startled cry from my friend, and I looked up from the novel I was reading to see him trans"xed by a story in The Times.
“Something amiss, Holmes?” I asked.
“Something curious, certainly,” he agreed, reaching for, to my relief, his pipe, and striking a match to light it. “Murder at a seaside town. And quite an odd murder – the victim was found dead on a bench overlooking the sea, completely drained of blood. What do you make of that, Watson?”
“A tragedy,” I commented. “Likely the work of a lunatic.”
“Very probably,” agreed Holmes. “Only a lunatic would murder so openly in public, and then linger in the vicinity to remove all the blood from the body.
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Only a lunatic would not fear capture in such a situation - someone completely devoid of reason and rationality.”
He pu!ed on his pipe thoughtfully. “I have always had di"culty with lunatic murderers, as their attitudes are so very di!erent from my own. Where I use logic, they are guided by mere whims. While I reason and deduce, they react emotionally and senselessly. They are slippery creatures, and certainly cannot be depended upon for a tidy solution.”
He tapped his pipe out suddenly. “Still, I am not otherwise occupied at present, and at least it will provide a challenge. We are o! to Whitby, Watson, at your earliest convenience.”
The timing was not particularly convenient for me, but that never stopped Holmes when he got the bit between his teeth, and so with apologies to my patients, the very next day we were on the train north. Whitby is a seaside town on the northeast coast, very popular among locals and weary Londoners seeking some respite from the thick fog and hustle and bustle of the city. There is a ruined abbey and a church on the cli!s overlooking the sea, and it was on a bench in the churchyard where the victim had been found, a young lady no more than eighteen years of age named Lucy Westenra.
Our #rst stop was to the local police station to inquire if we could inspect the body for clues. “I’m sorry, sir,” said the inspector, eyeing us sternly. “We are not allowing anyone to view the body.”
“Perhaps if I present you my card, you may change your mind,” said Holmes, reaching into his pocket. “My name is Sherlock Holmes, consulting detective. You may have heard of my exploits in The Strand magazine written by my colleague Dr. Watson…”
“You can name drop all you like, sir, it will not change my mind,” retorted the inspector. “That other fellow did the same, claiming he was associated with the great actor Henry Irving. Just because you know famous people doesn’t mean you deserve special treatment, that’s my view.”
“What other fellow?” asked Holmes.
“The other fellow who was in here earlier asking to inspect the body,” retorted the inspector. “Don’t remember his name. Irish, and looked it. Said he was a writer, and I told him we’d already made our statements to the press, and nothing further would be forthcoming. He didn’t care for that, but rules are rules, after all, and we don’t break them for writers or celebrities. My apologies, gentlemen,” he added, insincerely.
“We can view the crime scene in any case,” said Holmes as we left the station. “Though if everyone here is this uncooperative, we may be stymied before our investigation begins.”
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He looked around at the great crowds of people enjoying ice cream and !sh and chips. “It does seem especially odd that the young lady’s murderer could kill her and remove the blood from her body and not have anyone discover him, considering the amount of people bustling about,” he commented.
“Maybe they were reluctant to climb the stairs,” I replied, nodding upward where 199 steps led from the town up to the churchyard where the lady had been discovered. It was indeed quite a climb, and when we arrived at last on the cli" top, we found we were not the only people there.
A large, well-built, red-bearded man was kneeling beside the bench, exam‐
ining it carefully. “Are you looking for something, sir?” I asked, approaching him.
He straightened up, dusting the mud o" his trousers. “No, no,” he said, in an Irish lilt. “Just examining the ground. I had hoped there might be footprints.”
“Unlikely after the police and their attendant onlookers have already tram‐ pled the spot,” commented Holmes.
“Yes, quite right,” the man agreed. “I was just hoping some clue had been left behind relating to the poor girl’s murder.”
“You are a detective, sir?” I asked.
“No, just a writer,” he replied, holding out his hand. “Bram Stoker, at your service.”
“Sherlock Holmes, consulting detective. I’m afraid I’ve never heard of you,” said Holmes, shaking it. “But then Dr. Watson is more literary-minded than I am – have you heard of Mr. Stoker, Watson?”
“I cannot say that I have,” I replied. “What sorts of things have you written, Mr. Stoker?”
“Just a few stories and one novel so far,” he replied. “Nothing that’s made a name for myself yet.”
“And you are hoping to become inspired by this girl’s murder and write the story that will grant you immortality, is that it?” asked Holmes.
Stoker shrugged. “A writer takes inspiration where he can !nd it, even in the gruesome and morbid. But clearly I don’t need to tell you that, Mr. Holmes, in your line of work.”
“No,” agreed Holmes. “But surely you could have found morbid cases to investigate in London. You do live in London, do you not?”
“Yes, I do,” he agreed, nodding. “I came here on a summer holiday a week ago.”
“A summer holiday away from your profession as manager to the famous Henry Irving, is that correct?” asked Holmes.
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“Yes, but…how did you know?” asked Stoker, astonished.
“The police inspector said an Irish man had mentioned being an associate of Henry Irving – I made an educated guess he was speaking of you,” replied Holmes. “And the heavy layer of soot on your clothes and hat indicate that you regularly reside in London. The pattern of ink stains on your hands signify that you do write more than usual, but numbers rather than words, so I deduced that you had an administrative role, hence manager. Besides, who else but an administrator would yearn for the fame writing a popular story can bring? Actors already get their fair share of the limelight.”
“I am not seeking limelight, Mr. Holmes, merely a story,” retorted Stoker.
“And a solution to this horrible mystery.”
“Were you able to acquire any further information on this case that was not in the newspapers?” asked Holmes.
“Yes, I was,” replied Stoker. “I spoke to a schoolfriend of Miss Westenra’s named Miss Wilhelmina Murray – she’s actually the one who found the body. She was sharing a room with the victim and woke up in the night to find her missing. Apparently Miss Westenra has always been prone to sleep‐ walking, so her friend was not entirely surprised by her not being in their room. What she was more surprised about was not finding her in the house. She told me she looked everywhere before suddenly thinking about their favorite walk, which always ended at this bench overlooking the cliff. She surmised that Miss Westenra might, in her unthinking state, just be following familiar patterns, and so she left their residence on the opposite cliff and went through the town and up the steps. She told me that she thought she saw a dark figure bending over Miss Westenra, a dark figure with red eyes, but which seemed to disappear into the darkness when she approached. She found Miss Westenra dead, her body completely white and bloodless, and with two small pinpricks on her throat, as if she had been stung.”
“And she did not see any #gure in the vicinity?” asked Holmes.
“None – the man, for she said it was the height and build of a man, seemed to have vanished into thin air,” replied Stoker.
“What do you make of it, Holmes?” I asked.
“What do you make of it, Mr. Stoker?” he asked.
“I have no idea,” replied Stoker, shaking his head. “Miss Murray seems a very stable young woman and not prone to lying, or $ights of fancy. She even kept her composure while speaking to me, although one could see she was devastated by her friend’s death. She did recommend I speak to Miss Westen‐ ra’s #ancé, and I was just heading to his residence now.”
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“We’ll come along, if you don’t mind,” said Holmes. “You suspect the !ancé in her death?”
“Miss Murray does,” replied Stoker. “You could tell she did not feel kindly toward the man, although of course she would never say so as a well-mannered young lady. You are certainly welcome to join me if you like.”
“We must form our own impression of him, free of bias,” said Holmes. “It is important to get all the facts before forming a conclusion, and facts are not the same as feelings. And facts tainted by feelings are worse than useless to my mind – in fact, they are usually harmful.”
“I suppose that is where we di"er – as a writer, feelings are what help bring my characters and stories to life,” said Stoker, as we walked.
“Yes, I have often remarked to Watson that he ruins the accurate reporting of so many of my cases by adding in emotion,” sighed Holmes. “But he said that is one of the tricks of his trade. No wonder even in our rational age, we have lunatic murders like this, due to people giving vent to their irrational feelings. Such a shame that mankind cannot control that baser, animal side of his nature and let his brain rule him.”
“I’m not certain I’d want to live in such a world, Mr. Holmes,” said Stoker. “To me, prose and poetry help make reality bearable, and the expression of our passions and feelings is the highest calling in the world. I have been brought to tears watching Mr. Irving perform, or hearing Mr. Whitman read his poetry – it stirs something in me which feels almost divine. And it is through the arts that we are connected to something bigger than ourselves, something which is more than human and that calls to our better natures.”
“I suppose it depends on the art,” retorted Holmes. “I am sure there is art which can call to our worse natures.”
“Of course,” said Stoker, nodding. “And I agree that such art ought to be censured. Rarely do people set out to deliberately create such things, of course, but we all have our own personal demons that can sometimes reveal themselves on the page.”
“I don’t believe in demons, Mr. Stoker,” retorted Holmes. “Or anything supernatural.”
“I believe there are more things in heaven and earth than are dreamt of in our philosophy,” retorted Stoker.
We had reached a large, elegant house not far from the abbey – it was very old and to my mind looked fairly bleak. Stoker knocked on the door, and it was opened a short time later by a tall, thin, pale man dressed all in black.
“Yes?” he asked, with a strange intonation in his voice. “May I help you?”
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“Pardon this intrusion, sir, but I understand you were the !ancé of Miss Westenra,” said Stoker. “We were hoping to speak to you regarding her death.”
The man studied us with cold, dark eyes. “I am not sure what help I can be, but I will speak to you,” he said, opening the door and gesturing inside. “I am Dracula, and I welcome you to my house.”
“Thank you, Mr. Dracula,” said Holmes, as he followed Mr. Stoker inside.
“Count Dracula,” corrected the man.
“Ah. You are not a native of this country then, count?” asked Holmes.
“No, I am originally from Transylvania,” he replied.
“Please accept our deepest sympathies on the death of your !ancée,” I said, as I entered the home. It was an opulent, luxurious house, decorated in all the latest fashions of the day, and yet somehow it felt neglected. I put this down to the air of grief which undoubtedly pervaded the very atmosphere considering this man’s loss, and thought no more about it.
“I thank you,” he replied, gesturing for us to sit down. “Not there,” he inter‐ jected, as I made to sit upon the sofa. “My apologies, but the roof leaks there,” he added, glancing up. I noticed drops of water trickling down onto the sofa from a crack in the ceiling. “It has not been repaired from the storm, and I have not had the heart to see to it with recent events,” the count continued.
“What storm?” asked Holmes.
“A few months back, there was a great storm here that wrecked a ship upon the cli$ shore,” he explained. “The Demeter, from Varna. All aboard perished.”
“I read about that,” said Stoker. “What was strange was that the ship came into port completely unmanned – there was only the captain onboard, dead and lashed to the wheel with a cross clasped in his hands. There was no one living on the ship, except for a great black dog which leaped o$ when it crashed, but no one has seen it since.”
“It is very mysterious,” agreed the count. “But where are my manners? Let me o$er you some refreshment,” he said, heading for the door.
“You have no servants, count?” asked Holmes.
“I prefer to be alone with my thoughts when I may,” the count replied. “And I am in no mood to have others around me at present. I came to England to escape the pressures of rank and all the expectations that entails in my home‐ land, and I do not require people to wait on me.”
“An odd man,” commented Holmes when the count had left.
“A man in mourning is apt to be a little odd,” I replied. “And of course his ways are not our ways, not being from our country.”
“Indeed, I am only recently arrived in England these past few months,” said the count, re-entering the room with a tray containing several glasses and a
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bottle of wine. “And I do ask that you correct me if I say or do anything which indicates that I am foreign. I wish to be assimilated as much as possible in my new homeland, and want nothing that exposes me as being di!erent from my fellow Englishmen. I am content if I am like the rest.”
“Well, you certainly have adapted to the English rules of hospitality,” said Stoker, gratefully taking the glass of wine the count poured for him.
We all took a glass, except Count Dracula. “I have not entirely adapted to the taste of your wines,” he said by way of an excuse. “The ones from my homeland are much sweeter, and I have not yet developed a taste for the drier kind.”
“You are planning on staying in England for the foreseeable future, count?” asked Holmes.
“Yes,” replied the count. “I will be staying here a very long time.”
“It’s a very beautiful country,” said Stoker. “But so, I expect, is your homeland?”
“Oh yes,” said the count. “My homeland is magni#cent - mountains and pine forests and rivers that carve out the very rock. There is a castle on almost every crag, standing tall and majestic through the biting wind and bitter weather.”
“Why did you leave, if you don’t mind my asking?” asked Stoker.
“Because while it is a very beautiful country, it is also a primitive backwater #lled with naïve and superstitious fools,” said the count, bitterly. “I could no longer live among such irrational people. I #nd the people in England much more rational, on the whole.”
“Mr. Stoker and I were just discussing that,” said Holmes. “I told him I am not a superstitious man, but he seemed more credulous on that point.”
“What sorts of superstitions do they have in Transylvania?” asked Stoker.
“I would prefer not to discuss them, if you don’t mind,” retorted the count. “I wish to leave my past in the past. What questions did you have for me regarding my #ancée?”
“Her friend Miss Murray claims she sleepwalked,” said Holmes. “I was wondering if she ever mentioned this a$iction to you.”
“No, I’m afraid not,” replied the count.
“Did she ever leave her bed at night before to your knowledge?” asked Stoker.
Count Dracula drew himself up, apparently insulted by this question. “No, sir,” he said, very coldly. “I was never anywhere near my #ancée’s bed, at night or otherwise, and therefore cannot attest to such matters.”
“I’m sorry,” said Stoker, hastily. “I didn’t mean to suggest…”
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“No, you did not,” interrupted Count Dracula, icily. “Therefore forget you ever mentioned the matter.”
He stood up and went to look out of the window – it was then I noticed that the house had a direct view of the ruined abbey, and of the very cli! on which Miss Westenra had died. “That must be a di"cult view for you now,” I said.
“Yes,” agreed the count. “But it is yet lovely. So very old and ancient. It has seen centuries of life and death, and it endures. Even its ruins are magni#cent. And at its feet lie the tombs of the dead, the dead of ages.”
The count shook his head and turned his attention away from the abbey. “Forgive me,” he said, with a small smile. “Death occupies my mind far too much these days.”
“That is quite understandable,” said Stoker. “I know many people are superstitious about graveyards here. You do not su!er from such fears yourself, count?”
“No, I do not,” retorted Count Dracula. “I have no fear of the dead.”
“And yet people in your country do, if I’m not mistaken,” continued Stoker. “I am doing some research on Transylvania for a novel I’m trying to write, and I know there is a passionate belief in vampires there.”
The count glared at him. “Yes, they are superstitious fools, as I said,” he snapped.
“What in heaven’s name is a vampire?” I asked.
“People who have returned from the dead in order to attack the living, and drain their blood to prolong their own life,” said Stoker. “Vampires are said to be able to live for centuries feasting on the blood of the innocent. Surely you have heard of that creature, Count Dracula?”
“I am a count, sir, and I do not believe in the foolish superstitions of peas‐ ants,” Count Dracula retorted. “Moreover, this line of questioning is most distasteful in light of recent events – as you might imagine, after my #ancée was murdered in such a fashion, the very subject of vampires is abhorrent to me. Please change it or leave my home.”
“Are you acquainted with Miss Westenra’s friend, Miss Murray?” asked Holmes.
“I am,” said the count, nodding. “But I have not seen her since Lucy’s death.”
“Was she happy to hear about your and Miss Westenra’s engagement?” asked Holmes.
“I believe so,” replied the count. “I daresay she thought it was a little sudden, and perhaps it was. But Lucy so desperately wanted to be married, to become %esh of my %esh and blood of my blood till death us do part…”
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He trailed o!. “Forgive me, gentlemen, I feel suddenly overcome. Would it be rude of me to ask you to leave?”
“Not at all,” said Holmes, standing up. “Thank you, Count Dracula. You have been most helpful.”
“I am glad I could be of some assistance,” said the count, seeing us to the door. “Good day, gentlemen.”
“I must say, he seemed positively charming to me,” I commented when we had left. “But you said Miss Murray is not fond of him?”
“Not everyone likes foreigners,” replied Stoker. “Believe me, I know that. And yet I wonder if there is another reason.”
“What other reason?” I asked.
Stoker shook his head. “Nothing. If you gentlemen will excuse me, I have pressing business back at my hotel. It was lovely meeting you, and I hope to see you again soon.”
He started o! down the steps toward town. “We seem to have hit a dead end already,” I commented to Holmes.
“Perhaps,” agreed Holmes, looking around the churchyard. “We shall stay here tonight.”
“Here?” I repeated.
“You’re not afraid of the dead, are you, Watson?” asked Holmes with a smile.
“Well, no,” I said. “It just looks like it’s going to be a cold, wet night.”
“I think not,” said Holmes, glancing at the sky. “I think it will be clear. At least, I hope it will be.”
He said nothing else, but made himself comfortable behind a headstone. I joined him, and we waited until it grew dark. The crowds thinned out, and a #ne, full moon rose over the ruins of Whitby Abbey, shining through the skeleton of the great building and bleaching each of its bones a frosty white. The moon cast shadows onto the gravestones of centuries which lay clustered at the abbey’s feet, worn smooth by age, the names of the entombed blotted out forever by the wind and rain. I am not sure why, but a strange sense of melan‐ choly seized me as I looked upon the abbey, which had stood vigil over ages of death and decay, and now was left to lie in ruins with only the moonlight and the dead for companionship.
We suddenly saw two #gures climbing up the steps toward us – it was two young women, one dark haired and one light. One appeared to be leading the other, who followed her with an expression of astonishment on her face. The one in the lead was dressed all in white, but her gown was plain and simple, like a funeral shroud.
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“I do not understand,” the woman following was saying. “How can you be alive, Lucy? I found you dead.”
“No, I am not dead, Mina,” the leader whispered. “I will never die. And I will show you how you can join me in immortality.”
She led her to the bench overlooking the cli!, and we saw a big, black dog padding toward the seat. The dog reached the bench and suddenly, before our very eyes, transformed into a man we knew - Count Dracula.
Lucy smiled at him, but Mina started up in shock. “You!” she gasped, trying to "ee, but Lucy seized her in what appeared to be an almost superhuman grip – I saw bruises forming on her arms from the pressure. Her struggling was clearly useless, but she tried on in vain as Lucy held her #rmly.
“Do not fear me,” whispered the count, approaching them. “It will not hurt, I promise you. And afterward, you too will never die.”
Then the count bent down, bringing his mouth to Mina’s neck. We saw him sink his sharp teeth into her throat, and begin to drink her blood. And then we saw another #gure move out from behind a nearby tombstone – he held a cruci#x aloft and shouted, “Get away from her, Count Dracula!”
It was Mr. Stoker.
The count and Lucy both shrank back from the cruci#x with a hiss of fury, Lucy releasing Mina from her grip – she fainted away instantly. “You see I do not so easily dismiss the superstitions of peasants as you do,” murmured Stoker. “There is wisdom in them that can still prove useful in our modern age, where the devil and his children still walk with earthly feet. I know it is di%cult for you to believe, Mr. Holmes,” he added, nodding at us. “But there is the proof right in front of you.”
And indeed, we could not doubt the evidence of our eyes – the count’s eyes were red and blazing, and blood dripped from his lips and his cruel mouth, twisted in a snarl of hatred. With another roar of fury, he and Lucy "ed from the churchyard in the direction of his home.
“Will you see to Miss Murray, doctor?” asked Stoker, gesturing to the unconscious woman. “I believe she will be completely healed, and the monster’s mark will be gone from her throat, once I have done what I have to do.”
“And what is that?” I asked.
He said nothing, but withdrew two wooden stakes and a hammer from his bag, and then headed toward the count’s house.
I will not give details of what was done to the count, and to the body of Miss Westenra, only to say that Stoker’s claim was correct, and the wound in Miss Murray’s throat completely healed once it was done. She had no memory
47
M. H. Bryan
of her ordeal, and recovered quickly, and is now happily married to a prom‐ inent solicitor.
Recovery was slower for Holmes and me – he had had his rational world‐ view shaken to its roots. When we returned to our hotel that night, he shut himself up in his room for several days, and when he emerged, said nothing to me. It was I who prompted at last, “Well, what do you make of this ghastly busi‐ ness, Holmes?”
“What can I make of it?” he asked. “What have I always said, Watson? When you have eliminated the impossible, whatever remains, however improb‐ able, must be the truth. Is it improbable that such a creature exists? Indeed it is, and yet we have seen evidence of it with our own eyes, therefore it is not impos‐ sible. Truly, there are such creatures, stalking contemporary England as they did the forests of Eastern Europe centuries ago. But as I have always main‐ tained, reason will triumph over superstition, and indeed, over the supernatural itself. We have the resources of science at our disposal, and Mr. Stoker’s dispatch of the creature, although shocking, was very precise and based on a kind of scienti"c method. It appears that even he who is not of nature has yet to obey some of nature’s laws. I said earlier that the brain of a lunatic is foreign to me, and so is this monster, and yet we are all bound by the same links and chains of the natural world, and of reality itself. I have added another link in my own chain of reason to account for this singular creature, to view the conta‐ gion of the vampire as a disease which a#icts the blood, and which we are learning so much about in our modern days. Perhaps one day science will explain this being as something natural, not supernatural, as a kind of germ theory, for instance. There is much we still have to learn about nature, and the strange creatures that exist in it. But for now, I am content to return to London, and con"ne my researches to the more prosaic criminal element. There is a train leaving for Kings Cross at 7:22, and we must be on it.”
Holmes was able to use his great reason to rationalize even the most horri"c and stunning of revelations. It took me much longer to recover from our ordeal, and to reconcile what we experienced in Whitby as being true and factual, which is why it has taken me so long to write it down.
I daresay many will not believe us, and we have no proof, but the truth of the mystery is that Miss Lucy Westenra was murdered by a vampire.
THE END
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Dear Dr. Watson -
Thank you for your latest submission to us, but we are declining to publish it for three reasons.
One is that Mr. Holmes did not solve this mystery, which would be disap‐ pointing to our readers.
Secondly, this particular story is so wild and fantastical that it seems out of place with your other catalogs of Mr. Holmes’s exploits. If we wanted to publish sensational "ction, we could "nd better material in the latest penny dreadfuls.
And thirdly, Mr. Bram Stoker has already published an extremely popular novel relating a similar story, and we think it unwise to risk an allegation of plagiarism. With the laws around such crimes being tightened up recently, we are keenly aware of the risk of being sued by Mr. Stoker for stealing his intellec‐ tual property.
As always, we thank you for your interest in our magazine, and if you can conceive of any more realistic stories involving Mr. Holmes, we would be happy to read them.
Until then, we remain, sir, very faithfully yours,
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The Adventure of the Stratford
Swindle
Ann Caddell, Deck-Mate
It was a crisp spring morning, and Holmes and I were just !nishing a leisurely breakfast in Baker Street when I happened to glance out the window at the street below. I saw two gentlemen of respectable, if somewhat disheveled appearance coming down the street, deep in a discussion that seemed to become more acrimonious as they progressed. When I saw them turn in toward the entrance to our lodgings, I admit to a sensation of hope. My friend had recently concluded his investigation of the hoax perpetrated against the Italian opera company La Scala, and he had begun to show signs of the boredom and lassitude that could easily result in his turning to the cocaine needle for relief. If these two gentlemen were indeed on their way to see Holmes, and if their errand proved worthy of his intellect, I might be spared the necessity of yet again remonstrating with him about his drug use.
Happily, within a few minutes Mrs. Hudson had admitted the two men, who were still in mid-argument. It required all Holmes’s powers of diplomacy to persuade them to stop shouting at each other and take seats on opposite sides of the room. Once they had settled in, and I had supplied them each with a small glass of soothing medicinal brandy, Holmes began:
“Now, gentlemen, I can see that you are bringing me an issue of some importance related to your academic careers. Pray introduce yourselves, one at a time, and tell me how I can help you.”
The man nearest the windows spoke first. “I am Professor Alleyn of the Camford University literature department. You are correct that our academic
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careers are at stake, but I cannot understand how you came to that conclusion.”
“It was quite simple,” replied Holmes. “The quantity of tweed in your apparel, the amount of chalk dust on your coat sleeves, and the ink stains on your !ngers, all signal that you are involved in the highest levels of intellectual pursuit. And your clear animosity toward each other could only be provoked by professional academic rivalry.”
“Indeed, it is simple now that you explain it,” said Alleyn, as I smiled to myself. “As for the cause of our rivalry, I will let this so-called scholar seated across from me attempt to justify his presence here.”
“I am Professor Burbage, also of Camford, and I resent the imputation of my supposed colleague that I am anything less than a true devotee of letters of the highest reputation,” hu"ed the other gentleman. “As to our business here, and on no less auspicious a date than April 23, the birth and death date of England’s greatest poet and playwright, the immortal William Shakespeare, I can only tell you that Professor” (said with a sneer) “Alleyn absolutely refuses to relinquish his bizarre and slanderous contention that the works of said Shakespeare were actually written by his contemporary, the no doubt estimable but nonetheless inferior Elizabethan playwright, Christopher Marlowe.”
“Of course it was Marlowe,” interrupted Alleyn. “Only a university gradu‐ ate, well-traveled on the continent, well-connected at court, could have created the true-to-life dramas that have so long been attributed to that second-rate actor, Will Shakespeare.”
“Second-rate actor!” screamed Burbage. “Not only were Will’s creations twice as true to life as Marlowe’s, they were also created after your pal Kit was dead and buried – and hastily buried in an unmarked grave, I might add.”
“And why the haste? Why the $imsy story of a tavern brawl, the rushed inquest, the unmarked grave?” Alleyn broke in. “Clearly the authorities had no intention of letting anyone get a better look at the body – if there even was one. You know perfectly well that Marlowe was a high-level spy for her Majesty, Queen Elizabeth, and her spy-master, Thomas Walsingham, could make much better use of him if the Queen’s enemies believed him to be dead and buried.”
“Ah, so the conspiracy reached to the highest levels, eh? Now, where have we heard that before?”
“Gentlemen, gentlemen,” said Holmes soothingly. “I realize that this Shakespeare authorship controversy has been gaining steam throughout our supposedly enlightened century, but how do you think I can help?”
“Why, surely you can apply your immense powers of deduction to the problem and settle it once and for all,” cried Burbage. “And while we’re on the
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subject of graves, perhaps a little grave-robbing would be the quickest approach. You know that curse engraved on Shakespeare’s grave in Stratford warning everyone to leave his resting place strictly alone? Well, I believe it’s there because it’s the last resting place of not only Will, but of all those original manuscripts that nobody’s ever been able to locate. We know from Dr. Watson’s writings that you haven’t always shrunk from dangerous and ques‐ tionably legal actions in a good cause.”
“Huh! I knew that Watson’s propensity for sensationalism would come back to haunt me,” chuckled Holmes. “Well, gentlemen, give me a week to consider the matter, then come back and I’ll let you know if I’ve decided to take your case.”
The two professors reluctantly exited, trying to discreetly shoulder each other aside in the doorway. Holmes spent much of the next week at the reading room of the British Museum, presumably studying up on matters Shakespear‐ ian, Marlovian, and Elizabethan. I knew better than to try to get any informa‐ tion from him before he was ready to impart it, and the week passed uneventfully. On the appointed day, the two professors returned, looking no less disgruntled with each other than they had the week before.
Before they could recommence their carping at each other, Holmes raised his hand and said “Gentlemen, I fear I must disabuse you both of your pet notions. As you are no doubt aware from friend Watson’s over-romanticized versions of my exploits, such as the Adventure of the Dancing Men, I have a particular gift for cryptography. Having pored over the works attributed to Shakespeare, I can conclusively state that the true author left clues to his iden‐ tity concealed throughout the plays. In the last and greatest play, The Tempest, he even left his encrypted signature in the sorcerer Prospero’s "nal speech. Hidden in an ingenious string cipher, his name is spelled out in the "rst letters of each line. Do you want to hear it?”
“Such nonsense! How insulting! Children’s games!” exclaimed the two scholars.
“Nonsense or not, I will reveal the name thus retrieved: FRANCISCO BACONO!”
Professor Burbage looked like he was on the verge of apoplexy. “Oh, no, not that old chestnut that Sir Francis Bacon wrote the plays! Why, he’s been cred‐ ited with the authorship of everyone from Sydney to Spenser. It’s all bosh! How could you fall for such a thing?”
“Not bosh at all,” replied Holmes. “And I believe that last week you suggested a little grave robbing. If you gentlemen are willing to accompany me
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to Stratford, I am convinced that I can prove my case to you both beyond any doubt.”
And so it was that on the night of the next new moon, Holmes, Burbage, Alleyn, and I were lurking in a dark corner of Holy Trinity Church in Strat‐ ford-upon-Avon, waiting for the night watchman to make his rounds. My part in the endeavor was to use some judiciously applied chloroform to ensure said watchman would not interrupt us in our task, but also would emerge unharmed from his unexpected slumber. The watchman disposed of, Holmes and the two professors quickly levered away the stones covering the grave and exposed the interior. We all (except for Holmes) gasped in astonishment at the contents – no bones indeed, but a stack of manuscripts and a bizarre machine resembling two rotating drums with a length of canvas stretched across them, covered in bits and pieces cut from sheets of printed matter and pasted together.
“Aha! Just as I surmised!” cried Holmes. “The great cipher wheel! Quick, Watson, unwind this canvas and conceal it under your coat. We’ll cover the grave back up and be away before yonder watchman recovers his senses and gives the alarm.”
And so it was that, back in our rooms in Baker Street, Holmes was able to build a facsimile of the strange device in the tomb, mount the stretch of canvas on it, and demonstrate the ciphering mechanism that Bacon had used to not only write the plays but add the coded messages that appear throughout them. Holmes did admit that he had been aided in the task by his discovery, hidden away behind a potted plant in the British Museum, of an obscure poem by Bacon himself giving instructions on how to build the decipherer.
Both professors were equally crestfallen to discover that their pet beliefs were completely wrong. “But why?” asked Alleyn plaintively. “Why would Bacon go to such lengths to conceal his identity as the author? And why was the machine hidden in the grave that presumably contained the bones of the bearer of his pseudonym?”
“Surely you realize, Professor, that as a nobleman of great importance in the Elizabethan era, Bacon could not be seen pursuing such an ignoble calling as writing plays. He had to recruit an obscure young actor as his front man. As for the presence in Will’s grave of the machine, that was Bacon’s little joke on posterity. He hinted at it in his poem, and I merely followed up.”
“But there was no body in the grave, only this infernal machine,” cried Burbage.
“Yet another subterfuge,” responded Holmes. “No doubt you recall that Shakespeare’s supposed death was as sudden and unexpected, though not quite so
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violent, as Marlowe’s. If Marlowe could fake his death and move to the continent to spy for the government, why couldn’t Shakespeare, an accomplished actor, do the same? Between Marlowe and Shakespeare, who knows how much the course of 17th century history was altered? In fact, now that I have access to Bacon’s deci‐ pherer, I plan to search for yet more coded information in his voluminous writings to try to find out what those two resurrected gentlemen got up to in their second chance at life. If I am successful, I may even produce a small monograph on the subject. Perhaps you two learned professors would be interested in assisting me?”
The two professors looked uneasily at Homes, at each other, then at Holmes again. For a brief moment I thought they might achieve a rapproche‐ ment, if only to seize an opportunity that could make the academic careers of both of them. But sadly, professional jealousy proved too strong. Both men hu"ly proclaimed that they would involve themselves in no such desecration of the good names of their respective idols, and made their exit, once again jostling each other on the way out.
Holmes sighed, then laughed. “Well, Watson, there go two men too educated for their own good. Ah well, now I need not share the credit for anything I may discover. To quote the bard, whoever he might have been, ‘Lord, what fools these mortals be.’”
THE END
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Dear Dr. Doyle,
Thank you for your submission of Dr. Watson’s latest opus, “The Adven‐ ture of the Stratford Swindle.” Unfortunately, this story does not meet our needs at this time. Or, to put it more bluntly, what the hell were you thinking?
You cannot possibly believe that the British public would take kindly to the aspersions cast on the good name of our most beloved literary genius, the immortal bard, the swan of Avon, by a mere scribbler of detective tales. And the very idea of desecrating the grave of our greatest author, in open de"ance of the curse chiseled upon his tombstone!
I fear that friend Watson, and perhaps you as well, have fallen victim to the absurd notion that someone other than Shakespeare wrote Shakespeare’s plays. While I realize that this nonsense has been circulating throughout the 19th century – a century whose record of progress and enlightenment should surely militate against such tomfoolery – I am still dumbfounded to think that you would stoop to encourage the more gullible among the reading public to even consider that such an idea could have merit.
In short, sir, I believe it is high time that Dr. Watson take a deep breath, set aside the medicinal brandy, and reconsider what he owes to you, to the Strand Magazine, to the reading public, and to British literary heritage. Then, perhaps after a restful week at one of our better seaside resorts, he will come back to me with a more suitable tale of detection – one involving stolen jewels, misplaced diplomatic papers, blackmail schemes, or some other subject more deserving of the attention of our readership.
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Editor’s Note: The following text was found in the archives of the original o!ces of The Strand Magazine, London, England.
Last Mission of Krystal Kurio Part 2: The Last Irregular
“I have immortal longings in me.”
— Shakespeare, Antony and Cleopatra
The 5th of May, 1941
My name is Krystal Kurio.
In my 5 decades of entertaining the masses at Trafalgar Square, I’ve become an expert sword swallower, broken glass walker, freak show performer and more. In my decades of membership within Mr. Holmes’ Baker Street Irregulars, I’ve become an expert tutor in fencing and Shakespeare.
And for Holmes, I have also become the perfect spy.
In my life from what is now called “The Victorian Era” to the present day, little has changed for women. We are often publicly dismissed. And we are often ignored. We are often considered not intelligent enough to comprehend data. A careless phrase, a reckless word, or a heedless gesture. We’re exposed
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to all these. As though we were still children, not unlike my "rst days with Mr. Holmes’ Irregulars.
Child, woman, entertainer – whatever we are, we’re never considered a threat to those in power. And so, those in power often act di#erently around us.
As if we aren’t there. Just a collection of… shadows.
And so, we hear things. And, under Holmes’ tutelage, we also learn how to observe.
I was still with Mr. Holmes during The Great War, when Germany "rst bombed us. When Holmes was Mr. “Altamont.” He still found me a valuable resource, as German spies were slithering through London streets. And I was there, listening. Picking their words and pockets.
About 25 years later, and they are attacking us again. Air raid sirens are wailing as I pen these words. To… purge myself of their demons, as Doctor Watson did. To say goodbye to ghosts. So far, Billy, Simpson, and even Wiggins are now gone. Along with Cartwright and Johnson. Over two wars -their homes, their families and they themselves were destroyed by the bombers.
I’m the only Irregular left.
While this might be the perfect time to retire, Holmes asked me to perform one last show at Trafalgar Square. On the 5th of May.
“Wait – tonight?- isn’t Watson lecturing?” I asked Holmes - over the tele‐ phone – something I still had not gotten used to yet.
“Indeed – approximately .5 miles away.” He was in New York, already operating under his new… identity… but, despite the static, it was as if his voice were in my ear.
“What is this about, Sir?”
“There is a German spy in London, Kurio – Von Bork. I have had… deal‐ ings… with his father some years ago. I have it on good authority that he plans to kill Watson during his lecture.”
The phone’s receiver began shaking. But it was my hand – my entire soul -was vibrating.
Last Mission of Krystal Kurio Part 3: Memories and Meetings
My mind %ashed backward through corridors of time, just like when Mr. Holmes seemed to peer into my very thoughts.
It was 50 years ago. As always, at Trafalgar Square. I could see my mark. Undoubtedly out for Christmas shopping. Limping through the foot tra&c on
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his collapsible metal cane. Or was it his shoulder that seemed to be injured? To this day, still can’t say which was the case.
Either way, he was perfect. He was vulnerable… like me.
I “bumped” into him and grabbed him immediately for “balance.” My eyes "ashed into his. My other hand slipped into the pocket of his waistcoat.
“’Scuse me, Governor – terribly sorry,” I begged, quickly running away. It was almost too easy. I disappeared into London’s arteries. 5 million bustling cells - 5 million bustling souls - swallowing me.
It was 5 days later. I was still looking for a fence to pay me. And then I saw the advertisement in The Strand Magazine:
100 pounds to whomever shall return my pocket watch, no questions asked,
please enquire at 221 B Baker Street, London.
It’s a trap, I thought. I idly twirled the pocket watch I nicked from my mark between my 5 #ngers. It was 50 years old. Could I get better rates from someone on the streets? Meanwhile, wouldn’t it be better to send someone else to the address – someone in disguise?
Ultimately, 100 pounds weighed heavier.
Get a job done, do it yourself, and all that, I thought, as I tucked my scarf into my coat and headed o$ to Marylebone.
I found myself on the upper "oor of a very cluttered "at – stacks of books, papers, newspapers, and even chemistry equipment – and a miasma of blue smoke hanging in the air - and was that a jackknife stabbed into the mantle?
“You surely suspect a trap, I suppose,” said a voice, interrupting my reverie… my trance. My mark appeared from the smoke with a tea tray. With one hand, he knocked a stack of 5 books o$ a table and carefully set the tea tray down. But one book he quickly retrieved – he did not mean to swat away that one. He held it gently, reverently. He moved like a military man, and yet – he was injured, yes?- The shoulder?- Leg? I never could #nd out.
I stared at him, curiously.
“Not to worry, I’m not reading your mind,” he continued, sinking into a nearby chair. He then placed his precious book carefully on his lap. “That is my friend’s purview. As well as setting traps. But he is currently… indisposed.”
His eyes drifted toward a bedroom door – did I hear a groan?- a painful whisper?
“And Mrs. Hudson’s out,” he said, looking back at me. “For I wanted this to be resolved… just between us.”
I brushed 5 issues of the Times o$ a seat cushion and sat down myself.
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“And thank you for not sending a disguised emissary in your stead, my new friend. Holmes’ very "rst adversary – once I joined him, I should say – attempted just that strategy. And it worked – he escaped. And yet, despite this opponent’s cunning in the "rst round, he still showed up here later, walking into Holmes’ trap. Holmes… always has that strange way of manipulating people, y’see. But there’ll be none now.”
He graciously extended a hot cup of tea to me. “Usually, black tea or green. But today, to honour this occasion, something di#erent – Red Rose!”
He stared at me… waiting? Finally, it dawned on me – he was waiting on me. Nobody had done that before. Waiting to honour my decision. Waiting for me to accept.
Against my judgement, I did. And the tea was delicious. And it was the "rst time I could remember someone made me feel… at home.
“I have some confessions to make to you, my friend,” he began, sipping his tea. “The pocket watch belonged to my brother… my… drunken brother. I was wandering the streets of London, wondering what to do with the wretched thing. During Christmastime – the time for forgiveness, and for… letting go. I eventually found myself in Trafalgar Square – where you were waiting for your next mark. I had a loose watch. I was distracted by grief. I was the perfect mark.
“Was it chance that brought us together, my new friend? Or perhaps some‐ thing else entirely?”
I sipped my tea, listening.
“Either way… here we are. Originally, I wished to be rid of it, and, in turn, rid of the memory of him – my family’s shame. However, I realized I was the one who was ashamed. I must be good to my fellow man, you see. Be he brother or friend. Be he wretched or good. My friend needs me to be the best version of myself I can possibly be. I will never have his genius, but I will always have something to give him.”
I sipped my tea, listening.
“My heart, my good friend. My lack of poisonous judgement. My loyalty, and my friendship. I’ll do my best to maintain these things for him. But, for it all to in%uence him, to… inspire him, it all must be pure.”
He reached into a pocket. I %inched, but he smiled. He held out a note. I exhaled and continued listening.
“I wish to buy my watch back… and to buy my mistake back from you. I would write you a cheque, but, unfortunately, my book is locked in Holmes’ drawer. Another… impurity I must purge. I hope this bill su&ces.”
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He held out the crisp hundred-pound note toward me. It disappeared into my coat.
He stared at me with questioning, but friendly, heavy eyes. I sipped my tea, listening.
I held out my empty hand, and, with a "ourish, I produced the pocket watch.
He took it from me. He was #ghting back tears.
“Thank you, my new friend,” he whispered, as the watch disappeared back into his waistcoat.
He paused, clearing his throat. “For this kindness, I promise you, a lifetime of protection.”
I know now it was a promise this man kept. And, one day, I reciprocated. It led to his cheque book being released from prison. But that is another story.
“And now, my next confession,” he said, through heavy eyes.
I sipped my tea, listening.
Last Mission of Krystal Kurio Part 4: Bonne Chance, Mademoiselle
“And what do you want me to do?” I asked.
“One last performance, Mademoiselle Kurio,” Holmes said into the tele‐ phone. “Before Watson’s lecture later tonight. We need to draw the assassin away from our friend. And a #nal demonstration by the great Mademoiselle Krystal Kurio will be the perfect bait.”
“Why? Why would a Nazi spy care about my show?”
“Can you o%er a challenge? Like our friend Houdini did? ‘I can beat anyone at sword play’ – something like that?”
“Of course - I’m still the best - I’m even better than –“
“Me…” His eerie laugh rattled.
“And you’re sure Von Bork will accept my challenge, Sir?”
“While he has assimilated himself successfully into our society – even adopting a new identity - he is still his father’s son. And now, the Fuhrer’s progeny. I know their collective arrogance. He won’t want to miss this chance to humiliate an Englishwoman – in front of England.”
“But why this challenge, Sir?”
“Because,” his eerie laugh returned, “he has often bragged to the others in The Strangers Room at The Diogenes Club that he is the best swordsman in all of Europe. He has even challenged countless members to duels, in fact. So far, none have accepted.”
I already hated this man.
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“Consider it done,” I said.
“In a way, it already is – I made you advertisements.”
I looked through the window. It was heavily boarded, as all the windows were in his 5 refuges across London. But I could see announcements glued on the street walls. I bet many were being glued just outside The Diogenes.
Holmes told me his plan. I held the phone, listening. Then, I told him mine.
“It should work,” he replied. “Bonne chance, Mademoiselle...” His laugh echoed, ending with a click.
Last Mission of Krystal Kurio Part 5: Last Performance of Epee Expert, Made‐ moiselle Krystal Kurio
“My fellow citizens of England,” I declared to the audience, “it is now the time you have been waiting for. The challenge – to prove that, once and for all - the greatest swordsmen and women come from our very own shores!”
“God save the Queen!- The Devil take Germany! - Hear, HEAR!” the crowd shouted, as I peered into the audience’s faces.
“Is there no one here to challenge me to a duel?- to prove England’s supremacy?”
I cast the hook, and Herr Herring took the bait. I recognized his insu#er‐ able smile from his insu#erable smile in the photo one of Holmes’ agents shared with me earlier. He was raising his hand.
“You, Sir!- are you up to the challenge, my friend?”
Men were pushing him forward. He jumped onto the stage, and he chose his foil. But he wisely kept his coat on; it concealed his holsters, one over each shoulder.
“And what is your name?”
“Rob K. Movian!” he proudly announced to the cheering crowd.
(“In their arrogance, the Germans are getting lazy,” Holmes said. “For what an obvious anagram!”)
“En Garde!” I proclaimed, slicing my foil through the air.
Without warning, Mr. Movian attacked. The crowd gasped, but I blocked
him just in time.
The battle for good Doctor Watson’s life had now begun.
Movian’s insu#erable smile now grew into something far more menacing. Each strike became something ferocious. Some men still cheered for him, but they were being drowned out by the remainder, seeing me as an underdog. I
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returned every lunge with a parry, then a riposte. He came very close to hitting me; I counted 5 times when I hit him.
He was unable to pierce my defences, which inspired his attacks – which inspired him – to become more and more reckless. And more and more dangerous.
At the exact end of 5 minutes, I lifted my back hand high while stepping back into a sparring stance. And then someone shouted, “Draw!”
This declaration grew in number. The audience declared a tie - and far be it from me to disagree with them.
“Ladies and Gentlemen,” I shouted over the din, “perhaps this duel demon‐ strates the raw talent possessed by ALL ENGLISH CITIZENS!”
The crowd hurled their hats into the air in approval. I shook my oppo‐ nent’s hand, my free arm embracing him.
He shrugged me away, but that insu#erable smile never wavered. “I could have beaten you,” he growled through clenched teeth.
I pretended not to hear. I raised my hands high. “THANK YOU, SONS AND DAUGHTERS OF ENGLAND!- THANK YOU ALL!”
“TIME FOR A DRINK, LADS!” an army of celebrators cheered, storming the stage, shaking my opponent’s hand, whisking him away.
And I whisked myself away. Back to Refuge Number 5. Had a call to make.
Last Mission of Krystal Kurio Part 6: The Plan Revealed
“It’s done, Sir,” I reported.
The line continued to crackle. I heard his eerie laugh. “Well done, Made‐ moiselle,” he replied.
“I could have beaten him.”
“Of course you could have. But no repeating my mistake I made with his father. Exposing my true identity to him and shattering my cover ensured we could never use him again as our tool.”
“And now his son remains a tool,” I quickly replied.
Holmes’ eerie laugh crackled again. “My agents served you well?”
“Perfectly – from pushing him up on stage to cheering to declaring a draw on my cue to whisking him away. To some whiskey, I’m sure. It was as if we had rehearsed it all, Sir.”
“Excellent… and were the plans where I said they’d be?”
“In the exact pocket, Sir. Putting my arm around him makes me cringe still, but it was indeed worth it.”
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I idly twirled the folded paper I nicked from Von Bork between my 5 !ngers. Earlier, I had opened it, glancing at its mysterious contents. Locations for London antiaircraft artillery. I could tell by feel it was the same stationery as the false duplicate I planted in his same pocket. Holmes was an expert at stationery – and especially German stationery. Von Bork would never know the paper he was sending back to Germany had one important error, and not the plans he’d stolen at all.
“And what of the !rearms?”
“Your actors had no problem lifting them as they ushered him away – they are here.”
I looked at the two M1911s waiting on the desk.
“Von Bork should merely believe that they were nicked at Trafalgar Square – which is how you and I met, Mademoiselle.” His strange laugh suddenly returned. “Guns he inherited from his father – which he planned to use to kill Watson – will soon be in my hands. I’ll use them here in my war against crime – and against agents of the Axis. The irony is indeed… delicious!”
His eerie laugh got louder. “Delicious” always reminded me of Watson’s tea, but this time the word made me… shudder. I suddenly saw an image of blood in my mind. Or was it my guilt, keeping a secret from him? What wasn’t part of the plan was the “K” I had barely sliced into Von Bork’s chest during our duel. It might start bleeding now. It was something I saw in a moving picture about a man who fought injustice while hiding a secret identity.
“The world shall never know,” Holmes continued, “about your defeat over agent Von Bork today. The price paid for justice. And speaking of price, what of your idea to keep the man safely in check? Are my agents still with him at the pub?- running up tabs, keeping him company?”
“You can’t turn down an Irishman when he o#ers you a whiskey or a Guiness. Hard to tear yourself away. Especially when they’re so… friendly.” I pictured Von Bork being shoved back into his stool for another round of shanties. “He won’t be able to leave, for fear of a witness noticing when he left. They’ll keep him there until after Watson’s lecture is over. Von Bork will have to go back to Germany without killing Watson, but his ‘plans’ to cripple the British artillery are now waiting for delivery.”
“And our plans are now concluded, Mademoiselle Kurio,” he replied. “I am glad that Watson will never know how close he came to his demise. His head needs to be clear for his lecture tonight. It is important that it goes well, without any… distractions. The Axis was suspecting he knew too much – if they only knew just how much.
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“And, as for Herr Bork, he is now our pawn. We know how to control his actions and his mind. Who knows what evil lurks in the heart of Movian?”
This Sherlock knows, I thought, as he laughed once again.
Last Mission of Krystal Kurio Part 7: Doctor Watson’s Secret
“And now, my next confession,” he said, through heavy eyes.
I sipped my tea, listening.
“My hundred pounds bought me back my brother’s watch – I am hoping it will also buy me 5 minutes of your valuable time, my friend.
“I… have… a secret, y’see. And, as a man of medicine - as a man of God -this secret’s becoming too much for me to bear. Therefore, I must tell some‐ one. As you’re… on the ‘other side of the law,’ will you please listen - without judgement?”
I put down my tea. I smiled at him, sincerely.
“I thank you,” he replied.
This man proceeded to tell me about his mysterious roommate. The one who was groaning and whispering behind the door. Those of us in our… trade… were already discussing him. His ability to #ght crime.
But this troubled man was telling me so much more. How his roommate was imbued with extraordinary strength and speed then succumbing to weak‐ ness - usually during the light of day. How this man could read men’s minds and play it all o$ as mere logic. How he beat death from something called “The Reichenbach Falls.” But barely; it was from his return – from this dangerous running water - and this doctor’s attempts to heal him, that the doctor discovered the truth. Summed up in one word.
That one word shocked me - caused me to drop my tea; its contents spilled everywhere – creeping scarlet in the study. For, somehow, I knew he was telling me the truth.
His secret hung heavily in the blue smoke-#lled air.
“A secret of this… magnitude… may ultimately corrupt my sanity. Mean‐ while, there is someone else who was beginning to guess. An inspector named Mr. Lestrade. I fear the truth will slowly drive him mad, too. I will have to decide what to do with him. But, for now, you are the only one who knows.”
My heart started thumping - hard. What will happen to me?-
“You are in no danger,” he said, reading my mind. “Please forgive me for burdening you with this, my friend. But, you see, there’s another reason why I told you. I have it on good authority-“ here, he opened his strange book – “that
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it will not a!ect you, my friend. The same authority that I was studying when my brother’s pocket watch began to glow. The moment upon his passing. It was this strange book’s… art… that was speaking through - guiding me through -my grief. Guiding me to some… help. I asked the book to help me #nd someone like you – someone who could listen without judgment, then ulti‐ mately aid my friend in his e!orts. It glows in your presence.”
I could see a glow in his pocket where his brother’s pocket watch now hid. I’d never noticed it before.
The book’s pages began shuddering.
“The same… art… which helped me #nd you, tells me that you have a choice.”
He turned to a page. He showed it to me.
“I have told you too much,” he continued, “for a normal human being to bear. But you, my new friend, are no ‘normal human being.’ My book has con#rmed this. But only you shall decide. You can hold this secret. But, if you #nd it is too much to bear right now, your mind can close a door for you. And it will slowly open only when you are ready. And when that time comes, my friend will #nd you. He needs you, I know. I believe we both do.”
I stared at the page. I stared back at him.
I slowly nodded my head.
“I swear I will watch over you and keep you from harm, whenever I can.” He made a strange gesture.
The blue smoke embraced me.
Suddenly, I was back in Trafalgar Square, with no memory of the last several hours.
But I did have a hundred pounds in my pocket.
Soon, the door started opening. I discovered that memory, time, even reality - could twist, turn. Like a road that had a mind of its own.
This road of revelation led me back to Trafalgar Square. I was drawn to a mark with a deerstalker cap. But it was really the ruby that glowed in his pocket that brought us together. Me, a pickpocket and swordswoman. He, a man who claimed to know little of Shakespeare. And even less of fencing. He was actually strangely pro#cient - at both of these arts.
But I made him better.
And, as my memory started to clear, I eventually learned the truth of it all. For Watson shared with me his mission, which I shared with him; that we, together, made Sherlock Holmes more… human.
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Last Mission of Krystal Kurio Part 8: A Final Spell
This Sherlock knows, I thought, as he laughed once again.
I hung up the phone. I withdrew my folded copy of Watson’s invitation for his lecture from my back pocket. I tore a corner, giving the paper 5 sides total. I drew some blood, then I drew on the invitation. For his protection, like he always tried to protect me. With his circles… his kindness.
Leaving the invitation on the table, I left Refuge 5.
5 nights later, I watched as 5 German bombers "ew right into the London artillery. Artillery that Movian’s “plans” claimed would be 5 miles away.
BOOM! “Billy,” I began chanting.
BOOM! “Simpson.”
BOOM! “Wiggins.”
BOOM! “Cartwright.”
BOOM! “Johnson.”
I waited.
Didn’t have to wait long. They all crashed into the hungry English soil; then… silence. A siren began to wail. And I heard angry "ames.
I stared into the "ames. I made a gesture I learned from good Doctor Watson. “Rache,” I whispered, and it was the last spell I would ever cast in London. 5 letters, ending in the 5th letter, while using the enemy’s language against them – Mr. Holmes would have appreciated that.
I turned and walked away.
I #nished packing my belongings. A lifetime passed in London. But Holmes – still think of him that way – decided I would be of better use to him “across the pond.” Especially since Doctor Watson suggested he "ee to New York.
I also needed to go. For Watson, ever protective, gave me another choice to make out of his strange Grimoire. Just like the one Mr. Holmes made so long ago. The choice to continue warring against crime – an ageless war.
I thought of the Irregulars.
I slowly nodded my head.
“I have done my best to watch over you and keep you from harm, whenever I could, Mademoiselle,” Watson said. “But now, with your choice, you are beyond my protection.”
He made a familiar gesture and choked back some tears. “But you were always able to protect yourself; I wonder if you ever needed me.”
I thought again of the salt circles he taught me to make – circles that always protected me in my sleep. “I always need a friend.”
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A smile replaced his tears.
The blue smoke embraced me.
Last Mission of Krystal Kurio Part 9: A Good Name
My name is Krystal Kurio. I’m posing as my granddaughter. People were beginning to suspect. Suspect that something was… wrong. Despite the spells we cast out of Watson’s mysterious book.
I attended his lecture, where he opened his heart - like he did to me, 50 years ago - unmolested by Nazis. And then he cast his Memory Spell - like he did to me, 50 years ago. But this time, I helped. A pentagram he asked me to draw under the "oor. Some time ago – did he know then he’d need it? Either way, nobody in the audience would remember his confession. Good for his soul, apparently. And perhaps these words here will be good for mine.
Then I heard more bombers. I whisked away, whispering “goodbye.” His heavy eyes met mine. This time, no tears - the gesture, and a #nal smile.
Time for a new home. Holmes told me I’d ultimately end up on the west coast, so we could defend both shores against the weed of crime… and the Axis.
And, just like Mr. Holmes, time for a new identity. I looked at the names of the towns in California. Found a city that was founded in the 5th month, a month starting with “M.” In Numerology, it equaled “15.” But Holmes told me the name “Burbank” was already taken.
He suggested a name that clearly meant something to him. I think suggested by Watson. The #rst name, 5 letters. Beginning with the letter “M.” Surname equals 5 in Numerology. And ends with the 5th letter of the alphabet – “E.” Both M and 5 were – are – important to Mr. Holmes. They somehow fuel his… abilities.
I slowly nodded my head.
It’s a good name… I think I will keep it.
Last Mission of Krystal Kurio Part 10: Epilogues and Revelations
The only remaining copy of the invitation of Watson’s lecture. Watson lived long enough to complete his lecture, but after the German bombing of the vaults of Cox & Co Bank immediately upon its conclusion, his body was never recov‐ ered. Later, no surviving attendees could clearly remember what was discussed.
The “Memory Spell” page from the infamous Doyle-Watson Grimoire. According to experts on the occult, such a spell would allow the practitioner to retrieve memories that were once lost. If the spell were used backward, it would
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erase them. This document was found among the preceding text within the o"ces of The Strand Magazine.

5 agents went to prison due to Krystal Kurio’s
e#orts – the same number and result as the $rst time Holmes tangled with a Von Bork. Then Kurio disappeared from England.
During Holmes’ war on crime under a new
name and on new soil, he enlisted the aid of 5 agents. All were vital,
but none more so than Margo Lane.

Final Editor’s Note: Despite its discovery there,
there is no record of anyone receiving the preceding text at The Strand. But this strange discovery was accompanied by the following letter. The editor who intended to send a rejection never did, forget‐ ting to complete the response. It remains unknown which editor even intended to mail this. While since revived in the States, this Strand Magazine
closed its doors March,
1950, ensuring this mystery will remain so.

Holmes’ advertisement for
the !nal performance of
Mademoiselle Krystal Kurio.
(Thanks to Archivist Mike
Rose)
“Last Mission of Krystal Kurio, Part 1: Mademoiselle Krystal Kurio Joins the Baker Street Irregulars” – and the story of how Watson beat his gambling addic‐
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tion, “What Holmes Means to Me” - can be found in the archives of The Crew of the Barque Lone Star Society.
Dedicated to The Tea Brokers of Mincing Lane – Happy Birthday
THE END
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70
Mr. Holmes in Search of Mrs.
Hudson
Linda Crohn
It was a warm summer day in July when I entered the room for breakfast. Holmes was in his chair reading the Agony Column and smoking his pipe. I could tell he was in one of his moods as he hadn’t had a case to work on for quite some time. And he hadn’t touched his eggs and toast. I went to the table and immediately started devouring the food Mrs. Hudson had prepared.
Between bites, I remarked that Mrs. Hudson had prepared her usual break‐ fast fare to which Holmes reported that it was the cook, not Mrs. Hudson, who had brought up the meal. The cook told him that Mrs. Hudson was not in, and she didn’t know where the landlady had gone. She was not in the house and had not left any message. So, she brought up the breakfast herself.
I mentioned that we knew very little about Mrs. Hudson’s personal life and family. Because of my marriages, I had only lived at 221B on and o# over the years. But Holmes had consistently called it home for many years. Perhaps he knew more about Mrs. Hudson. I asked him whether he had ever had a conver‐ sation with her about her life. His reply was that he was merely a tenant and hadn’t thought about her personal life. I said that I had always wondered where she came from, whether she had ever married, had children and how she acquired this property. Holmes looked up and studied me. “Why would I want to investigate Mrs. Hudson, she is just the landlady” Holmes asked. “Just curious after all these years. And she does take good care of us.” I answered.
Holmes continued to read his book although I could see he wasn’t really
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concentrating on it. I could tell that he was now thinking about everything he did not know about Mrs. Hudson. Then he went back to his book with full concentration and the matter was dismissed.
Two days later Mrs. Hudson had not returned and she had not sent any word. The cook kept bringing up meals, but we had to straighten out the rooms ourselves. A couple of times Billy, the page, came up to help, but he was not cut out for domestic work.
By the third day everyone was getting concerned, bordering on worried. The entire household climbed the 17 stairs to our rooms and confronted Holmes with their anxious feelings. They faced him and asked, begged and then demanded that he look into her disappearance. I was there and saw their troubled faces. I knew I had to get the detective to detect something and I was the only one who could prod him out of his chair.
Reluctantly Holmes got up and walked out the door. It was a question of where to start. Should he talk to people around the neighborhood? Did he know any of Mrs. Hudson’s friends? Was it possible she did leave a note in the kitchen and it fell under the table?
Down the 17 steps he found Mrs. Hudson’s bedroom suite. He dismissed the sta" as he wanted privacy. Holmes looked around and found the typical bedroom furniture, a bed, 2 dressers, a chair and desk. He headed for the desk and started opening drawers. Down in the bottom drawer he found a box and inside the box, he found a stack of papers. He handed me some and together we started going through the piles.
I found Mrs. Hudson’s birth certi#cate. She was born Martha Wilson in 1841 in Aberdeen, Scotland. The next paper dated soon after her birth showed an address in London. There were papers from the school in Islington where surely, she learned all the basics of reading and math. Next were pay records from the textile factory where she worked at after leaving school.
Sherlock was sitting and he called me over. He showed me a picture of a very young Martha Wilson with a very handsome young man. Underneath the picture was a marriage certi#cate for Martha Wilson and Donald Hudson. We looked at each other utterly shocked. She had never given any indication that she had been married and neither of us had ever imagined the possibility. We always thought the Mrs. was honori#c for women of a certain age, married or unmarried women.
Now we needed to look at the documents together. We found the deed to the house at 221B Baker Street in Donald’s name. But the next document upset us. It was an 1867 death certi#cate for Donald. Underneath that was
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Donald’s will leaving the property to Martha. Mrs. Hudson was left alone, with no children, at a very young age. And yet she had managed. How did she do this?
Holmes sent for Wiggins and the Baker Street Irregulars. He instructed them to search the area for Mrs. Hudson. They were to ask the local merchants, street vendors, and handsome cab drivers for any information about her. They were to report back by the end of the day.
We started looking through more drawers, feeling uneasy about invading her privacy, but certain that it was necessary. In the kitchen, we found the usual except for one cookbook in particular. There were many cookbooks, but this one appeared to be special.
Upon opening the cover, we saw a dedication to Martha from her good friend and con"dant, Isabella Beeton. Numerous pages had been marked. So, we sat down and carefully opened the book - “Mrs. Beeton’s Book of House‐ hold Management” 1861 (The Book). The Book included not only cookery, but information on a wide array of topics including fashion, childcare, animal husbandry, poisons, management of servants, science, religion and "rst aid.
Among the many marked pages, the "rst page provided guidance on how to keep a book of accounts. Daily recordings, the page explained, should be made of all expenditures; accounts should be balanced at least once a month. The end of the book comprised a section on Landlord-Tenant Relations. From this we surmised that Mrs. Hudson needed to rent out rooms in order to keep the house and herself going. She had rooms on the "rst $oor that consisted of 2 comfortable bedrooms and a single airy sitting room that had been cheerfully furnished. It was in 1881 when young Stamford ran into both of us and directed us to 221B. We knew immediately that we wanted these rooms.
Another marked page dealt with the legal issues of letting rooms. It was clear that Mrs. Hudson knew about Tenants-at-Will and tenancy without limi‐ tation from year-to-year. But she apparently liked the two of us because she agreed to lease us the rooms for a moderate sum and with only a verbal agree‐ ment. Perhaps it would have been better for her if she had given us a written lease with all terms spelled out.
It wasn’t long before Mrs. Hudson learned of Mr. Holmes’ habits, visitors and needs. She su%ered through visitors at all hours of the day and night. Some were troubled. Some may have even been disreputable. She heard his revolver practice against her walls. His untidiness and his scienti"c experiments sent strange odors reeking throughout the house. All of this $ew in the face of The Book which said that cleanliness was indispensable to health. Then there was
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the time when Sherlock Holmes returned from his hiatus and threw Mrs. Hudson into violent hysterics. In order to put up with his actions, she did peri‐ odically raise the rent. In fact, as the years went on, Holmes paid her a princely sum to appease her and keep the rooms (DYIN).
One of the lessons in The Book was that early rising is an essential quality. “When a mistress is an early riser, it is almost certain that her house will be orderly and well-managed.”
She was put to the test in “The Adventure of the Speckled Band.” She had to wake up Holmes to tell him a client was waiting. And if I remember correctly, she had the good sense to light a #re. In “The Adventure of Black Peter,” she was up early to prepare a breakfast for Holmes, Inspector Stanley Hopkins and me.
Mrs. Hudson also had the responsibility of maintaining a sta$. This responsibility, another marked page in the book made clear, was another one of her duties as a mistress. To #nd these people, she engaged friends, acquain‐ tances and her trades people. The latter would generally know of people looking for work. Mrs. Hudson was able to #nd Billy, a young page, (MAZA, VALL, THOR) whose salary was £8 per year. She also employed a cook, initially for £11 per year, but increased that rate over time, eventually reaching £30 per year. However, Mrs. Hudson did her fair share of the cooking herself. And so, while I kept reading The Book to see if there was anything else we could learn, Holmes began to question the sta$.
The cookery section of the book led me to think back on all of the times she prepared meals for us. In “The Naval Treaty” Holmes said of her cooking “her cuisine is a little limited, but she has a good idea of breakfast as a Scotswoman.” She served Victor Hatherley a breakfast consisting of a fresh rasher and eggs (ENGR). Mrs. Hudson had cold beef and a glass of beer waiting for Holmes to return to the residence (SCAN). She had a supper of cold meat and bread for Holmes who in turn o$ered it to Je$erson Hope (SIGN). Mrs. Hudson provided us with a woodcock for dinner (BLUE). She then provided us with a cold partridge and a bottle of Montrachet (VEIL). In “The Naval Treaty” Holmes declared that Mrs. Hudson had risen to the occasion as he uncovered the dish of curried chicken and ham and eggs.
Mrs. Husdon also had her hands full with all of the guests entering the resi‐ dence. She always had to bring a guest’s card to Sherlock Holmes (SECO, VALL, WIST). But one incident stood out. In “The Sign of Four” I, Watson described how, after hearing a loud ring at the bell, I could hear Mrs. Hudson, raising her voice in a wail of expostulation and dismay. It was the Baker Street
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Irregulars, a dozen dirty and ragged little street arabs. Despite her horror , Mrs. Hudson let them in. These were the same street urchins that Holmes had sent out in search of her.
The Book did not teach everything about being a landlady. There was nothing in the book to show how she felt about us. Besides putting up with a VR shot into her wall (MUSG) and the shock of seeing Holmes return, but still taking care of his rooms (EMPT), there was so much more. In “The Adventure of the Empty House” she got down on her knees to turn the bust every quarter of an hour. She also observed where the bullet went. Holmes praised her for a job well done.
The ultimate thought and care was shown in “The Adventure of the Dying Detective”. She rushed to my o"ce. There she told me of her deepest a#ection for Holmes. She was aware of his “remarkable gentleness and courtesy in his dealing with women.” She told me that Holmes was dying and she insisted that she was going for a doctor. She told me that she did not think he would last the day. All of these memories stirred a further need for action from me.
I ran to the hall to see if Holmes had made any progress and to o#er my assistance if there was anything I could do to help. He was interrogating Billy when suddenly the door opened and in walked Martha Hudson. In that moment, Holmes let out with as much emotion as I have ever seen him display (with the possible exception of that time I was shot by Killer Evans). He rapidly walked over to her. took her hands in his and in exasperation cried out “where have you been?” As she tried to recover from Holmes’ outburst, Mrs. Hudson told him she had been to Aberdeen to see some relative who was ill. She further stated, with a tone that was equal parts surprise and curiosity, that she had left a note on the hall table. Each of us looked at each other in disbelief and puzzlement as no one admitted to seeing the note. Mrs. Hudson looked around and saw the tip of a piece of paper sticking out from the hall rug. The rug was pulled back and there was the note.
In that moment, Billy tried to walk away but Holmes stopped him. Based on the glare Holmes was giving him, he decided to come clean. He had been sweeping the hall when everyone ran up to get Holmes to look for Mrs. Hudson. He accidentally hit the note which fell to the $oor. In his haste to get up to the room with everyone else, he swept all of the dust and the note under the rug and then promptly forgot about it.
We could have been angry or frustrated at having wasted so much time searching for someone who was never actually lost. But had we not conducted this urgent hunt for clues of Mrs. Hudson’s whereabouts, we never would have
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learned about her. It was clear that Mrs. Beeton’s book had taught Mrs. Hudson so many things about household management.
But there was so much more that she learned on her own. After all, Sher‐ lock Holmes would be lost without his Mrs. Hudson.
THE END
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BURLEIGH STREET, STRAND
February 3, 1897
Dr. John H. Watson
221B Baker Street
London, England
Dear Dr. Watson,
Thank you for sending your latest adventure of Sherlock Holmes. But as I read it, I realize it is not much of an adventure at all. It has none of the intrigue, bad actors, or suspense in other stories. While we all care about Mrs. Hudson and would not want anything to happen to her, Mr. Holmes does not really solve a mystery that involves crime in London. This is not the type of tale our readers look forward to reading.
Therefore, we are returning your story. We hope you will continue to send up more stories about the adventures of Mr. Holmes as they occur.
Very truly yours,
George Newnes
GEO. NEWNES
Editor
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The Eden Bakery and the Chinese
Caper
Karen Diskin
“‘Allo Guvner! I’ll take your best,” the boy called out.
“Ay, not for my ladies. You take what you gets, Ollie,” another of the group shouted out while the others could be heard saying yeah!
“Just jokin’ my lads, don’t get your hair in a pu"!” Ollie retorted.
“‘Here lads, you get what I hand you. An’ be careful my #ne gen’l’man,” Charles Eden called out.
“You don’t shove so you don’t drop your goods,” this from Mr. Joseph Eden.
It was 6:30 a.m. and the back of the building was #lled with the chatter of the Bakery’s delivery boys as they jostled to be #rst in line. First in line meant that the best mu$ns were given out, maybe even a cake or two. As each boy took his allotted wares he placed them in the cart at the back of his bike and then rode o" to make his rounds.
Ollie bowed to his fellow delivery boys as each came up to get what Mr. Eden handed out to be sold on the boys’ routes. Ollie, with another courtly bow to everyone, took his allotment last. The boys hooted and cheered at him, but he took the ribbing in good spirit. The boy had something about him that made the others look up to him, even the older fellows, and he had earned the respect of the owner of Eden Breads.
Each day the bread delivery boys positioned themselves in a tight group outside the back of Eden Breads and Fine Baked Goods that fronted onto Baker Street. The boys were spirited, but only shoving forward if they heard someone coming to the door. Each of the seven boys had his own route with their regular
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customers. Of course each wanted to carry a bit extra than the expected goods their customers always purchased. Tempting the customer with mu!ns made each boy another farthing or two, precious money for each to help support his family. The boys were always instructed to come back with empty wagons, which made anyone walking to work liable to be solicited to purchase the odd mu!n or cake. The Eden boys were therefore apt observers of the people walking on their routes.
Most of the boys could be heard calling out the ditty “Eden’s breads, Eden’s cakes, mu!ns sure, whet your taste, a bit of sugar pure” as each walked his route. Housekeepers would stand outside their door with their pence and buy the breads and cake for the day’s meals.
There was a daily contest for the boy who came back to the bakery "rst with an empty wagon. That boy would get a mu!n with raisins in it to eat on his way home. The rest of the boys would drag their wagons back within minutes of the "rst boy and stand in a group and gossip about their usual customers and good naturedly shove the "rst boy who would show o# his prize. Ollie had the Baker Street route and had the best stories. The others would urge him to tell if there had been a visitor to 221B diagonally across the street from the bakery. This day was no di#erent.
“C’mon and tell us a good one,” called out one.
“Yeah, who’s goin’ into the house across the street there? C’mon don’t be shy,” called out another.
“You make me blush fer my fame, young lads. Well,” as Ollie took a second to collect his thoughts, “You wouldn’t believe it, my friends, no, it’s enough to scratch my head.” There Ollie took another breath and one of the other boys shoved him in the back to get him to hurry up. “So as I was down my street and I see a cart with a grey ‘orse pulling. And in the back was this pile of rags it looked like. So I wondered. So I think, ‘Well, here, what’s Mister ‘Olmes want with rags?’ And my lads, suddenly…” and here Ollie took o# his hat and scratched his head. This made the group groan.
“C’mon”
“Speak yah ‘ooligan!”
“Yeah, ragamu!n”
“Sorry good lads,” Ollie smiled at his audience of five boys, “Well, out of these rags I see a foot. And then another foot, And I had to scratch my head and wonder whether I’m seeing what I’m seein’ -- an’ then there’s this lady brushin’ off her skirts and standing right there.” Ollie did a little bow to his audience who called out to him to hurry his story. “Don’t get your hair up, my lads. I’m getting there. So this lady knocks on 221B’s door and the usual
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lady, Mrs. Hudson, opens the door and talks,” here Ollie stopped to look around at his audience and to check whether Mr. Charles Eden was coming with their earnings. He continued, “And this lady walks in. The next thing I see is Dr. Watson with the lady walking to the train station. No Mr. ‘Olmes.”
All of the boys looked at each other in surprise.
“Well, where was he, Ollie?” George, the boy nearest Ollie, called out.
“C’mon, what happens next?” Martin asked while pushing in front of George.
The other boys were muttering to go on.
“Well, m’lads, I’m getting there. So it's like I’m sayin’ I don’t see Mr. ‘Olmes,” Ollie shook his head.
“The next thing, I saw a Chinese gentleman coming’ outta 221B. I scratched my head, I’ll tell you. I keep my eye on 221 ‘cause Mr. ‘Olmes ‘ll give me a penny here and there for taking a message. “Well, how did that gen’lman get in there without my eye seeing it?” I asked myself. But there he was -- all dressed in those slipper shoes they often like and the kind of smock over their pants. This one had his hair all slicked back and in a braid with a kind of hat on his head with a mustache all slick and curled and a beard like. He was carrying one of those portmanteaus. I tell you my lads, it was a heavy bag because he had to stoop while he walked. I stood there, I don’t mind saying just thinking ‘how could this be?’” Here Ollie took another breath as if to gather his thoughts. The boys would have none of it and began pushing and shoving Ollie with good nature.
“So’s you gonna tell us, huh Ollie?” Martin called out to him.
“Yeah, Ollie, you ol’ raconteur,” Jason said all the while nodding to the other boys. They muttered “yeah” in agreement.
Ollie played with his hat and smiled at them all, but continued, “So I says to myself, maybe the Chinaman wants a mu"n. ‘He can put it in his bag -- it won’ be any the heavier since he was already stooped like this,” and Ollie showed the boys what he meant by stooping himself and shu#ing his feet as he walked. “This here case was hard to carry I’m thinking, but I had two more mu"ns in the cart. Well, I walks over and says a half farthing for a mu"n kind Sir. And my hat nearly falls o$ when outta his mouth comes a high voice like an angel and I step back a bit, but not too far, my lads.” Ollie again showed the boys what he meant. He was a born storyteller and might have been audi‐ tioning for the stage.
Meanwhile, Mr. Joseph Eden had secretly been listening standing behind the back door where they handed out the allotments. His son had called him
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over to hear the story as well. The son, Charles Eden, was having a hard time not laughing aloud, but his father kept putting his !nger up to his lips.
Ollie moved back and by this time the boys had formed a circle around Ollie giving him plenty of space to act out his story. “I held out my hand with the mu"n and put my other ‘and out like as to receive the half farthing and the Chinese gen’lman says, ‘What a lovely mu"n that is, and I’ll take two if you have enough. I want to give them to my friends.’ And the Chinese gen’lman stands up nice and straight and talks to me like as if he's singing. I swear my lads, the Angels were in his mouth. So I hands over the last of my mu"ns, and he gives me this farthing. Well, you could have knocked me over. The Chinese gen’lman’s hands were soft and his !ngers were long and slender. I says to myself, ‘Well, Ollie, ol’ sport, this gen’lman has the voice of an Angel and the hands of a !ne lady. What’s this mean?’” Here, all of the boys looked at one another in confusion.
“You say no Chinese gen’lman went in 221,” Martin said.
George muttered to the boy on either side of him, “ He said that Dr. Watson left with the lady.”
Ollie continued, “Well, I went round to 221B to ask Mrs. Hudson if she wanted to buy some bread for tomorrow. I told her I’d come to 221 !rst. But, my lads, I wanted to ask her if Mr. ‘Olmes was there and I did. She says ‘Oh, Ollie, he left with Dr. Watson.’ Well, that blows me over. Did I see him with the doctor? No, I says to myself. And I says this to Mrs. Hudson and my lads, she just laughs. I ask you lads, what was going on?” Ollie stopped here and looked around the circle..
At the same time Mr. Joseph was scratching his head while Charles was looking dumbfounded, but still the boys hadn’t seen them secretly listening to Ollie.
“So’s I says to Mrs. Hudson, ‘Did you see a Chinese gen’lman at 221?’ And she says, she sees a !ne lady carryin’ a bag.’ Nah, I says back to her. A !ne lady carryin’ a bag? Why is dat lady a Chinese gen’lman? She says to me, ‘Sell your baked goods tomorrow in good time and come around to 221B. Mr. Holmes will tell you the story.’ My lads, tomorrow can’t come too soon.”
The boys all groaned and Joseph and Charles Eden softly groaned to each other. But all of them had to wait until the next day.
The following day saw the boys as before. Some were playing, shoving and pushing, while others were counting their money. Joseph and Charles Eden had assumed the same positions as yesterday. The boys still hadn’t seen them. Ollie stood center stage in the middle of the circle.
“So I !nished my route nice and quick like and I marched over to 221.
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When Mrs. Hudson answered the door I says, ‘Can Mr. ‘Olmes see me now?’ Mrs. Hudson says that he’s expectin’ me. I was pleased at that, and she motioned me up the stairs. I followed and Dr. Watson answered the door. Well he ushered ol’ Ollie right in. So he says that the yesterday mu"ns were a rare treat and I asked him if he was one of the friends of the Chinese gen’lman? Then Mr. ‘Olmes took his pipe outta his mouth and held it, and if you can believe it my lads he says that my reasoning was a talent. Then, my lads he actually asked me what I think about who the friends could be. And I told him that I’d been thinking and my reasonin’ says that the two of them were the friends. I told him my reason was ‘cause like the Chinese gen’lman couldn’t stand up with the bag that was heavy but only for someone who doesn’t have big shoulders like a man. Also the Chinese gen’lman had hands like someone who doesn’t scrub, so I told him that I was thinking that man’s a lady. My problem is that I had seen Dr. Watson with a very tall woman and I started thinkin' why would a woman be so tall and take the same stride as Dr. Watson? So I wanted to ask about it.
Ollie reported that Dr. Watson had smiled at him when he #nished and that Mr. Holmes got out of his chair and took his pipe out of his mouth and said, “Dr. Watson, this young lad is learning how to reason deductively. A half-crown for the lad, and let’s remember to call on him just like we do with the Baker Street Irregulars.”
The boys all oo’d and ah’d at this.
Then this Mr. ‘Olmes asks yours truly if I can #gure out what was in the portmanteau.
Well, sir, I said with all of my respect that the only thing I might say is that I was thinkin’ where were Mr. ‘Olmes clothes ‘cause I was looking around, and I don’t see a woman’s clothes 'hanging anywhere. So, I says to myself, ‘Well Mr. ‘Olmes’ clothes were in the portmanteau and’ Mr. ‘Olmes was acting a lady and the Chinese gen’lman was a real lady.’”
“Ollie, what happens to the lady and her love?” George urged while the other boys were calling out to Ollie to tell them the end of the story.
Ollie do$ed his hat once more, took a breath, “Mr. ‘Olmes told me, if you all can believe, they had to get the lady to the SS Georgia to sail to Hamburg to meet her #ancé before her father could #nd her and lock her up once more to keep her from marrying. Can you just believe such a crime? The poor lady’s heart would be lost. So, the ship sailed out of port yesterday afternoon. Mr. ‘Olmes said the lady with the angel voice had to get on the London Under‐ ground to London Euston and then take the train to Southampton. The father must not have #gured it out. He said that Dr. Watson and he went with her and
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she and Mr. ‘Olmes exchanged clothes when they got to Southampton. So, he !gured she should be sailing on for Hamburg in Germany. Oh, and Mr. ‘Olmes said that he doesn’t usually eat a mu"n but that he and Dr. Watson ate the two mu"ns,” and Ollie smiled and bowed to his audience.
The lads all cheered for Ollie and the Eden father and son came out from their hiding places and clapped Ollie on the back. “Ollie, you're quite a lad. We’ve been talking,” and he nodded towards Charles. “I’m leaving the business to Charles and we need someone here to hand out the bakery goods to the delivery fellows. What do you say, Ollie? We’d pay you 10 shillings per week.”
Ollie held out his hand to shake Mr. Joseph Eden’s hand. It was a big promotion and he could still keep his eye on 221B. He thought to himself while he was smiling at the father and son, next job after this, well just maybe he’d be a detective like Mr. Holmes. Ollie was, after all, as he pu#ed out his chest, a !ne deductive reasoner!
THE END

A photograph of the real Eden Bakery, but on High Street (Marylebone High Street)
running parallel to Baker Street in 1895.
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The Adventure of the Music Hall
Je"ery F. Dow
Of the many cases that involved my investigatory companion, there are numerous that stand out for their unique characteristics: the Engineer’s Thumb for its gruesomeness, the Speckled Band for its violence, the Baker’s Oven for its croissants, and the Carriage Driver’s Moustache for its socks. But the inci‐ dent that endures as one the most bizarre and unexpected was that of the Music Hall.
It was mid-October 1890, during a most unusually humid period in London, when the maid brought a telegram to me shortly after breakfast with Mary. It was from Sherlock Holmes and read, “Please join me at Batweezil’s Music Hall tomorrow evening. I have reserved two tickets for you and your wife, should she choose to accompany you. Arrive in time for the 5:00 PM show.” As it was currently Tuesday, I was certain that Mary would not wish to attend, as she preferred to stay in during the evening hours of the week. I myself, if I wished to be present, would have to entrust my last two patients to Anstruther, as Batweezil’s was located in Lambeth, requiring a signi"cant cab excursion.
I was somewhat, but not fully, familiar with music hall fare. They had grown out of the saloon bars that existed much earlier in the century, o#ering entertainment involving singers, jugglers, magicians and puppet acts. Instead of seats only, the halls provided tables at which audience members sat, consuming dinner as well as drinks, particularly of an alcoholic nature. I was as curious about what transpired at such locations as I was about what might be of interest
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to Holmes, the detective having, as far as I knew, much more re!ned predilections.
Thus it was that my cab pulled up in front of a four-story red-bricked build‐ ing, a portico supported by three columns in front of the entrance. Above that were four arched windows, and above that was spelled out in separate enor‐ mous block letters “Batweezil’s.” The third #oor had windows as well, the tops of the latter curved and festooned with ornamentation. The uppermost story resembled very nearly the front of a locomotive, with curved sides and a disk in the center 20 feet in diameter on which were the words “Great Acts Every Night.”
Exiting the cab, I walked through the open-air arcade and into the theater. Having arrived at 4:35, there were not too many congregants before me. I gave my name at the box o$ce and was handed two tickets. Upon presenting one to an usher, I was escorted through an enormous auditorium to a seat at a table at the very front of the hall that ran parallel to the stage.
Immediately in front of me was the orchestra pit, several of the musicians already in place and rehearsing their parts. A wooden catwalk perhaps seven or eight feet wide extended over the cavity, although it was situated well above the players. Immediately behind the pit and at the same height as the runway was the stage, the curtains closed currently. On either side of the hall was a balcony composed of individual boxes which wrapped around the rear of the enormous room. Each box held round tables for the patrons. The ceiling soared 40 feet above me, with electric lamps a$xed to the roof looking like stars.
At each table setting was a trifold schedule, with engravings of the music hall and its interior. The center section proclaimed in a large and curved font, “Programme: Batweezil’s Extravagant Theatre of Varieties,” and below that in smaller letters, “Upper Marsh Road.” The proprietors were identi!ed as Batweezil and Poglog Ltd., and the Managing Director was Mr. Leonard Loud‐ goud. Opening the brochure revealed the menu for the 5:00 dinner, as well as the acts, or varieties, that would be presented during the early show. Such performers included Fred Digbert, singer and clog dancer; Leslie Standish, male impersonator; Conrad Hooligan and his Talking Dog Tad; Teegwash Glurm, comedian; Hapland Meatwad, juggler and plate spinner; and Arthur Heemtold, Ventriloquist.
By showtime, the auditorium had nearly !lled up, although the two seats next to me were still vacant. I had presumed that one was for Mary, had she accompanied me, and the other for Holmes, but as the music started shortly after the designated hour the varieties were to begin, there was no sign of my friend.
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The food was a bit more than palatable, although the soup was tepid and the steak was fairly tough. But the show itself, after the curtain had opened, compensated for any de!ciencies in the cuisine. The host, as it were, sat at a table at stage left, announcing the next act and occasionally telling a long but not very interesting story. He called himself the Chairman and kept the show running smoothly.
Out !rst was Meendalla Wheethrob with a lovely contralto that soared out over the audience with !ve songs, one of which caused me to blush several times due to its content. But she apparently was a great favorite as the specta‐ tors clapped, cheered and whistled their approval after each tune. For her last song, she got everyone to sing along with the chorus, a feat which did not take much cajoling whatsoever.
She was followed by Mr. Hooligan and his canine, the former asking ques‐ tions such as “Do you love me, Tad,” and “Tell me, Tad, how much is two plus two,” and the latter responding with a series of growls and barks that sounded remarkably like “Yes,” and “Four.” The audience was enthralled with the act, hooting their appreciation.
Two more singers—Ra#ella Hoonjab and Pithlacameeta Hap$ad—each performed half a dozen songs, although neither seemed to have the emotion that Miss Wheethrob exhibited. Still, they were quite good. They were followed by Mr. Meatwad, Mr. Digbert and a group of trick cyclists called Baxter’s Bikester Beauties. The six girls, all wearing swimsuits, rode their vehi‐ cles and performed maneuvers such as standing on the seat—using one or two feet—handstands on the handlebars, and one woman standing on the shoulders of another woman with the latter pedaling the bicycle in a circle. It was all a quite fast-paced and truly amazing set of gymnastics, and left the viewers clap‐ ping and chanting, “More! More! More!” The Chairman called the group out for an encore and the women performed a perfectly choreographed !gure 8 with their velocipedes, just barely missing one other at the intersection. At the conclusion, they brought their transportation devices to the very edge of the stage and jumped o#, waving to the adoring crowd.
Once the beauties were o#stage amid the continued ovation, the Chairman said, “And now, the one and only amazing Teegwash Glurm.” A tall fellow emerged from stage right to a great round of applause. Wearing a white shirt open at the throat, a pair of orange trousers and a set of suspenders, he waved to the crowd as he walked to centerstage. His hair was slicked back and his eyebrows were so bushy that they seemed to consume half his forehead. He also sported a moustache that wrapped around each side of his mouth.
“Allo, allo, allo,” he yelled to the audience in a very pronounced Cockney
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accent. “Oh, I gotta say that is one tough act to follow, innit, folks? Let’s ’ear it again for the Beauties. Come on.” The attendees roared their admiration loudly, Glurm applauding as well. “Awright,” he said once things quieted down. “Wot’s the deal with Queen Victoria? What is she now? Like, 500 years old? Lookin’ pretty good for that age, I guess. Except for some o’ those hats. Blimey. But I gotta tell ya. You ’ear about all that fuss across the Pond, that whole su!rage thing, lettin’ women vote? I’m gonna say somethin’ that might shock ya. I think women should be allowed to vote. If they were we might get a better Prime Minister than wot we got right now. Much better than this Robert Gascoyne-Cecil. What kindofa name is that? Are you a Robert? Are you a Cecil? And ’ave you seen this guy? It’s like ’is ’ead is upside down. He’s got ’air down ’ere on his chin, and nothin’ up ’ere on top. Like a billiard ball wot needs a shave, ’e is. Kinda frightenin’, innit?”
He took a few steps downstage and said, “Hey, ’ere’s my impression of Scot‐ land Yard.” Glurm then screamed at the top of his lungs, “Stop in the name of the law or I’ll scream at you some more.” The audience laughed and cheered. “Splendidly e!ective, that is. And wot’s the deal with these inspectors? You meet any o’ these #ne fellahs? I’ve had a couple run-ins with some, particularly —no, no, no. I better not mention ’is name, might get into trouble. But it does rhyme with ‘bu! fraud.’ This guy is—well, ’e’s a nice enough mate, but I don’t think ’e could #nd a scone in a bakery shop. And speakin’ o’ names, wot’s the deal with this Batweezil? Did one of our little $yin’ mammal friends sneeze or somethin’? Sort of a”—and here he imitated a sternutation—“ahh-ahhh-ahhhh-weezil.” Glancing back at the table at stage left, he said, “Oh, I gotta stop there. The Chairman’s tellin’ me I better not bite the ’and wot feeds me. I beg your pardon, your lordship.” He bowed deeply toward the Chairman and then turned around. “Let’s see now.”
He scanned the #rst few rows of tables and said, “Awright, what blokes we gonna talk to tonight?” Then he strode across the catwalk, giving a salute to the musicians as he passed over them.
It was not until he had nearly reached the end of the runway that the come‐ dian looked vaguely familiar. But I wasn’t entirely certain given not only the venue, but the outrageous behavior.
By then, Glurm had taken the steps down to the $oor of the auditorium and turned to the diner to his right. Grasping his own suspenders with each hand, he said, “Oh, look at you. Look at you, sir. Could you stand up?” From my vantage point, I could see that the man was wearing a gray shirt with an unbut‐ toned collar. Glurm put his hands on the gentleman’s shoulders and turned him to face the comedian.
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“Mmmmm,” the comedian said, “You’ve got some long ’airs on your shirt. Which would be !ne if they were all the same color. Some are blonde, but others—” and here he leaned in closely to examine something on his chest—“are red. Which belongs to the missus? Hmmmm? Don’t s’pose it matters, now does it?”
The audience roared with laughter and even in the subdued lighting I could see the gentleman’s face turn red.
“You might want to clean yourself up before you ’ead ’ome,” Glurm said. “And be thankful I don’t ask your name. Sit on down there. Who’s my next vic —uhh, participant?”
Any reservations I might have had evaporated the moment he had identi‐ !ed two di$erent hair colors, although more than a few concerns arose regarding the humiliation to which he had subjected the diner. As I have noted before in other circumstances, the stage lost a !ne actor when Mr. Sherlock Holmes became a detective. But what was he doing here? And why was this detective a…comedian?
At the moment, though, Glurm was turning to the person sitting at another table, saying, “What sort of ’airs ’ave you, sir?” The man stood, his back to me, so I was not able to view much of him. “Not ’airs, I perceive,” Glurm said as he tilted to one side and then the other to examine the attendee. “No, not ’airs at all, Mr. Reginald Vauxhall, but rather you forgot entirely that you were going to be dining with us tonight.”
“How did-how did you—” I heard Vauxhall stammer.
“Your disordered attire, sir,” Glurm interrupted as he stepped over to the woman who was sitting next to him. “It gives you away. I do ’ope, ’owever, that your companion is indeed your wife.” He stooped slightly, touched her elbow and brought her to a standing position, her long white dress nearly glowing despite the dim light. “Because she is in quite the family way.”
There was a collective gasp from the audience as Mr. Vauxhall yelled, “What?” and whirled around to look full at her.
“I was going to tell you tonight,” she replied in a small voice.
The two embraced as Glurm faced the audience and said, “And there you ’ave it. Our two lovebirds for the evening, innit?” The crowd laughed and broke into applause. “Congratulations, you two,” the comedian said as he patted the new father-to-be on the shoulder. “Just don’t’ let ’im become a Scotland Yard detective, awright?” He started down the narrow row between tables, occasion‐ ally touching the backs of the diners. I turned away for a moment to take a drink from my glass.
“Izzat ’oo I think it is?” Glurm said suddenly. “No, it can’t be. Can it?”
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I turned back and saw that the comedian was staring straight at me.
“It is,” he said even louder. “Blimey, it is. It’s Johnny Aitch.”
I turned in my chair to see who was behind me, expecting to "nd another attendee close by. But there was no one there.
“It is you,” Glurm said as he approached me more quickly. “This is the bloke I was tellin’ you about all week, Mr. Chairman. Stand up there, Johnny.” I had no choice but to do as he said. Once he was close enough, he threw his arms around me and hugged me. Then he broke free and turned to the audi‐ ence saying, “This is my old partner, Johnny Aitch. Johnny Aitch, everyone.”
I felt my face $ush as Holmes—and there was absolutely no doubt now— pushed against my upper arms with both hands, although I had a very di%cult time separating him from the character he was so ably playing.
“So glad you came to see me,” Holmes said, still in his Cockney accent. “I was ’opin’ you would show up.” I managed a small smile. “Whyn’t you come on up?” I started to shake my head, but Holmes yelled, “Dya mind if ’e comes up, Mr. Chairman? He’s funnier than I am. Well, sometimes. Not as funny as the name Batweezil, I gotta tell ya. But ’e’s at least as funny as I am. Whaddaya say?”
Again I shook my head, but from behind me I heard the Chairman say, “Bring him up.”
“Whaddaya say, folks?” Holmes implored the audience. “You wanna see us together? Whaddaya say?”
Much to my chagrin, the entire audience yelled, “Yes,” and applauded wildly.
“C’mon, mate,” Holmes said shoving me down the narrow corridor between the backs of chairs and the table. I thought perhaps once we reached the main aisle I could bound in the opposite direction from the stage, but Holmes must have sensed this and put a hand on my left shoulder. I turned to my right and reluctantly went up the stairs to the catwalk.
Once on the stage, Holmes shoved me toward the center of the platform saying, “It is so great to be on the same stage again as you, Johnny Aitch. Hey, folks, let’s ’ear it again for Johnny.” There was more cheering although not as enthusiastic as the previous time.
“Hey,” Holmes said suddenly, “remember that ritual we got up to?”
“Ritual?” I asked.
“Yeah, you know that Muskety Musky Musgrave thing we did years ago.”
“I’m not sure.”
“Yeah, you do. The ’Oose Was it Routine.”
“The what?”
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“You ask me, ‘’Oose was it?’ Remember?”
“I…what?”
“C’mon, Johnny. You remember. Ask me ‘’Oose was it?’”
“‘Whose was it?’”
“His ’oo ’ad that cat wot screamed ‘Figbert.’”
“I…what?”
“You remember. I’m sure you do. You say ‘’Oo…?’”
“Who?” I ventured uncertainly.
“‘’Oo shall ’ave it?’ You say, ‘’Oo shall ’ave it?’”
“‘Who shall have it?’”
“Figbert, of course.”
“What?”
“That’s right,” Holmes repeated. “‘Wot was…?’”
“‘What was,’” I responded, starting to remember the prompts, “‘What was…the month?’”
“The bloody ’ot one. It’s always burnin’ up during that month.”
“‘Where was…where was the sun?’”
“In the sky, cuz it’s bloody ’ot. Where else would it be?” The crowd was laughing hysterically at these antics, although I was thinking that it was less what Holmes—or Glurm, rather—was saying and more as to how he was saying it: emphatically, boisterously and completely unrestrained.
“‘Where was the-the shadow?’”
“Under the cat. That fat cat wot screamed. Figbert. Figbert. The bloody fat cat.”
“‘How was it stepped?’”
“With four paws by the cat, with two feet by Figbert, and with a scream by the Scotland Yard detectives.”
“‘What shall we give for it?’”
“Five quid, but it’s hardly worth more ’an three.”
“‘Why should we give it?’”
“Cuz the cat told us to. The bloody fat cat. That bloody fat cat.”
Glurm jumped around the stage, pretending he was a feline, licking his hands and rubbing them against his face, meowing and screaming “Figbert.” The audience laughed and cheered and applauded. When the clapping began to dwindle, Glurm sauntered back over to me and said, “What a great routine, innit?”
“Yes, I guess,” I managed.
“You wrote it. Of course it’s a great routine. Hey,” Glurm said suddenly, “speakin’ o’ routines, whyn’t you tell ’em that butler routine.”
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“Butler routine?”
“Yeah, you know, the butler routine. The one wot you keep in that old tin dispatch-box. The butler. Colonel Greezguggle-on-Thames’ butler.”
“The…butler?”
“Yeah, Johnny. The butler. These folks would love to ’ear about the butler. Wouldncha, folks?”
The crowd broke into applause and whistles once more, and I took several deep breaths trying to determine the best way I could excuse myself and dismount the stage.
“Awright, Johnny Aitch,” Glurm said putting an arm across my shoulders and slapping me on the chest with his other hand. “’Ave at it. Tell ’em the butler story. You ’ave the stage.” He stepped back and gave me a deep bow, his right arm extended. Then, to my absolute horror, he trotted o! to his right.
I stood there, alone on the stage, paralyzed. I had rarely spoken to a large group of people, and while I did not think that I was a"icted with stage fright, looking out upon the hundreds or perhaps thousands—I was hardly certain how many were in attendance that evening—was very intimidating. This was not a situation in which I would have chosen to place myself. I am much more comfortable with a considerably smaller group of people, and as the silence stretched on, I was certain that the audience was beginning to sense my unease at being the absolute center of attention. Which would be the precise opposite of Glurm, who made this look so easy, so relaxed, so much a part of who he was. I was by no means anything like that. It was one thing to narrate one of our adventures—I am more than loquacious in that regard—but it was another thing entirely to speak it. I took several deep breaths, knowing I had to #ll the hush that was occasionally broken by a cough or a clearing of someone’s throat. I tried to remember how Glurm did it, how he crafted his routine. Only one thing came to mind, and I decided I should start with that.
“So,” I said, stretching the word out, “what’s the deal with butlers?” There were a few chuckles scattered throughout the audience. “They’re so o$cious, so formal, so…well-dressed. They’re always ‘Thank you, sir’ and ‘Very good, sir,’ and ‘Let me open the door for your fairly reprehensible friends, sir.’” When most of the members of the audience laughed, I began to relax, the diminution in apprehension allowing me to think more clearly.
“So,” I continued, “there was this butler, worked for Colonel Greezguggle-on-Thames. The Colonel liked his full English breakfast with his sausage cut into segments #ve-eighths of an inch thick. Precisely that length. This was signi#cant because—well, I will get to that. But the butler had to cut it up for him because the maid always complained”—and here I changed the timbre of
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my voice to mimic the characters—“‘You got a tiny little mouth, Colonel,’ she would say, ‘Tiny, tiny, tiny. So you get tiny little pieces.’ But the butler didn’t like it either, always mumbling, ‘I’ll slice you, Colonel. Slice you and stu! you.’ And the Colonel was ‘Where’s my food cut perfectly or I will dismiss everyone.’”
I don’t know how long I went on, but I kept getting laughs so I kept telling— and embellishing elements of—the story. It became easier to "nd the humor and absurdity of the situation, real or imagined—the maid’s inordinate fear of umbrellas, the butler’s spontaneous impressions of the Prince of Wales eating Yorkshire pudding using his ascot, Mrs. Greezguggle-on-Thames’ collection of dolls that looked like Sir Isaac Newton—and I extorted that as much as I could. I got to the point just before the butler was going to pour poison on the Colonel’s sausage when Glurm put his hand on my shoulder and said, “Thank you, Johnny Aitch. Sorry to cut you o! there, ol’ pal, but the Chairman back ’ere says we gotta wrap things up and move on with the show. Aint ’e great, folks? Whaddaya say? Let’s ’ear it for Johnny Aitch.”
The audience applauded madly, whistling and cheering, and I felt a tremendous surge of energy, as if I were being lifted up by every person there. The only other times I have felt that way was the excitement I experienced during the apprehension of ne’er-do-wells the likes of John Clay or rescuing Mr. Melas. It was quite a sensation, and I must admit it bordered on intox‐ icating.
“Come and visit me backstage after the show, Johnny,” Glurm said as he pushed me gently toward the catwalk. “Let’s ’ear it again for Johnny Aitch.”
I walked carefully over the orchestra and back to my seat as the ovation swirled around me. Glurm concluded his act with “Thank you so much, you’ve been great. But the Chairman is kickin’ me o!. Thanks a lot, you old geezer. See you next time.” Glurm waved once more and ran o! stage right.
I must admit that I did not pay much attention to the remaining acts, my feelings of satisfaction and completeness being quite distracting. It was quite an exceptional feeling and I could understand how actors became habituated to the emotional elevation. There were three more singers, I believe, a set of gymnasts, a male impersonator and a ventriloquist whose dummy was a gentleman in a suit and tie named Earl von Pencilhead—at least I think that was his name; again, I was not giving them their due because of my continued exhilaration.
When the show concluded, several audience members approached me and complimented me on my brief exposition. I was quite relieved that the “butler routine” was received as well as it had been, and that reinforced my elated feel‐
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ings. At Glurm’s behest, I mounted the runway one more time and strode across the stage as the audience !led out in the opposite direction. Once back‐ stage, I asked where I could !nd Mr. Glurm, and one of the stagehands directed me down a narrow corridor, telling me “Third door from the end on the right.”
Once there, I knocked four times and the door opened almost immediately.
“Hol—” I started to say but was interrupted with “Johnny Aitch, get in ’ere.” To silence me further, he grabbed my arm and yanked me into the closet-sized dressing room. “It’s so great to see you,” Holmes said, still feigning the Cockney accent. “That was quite a knockout story wot you told. The crowd really loved it.”
“Thank you, I really ap—”
“Wot say we get outta ’ere and get a drink, just like the ol’ days.” He pulled down an old gray jacket from a peg on the wall and slipped the article on.
“Well, it will be rather late by the time I get home and Mar—”
“A drink it is,” Holmes broke it. “Follow me.”
He edged past me into the corridor. I followed him to the backstage area and then through a maze of other hallways, Holmes uttering an expansive goodnight to everyone he met. We exited through a large door that opened into an alley behind the theater. A dozen others were milling about, including a bald-headed gentleman who stood a good six and a half feet tall, replete with several scars on his cheeks. The detective grabbed my arm saying, “Watch your step, there, Johnny.”
He led me around to the front of the theater where the patrons were still emerging, greeting friends and hailing cabs for their ride home. My companion yelled salutations and expressed his gratitude for their compliments as he steered me down the street where he was able to signal an approaching carriage. He provided the driver with my address and we both settled into the interior across from one another. He stuck his head outside the window and shouted to those in earshot.
“Me and Johnny Aitch are gettin’ a drink,” he bellowed. “Just like old times, innit? See ya soon. Keep laughin’.” He kept that up for two blocks. Once beyond that, he fell back into his seat and almost seemed to shrink in stature. I was about to ask him where we would be stopping along the way for a drink when he said, “Thank you, Watson.” His voice was once again in the !rm yet understated accent that I had long known. “If you would not mind handing me the envelope in your jacket pocket, it would be greatly appreciated.”
“I have no envelope, Holmes.”
“Please check nonetheless.”
I reached into both pockets simultaneously, immediately grasping a thin
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package in the left one. I pulled it out, but before I could examine it Holmes snatched it away, stu!ng it into his inside jacket pocket. He stared out the window for a moment and then turned to me, saying, “I am sorry I had to do that to you, Watson.”
“What?”
“Six weeks ago, some very, shall we say, sensitive documents disappeared from a high government o!cial’s safe. Mycroft enlisted my assistance when a ransom note was delivered, demanding a sizable payment or the papers would be sold to another benefactor. My investigation led to one Jeremiah Turntabble, who is also the Chairman you saw tonight. Additionally, he is one of the part‐ ners of the music hall, which has run into some #nancial di!culty. Hence the need for some supplementary funds. I suspected that he was keeping the papers at the theater, and I assumed the identity of Mr. Glurm in order to gain access. I have been performing every night for the last three weeks. It has only been in the last eight days that I suspected that the documents were located in a locked o!ce backstage. I needed a distraction to draw the guards away so that I could gain access. I invented an old partner and talked him up as being more than humorous. I knew I couldn’t ask you to do this because you would refuse. So, the only way I could make this work was to invite you to tonight’s perfor‐ mance and force you onto the stage. I thought that Mary would not attend, but her presence would have made little di$erence for my plans. Having obtained the trust of the guards backstage, I was able to get them to leave their assigned spots to watch you from the wings. I determined that your performance, even if an unmitigated disaster, would provide enough time to get into the o!ce and #nd what I needed. Your success on stage was unexpected and I used it to my bene#t. To ensure my e$orts were not confounded, I slipped the folded enve‐ lope into your jacket pocket when I interrupted your performance.”
For the #rst time since being ushered onto the stage, I almost wished for the e$usive Glurm rather than the taciturn Holmes. He was correct, though, that I would have refused to undertake any presentation given the opportunity. Still, though, that it resulted in such an exalted sensation afterwards diminished Holmes’ less than enthusiastic appreciation of my e$orts.
“Might I ask what the doc—” I began.
“Unfortunately, you may not,” Holmes replied. “Even I am forbidden to look at the papers, so I can only presume that they purport to be of great national security.”
“Well, then.”
We rode in silence for the remainder of the trip, I being uncertain as to about what I could converse given the nature of the retrieved papers. As the
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carriage pulled up outside my residence, I reached for the door handle. Holmes stayed my arm by placing a hand on it.
“Thank you, Watson,” he said. “You have done your country a great service.”
“You are quite welcome…Glurm.” Holmes managed a small but grim smile.
As I exited the carriage and started up the walkway, still "oating from my “success on stage,” I wondered if perhaps there might be a way that Johnny Aitch could make a return visit to the music hall.
THE END
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Dear Dr. Doyle,
Have you had a stroke, sir? We here at The Strand are more than a little concerned regarding your health after receiving your most recent submission. We have no choice but to return this—and we use the term quite loosely— narrative to you. We feel that placing your story in a Music Hall is quite objec‐ tionable, and we #nd the—alleged—humor more than juvenile. Our readers are much more sophisticated than this and would hardly enjoy such a cavalcade of tired and unseemly yarns and put-ons, as well as the hideous cadre of rabble-rousing reprobates that #ll these pages. What’s the deal indeed. If it was your intention, we are not amused by this endeavor, not amused whatsoever.
Therefore, please accept our rejection in the manner in which it is intended: constructive but with the caveat that we do not ever wish to see such a waggish attempt from you again. Inasmuch as we are concerned for your health, please understand that our general good nature has been stretched to the limit by this incident; do not push it any further.
Sincerely,
Figbert Batweezil
Figbert Batweezil
Associate Editor
The Strand Magazine
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Erica Fair

Our Dearest Dr. J. H. Watson, MD,
I write to welcome you warmly to The Strand, and may I say once again that we are deeply honored to be selected as the publisher of Mr. Holmes’ exploits. As Editor, it is my obligation and privilege to ensure that the tales we tell are not only amusing, but also appropriate and ino"ensive, and I hope you will take no o"ense at a few minor adjustments I may suggest to your most excellent literature.
Regrettably, I must begin with the title of one of your introductory tales, as it simply cannot stand in its current form. I commend your e"ort at discretion, but you can imagine that upon receiving a story titled, “The Adventure of the Engineer’s Appendage”, most readers do not immediately envision a thumb. Your story caused quite a stir in the writers’ room upon receipt, and frankly not a small bit of disappointment. However, this is easily #xed with the stroke of a pen.
In thumbing through your other submissions, I cannot help but notice that
97
Erica Fair
several tales involve the villains escaping without justice. I am surprised as a matter of dignity that Mr. Holmes permits you to share these un"nished tales, but I do understand that truth is not always as tidy as "ction.
Nonetheless, as a matter of public morality, you must surely appreciate that this could teach impressionable British children that the law can be outrun. Might I humbly suggest that whenever there is no trial, send the miscreants o# to sea and capsize their vessel instead.
That is a discreet and just ending that no one will question, and being the esteemed storyteller you are, you may christen these phantom ships whatever you please.
Both of these edits are of course of the most trivial nature, easily remedied, and I hope you will take them to heart. Again, I am honored to be working with you on your case reports, and please take no o#ense at my humble little suggestions; you know that editors’ fancies must be consulted. I look forward to our correspondence over the coming years.
Very truly yours,
Herbert Greenhough Smith
Herbert Greenhough Smith
Editor of The Strand
![]()
Dear Dr. Watson,
While I have greatly enjoyed a number of your recent stories, I confess I am taken aback by your latest tale, “The Giant Rat of the Baskervilles”. It is clearly unprecedented in the history of literature, and I fear the world may not yet be prepared for such a debut.
Moreover, your accusation that Sir Henry Baskerville orchestrated a plot to murder his uncle as well as an unfortunate distant relative, a poor soul who had gone so far as to change his identity twice in an e#ort to evade his bloodthirsty cousin, cannot possibly be published while Sir Henry remains Lord of Baskerville Hall (may God have mercy on his poor tenants).
In the interests of all involved, myself included, I must insist that you "le it away in your archives. Perhaps someday the true story may be told.
I must also note that while your other submissions happily appear to carry
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less risk of personal assassination, dare I say that they perhaps swing too far in the opposite direction.
Forgive my bluntness, but it does seem that the stories are growing a bit monotonous, as it so often involves just yourself and Mr. Holmes. For some inexplicable reason, it seems “Rat Face Lestrade” has not become the breakout character we had hoped. While I hesitate to encourage straying too far from the truth, perhaps you would consider using some artistic license to add another character and help liven things up?
Perhaps Mr. Holmes could have a long-lost brother, or a protégé at Scot‐ land Yard, or even a mortal enemy of some kind. I concede that the delayed introduction of such major roles may seem jarring at #rst, but I have the utmost con#dence in your literary talents to explain the late arrivals and #rmly estab‐ lish their steadfast presence going forward.
With warmest regards,
Herbert G Smith
Herbert G. Smith
![]()
Colleague,
I’m afraid I must caution you that the Strand will not tolerate libel, particu‐ larly in reference to young ladies of means. I regret to hear that the former Miss Morstan has, as you so vividly put it, “run off like the cheap paint she wears”, but to print such indecorous language would surely invite litigation. If Mrs. Watson has indeed ceased to be part of your life, whatever the reason, I’m sure there is a way to gloss over her absence without making a litigable assertion of fact as to her ultimate fate. Your alleged concern over continuity is unfounded; with all due respect, I can assure you that our readers take not the slightest interest in your marital status.
More broadly, I am concerned that you misapprehend the Strand’s willing‐ ness to indulge in vulgarity as it pertains to ladies. I remind you that this is a family publication, and surely you must recall how much editing was required simply to tell one-tenth of the true relationship between Miss Sutherland and Mr. Windibank. Accordingly, when I see now that you intend to tell of a young unwed woman dying in childbirth with the illegitimate o$spring of a sports‐ man, let alone one as connected as Godfrey Staunton, I must simply refuse on
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principle. If indeed the lady must pass, I hear that consumption has grown somewhat fashionable among the younger generation; perhaps the unfortunate patient could expire from that more digni!ed demise.
Yours sincerely,
H. G. Smith
H.G. Smith
![]()
Dr. Watson,
I am going to presume, and do not correct me, that your latest submission is a joke in particularly ill taste. Having consulted our lawyers at Norton, Ford‐ ham, McFarlane, and Sutro, you will not be surprised to hear that they strongly advise against publishing what amounts to a confession to the murder of one Charles Augustus Milverton.
Though I have no doubt that “Mr. Holmes” acted in the public interest and possibly even the heat of passion, legally speaking he committed cold-blooded murder during a home invasion, and were he to be implicated, “Mr. Holmes” would swiftly be hanged. But considering that Mr. Holmes is not traditionally the one associated with !rearm prowess in your agency, I am con!dent that, as I said before, this was a spectacularly bad satire that you would never claim is the truth.
I must assume you are distracted by your recent financial difficulties. I appreciate the explanation, but I do hope once is enough for you to learn your lesson about auctioning off naming rights in stories at a public house. “Thorneycroft Huxtable” is an embarrassment to the English language and to us both for the sake of £12, but I suppose I should be grateful that your patron chose a name that, rather than being obscene, was merely absurd. I daresay even my four-year-old Violet could have picked a more dignified moniker.
Yours,
Herbert Smith
Herbert Smith
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![]()
Sir,
Your last two submissions are really quite intolerable. Our public may be willing to buy a rambling, long-winded tale about Mr. Holmes embarking on a solitary mission where the culprit turns out to be leprosy, but not from a side character like you. And do you really want it on record that for three days, you misdiagnosed a jelly"sh sting as a murder by #ogging? Really, !ogging? What century do you think this is?
You’ve spent too much time around Mr. Holmes and lost your common sense. When you see red marks, think lions, not cat-o-nine-tails! In any event, they simply will not do. We paid for stories about Mr. Holmes, not you, and I must insist that these stories and all subsequent ones actually feature that man. I have no idea what possessed you to attempt this spino$ of so-called “medical mysteries”, but they are not welcome here. Please do not submit any further “adventures” unless Mr. Holmes is actually in them.
Regards, etc.
H. Smith
![]()
John,
What do you mean, he’s dead? Some doctor you are! I don’t know what you expect me to do about it; the fact remains that you owe us twelve more stories featuring Mr. Holmes, and Thurston tells us you’re up to your billiard cues in debt already. I am sorry to hear of the real man’s passing, but for your sake and ours, the cash cow character must live on!
To that end, I cannot possibly accept your recent narrative of Mr. Holmes’ death, and am returning the submission to you. While clearly heartfelt, “The Dying Detective” utterly fails as an adventure tale; the title alone gives away the ending! Moreover, I’m willing to indulge you in the science-"ction of Mr. Holmes expiring from those so-called “germs” everyone is up in arms about, but as it stands, all we do is watch the man die over three days. Nobody wants to read a rambling vigil about their favorite detective slowly dying of an incurable sickness in front of a blubbering doctor who can’t help him. Think how history would view you.
Still, I accept that you must be under signi"cant stress, so instead of scrap‐
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ping the whole story, perhaps you can salvage the opening premise. Maybe Mr. Holmes’ illness is all an elaborate hoax of some kind, or perhaps you misdiag‐ nosed him – you don’t exactly paint yourself glowingly on the best of days, and “Tapanuli fever” sounds made up anyhow. Frankly I’m sure even a hack like you could dash together some two-dimensional villain behind it all. Call him Culverton, that sounds sinister enough.
Smith
Smith
![]()
Doctor Debtor Watson,
You can imagine my surprise today on receiving a visit from the notorious Colonel Moriarty, who announced that as of next month, he and his two brothers will be the legal owners of the Sherlock Holmes franchise. Appar‐ ently he won the rights in a late-night round of blackjack against a certain overindulging doctor. Well Mr. “Three Continents”, I hope you’re happy. If I had been there, I’d have poisoned you all!
But too late, it’s past praying for now. You have to end these Holmes stories quick, before this Moriarty #gure can ruin our brand. The man is dead anyhow, so you’d better just #nd a way to dispose of the character, and fast. Give me something poetic and dramatic, but above all, completely inescapable. Throw him over a waterfall or something, I don’t know.
Herb
Herb
THE END
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From the Memoirs of John Watson, late
Indian Army Medical Corps
Cli!ord Goldfarb, BSI
I used to collect stamps, but stopped many years ago. For many years my collection has just been sitting untouched in a drawer. A few days ago I wanted to free up some space and, at the bottom of the drawer, I came across an unopened stamped envelope. It was addressed to Mr. H.G. Smith, 8-11 South‐ hampton St., Strand WC2, London, England, and it had a return address of 167 Avenue Rd., Toronto, Ontario, Canada. Rubber-stamped across the front was “NOT AT THIS ADDRESS”.
I grew up two blocks from that return address. When I was 11 and 12 years old, I had a paper route delivering The Toronto Daily Star. Most days I would just leave the paper on front porches or doorsteps, but once a week I had to collect payment for the week’s deliveries. It wasn’t a well-to-do neighborhood, but occasionally people would give me a tip, sometimes as much as a quarter. A nice lady named Miss Watson lived at this house. I thought of her as old, but she was probably just middle-aged.
Miss Watson always used to ask me about my school and my interests. Having discovered that I was a stamp collector, she would give me envelopes with cancelled stamps on them. One day she gave me this envelope. When I got home and realized that I already had the stamps I just slipped it in the drawer and never looked at it again until now.
The #rst article that my friend Hartley Nathan ever had published in a Sherlockian journal was his proof that, for reasons I won’t go into, Dr. Watson had left England and retired to Toronto, buying a house at 167 Avenue Rd.(2)
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In all the years since it had never occurred to me that I had probably met Dr. Watson‘s daughter. And, when I !nally opened the envelope, that I had a handwritten document that Dr. Watson had sent to Herbert Greenough Smith, the editor of The Strand Magazine. Probably unknown to Watson, Smith had died and was no longer at The Strand. An ignorant clerk at George Newnes Publishing Company, not realizing the letter contained a submission, rejected the letter and the British Post O"ce returned it to the sender. In any event, I now opened it and took out the handwritten pages, muddled my way through the poor handwriting and, as best as I could, transcribed it (3)
In any event here goes:
![]()
In the memoir published in The Strand, in which I give an account of how my friend Sherlock Holmes’ recovered the plans for the Bruce-Partington subma‐ rine, I informed my readers that:
Some weeks afterwards I learned incidentally that my friend spent a day at
Windsor, whence he returned with a remarkably !ne emerald tie‑pin. When I
asked him if he had bought it, he answered that it was a present from a certain
gracious lady in whose interests he had once been fortunate enough to carry
out a small commission. He said no more, but I fancy that I could guess at that
lady's august name, ….
At the time, I knew more about this meeting than I was able to tell my read‐ ers, but a certain discretion compelled me to suppress any details during the lifetime of Her Majesty. She has been dead many years now, and so has the other witness to that meeting. Mr. Sherlock Holmes has long since retired from public life and has given me his permission to tell the rest of what happened on that distant day.
Once or twice in my reports, I have had occasion to mention Mr. Mycroft Holmes, older brother of my friend, and nominally an auditor in one of the government departments. However, as I have informed my read‐ ers, Mycroft was in truth a very senior civil servant, with a task so unusual that in those days we did not have a name for it. Today we would say that he is the director of the British Intelligence Service. Several years after the event, Mycroft invited me to dine with him at his club in Pall Mall – the Diogenes, where, except in the Dining Room and the Strangers’ Room, no conversation was permitted. I was flattered in the extreme that someone as
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brilliant and important as Sir Mycroft Holmes would bother to dine with me. But, as one course followed another, and a fine bottle of wine disappeared, only to be replaced by an even finer one, I relaxed and found that he could when he wished be a very enjoyable dinner companion and not the least bit daunting.
As we enjoyed port and cigars, he asked me if I would like to hear the story of what happened that day at Windsor, provided that I would agree not to publish it until those present had either been dead for 25 years, or gave their permission. Naturally I gave him my word on this, and he proceeded to tell me verbatim, for he had instant and total recall of such events, the story of that meeting. The twinkle never left his eye the whole time he was telling me the story.
The Holmes brothers travelled to Windsor by train, leaving from Paddington Station on the Great Western Line and changing at Slough. At Windsor a guard ushered them into a royal brougham , which drove to a private entrance from which they could enter the palace without being observed by any member of the public. Mycroft had been to Windsor on many occasions and was instantly recognized by the butler. They were conducted into an ante‐ room to await Her Royal Highness. Promptly on the hour of their appointment, the door opened and in stepped the Queen. Both men rose to their feet and, as soon as she was seated, she spoke to her lady-in-waiting, “Pamela, would you be kind enough to pour us all a cup of tea, after which I will not be needing you for the next half hour.” As the tea was being poured, she engaged in a bit of small talk, to put us at our ease.
“Good afternoon, Mycroft. It is a great pleasure to see you again. This must be your brother, Mr. Sherlock Holmes. Please be seated and make yourselves comfortable, gentlemen. This is a private audience and not an a"air of state.”
The lady-in-waiting had now left us alone in the room and Her Majesty turned her full attention to Sherlock, who seemed just a bit uncertain – some‐ thing that I could not recall having seen happen to him in many years.
“Well, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, we have heard a great deal about you. The accounts of your exploits as they appear in The Strand are very popular with our family and our servants and we must buy several copies each month that they appear!”
“My blushes, Ma’am.”
“No, please don’t be embarrassed. We are so grateful for the service that you have rendered to us in connection with our son’s, shall we say, indiscre‐ tions. (4) We would very much like to reward you in a suitable way.”
“It was my pleasure and my duty to be of assistance, Ma’am. No reward is
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necessary.” He seemed to be more and more at ease, as she turned the full power of her considerable charm on him.
“Oh, but we insist. You must have something. Mycroft has already advised us that you will not consider a knighthood – most unusual, but we do under‐ stand your reluctance to accept an honour that will cause the public and the cheap press alike to speculate about what undisclosed services you rendered to earn it. We mean that you must have something less ... conspicuous, shall we say. A mark of our gratitude that does not betray its source.”
“Whatever you choose will be most appreciated, Ma’am. It will be more than I deserve or need.”
Please don’t be so modest. May we call you Sherlock? Thank you. Mycroft has told us how you went about dealing with the problem, how you found the despicable person who had caused it, and how you were able to persuade him to relinquish his hold over my son. You did it without resorting to violence and in such a way that he can never revive his evil deeds. There cannot be another man in England who could have done what you did. Whatever we give you today will only be a small part of what we truly owe to you.”
Sherlock, who was usually in full control on such occasions, seemed to be at a bit of a loss for words. I jumped in to help him out.
“Thank you, Ma’am. My brother has never been accused of false modesty and it would be unseemly for him to begin now. I’m sure he is very grateful for the honour you were willing to bestow on him, but anything you choose to give him in its stead will be valued just as highly.”
“Well-spoken, Mycroft. I wonder what we would do without you. I don’t think that you could be replaced by any 10 men in the Foreign O#ce.”
“Now it is my turn to blush, Ma’am.”
“Come, Mycroft, I doubt that you have blushed since you left Oxford!”
She had become so much at ease with us, that she was now speaking of herself in the $rst person, something that I had experienced before, but I could see that Sherlock was astonished by the obvious mark of respect and familiarity which she was displaying towards us.
As if sensing the same thing, Her Majesty sighed, glanced at the clock on the mantlepiece and continued, “We wish that we could chat with you for a much longer time. There must be so many things you could tell us about the cases you have worked on that are not published out of concern for the privacy of your clients... But unfortunately, the Prime Minister is to arrive in a half hour, with some minor representative of one of our colonies who must be given an audience. Sometimes duty does bore one! Here is a small token of our appre‐ ciation. Please remember us whenever you use it.”
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She reached out her hand, and as Sherlock stood to approach her, she handed him a small jewellery box, opened to reveal a magni!cent emerald tie pin.
She rose, and, with a nod, a rustle of her dress and a smile that seemed to have the slightest hint of a wink, she was out the door and the audience was over. And we were left standing as if we had just been in the presence of a whirlwind.
Notes
1. “John H. Watson, M.D. Discovered at Last”, Baker Street Journal
(NS), vol. 28, no. 4, December 1978 at p.204.
2. Smith died January 14, 1935, but had retired as editor of The
Strand in 1930, after the death of Arthur Conan Doyle.
3. I can say that I also now have a very personal insight into why
Watson’s accounts of Sherlock Holmes’ cases contain so many inconsistencies and errors: it’s because it’s almost impossible to read Watson’s handwriting.
4. There is an inconsistency here: it appears that, rather than for his
services in connection with the Bruce-Partington plans, the Queen wanted to reward Holmes for extricating the Prince of Wales from a problem caused by one of his peccadillos, possibly averting a duel with an enraged husband.
THE END
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The Adventure of the Boy Genius
Luke Higgins
I called upon Mr. Sherlock Holmes one !ne day in September, 1907. As I traipsed up those familiar seventeen steps to 221 B Baker St, a young bright eyed lad came rambling down the stairs with a jovial Catholic Priest at his heels. The boy appeared to be preoccupied as he was muttering various inco‐ herent words as he breezed by me. The priest grinned warmly as we nodded our “hellos” on the stairway.
I found Holmes shaking his head in wonder, still in the entry way of his $at. I inquired as to why my friend was nodding so. “Watson, I just met a very intriguing young man. My old acquaintance from the Vatican cameos case, Father Francis Morgan, happened to be in London and desired to pay his respects. The young lad in question was in tow with the good father.”
“So what makes this young lad so interesting?”, I inquired of Holmes.
“To start with he has a magni!cent grasp for languages. Along with our mother tongue, he has mastered Latin, French, German, Greek, and Welsh. He has even created some languages that allow him to communicate solely with some of his cousins. Nevbosh and Na%arin, I believe he calls them.”
“A boy developing created languages, Holmes. That is rather intriguing.”, I stated.
“Yes, Watson, de!nitely so. He is an orphan as well, so he has something in common with my faithful, Baker Street Irregulars. In fact, if that young man dwelled in London instead of Birmingham I could have made him a valued member of the Irregulars.”
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“What? That respectable looking boy ranging around the thoroughfares of London with those street Arabs?! Holmes, you’re certainly a bad in"uence on youngsters!”
“Posh, Watson! I simply implement the skills of these young people and in the process assist them in "eshing out those abilities which they can access throughout their lives. Take either of his invented languages. Through their use we could implement a language only a select few would understand. Why he is a cryptographer’s dream!”
“Oh, Holmes! Let the child be!” I protested.
“You’re probably right, Watson. The young man, along with his extraordinary linguistic abilities, has a predilection for the fantastical. Evidently, he is constantly #xated on elves, dwarves, and Atlantis like myths. Such a bit of poppycock! Let us hope he puts his love of languages to more practical purposes and leaves the elves far behind in his adolescence. Young J.R.R. Tolkien is quite the extraordinary young man, indeed!” Holmes proclaimed.
THE END
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Dear Dr. Watson,
Nevbosh? Na!arin? Elves? Please leave this fantastical nonsense in the realm of the Brothers Grimm or Lord Dunsaney!
We have never learned about your friend and acquaintance, Mr. Holmes, encounter with the THIRD most dangerous man in London, by the way. Or that charming Mrs. Adler, surely Mr. Holmes crossed paths with her at some point again in his life. Elves and the like are growing thin in our technological age.
Please, go back to the deep well you have accessed in the past.
Yours sincerely,
Anthony Day
Anthony Dry
Editor of the Strand
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Holmes’ Mistake
Milli Higgins
“Mr. Holmes, you have an eviction notice at the door.” I said.
“What, Watson?! Destroy it, we need to leave now!” said Holmes.
“What do you mean, I still live here, you don't.” I said.
What did he do this time?
“Holmes, what did you do?” I asked.
“I just… uh…robbed...uh…robbed..uh..bank!” he stated.
“Holmes!” I screamed at him.
He managed to explain the eviction and robbery (The eviction notice was one of Wiggins little pranks).
I said, “I will not help you out of this one.”
I blinked and guess what happened.
I was helping him. I only helped him because he’s my best friend.
We "gured it out and now he still lives at 221 B Baker Street.
THE END
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Dearest Sir Arthur,
I apologize but I cannot accept this story.
It simply does not make sense.
Come back to this publishing company once you have more logic.
Sincerely,
Robert Losswiskinwinn
Robert Losswickinwinn
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The Trip to Cape Fear
Peter Jesionek
CHAPTER I Roommates
I had only lived at 221B Baker Street with Mr Sherlock Holmes for a few weeks when he brought up the very unattractive idea of traveling to America. I was in the midst of recovering from my injuries in Afghanistan and, while time was on my side, the dreary London weather was not.
I liked these rooms. For the "rst time since childhood I felt I truly had a home. Surely this Holmes character would take some getting used to but living the life of a soldier out of a rucksack and steamer trunk in a musty old tent was behind me now. And even Mrs Hudson, our good landlady, brought a motherly air to our new abode.
Holmes and I had not discussed our future professional working arrange‐ ments in detail. We were young. A medical practice and an amateur “whatever Holmes was” would take time. While I thought it more important to establish our rooms on Baker Street in order to allow friends and family, as well as prospective clients, the knowledge of our whereabouts, Holmes apparently had other more immediate ideas. When I brought up the expense of a trip at this time he merely looked away and waved his hand as a triviality requiring no attention at this time.
Although Holmes insisted that a sea voyage would do wonders for my ailing disposition I am sure he had other reasons. In fact, I was to "nd out very
113
Peter Jesionek
soon, that Sherlock Holmes did nothing without great purpose in mind. I was beginning to warm to the idea of sun and sea air when I overheard Sherlock make a quiet reference to “the plan” to his brother Mycroft while I was pouring brandy.
I had just met the ‘larger than life’ Mycroft and we were about to toast our meeting as well as our new arrangement at Baker Street. The Holmes brothers seemed to be conspiring as I approached with three glasses of brandy on a small tray. This making me feel even more inferior than when they previously spent ten minutes deducing what and where each other had spent the morning by analyzing odors and dirt about their clothing and shoes. Sherlock knew that Mycroft had met with a certain ambassador because of the smell and ashes of a cigar and Mycroft dictated exactly what Sherlock and I had eaten for breakfast! These two would amaze a magician!
In any event, plans had been made for Sherlock and I to sail in two days time aboard a special steamer heading for the Carolina coast. Mycroft appeared to have a fairly minor role with the government, but it appeared that our British Ambassador to America was experiencing a serious bout of gout and could not make the trip. Why Sherlock was taking his place I hadn’t a clue.
Days later we were lounging in the sun on deck steaming west across the Atlantic on a smallish steamer with 200 passengers and unknown cargo. The crossing was to take about 10 days and the forecast was for comfortable sailing.
Holmes had disappeared the !rst day out and spent the afternoon hours in our cabin going over what I found out later was the ship’s passenger list. When at last he joined me sunning in a deck chair near the prow I felt a relaxed and fortunate man indeed. “Ho Holmes, pull up a chair and enjoy the clean air.”
“Thank you Watson, I will.” He replied.
“I was very pleasantly surprised to overhear that we are bound for the Carolinas, avoiding the hubbub and cold of New York harbor. Indeed, Holmes, I don’t know how I shall repay you for this recuperative excursion?”
“Well Watson, do not concern yourself there. O"cially, our trip aboard the SS Kathleen is being !nanced by Her Majesty’s interests in expanding tobacco futures in America. Mycroft has pushed the administration for a detailed report, or perhaps I should say I have pushed Mycroft to push the administra‐ tion for said report, in the guise of Her Majesty’s interests, in order to form an American network of informants to keep me appraised of, shall we say, ‘dark alley information.’ This is my secret reason for coming to America. Mycroft did not approve of this because he knew that our Ambassador would not approve. So this is my ulterior motive.”
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Upon seeing the surprise on my face, Holmes explained further “Very sorry to have kept you in the dark Watson, but there was no time for detailed expla‐ nations. I’m afraid I’m going to have to ask for a favor as well as your discretion in this matter. I trust this will not be a problem?”
“Of course not, Holmes! In the past few weeks you have shown yourself to be a gentleman of intelligence and character. I have fallen in with good company.”
“The feeling is mutual Watson. Now, for the real reason the Government sent me. This ship is being used to perpetuate a deception upon wealthy British citizens and nobility of Great Britain and Europe. Upon going through the passenger list I found a few notable characters aboard. Then as I sat in disguise in the Red dining hall, which is designated for a select group of 36 passengers, I recognized a few more people who are obviously traveling incognito.”
“Well Holmes, if it is indeed an international crime, let’s net the bunch and bring the grand scheme to justice.
“How fortuitous your choice of words Watson, for you have hit upon the very inspiration, the fork in the road if you will, that is changing my life from this day forward. It IS the ‘grand scheme’ that we will focus on.”
“I’m sure I don’t follow you Holmes.”
“Nor shall you Watson. You will be at my side. I should very much like you to transcribe my case studies to their successful conclusions. By doing so we shall be teaching Scotland Yard, the police and the judicial authorities the proper methodology in the use of deductive reasoning.”
“Sounds transformational Holmes. Like painkillers to the medical #eld!”
“Again Watson! You hit the mark! That is the true magic. The ‘slight of hand’ if you will. While mesmerizing the masses with deductive theory we shall actually be transformational agents for The British Empire.”
CHAPTER II The Dark Alley Society
“So what do you mean by ‘dark alley information’ Holmes?” I inquired.
With that Holmes went on to explain how he and Mycroft were secretly developing what they called “The Dark Alley Society” in London. It would be a network of retired military, scienti#c and educational men operating as lurk‐ ers. They would meet in little out of the way taverns.
“Watson, there is a vile, corrupt segment of our society that I call ‘organized crime.’ If you can imagine, it is like a genius “Fagan” directing the criminal class as a business.”
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He went on to explain that these groups would meet monthly and compile short reports of activities in speci!c areas of London. The reports will then be passed along to select “runners” of The Baker Street Irregulars.* When coupled with what the street urchins know is going on, it will give the Holmes brothers a pulse of what the people of London feel about the government, the Royals, law enforcement and what the criminal element is up to. Holmes explained that it was the only way to stay ahead of the corruption that was taking hold of politicians, law enforcement and even controlling newspaper reporting through payo"s and in#uence peddling.
“I say Holmes! I’d hoped my experiences in Afghanistan had left life’s excitable times behind. Surely this Carolina Coast trip will be relaxing?” I looked questioningly at Holmes.
“I would not relax too much Doctor. I have spoken to Captain Thomas Campbell and he informs me that we may experience hurricane force winds as we approach the coast. I feel a storm brewing. We shall be sailing into one of the most dangerous areas along the American seacoast. Known famously as Cape Fear, it was so named by sailors who often felt that it might be their last port of call in life. The sandy shoals and currents coupled with ever changing depths at the base of the beastly mouth of this 200 mile long river make it one of the most unpredictable and dangerous places to sail a vessel. And we must anchor 28 miles o"shore.”
Suddenly the relaxed attitude I had our !rst day out disappeared and was replaced with an anxious unknown that would become commonplace in Sher‐ lock Holmes life and to this day, has made me a more careful man.
CHAPTER III Treasure!
A week into our voyage we had made the acquaintance of a few passengers aboard the Kathleen. Or at least, I had. I was learning that Holmes was quite the introvert. He could even appear snobbish at times and I often found myself o"ering our excuses for his rather rude behavior. He told me he would rather observe and learn than mingle in smalltalk.
Once passengers began to understand that Holmes’ eccentricities were couched in genius he became more palatable to them. Like a magician at a party, he was someone you deferred to when an explanation was needed. But if bothered too often, he would resent his intelligence being used as party enter‐ tainment and hide in his cocoon of quiet observations. Quite often to the embarrassment of whomever happened to be standing or seated next to him.
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Conversation with Holmes could be quite the risk. He might reveal your true inner self to all within earshot.
I only saw him socially stimulated once on the voyage. After dinner one evening we found ourselves at a small table of academics awaiting brandy. Holmes was seated next to a science professor who was to be joined by a couple of researchers from an eastern university before traveling on to do volcanic research in the South Paci!c. I never saw Holmes so intellectually stimulated by conversation. They were discussing geology, advanced mathematics, and new areas of physics that I had no knowledge of. Holmes was like a child with a new toy. A couple of the younger scientists at the table called the professor “Teach” or “the Teacher” with great reverence and deferred to him as questions came up. Holmes listened intently.
At one point in their discussion an Oxford Professor named Steven Mason encouraged a mathematical response from his mentor by forming a question to him, saying “Teach…your equation…please, sir?”
The response, of course, was Greek to me, but elicited quite the applause from the small group. An equation he was obviously famous for.
During the hubbub, Holmes turned to Mason and inquired “Teach?”
“Yes, Mr Holmes, a nickname he gave himself many years ago.”
And as the applause quieted and Holmes voice became clearer, we all heard “Ah, as Edward Drummond did…calling himself Edward Teach. Before becoming the notorious Blackbeard, the vile pirate scourge of the waters we are about to enter. How ironic!”
Well, needless to say, the now quiet group looked at Holmes like he was a drunken sailor. Then the professor laughed and everyone laughed along.
The professor had a waiter bring up a special brandy from his private cache to share with Holmes. Even as a medical man with a background in the basic sciences I was extremely impressed with the vocabularies of these men and, while they thoroughly enjoyed each other’s company, eventually Holmes con!‐ dence, ego, and the brandy, revealed his aspirations to use deductive theory in never before used scienti!c ways to combat crime and help law enforcement. Although the professor seemed interested at the time, it ultimately may have been Holmes undoing, perhaps boring the great scientist, for we did not see him the rest of the voyage.
As we approached the coast many stories circulated aboard ship about Cape Fear, Ocracoke Island and the Outer Banks. It was this area, the “Grave‐ yard of the Atlantic” where Blackbeard*, the notorious pirate, often came, precisely because of the shallow waters allowing his faster, shallow-draft ships,
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combined with his knowledge of the waters, to outmaneuver the larger gunships the British sent to hunt him down. And it was here rumored that Blackbeard’s treasure was buried in the early 18th century. Treasure that would be worth many millions today.
One story circulating aboard had it that Captain Campbell’s “special” Atlantic crossings in the Kathleen had more to do with his historical interest in the famous pirate than anything else. It appeared that the Captain had made many crossings and spent considerable time mapping the Outer Banks Islands.
I was sharing this gossip with Holmes as we huddled in a corner of a secluded area in the bar because the rain and wind had picked up when Holmes o!ered “I will tell you the true rumor Watson. One that is known by only one sailor aboard and myself. Our "rst night aboard I shared a bottle of rum with Chief Engineer Paul Schervish who has been with Captain Camp‐ bell for 27 years. When I told him I was one of the 36 he couldn’t wait to reveal things nobody else knew. He’s been married 4 times, occasionally has delirium tremors and has a "rst rate tattoo of a buxom red haired mermaid on his chest.
But to the point, there are 36 special passengers aboard. The truth is that Captain Campbell created a small ‘Society of The Cape Fear’ approximately 15 years ago. A group of convicted British criminals who were part of a contin‐ gent meant for Australia, Thomas Campbell waylaid a group of 6 handpicked loyal convicts on Ocracoke Island in 1867. As Captain, he convinced them he had the authority to commute their sentences from the penal colonies in exchange for working for him. His log reported that they died during transport.
He set them up in trades on the Island. A storekeep, farmers, "shermen, etc. In addition to jobs they would get a small percentage of any treasure found by the treasure hunters brought over by the Captain.
He gave them lives Watson. They created a community. They have families.
I was sent here to discover this ‘Organization of criminal behavior’ and to report my "ndings, “only” my "ndings, to Mycroft, who is to pass along to the “appropriate” people after it is discovered “which” noble elites and persons are connected. What diluted justice this would be!
I certainly am in no position to have my decisions regarded with any degree of respect. And THAT Watson begets the real importance of this trip. I refer now to ‘The Plan.’”
“Ah yes, Sherlock, I overheard you mention ‘The Plan’ to Mycroft at Baker Street when we met over brandy.”
“Yes Watson, and he soundly rejected it immediately. I’m afraid that to address my larger goals and create the outcomes necessary I shall have to take
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you into my con!dence. We have two goals: !rst, the grand scheme and second, consistent case success. We cannot have one without the other.
If I am to be of any real value to mankind through the use of deductive theory, then let us set our sites high. England, indeed the world, can bene!t. But we must be in a position to be respected and trusted or our theories will fall on deaf ears. That is what ‘The Plan’ will do. I am asking you, Watson, to be the biographer of case histories in the successful use of deductive theory. But you cannot reveal how I manipulated history in order to achieve success on the grand stage. That is a promise you must make to me now.”
“You can count on me Holmes!”
“Good. Now listen well. There are two distinct groups aboard the Kathleen that are prearranged to dine together, socialize together and casually meet in the many “meeting” rooms that this steamship has been especially designed to accommodate. They are ‘the adventurers’ and ‘the scientists.’
One group is Captain Campbell’s group of treasure seekers. They are somewhat wealthy adventurers and treasure hunters. They pay Thomas Camp‐ bell a healthy stipend for the direction, pleasure and hope of !nding Black‐ beard’s mythical treasure. Of these, Lord and Lady Sutherland, the Russian nobleman R. Krisciunas and the Italian newspaper owner Philip Angelo are notable. Oh…and also Piotr Jesionowski, a Polish engineer, whom you might recognize if I change my appearance somewhat.
When they meet, the Captain gives them detailed maps, navigational routes and a list of his Society’s contacts, who provide shallow draft boats and supplies necessary when they alight on shore. They discuss the small successes and failures of past treasure hunts. Doubloons and pieces of eight have been found but only enough to encourage current treasure hunters to carry on. Hope springs eternal Watson.”
“So Holmes, are we to blow up the whole affair now, after they make landfall, or is it to be settled with the American authorities? How do we proceed?”
Holmes lit and pu#ed on his pipe calmly, “We don’t Watson. Not now. Not ever.”
“But I don’t understand. I thought…”
“There is nothing to be gained by ruining a masterful game of treasure hunting Watson. We all crave adventure. Life is too short to be denied the inex‐ plicable pleasure derived from grasping the chance to ful!ll a childhood dream. No one is being harmed here. People are being given a second chance to live productive lives on an island. A community is thriving. Successful and some‐ times wealthy people are leaving boredom behind and grasping at adventure.
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You have seen their faces Watson. They are happy, hopeful and looking forward to tomorrow.
I have seen nothing untoward with this group of 36 treasure hunters Watson, and I will report nothing. Besides, there are others aboard who interest me more Doctor. And the hunter who shoots at rabbits might scare away bigger game!”
CHAPTER IV Krakatoa! (To be continued)
THE END
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May 7, 1891
Mr Peter Jesionek,
While rather interesting as an 1883 prequel to “A Study in Scarlet” from ‘87 and as an early situation for Holmes and Watson, I’m afraid I cannot use your story “A Trip to Cape Fear” at this time.
I am installing your story “A Scandal in Bohemia” in our "rst issue in July. Do you wish me to print another Holmes story under this assumed name?
And a Polish foreigner at that? Have you gone mad? Newnes would have me setting type! I have your pages. Contact me when you sober up old man!
H Greenhough Smith
H. Greenhough Smith
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The Adventure of the Demon
Bride
By John H. Watson M.D.
Newly Discovered By Naching T. Kassa
“It seems we shall have a visitor, Watson,” Sherlock Holmes said, one chill October evening. He had been standing at the window of our Baker Street sitting room, gazing into the street below. I joined him and noticed a handsome cab standing outside.
“A priest,” Holmes said. “It seems he has business with us.”
A gentleman, garbed in a cassock and wide-brimmed hat, stepped from the cab and hurried to the door. Moments later, he stood in our cheery sitting room.
“Mr. Holmes?” the gentleman said, peeping over his pince-nez. “Which one of you is Holmes?”
“I am he,” my friend said. “Won’t you sit here, Father Beige? It is warmer and just the thing for your rheumatism.”
The priest’s eyes widened. “Mr. Holmes! How did you know I su"ered from such?”
“It is quite elementary. You walk with a pronounced limp—a very obvious sign of rheumatism.”
“And my name? How did you know it?”
“I consulted the spirit board yesterday evening. It told me of your visit.”
“The Spirit Board! Why, Mr. Holmes, such things are tools of the Devil!”
“Not if used in the right hands.”
“What else did the board communicate to you?”
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“That you had come here to consult me regarding Miss Eliza Nixon. I’m afraid it could tell me little after that. Perhaps you will elucidate?”
“Very well.” Father Beige seated himself on the chair Holmes had indicated and began his astonishing story.
“You must understand, Mr. Holmes, that I have been the priest at St. Mary’s Church for over !fteen years. I have known many of my parishioners since they were small children, including Miss Nixon. She has always been a sweet child…until recently.
“I was alerted to Miss Nixon’s strange behavior by her mother about six weeks ago. I was at the Nixon home having tea when her mother broached the subject.”
“ ‘Father,’ she said. ‘May I ask you a rather delicate question?’ ”
“ ‘Of course,’ I said.
“ ‘Have you noticed my daughter’s behavior of late?’ ”
“ ‘Aside from eating onions like apples, chatting with the Mrs. O’Leary’s goat, and giggling during the psalms this morning, she seemed her normal self.’ ”
“ ‘That is precisely what I mean. She addressed the goat as Squiggly Buggins instead of Mr. Buggins, and when I chastised her for her impropriety, she stuck her tongue out and made a very rude noise.”
“ ‘Oh! That is dreadful indeed! Has she been playing at the spirit board? It is the Devil’s tool, you know.’ ”
“Excuse me, Father,” I interrupted. “Your narrative seems to have greatly distressed you. Would you care for a glass of brandy?”
“No, no, thank you, doctor.”
“Are you quite sure? You look frightened.”
“I am not afraid, only perturbed.”
“You are slightly more than perturbed, Father,” Holmes said. “Judging by the perspiration on your upper lip and the slight tremor in your left hand, you are upset.”
“You are quite correct, Mr. Holmes. I am upset. But I can get by without the brandy.”
“Very well, please, continue your story,” Holmes said.
“Thank you, Mr. Holmes. Where was I? Ah, yes, Miss Nixon entered the parlor at that moment and I greeted her. Instead of returning my salutation, she stuck out her tongue and made a rude noise! Then, she ran away giggling.”
He sat in silence, shivering and then said, “I’ll have that brandy now, doctor.”
123
Newly Discovered By Naching T. Kassa
I quickly poured the man his drink and he downed it in one gulp.
“Several instances of rude noises followed after that. During my sermons, I heard them. When I bought apples from Mrs. Dowrimple, a rude noise followed me. I never saw the source of the sound, I only heard it, but I know it is her. She is driving me mad!”
The priest held out his glass, and I charged it once more.
“This went on for a few weeks and then, quite suddenly, the sounds stopped. When I visited Mrs. Nixon and her daughter, I found Miss Nixon to be her charming self once more. It was as though the whole frightful event had never taken place. Unfortunately, this was but the calm before the storm.
“Yesterday, I went to see Mrs. Nixon for tea and found her quite distraught.
“ ‘Oh Father, whatever shall I do? My daughter has once again given in to her evil ways! All morning, she has pursued me, making rude noises and giggling. Yesterday, she addressed our cat as Skitty Kitty instead of Mr. Tiddlington. I took her to an alienist, and it is his advice that I consult you, as she is quite sane and only possessed. Can you help me, Father? Can you lift the curse that has fallen over my child?’ ”
“Of course, I agreed to help her. We tied the young woman to her chair and when we did, the demon inside her made a rather odd request. He asked for you.”
“He asked for me?” Holmes asked.
“The voice of the demon was very deep indeed, and he called himself Chuck.”
“What a very odd name,” I said in a hushed tone
“The demon Chuck said he would only leave if you agreed to speak with him,” Father Beige continued. “And so I have come to fetch you, Mr. Holmes. Will you come with me and save this poor girl’s life?”
Holmes, who had leaned back in his chair, his "ngers steepled before him, nodded. “My spirit board has often spoken of Chuck. It is time we faced one another. Come, Watson. The game is afoot!”
A swift ride in a handsome cab brought us to the home of Mrs. Nixon and her daughter. We stood outside in the fog, beneath the streetlight, staring at it.
“Do you hear that, Watson?” Holmes asked.
I strained to hear. Down the street, a piano played an eerie tune.
“It sounds like…bells,” I said. “Bells played through a tube.”
“My thoughts exactly, Watson.”
“Come, Mr. Holmes,” Father Beige said. “It’s time.”
We followed the priest into the house.
Father Beige led us into the dining room. The large and sumptuous room
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had been cleared, leaving only a chair in the middle. The loveliest woman I had ever seen was tied to it.
Miss Nixon sat slumped in the chair, her chin on her chest, eyes shut. In sleep, she resembled an angel.
An older version of the young woman, her chestnut hair threaded with gray, sat in another chair nearby. She dabbed at her eyes with a handkerchief.
“Mrs. Nixon, this is Mr. Holmes and Dr. Watson,” Father Beige said.
“Thank you for coming at such short notice, Mr. Holmes,” the woman said. “I am at my wit’s end.”
“I will do my best to be of service,” Holmes said. “If you will answer my question, you could be of great help to me.”
“I will tell you all I know.”
“Very good. Tell me, is the lady engaged?”
“No. She is not. She has had several suitors, but most were entirely unsuitable.”
“There has been no certain gentleman then?”
“Oh, yes. A colonel in the British Army. He left for India last week and we were well rid of him. Isn’t that right, Father Beige?”
“Quite right, Mrs. Nixon.”
“Father Beige and I have been trying to steer her interests in a di"erent direction. There is a wonderful match in Lord Folcombe’s son. He will certainly give her the stability she needs.”
“What does Miss Nixon think of this match?”
“She is against it, I’m afraid. Like her father, she is stubborn. I have no doubt that we will persuade her to see the light.”
The lady in question suddenly stirred. She glanced up, her eyes #lled with malice. In a strange, deep voice she said, “Ah, Mr. Holmes, you have arrived.”
“Have I the dubious pleasure of addressing Chuck?” Holmes asked.
“You do, Mr. Holmes,” the demon replied in a gravelly voice.
“And is Miss Nixon in there as well?” He approached the young woman and studied her for several moments.
“Miss Nixon is no more,” the demon said. “And no exorcism shall ever bring her back.”
“I shall be the judge of that!” Father Beige cried.
“Ah, the good father has returned!” the demon cackled. “While this body slept, I took a trip to Grosvenor Street. Your mother was there at the street corner. When she stepped up on the curb, I saw her ankles. They are quite shapely!”
“Foul beast!” the priest cried. He tossed a generous spray of Holy Water
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onto the lady, who writhed beneath its onslaught. “How dare you speak of my mother’s ankles!”
The demon laughed.
Holmes had grown silent during this exchange and I saw a slight smile touch his lips.
“What say you, Mr. Holmes?” the demon asked. “You’re so clever. Have you divined why I have summoned you?”
“I don’t believe it is me you should see,” Holmes replied. He turned to the weeping mother and whispered in her ear. Her eyes widened and she shook her head.
“What are you doing there?” the demon asked.
Mrs. Nixon whispered something to Holmes and he nodded. He turned to the demon.
“I believe I have the answer you seek. Will you leave this poor woman until I return?”
“I cannot leave such a body as this. Look upon these ankles. Have you ever seen something so lovely, so—”
Holmes leaned forward and whispered something into the woman’s ear. She fell to sleep instantly.
“Amazing!” the priest breathed. “How on earth did you achieve that?”
“I have spoken words of power,” Holmes replied. “Father Beige, I believe I have found the solution to this problem, but I must take my leave for an hour if I am to complete it. No, Watson, stay here with the young woman. I shall be as quick as I can.”
Holmes hurried from the room, leaving us in the company of the sleeping woman.
The minutes dragged by as we waited. Mrs. Nixon and Father Beige tried many times to engage in conversation, but whenever they did, the young woman growled and snarled in her sleep. Because of this strange reaction, they soon grew quiet.
At last, Holmes returned. He entered the room, a triumphant grin upon his face.
“Father Beige, I have consulted my spirit board and discovered a most inter‐ esting fact. You cannot enact this exorcism alone. I have brought a gentleman to assist you.”
At these words, a dashing young man in uniform entered the room. The colonel hurried to Miss Nixon’s side.
“Colonel Ransom!” Father Beige cried. “But how could you have come here? You were in India!”
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“By lucky chance, I found the Colonel at a hotel nearby,” Holmes said smoothly. “He is on leave and has not yet left England. I believe he, and he alone, can help you exorcise Chuck from Miss Nixon. Hurry, Father! Help the lady!”
The priest rushed to the lady’s side. For several tense minutes, the two men battled for the young woman’s soul. The young man knelt beside her, holding her hand, while the priest splashed Holy Water upon them both. All the while, the demon thrashed and screamed. At last, it cried, “I am undone!” and slumped in the chair.
“What…what has happened?” Miss Nixon said. “Harold? Is that you? Oh, say that it is you!”
The young colonel untied the young lady from the chair and held her in his arms.
Holmes turned to Mrs. Nixon and Father Beige. “I would not try to sepa‐ rate them again. If you do, you may risk the demon’s return. Let them marry. I am sure he will protect her for all the days of his life.”
I followed Holmes out of the house. He didn’t speak until we were on our way back to Baker Street.
“Thank heaven for your spirit board,” I said as the cab traveled over the cobblestone. “Without it, we could not have solved the case.”
“Indeed. Though, I did observe the mark upon the lady’s skin where she’d recently worn a ring, so I knew her to be engaged. I also learned much from her mother during our whispered conversation. It seems Miss Nixon only acted this way when
REMINDER: Put a fiver on Red Flames in the next race
Colonel Ransom had left England. While he was present, she was herself. Of course, I could not have found the hotel had I not consulted the spirit board.”
“And what of Chuck? Where has he gone?”
Holmes regarded me as though I had trodden in his #ggy pudding.
“Watson, there was no demon. The lady pretended there was so she might marry her #ancé instead of the man Father Beige and Mrs. Nixon had chosen for her. I con#rmed these suspicions when I whispered the young man’s name in her ear and she fell instantly to sleep.”
“Then, it was she making the strange voice and rude noises the whole time?”
“Yes.”
“All so she could be with the young colonel?”
“Yes, Watson.”
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“Amazing, Holmes!”
“Elementary, my dear Watson. Elementary.”
THE END
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7-12 Southampton Street,
London, England
1st October, 1897
Dr. John H. Watson M.D.
221 B Baker Street
London, England
Dear Sir,
As editor of The Strand Magazine, I must regretfully inform you that, unless certain changes are made, we will not be purchasing ‘The Adventure of the Demon Bride.’ We do not mind the fact that you’ve misspelled the word ‘hansom,’ as it is possible the cab Holmes and Watson travel in is quite good looking. Nor do we object to Holmes’s use of a spirit board in addition to his deductive powers. We were a bit puzzled by the note, ‘Reminder: Put a "ver on Red Flames in the next race.’ But it must have some signi"cance to the mystery as it was written in BOLD ITALICS.
What we do take issue with, is the mention of ‘ankles.’ Twice ‘ankles’ are mentioned, once in connection to the good father’s mother and again in regard to Miss Nixon, who has been possessed by the demon. The mention of such is entirely scandalous and virtually unprintable. Why, we may turn young men into lechers with such verbiage. And ladies of good character may well faint. We cannot print the story as is, and request that you change the o#ending body part to something more appropriate, such as ‘eyelashes’ or ‘hair.’ If this is accept‐ able to you, please, respond and we shall proceed with publication.
Yours very faithfully,
H Greenhauh Smith
H. Greenhough Smith, editor
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The Adventure of Red Jack Ted
By John H. Watson, M.D.
Expected to be edited by Brad Keefauver,
BSI, ASH, Deck-Mate, who has refused to
do so
Of all the entrances and exits to and from our Baker Street !at, none was ever so close in their occurrence as that of Mrs. B.G. Barry-Maurice. Her proud pu"ed chest seemed to push through our door like the #gurehead on the prow of a ship that had somehow collided with 221B Baker Street, and her commanding voice boomed across our sitting room with all the vigor of a Royal Navy captain announcing he was boarding a rival ship.
“Sherlock Holmes!” she demanded my friend’s attention. “I would like you to investigate the strange behaviours of my personal physician. His lack of attention to his practice has me concerned that he is a fraud who will take advantage of my delicate feminine nature!”
Mrs. Barry-Maurice’s quick, searching gaze moved past Sherlock to the wicker chair where I sat in my dressing gown enjoying a cup of co"ee with the newspaper spread across my lap, and she gave a great start, as if she was a mari‐ onette being yanked upright.
“I can see my time here is wasted,” she hu"ed. “Good day, sir. Good day!”
And with that, she steered her woman-shaped vessel back over our threshold and down the seventeen steps.
Holmes, who had barely glanced up at our intruder, resumed reading the leather-bound volume in his lap.
“You have a grand gift of silence, Holmes,” I said.
My friend shrugged and continued to read.
It was not until Mrs. Hudson was clearing our dinner dishes did Holmes
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look up from the book in whose pages he had spent all of the morning, the after‐ noon and two meals.
“Shall we go see what Mrs. Barry-Maurice feels the need for her doctor’s attention?” Holmes asked.
“I do not think she wishes to see me again, Holmes.”
“We’re not going to visit Mrs. Barry-Maurice, as she has plainly decided not to engage my services due to the company I keep. We are going to call upon her daughter.”
One of the basic tenets of our friendship has long been my ability to let Sherlock Holmes tell me what he wanted to tell me in his own time. He had indicated the course of action ahead of us. and that was the path we would follow.
After two hansom cabs, both empty of passengers, ignored by attempts to engage their services, a third stopped a few dozen feet ahead of us, as if the driver had to consider whether or not we were acceptable passengers. I looked over both Holmes and myself for any sign of outward impropriety, but saw nothing.
“We are not very popular today, Watson,” Holmes confessed once we were securely in the now-moving cab. “One would almost suspect The Strand Maga‐ zine of publishing another of your memoirs about some recently deceased former client.”
“It has been "ve years at the very least since ‘The Final Problem,’ and you were not in London at the time, as you recall,” I laid out the facts. “Your remark is as fallacious as it is unwarranted.”
“Come now, Watson. You know I am acquainted with your literary agent, as well as the literary acumen of your late wife. You’ll be married again before another record of our adventures together sees print in the Strand.”
“You make me long for the day I can "nally desert you for a wife once more and be rid of your running commentary,” I shot back and immediately regretted the words.
Holmes’s eyes narrowed but stayed locked on my own, an act that was the equivalent of another man grabbing one’s shoulders in anger.
“But today is still today,” Holmes replied dryly. “And we have a case.”
We rode in silence until the cab stopped in front of number 24 Munderay Gardens Terrace, a high white house with stone facings. The sounds of active children came from inside, and Holmes’s knock was answered by two red-faced boys "ghting over who was opening the door.
“Go away, beggars, we want none of your lot here!” the "rst commanded.
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“No, get out of here, obvious peddlars, your wares will not be bought!” the second counter-commanded.
“Is your mother, the lady Elizabeth Crumpsley, in residence today,” Holmes asked, as courteously as if they had been proper household sta!.
The boys were momentarily taken speechless by the formality and title with which my friend identi"ed their mother.
“Um, yes, we’ll get her,” the taller of the two managed to say and they both raced o! to "nd her.
Within two minutes, a woman with tossled brown hair and a china blue workaday dress, came to ask us inside.
“You’ve got the lads thinking I’m secret nobility, now, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” she laughed.
Holmes chuckled as well. “You have more nobility than most with the titles, Mrs. Crumpsley. Dr. Watson, I’m sure you remember our proper client, the former Elizabeth Barry-Maurice of Chagford Street.”
“I’m sorry to say that I have not had the pleasure of your acquaintance before today, madam,” I fumbled in reply.
“Oy, Doctor Watson, shoily you remember Red Jack Ted of the Baker Street Irregulars,” the lady sang out like an over-excited street urchins. “I’ve still got one of your shillings, I do, when Mr. Holmes was pocket-empty, and you ‘ad to supplies ‘em!”
“Young Teddy!” I laughed in shocked recognition. “I would never have known. Your mother is my patient?” I then paused. “And you were a . . .”
Holmes laughed more merrily than anyone else. As Mrs. Crumpsley tried to quiet us both. “I’d rather keep my youthful adventures out of certain ears. A good number of us were not the boys you seemed to think us, doctor.”
“And my patient, Mrs. Barry-Maurice, is your mother?”
Crumpsley sighed. “If she approves of you at a given moment. Mother has never been a tolerant woman, whether doctor, maid-servant, or her own chil‐ dren. There was a reason my siblings and I preferred our street adventures to spending time at home. I’m afraid she has recently come under malign in%uence.”
Holmes nodded, glancing at me and unable to hide a certain level of bemusement.
“Some new friend or acquaintance, I take it?”
Young Mrs. Crumpsley nodded. “Yes.”
“A woman perhaps thirty-four years of age, hair the color of boiled carrots, who shows up at all manner of odd hours with small gives and wild stories?”
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The former Baker Street Irregular’s eyes widened in amazement, despite her familiarity with Holmes and his methods.
“How on earth could you be so exact, Mr. Holmes? That’s exactly the woman in question.”
“Oh, no,” the words came out of my mouth as Holmes’s description connected in my suddenly panicked mind.
“Hold on, old fellow, hold on,” Holmes directed and grabbed me !rmly by the shoulder. “Try to stay upright.”
“Constance Adams . . .” The name fell out of my mouth like heavy clay, landing with a dull thud.
“I had heard a rumor she was back in London, my dear Watson, but did not want to trouble you should the rumor prove false. I am truly sorry that my caution was inappropriate.”
“She’s formed a little card club with mother, Mrs. Carbtosh, and old Jean Humpcord,” Crumpsley added. “I think they’re at Humpcord House as we speak.”
“Those are all my patients,” I spoke as the realization came.
“I fear, Watson, that your unwanted admirer is attempting to insert herself into your life once again. Before long, she’ll be convincing people that she’s your wife.”
“How many times must one escape that woman?” I asked.
“You can’t escape anyone if you’re old and tubby!” one of the Crumpsley boys from earlier japed at me and disappeared as quickly as he had appeared.
“And you are!” shouted the other from another room.
“BOYS!” Mrs. Crumpsley shouted and turned in their direction.
Holmes turned to start for the door. “You’ve given us exactly what we needed, and we’ll see to things. You can tend to your family, Teddy.”
“Just let me know if there’s anything that needs doing,” she replied. “I may not be as quick on the streets as I once was, but I can still be a formidable pres‐ ence when required.”
Holmes thanked her and said we’d send for her if needed, and we soon found ourselves back in a cab.
“The pilgrim,” I muttered to myself as the hansom jostled us down the street.
“You probably shouldn’t have given Miss Adams a pet name if you wished her to leave you alone,” Holmes chortled.
“She dresses like a seventeenth century religious separatist and claimed she made a pilgrimage just to make my acquaintance, Holmes. The term is simply descriptive.”
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Our cab rattled on through the damp fog that had fallen upon London like a cotton blanket damp with dew. While my Afghan service made me a ready partner for hardships, Sherlock Holmes decided that he was too hungry to continue the investigation until a proper dinner had crossed the threshold of his mouth. We found a table at Simpson’s in short order.
From that meal onward we heard nothing more of the people involved in the matter, despite the fact that some were patients of mine. News came to us some weeks later that a ship called the Gertrude Marie had gone down some‐ where o" the coast of Peru and all passengers and crew were lost. We assumed that Mrs. B.G. Barry-Maurice was on the ship, and Sherlock Holmes never mentioned the matter again.
“As the scholar Glucades once said, ‘Naves demersae mihi minus mihi negotii a!erunt,’” Holmes said one morning at breakfast, a favorite and oft-repeated quote of his.
THE END
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Deep
H. Greenhough Smith
Shared by Brad Keefauver, BSI, ASH, Deck-
Mate

October 14, 1929
The Rejection Letter of The Moriarty Deep
Dear Dr. Watson,
I hope this "nds you well.
Seriously, I do hope this "nds you well, as I have reason to suspect your mind has begun to slip into some delusional madness after reading your latest o#ering.
We, here at Strand Magazine, understand your desire to help the career of your literary agent by “cross-promoting” his more fantastical works. It’s quite ingenious, really. But we also do not think our readers will enjoy seeing Sher‐ lock Holmes in an underwater adventure with Professor Maracot with such strong religious overtones.
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Yes, yes, there are many who think that the afterlife for evil-doers is a burning underground pit, but attempting to claim certain knowledge of an underwater city where all of Sherlock Holmes’s villains take up residence after escaping the law is a belief we do not believe our readers will share. Indeed, it might hurt the sales of all of your previous work in collected form -- a potential career destroying event!
Here were some of the reactions from our sta!:
“Quite an irrational piece of "ction! The idea that an Andaman islander could
swim from the Thames Marshes to the middle of the Paci"c using a blow-pipe
as a breathing tube was, to put it lightly, more than improbable!”
“The love triangle between Alec Fairbarin, Mary Cushing, and Leonardo
Strongman came o! as bad theatre. Also, naming a ship ‘the Mary Sutherland’
made us wonder if he thinks no one has read ‘A Case of Identity.’”
“I met Jack Prenderghast once when I was a boy. There was nothing of a "sh-
man, nor the makings of a "sh-man, about him! They were "sh-men and "sh-
women weren’t they, living under the sea and all that poppycock.”
“Mrs. Neligan will most certain "nd the statements about her late husband
libelous. We can’t print that her husband is still alive and living under the sea
when her nuptials with Mr. Roderick Gunshell are only a month away!”
“If you’re willing to accept this drivel from your old friends, you should
consider retirement, Greeny, old snock! It’s been nearly forty years now!”
I "red that last upstart, but as you can see we have numerous di#culties with The Moriarty Deep, as you have titled this new work. Let your literary agent write his own little fantasies and parlay with ghosts. You would be best served to stand fast with the logic and reason of Sherlock Holmes and his cases that plant themselves $at-footed upon solid English soil.
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All that said, we look forward to more of your work as “The Retired Colour‐ man” was so well received. All our best regards to Martha and the children.
Sincerely,
Grennhough Smith
Greenhough Smith
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Watson's New Idea
Sandy Kozinn, ASH, Deck-Mate
Letter to ACD From John H. Watson
Dear Arthur,
It's been quite some time since I've sent you fresh copy. Looking into the future with Holmes retired, I can't imagine he will be handing me any new cases. There are many still in my trunk, but privacy for clients makes Holmes say "No, you can't touch that!"
However, I've noticed that there are now what they call "moving pictures," ostensibly of many stories, some humorous, including what would appear to be (but were not) cases from detectives such as Holmes, and even of Holmes. These seem to amuse the public.
Perhaps, as a sort of novelty, an article in the form of short poems concerning made-up "lmed cases might be worth printing in the Strand. I enclose a bit of poetry to start o# with the idea. What say you? And what do you think they should pay for such an item?
All the best,
John
John
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If Holmes can be shown on the screen,
There should also be a man who is mean.
He must viciously strive
That Holmes cease to survive.
Holmes must win, that is clear to be seen.
Such "lms make the laughs the real star.
Although, I'd not take it too far.
A domestic mistake?
Or a really bad cake?
With some sight jokes or a scene in a bar.
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Dear Dr. Doyle,
I am sorry to say that there is no way those ridiculous poems (if you can call them that) would ever be printed in any magazine bearing our name — or yours!
Has Dr. Watson been at the brandy again? Please "nd a nice way to tell him "NO!"
Best Regards,
Martin
Martin
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The Doctor Detective and His
Daft Roommate
Dr. John H. Watson
As told by Rich Krisciunas, ASH, Deck-Mate
Allow me to introduce myself, my name is John H. Watson and I am a doctor. My father’s and grandfather’s names were John, so growing up, my family and closest friends called me Hamish or James. I received my degree of Doctor of Medicine at the University of London in 1878 and became a surgeon in the Army. After completing my studies, I was duly attached to the Fifth Northum‐ berland Fusiliers as an Assistant Surgeon. When the second Afghan war broke out, I was attached to the Berkshires where I su"ered a gunshot to my shoulder and after falling from my horse, su"ered an injury to my leg. It took me nine months to recover and I found myself in London with neither kith nor kin in England. My income from my Army pension was insu#cient to remain in a private hotel so I began to look for less expensive lodging. That’s when I bumped into a young man who had been a dresser under me at St. Barts. When I told him my circumstances, he informed me that he knew someone who was also looking for lodgings to share. That man was Sherlock Holmes and we met and agreed to rent lodgings at a suite at 221B Baker Street from a landlady named Mrs. Hudson. My friend told me that Holmes was “a little queer in his ideas and he has amassed a lot of out-of-the way knowledge which would astonish his professors." I had survived the con$ict in Afghanistan so a room‐ mate’s peculiarity didn’t matter too much. This story is about me and my new roommate.
When we %rst met, Holmes surprised me by saying, “You have been in Afghanistan, I perceive.” I learned later, that my friend, Stamford, had warned
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him about my experiences and fragile condition. It wouldn’t be the last time Holmes would try to tell me something about myself. After I had moved my meager belongings to our new residence, I quickly noticed that his habits were peculiar. Holmes enjoyed doing odorous chemical experiments and would smoke his pipes and play his "ddle at all times of the night. He was quiet in his ways, and his habits were regular. It was rare for him to be up after ten at night, and he had invariably breakfasted and gone out before I rose in the morning. He was certainly not a di#cult man to live with. During the day, guests, young and old, male and female, rich and poor, well-dressed and dirty, visited him in our sitting room. After I returned to my medical practice, it was not unusual at any time of day or night to arrive home from a patient visit and "nd a hansom cab waiting in front of our residence. When a person came to visit, Holmes apologized and said he had to “use the room for business,” so I agreed to go to my bedroom and read my British Medical Journal or the newspapers. I enjoyed reading the many papers that Holmes had delivered to our address throughout the day and night. He seemed to enjoy cutting out articles that dealt with crim‐ inal acts by what he called “the cesspool of our society.”
The worst thing about living with him that I recall was the time I came home and smelled the odor of gun"re that brought back memories of my days in Afghanistan. Frequently, the sitting room had been "lled with tobacco smoke but this time was di%erent. Waves of horrible memories "lled my brain until I realized that he was holding a gun in his hand with what seemed like a look of admiration as he stared at the wall across from where he was sitting. There on the wall were the patriotic initials V. R.
Holmes repeatedly tried to make a game out of reading my mind. Once, after we had been out together visiting a client where our journey took us on an hour long train ride, a six-hour search of the client’s property, inside and out, a visit to the telegraph o#ce, followed by a return by train he said, “Watson, I think you are thinking about getting something to eat” or “I bet you are hoping Mrs. Hudson left some sandwiches for us on the sideboard.” I responded posi‐ tively about his brilliance and had to control myself not to shake my head.
As brilliant as Holmes may have thought he was about guessing where people were from and what they were thinking, when it came to guessing what I was thinking, more often than not he was all wrong. I didn’t want to hurt his feelings, so I simply accepted it as an amusing part of his personality and let him play the game.
One morning, after breakfast, the two of us sat quietly in the sitting room where I was occupied by reading the latest news and the paper’s agony columns. Holmes was lounging on the sofa in his large blue dressing-gown after
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having !nished his breakfast while I sat in my chair by the !re. Holmes broke the silence and made a bizarre statement, “I agree. You should order those cookies from the Biscuits of the Month Club.”
What was this man talking about now? Biscuits of the Month? Where in heavens did that idea come from? I was amused by his statement and, sti#ing a laugh, I led him on, “How do you do it, Holmes? Where did you ever come up with that?”
Holmes smiled and said, “it’s elementary, my dear fellow.” His eyes seemed to light up as he sat upright in his seat, proud as a peacock and gave this expla‐ nation. “I was watching your eyes move back and forth from your newspaper to the breakfast table and could tell that you were still hungry. Mrs. Hudson’s rashers and eggs were insu%cient to satisfy your hunger because you were out late last night. You were thinking about calling downstairs and asking Mrs. Hudson if there was any toast that was still uneaten, but you hesitated. Then, I saw you open the pages of your paper to the !fth page of the Daily Express where there is an advertisement about the new Kozin’s Bakery’s o&er to send a dozen di&erent cookies each month for a low price and you wanted to order them but wondered if you could a&ord the cost. I had seen your check book in our desk after the last time you used it and when you left it open, I saw that you have a su%cient balance in your account that would cover the minimal cost of the biscuits. If you ordered them, you would have biscuits in your room to tide over your appetite until lunch.”
I smiled and tried to look serious as I told him, “Holmes, you are truly astonishing. Absolutely incredible. With your unique ability, you should consider becoming a consulting detective and help the police solve crimes.”
I didn’t want to hurt his feelings by telling Holmes that he was way o& target, yet again. I wasn’t looking at the breakfast table but was looking at the portrait of General Gordon on the wall above the breakfast table and, then, before returning to my paper, my eyes moved to an unframed portrait of Henry Ward Beecher and it reminded me of the American Civil War and the count‐ less lives that were lost in that struggle. Then I thought about my time in Maiwand nine months ago and how I injured my shoulder and leg in a mean‐ ingless battle and was actually thinking about the horrors of war. What a waste.
Holmes’s only correct observation was that, I did turn to the !fth page of my newspaper, but I didn’t focus on any advertisements about the new bakery’s biscuits but, instead, I was looking at the results of the Brighton Cup horse race upon which I had made a winning wager on a horse named Golden Blaze. I also focused on the list of horses running in today’s races to see if I should place another bet with my bookmaker who worked in a carriage shop on Oxford
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Street. Holmes rambled on and continued explaining that subconsciously, I really wanted to order the biscuits and that he has been planning to write a monograph for the police on the subject of reading a criminal suspect’s mind which could help their investigations. I shook my head and continued reading. I saw the advertisement he was talking about and, since I had just won three guineas on the horse race, decided to humor him, so I wrote a check and placed an order for a dozen Gingerbread biscuits.
A few days later, I arrived home from my doctor duties and found Holmes at the breakfast table sitting next to a package that had been opened. The strings had been cut and the paper wrapping the package had been opened and there were two cookies in a box. Holmes stood up from his chair and said, “I’m sorry Watson. When the package came, I thought it was for me. My instincts told me that it was something from the King of Prussia but it turned out to be your package of biscuits. This month’s selection was Gingerbread which is one of my favorites. I trusted that you wouldn’t mind if I sampled one or two. They were excellent. Mrs. Hudson came in and I thought it would be rude not to o!er her one and, after eating one, she agreed that they were very tasty and well worth the price. Billy followed her into the room to tell her Mrs. Turner had stopped by and was waiting in the kitchen and he looked famished like he hadn’t eaten anything in days. Mrs. Hudson con"rmed that Billy looked pale, so I gave him two of your biscuits and he seemed to perk up after eating the "rst one. When Mrs. Hudson left, she took another one to share with Mrs. Turner. Mrs. Hudson’s breakfast was not that satisfying and I had half a cup of co!ee un"nished so I must admit I ate a few more. I can con"rm that you will "nd these cookies of a quality that is so good that even Queen Victoria would proudly serve them to foreign dignitaries. I can’t wait for the next batch to arrive next month. I saved the last two for you.”
As I moved toward the breakfast table and my biscuits, I heard someone climbing the stairs rapidly. A large and pompous man entered—when the door had closed behind him, he staggered and fell on the #oor upon our bearskin hearthrug. Then Holmes hurried with a cushion for his head and I with brandy for his lips. It was a sorely-stricken man who lay before us. "What is it, Watson?" Holmes asked. As I checked his pulse, I responded, "Absolute exhaus‐ tion — possibly mere hunger and fatigue."
An instant later the man had scrambled on to his feet, his face crimson with shame. "Forgive this weakness, Mr. Holmes; I have been a little overwrought. Thank you, if I might have a glass of milk and a biscuit I have no doubt that I should be better.” Holmes poured a glass of milk from the pitcher on the table and o!ered him the two remaining Gingerbread biscuits. The man ate the two
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biscuits and introduced himself as the founder and principal of the Priory School in Mackleton, that he claimed was “the best and most select preparatory school in England.” He asked Holmes for help in !nding a student who had run away from school three days ago. I thought to myself, what was the big deal? Children are always running away from school. The funniest thing about that day is that I never got to taste a single biscuit that I had ordered and paid for. That’s what happens when you’re living with a daft roommate.
As a result of my training as a medical doctor, I must humbly suggest that I have abilities that exceed those of my roommate. My roommate has mentioned, frequently, that he considered writing various monographs on things that I deemed less important, such as on 140 di"erent varieties of tobacco ashes. I, frankly, failed to see the importance of such a study. I believe that my knowl‐ edge is much more practical and, as such, I was pondering whether to write my own monograph on how and where to !nd something that has been lost.
For example, while living at our Baker Street address, there was the time when our landlady climbed upstairs and asked for Sherlock Holmes.
“I’m sorry to interrupt your nap, doctor, but is Mr. Holmes in?”
“No,” I responded and asked, “Is there something I can help you with?”
“Do you know when he’ll be back?
“I don’t know. He was gone this morning before I woke up.”
“Did he leave a note about when he would return?”
“I’m sorry but he rarely tells me where he’s going. Is there something I could help you with?”
“I was hoping he could help me with something.”
“Well, if it is something important, perhaps I could be of assistance.”
“That’s alright, Dr. Watson, I’ll just go back downstairs and search on my own.”
With that, she closed the door and returned downstairs.
If there is anything that I am particularly adept at, it’s recognizing when a person is undergoing stress. It’s something I have learned through my lessons at the university while it’s also an ability that is more innate. In an experience of women which extends over many nations and three separate continents, I must say with some pride that I saw clear evidence that Mrs. Hudson needed my help. So, after !nishing my cup of co"ee and my last piece of toast, I got out of my chair and headed downstairs. I found Mrs. Hudson in the kitchen and when she saw me, I recognized a look of exasperation in her eyes. As much as she tried to dissuade me from assisting with her problem, I persisted and !nally got her to admit that she had lost her gold reading glasses.
“I thought I left them upstairs in your quarters,” she said with a sad voice.
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“No problem,” I responded. “Tell me where you left them?”
I could see the hesitation in her response but, ultimately, she replied, “I usually keep them in a pocket in my apron. They have to be somewhere in the house.”
“Were you wearing them when you served me breakfast?”
“No,” she responded brusquely, obviously still stressed by the impact of her loss.
“Ah. Do you normally put them on when you are reading something like in a newspaper or in a book?”
I could see that she must have been thoughtfully recounting her steps this morning, because she paused for a few seconds, and shook her head before answering, “Yes.”
I watched and read her mind that she was, obviously, thinking that she wouldn’t have lost her glasses if only she hadn’t read something that day.
“Good. Then we should retrace your steps and see if we can "nd things that could be read, like a book or a newspaper.”
“That’s brilliant,” said Mrs. Hudson. “Why don’t you go do that,” and returned to cutting up some vegetables for today’s lunch.
I looked around the kitchen and saw a recipe book on the table but saw no glasses. I carefully walked up the 17 steps leading to our sitting room and walked around. Our sitting room was "lled with newspapers, books and letters everywhere. I told myself that this task could be more di#cult than I, initially, had thought but I persevered. Outside, the morning’s yellow fog was starting to clear and a ray of sunlight penetrated the room. All of a sudden, there on the $oor, next to a book on “The Chemical Properties of Wisdom Teeth,” I spotted a re$ection of light on a gold pair of reading glasses. Ha! I had solved another mystery. I picked up the glasses and rushed downstairs shouting, “Mrs. Watson, I found your readers.”
You can imagine how grateful she was as she thanked me. I returned to my desk near the "replace and started thinking about how I could expand my prac‐ tice from doctor to doctor detective. After my nap, I recorded the incident and wondered whether a monograph on how to "nd lost objects using my methods would be bene"cial to mankind. Based on Mrs. Hudson’s reaction, I think it would.
THE END
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February 14, 1886
Dear Dr. Watson:
We received your story and we found it somewhat depressing and uninter‐ esting. Our readers are not likely to care much about the fact that someone ate your biscuits or that you found Mrs. Hudson’s glasses. It does not rise to our current standards for publication in our monthly magazine. One of our editors suggested that you should seek some type of mental health counseling.
However, we all agreed that your roommate, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, may be a better subject for your storytelling. He intrigues our editors and sounds like a person of immense interest. We would be interested in his monograph on mind reading of criminals. We wondered what happened to the principal and the young student who disappeared from school? Who were Mrs. Hudson, Billy and Mrs. Turner and how have they interacted with Mr. Holmes?
Perhaps, you should consider writing in greater detail about the adventures of your co-tenant, Sherlock Holmes and his friends and associates who #ll the sitting room at 221B Baker Street. Tell us more about the people who visit at all hours of the day. We are very curious about why the people from all walks of society would want to see Mr. Holmes. To be frank, his life seems much more interesting than yours.
We look forward to reading your future work, should you decide to submit something further.
Sincerely yours,
H. Greenhough Smith
H. Greenhough Smith, Editor
The Strand Magazine
3 - 13, Southampton Street and Exeter Street, London
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It was early spring in Baker Street. Like a temperamental woman, the weather alternated without warning between gentle glimpses of sun and shattering cloud bursts. Neither Holmes nor I dared to venture out, and now the evening had grown late. It had been a fortnight since he had engaged in a case, and sprawling in his chair, he plucked his violin with just enough irritability to keep me rereading the lines of a novel I had taken from the shelf.
Occasionally he would stop abruptly and demand, “Well, Watson, where is this cousin of yours who wishes to consult me?”
“My dear Holmes, I only received her telegram yesterday. You know what they say about a woman’s prerogative.”
“No, that is clearly your department.”
“Well, she’s one of those long-lost cousins who insists on turning-up now and then. I hardly know the woman, but her telegram indicates a life-or-death situation.”
“Let us hope so.”
Suddenly, the bell rang downstairs. A minute later Mrs. Hudson tapped on our door.
Holmes sprang to his feet. “Come in, dear lady! Thank goodness – a case!”
“Yes, sir. A lady and gentleman – an o"cer. May I send them up?”
Holmes hurriedly put away his Stradivarius. “By all means!”
Something about the footsteps coming upstairs caught my attention. Not the heavy sound of the soldier’s tread, but the other – lighter and quicker.
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Perhaps I was thinking like Holmes, but the woman walked without taking the man’s arm, indicating a nervous state of excitement. Indeed, the soldier hurried to keep up with her.
Holmes admitted "rst the woman, helping to remove her coat, which glis‐ tened with raindrops. She was, indeed, my Cousin Becky. Although past the youthful bloom of beauty, still she was lovely, with golden hair and a lithe "gure. Her eyes would have been lovely too, had they not been red from crying.
“Hello, Cousin John,” she said, wringing her hands.
She looked so pitiable, that I hurried to embrace her. “Becky, how nice to see you.”
She was accompanied by a handsome young lieutenant with wavy blond hair and a dashing mustache. He had the muscular body of an athlete, perhaps a rugby player.
The o$cer said, “Please excuse the lateness of our visit. May I introduce to Mr. Holmes Mrs. Rebecca Hamlin. I am Lt. Clive Osborne, aide-de-camp to Mrs. Hamlin’s "ancé.”
“And who might that be?” Holmes asked.
“Colonel Martin Warburton.”
Even Holmes appeared nonplussed. He half-whispered, “Mad Martin Warburton?”
“So, they call him.”
“Why is it that you wish to consult me?”
Becky blurted, “It was an impulsive act on my part. The stories Cousin John has written make you seem more than human, indeed, as someone capable of performing miracles.”
Her gaze alternated between Holmes and me, as if not knowing whom to supplicate. “We so need a miracle. We need….”
Her body swayed uncertainly. She clung to me, as I helped her to a chair. Holmes gave her a glass of water and then motioned the Lieutenant to be seated.
Holmes said, “I am not a miracle worker but am known for observing what others do not see. Rest assured, if I can help in any way, I am at your service.”
“Thank you, Mr. Holmes. Oh, thank you!”
“Now if you would explain what troubles you.”
“Someone is trying to murder my "ancé.”
Holmes furrowed his brow. “But I’ve seen nothing in the papers –”
“Excuse me,” the Lieutenant interjected. “At this point I must state that Mrs. Hamlin is ignoring the wishes of the War Department. Frankly, my
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superiors will be livid to learn that we are here speaking with you, but Becky …”
Lt. Osborne blushed. “I mean Mrs. Hamlin refuses to comply. However, I could not permit her to visit Baker Street unaccompanied so late in the evening. Of course, you are aware of Colonel Warburton’s reputation. Mr. Holmes called him by his moniker, ‘Mad Martin,’ which is how he is known to his men, who idolize him for a courage that, indeed, borders on madness. Despite orders to remain in the rear to direct his soldiers in combat, Colonel Warburton always leads from the front, which is how he received the Victoria Cross for his conduct in the Zulu War.”
The Lieutenant nodded at the portrait of General George Gordon on our wall.
“I see you gentlemen are admirers of our fallen hero. Yet, I’m sure you will agree that a live hero is preferable to a fallen martyr. Further, some believe that courage without wisdom is dangerous for a leader.”
Mrs. Hamlin shook her head. “Oh, why are you wasting time, when Martin’s life is in danger!”
“Very well. Allow me to be direct. One week ago, Colonel Warburton had retired for the night in his residence on the third "oor of the Saxon Apart‐ ments. As was his habit, he slept with the french doors open to a small balcony. Around three in the morning, a guard posted outside the apartment door heard the Colonel curse angrily, followed by a gunshot.
“The guard broke-down the door, turned on the light, and rushed into the Colonel’s room. The Colonel’s skull had been grazed by a bullet. The Colonel sent the guard to fetch Dr. Gunther, who lives in the same building. After dressing the wound, the doctor, who is also a major attached to our regiment, informed his supervisors, who, in turn, ordered a detachment to surround the building. I was contacted to take-over security.”
Holmes asked, “Did the Colonel recognize his assailant?”
“It was pitch-black in the room with barely any light from the street.”
“And your investigation?”
“I wasn’t able to discover much. I extracted a bullet from the ceiling. The bullet came from a Webley which, rotten luck, is carried by nearly every British o$cer.”
“Does Colonel Warburton possess a Webley?’
“Yes. He used it that afternoon when we went target-shooting. After the attempt on his life, I noted that the pistol was secured in a locked box in his bedroom closet.”
“How did the intruder get into the bedroom?”
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“Using the balconies, someone with strength and agility could climb the side of the building and enter the Colonel’s apartment. The assassin brought a rope, which he knotted to one of the Colonel’s balcony railings and used for his escape.”
“I’d like to examine the bullet and rope.”
The Lieutenant shook his head. “The War Department will never allow that. They want everything to remain hush-hush. It will be di"cult enough trying to explain this visit, but they know Mrs. Hamlin might go to the press, and they can’t have that.”
“Does the War Department have any idea who this would-be assassin may be?”
“I have been assured that it is working along independent lines of inquiry. Right now, our #rst priority is to protect the Colonel.”
“Of course. Where is Colonel Warburton now?”
“He’s convalescing in South Downs, at a hunting lodge owned by the Secretary of War.”
“Convalescing? I thought the wound was slight.”
“Well, perhaps that isn’t the correct word. In any event, the Colonel is resting for a week or so, until fully able to resume his duties.”
“Mrs. Hamlin, do you see Colonel Warburton regularly?”
“I take the train from London to South Downs each day.”
The Lieutenant said, “I think we’ve kept these gentlemen long enough.”
“No, Clive, I shan’t go, until you promise that Mr. Holmes will be permitted to look into the attack on Martin.”
Lt. Osborne sighed. “You will have your way.” To Holmes, “Tonight I’ll consult with my superiors. Barring contrary orders, I’ll meet you at the Saxon Arms tomorrow morning at seven, so that you can examine Colonel Warbur‐ ton’s residence. Then I’ll take an early train to South Downs and prepare for your visit in the afternoon.”
“Thank you again, Mr. Holmes,” Mrs. Hamlin said. “I’m so grateful.”
“Not at all. One question. Have you and the Colonel set the date for your wedding?”
“It was to be in a few weeks, but we’ve postponed it, until we can put this danger behind us.”
“Is the postponement your idea or your #ance’s?”
“Why, his.”
Becky turned to me and smiled shyly as a young girl. “Cousin John, please forgive me for disappearing from view these many years. I am a widow of long-standing, never expecting to marry again. My late husband traded in tea and
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left me more than comfortable, with a wonderful son currently away at school. I met Martin at a dinner following a performance of ‘The Pinafore.’ I know he’s called mad, yet for all his reputation as a "erce soldier, Martin is remark‐ ably sensitive. He once arrived late for a luncheon with the prime minister, because he was set on returning a young bird that had fallen from its nest.”
The Lieutenant interjected, “It’s getting late. If you’ll excuse us, gentle‐ men, I’ll accompany Mrs. Hamlin home. Good evening.”
After they left, Holmes and I settled into our accustomed chairs.
“What do you think?” I asked.
Reaching for his tobacco on the shelf, Holmes replied, “I think that tomorrow we shall have an interesting afternoon in South Downs. I apologize, my dear Watson, for being so disagreeable earlier. Your cousin has brought me a most promising problem, to which I shall now devote at least two pipes. I bid you goodnight.”
The next morning moved slowly. Holmes had left, before I awoke, to meet Lt. Osborne. I read the papers carefully – still nothing about the attempt on Colonel Warburton’s life – and through a light rain arrived early at the station. In contrast, Holmes joined me on the platform but a few minutes before depar‐ ture. I followed him into a "rst-class accommodation.
He waited for the train to begin its journey and then said softly, “Best keep our conversation as private as possible. Allow me to review what I learned this morning at Colonel Warburton’s residence. As the Lieutenant said, a strong, agile man could easily scale the wall by climbing from balcony to balcony. Then access to the Colonel’s bed would be easy. The intruder would have to move in profound darkness – that’s why he didn’t shoot until he drew beside his intended victim. He must have disturbed the Colonel, who awoke just in time to push the gun barrel away, so that it only wounded him. Once we reach the lodge, I plan to speak with Dr. Gunther about the nature of the wound.”
Holmes continued, “I learned a few other things this morning. Our young Lieutenant doesn’t think much of Dr. Gunther, referring to him as ‘The German.’ Then there’s Colonel Warburton’s personal servant, Solomon, a Zulu orphan whom the Colonel picked-up in South Africa during the Zulu War of ’79. He’s about sixteen. According to Osborne, Solomon is dressed in a uniform without designation, and over the years has learned English and our customs, including Christianity. The Colonel even allows the boy to clean his pistol.”
“What about this Solomon’s physique? Could he have climbed to Colonel Warburton’s apartment?”
“Among the soldiers he is a champion wrestler.”
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Holmes added, “The boy appears to be devoted to the Colonel.”
I asked, “Why do you say ‘appears’?”
“Very good, Watson. Solomon was orphaned by a British military raid on his family’s village that was more a massacre. Therefore, he may not be as loyal as he appears. In any event, he’s a strange bird. Osborne tells me that the boy mumbles constantly to himself. With the Colonel convalescing, Solomon has been assigned to assist the cook.”
I asked, “If this young Zulu wished to kill the Colonel, wouldn’t he have had many opportunities? And if he did plan murder, wouldn’t poison be a better method than a bullet?”
“Again – very good. How far you have come under my tutelage.”
Holmes’ generous words emboldened me to o"er another objection. “I don’t like Lt. Osborne. Don’t you think he’s entirely too familiar with Becky?”
Lighting his pipe, Holmes replied, “Is that the cousin in you speaking?” Frowning, he added, “I think we are in very deep waters.”
Then he lapsed into silence, watching patterns of raindrops splatter against the window.
The trip to South Downs took under two hours. A carriage awaited us, and we drove into a village and then took a side road through a heavily forested area. Rain slowed to a patter, polishing the verdant leaves. Every few minutes, we glimpsed red uniforms in the woods – sentries looking for intruders.
The site of Colonel Warburton’s convalescence may have been called, with British understatement, a lodge, but it was more a country home. Georgian with red brick and stately symmetry. A soldier escorted us into the house. A winding staircase lay straight ahead, but, instead, the soldier led us to a door on the right. He knocked and, without awaiting permission, admitted us to a small room being used as an o#ce.
An o#cer sat behind the desk. He was our elder by a generation and sported mutton chops that bristled iron gray. He seemed taken aback by our sudden arrival and hurriedly began organizing the documents on his desk.
“Lt. Osborne said you were coming, but I wasn’t expecting you so soon. Major Gunther at your service.”
We sat across from him. The Major summarized his resume – a sta" surgeon for more than thirty years, the last decade attached to Colonel Warbur‐ ton’s regiment. In addition, he was the Colonel’s personal physician.
He asked, “Have either of you gentlemen served in the military?”
I said, “I was a surgeon but served only brie%y.”
“Wounded?”
“Maiwand.”
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He nodded gravely. “I at the Battle of Alma – in the Crimean War. Long before your time, but I have participated in many other battles. The wounds on my body serve as a map of British glory.”
I couldn’t tell if that last comment was sincere or an old man’s cynicism. I glanced at Holmes, who seemed more interested in the papers left exposed on the Major’s desk.
I asked about the Colonel’s health.
The Major replied, “He’s "ne. Just getting some rest and, of course, protec‐ tion while you gentlemen hunt for the would-be assassin.”
Holmes asked about the wound.
“The Colonel was fortunate. Wrestling for the gun, he was shot near his right temple, the bullet traveling directly upwards, grazing the skull.”
Major Gunther added, “Colonel Warburton is the most courageous man I have ever known. I was at the Battle of Ulundi, when the Zulus came swarming like hornets out of the tall grass. The left $ank of our regiment was exposed, but the Colonel dismounted, walked into the river, water up to his knees, shooting two pistols – one taken from a dead o%cer – and rallied our lads to cover their comrades’ retreat. I was one of those he saved that day.”
Holmes asked, “What do you say to those who call the Colonel ‘Mad Martin’?”
“I say nothing except they should be horsewhipped.”
A long silence.
Then Holmes commented, “I see you’re writing a letter in German.”
A non sequitur, but like Holmes, doubtless observing a connection I could not see.
The Major replied, “As French is the language of love and English that of clerks, German is the language of science. I try to keep-up with my profession.”
Even though the writing faced away from me and my knowledge of the language was limited, I could identify a few German words, such as those for “battle” and “soldier”, as well as “heart.” Perhaps the letter’s topic concerned issues of the circulatory system. Could Colonel Warburton’s heart be in a weakened condition?
Major Gunther cleared his throat. “If you gentlemen will excuse me, I need to attend to the Colonel.”
As Holmes and I stood, the Major reached for a crutch in the corner behind him. It was only then I noticed his right leg was missing. He said that he would meet us in an hour, upstairs in the Colonel’s room.
We walked back outside. It was barely drizzling. Holmes asked a soldier for directions to the mess.
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“Just yonder behind the stable. This way, gentlemen.”
As we walked, Holmes asked if the soldier was in Colonel Warburton’s regiment.
“Indeed. I was at Abu Kru, when we tried to take back Khartoum from that cursed Mahdi. I thought I was a goner for sure – with the enemy breaking our ranks. Them devils began pouring-in. Then I blinked, and the Colonel, bless him, was leading a few dozen men that soon became a hundred, and we sealed the breach. That’s why the lads say, ‘I’ll follow the Colonel into hell and be home for supper.’”
Holmes asked, “What do you think of Colonel Warburton being call ‘Mad Martin’?”
The soldier laughed. “I wish all them dandy o"cers would show as much madness. They say the Colonel’s been wounded three times, each one bad enough to kill any other man. He’s worth a regiment himself. That’s why we’re all praying for him.”
“Do you know what’s wrong with the Colonel?”
“Oh, they tell us nothing. Some say typhoid. Easy enough to catch while campaigning. Whatever it is, the Colonel will lick it. He always does. Well, here we are, gentlemen.”
Behind the stable sprawled an area of scrub grass. Camp #res glowed in front of soldiers’ tents. Three kettles in a row were bubbling. A heavy-set balding man and a dark, tall, broad-shouldered boy of perhaps #fteen stood at a wooden table, cutting beef and vegetables for the stew. I daresay the aroma was enticing.
We stood about twenty feet away, and the cook lumbered over to join us. Holmes inquired about Solomon.
“Who?” the cook asked. “Oh, you mean Mumbly. I calls him that because he’s always mumblin’. Says it’s because the spirits of his mum and dad ain’t used to being out of South Africa – he’s Zulu, so that’s where they come from. He’s a good lad for a heathen.”
Holmes asked, “What does he think of Colonel Warburton?”
“That’s a puzzle – ain’t it? On the one hand, the Colonel picked-up the lad when he was orphaned. He gives the boy a Bible lesson each day and teaches him the Queen’s English. But the boy also says the spirits of his ancestors want revenge for what we did to his village.”
“Are you worried Solomon might try to hurt Colonel Warburton?”
“No, sir. Like I say, he’s a good lad. Now it won’t do no good tryin’ to talk to Mumbly. He’s shy and only took to conversin’ with me since we’ve been workin’ together. But you can ask the Colonel. He knows the lad best.”
155
Ron Levitsky
Holmes replied, “That is very good advice. By the way, do you know where Lt. Osborne might be found?”
“The Lieutenant probably has begun checkin’ the sentries all ‘round the perimeter. It takes him a good hour. But if you miss him elsewhere, sooner or later you’ll "nd him here for supper. By the way, can I o#er you gentlemen something to eat?”
Holmes laughed. “Yes, a dish of that wonderful stew.” Pointing to me, he added, “My friend here is as eager as a hound inside a butcher shop.”
The stew was, indeed, delicious and, moreover, reminded me of that time so long ago, when I shared the camaraderie of soldiers like the cook. I brimmed with admiration for Colonel Warburton. Walking back into the house, I was eager to meet ‘Mad Martin.’
His room was on the second $oor. We were admitted by my cousin, who, despite her skillfully-applied rouge, looked pale and tired. She gave a soldierly smile, as we followed her into a small bedroom. Its motif included paintings of hunting and other country scenes. The "replace crackled loudly but was losing ground to a cold breeze from an open window.
Becky sat in a chair beside the bed and put a "nger to her lips.
“The Colonel is resting.”
I said, “Perhaps we should return –”
“No, that’s all right. Just be understanding if he doesn’t answer directly.”
I wasn’t sure what she meant but nodded and turned to look at Colonel Warburton. I’d seen sketches of him in the papers, which highlighted a reso‐ lute jaw and piercing eyes. In real life, he didn’t seem fully present. He was handsome but thinner – more delicate. In short, he appeared less a Byron and more a Shelley.
“How has he been?” I asked.
Becky’s lip trembled, and then she began to sob.
“He…is so weak. He can barely stand and walk a few steps. He complains about his heart, as well.”
“What has been Dr. Gunther’s treatment?”
“He tells me not to worry – that Martin will be all right. But how can I but worry? Oh, I’ve been too loud. He’s awake. Martin?”
Holmes said softly, “Mrs. Hamlin, would you please excuse us, while Dr. Watson examines the Colonel. It won’t take long.”
Reluctantly, she left the room.
“Quickly, Watson.”
I removed the dressing on his wound and saw that the bullet had grazed his temple and skull in an upwards, nearly ninety-degree trajectory. The wound
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was super!cial, but something about its location bothered me terribly. Holmes nodded, indicating that he was disturbed as well.
In addition, the Colonel was sweating profusely, hair plastered to his skull.
I took his pulse, which was thready – rapid but barely perceptible.
Eyes closed, the Colonel began speaking in a rambling manner. “Brook‐ ings, damn it, man, don’t die on me! I’ve seen too much of death. Muster ranks! No slackers here! O’Hara, pull back the artillery. I’ll stay and organize the withdrawal. What, cut-o$ at the river! Let it end, then. For God’s sake, let it end! You go. Go, for God’s sake, and let me rest!”
The Colonel suddenly sat bolt upright, a look of terror in his eyes.
I feared that his words and actions were, indeed, those of a mad man.
A few seconds later, from behind advanced the uneven progression of a one-legged man. Without acknowledging my companion and me, Major Gunther opened his medical bag and gave Colonel Warburton an injection. The Colonel ceased to struggle, lay back in bed, and gradually grew calmer, while Becky hovered over him.
I said, “My God, Major, can’t you see –”
“What I can see is you upsetting my patient.”
“But his heart-”
“Is not the issue! I must ask you both to leave the Colonel immediately.”
Becky sobbed. “Doctor, please let me stay.”
The Major prepared another injection, which, despite her protests, he gave my cousin and then turned to me.
“I’ve given Mrs. Hamlin a powerful sedative, which will help her sleep. Please take her next door to my room and put her to bed. I’ll be in my o%ce or here with the Colonel all night.”
I was on the verge of having it out with Dr. Gunther, but one look at Becky, her nerves obviously jangled, softened my intent. Instead, Holmes and I acceded to the Doctor’s instructions, despite my cousin’s protests begging to stay. With the sedative already slurring her words, it was easy to put her to bed.
It was nearing eight p.m., and the lodge and surrounding encampment had grown quiet in the darkness. The rain had stopped, and mist mixing with smoke drifted from the camp !res. Holmes led me to a small hay barn near the mess area, where we sat on a pair of milking stools sheltered from the damp breeze. Still, I shivered not only from the weather, but also from what I had just seen in the Colonel’s room. I was about to ask Holmes his opinion, when a lone bugle began playing “The Last Post,” its plaintive notes ending the
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soldier’s day. Again, I grew nostalgic for the military life I’d once led. I sighed, as the bugle "nished its somber melody.
Suddenly, a shot rang-out. It came from the lodge. We ran into the yard and heard shouting all around us.
A "gure emerged from the house onto the back porch. He was back-lit for a few seconds, long enough to tell that it was Solomon. He held a pistol in his hand. As he walked down the steps, Lt. Osborne emerged behind him. He also held a gun, which he aimed at the boy.
“No!” Holmes shouted, as the Lieutenant "red.
Solomon crumpled to the ground, as my friend shook his head in disbelief.
“Too late, Watson! I’m too late!”
An hour later we sat with Major Gunther in his o#ce. We’d come directly from Colonel Warburton’s room. One shot in the temple killing him instantly.
“We agree on that, do we not, gentlemen?” Major Gunter asked, his face ashen.
I nodded. “The angle of the wound clearly shows it was self-in$icted. If Solomon had "red the shot while standing over the Colonel, the bullet’s trajec‐ tory would have been at a downward angle.”
Gunther said, “I’m certain the powers-that-be will have a closed casket at the funeral. As attending physician, I will sign the death certi"cate. No one else needs know the truth.”
I asked Holmes when he "rst realized there was no would-be assassin.
“When I watched you examine the wound Colonel Warburton received in his apartment. The gunshot being so close to the skull and then going up into the ceiling. I’ve only seen that type of wound one other time in my career. When, at the last moment, someone had changed his mind about committing suicide and $inched as he pulled the trigger. I had hoped the Colonel had like-wised $inched and would decide not to try again.”
I said, “All the symptoms make sense. The nervousness, palpitations, sweating, shortness of breath. Dr. Gunther, those words in German I recog‐ nized – ‘soldier’ and ‘heart.’ The Colonel su&ered from what’s commonly known as Soldier’s Heart, didn’t he? After all the battles he’s endured, I assumed he was invincible.”
Dr. Gunther nodded. “He couldn’t stand not being perceived that way – for the sake of his troops. In a way, he really was mad – a mad kind of courage that only fear inspires.”
I asked, “Who were you writing to in German?”
“There’s a young Viennese alienist who has established a remarkable repu‐
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tation dealing with fear, anxiety, and dreams. I thought if we could secretly convey him to see the Colonel…. Well, no matter now.”
“And what of Solomon? Why did he take the gun after the Colonel committed suicide?”
Holmes replied, “I think he also was doing his best to protect Colonel Warburton’s reputation. Her Majesty’s troops cannot have a suicide for a hero.”
Major Gunther nodded. “And so, we’ll allow Solomon to sacri"ce himself as an assassin. Yet he was the one who showed the greatest courage.”
I asked, “Do you think Lt. Osborne knew the truth when he shot the boy?”
Holmes said, “I’m sure the Lieutenant has a more compelling reason to protect the Colonel’s reputation. When Mrs. Hamlin wakes from her sedative, no doubt as an o#cer and a gentleman, he’ll be of great comfort to the lady.”
THE END
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August 15, 1893
My Dear Doyle,
Once again, let me assure you how popular your Sherlock Holmes stories continue to be and what a pleasure it is to feature them in the Strand. It is in that spirit of admiration and, dare I add, personal friendship that I ask you to consider a request regarding your latest Sherlock Holmes submission – “Colonel Warburton’s Madness.” The quality of the story is, indeed, excellent. However, a concern regarding the story’s theme has been expressed to me by some gentlemen who hold you in great esteem.
Recently, you may have read Joseph Chamberlain’s speech to the work‐ ingmen of Birmingham known as “A Plea for Imperialism.” In it, Mr. Cham‐ berlain emphasizes the importance of strengthening our military’s morale. Soldiers risk their lives daily to defend and expand our Empire. I know how much you admire Mr. Chamberlain. In return, he holds you in the highest regard. No one is more patriotic than either of you gentlemen.
That being said, a few friends and supporters of Mr. Chamberlain are concerned with your recent story, “The Crooked Man,” about a British soldier betraying his comrade to the heathen. The popularity of Sherlock Holmes may have circulated this story among our troops with deleterious e#ect.
Therefore, in the spirit of patriotism, I ask you to consider withdrawing “Colonel Warburton’s Madness” from publication. A hero in the mold of General Chinese Gordon committing suicide might well hurt morale, including recruitment. I shall leave the decision to your discretion and look forward to your response.
With continued admiration,
Greenhough Smith
Greenhough Smith
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It will be recalled that April 1908 was a remarkably cold month, and that from the 23rd to the 28th, a great blizzard crippled the south of England, with snow recaching as far north as Coventry.
On the 22nd, there were signs of what was coming, with cold northern winds and plunging temperatures making one lament the delay in the arrival of spring. I was one of those forced to be out and about that day, answering a pair of errands – both of them calls upon my time that I would have preferred to avoid if possible – and I can accurately report that it was extremely unpleasant. I left my home and practice at No. 9 Queen Anne Street around eight a.m., foolishly deciding to walk the mile-and-a-half to my !rst stop, No. 10 Downing Street. I was nearly !fty-six then – no longer a youth, but not what I would admit to as elderly either. Late middle-aged, as my friend Sherlock Holmes and I sometimes called it when discussing the past and how we’d managed to survive to see the present.
Walking that distance in London on a pleasant spring day is an easy-enough jaunt, but choosing to do so as temperatures are plunging and the winds rivering through the canyon-like streets, drawing away body heat, is another matter entirely. Neither rounding the Langham nor pushing along the upper reaches of Regent Street were any great challenge, but one forgets just how long and tedious Regent Street can be, stretching further and further like some maliciously enchanted pathway of brick and stone. By the time I reached Piccadilly Circus, I was approximately halfway, and though
161
David Marcum
there were cabs to be found there, both the comforting but disappearing hansoms of the past and the noisy pest-like motor-cars of the present, I was feeling stubborn by then. The times of my arrival at both appointments were unfixed, and I chose to press on, as every step put me closer than the ones before.
Trafalgar Square was mostly empty as I traversed the southwestern quarter before arrowing into Whitehall – my destination now !guratively in site, and the north wind at my back. I found that my pace had quickened with my rising curiosity.
My !rst call that morning was to provide my requested opinion on the sudden – but not unexpected – death of the former Prime Minister who had resigned his post due to health concerns only nineteen days before. However, due to his ill health, he had been allowed to remain in residence in Downing Street. Following a series of heart attacks , the most serious of which occurring six months earlier, Campbell-Bannerman had started to fear he would not survive to the end of his term – or so I had been told in passing by Mycroft Holmes when I’d last seen him in mid-March. On the third of April, Campbell-Bannerman resigned, succeeded by Herbert Henry Asquith. This action was rather sudden, and Campbell-Bannerman still retained both his membership in Parliament and his position as leader of the Liberal Party. While his new arrangements were being made, and also because of his poor condition, Asquith graciously allowed continued residence at No. 10. But suddenly Campbell-Bannerman went into a faster decline than expected.
That morning, I had received a telephone call from Harcourt Aldenham, one of Asquith’s trusted aids, informing me that Campbell-Bannerman had died – his last words ironically being, “This is not the end of me.” While there was certainly no doubt as to the natural causes of the man’s passing, Aldenham, aware that Campbell-Bannerman was the !rst former Prime Minister to ever die in those chambers, wanted someone to o"er an opinion that nothing suspi‐ cious had occurred.
I had demurred. “Surely you need Holmes,” I told Aldenham, but he was emphatic that I would do.
“Holmes is sixty miles away, ensconced on his Sussex farm, while you are here. Drop by this morning, please. Early,” he’d added pointedly before discon‐ necting the call.
In fact, Holmes was not in Sussex just then. Rather, I was aware that he was at the Greenway estate on the River Dart, across from Dittisham, !nishing up something of a treasure hunt. In the late 1500’s, the original house, located there long before the present was built, had been tenanted by Sir Walter
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Raleigh, and the current owners had come upon information that the famed knight had buried a chest on the grounds.
At that point in time, Holmes had been living at Hodcombe Farm in Sussex for over four years. Most thought he had completely retired – a fact that I had taken pains to explain when “The Second Stain” was published in December 1904 – the last of that series of thirteen tales which I believed would mark the !nal appearance of Holmes’s adventures in print. Certainly nothing further was planned.
The idea that Holmes was “retired” was somewhat misleading, as my friend had actually left London and assumed the role of a hermit apiarist in order to free his time for those secret investigations, at the behest of his brother Mycroft, that would help prepare the nation for the inevitable war with Germany, long perceived and predicted by those who had sense enough to read the signs and portents. From his “villa” (as he called it) in Sussex, located at the base of Beachy Head, Holmes could sally forth on Mycroft’s tasks when needed, and also see to some cases of a more traditional and typical nature when his interest was piqued. The request to travel across the southern end of the island to Devonshire and search for the Raleigh Treasure – as the letter asking for his help had termed it, and not the !rst Raleigh Treasure that he had recovered – seemed to be one of those cases which he did not wish to refuse.
I had passed on Holmes’s o"er to accompany him, as my wife was mildly under the weather, and so I was at home that morning when I received the two telephone calls, almost simultaneously – one from Harcourt Aldenham, and the other from Herbert Greenhough Smith, editor of The Strand magazine – the location of my second errand.
I made the right turn from Whitehall into Downing Street and then approached the famed doorway at No. 10, manned by a pair of constables. As I was known to both, and expected, the door was opened immediately, and I’d no sooner given my hat and coat to an attendant than Aldenham was walking toward me. Then, wringing my hand and blathering something about the true tragedy of it all – Aldenham was always given to hyperbole, and I’d wondered about just how e"ective such an immediately escalating-type personality was in government service – he led me deep into the building – over one-hundred rooms, and recon!gured from three original structures – to a small darkened chamber where the dead man was lying upon a bed.
There was a constable on duty at the closed door, and we were given imme‐ diate entrance. There was no one in the room besides the dead man.
I’d seen Campbell-Bannerman on several previous occasions, but we’d never met. He was in his early seventies at the time of his passing, and clearly
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his !nal months had left him rather wasted. His face was lined and strained where he’d lost weight, and yet there was also a look of relief there, as if he was now released from the relentless struggle against mounting pain.
My quick examination con!rmed that there seemed to be no signs of foul play. “He was old and sick,” I explained to Aldenham. “It was simply his time.”
“There will be an autopsy,” was his reply, and again I wondered to myself exactly why I’d been needed. Aldenham seemed to read my mind. “The added weight of your opinion will allay any talk of conspiracy.”
“Conspiracy?” I said, my voice dropping, as if the constable beyond the heavy door might hear.
“Well – ” Aldenham back-paddled, as if he’d said too much, but before he continued, there were heavy footsteps approaching outside the door, and then it opened to reveal a fuming Herbert Henry Asquith, Prime Minister of England.
“Aldenham!” he bellowed, uncaring about preserving the quiet reverence that so often surrounds the dead. “You idiot!” Then he turned to me, somewhat moderating his tone. “I’m sorry for your wasted time, Dr. Watson. Poor Henry passed this morning – I was with him – and then Harcourt started worrying that there would be questions. He wanted to call Holmes, but I said no – emphatically. So he called you instead.”
He turned to one of the aides, clustered in the hallway behind him. “The body will be returning home to Scotland for burial,” he said in a softer tone. “Perthshire. Make sure that all is being prepared as we discussed.” Then, back to me: “Again, Doctor, I’m sorry. There’s nothing here for you. Please accept my thanks, and I look forward to seeing you again in happier circumstances – although every time we’ve met before has been related to some crisis, I’m afraid.”
Then, with a nod, he quickly turned and departed, taking the aides handling the arrangements with him – except for one that remained, o"ering to guide me back outside. Aldenham, looking as if he wanted to tell me something else, instead just nodded to me from beside the constable, who was pulling the bedroom door shut on the deceased politician.
The nameless fellow walking me to the door, in his early twenties and seemingly green and untried as an unripe apple, spoke not a word, but simply left me back outside No. 10, where I adjusted my coat and hat. Pondering that waste of my time, and wondering whether the second errand would be more of the same, I decided to walk once again, saying to myself, “Face to the north, then, and quick march!”
In some ways the journey was easier – though not at !rst. Now I was
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looking north as I walked upward along Whitehall to Trafalgar Square, but from there I turned east and into the Strand. Crossing over and walking along the northern side of the boulevard, I was shielded from the cold Arctic winds, and I covered the half-mile from door to door in something like ten minutes.
Running between the Strand and Covent Garden is Southampton Street, and on the east side of that street, one can !nd the ornate o"ces of The Strand magazine. When I !rst visited the magazine’s original o"ces, in the spring of 1891, they were located in a much smaller building a few streets further east, in Burleigh Street, just behind the Lyceum Theatre, but the success of the period‐ ical, having quickly become a British institution, had required that the publisher, George Newnes, relocate to bigger and better facilities.
When I’d initially been introduced to editor Herbert Smith in ’91, it had been at the behest of my friend and literary agent, Arthur Conan Doyle. (After his knighthood in 1902, he was known popularly as “Sir Arthur”, but to me, he would always be “Doyle”.) Since the early eighties, I’d labored toward getting the narrative recounting my meeting and !rst investigation with Holmes into print, based on the notion that Holmes didn’t receive the proper credit for his work, and my promise to rectify that. That story – a brief recounting of my background and disastrous war service, my return to London and !rst encounter with Holmes on New Year’s Day 1881, our settling into rooms and routine at 221 Baker Street, and then Holmes’s rather spontaneous invitation to “Get your hat” on the fourth of March to visit the site of a murder – had made up the bulk of narrative, but I felt that something was missing. It was my friend Doyle, who wanted to be a writer more than a doctor, who o$ered to compose a middle section – a frankly !ctionalized construct %eshing out the motivations of the killer, and why he would pursue such a path of vengeance over many nations and decades.
After that story was published – rather disastrously from my perspective (1) – Doyle and I had continued working together to prepare another narrative for an American periodical. After that, there seemed to be no further plans for our literary partnership – until Holmes was believed to have died at a Swiss water‐ fall on 4 May, 1891. Then, realizing that I had a wealth of material in the form of records of Holmes’s cases that I had maintained over the years, I – with Doyle’s assistance – tried to locate a means to share these and honor my friend’s memory and reputation. The newly christened Strand magazine, formed in early 1891, proved to be the perfect method, and the popularity of Holmes’s adventures published therein served to both solidify the magazine’s success, and to enrich both Doyle and me as well.
Between Spring 1891 and December 1893, I provided a round two-dozen
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stories to The Strand, ending with the account of Holmes’s apparent death. Then, Holmes had miraculously returned from his supposed grave the following April, and he made his feelings clear about discovering he’d become a household name – “A seeming !ctional character!” he’d sometimes fumed, even as people began to gather across from our Baker Street rooms trying to catch a glimpse of him. For several years, there were no more published adventures, but Holmes had to admit that the fame generated by those that appeared while he was “dead” had contributed greatly to his increased practice and notoriety, and also the variety of unusual cases that now regularly caught his interest. When Doyle had caught the notion to publish the events of a very curious a!air related to an inheritance squabble in Dartmoor, Holmes relented. Then, when he retired in late 1903, it suited him to remind people of his Baker Street days, de"ecting attention away from his activities down in Sussex, and so another thirteen cases were published. But after that – no others appeared, and none were planned.
It had been over three years since I’d visited the Strand o#ces – since the stories of The Return of Sherlock Holmes ended in 1904 – but I was hailed when I entered, and shown the way upstairs to Smith’s o#ce. I realized from something my guide said that Smith had left orders to have me admitted as soon as I arrived, whenever that might be.
We had both aged, but not terribly so, and he was e!usive in his greetings. We quickly caught up on the latest news and fell into our old comradeship. But after a few more pleasantries, his gaze darkened, and he got to the reason for my summons.
“I take it,” he said, “that you still have no plans to publish any more of Holmes’s cases.”
I con%rmed this fact, and he nodded. “That’s what I thought. I can’t say that I wouldn’t love to have more of them – both for my own enjoyment, but also for the bene%t of the magazine.”
I shifted in my seat, recalling the cold walk that had brought me to his o#ce. “If this is about recruiting me,” I said, about to be peeved, “or talking me into writing more – ”
He raised a placatory hand. “No, no. I know you’d be more favorable to that if it wasn’t freezing, and if I offered you a nice meal. No, it’s . . . Well, it’s Doyle. You see, it’s about some of his stories, you see, and . . . and well . . . .”
Clearly, he didn’t know how to progress. After Doyle and I initiated our long relationship with The Strand, successful to both of us, Doyle had nurtured his connection by placing with the magazine a great deal of his own additional
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material for publication. I was interested to hear that he had new stories, and said so.
“Oh, you’ll be interested, I think,” replied Smith, “but not necessarily in the way you expect.” He stood and walked around to my side of his desk, laying a hand on a stack of manuscripts stacked there. Then he shifted direction. “Doyle has been proli"c, you know.”
“Yes,” I said, tentatively. “Sometimes he seemed almost compelled to write – short stories, novels, essays, new articles. If he’d actually stumbled into a successful medical practice that kept him busy, and prevented him from writ‐ ing, I think he would have gone mad. As it was, he had excessive time to write so much that he created almost a tidal wave of material.”
“Have you read it?” asked Smith. “I don’t mean all of it – but do you keep up with any of his writing?”
I shook my head. “No, I’m afraid not. When I was more actively involved in Holmes’s investigations, there was no time. One case often tumbled into the next, or they overlapped, or occurred concurrently. In any given day, we might have a "ve-minute conversation about one matter, which would then be set aside when a ring at the door would deliver word related to a second case, and then Holmes would send a telegram before we’d rush out the door following up on a third case – and the we’d return to "nd a new client on the doorstep. When it came time for me to write the stories up for publication, I would go through my notes to pull out the relevant threads of a particular matter, removing anything not related and presenting that one case as if it were the only thing that occurred in that period of time – to avoid confusion, you understand.”
“I remember,” agreed Smith. “I recall how ‘The Copper Beeches’ and ‘The Solitary Cyclist’ and ‘The Dancing Men’ had incidents spread out over days or weeks – surely not the only thing you and Holmes did during those periods – and when you described how there was a simultaneous investigation during ‘The Naval Treaty’ that Holmes balanced – ”
“ – and that discussing it in greater depth would have only served as a distraction from the story of the stolen government document that I was trying to relate,” I con"rmed. “But what about Doyle and his other works?” I asked, indicating the stack of manuscripts upon the desk.
Smith sighed. “If you don’t keep up with Doyle’s work on a regular basis, then you probably don’t recall that he published a group of short stories about ten years ago. I read them, of course – or at least most of them – but they were actually edited by someone on sta$. By then, my duties were far too complex to continue with pure editing.
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“Now, Doyle wants to collect those stories – and half-a-dozen or so others that were published over the previous ten or !fteen years – into a book to be published by Smith, Elder, and Company. Round the Fire Stories, he wants to call it – with the idea that they are tales of the grotesque and the terrible, and should be read around the !re.”
He gestured at stack of paper, with a dozen or more bundles separated and each tied with ribbon. “Apparently the stories will be re-edited somewhat from their original magazine versions, and as a courtesy, we were going to send the original manuscripts – still in the !les – over to Smith and Elder. But one of the newer junior editors started looking through them before they went – and then he came to me, rather upset, asking if I was aware that, based on his recognition, several had actually been Sherlock Holmes’s investigations – although there was no mention of Holmes in them.”
I frowned, and Smith nodded at my comprehension. “That isn’t entirely true – two of the stories do mention Holmes, but obliquely. This one – ” He rooted through the pile and pulled out a document tied with tape. “ – ‘The Man with the Watches’ – has a – ” He "ipped through the sheets. “It says this, about a ‘well-known criminal investigator’, and quotes from a letter he sent to The Daily Gazette, outlining a theory which ultimately turned out to be wrong.”
I recognized the a#air, and started to speak. “I – ” But Smith held up his free hand.
“Then there’s this one,” he said, !nding another manuscript and searching for his example. “‘The Lost Special’, with another letter, this time to The Times from ‘an amateur reasoner of some celebrity’. It also outlines an incorrect theory. Listen to what this reasoner says: ‘It is one of the elementary principles of prac‐ tical reasoning that when the impossible has been eliminated the residuum, however improbable, must contain the truth.’ Now I ask you: Who does that sound like?”
“It’s Holmes,” I said, softly. “Holmes said it. But this is presented all wrong!” My voice was rising. “In both cases, Holmes was the primary investiga‐ tor. He solved those cases. He didn’t send letters with incorrect theories to the newspapers.” I stood. “Let me see the other manuscripts, if you don’t mind.”
Smith gestured his willingness and I stepped forward, sorting through them, recognizing some of the events just from the titles, while others neces‐ sitated that I untie the binding tape and read through the specific circum‐ stances until their subject matter became clear. It was when I reached one with the title of “The Black Doctor” that I immediately understood – because I knew the Black Doctor to which it referred, and I specifically
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recalled Doyle’s connection to that case, and what had occurred at its conclusion.
“This one,” I said, handing the packet to Smith. “This is the case that I believe generated these stories . . . these narratives of Holmes’s investigations, which so incorrectly remove him from the narrative and deny him all credit for involvement and solution.”
I sat back down and set about lighting a cigarette, ordering my racing thoughts to explain in a way that would portray the situation, while keeping my irritation – if not outright full-blown anger – at Doyle in check.
“During the a!air which is labeled ‘The Black Doctor’, Doyle happened to involve himself in one of Holmes’s investigations. At that time, he was agitating for Holmes to give permission for further narratives of his investigations to be published in The Strand. Ten years ago, you say? That sounds correct. That was after the last of the stories in The Return had been published, but before Holmes relented and let us share The Hound.
“At the end of ‘The Black Doctor’ a!air, Doyle again asked if Holmes would permit new publication, and of course Holmes said no. Then Doyle insisted that the truth of ‘The Black Doctor’ should be shared – and Holmes made an o"and comment that Doyle could publish it – but he must remove all mention of Holmes when doing so. Doyle seemed rather shocked . . . but I see now that he went ahead and did just that. (2) And it sounds as if that wasn’t enough. He kept going, altering my notes of other cases as well – assembling a whole collection of tales where Holmes and his involvement have been simply stripped out. Doyle wasn’t involved in any of these other events – just that of the Black Doctor – and his only knowledge of them must have come from when he read some of my manuscripts in his possession while in his position as literary agent. He was going through a sizeable cache of them, picking those which he thought would be the most successful when published.
“Clearly,” I concluded, “having access to additional narratives of Holmes’s cases, he decided to rework those facts into non-Holmes narratives in the same way that he did – with somewhat convoluted permission – for the Black Doctor.”
Smith was aghast, and I understood what he was thinking even as he explained it. “But . . . but we published those stories ten years ago, thinking that they were Doyle’s work . . . Every one of them should have been rejected – every one! It’s . . . they’re . . . We . . . And now to #nd out that he . . . that he . . .”
“That he used my stories – events from my life, and Holmes’s – as his raw material.” I sighed. “I understand your dilemma,” I continued. “If such a thing became known . . . .”
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I could all-too-well envision what that would mean – what it would mean for both The Strand’s reputation, and Doyle’s. And it was nothing that I wanted to see happen.
I sat up straighter and sighed again. I squared my shoulders, prepared to shoulder the burden.
“Let us go forward with the assumption – the agreement – that I did autho‐ rize for him to make changes to my original stories. After all, I did leave the manuscripts with Doyle for him to act as my agent. It was a loose arrangement. He may have... He misunderstood, that’s all.”
“But Watson – were you paid? The credit... ?”
I shook my head.
“And Mr. Holmes – ? He’ll... if he "nds out... He will "nd out! He’s Sher‐ lock Holmes! He’ll – You’ve told me how he objects to further stories being published – ”
“That will be my problem to address. And after all, it’s in the past, and I have no further plans to publish any more of Holmes’s cases, so the matter can rest. Feel free to pass on the manuscripts to the book publisher as planned, and I’ll discuss it with Doyle.”
And I did discuss it with him, although the details of that rather heated conversation do not need to be recorded. Su$ce it to say, the book in question, Round the Fire Stories, was published in September 1908, and coincidentally that same month, the "rst part of a new Holmes story, “The Adventure of Wisteria Lodge”, appeared in The Strand – the "rst new Holmes story in nearly four years. In my conversation with Doyle, I’d learned that he had more of my manuscripts – with Holmes surgically removed from the narrative – prepared for a second round of Round the Fire-type stories, “Wisteria Lodge” being one of them, with its grotesque intersection with Haitian voodoo. We determined that it would be better that no more of this creative “editing” should occur, and that it was time for more of Holmes’s exploits to appear in The Strand. Convincing Holmes of that was an entirely di%erent, and beyond the scope of this account.
After I left the Strand o$ces that morning, I walked to my further unex‐ pected third errand, fortunately locating Doyle at his London rooms in No. 15 Buckingham Palace Road – fortunately because he was just then up from his East Sussex home. After the rather unpleasant discussion of the issues that lay between us, I was feeling rather unsettled, and considered "nding a nearby pub, but instead I simply returned home.
I’d only been back for ten minutes when the telephone rang.
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It was Sherlock Holmes, who was calling from Greenway in Devon, having been noti!ed after all by Harcourt Aldenham about former Prime Minister Henry Campbell-Bannerman’s death.
After assuring him that all was well, and that the man’s passing was purely from natural causes, I thought our business was concluded. But then:
“My sources at The Strand have related what was discovered in relation to that stack of manuscripts.” His voice had turned icy. While that was his civi‐ lized way to pivot the conversation, the subsequent comments soon became more sharply focused and strongly opinionated – with strongly being an under‐ statement. Holmes had never had very much use for Doyle, right from the beginning of their acquaintanceship.
After the conclusion of that telephone call, the visit to a pub that I’d consid‐ ered and rejected not long before began to feel rather essential – a necessary fourth errand – and worth braving another sojourn into the bitter April cold.
THE END
Notes
1. See “The Unintended O#enses” in The Collected Papers of
Sherlock Holmes – Volume VII: Annals, and Steel True, Blade Straight – 2022 Annual.
2. The true events of “The Black Doctor”, as restored by David
Marcum, can be found in Into the Fire (edited by Margie Deck).
To read the original unbowdlerized versions of Holmes and Watson’s adventures that did not have them removed from the narrative, see various volumes of Watson’s notes edited by Craig Janacek ( The Chronicles of Sherlock Holmes, The Histories of Sherlock Holmes, The Gathering Gloom, The Treasury of Sherlock Holmes, and The Travels of Sherlock Holmes), and also Into the Fire (edited by Margie Deck). Versions of the facts relating to “The Man with the Watches” have been presented as audio dramas by the Old Court Theatre (as “The Man with the Watches” in script form by M.J. Elliott), as “The Addleton Tragedy” (Imagination Theater, also by M.J. Elliott), and by the BBC (see Bert Coules’ “The Thirteen Watches” in The Further Adventures of Sherlock Holmes). Similarly, “The Lost Special” has been addressed in “The Parisian Assassin” (Imagination Theatre) and in “The Lost Special” performed by The Old Court Theatre, both scripted by M.J. Elliott.
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The Adventure of the
Disappearing Umbrella
Rusty Mason, Deck-Mate & Steve Mason,
BSI, ASH, Deck-Mate
As I take up my pen for the last time (hopefully), I have decided this tale may be just a little di!erent. For years, I have been told I could write a story chroni‐ cling my roommate (the world’s greatest detective) watching paint dry or grass grow and The Strand would publish it. So, let’s test that theory. The following is about as bad as I can write. When I read it back to myself, it sounds like an illiterate American (probably a Texan) wrote it. You can judge. We’ll see if The Strand will still publish it.
Many have wondered why I have never published the over one hundred unchronicled cases that I mentioned in the sixty stories that did $nd their way to the public. Simplicity, really. Many of these adventures were all part of one story that, until now, should never have seen the light of day. You, dear reader, be the judge. And please indulge the poor writing. I am, after all, nearing my ninth decade on this planet of ours. The literary %air is just not there anymore.
It was a dark and stormy night. No, actually it was a dull, hazy afternoon. But it was the best of times, it was the worst of times. No, actually things were fairly nice. Holmes had solved a series of mysteries in the past few months, many of the clients well-to-do. These include stories I have chronicled as “The Arnsworth Castle Business”, “The Case of the Ferrers Documents”, and “The Service for Lord Backwater.” So, we have been living high on the hog, or frog, or dog – take your pick – including probably way too many visits to Simpsons and the roast beef.
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While I enjoyed the latest Lancet journal, my !at mate was methodically sorting news clippings to place in his commonplace books. Things were right as rain until there came a knock on the door, Mrs. Hudson announcing a female visitor who was visibly shaken.
As I have received complaints about my spending excessive time describing the human anatomy of our feminine clients, I will simply state she was close to middle-aged and distraught.
After Holmes had asked her to sit in my comfortable chair, and Mrs. Hudson had provided refreshments, the mystery abruptly started her narrative.
“Mr. Holmes, I need you to #nd my missing husband.”
“Madam, this is not a forlorn romance agency. If your spouse has wandered, I can suggest private detectives who may be able to bring him back home, if that is your desire.”
“I would be grateful if it was another woman. But alas, he is truly missing. He simply disappeared in thin air.”
“Perhaps it would be better if you started at the beginning.”
“Yes it would. It happened this morning as…”
I interrupted, “If I may interrupt, can you start with giving us your name and your home address?”
“I am sorry… I am a woman of few words… just talking to two strange men is outside my comfort zone.”
“I would suggest eccentric is more appropriate to describe us in lieu of strange.”
“My name is Mrs. James Phillimore. My husband and I live at the Poplars close to Lee in the county of Kent.”
“Holmes, I believe that is the same neighborhood as Mr. Neville St. Clair and his wife resided.”
“You are correct, as well as the awful circumstances surrounding the Tarlton murders. Mrs. Phillimore, may I ask how you came to ask for my help?”
“Simple. The constable who responded to my summons suggested I request your assistance.”
“Hmm… we really need to start at the beginning.”
“Again, it started this morning. My husband, Mr. Phillimore, had an appointment with his doctor. I agreed to accompany him. We had walked out of the house, and were about to enter our trap for the trip into the City when James stopped, declared he needed to retrieve his umbrella from the front hall‐ way, and backtracked to the front door of our house.
“He proceeded to open the door and step inside. At the angle I stood in the drive, I could see approximately 10 to 15 feet down the hallway. As the
173
Rusty Mason, Deck-Mate & Steve Mason, BSI, ASH, Deck-Mate
umbrella stand is literally next to the door, I assumed he would step back out within a few seconds.
“After half a minute or so, I became intrigued and retraced my own steps into the house. At all-time the door remained open so that I could keep my eyes on the hallway.
“Imagine my surprise once I entered the structure and realized my husband was nowhere to be seen.”
“Describe the hallway for me please.”
“It is simple, it is approximately 20 feet long, with only one door to my husband’s study o! to the left. Otherwise, you must walk down the entire length to get to a very open dining room.”
“Is there a stairway leading to upstairs or down to a cellar o! the hallway?”
“No, nor are there any windows. Once inside, I started calling out for him. Hearing no response, I called louder and louder, until I was shouting his name. Of course, our small sta! responded to my screams. They immediately started searching for James. Within just a few minutes it was clear my husband was nowhere to be found within the house.”
“Could he had simply crossed to another part of the house and exited through another door?”
“It’s simply not possible. Our maid, of good character, was sitting next to the back door polishing the silver and would have easily seen him come by. A check of all the windows on both #oors of the house found them locked and secure.
“I then sent the page to the constabulary. A Sergeant Wilkins arrived within several minutes, listened to my story, and then conducted his own search of the house. I believe at $rst he thought I su!ered from brain fever, but he was kinder to me once my story was corroborated by the household. He said it was too early to $le a missing person report, and that I should come to you. So here I am.”
“Truly amazing. You do intrigue me. Let us grab a ride and $nd our way out to your home and see what clues there are to discover.”
Almost an hour later, we had reached the small, but quaint, residence, where the three of us stepped out onto the drive. Much of the ride reminded me of our trip during “The Twisted Lip.”
“Mrs. Phillimore, Watson and I will stand here, approximately where you were this morning. Please proceed to the door, open it, and walk inside as your husband did. We will then follow, as you stated you did, and see what we can $nd inside.”
She followed Holmes’ instruction, and within a minute found all three
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standing just inside the front door. Holmes stopped and examined the door, frame, and hardware.
“Mrs. Phillimore, I note the door to be original, but it appears the hinges are recently replaced.”
“Yes, the door was sticking, and so James had work done on it last month.”
“Interesting. Mrs. Phillimore, let us move to your sitting room, where I may be able to shine a small light on your problem.”
Once the lady was seated, and we had graciously turned down tea, Holmes made his position very clear.
“Ma’am, while I know you are in pain, your obvious deception is not helping the matter. Until you are willing to tell us the truth, we are of no help to you. Come Watson!”
“But I am telling you the truth,” she cried.
“Mrs. Phillimore, you are blatantly lying to us. I will hear no more!”
“Holmes!” I objected, “This is unworthy of you.”
“Watson, we are leaving.”
“STOP! Mr. Holmes, I do not know how you saw through my ruse. But you are correct. I have not been truthful with you.”
“It was fairly simple. In our residence, you told us your husband entered the house, and that during the entire time, you could not see him, even though the door was still wide open. Yet, once we got here, once you opened the door and entered the hallway, I noted the door closed on its own within a mere few seconds. The new hinges are designed to close the door independently of human e"ort. Thus, you could not have seen the empty hallway or your husband while you were outside.”
“Please forgive me. If I told you even half of the truth of the story, you would never have believed me, and I would even be more lost.”
“What is the truth?”
“I don’t know. But I can tell you what I know. My husband, James Phillimore, had run a successful import and export business out of our home for several years. But three years ago, he purchased a used boat, and now makes a living by running supplies and other odds-and-ends to one speci#c buyer o" the coast of Scotland.”
“How often did he make these deliveries?”
“Once every month or so. He would take the train up to Glasgow, which would take two days, two days out and back on the boat, and two days to return to our house. Thus, he is gone one week a month.”
“This must be a special customer to provide a living for your family with one delivery a month. What type of supplies did he take?”
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“I have no idea, and honestly this is all I know.”
“When was the last time you saw Mr. Phillimore?”
“Five months ago.”
“Why are you just now reporting this?”
“I enjoyed the solitude for a change. But I miss the funds my husband brought into the household.”
“Well, we really do not have much to go on.”
“No, but if you will go to Glasgow, I believe you will "nd some answers that may help "nd my spouse. Find a Mr. Etherege, who has been presumed dead for the past few months. He was working with my husband. He knows all, including the signi"cance of the umbrella.”
“Well, Watson, time to work on our Scottish accent, I believe.”
The next morning found us on a train to Glasgow. As Holmes counted tele‐ graph poles, I amused myself with the Agony Columns of several of the London newspapers. It’s always amusing to see how couples who are sneaking around try so hard to cover it with secret codes and ciphers. Holmes has taught me enough, I can read almost all of them within minutes.
After the train trip, a carriage ride to Troon, we found lodgings at a small inn and pub near the waterfront. Holmes excused himself and said he would meet for supper. I spent the time wandering through the small town, impressed with the cleanliness and wonderful architecture of the residences, including Fullarton House.
I found a table for us back at the pub and enjoyed a pint, or three, waiting for Holmes’ return. Right at eight o’clock, he mosied through the front door and joined me.
“Have you had a productive afternoon, Holmes?”
“Absolutely. You know my methods. I have used the same out"t that you chronicled in The Sign of Four, the look of a down-on-his-luck sailor. A survey of the local bars inhabited by the seamen of the area has uncovered our myste‐ rious Mr. Etherege. A trip to the local post o$ce has supplied his home address. After dinner, I propose we pay a short, but hopefully fruitful, visit to the Etherege residence.”
An hour later found us wandering next to the Troon library, along the beachfront, and then into a less than stellar part of the town. Holmes led down a narrow alley, with door fronts on either side. Finally, stopping at one with a multi-coloured façade, he knocked gently. Soon, a wicked-looking woman of indeterminate age answered. Holmes asked for Mr. Etherege, and we were shown into a “shabby” residence.
As there was no sitting-room, or anything resembling such, we were seated
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at a small dining table in the kitchen. The missus of the home traipsed up a back stairwell, shouting for her husband. A few minutes later, a man whom I assume to be Mr. Etherege descended the stairs.
“Gentlemen, I am sorry, I was not expecting any visitors. What may I do for you.?”
“Am I addressing Mr. Lewis Etherege, retired boat captain?”
“You do have me at a disadvantage, but yes that is me.”
We introduced ourselves, and Holmes spent no time in speaking about our purpose in visiting.
“Mr. Etherege, I have been retained by Mrs. James Phillimore to determine the whereabouts of her husband, and if possible reunited the two. During an interview, she indicated you may have information on his location. Can I count on you to aid in this investigation?”
“I can provide you all that you need to know… even though you will not believe me.”
“And why would I not accept your explanation?”
“Because to this day, I still don’t believe it myself. If you don’t mind, I need to put down a shot or two before I begin.”
Holmes and I sat quietly as this elderly sailor gathered his thoughts and courage through the downing of a moderate amount of alcohol.
“I will begin by saying I had no idea what was behind this whole debacle, but by the time I "gured it out, I was in too deep to pull out. I believe the same can be said of James, or Mr. Phillimore.
“For years, Phillimore was doing quite well in the import/export business. I captained a small two-masted barque, the Sophy Anderson. James would contract with me to carry various cargos to various ports on the continent.
“All that changed three years ago. While he was here negotiating a deal in the nearby village of Abbas Parva, Phillimore was approached by a local politi‐ cian, Grice Patterson, who served on the County Council. He was behind a radical scienti"c program, funded by a well-known but most repulsive philan‐ thropist in the London area.
“By the way, have either of you read The Island of Dr. Moreau, by the esteemed author, H.G. Wells?”
I responded, “Yes, it was a very interesting fantasy on the shaky ethics of the scienti"c community.”
“Well, here is the first of the things you will not believe. The story was not fantasy. It was a true narrative of the scientific experimentation conducted by Dr. Moreau to join together individuals from two different species. And what of the protagonist, Edward Pendrick, who ultimately
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escaped the island, returned to London, and finally, left civilization to own devices?
“He brought back many of the notes of Dr. Moreau, and chose to take on one of the scientist’s most innovative ideas. Simply put, is it possible to grow animals much larger than Mother Nature intended? Pendrick believed he could single-handedly solve much of the world’s food shortage crisis, by simply growing animals to three, four, even ten times their normal size. Imagine, the beef from one cow could feed a family for a year.
“Pendrick found a remote, deserted island located between the island of Islay and the Hebrides. It is approximately 50 miles west by northwest of the Ruvaal Lighthouse.”
“Interesting that it was not habited by anyone.”
“It is surrounded by a dense fog bank, one that is almost unimaginable. It takes a special power to cross through the fog, evading rocks that will take down almost any size boat, before you can reach the one natural harbour of the island.
“it was the perfect place for Pendrick to set up a lab, stables, and everything he would need to fuel his experiments.
“But he needed someone he could trust to deliver supplies, feed, test animals, and many other things to the island… someone who could keep a secret. And this same person would need to be able to export animals once they were given the serum.
“That’s where Phillimore and I came in. James could "nd the supplies they needed, and I provided the boat.”
“I thought your boat, the Sophy Anderson, was a two-masted barque. Surely not the type of boat you would use for this short of journeys.”
“You are correct. But sadly, the Sophy was lost on one of the trips to the continent to deliver a few treated animals. I would like to think the boat sank during bad weather, but that simply did not happen. I will explain later. So, Mr. Phillimore purchased a small cutter, the Alicia, that could serve our purpose of running between the island and the mainland.
“I would run the supplies and animals to the island each week, and once a month, Phillimore would accompany me to discuss "nances and future plans with Pendrick. We never met Patterson or the unnamed philanthropist.
“This arrangement had run smoothly for the past two and a half years or so, but about six months ago, things went wrong. So very wrong.”
“In what way?” Holmes asked.
“It got out of control. The animals because vicious. We could not handle them. And who knows what has happened to the few exported to the far reaches of the world. The idea was these creatures would grow in a more
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natural environment, not a lab. We could monitor their progress. But all of them have disappeared. We could not track them. And now we must fear the damage they may in!ict on mankind.”
“Tell where those animals were sent, and what they were.”
“It started very small. A treated worm was sent to Isadora Persano, the well-known journalist. He had o#ered to watch the growth of the worm in return for an exclusive chance to publish the results of the experiments in the future. I have read Persano was found stark raving mad at his house just last month.
“Mr. Patterson asked for us to deliver a red leech to the home of Crosby the banker. At the time, we did not realize this was an act of vengeance, as Crosby had denied Patterson a loan several years ago. You can only imagine what a leech, ten times its normal size, can do to the human body. I believe the coroner thought a vampire had sucked all the blood out of the demised.
“Several lizards, including a Gila monster, were taken by ship to South America—
I had to interrupt. “Please don’t tell me these animals were found by Professor Challenger on a remote plateau of the Amazon River.”
“Exactly. But sadly, there’s more. Pendrick removed the shell o# of a large leatherback turtle (he found the shell would not grow with the body). That turtle was released into one of the largest water bodies in Scotland, Loch Ness.
“Three simians were provided the serum. One was shipped to the Himalayas to see if the larger body size could survive the cold environment of the mountains. One was shipped to the southeastern United States, to see if his larger body mass could survive the hot, humid conditions.
“And the largest of the three was shipped to a remote island in the Paci$c Ocean. I believe it is known as skull island.”
“We even sprayed dozen or so !eas with the serum to see what e#ect it would have if absorbed through the skin. They were sent to a traveling circus, the Ronder Circus I believe, to perform as trained !eas. All went well for a few months until they escaped their box and attacked Vittoria, the Circus Belle.”
Holmes sighed. “I can only surmise a rat, formerly from the island of Suma‐ tra, was introduced into the sewer system of London to see how it could deal with that environment.”
“Holmes, that was the rodent which was believed to have killed young Perkins outside the Holborn Bar and destroyed the Grosvenor Square furniture van.”
The last ones I know that were sent o# were two squids which were taken to the middle of the Atlantic Ocean and released. Surely, you have read of the
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experience the Nautilus of Jules Verne’s adventure story had with the two massive creatures.”
“I have heard enough. Obviously, Pendrick’s madness must be dealt with. But my immediate concern is returning Phillimore to his distraught wife. How do I reach him?”
“You can’t. Again, this is hard to believe. Reaching the island is literally impossible. The fogbank is impenetrable without the proper resources.”
“And what are those resources?”
“Pendrick found a trio of cormorants living on the island. Somehow, he found their innate ability to maneuver through the fog, dodging the lethal rock outcroppings and safely landing in the harbour. Pendrick captured the birds, trained them to sit on our boat, and through various sounds, guided the boat through the fog.
“Five months ago, Phillimore and I took the Alicia, with one of the trained cormorants, through the fog to the harbour. Once we alit, we made our way to the camp. Everything was destroyed. The lab was ablaze. We found Pendrick in the rubble of the stables, barely conscious and breathing.
“He explained to us a large group of shrews had inadvertently been given the serum. Not only did they grow to enormous proportions, but they became "erce, chewed their way through the pens holding them, and went on a night of destruction. The sta# and help were all killed, and Pendrick set "re to the lab to destroy the remainder of animals, as well as his notes. He passed away at that point.
“Phillimore and I made our way back to the harbour. Sadly, we were attacked near the shoreline. Phillimore was carried o# into the trees by a shrew the size of a donkey or horse.
“I boarded the Alicia, but knew I could not launch and sail the ship by myself. So, I gathered up the trained bird, loaded myself and su$cient food and water for a few-day trip, and set o# in a rowboat. By the way, I set "re to the Alicia itself, removing any involvement on my part to this sad tale.
“Once the bird had cleared the fog bank, he %ew o#, returning to his native home on the island.
“I was soon picked up by a passing "shing boat and brought back to the mainland.
“That’s my story, gentlemen. And I am sticking to it.”
“And a story it is. Once last small point. Mrs. Phillimore stated you would know the signi"cance of the umbrella Mr. Phillimore went into the house to retrieve.”
“That was a small joke between he and I. As you are aware an umbrella is
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used to protect the carrier from the elements. Thus, we referred to the cormorants as our umbrellas, as they protected us also from the elements.”
There is not much left for me to tell of the story. Of course, Holmes went back to London, and by letter, informed Mrs. Phillimore that indeed her husband had found a much younger woman while in Troon, and had decided to run o" with her to the States.
It seemed the kindest way to end this tragic story.
THE END
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July 26, 1930
My Dear Watson,
Seriously?
In the "rst paragraph you steal a line from one of the most beloved novels of the 19th Century. You compound the issue by stealing a line from a beagle who sits on a doghouse.
You have succeeded. You have written a tale not suitable for The Strand, or even the Boys' Brigade Gazette.
You may try your luck with Punch.
I am thankful your literary agent is not around to see this latest e#ort.
Greenhough Smith
Greenhough Smith
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Parsley, Sage, Rosemary…and
Crime
J. T. Page Jr.
Following his retirement in 1903, Holmes and I did not see each other as often as one might wish. He continues living in Sussex. I remain semi-retired in London with my medical practice in Marylebone and occasional consultation with Scotland Yard. I am also in the process of completing what is likely the capstone story of our adventures and am thinking of calling it “His Final Bow.”
Holmes and I did, however, get together at his home a few weekends ago. We spoke about the many adventures that took place in Sussex and brie"y discussed several cases. These included The Valley of Fear, plus a handful of short stories such as “Black Peter,” “The Musgrave Ritual” and, of course, “The Sussex Vampire.” Holmes reminded me of the particularly “dreadful business” featuring the Abernetty family that he previously requested I not document. It was certainly one of our darker experiences. For whatever reason, my great friend casually gave me permission to write about it, but only if I might be so inclined.
Earlier today, during a consultation with Scotland Yard concerning a poisoning case, I was reminded of my discussion with Holmes and his permis‐ sion to publish. I am now disposed to put pen to paper and document how a tri"e became a singular event.
Over the past decade or two, I have mulled over many of our unpublished cases. I frequently think of the Abernetty business…the one featuring the depth which the parsley had sunk into the butter on a hot day.
The case had several interesting features, involved a few unforgettable
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characters, and actually covered a period of several years and multiple loca‐ tions. It was also one of the earliest cases for our partnership after we #rst met in 1881 and I originally addressed it in “The Six Napoleans.”
Parsley
The Abernetty family primarily focused on two men, actually twin broth‐ ers, named Oliver and Albert. The popular expression “polar opposites” describes them perfectly. The older twin, Oliver, was a complex and evil char‐ acter and had a well-deserved reputation for dastardly deeds. Albert, on the other hand, was a decent family man but was not talented in handling money. He was often in debt due to a minor, but unfortunate, gambling addiction. I later learned through a family member that betting on horse races was the primary source of trouble.
At one point, the debts Albert accumulated reached a threatening level of almost 1,000 pounds. The only one he could reach out to for help was his brother. Although predictably belligerent and critical, Oliver agreed to loan his brother the funds needed. But he imposed an interest rate of 25 per-cent for the loan and one year to pay it o$. Albert had no choice but to agree.
A year had passed. During this time Albert’s wife passed away and he was left to raise a daughter. He worked multiple jobs but had only been able to pay back a few hundred pounds on the loan. To make matters worse, he felt his own health was beginning to fail. With his scant resources, Albert took out a life insurance policy on himself with his daughter as bene#ciary.
In time, Oliver Abernetty grew more and more impatient about not being paid back in full. As a temporary solution, Albert o$ered to add his brother as bene#ciary on his policy. Oliver agreed to a year extension…but only if he was named as sole bene#ciary. Once again, Albert had to comply.
A few months after this exchange, Holmes and I were staying at the extremely comfortable Chalk Farm Hotel in Eastbourne, Sussex as we engaged in another adventure. I recall this was during the “Black Peter” a$air.
Weather permitting, the hotel lunch was served outdoors in a spacious veranda which comfortably contained twelve tables. During one afternoon of our stay, my friend asked me to look at a display of food near our table. It contained over a dozen butter dishes which were waiting to be served to the numbered tables. I replied that I saw nothing out of the ordinary. Holmes, as he has done on more than one occasion, reminded me that I see but do not observe.
Holmes then abruptly stood and walked me over to the table which was
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shaded from the hot sun by a large tree. There lay numerous pre-prepared salads along with bread-and-butter dishes. Each was assigned a table number from 1 through 12. He pointed to the items assigned to table seven. He asked me to look again and note the bread-and-butter dish. I now saw that, unlike any of the other similar dishes, not only had the parsley sunk into the patty of butter, but there was a slight sickly green discoloration evident as well.
My initial reaction was to whistle in puzzled surprise.
Sage
There is actually much that can be said about this strange episode but I will simply summarize. The authorities were alerted and ultimately were able to conclude that the butter contained a substantial amount of arsenic. It was also determined that table seven was assigned to the Abernetty brothers who were meeting there for lunch. Albert was alerted to the situation but Oliver, who apparently planned to cause his brother’s death in order to collect the insur‐ ance money, was nowhere to be found. Holmes did not feel compelled to pursue the case any further than he had and was content to leave it in the hands of the local authorities. I learned that Albert, who passed away a few years later from natural causes, had never heard another word from Oliver. And reportedly, Oliver Abernetty was killed shortly thereafter when he fell down an open elevator shaft in London’s Grosvenor House. The police report listed it as “death by misadventure.”
But Holmes and his keen skills, even with something as innocent as parsley, had once again proven extraordinary in preventing a despicable crime.
Although I do not recall ever using the word “sage” to describe Sherlock Holmes, it is an apt description of the man. It came to mind as I recently read the English translation of Psychological Types published by Swiss psychiatrist Dr. Carl Jung in 1921.
Jung developed 12 archetypes and “Sage” is considered one of the rarest categories. I became intrigued by this discovery and sought out additional information which served to reinforce this latest description concerning my friend.
It is evident that Sherlock Holmes is the textbook example of Jung’s Sage archetype. One source noted that this category represents logic, reason, and the relentless pursuit of truth, often detached from emotion…and a deep under‐ standing of the world that allows him to see truths that others miss. And unlike a traditional, serene elder, it can easily be said that Holmes is an eccentric and
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active sage whose wisdom is centered on analytical deduction rather than philosophical contemplation.
I further discovered another source who noted the following typical sage characteristics which most certainly can be applied to Holmes:
Logical reasoning and analysis: Holmes's primary method was his scienti"c approach to observation and deduction. He gathered data from minute, seemingly insigni"cant details and used pure logic to arrive at conclusions that others found impossible.
Pursuit of knowledge: The sage archetype values knowledge above all, a trait re#ected in Holmes's "brain attic," which he meticulously "lled with only information he deemed useful. He possessed an encyclopedic, if specialized, knowledge base covering subjects from chemistry and forensic science to the geography of London. Mastery and expertise: Holmes has sculpted his mind into a specialized instrument for his profession. His relentless pursuit of intellectual perfection suggested a life path where mastery is the ultimate goal, and the world is a puzzle to be solved. Guidance and mentorship: Holmes has served as a mentor to me, teaching lessons about observation and logic throughout our adventures. I might observe that I provided the human element and grounding that Holmes's purely intellectual nature lacked. Detachment and objectivity: To a sage, emotions can cloud judgment. Holmes often approached cases with a calculated, sometimes aloof, detachment that allowed him to remain calm and e$ective in chaos. He prioritized factual data over feelings though, in my view, his later life revealed a deeper sense of compassion.
If I had to choose one word to describe Holmes, it doubtless would be “sage.”
Rosemary
Those familiar with my scratchings are aware that I rarely address the personal lives of Holmes or myself. As I approach my inevitable dotage, I tend to think from time to time of my younger years.
As you will now learn, there was at least one other member of the Aber‐ netty family who became important to the overall story. Her name was Rose‐ mary. She was the daughter of Albert Abernetty.
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She and I met by chance at another Sussex hotel a year or so after the parsley a!air. Her father had obtained new employment. Rosemary was working as a waitress at the hotel where Holmes and I were staying during the “Sussex Vampire” matter.
I shall not dwell on this special memory even though I once again #nd myself a widower.
Su$ce it to say we were both relatively young and unattached when we met and there was an instantaneous connection. She was beautiful, wonderful, and the most exciting member of her species I have ever known. Although we parted in sweet sorrow after less than a month together, I still feel a special a$nity for her that I had not known before or ever since.
You will recall that Holmes brie%y had Irene Adler (“the woman”) in his life. But as for me, I will always think of Rosemary as “ the girl.”
Crime
Prior to ending this story, it may be of passing interest to note that the ancient Romans considered parsley to be a symbol of death and rebirth. I have found those topics to be manifest in my experience and can apply to major in%uences in my career in medicine or addressing the many facets of crime and its criminals.
I imagine one of the reasons I did not publish the Abernetty story earlier was to protect Holmes a bit and, if I am honest, probably myself as well. While he sometimes took it upon himself to be the judge and jury of a crime (such as with “The Blue Carbuncle”), I considered that potential murder via poisoning at a hotel lunch to be a particularly wicked event. It was a 19th Century Cain and Abel story. Holmes did not feel any compunction to track Oliver Aber‐ netty to the ends of the earth. I imagine it is reasonable and fair to conclude that he had done enough.
I hope the same can one day be said about myself.
Time marches on and I must conclude. In retrospect, thanks to Holmes, my life has been a splendid escapade #lled with adventure, friendship, and the inspiration to write, even about such diverse topics as parsley, sage, Rosemary… and crime.
THE END
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Dr. John H. Watson
221B Baker Street
London
NW1
Dr. Watson:
We are writing in regard to your latest submission to The Strand. We reviewed your story with great interest but must advise, in its current form, it must be returned to you for further editing.
The issue is not the story which we found to be excellent and on a par with your previous work. The rejection is based solely on the title of the piece. If you would consider changing the original title, we would enthusiastically accept your resubmission.
Our editorial sta" has prepared the following titles for your consideration:
The Sussex Succotash
The Solitary Salad
The Cardboard Box Lunch
The Final Parsley
The Blanched Butter
His Last Supper (our particular favorite)
Thank you in advance for the favor of a response.
The Strand Editorial Sta"
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The Case of the Uninvited
Underclassman
James Robinson, MA, Deck-Mate
My dear Watson:
Well, it has !nally happened. We have had a great relationship with The Strand Magazine. Indeed, their good fortunes can be traced directly to your stories of Sherlock Holmes. But, despite our long and pro!table history with The Strand Magazine, we have received our !rst rejection notice for your most recent submission, “The Case of the Uninvited Underclassman.” Please see the enclosed note:
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Sir Arthur Conan Doyle:
Thank you for your most recent submission, “The Case of the Uninvited Underclassman”.
It is with regret that The Strand cannot publish this story at this time. The story does not meet our requirements for accuracy, and could result in embar‐ rassments or even lawsuits from unnamed principals or institutions.
We urge you to continue to contribute stories in the future, but this partic‐ ular story falls short of your excellent body of work.
Sincerely,
The Strand Magazine Editorial Board
I feel that I must point out that I had voiced misgivings about this story when you #rst sent it to me. The public indeed has a keen interest in the youthful Sherlock Holmes and his beginnings as an investigator, but this story, set when Holmes was a callow Level 1 at St. John’s College, had the potential to be embarrassing to our editor, Herbert Greenhough Smith, personally. Now, Mr. Smith showed remarkable tolerance when you poked fun at his habit of using a pince-nez in your story, “The Adventure of the Golden Pince-Nez”. Oh, you successfully de$ected attention by making the protagonist female, but even so, rumors swirled around the Strand o%ces that you were making merry at Smith’s expense. Those of us who know Smith have also noticed that some of your descriptions of Holmes might be also applied to Smith – tall, lean, unemo‐ tional, and a chain smoker.
The story started well enough. You describe Holmes as a teenager, “tall, slender to the point of gangling, shy, and stand-o%sh. He much preferred quiet study in the labs and library to interacting with his fellow students. His fellow students, then, poked fun at him incessantly, trying to get him to react. An upperclassman named Finnegan singled him out for abuse, and called Holmes “a stack of books with legs”. The young Holmes had only one friend, a lad
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named Victor Trevor, whom Holmes had met after Victor’s dog had bit him. If Holmes was ever outside of the lab or the library, he would likely be in the company of Victor Trevor.”
I must admit that your description of a shy, unassuming Holmes brought a smile to my face. We often forget that he could not have blossomed fully grown onto the scene like some Victorian Athena! I do wonder whatever became of Victor Trevor, whom you only mention in one other story. Your description of his study habits is re!ected in his later operations on Baker Street, as well as his interests in Chemistry and Biology.
Next, you share descriptions of the St. John’s College Upperclassmen’s Club. The St. John’s Upperclassmen’s Club is a bit of an odd duck. It is partly a space for upperclassmen to gather, and it is based loosely upon any number of gentlemen’s clubs in London, like Mycroft Holmes’ Diogenes Club. The building is a former small dormitory, which the students have remade into this secret private gathering space. However, there are also rooms available, like a fraternity house, and a set of highly-secret by-laws, making it almost a secret society like the infamous Skull and Bones Club at Yale University in America. The by-laws demand strict secrecy, no admission of women, visitors limited in number and only to members in good standing, no admission of underclassmen, and no boisterous or raucous horseplay allowed. Several of the characters mentioned as members are now prominent citizens and instantly recognizable, especially Herbert Greenhough Smith (whom you refer to as “Harry Jones”. Really? Smith and Jones?). Your normal talent for discretion and obfuscation appears to have failed you in this instance.
On the day in question, Holmes and Trevor were merely walking across the campus when they were caught up in a swirling mass of students heading towards the Upperclassmen’s Club. Rumors abounded in the crowd of violence, kidnapping, assault, and perhaps even murder of a trespassing female underclassman. Of course, many in the crowd also were excited about entering this Sanctum Sanctorum that was o"-limits to almost everyone. Even Holmes had some curiosity about that, so he and Trevor followed the onlookers into the previously inaccessible Great Hall of the Upperclassmen’s Club.
There were faculty members and proctors trying to maintain order, while the bulk of the club members huddled behind them, obviously very frightened. The Dean quieted the crowd, and explained the circumstances. A young woman had been seen breaking into the Club under cover of darkness, and had not been seen in several hours. An alarm was raised, but a thorough search of the rooms and hall had revealed nothing. Only a few drops of blood were found in the doorway of the Great Hall, and a torn piece of uniform outside one of the
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member’s doors upstairs. The young woman had not been seen leaving, yet she did not appear to be present either. The current discussion concerned the involvement of Scotland Yard to track down the missing student. This would, of course, lead to the disgrace and possible closure of the Upperclassmen’s Club, with possible criminal charges being leveled against people who were on the track to being civic leaders, and call into question the Club’s reputation.
It is much to Holmes’ credit that he was able to observe the circumstances and discover the cause so quickly, defusing the situation that might have brought down the Club entirely. As you put it, “Suddenly, in the midst of the deliberations, the strong, young voice of Sherlock Holmes rang out. “Stop! The young lady is here, and unless I am very mistaken, she is unharmed!” At that, Holmes moved to the center of the hall, where a line of serving tables sat. Holmes had observed that only one of them had a table skirt, and sure enough, when Holmes removed the table skirt, the missing girl tumbled onto the !oor. “Please, sirs!”, she cried. “I just wanted to see what was inside the Club, but when the alarm was raised, my only thought was to get out of sight.” She had pricked her "nger while picking the old lock on the door, accounting for the blood that was found there.”
But, here is the rub. After the incident was over, there was generally a feeling of relief, if not joy, by the members. A police investigation had been avoided, the Club was no longer under scrutiny, possible scandal had been averted, and rumors of violent crimes had been revealed to be a simple case of misguided curiosity. Sherlock Holmes was even o#ered a future member ship in the Club, which he declined. (Holmes would transfer to Cambridge before dropping out of college entirely.)
You then describe one member (“Harry Jones”, obviously Herbert Green‐ hough Smith) who stood aside and was completely unemotional and untouched by the celebration. He preferred to speculate about possible rumors across the campus, what the papers might say, possible required changes to the by-laws, and a host of some further unknown repercussions that might yet ensue. The other members, seeing this lack of joviality, rather boisterously began calling him “Calamity Jones”. Mr. Herbert Smith would rather have the incident forgotten entirely, as well as the name “Calamity Smith”, which attached itself to him as a result of this incident, and a name that he abhors.
It is thus completely understandable that Herbert Greenhough Smith would not particularly enjoy the world knowing all about these circumstances, even if Sherlock Holmes did play a signi"cant role in their resolution. Seeing Holmes as a Level 1 was interesting, but some things in the past should remain
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there. Your story doubtless in!amed old wounds, and have probably caused embarrassment to our editor.
In short, Watson, you should never bite the hand that feeds you! This story is truly one of those that should not be published, and indeed, so long as Herbert Smith is editor, it probably will not be.
Our collaboration has been long and fruitful, and I look forward to your next story, which I will duly submit to the Strand as usual. I have no doubt that it will be published, unless you purposely insult the Queen!
Sincerely,
Arthur Conan Doyle
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle
THE END
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The following testimony – including excerpts of diary entries, copies of handwritten letters and other correspondence – were discovered amongst a cache of private papers belonging to Jerome Watson, great-great-grandson of Holden, beleaguered brother of Dr. John H. Watson, as part of a bequest upon his passing. Jerome departed this world in June of 2006, whereupon this treasure trove belonging to his famed ancestor, previously prohibited from publication, has now entered into the public domain. Despite its still contentious nature, it may now be laid before the public without fear of legal reprisal or of compromising the good name of those who may have played a role. While doing so may forever portray its most signi!cant protagonists in a very di"erent light than history records, in the interests of truth, it is a story that begs to be told. While there is no intention to besmirch the memory of “a certain gracious lady,” the disclosure of these papers may well solve a mystery which has until the present moment been merely a source of speculation and debate. The papers, in an assortment of shapes and sizes, were found wrapped in plain brown paper and tied with thin, worn string. Those who cast their eyes upon these communications and private thoughts may draw their own conclusions as to its authenticity. The documents are reproduced here exactly as Dr. Watson discovered them, without any attempt at editorialising or emendation. However disputed their contents, altogether they form a compelling account, which at the very least merits renewed exploration into these delicate and contentious matters.
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H. Greenhough Smith, Editor of the Strand Magazine, to Dr. John H. Watson
6 March 1906
Dear Dr. Watson,
While we have welcomed all your previous contributions to our publica‐ tion, we regret to inform you that The Strand must respectfully decline to publish your most recent submission, for reasons which must be painfully obvious.
Yr. servant,
Greenhough Smith
![]()
Dr. Watson to H. Greenhough Smith
7 March 1906
Sir:
To say your decision not to publish my most recent authorial submission has astounded and confused me is a gross understatement. Though you claim the reasons for your refusal are self-evident, they are, to say the least, incompre‐ hensible to me. I am therefore requesting a more fulsome explanation for this startling and unexpected pronouncement.
In anticipation of an early reply,
I am, sir, yr. obedient servant,
Dr. John H. Watson
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H. Greenhough Smith to Dr. Watson
8 March 1906
Dr. Watson,
I !nd your confusion over this matter somewhat disingenuous, though I will of course comply with your request for a more comprehensive response as to why we are compelled to reject your monograph. As you are aware, you are one of the most popular contributors to our publication. Your accounts of the exploits of your colleague Sherlock Holmes, the world’s !rst consulting detec‐ tive, have proven immensely well received by the public, lucrative to you personally, and have contributed to the circulation of The Strand in a mean‐ ingful way. However, the editorial board is steadfast in its refusal to entertain placing your disquisition, however well-intentioned, in print. To do so would most certainly jeopardise our position with the reading public, while we would undoubtedly place ourselves in an untenable position with the Royal Family. While your determination to incur the wrath of His Majesty is entirely a matter of your own choosing, I would point out that should the King elect to prosecute for libel, we risk losing our magazine altogether and could possibly be held liable for thousands of pounds in damages. While your treatise may not be without merit, it is our duty !rst and foremost – far beyond entertaining the readership – to protect the integrity of the Crown.
Further, we do not wish to lend this narrative any more credence than it has already garnered. We are only too aware that the King has done everything in his power to suppress the rumours and speculation surrounding this matter, and your allegations would only reignite an already in#ammatory subject. While I appreciate your fealty to the Late Sovereign, it appears that your objec‐ tive is to resurrect a subject that ought to remain buried. Moreover, we cannot but question the authenticity of your documentation and the accuracy of your reportage, which, we fear, may be based upon no more than groundless spec‐ ulation.
We at The Strand are astonished – and slightly appalled – that you would presume to put pen to paper with claims so unsubstantiated, so heretical, so incriminating, so potentially defamatory that I might not be given to hyperbole when I suggest that should this piece !nd its way into publication, you risk !nding yourself incarcerated in Newgate, charged with treason. Do you not see that your intrusive examination of these matters will inevitably cast a shadow over the unblemished reign of a digni!ed and respectable monarch? Our late
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sovereign was not, after all, a criminal. Might I suggest that you apply your friend Sherlock Holmes’s methods of observation and investigation to some more suitable cause.
![]()
Dr. Watson to Greenhough Smith
10 March 1906
Sir:
I fail to see how my commentary (which arguably is more evidence than conjecture) could possibly be construed as either libelous or treasonous, when it is largely comprised of the Queen’s own words and those in her immediate circle who were at the time and remain to this day in a position to know the truth of these matters. Far from wishing to denigrate her memory, I would be loathe to impute the character of one I have ever found to be nothing but worthy of fealty and admiration.
To accuse me of a treasonous act is nothing short of ludicrous. I hasten to assure you that in meticulously assembling this chronicle, my sole purpose is to once and for all reveal the truth on this subject, which for close to half a century has swirled amidst controversy and speculation. It is my !rm belief that the august lady in question would have desired the truth to be revealed and her position made clear, even beyond the grave. It is you at The Strand who is thwarting her will, while permitting aspersions to be cast upon a great and noble personage. I ask you for the !nal time to reconsider your position and acquiesce to what she clearly would have willingly and enthusiastically endorsed.
![]()
Greenhough Smith to Dr. Watson
10 March 1906
Dr. Watson:
Whether your documentation is sound or not, these are personal and con!‐ dential matters that were never intended for public consumption. It would not be either in your interests, ours, or the nation’s to publish in this instance. Our decision on this matter is !nal and irrevocable and ought not to be revisited. Let us hear no more on the subject.
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Dr. Watson to Sherlock Holmes on vacation at Brighton 10 April 1906
I would not presume to intrude upon your recreational activities in which you indulge so rarely were this not a matter of some urgency. In truth, I find myself in what I fear is an untenable position, for which I seek your wise counsel. Perhaps you will be better able to judge the situation if you will allow me to include copies of my correspondence with Greenhough Smith, as well as a sampling of the evidence I have successfully managed to assemble with regards to this case. For I am indeed piecing together a case nearly as baffling as any with which you have been faced over the years, and am attempting to use your methods to solve it. In so doing, I have unleashed the ire of The Strand and incurred accusations of my efforts being so incendiary as to ignite a firestorm. And yet, what I am attempting to do is quite the opposite: to dispel the myths surrounding the life of the lady and replace them with truths, to reclaim her sensibility, and to recapture her voice from those who attempted to stifle it.
Will you permit me to convey to you some of the incontrovertible evidence which supports my claims? Is it your opinion that I ought to abandon my present endeavour, present my thesis to another publication, or await a more propitious time to take up my cause? I should be indebted if you would advise me as to my best course of action.
![]()
Sherlock Holmes to Dr. Watson
12 April 1906
By all means forward me copies of the documents that support your case. Whether you ought to proceed is quite another matter. Nevertheless, I shall o"er my honest and forthright opinion on the subject. I should be only too happy to join you in your quest to honour Her Late Majesty. I too have an abiding admiration for “a certain gracious lady.” You will recall that I pock‐ marked our wall at 221B in bullet holes with her initials, and was awarded a remarkably $ne emerald tie-pin at Windsor in exchange for a small commission which I was pleased to perform on her behalf.
I shall ever remember that day and treasure her generous gift, and should
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be proud to pay tribute to her in any way that I can. Incidentally, where on earth did you come by all this personal and very incriminating material?
![]()
Dr. Watson to Sherlock Holmes
14 April 1906
I am not at liberty to divulge my sources, as I have made inviolable assurances. However, I may be permitted to say that I was given liberal access to the late Queen’s private journals held in the Windsor Archives, in addition to letters written to various correspondents who were in a position to know the truth of these matters. It is clear to me that she longed to share her devotion to her beloved servant (and as it came to pass, so much more than servant) with the world. I am merely ful!lling her most heartfelt desire, to complete the task she assigned herself and was prevented from so doing by her heirs and assigns too prudish and too arrogant to allow her to perform. Though she began to set down the entire narrative in her own hand, with the intent of presenting it to the public, her plans were thwarted and her initial drafts destroyed at her pass‐ ing. Herewith I submit to you a selection of the documents in question, that you may judge for yourself their authenticity and their import.
[Author’s Note: Queen Victoria was a proli"c writer. As a diarist and correspondent she was unequalled, writing an average twenty-"ve hundred words a day, totalling approximately sixty million throughout her reign. Had she been a novelist, her complete works would have run to seven hundred volumes, in addition to notes, annotations and memoranda on a myriad of subjects.]
Queen Victoria to daughter Vicky, Crown Princess of Prussia 21 January 1863
I need not elaborate on the feelings of loneliness and emotional deprivation I’ve felt since beloved Papa’s passing over a year ago. I remain awash in grief, consumed in mourning, while at once quite weighed down with the burdens of the many duties which devolve upon me, constantly reminded that I am the Sovereign, for whom business can stop and wait for nothing. I am never easy for a moment, ever surrounded by courtiers, with never a moment of solitude to call my own. I was always terribly nervous on all public occasions, most espe‐
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cially at the opening of Parliament, but then I had the support of dear Papa, whose presence alone seemed a tower of strength, and by whose side I felt safe and supported under every trial. I am only too aware that my people have felt aggrieved at my isolation and apparent neglect of them. How little they under‐ stand how di"cult my life is, how demanding the work, and how diligently I execute it. And yet, I own that I have become increasingly withdrawn from public life and detest being ogled as I drive by or present myself at court.
Now dear Alice has made I proposal which I may take up, which is to summon John Brown, dear Papa’s ghillie, from Balmoral to tend to my needs and to take me each day for an outing in the open air like those in which we used to delight. I ever associate him with those days passed so happily at our beloved Balmoral, with its glorious scenery and heavenly air, its solitude and absence of all contact with the more miserable frivolities and worldliness of this wicked world. The mountains seem fresh from God’s hand, nearer to Heaven, and John Brown is inalienable from that time and that place. I recall how enchanting our expeditions in the Highlands would be, travelling incognito, staying at inns and visiting with the amiable inhabitants of nearby cottages under assumed names. I doubt very much we actually fooled anyone with the pseudonyms Lord and Lady Churchill, though I delighted in the feigned anonymity. How I wish I could relive those blissful days once more. I recall how Brown acted as my factotum, ever perched on the box of our carriage (with the exception of the occasional lapse when he found himself in a somewhat disconcerting state of “bashfulness,” overcome from imbibing too many “sper‐ ruts.” How very amusing that he often put up at the Temperance Hotel!) Yet he took such wonderful care of us, serving us luncheon from a basket, so handy about cloaks and shawls, leading my pony, and attending me out of doors. So good and faithful a servant I have never known before or since. I await his arrival with anticipation.
![]()
Queen’s Journal
10 April 1863
He has arrived at last!! When I #rst met Brown at Balmoral in 1850, he was a strapping, good looking lad of 23, 6’4”, with fair, curly hair. He is manly in his kilt still, rugged, congenial and willing and able to take on any task. I feel my good humour returning already.
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Note from Queen Victoria to John Brown
22 May 1863
My most sincere expressions of gratitude for the nosegay of orange blossoms. How could you have known they are my favourite !ower? I wore them in my hair at my wedding to dearest Albert. Day by day you become uncannily his incarnation – and increasingly indispensable to me. I must confess, I feel quite giddy, bewilderingly !uttery inside. I cannot fathom the cause.
![]()
Queen’s Journal
10 October 1863
What a horri"c incident occurred three days ago. We were out in the carriage, stopping for tea before returning home. It was dark, and the guide (who had likely been imbibing) had some trouble following the road. Moments after Brown descended to point the way, the carriage overturned. Alice and Lenchen were thrown to the ground, and I am certain that our lives were only spared by Brown’s quick thinking and strong hand. What a blessing he is. I have spent the last three days in bed, raw meat over my black eye and nursing a sore neck and a sprained thumb.
![]()
Queen’s Journal
15 March 1864
What a comfort Brown is to me. He is constantly by my side, guiding my horse, seated on my carriage, carrying me when I cannot walk, caring for my shawls, lifting me over stony ground and steep terrain. He makes me feel sheltered, protected. I have come to rely upon him for nearly everything. I have now appointed him to attend me always and everywhere out of doors, whether riding or driving or on foot; and it is a real comfort, for he is so devoted to me – so simple, so intelligent, so cheerful and attentive, so unlike an ordinary servant. No one cares for me as he does and our sensibilities are perfectly aligned.
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Despite the many services he performs – or

perhaps because of them – he is despised by many, admired by only a few, which both grieves and vexes me. I am only too aware that he is reviled in many quarters, though he ought to be vaunted and acclaimed, both for his chivalrous and resolute manner and for the numerous good o!ces he provides me. He is my shield and my sword, the most intimate friend of my life, and has become increasingly indispensable to my well-being.
![]()
Queen’s Journal
22 December 1864
His observations upon everything he sees and hears are excellent, and many show how superior in feeling, sense and judgment he is. I have taken him permanently as my personal servant for out of doors – besides cleaning my things and doing “odd” jobs – as I found it so convenient and saving me so much trouble to have one and the same person always for going out, and to give my orders to, which are taken by him personally to the stables. He comes to my room after breakfast and luncheon to get his orders – and everything is always right; he is so quiet, has such an excellent head and memory, and is besides so devoted, and attached and clever and so wonderfully able to interpret one’s wishes. He is a real treasure to me now, and I only wish those in higher o!ce were possessed of his sense and discretion. I adore him.
![]()
Bertie, Prince of Wales, to Vicky, his sister and Crown Princess of Prussia 10 May 1867
I abhor him. I detest him. What a crude, crass, coarse fellow he is. Such impertinence, such audacity de#es imagination. We are appalled by his inso‐ lence and his impudence. Moreover, he treats the Queen with an entirely improper level of informality and familiarity which is unacceptable, if not outright scandalous. And yet, she tolerates his presumption and insubordina‐ tion and even #nds him an unaccountably congenial companion. Even more
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disturbing, he seems to exercise some proprietary rights, some inexplicable power over her. How I wish I could send him packing. While I await his inevitable demise, I refuse to even countenance his presence and shall do my best to take no notice of him whatever. And yet, she showers him with gifts, has ceded him a house, decorated him with medals, and conferred upon him the o!cial title “The Queen’s Highland Servant.” It is beyond infuriating.
![]()
Note from Queen Victoria to John Brown, slipped under his door undated
Our alliance de"es de"nition, superseding servant and sovereign. Others may question our familiarity, yet how refreshing it is to eschew the false #attery of the toadies and sycophants who surround me.
How can I ever express my gratitude to you for the gift of your mother’s wedding ring, which from this day forward I shall wear on the third "nger of my right hand. With it I pledge my troth to you.
![]()
Note from Queen Victoria to John Brown, slipped under his door undated
What is this power you have over me, at once endearing and captivating? Yes, that is indeed a "tting word, for I am your captive in more than one sense. There are moments when I, the Queen of a mighty Empire, believe myself to be nothing more than YOUR servant. You have "lled a void I was certain could never be replenished. I believed my heart was irretrievably broken, forever buried, never to be resurrected. And yet, by your side I am able to move through life again. You are my guide in all things, as your friendship has been transformative. Whatever should I do without you? No one loves you more than I do.
![]()
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Note from John Brown to Queen Victoria, slipped under her door undated
Nor you – than me. No one loves you more. I am quite as drawn to your childlike sensibilities as I am to your regal presence. And yet, we must remain vigilant of those who would disseminate falsehoods on account of our friend‐ ship, and the sniping of those tongue-wagging gossip mongers who little under‐ stand the true nature of our devotion and the vows we have made to one another. Nor can we be entirely unmindful of convention.
![]()
Note from Queen Victoria to John Brown, slipped under his door Undated
Convention breeds cowardice. I care not a "g for their bloviated bleatings, which will come to naught. I will not have my will usurped, nor my word chal‐ lenged. I have been guilty of no transgression, no indiscretion, no impropriety, nor have I engaged in indecorous conduct unbe"tting the dignity of a queen. To imply otherwise is blasphemous. It is a crime to impute the dignity of the Crown. We are the ruler, not the ruled, nor will We countenance the malicious mendacities perpetrated by these meretricious muckrakers with their small-minded, prudish ways. Is this the reward I reap after a lifetime of devotion and endless struggle on behalf of my people? I require neither the validation of my relations nor the approval of my ministers. Should they persist in their churlish chatter, they will come to learn that I am a force to be reckoned with. These unwarranted attacks upon my character and upon your good name MUST CEASE!! It is vexatious in the extreme. We will not be dictated to!!
![]()
Note from Queen Victoria to John Brown, slipped under his door undated
How insu#erable at times is a life in harness. You alone bring light to my life. Without you there is naught but darkness and despair, dreary duties, and the dreaded dispatch box. You are my solace, a comfort to me in my grief and a consolation to me in my troubles.
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Catherine Walters, mistress of the Prince of Wales, to Joseph Edgar Boehm, Court Sculptor
4 October 1872
Her Majesty has displayed a blatant disregard for propriety. She turns a blind eye to his fondness for drink, and cares not a jot for his coarse ways and brusque manner. This “friendship” – at the risk of o!ending the word to refer to it thus – is both absurd and unbecoming her position. Her children ridicule it and will not countenance it, referring to him facetiously as “Mamma’s Stallion.” They despise him for his drinking (which she refers to euphemistically as his “bash‐ fulness”), his cussing and his presumption. Her ministers barely tolerate him, gritting their teeth when compelled to endure his presence. And yet, she toler‐ ates his blatant solecisms, overlooks his #agrant breaches of protocol, and remains steadfast in her defense of him. How outrageous it is that their cham‐ bers are adjoining. One shudders to contemplate the implications of such ill-advised proximity to one another. Indeed, there have been reports of him entering her apartments at odd hours. Is it your opinion that he enjoys every conjugal privilege? Shocking!
![]()
Joseph Edgar Boehm to Catherine Walters
5 October 1872
Brown is a rude, unmannerly fellow. He has unbounded in#uence with the Queen and treats her with little respect, presuming in every way upon his posi‐ tion with her. It is the talk of the household that he is the queen’s lover, and she has become known amongst the ri!ra! as “Mrs. Brown.” Whatever the truth of that accusation, it is a known fact that she believes him to possess a sixth sense, that Albert’s soul has somehow passed into him, and that she is able to make contact with her late husband at séances through this fellow supposedly possessed of mystical powers. And yet, how she has been able to repeatedly overlook his alarming proclivities and indiscretions is inexplicable. Where does the line between servant, con$dante and lover become crossed?
![]()
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Queen’s Journal
1 March 1872
Brown has long been my constant companion, closest confidant and valued advisor. Today I add “savior and protector” to that list, when a would-be assassin pointed a loaded pistol at my head as I was enjoying my daily prome‐ nade in my carriage. As we drove around Hyde and Constitution Parks, a dreadful thing happened. Suddenly, someone appeared at my side, whom I at first imagined was a footman. Then I perceived it was a person unknown with an uplifted hand. At that moment Brown took quick action, wresting the weapon away and holding down the assailant until the police arrived. Thankfully I was unhurt, and it is to good Brown and to his wonderful pres‐ ence of mind that I greatly owe my safety. His is the best and truest heart that ever beat and he has become increasingly indispensable to my well-being. For his bravery and heroism I am awarding him the Victoria Devoted Service Medal.
![]()
Bertie, Prince of Wales to Vicky, Crown Princess of Prussia 3 March 1872
I have it on good authority that the pistol was faulty and unloaded. Nor would it shock me to learn that the young man who shot at her was o"ended that Her Majesty was making a mockery of her exalted position and by extension the Royal Family by entering into a scurrilous and salacious discourse with so lowly a subordinate. How I hate to see her mired in scandal and controversy.
![]()
Queen Victoria to Lord Charles FitzRoy
26 June 1867
Respecting the Queen’s faithful Brown, she is much vexed and astonished at an attempt being made by some people to prevent him from accompanying her to the Review in Hyde Park, thereby making the poor, nervous, shaken Queen – who is so accustomed to his watchful care – terribly shaken and uncomfortable. She would be glad if Lord Charles would come down tomorrow morning that she may have some conversation with him on this subject, with a view to what
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can be done to prevent her being teased and plagued with the interference of others, and moreover to make it completely understood once and for all that her Upper Highland Servant belongs to her outdoor attendants on State as well as private occasions. The Queen will not be made to alter what she has found to answer for her comfort. I am being sorely tried. By whose authority are these meddlesome miscreants anointed the standard bearers of moral decency to sit in judgment of a queen? Surely you are aware of the biblical admonition regarding glass house and stones! Above all, these spurious and specious attacks upon the moral character of the Queen and upon the good name of John Brown will no longer be tolerated!
![]()
Bertie to brother Arthur, Duke of Connaught
3 August 1875
The blackguard ought to be punished, if not severely reproved. His presumption is not to be borne. I can attest without the slightest hesitation that he is reviled at court and universally detested throughout the kingdom.
![]()
Prime Minister Disraeli to Matthew Arnold, British poet and cultural critic 21 August 1875
However the rest of the world judges the man, I own I have gained a modicum of respect for the fellow over the years. How could I do otherwise than admire his unstinting devotion to Her Majesty? Indeed, I praise HIM and "atter HER in equal measure, for I have discovered that with women, blandishments are the preferred course of action, and when it comes to Royalty, you would do well to lay it on with a trowel.
![]()
Queen’s Journal
3 September 1876
How I love our time spent alone, wandering the hills surrounding Balmoral. How solicitous he is, serving me a spot of tea sprinkled with a dollop of “sper‐
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ruts,” as he amusingly refers to a “wee dram of whisky.” What a joy it is to escape the rules and regulations of palace life and just enjoy each other’s company. Were my duties less onerous, I should !nd time to enjoy his company even more.
![]()
Bertie to sister Vicky, Crown Princess of Prussia
4 October 1872
She is besotted with him. Upon whose authority does the brute speak with such impudence to courtiers and ministers? He is vulgar in the extreme and a bully to her children whom he treats with little more than contempt. What liberties he takes with her, freedoms denied to any of her own relations. And yet, I regret to say that their bond appears unshakable. It’s as if he has cast a spell over her. Why, this morning I was witness to an act so egregious as to defy description. As she was about to enter her carriage for her daily drive in the park, Brown glared at her morning dress and, clucking in disdain, exclaimed, “What’s that you’re wearin’ again?” then, roughly lifting her chin and tying the ribbons of her bonnet, loudly proclaimed, “Hoot, woman, canna you no keep yer head up?” Is such impertinence, such presumption to be countenanced?
![]()
New Year’s card sent from Queen Victoria to John Brown 1 January 1877
To my best friend JB from his best friend V.R.I.
I send my serving maiden/With New Year letter laden,/Its words will prove/My faith and love/To you my heart’s best treasure,/Then smile on her and smile on me/And let your answer loving be,/And give me pleasure.
![]()
John Brown to brother Archie
10 February 1883
Our poor, beleaguered Queen has much to endure over the nature of our relations, taunts hurled at her like a javelin from all quarters. There is little I
208
The Great Victorian Scandal
can do to shield her from these repeated attacks in the manner I am often able to protect her physical person. Though she may appear to those who lack the intimacy I share with her as sharp-tongued and disputatious, dour and austere, she is something of a force of nature – often akin to a volcanic eruption. Yet, though her volatility is at times extreme, I assure you she has the capacity for profound thought and a playful nature. She is a !esh-and-blood woman whose emotions run deep and whose love and devotion are nothing if not constant.
Should the worst befall me (and I fear it will, as my constitution is weak‐ ening daily from the many burdens I am compelled to bear), I charge you as my executor with the authority to take possession of my person and property, most especially of the correspondence from Her Majesty, which I fear might well be con#scated or destroyed by her relations. It may in future times prove valuable evidence of the profound essence of our friendship in an age more enlightened and less narrow-minded than our own. How unjust it is that I, who have brought her only joy and comfort in this life (as she has repeatedly assured me) should be shunted aside by those who have brought her only pain.
![]()
Queen’s Journal
29 March 1883
Leopold came into my dressing-room bearing the dreadful intelligence that my good, faithful Brown had passed away early this morning. Am terribly distraught by this loss, which removes one who was so devoted and attached to my service and who did so much for my personal comfort. It is the loss not only of a servant, but of a real friend.
![]()
Queen Victoria to Her Private Secretary Sir Henry Ponsonby 3 April 1883
The Queen is utterly crushed and her life has again sustained one of those shocks like in 1861 where every link has been shaken and torn. Old wounds have opened and grief seeps out. Life for the second time has become most trying and sad to bear, depriving me of all I so desperately need.
![]()
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Queen’s Journal
4 April 1883
The terrible blow which has fallen so unexpectedly upon me – and has crushed me – by tearing away from me not only the most devoted, faithful, intelligent and con!dential a servant and attendant who lived, and I may say (as he so overworked himself) died for me – but my dearest, the most intimate friend of my life, has so shaken me – still quite helpless as I am. For twenty years he never strayed from my side. I am not discom!ted to say that ours was a singular kind of love. The shock – the blow, the blank, the constant missing at every turn of the one, strong, powerful, reliable arm and head almost stunned me and I am truly overwhelmed. I am depleted, desolate, destroyed. The devastation is total and complete. I must retire to my chambers, as I feel total exhaustion setting in.
![]()
Queen Victoria to Hugh Brown, John Brown’s brother 4 May 1883
He pledged to care for me until he died. Many is the time he assured me, “You haven’t a more devoted servant than Brown.” And I would respond, “No one loves you more than I do or has a better friend than me.” Being tied to my chair since my unfortunate fall and unable to attend upon him in his !nal hours has only increased my anguish. He has left a huge hole in my heart. He was God’s gift, and without him I am bereft, inconsolable.
![]()
Queen Victoria to Alfred, Lord Tennyson
5 July 1883
He had no thought but for me, my welfare, my safety, my happiness. The comfort of my daily life is gone – the void is terrible – he is irreplaceable and my loss irreparable!
![]()
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Alfred, Lord Tennyson to Queen Victoria
6 July 1883
I see you are once again all alone on a terrible height. How isolated you must feel. Whatever time is spared to me shall be devoted solely to your comfort and consolation.
![]()
Queen Victoria to Sir Henry Ponsonby
5 June 1883
I am inclined to write dear Brown’s memoirs, proclaiming just how devoted he was to me – and I to him. It should leave no doubt in the minds of my people and of future generations as to just how much he meant to me. His diaries, in addition to my own journals and our dear letters, shall provide ample source material, and recollections of our many happy years together will no doubt be a great comfort to me. I have had him buried with all the deference due his station, and it is my intention to fashion mementoes, erect cairns and monu‐ ments as a tribute to his memory. I have commissioned a statue to be erected at Balmoral, which he loved as dearly as do I. The inscription shall read: “FRIEND MORE THAN SERVANT,/LOYAL, TRUTHFUL, BRAVE,/SELF LESS THAN DUTY,/EVEN TO THE GRAVE.
![]()
Bertie to Sir Henry Ponsonby
10 June 1883
During his lifetime, my concern was for the undue in#uence he exerted upon her. I see now that even after his passing, it will not cease, as clearly the unfet‐ tered intimacy they enjoyed has survived the grave. Above all, she must be dissuaded from writing the memoirs of this blackguard, which might just as well be titled “Tales of Salacious Discourse.” I charge you with cautioning her against embarking on such a calamitous path, which is nothing short of folly. Should any such manuscript exist, it must be instantly destroyed, along with his incriminating diaries. Her Leaves From the Journal of Our Life in the High‐ lands, which she dedicated to him, is naught but inexorable twaddle, and her constant references to him infuriating in the extreme. Please speak with her.
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Perhaps she will be more inclined to heed your counsel. She is ill-disposed to hear anything I might have to say on the matter.
![]()
Sir Henry Ponsonby to Queen Victoria
12 June 1883
I beg Your Majesty’s forgiveness if I express a doubt whether this record of Her innermost and most sacred feelings should be made public to the world, which might misunderstand their meaning and prove painful to the Queen.
![]()
Queen Victoria to Sir Henry Ponsonby
20 June1883
I emphatically disagree. I must correct the impression that Brown was no more than a servant. He was a great deal more, and it is my most fervent desire that the world should understand that. I shall entitle the memoir Life of Brown.
![]()
Bertie, King Edward VII, to brother Arthur, Duke of Connaught 21 February 1901
Our mother in her wisdom sealed o" Brown’s room after his death, leaving it exactly as it had been in his lifetime, as she did on our father’s passing. In my own brand of wisdom, I have turned it into a billiard room! In addition, I have summarily destroyed many of the monuments and cairns Mother had erected to his memory. GOOD RIDDANCE!!
[Thus ends the documentation collated by Dr. Watson. What he could not have known in the year he submitted it to Greenhough Smith was the a"rmation of his case only discovered in the 1960s in the form of a number of green notebooks concealed for decades within the linen closet of the home of Dr. James Reid, Victoria’s personal physician for the last eighteen years of her life. It con#rms
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Watson’s claims and puts to rest any lingering doubts as to Her Majesty’s rela‐ tions with John Brown. We present Dr. Reid’s posthumous testimony here as evidence – and the "nal verdict – in the case, and to honour Dr. John Watson in his quest to preserve the voice of his beloved queen.]
Entry 1
I was witness and record here with some reluctance what might be regarded as a somewhat indiscreet occurrence between Her Majesty and John Brown, which took place in 1883, shortly before his death. As I opened the door to her private chamber at Windsor Castle, I saw Brown lift his kilt and say, chuckling, “Oh, I thought it was here.” She responded by lifting her own skirt, and laughing, responded, “No, it is here.” As to the meaning of this curious inci‐ dent, I hesitate to speculate or attribute to it any special signi"cance, though I set it down here in the interests of full disclosure.
Entry 2
I am gratified to say that the late Queen trusted me completely and confided in me unequivocally. Some years before her passing, she summoned me and gave me explicit instructions as to the objects she wished to be placed in her coffin upon her death, to wit: in her right hand a framed photograph of Prince Albert, one of his dressing gowns and a plaster cast of his hand. In her left she directed me to place a lock of John Brown’s hair, his mother’s wedding ring, which she had been wearing for many years, and a coloured photograph of him, to be covered by a handkerchief he had given her, which she asked most specifically “to be laid on” her. I am pleased to confirm that I followed her directions to the letter, and have confided these particulars to no one until now. Speculation as to the true nature of the relations between Her Majesty and John Brown has swirled for years, with conjecture and accusations never satisfactorily resolved, though I cannot help but conclude that she regarded him as her second husband. I am persuaded that her love for him was both profound and sincere, so much so that she took it with her to the grave. He protected and adored her. She in turn loved him – ardently, fiercely, not as a queen admires an underling, or even a subject, but as a flesh-and-blood woman loves a man, surprisingly free of social protocol, of manners and morals, or of surreptitious motivations. Despite the disparity of their stations, it is my firm belief that it was a kinship of remarkable equality, transcending power, class or wealth.
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Entry 3
And yet another painful episode to be set down here for posterity: Following the Queen’s passing, His Majesty Edward VII was being black‐ mailed by the son of Alexander Profeit, manager of Balmoral, who harboured an abiding hatred of John Brown. Profeit Son was in possession of some 300 letters between his father and the Queen, some of which contained highly compromising revelations. Not unmindful of their lucrative value, he extorted Bertie, who, after extensive negotiations, dispatched me to procure the letters. They were burned immediately, though I took note of their in"ammatory contents.
Entry 4
One $nal occurrence I feel it my duty to record: It has been rumoured (though I am not privy to any personal intelligence on the matter) that the Queen’s chaplain, the Reverend Norman Macleod, confessed to his sister on his deathbed in 1872 that he presided over the marriage of the queen and her Highland Servant in a clandestine ceremony, an act which he came to regret. The story, which I am unable to either con$rm or deny, has been passed down to others through the years. Nor is there any recorded con$rmation that such a morganatic marriage took place, though it cannot be peremptorily dismissed.
![]()
Dr. Watson to Sherlock Holmes
10 May 1906
Well, Sherlock, what is your assessment of the matter? Sadly, much evidence relevant to the case has been lost or deliberately destroyed. It seems that youngest daughter Beatrice, the Queen’s amanuensis, transcribed passages from her mother’s journal entries, destroying those she deemed unsuitable and altering others, whether at her mother’s behest or not is unclear. To my mind, the intent was precisely to edit John Brown out of her mother’s life – and out of the historical record.
Nevertheless, what remains is illuminating and instructive. Their devotion to one another was palpable and undeniable, restoring colour and vitality to her life. It was a love match for the ages, transcending death itself. That the world ought to be fully informed of the truth of their unshakable bond is self-evident,
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as this clearly was her wish. It remains a signi!cant piece of her legacy, and ought not to be concealed or obscured. Whether or not an actual marriage cere‐ mony before clergy took place is for all intents and purposes irrelevant. Their intimacy scandalized society, the Royal Family and her courtiers. Despite their disapproval, her desire for this great love to be understood now and in future must prevail. For I ask you, Sherlock: How is it possible to move forward into the future without a full understanding of the past?
To my mind, as Victoria becomes an institution in collective memory, it is equally crucial to dispel the myth that she was no more than a haughty pres‐ ence, vitriolic and severe, who cracked the whip more often than a smile. The question remains: Ought I to drive the issue forward now or bide my time? One thing is certain: Her voice will not be silenced forever. I solicit your best coun‐ sel, and will regard it as the last word on the subject.
![]()
Sherlock Holmes to Dr. Watson
12 May 1906
You have certainly made a compelling case, both for the intensity of the a$ection between Queen Victoria and John Brown, and for her desire to reveal the depth of their devotion for posterity. I credit your vast experience of women extending over three continents and many nations for penetrating the heart of a queen and for the insights you have provided. Nevertheless, this may not be the most propitious moment to disseminate this intelligence, as these are likely explosive revelations for which the world may not yet be prepared. Unfortu‐ nately, the speculation may have to percolate a while longer before this enigma is solved.
![]()
Dr. Watson to Sherlock Holmes
14 May 1906
I shall abide by your sage advice. You are, after all, the last and highest court of appeal.
Though Watson was precluded from disclosing these profound truths, we credit him with his honest desire to do so, and are pleased to be able to publish his
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!ndings as he and his queen so ardently desired. Whether viewed as a scandalous a"air or a poignant friendship, the John Brown a"air remains one of the most human and relatable episodes of Queen Victoria’s storied reign. At long last she has taken possession of her own narrative, taking it out of the shadows and into the light.
THE END
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Meghna & Pallavi Shanmugam, Deck-Mates
It was a gloomy day. Watson sat in his armchair reading The Telegraph as his right nostril was assaulted and his left nostril was pummelled by the pungent odour emanating from Holmes’s chemical experiment.
“Would you care to terminate your experiment?” Watson asked.
“I would not have turned to chemicals to !nd solace if there was more crime!” Holmes complained. “Is there anything interesting in that newspaper?”
“There’s something about the Barings Bank crisis in Argentina, but if you mean crime there is nothing that deserves your attention.”
Holmes and Watson both peered out of the window. A thick pea-soup fog enveloped the street.
“Well, this is not exactly a panoramic view,” remarked Watson. Just then, the doorbell rang.
“Who do you think it is, Watson?” queried Holmes. Watson shook his head in mock disapproval. “Never theorize in advance of the facts, Holmes!”
Holmes laughed. After a few moments, the door opened, and the Baker Street Irregulars ran into the room.
“Hello,” Holmes said. “What may the purpose of your visit be?”
“We just became aware of a crime, although it has not yet reached the newspapers,” Wobbly Windmill Wiggins replied.
“We thought you may be interested,” Nutcracker Noodles Nobrainix added. “We can tell you what we know so far.”
“You have my undivided attention,” Holmes told them. “What is the case?”
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“That —” Nutcracker was interrupted when Mrs. Hudson entered with tea, scones, and jam - the staple diet of the Baker Street Irregulars. Nutcracker resumed her statement.
“That’s not good enough, Mr. Holmes,” she said, frowning. “The term undivided does not augment, amplify, or accentuate the attention in any form or fashion. We want more than normal attention.”
“Very well,” said Holmes, chuckling. “You have our in"nitely multiplied attention.”
“All right. Proceed, Cactus,” Nutcracker said.
“What we would like to talk about is a "nancial crime. There have been two murders; the murder of Barings Bank, and the murder of its executive vice president, Solomon Llewellyn, which was perpetrated two days ago,” Cactus Concordia Spikebottom stated.
“Who is Solomon Llewellyn?” Watson enquired.
“Solomon Llewellyn was one of the top executives in the Barings Bank,” replied Potbelly Portunus.
“The Barings Bank? The one that is involved in the crisis?” asked Holmes.
“Exactly,” Lucifer Lazybonix replied.
“As you know, Watson,” Holmes said, “the Barings Bank is one of the most prominent banks in London. It is referred to as the “Banker to the World” and the “Sixth Great Power”. In fact, it loaned money to the US for the Louisiana purchase.
“Recently, the Bank started to invest in Argentinian bonds, being fairly con"dent that the stellar Argentinian economy would deliver handsome pro"ts on their massive investment. Following their lead, other investors also poured millions of pounds into Argentina’s potentially lucrative businesses - railways, infrastructure, and land potential.
“Little did the Bank realize that the investments were not tethered to solid economic fundamentals but rather to a quadrillion tons of hot air and specula‐ tion. The Argentinian economy was not exactly as stellar as it was rumoured to be - it was heavily dependent on leverage and borrowed money.
“Needless to say, the economy eventually collapsed, the collapse being precipitated by a crop failure. As the country’s economy was heavily depen‐ dent on agriculture, the economy went into a deep spiral and eventually plum‐ meted into a recession as deep as the Mariana Trench.
“In consequence, the Argentinian government defaulted on its loans. As the Barings Bank had invested millions of pounds, it was now entangled in a deadly situation. The Barings Bank had heavily borrowed from the Bank of England and itself was heavily leveraged.
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“In addition, many investors, businesses and company owners lost all their money. Oscar Wilde lost a considerable amount of his money too. This precipi‐ tated a black swan event which we know as the Barings Bank crisis. Right now, the Bank of England and a few other banks are trying to bail the Barings Bank.”
“I see,” Watson said. “So now the Barings Bank executive vice president has been murdered. The Bank has subsidiaries in quite a few countries. That would make a hundred thousand people who would want to kill him! How do we narrow it down?” As Watson #nished his statement, a man burst into the room.
“I am the President of Barings Bank. My name is Theodore Lancelot,” he said. “I need your help, Mr. Holmes.”
“Is it related to the murder of Solomon Llewellyn?” Strangequark Stinkyfeet asked.
Lancelot scowled at Stinkyfeet. “I sought the help of Mr. Sherlock Holmes, not a bunch of children!”
“If you are going to be disrespectful to these children, then you do not deserve our help,” said Watson. “These children are the functional equivalent of Scotland Yard - only a damn sight better - and are our private detectives. They help Holmes and I gather evidence and solve the mysteries. They are an integral part of the team. If you have any problems with that, then you can go to those incompetent fools at Scotland Yard.”
“Very well. I suppose they have some value,” Lancelot replied reticently.
“Tell us about the case,” Holmes said.
“I presume you already know about the murder of Solomon Llewellyn - the Barings Bank executive?”
“Yes, we do. We were going to investigate it,” Potbelly remarked.
“Do you know about what Barings Bank did in Argentina?”
“Yes,” Cactus said. She was unfazed by Lancelot’s disrespectful remark. “They invested in Argentinian bonds and then lost money because the govern‐ ment defaulted on the payment.”
“A result of which was the collapse of many smaller banks,” added Wiggins.
“Must we congratulate you and your bank for a spectacular demonstration of your expertise in how to deploy capital in ventures that were speculative at best, and foolish at worst?” Holmes said.
Lancelot winced. “I will have you know that we are one of the largest banks in the world,” he snarled.
“Well, your massive #nancial capital seems to be inversely related to your
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intellectual capital. If we solve this case for you, will you open bank accounts for all of us?” Watson queried.
“But why should we invest our money in a bank with a proven track record of losing investors’ money?” queried Cactus.
“We will protect your money,” replied Lancelot hastily. He valiantly fought the urge to punch each one of them in the face.
“How about you open accounts for us and put £25 into each of our accounts?” asked Wiggins.
“£10 each,” the president bargained.
“£20 and you have a deal,” said Stinkyfeet.
“Let’s not deviate any further,” said Lancelot. “I suspect that somebody from one of those smaller banks did it. In fact, Llewellyn talked to the owners of some of the smaller banks before his death.”
“That does not necessarily mean that they are murderers,” Holmes said.
“That’s why I want you to "nd the culprit and provide substantiating evidence. Will you be so kind as to take the case?”
“Most de"nitely.” Once Lancelot had left, Holmes turned to the Baker Street Irregulars.
“Perhaps we should visit the crime scene,” he suggested.
![]()
The Baker Street Irregulars led Holmes and Watson to Aldgate Station, in the London Underground. Holmes noticed to his utter dismay and chagrin that Inspector Lestrade was there too.
“Well, well, well. If it’s not the great detective himself!”
“Good morning, Lestrade. Where was Llewellyn murdered?” Holmes asked.
“In that train carriage,” Lestrade said, pointing to a single carriage.
Holmes walked over to the carriage. There was no body or blood. However, there were countless footprints left by the constables and policemen.
“As you can see,” Lestrade said with a smirk, “my men have made a thor‐ ough analysis of the evidence.”
“Have you left a scintilla of evidence intact?” Holmes politely enquired. Lestrade winced.
“At least tell me what your conclusions are,” Holmes requested.
“We have not arrived at any conclusions yet.”
“After destroying all the evidence and squandering your advantage, you
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have no conclusion?” Holmes asked, heaving a sigh. “Your analysis of the evidence has led to a paralysis of the investigation.”
He started to examine the train carriage to !nd any remaining clues. After a few moments, he uttered an exclamation.
“Well, Lestrade,” Holmes said. “It seems as if your men, in their thorough scrutinization of the crime scene, have overlooked not one, but two pieces of evidence! A knife, and a piece of cloth.”
“Why are you glaring at me so intently?” asked Lestrade.
“I am struggling to make a determination.”
“What are you trying to determine?”
“If the evidence is as, less, or more obvious as the nose on your face.”
The cloth was red and made of sturdy material. It was adorned with elabo‐ rate patterns and designs. The knife had a wooden handle and had intricate engravings etched into it. The blade was broad and about fourteen inches long. It looked sharper than an arrow and was evidently a lethal weapon.
“What are these?” Lestrade asked.
“I have an inkling as to what they might be,” Holmes said carefully. “How‐ ever, as Watson so famously stated, never theorize in advance of the facts!”
![]()
“Mycroft might know people who can identify these items, Watson.”
At the Diogenes Club, Mycroft was sprawled in a chair, reading the news‐ paper. As Holmes, Watson, and the Irregulars sauntered in, he looked up and said,
“Yes, yes, Sherlock, I know to what I owe the pleasure of this visit,” he said. “It’s the Barings Bank crisis, is it not?” he said. “A most unfortunate business.”
“I have some evidence,” Holmes said, “that I would like you to throw some light on. I will leave these with you. I will request that the results be provided in three days. Goodbye, Mycroft!”
![]()
Three days later, Holmes, Watson, and the Baker Street Irregulars had reassembled at 221B Baker Street.
“Here comes Mycroft,” remarked Watson as a hansom cab opened and Mycroft stepped out. A few moments later, the door opened, and he entered the room. Mycroft heaved his huge frame onto the couch, right next to Potbelly.
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The room seemed to disappear between the two huge people. There did not seem to be much space for the rest of them.
“Hello, Mycroft!” Holmes exclaimed. “You must have performed a thor‐ ough analysis of the data if you have taken so much e"ort to come all the way here!”
“It’s all because of you, Sherlock!” Mycroft grunted. “I had so much work, but you are always imposing on my time! Naturally, it comes as no surprise to me that my little brother can #nd the evidence but does not have the intellect to decipher or analyze it and must of necessity outsource the analysis to people like me with a higher neuronal density.”
“I understand that all your ‘work’ is reading a newspaper at the Diogenes club.” Before Mycroft could retort, Stinkyfeet interjected, “What did you #nd, Mr. Holmes?”
“I have an Argentinian friend in the government. I asked him about the evidence, and he said that-”
“Never mind what he said, Mycroft. I want to see him in person. Will you be able to arrange a meeting?” Holmes asked.
“He is not at work today, so maybe he’ll see you after all.”
“Very well then. Come, Watson.”
“You will #nd him in the Diogenes Club. He is tall with black hair and his name is Alonzo Benedicto,” Mycroft said.
![]()
At the Diogenes Club, Lucifer located Benedicto in the Strangers’ Room, the only room where talking was permitted.
“Good afternoon. Are you Mr. Alonzo Benedicto?” Watson addressed him.
“Yes, I am. Who might you be?”
Holmes replied, “I am Sherlock Holmes, Mycroft Holmes’s brother. This is my friend and colleague, Dr. Watson. We came here to hear your conclusions about these objects, because we suspect that they came from Argentina.” He motioned to the cloth and the knife that the Baker Street Irregulars were holding.
“Ah, yes, Mr. Holmes and Dr. Watson. It is a pleasure to meet you both. Let’s dispose of any other pleasantries and get straight to brass tacks. I visited a textile factory about the cloth,” he said. “It’s part of a poncho.
By its coarse texture, I would say that it is made of some expensive fabric such as llama wool. It also has Creole designs, meaning that only the richest in my home country can a"ord it.”
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“And the knife?” Watson asked, leaning forward in the seat that he had taken the liberty of occupying.
“The knife is a gaucho knife called a facón. It is a lethal weapon but is versatile and can be used for many purposes. Now, Mr. Holmes, that is all I can tell you as of now. If there is anything else I can assist you with, do not hesitate to contact me. Goodbye, gentlemen!” As they were exiting the Diogenes Club, Wiggins raised a question.
“Mr. Holmes, we know that these objects are Argentinian, but should we not investigate the other suspects? There is a chance that the objects were planted at the crime scene."
“There are too many suspects, though,” Lucifer chimed in, “and all over the world as well. How will we ever trace them?”
“Both of you raised good points,” Holmes said. “We can prove who committed the crime beyond all reasonable doubt using "ngerprinting.”
“We can ask William Herschel, an expert in "ngerprinting,” Watson suggested.
“Excellent, Watson!” Holmes exclaimed.
“How would we know that the "ngerprints on the poncho and the knife belonged to the murderer, though?” Stinkyfeet enquired.
“Maybe the murderer had a meeting with Llewellyn to try and resolve their con#ict. He or she may have left "ngerprints at the meeting room,” Nutcracker suggested.
“I think the likeliest place for Llewellyn to meet someone during the day would be at his o$ce at the Barings Bank,” Wiggins added.
“They could meet in many places, though. Why not a restaurant or a pub?” Cactus asked.
“Always start with the obvious. We’ll begin with investigating the Barings Bank. It is very likely that anybody who would have met with the executive vice president of the Bank, would have "rst made an appointment. It therefore stands to reason to "rst explore that avenue.
If it does not provide any evidence then we can examine and consider the other possibilities,” Holmes explained. Watson hailed a hansom cab, and the group made its way to the Barings Bank.
“We’d like to speak with Mr. Lewellyn's secretary,” Holmes told the employee at the front desk.
“She is available now. You may speak with her. Her name is Ms. Wilhelmina Ambrose, and her o$ce is the second room to the right on the third #oor,” she informed Holmes.
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“Thank you,” Holmes said. The Baker Street Irregulars peered at the elevator.
“That is called a rising room,” Watson told them. The group entered the rising room and went to the secretary’s room. Holmes knocked on the door before entering. Ms. Ambrose was a diminutive person. She looked to be about 120 lbs and was very pleasant and courteous.
“I am Wilhelmina Ambrose. Who are you all?” she said.
“My name is Dr. Watson and this is my friend, Sherlock Holmes. These are the Baker Street Irregulars.” Ms. Ambrose’s eyes widened at the mention of Holmes’s name. “It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance. We are investi‐ gating the death of Mr. Solomon Llewellyn,” Watson continued.
“Ms. Ambrose,” Holmes asked the secretary, “Could you tell me whether Llewellyn had planned a meeting with an Argentinian client any time yesterday?”
“Why yes, Mr. Holmes,” she responded. “The meeting was held at 4:30 p.m. in his o"ce.”
“What was the agenda for the meeting?” Watson enquired.
“The Argentinian - Mr. Adolfo Baltasar - claimed that he was negotiating a deal to borrow more money for Argentina,” Ms. Ambrose replied.
“Was the deal secured?”
“I’m afraid I do not know, gentlemen,” the secretary said apologetically. Holmes changed tack.
“What time did Llewellyn leave work yesterday?” he enquired.
“He left pretty late, Mr. Holmes; it was almost 9:00 p.m.!” she exclaimed. “He always leaves by train. As far as I know, he uses the Metropolitan line and gets o$ at Aldgate Station.”
“May we investigate his o"ce?”
“Yes, please go ahead. His o"ce is opposite mine.”
Holmes slipped his gloves on and strode around the room. He detached the doorknob (much to the consternation of Ms. Ambrose) and removed a wine glass as well as a pen that was left on the desk. He then proceeded to rummage through a stack of papers on the desk. Holmes extracted a letter, glanced at it and then thrust it into his pocket.
“These are the most likely objects that have %ngerprints,” he stated. “Using the expert opinion of Mr. William Herschel, we will ascertain that these %nger‐ prints and those on the poncho and knife match.”
Holmes, Watson, and the Baker Street Irregulars exited the building and hailed a cab to William Herschel’s residence.
“Herschel is an expert in %ngerprinting,” Holmes remarked as they jour‐
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neyed. “It is a pity however that he is not staying for long, so we will have to use his expertise as much as possible.” They soon arrived at Herschel’s house.
“Good day, Mr. Herschel,” said Holmes, striding through the door. “Could you please tell us if there are !ngerprints on these samples which match the !ngerprints on the knife?”
“It would be my pleasure to aid you and your team once again, Mr. Holmes, but it will take around two days,” said Herschel.
“Very well,” said Watson.
Two days later, the results of Herschel’s study arrived by telegram, and could be summarized in three words - the !ngerprints matched.
“What should our next steps be?” Lucifer asked curiously as they sat at Baker Street.
“We must try to discover the motive behind the murder. Now, what do you think the likeliest motive for any sort of crime is?”
“Money,” Watson replied.
“Yes. It may not be, but we can start by looking at Llewellyn’s bank account and see if it gives us any clues.”
“Where would we be able to gain access to his bank accounts though?” Cactus enquired.
“Mycroft works for the British government and should have access to it,” Holmes replied. Soon, Holmes, Watson, and the Baker Street Irregulars found themselves at the Diogenes Club. They entered the Strangers’ Room, where Mycroft Holmes was sprawled on the plush couch.
“Hello Mycroft!” Holmes exclaimed. “We would like to request your help on the Barings Bank case.” Mycroft sighed and said, “There you go again. For the second time you are asking me for help with your case! Why don’t you simply send your clients straight to me? It might be much more expeditious to cut out the middleman and have the adults deal with the situation.”
“That would be a very good suggestion, if it wasn’t for the fact that you !rst need to get o# the couch,” Holmes retorted.
“The little one who spends most of his time on the couch, accuses the older one of not getting o# the couch,” muttered Watson. The Baker Street Irregulars could barely sti$e their laughter.
“Sprawling on the couch seems to be hereditary in the Holmes family,” remarked Watson.
“Coming to the point, we are looking for the personal bank account of an employee of the Barings Bank by the name of Solomon Llewellyn. We are trying to establish the motive for a crime,” Sherlock said. Mycroft regarded him quizzically.
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“The personal bank accounts of employees are con!dential. You are aware, Sherlock, that there are many cases in which you have failed to bring the crimi‐ nals to justice? It would be a waste to reveal something so con!dential only to have it all come to nought later.”
“Very well, then,” Holmes snapped. “Perhaps you could show us your bank account?” Mycroft’s eyes narrowed until they were mere slits.
“I refuse,” he said.
“I’ll reveal my bank account as well,” Holmes negotiated. Mycroft gu$awed.
“You are not cognizant of the fact, Sherlock, that I have already looked at it,” he said. “And I am happy to see that my brother has some decent amount of money and does not have to eke out a living on the streets.”
“And I am happy, Mycroft, that my brother at least is happy and cares about my well-being,” Holmes replied.
“That happiness,” Mycroft retorted, “stems only from the fact that you will not come pestering me for money any time in the near future.”
“Mycroft,” said Holmes, as he stepped to the telephone. “I will call Lestrade in a moment. We could have him subpoena the concerned o%cials and request an o%cial audit!”
Mycroft grimaced. “Why, then, did you come to me?
“Well, notwithstanding your physical prowess or lack thereof and a near complete lack of enthusiasm to help folks on matters of national importance, I sensed that somewhere within that large body there might be an iota of interest to help for the greater good.”
“Maybe I’ll need to consider that for a day before reaching a decision.”
“I’m still astounded by the gratitude that you are displaying for my help with babysitting you when you had an asthmatic attack during the last peasouper.”
“I guess a bit of sibling blackmail does not hurt, Mr. Shylock - er, Sherlock,” quipped Mycroft. “Oh well, I’ll do it. I wish I hadn’t promised Mother to look after you.”
![]()
A short time later, they were at the Bank of England, with a page open in a heavy brown book of accounts.
“This is Llewellyn’s bank account over the last couple of years,” Mycroft stated. He &opped into an armchair as Holmes began to read.
“Hello!” he said, pointing to a piece of information. “Look at this! It seems
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that every month, Llewellyn received £3 from an Adolfo Baltasar. Baltasar was the gentleman who met with Llewellyn in his o!ce. Ladies and gentlemen, we have a suspect, we have the instruments of murder, we have motive, and we have a complete case!”
“Yes, but where could he have gone?” Watson queried.
“Well, since the meeting was only to be held for a day, he might have left the following day,” said Holmes.
“Let’s check the shipping manifests of all the ships that were outbound for Argentina,” Stinkyfeet suggested.
“I would require the lists in a few hours, at the most,” Holmes added.
“All right, Irregulars! Let’s go!” exclaimed Wiggins. A few hours later, the Irregulars pranced into the room, waving papers in the air.
“Mr. Holmes! Dr. Watson! We’ve got the papers!” they said. Holmes eagerly started to read the papers, tossing them behind him as he #nished each list. Finally, his #nger landed upon a name.
“Here is Mr. Baltasar, who left for Argentina on May the #fth – two days after the murder! I will ask Scotland Yard to track him down.”
![]()
A week later, Lestrade arrived at 221B Baker Street with a very grave face.
“What is it, Lestrade?” asked Watson as Mrs. Hudson ushered him in.
“I’m sorry, gentlemen, but we were one day too late. I was unable to appre‐ hend the criminal,” Lestrade said. “My men could track him down to Argentina, but we were forced to stop at that point as we have no jurisdiction.”
“Very well,” said Holmes, with a sigh of resignation. “We’ve done all we can. It might be futile to pursue frivolous endeavours.”
“Why did you want Scotland Yard to track him down?”
“He murdered Solomon Llewellyn, the executive vice president of the Barings Bank,” Potbelly replied.
“How do you know it was him?”
“Let me explain,” Holmes began. “First, we found the knife and the piece of cloth. We found that the cloth belonged to a poncho and the knife was Argentinian.
“We then began to suspect an Argentinian as the murderer. This was because the Barings Bank lost a lot of money due to the Argentinian economic collapse. They could have been pressuring them to pay the money. The Argen‐ tinians either could not pay or did not want to pay and therefore decided to kill Llewellyn.”
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“However, this was our impression. We needed to con!rm that an Argen‐ tinian did in fact murder Llewellyn,” Watson said. “To do this, we needed to match the !ngerprints. The next problem was, where would we !nd the murderer's !ngerprints?”
“We theorized that the murderer could have met Llewellyn to try and resolve the con$ict before he was forced to murder him. The most likely meeting place would have been Llewellyn’s o%ce. We decided to examine the o%ce. If it did not have evidence, we would have considered other possibilities,” Potbelly said.
“On examining the o%ce, we found these,” Holmes added as he showed Lestrade the doorknob, wine glass, the pen, and the letter. “The letter, as you can see, proves that Llewellyn had a meeting with somebody called Adolfo Baltasar, who was Argentinian. This meant that he could be the murderer.”
“You really must stop breaking the law, Holmes!” Lestrade exclaimed.
“Do not fret, Lestrade,” Holmes said calmly. “I had the secretary’s permission.”
Lestrade sighed and shook his head. “What did you do apart from steal‐ ing?” he asked.
“We gave these articles along with the knife to William Herschel, the !ngerprinting expert,” Cactus said. “He con!rmed that the !ngerprints matched.”
“Our !nal step was to establish the motive,” Holmes said. “I initially believed that Baltasar wanted Llewellyn dead as he did not want the Argen‐ tinian government to pay the Barings Bank. I wanted to check his bank account to ensure that something else was not happening. When I saw it, I found that Baltasar was transferring £3 a month to Llewellyn. Why could this be? The most probable reason is that Llewellyn found that Baltasar used some of the invested money for his personal interests and started to blackmail him. Baltasar did not want to be exposed, and he did not want to pay, so he met with Llewellyn under the pretense that he was borrowing money for Argentina.
“Llewellyn demanded that Baltasar increase his payments to £5 a month. Llewellyn, my dear Lestrade, was taking a page straight out of Milverton’s copybook. Baltasar learned during the conversation that Llewellyn would be traveling on the train to Aldgate station. It was lonely and dark at 9:00 p.m. when he went home that day. At the time, Llewellyn happened to be the only passenger in that carriage. Baltasar murdered Llewellyn on the train just before it pulled into Aldgate Station, after which he absconded to Argentina two days later. On checking the ship manifests, we found that Baltasar was one of the passengers on a ship to Argentina.”
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Later that day, Mrs. Hudson entered the room as the BSI were enjoying scones and jam. She ushered in the President of the Barings Bank. As promised, he opened bank accounts for each of the BSI and deposited £20 in each account. Everyone was happy. The president left a letter on the desk, thanked Holmes and Watson once, and left.
“Not very grateful to us, was he?” remarked Watson, as Holmes opened the thick envelope. In the envelope, were new accounts for Watson, Holmes, and Mrs. Hudson with £50 each, and a letter appointing Holmes and Watson to the Board of Directors of Barings Bank.
“Agreed, Watson. He should have made you the President of the Bank,” quipped Holmes, as he pu"ed on his pipe.
THE END
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Dear Dr. Watson,
This letter is with regard to your manuscript entitled “The Brazen and Bankrupt Barings Bank”, which was submitted to us last week. Thank you for choosing The Strand to submit your story for publication and the opportunity to review and edit your work.
Unfortunately, we have come to the decision not to publish this story in its current format, due to the fact that we just published The Adventure of The Engineer’s Thumb, another story in which Mr. Holmes failed to solve the case.
While we are cognizant of the fact that this was not a direct consequence of Holmes’s inability to solve the crime, it remains true that we have received abundant feedback that our readers would like to read stories in which Mr. Holmes succeeds in solving the case.
Therefore, publishing this story in our magazine has the potential to decrease readership substantially, which would be detrimental to our business, as well as to you.
However, if you would be so kind as to modify the narrative so that you and Mr. Holmes succeeded in solving the case, we would be more than happy to consider it for publication.
We hope to receive the amended version in the near future.
With deepest regrets,
Herbert Smith
Herbert Smith, Editor of the Strand magazine
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Lucifer Lazybonix sprinted across the dock. He searched frantically for a hiding place before diving behind some large crates. The Baker Street Irregu‐ lars were visiting their friends Xenia Deverall and Jaclyn Deverall and were playing hide and seek. Lucifer was squeezed in a narrow space between the crates. He felt his heart racing as he gasped to catch his breath. Some moments later, he turned around. His face turned white, and he let out a loud scream. Within moments, he heard footsteps approaching him. Nutcracker Nobrainix and all the Baker Street Irregulars joined him as they discovered what had frightened him.
The body was sprawled between two crates. The man’s clothes were soaked with blood. He had curly black hair and was short. Saint Stinkyfeet gingerly opened his shirt. There was a hole in the left side of the chest. There was blood all around the left side of the chest and what appeared to be a bullet hole.
“This is an entry wound. He has been shot,” said Wobbly Windmill Wiggins. The man was very dead. He was wearing a long coat. In one of the pockets was a large wad of money. Wiggins counted the money. There was close to £3000 in the man’s pocket.
“It’s time to go to Mr. Holmes,” said Strangequark Stinkyfeet. As he turned to leave his eye caught the glint of metal. He went towards the object and was trans"xed with fascination as he retrieved a revolver using his handkerchief, taking care not to leave his own "ngerprints on the gun.
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“Mr. Holmes and Dr. Watson, there has been a murder,” Stinkyfeet gasped, as the Baker Street Irregulars hurried into the room, at 221B Baker Street.
“The furniture is being murdered,” remarked Mrs. Hudson sardonically.
“Tell us about it,” Holmes requested as he ran towards them from his half-!nished experiment. The fumes from his chemistry experiment wafted across the room.
“We were playing with our friends Xenia and Jaclyn, whom you intro‐ duced to us from a previous case, ‘The Docker’s Tanner’,” Cactus Concordia Spikebottom told them.
“Yes, I remember,” said Dr Watson. Holmes and Watson both nodded.
“Lucifer happened to spot the body of a man who appears to have been shot on the dock,” Wiggins stated.
“The short man appeared to have been shot,” added Potbelly Pion Portunus. “The entry wound is in the !fth intercostal space on the left. There is no exit wound.”
“How do you know all that?” a stunned Holmes asked.
“Dr. Watson has been teaching us,” Nutcracker replied. Watson smiled proudly.
“Was there anything else you noticed about the body?” Holmes asked.
“Yes,” Cactus replied. “We found this in the victim’s pocket,” she added, as she handed the bills of money to Holmes.
“£3000?” Holmes looked thoughtfully at the Baker Street Irregulars. “Why don’t we visit the crime scene now?”
“There is one more thing,” said Stinkyfeet, as he carefully handed Dr. Watson the revolver.
“Good grief,” said Watson. “This is a 0.455 caliber Webley Self Extracting revolver, with a 4-inch barrel, and it is most recognizable due to its unique “Bird’s beak” grip. It is a standard issue army revolver and is among the most powerful revolvers of our time. Was it therefore an army o#cial who perpe‐ trated this crime?”
“Perhaps,” said Holmes. “Nonetheless, that is a hypothesis worth exploring. I reckon Mycroft would know more. Once again, we are o$ to the Diogenes Club! But !rst we should visit the crime scene, Watson,” said Homes as he grabbed his coat and hat, and bolted out the door.
![]()
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2 hours after the Irregulars had left the docks, Scotland Yard had found the body, and their most capable o!cer was at the scene.
“Well, well,” said Inspector Lestrade. “What have we here? A corpse! A French national, by the looks of it. This looks like an easy case to solve, and Sherlock Holmes always outmatches me and the Yard. This time, however, I will beat him!”
Lestrade chuckled to himself, excited at the opportunity to "nally outwit Holmes. Little did he know, however, that the crime was more complex than he expected, and that the discovery would possibly precipitate an international crisis.
![]()
THE CRIME SCENE
“Well, this corroborates your "ndings,” Holmes told the Baker Street Irregulars as he looked at the body.
“I wonder why Scotland Yard did not remove the body if they have evidently been here,” said Watson. “But that face looks familiar…”
“You are such an avid reader of the newspapers, Watson,” Holmes chided. “You should know who he is. Perhaps check the archives for any clues to his identity.”
BAKER STREET
An hour later, after returning to Baker Street, Watson emerged triumphant in his search.
“I’ve got it, Holmes,” he announced. “The dead man is a prominent member of the French government by the name of Francois Lagrange.”
“A French spy with £3000 in his pocket…this sounds like a matter of national security,” said Wiggins.
THE DIOGENES CLUB
“Good day,” Watson said to the receptionist. “We are looking for a member of the club – Mycroft Holmes.”
“Mr. Holmes left for the Regent Park Barracks half an hour ago,” she replied. “He left in quite a hurry on a matter of critical importance.”
“Thank you,” said Watson, as they left the building.
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“What is the Regent Park Barracks, Watson?” queried Holmes.
“The Regent Park Barracks is an important military installation. It is a top-secret location. This must be important, Holmes,” replied Watson.
![]()
“Is it merely a coincidence that Mycroft left for a military facility just after the crime was committed, and we found a Webley revolver?” Watson mused.
“Nothing is a coincidence, Watson. Who do you know at the Regent Park Barracks?” Holmes asked.
“I have a friend from the army,” Watson exclaimed. “His name is Montrose Schlessinger. Perhaps we could ask him. Montrose and I served in Afghanistan. He was also wounded in the battle of Maiwand. I had operated on him and saved his life.”
REGENT PARK BARRACKS
“Schlessinger, it is good to see you again,” said Watson. “This is my colleague, Sherlock Holmes, and these are the Baker Street Irregulars. We came to see you, as we need information.”
“It would my pleasure to assist you,” Schlessinger replied. “What would you like to know?”
“Has there been any…unusual behaviour in the barracks recently?” Holmes asked. Schlessinger frowned as he contemplated for a moment.
“Yes, Mr. Holmes, there has,” he said. “Just a couple of days ago, one of my superiors – Major Jeremiah Montague – left in a rush. We do not routinely carry !rearms. However, Major Montague slipped his gun into his pocket as he left in a hurry. A few hours later, he returned very "ustered, took some of his belongings, and left again! It was certainly bizarre.”
“Did he have his gun with him when he came back?” Nutcracker asked.
“That’s the strangest aspect of this tale – he did not,” Schlessinger replied.
“Did he say where he was going and why?” asked Watson curiously.
“Not a word.”
“Do you have any inkling as to what he may have done?” Holmes asked.
“No.”
“That is very suspicious. Thank you for your co-operation.”
As Holmes, Watson, and the Baker Street Irregulars exited the building Watson asked, “What is your working hypothesis?”
“I think it is something to do with the government and Mycroft. The
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government likely had an issue with the French spy which they needed to manage in a hurry. They outsourced this job to Mycroft who left the Diogenes Club in a hurry. Mycroft decided to ask Major Montague to settle matters with this spy. Somehow, the French spy was killed. It is probably Montague who killed him. We need to con"rm this and "nd the motive.”
“How do we do that?” asked Cactus.
“Surprisingly, our likeliest source of information is Scotland Yard. Since they arrived before us, they should know more about this matter, despite having little to no analytical faculties.”
![]()
Lestrade greeted them with a smirk. “What a surprise, Holmes. Have you come to request our expert aid?”
“Yes, indeed. We need some information on that murder on the docks that occurred recently. Are there any material witnesses?”
“Very well. I would be willing to divulge this piece of information. We are leaps and bounds ahead of you, Holmes. There seems to be one witness. His name is Cornelius Heatherington. He works at the department of foreign a#airs.”
“Have you unearthed anything else?” Watson asked.
“Yes. We know that the victim is a French spy.”
“Is that all? I would be pleased to make the recommendation.”
“Recommendation?”
“For the Royal London Award for Forensic analytics.”
“What do you know, Holmes? We divulged our information to you. Now I want to know what you know,” Lestrade demanded.
“We know as much as you do,” Holmes replied. “And Lestrade, with all due respect, if you are concerned about the welfare of this country, I would advise you to drop the case.”
“Leaps and bounds ahead of us,” Watson muttered as they started to exit.
“I think we should visit Cornelius Heatherington next,” Wiggins declared.
![]()
Holmes and Watson later met Cornelius Heatherington. He was a very tall and gaunt person with a receding hairline.
“Tell us what you saw,” Holmes requested.
“I work with a lady called Ms. Eleanor Warren in the Department of
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Foreign a!airs,” he stated. “Yesterday, we had a very high-level government meeting. Ms. Warren took the minutes of the meeting, and we all required a copy of a document. However, I saw Ms. Warren drafting an extra copy of the document and was suspicious.
I immediately telephoned my superiors, but I did not do anything else.”
“What was the meeting about? What was in the document?” Holmes asked.
“I cannot divulge the details,” said Heatherington.
“Very well. We shall be on our way in that case.”
“I have a prime suspect,” announced Holmes, once they had left Heather‐ ington’s residence.
![]()
The following day, an intriguing advertisement appeared in the newspapers:
“To the kind gentleman who dropped his 0.455 Webley at the docks, please
accept this invitation to personally arrive at the Speaker’s Corner at Hyde Park
at 9:37 pm on Friday night to collect your toy.”
Watson glanced up at Holmes. “Was this your doing, Holmes?” he asked as he pointed to the advertisement.
“I will leave that to your fertile imagination, Watson,” said Holmes.
“‘Your toy’, indeed!” said Watson, smiling and shaking his head.
“Are we baiting Montague?” Nutcracker asked.
“That is precisely what we are going to do.”
“What if he does not arrive?”
“He will arrive,” said Holmes con$dently. “He knows that the gun is incriminating evidence and will be anxious to remove it from circulation.”
At 7 that evening, Holmes, Watson, and the Baker Street Irregulars arrived at the Speaker’s Corner at Hyde Park.
“Brr! It’s cold here, Holmes. What are we doing here, two and a half hours before the meeting?”
“The children want to play in the park, Watson. Maybe you can teach them how to debate at the Speaker’s Corner?”
“Hmmph.”
While Watson and the Baker Street Irregulars waited patiently, Holmes paced around and carefully concealed the Webley revolver in his pocket.
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“I believe that Montague is approaching us now,” Holmes casually remarked at 9:30 p.m.
“Yes,” added Watson. “I see him too.”
Major Jeremiah Montague was around 6 foot 3 inches in height. He was heavily muscled, and looked to weigh around 200 pounds, with short-cropped hair and a ragged scar running down the right side of his face. It ran from the outside of his right eye to the angle of his mouth, as though a friendly and artistic adversary had tried to connect his right eye to his mouth. His digni"ed face was weathered from years of outdoor work.
He could have just as easily been mistaken for a farmer who had spent years in the "elds. From a physical standpoint, he did not look to be the type of person who needed a Webley revolver to subdue an opponent.
“Could I have my Webley, please?” he enquired.
“Let us talk "rst,” suggested Holmes amiably.
“I have neither the time nor the inclination to do that,” he replied testily.
“That is a matter of choice, Major Montague. I would not want to waste your time, and what’s in"nitely worse, mine. In that case, I would redirect you to Scotland yard to pick up your package,” said Holmes with a disarming smile.
A look of panic brie#y crossed Montague’s face. “What do you want to talk about?”
“I believe you are involved in the murder of the French spy Francois Lagrange.” Holmes could not have stated this more casually. To onlookers, he appeared to be talking about the weather. Montague looked in awe and astonishment at Holmes.
“It is better that you come clean, Major,” said Holmes. “Unless, of course, you would look forward to being arrested.”
“Very well.” said Montague. “Two days ago, I received a call from a top-ranking o$cial in the government--”
“Who was the o$cial?” Nutcracker interjected.
“I cannot disclose that information. However, he told me that there was suspicion of a mole in the government by the name of Eleanor Warren.”
“I have a skunk called Sulphur,” said Stinkyfeet.
The Major ignored the boy and continued, “My task was to follow her, "nd out who she was going to meet, and retrieve any and all documents that she was probably going to deliver to a French spy for money.
“I was in the Regent Park Barracks with my friends from the army at the time. She seemed to take elaborate precautions to avoid being followed, but it was quite easy really. I slipped my gun into my pocket and set out to follow her. About an hour later, I followed her to the docks. At the docks, I saw her meet a
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man. They spoke animatedly for several minutes. They kept looking over their shoulders every few minutes to ensure that they were not being overheard.”
“What did they talk about?”
“I did not get close enough to hear. The only word I heard was “Ethiopia”. She then reached into her coat pocket and brought out a large envelope which she surreptitiously handed over to the man.”
“What happened next?”
“The man looked around, and when he was convinced that no one was watching, he reached into his left jacket pocket and pulled out a large wad of money which he handed to the lady. She quickly counted it and pocketed the money. They shook hands and parted. I have taken several photographs.
“Once Ms. Warren had left, I confronted the man and demanded that he hand the documents over. He claimed that he had no idea what I was talking about, at which time I showed him the pictures.”
‘Are you trying to blackmail me?’ he demanded.
‘I have no interest in anything you may have besides the documents,’ I replied.
“He looked at me cunningly. ‘Perhaps you might reconsider your position,’ he stated, as he brought out what appeared to be the remaining money from his jacket pocket. ‘£3000 would help you a lot,’ he said enticingly.”
“‘Not interested.’
‘Well, in that case, our meeting is over,’ he said as he turned to run.
‘I wouldn’t run if I were you,’ I said as I advanced to him menacingly.
He laughed. ‘Mr. I-don’t-know-nor-care-what-your-name-is,’ he said. ‘I can outrun you at any time,’ he sneered.
‘I’m sure you could,’ I conceded. ‘I’m not sure that you could outrun my friend though.’
‘I do not see a friend,’ he stated curiously.
‘Well, perhaps it’s time for an introduction,’ I said, as he felt the cold steel of the Webley against his chest. It was not my intention to use it, but simply to scare him into giving me the documents.
“However, he punched me in the face, began swinging wildly in panic, and grabbed my gun. In the ensuing scuffle, the gun went off inadvertently, and he died almost instantaneously. I tell you Mr. Holmes, I had no intention to kill him. This was entirely an accident. I panicked. A cold shiver went down my spine and I began to sweat. I had never killed a civilian before, and this was very unlike the enemy that I had killed in the war. In the distance I saw people beginning to appear. I recovered my composure, snatched the documents, and ran. In the heat of the moment, I slipped and fell on the oily
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and slippery dock. Frantically I collected the documents that had fallen to the floor and continued to run. It was much later when I reached the barracks, that I came to the belated realization, that the gun had slipped from my pocket, when I fell. Not wanting to be identified, I sent my friend to the docks, to try and find the gun, but he was not able to. The rest of the story you know.”
“You have done your country a great service,” said Holmes. “We shall not mention any of this to the police.”
“Your revolver, Major Montague,” said Watson as he handed the gun to Montague. The Major accepted the Webley revolver. He nodded gratefully at them and left.
221B BAKER STREET
“Well, Mr. Holmes,” said Cactus. “We have identi!ed the culprit, but what could have precipitated this?”
“We can only speculate,” answered Watson.
“However,” said Holmes, “over the last several years, there has been a race among our European neighbours, including France, Spain, Portugal, and Italy for territory in Africa. In 1884, the Berlin Conference was hosted by Otto von Bismarck to settle the dispute over African land. European diplomats agreed that any European nation that planned to annex African territory should inti‐ mate the other nations before doing so. Furthermore, a nation should be e#ec‐ tively occupied before it can be o$cially controlled. These rules were set down to prevent war between the nations while claiming territory, and to prevent one power from dominating the others.”
“Why does everyone want to colonize and control Africa?” asked Potbelly.
“Many countries are in an economic recession and have trade de!cits with each other. Africa o#ers an opportunity to build trade surpluses. This would boost our economy. Ethiopia has an abundance of raw material including but not limited to co#ee, ivory, gold, and timber, all of which are in high demand. It also has an abundance of agricultural land and diverse wildlife,” Watson replied.
“Furthermore, our government would do well to control certain parts of Africa that have ports on route to Asia. It would be to our bene!t to connect these ports to our London docks. Finally, Africa a#ords us the opportunity to acquire military and naval bases, speci!cally for the protection of sea routes and generally for strategic purposes,” Holmes added. “France and Britain clashed in Africa due to overlapping colonial ambitions and a desire to control
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key territories, which is where Lagrange’s involvement becomes critically important.”
“So, the documents were probably about colonizing Ethiopia, from Montague’s account,” said Stinkyfeet. “Eleanor Warren leaked this information to the French government, which also wanted to control Ethiopia. They sent Lagrange to bribe Eleanor to steal the documents. In the meantime, Heather‐ ington saw this and Montague was sent to retrieve the documents. Montague killed Lagrange and took the documents.”
“Yes, that is most likely what occurred.”
Soon after Holmes and Watson had "nished talking to the Baker Street Irregulars, Mrs. Hudson entered the room. “Inspector Lestrade wants to see you,” she told them.
“Tell him to come in,” Holmes replied.
Lestrade entered the room and sat down as Mrs. Hudson exited. “Holmes,” he began. “I have two questions for you.”
“Yes, go ahead,” said Holmes.
“Firstly, do you have any idea about what happened to a revolver found near the body?”
“Why, Inspector, I have no clue about the whereabouts of any revolver. However, if you do manage to "nd it, please let me know,” Holmes said with an innocent look on his face.
Lestrade sighed. “Secondly, do you know anything about a missing sum of money?”
“That is another question I do not know the answer to. How much money was missing?”
“A princely sum of £3,000.”
“I did not even realize that money was missing.”
“Looks like the world’s greatest detective cannot provide me with answers to simple questions,” muttered Lestrade. “I shall be on my way. Goodbye!”
“Holmes,” asked Watson suddenly after Lestrade had left, “What did you do with the £3000?”
“£3000, my dear Watson, would buy a lot of food and a lot of clothes for a lot of dockers and their families. It is poetic justice that the peoples’ money is returned to the people – the people who work for it the most and who need it the most.”
“Could we not have kept some for ourselves?” asked Stinkyfeet.
“Unfortunately not,” replied Holmes. “We should act as responsible custo‐ dians of government money. It is not for us to take other peoples’ money.”
“Not even a little?” asked Potbelly.
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“No,” said Holmes sternly.
6 faces fell. “Very well, Mr. ’Olmes,” said Lucifer. “We will see you when you call us to help with the next adventure.”
“Not quite, my dear lad,” said Holmes.
6 curious and questioning faces looked at Holmes.
“Why not?” asked Wiggins.
“You, ladies and gentlemen, will be starting your education at Westminster School in precisely one month from now.”
“Did you use some of the money?” asked Watson incredulously.
“Just a little, Watson. Just a little,” said Holmes, with a twinkle in his eye.
6 jaws dropped.
THE END
Epilogue:
A few days later, Holmes and Watson received a large envelope. Enclosed in it were £5000 for Holmes and Watson, and £50 for each of the Baker Street Irregulars. Additionally, there was a letter from the Strand magazine, which read:
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Dear Dr. Watson,
This letter is with regard to your manuscript entitled “The Clandestine Clamour For The Conquest and Control of South Africa”, which was submitted to us a few days ago. Thank you for choosing The Strand to submit your story for publication and the opportunity to review and edit your work.
Unfortunately, the editorial board has come to the decision that we are not able to proceed with the publication of the story in its current form, as we have received orders from illustrious people in the Royal family not to do so. We are also concerned about its content, which would sully the reputation of this glorious country and seriously jeopardize ongoing trade negotiations between England and France.
In this envelope, you have been provided with a compensation of £5000 for Mr. Holmes and yourself, as well as £50 for each of the Irregulars. We hope that would be adequate. If not, feel free to contact us.
With deepest regrets,
Herbert Smith
Herbert Smith, Editor of the Strand magazine
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August 26, 1892
Dear Dr. Watson,
As you might be aware (unless you have been living under a rock!), there has been a major mining accident at the Parc Slip Colliery mine. It is nothing short of an unmitigated disaster. There are scores of patients who have sustained severe trauma and injuries. As you are an experienced trauma surgeon, we kindly request your services. Thank you, and we hope to see you soon.
Chief Medical Officer, Bridgend County Hospital.
Watson was shocked to receive this letter. Parc Slip Colliery was a coal mine situated at Aberken"g, near Tondu in Bridgend County Borough, Wales. It "rst began producing coal around 1864. These days, around 300 tons of coal were being produced daily by a workforce of approximately 200 young men. He quickly opened the newspaper to glean more information.
The Cambrian. 26th August 1892.
On Friday morning, a terrible explosion rocked the Parc Slip Colliery, belonging to the Monocyte Mining Company. 146 men and lads had just commenced work, when at nine o'clock the miners were startled by a massive
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explosion of unparalleled force. When the dense smoke and dust cleared, the terri!ed people in Tondu and Aberken!g villages arrived at the pit's mouth.
The manager of the company formed an exploration party. Medical men arrived from all over the country. Relief and rescue work began immediately. Two men were rescued almost immediately, and one of them was badly burned. The two men received medical attention, but their condition was serious. What they really needed was surgical attention. Ventilation was partly restored by two o'clock, but the miners had been without air for several hours and it was widely feared that all were dead.
Government mine inspectors, arrived at the pit, with mining and consulting engineers. When the Government Inspector of Mines emerged at six o'clock on Saturday morning, he indicated that all the miners had probably perished.
The government inspectors and colliery managers believed that the unfortu‐ nate miners were either burnt, su$ocated or both. The team did not hold the slightest hope of anyone being discovered alive; but still the exploring parties did not relax their e$orts.
Rescue attempts were hampered by roof falls. Later, on Saturday morning, more than 24 hours after the explosion, a number of miners slowly emerged, which sent a thrill of joy and hope through the whole community.
The news of the safe arrival of some workers quickly spread. The e$ect in the villages of Aberken!g and Tondu was electric. Families were inspired with new hope. The boys, whom their mother and sisters had thought dead, were immedi‐ ately recognised by their families and their neighbours.
One of the inspectors nevertheless observed, "We have now been into every place where there is any possibility of a man being alive. We have gone into every place where life could exist, and we have found no one else. Unless someone has crept into a hole, and afterwards crept out again, we shall !nd no more alive."
The work of searching for survivors was abandoned on Sunday afternoon. Inspectors were so thoroughly convinced of the hopelessness of the situation that they began to focus on the repair of the mine.
The !nal death toll was 112 men and boys.
WHARTON WHARF - THE ISLE OF INTRONS
The two men stood by the four bodies that lay on the dock. The bodies were bloated and dis!gured.
“The only di"erence between you and the bodies, is the remarkable fact
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that you are alive,” started Gregson, “although sometimes even that is not obvious.”
“Is that not Broderick Bronson, director of the Monocyte Mining Company ?” asked Lestrade. “Who are the other three people? I have a feeling I must have seen the photographs in the newspapers recently. My gut instinct says that these people are related to the explosion at the mine.”
“Indeed. The others are Clifford Earle, Chadwick Osmond, and Bradley Clementine ; owner, chairman, and manager of Monocyte Mining respectively,” Gregson a!rmed. “But what’s that?”
He was pointing at a note pinned to Bradley Clementine’s chest.
On it were scrawled the numbers: 081 001169 004001009121 169225324081001324400625, in blood.
“If I could only decode that, we could solve the crime,” Lestrade remarked excitedly.
“Is it your intention to decode this complex cipher using your legendary gut instinct?” quipped Gregson. “Anyhow, I am not sure whether you could decode it yourself or you need the aid of Sherlock Holmes’s ghost!”
“I think I can deal with this without Sherlock Holmes. Oh, well, at least I know what country to work in,” Lestrade snapped. “While you travel all the way to Germany and back, as you proposed in the last case, I will have single-handedly solved the crime!”
Gregson grimaced. “What else do you know about the victims?” he asked, digressing from the topic.
“They were all heading to The Isle of Introns on a boat. There was an explosion, and some time later these bodies were "shed out of the water,” Lestrade replied.
“Surely an accident, then,” Gregson suggested.
“Explosions are not accidents. Also, traces of explosives were discovered on the remains of the boat. This was a premeditated murder. But who would commit such a ghastly series of murders, and why? Has the reprehensible Ripper returned?”
“Well, they were all executives at Monocyte Mining,” Gregson mused. “I have it! Remember, on Tuesday, August 26th, there was an accident at the Parc Slip Colliery? I wonder if the two events are connected.”
“Quite possibly. Why don’t you investigate at the Parc Slip Colliery? I will try to decode that message,” Lestrade proposed. “If you do have trouble, let me know. I do have some grade 5 students who are volunteering and could think for you.”
“Hmmph. Alright. Goodbye!”
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PARC SLIP COLLIERY
Gregson pored over the newspaper accounts as he reached the Parc Slip Colliery, the scene of the mining accident. He !rst scrutinized the mine. There was a considerable amount of debris and broken equipment. However, repairs were currently underway. After a quick analysis of the mine, Gregson deter‐ mined that no evidence was present and if there was it had been destroyed.
After several painstaking hours, Gregson had interviewed all the families of the people involved in the accident.
Eight of these families seemed extremely unhappy about the fact that the rescue e#orts had been terminated. The inspectors had given up on their fami‐ lies, while many of their neighbours had returned home alive. Why had they not persevered? Many of their requests and demands to continue the rescue e#orts were ignored. They argued with the managers but were unsuccessful. They approached the inspectors, who listened to them, but politely declined. The families of Clayton Caldwell, Radcliffe Remington, Thornton Thurlow, Blake Bromley, Aldous Alcott, Walter Webster, Dudley Hadley, and Eldrich Aldrich had no one to turn to, except--.
As Gregson thought about these facts, Holmes’s voice echoed in his mind. Had he found a motive? The colliery was owned by the Monocyte Mining company! There were still a few people whom the o$cials could not and did not bother searching for, and the search was abandoned. The families of the workers were livid and incensed but could do nothing about it. Maybe this was a crime of revenge? But who had committed the murders? Certainly not the families, who did not appear to have had not left their homes. He hailed a cab to return to Scotland Yard.
SCOTLAND YARD
At Scotland Yard, Gregson ri%ed through the drawers in his o$ce. Finally, he came across a large blue envelope with the name of the criminal scrawled upon it. He %ipped through the wad of papers, which listed the members, belonging to a gang (headed by the criminal), which orchestrated over !fty murders in the country. The names Clayton Caldwell, Radcli!e Remington, Thornton Thur‐ low, Blake Bromley, Aldous Alcott, Walter Webster, Dudley Hadley, and Eldrich Aldrich, featured prominently in the !le!
Meanwhile, Lestrade sat at his desk, racking his brains. He had been puzzling over the mysterious cipher for an over hour now and had reached no conclusion. He could only think of how Holmes had solved the dancing men
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cipher in only a few days. This was considerably simpler. He instinctively reached for his hat as he prepared to go to 221B Baker Street and then realized that Holmes was no longer with them. In the last few years, he had developed a liking and a respect for the detective, although he did not publicly admit it.
As he looked back at the infernal code, the answer suddenly started to form in his brain. He looked at the "rst three numbers, 081. It was impossible that 81 itself coded for a letter – there were only 26 alphabets. However, looking at each consecutive set of three numbers, he realized that they were all perfect squares! The square root of 81 was 9, and the 9th alphabet was I. Therefore, the "rst word was I.
His heart raced as he determined the square roots of all consecutive three-digit numbers in the sequence and assigned their alphabets. Three inspectors approached him. He ignored them and pretended he was Holmes. As he "nished, Gregson burst into the room, waving a sheaf of papers triumphantly in the air.
“Lestrade! I have discovered something! Many of the victims of the acci‐ dent were -”
Gregson was interrupted as Lestrade passed the message to him. Rereading the message, the true import of the words "nally struck him forcefully, sending a chill down his spine. He would have preferred the Ripper anyday.
081 | 001 169 | 004 001 009 121 = I AM BACK
169 225 324 081 001 324 400 625 = MORIARTY
I AM BACK – MORIARTY!
BRIDGEND COUNTY HOSPITAL
The hospitals were over$owing with patients, and many of them were requesting blood donors. The government was being relentlessly persecuted by the Workers’ Union and the opposition to improve the working conditions for labourers. Following the accident, the Minister of Mining and Industry had been forced to resign, as he was outrageously remiss in addressing the recurring problem of the working conditions at the mine. All these factors contributed to a state of great political turmoil in the country.
Watson hurriedly journeyed to the Hospital to treat the unfortunate patients. Many patients needed amputations and had severe trauma. Over the next few hours, he was performed amputations, blood transfusions, skin grafts, laparotomies, and much more. Memories of Afghanistan came rushing back to him. By the end of the day, he was utterly exhausted and had performed more than a dozen surgical procedures.
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Watson had also heard about the high-pro!le murders of the o"cials of the mining company. He decided to visit Scotland Yard to enquire. Inspector Gregson was, as usual, lounging in his o"ce.
“Dr. Watson!” he exclaimed. “What brings you to this reputed establish‐ ment today?”
“I would like to enquire about this so-called ‘accident’ at the Parc Slip
Colliery. Have any investigations been conducted so far?”
“Do you want the good news or the bad news?”
“I’m exhausted. Give me the good news. I don’t care about the bad news.”
“We found the culprit.”
“Who is it?”
“The good Professor.”
At !rst, Watson did not register the answer. Then it dawned on him.
“What?!” he exclaimed.
“Moriarty is back and is still at large.”
The three men looked at each other sullenly. They looked up at the large photograph on the wall.
The man in the deerstalker hat looked down at them, with an enigmatic smile. “Resurrect me,” he seemed to say.
THE END
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EPILOGUE:
Dear Dr. Watson,
This letter is with regard to your manuscript entitled “The Adventure of The Macabre Mining Massacre”, which was submitted to us yesterday. Thank you for choosing The Strand to submit your story for publication and the oppor‐ tunity to review and edit your work. We recognize that it takes a considerable amount of e#ort on your part to pen this account in the absence of your good friend, Holmes.
Unfortunately, the editorial board has come to the decision that we are not able to proceed with the publication of the story in its current form, for which our reasons are two-fold. Firstly, Holmes has not yet been resurrected yet, whereas Moriarty has.
Secondly, this story sees no involvement from the Baker Street Irregulars. Our readers have apparently grown fond of the Irregulars, and the combination of these two factors would lead to a decline in readership.
The readership at large would not take kindly to the fact that you have created an asymmetrical contest by resurrecting Moriarty, but not Holmes. Our safety, and your safety, in fact, might be at risk!
With deepest regrets,
Herbert Smith
Herbert Smith, Editor of the Strand magazine
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The Mysterious Death of Cardinal
Tosca
Robert Sharfman, BSI
When I entered the room I saw my “roommate” sitting in his favorite chair reading a letter. The letter was written on that very distinctive stationery Holmes’ friend in Miami, Florida, uses.
John Edwin Pope met Holmes at a cricket match some years ago. They became the best of friends and have corresponded almost monthly for the past several years. Holmes always referred to him by his “nickname” (an American device used to, I guess, elevate a person) “His Holiness.”
“What says His Holiness?” I asked.
“What? Oh, I see, Watson, you saw the distinctive stationery and concluded John Pope wrote this.”
“Am I mistaken?”
“No, you are correct and this time he has asked me for help in locating a sportsman who is a Cardinal and is named Tosca. I am not sure what he meant by ‘being a Cardinal,’ but we will soon !nd out.”
I handed my friend a book titled Famous Catholic Athletes, 1820 – 2020.
“This may help,” I said.
Holmes seemed grateful. “Thank you, my friend. His Holiness asked me to !nd out any useful information about this Tosca’s death.”
“Why is he interested? Is he related or a friend?”
“Why indeed,” answered Holmes. “Let’s see what we have here in this book. Ah, I think I found something. Yes, here it is.”
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He turned a page.
“There seems to be two professional sports teams named the Cardinals, one a football team, probably that cheap American imitation of rugby, and the other a baseball team, that cheap American imitation of cricket. The football team is from Chicago…then from St. Louis, and now plays in Arizona. The baseball team plays in St. Louis. There is also a university team from Louisville, Kentucky, also named the Cardinals.
“Yes, I think we have that part solved, but not the part about our player, Tosca. He must, or most likely, be of Italian origin. See, his name ends in a vowel.”
“You have seen and observed. Yes, Holmes, In think you are on the right path. So is Tosca on any of these teams?”
“Let’s go down the list of players past and present. Here we have Charlie Trippi of the Chicago football Cardinals. Born 1921 and died 2022 at the age of 101. He was a member of the 1947 National Football League Champions – a game witnessed by that Sherlockian, Bob Sharfman, when he was 11 years old. Here is another Cardinal, who played on the St. Louis Cardinals, named Joe Garagiola. He is in the Baseball Hall of Fame. Garagiola died in 2016 at age 90. And here is a golfer named Bob Toski who is still living at age 98. But I digress. There is a basketball coach for the Louisville Cardinals named Rick Pitino. I can’t !nd a Tosca.”
Holmes looked up and asked, “What do you think, Watson?”
“I think we need to look at Tosca written by some fellow named Puccini. And here in the book of famous operas, Tosca had its debut in 1895. Why, it’s always 1895!”
“Watson, how many times have I told you, it is always 1895?”
“Yes, I know, but look at this. Sarah Bernhardt starred in this opera on opening night. For some reason, she could not sing the second night and a new female lead, Cee Cee Ryder, actually was substituted and was…well, let me say…not up to the part and the opera was panned by all the critics and died on the second night.”
“It says here that the opera was later restored to its rightful place among the great operas ever performed. It is of cardinal quality.”
“Watson, you astound me with your perspicacity and logic. That’s it! John Pope wants me to research the death … the very mysterious death … of the cardinal opera Tosca. I will respond today and tell him the mysterious death of the cardinal opera Tosca was due to one, and only one, bad performance by a soprano.
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“I am sure His Holiness will !nd our conclusion most satisfactory. But you should also note that it is most bene!cial to be an athlete of Italian heritage if you wish to live a long life.”
THE END
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Dr. John H. Watson
221B Baker Street W.
London, England
Dear Dr. Watson,
We have received and read your manuscript on “The Mysterious Death of Cardinal Tosca.” We here at The Strand compliment you on your imagination and creative talent which resulted in this submission.
After considerable editing and comment by our sta", we wish to advise you that this story falls neatly into the classi#cation of trash. It is not #t for the human eye, although #sh can be neatly wrapped in it. Better luck next time. We herewith return your manuscript.
On a happier note, we will publish “The Adventures of Black Peter” and that “creeper” about “The Hound of the Baskervilles.”
Most Sincerely,
John Blutarshy
John Blutarsky
Acting (like an) Editor
P.S. Those stains on the paper are just remnants of the more expressive feeling about that story. If you can call it that!!
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221B Baker Street
London, England
Steve Mason
Editor
Dear Mr. Mason,
While tidying up the rooms previously occupied by Messrs. Holmes and Watson, I discovered these documents under the old carpet. I have no forwarding address and hope you can either forward them to their rightful owners or !nd some other use.
I have read the story and agree with Bluto that wrapping !sh is probably the best use—I did enjoy “Black Peter” and that story about “The Hound of the Baskervilles.”
Very Truly Yours
Martha
Mrs. Martha Hudson
P.S. I also agree with Mr. Holmes that it seems that having an Italian athlete (either baseball, football, or golf) insures one of a long life. Just saying.
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The Beast of Baker Street
Liese Sherwood-Fabre, BSI, Deck-Mate
I write this account only to be shared after Sherlock Holmes’s death, explaining his sudden retreat to Sussex at forty-nine. Though still in his prime, events forced him from London into seclusion.
To begin, I must share what truly happened on the moors surrounding Baskerville Hall. As I "rst described it in my previous writings, the howls of the spectral hound echoed through the dense fog that clung to the ancient grounds. In my published record, the hound, in pursuit of Henry Baskerville, passed Holmes, Lestrade, and myself as we lay in wait. We followed that horrible crea‐ ture, and Holmes shot it before it could harm Baskerville.
In truth, as the beast bounded from the moors toward Henry Baskerville, Holmes shouted at it, and it turned its attention to my friend. Before any of us could aim our weapons, it fell upon Holmes. The two rolled on the ground. Lestrade and I pointed our weapons at the two but remained immobile, fearing we might hit the wrong target. A mu$ed explosion made us both jump, uprooting us from our spots. Rushing forward, we pulled the inert body of the dog o% my friend, now covered in blood.
With quick movements, I examined him, seeking any wounds needing treatment. I discovered a bite mark on his neck. While deep, it was not fatal, having missed any major arteries. The blood had come primarily from the dog that now lay panting in its death throes.
After placing a temporary bandage on the wound and helping Holmes to stand, we watched the animal give a "nal death rattle. As it lay there, a transfor‐
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mation occurred. The hair receded into the body, the limbs reshaped them‐ selves, and the head became that of a man’s. A hound no longer lay at our feet. Instead, a naked man sprawled at our feet.
Despite never having professed any particular belief or religion to us, Lestrade surprised me by crossing himself and muttering. “Lord, have mercy.”
I continued to stare at the man, sharing his sentiment. As a trained physi‐ cian, I had seen events that might be called miracles—men walking after being pronounced paralyzed, those in comas regaining consciousness, and even a patient who described the events of his operation despite having received chlo‐ roform. This, however, was of a di"erent ilk. A dog did not turn into a man—or vice versa.
Finally, I turned to Holmes to learn his explanation.
In a hoarse whisper, he said, “What we have witnessed is a manifestation of the supernatural.”
“No,” I said, shaking my head, “you have never put any stock in such ideas. Do you recall what you told Dr. Mortimer? ‘Ghosts need not apply?’ Are you saying now—”
“If you will recall, I also have said, ‘When you have eliminated the impossi‐ ble, whatever remains, however improbable, must be the truth.’ What we have witnessed is a case of lycanthropy.”
“Nonsense,” I said, my anger $aring,
“Sabine Baring-Gould might have something to say about that. His treatise, The Book of Were-Wolves, provides some insights into both the legend, its origins, and other aspects of this ‘curse.’ My current fear, however, involves the panic that would ensue if word of this case should come to public attention. We need to keep this information to ourselves.”
Lestrade stared down at the corpse before us. “I’m not going to my supe‐ riors with a tale of a werewolf stalking these parts. The way I see it, this man attacked you, and you shot him in self-defense. The noise attracted the hound, and Holmes shot at it, but it ran o". Probably drowned in the moors’ bogs. That’s how I’m writing my report.”
He turned his attention to me. “And I would suggest the same to you.”
Holmes nodded and gingerly touched the wound on his neck. “We must keep this matter between the three of us, but I must share some more informa‐ tion concerning Stapleton to complete your reports. First, we must %nd the man’s sister—or rather his wife—Beryl.”
As we made our way back to Stapleton’s residence, I considered Holmes’s declaration about lycanthropy, seeking a means to equate his logical mind with his acceptance of this supernatural event. The beast’s
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transformation into a man had transported us to some time in the past—an ancient myth brought to life. Had I not witnessed it with my own eyes, I would have dismissed it as some fevered delusion. I had to agree with the other two men. Providing a chronicle of the actual events pushed the bounds of logic.
What followed remained as I previously recorded: we discovered Staple‐ ton, Charles Baskerville’s brother’s secret son, had tied his wife to a column in his house. We left Sir Henry to his inheritance, no longer in fear of the mythical hound of Dartmoor.
During our return to London, Holmes spent the "rst part of the trip deep in thought. When he roused himself from his reverie, he met my gaze and spoke in a grave tone. “You must record this adventure—”
“You want me to write about lycanthropy? Every publishing house in the country would laugh me out of their o#ces.”
“No, you must do as Lestrade. Rewrite the tale to avoid a panic in Dart‐ moor and across the country. Only you’ll describe an attack by a hound Stapleton covered with $uorescent paint. The two ran o% and drowned in the bog.”
I did as Holmes instructed, crafting a narrative in which Stapleton, driven by a twisted desire for revenge and control, used the tale of the curse of the Baskervilles to gain what he considered his rightful inheritance. Lestrade penned a similar report for his superiors.
With the truth hidden, the published account of what happened on the moors became a public success, solidifying Holmes’s reputation as the world’s most famous consulting detective.
Unfortunately, the truth did not remain buried. The werewolf attack had consequences none of us, except perhaps Holmes, anticipated.
Perhaps I should have consulted the Baring-Gould treatise he had mentioned earlier. I was, however, a medical man who based his beliefs on science. Despite Holmes’s explanation of what we had witnessed, I couldn’t accept some ancient folklore or myth for what it was: the truth.
Holmes paced the sitting-room at odd hours, "ngers drumming the mantel, eyes darting with restless agitation. His wit, once sharp and playful, now cut like a blade.
While neither the disappearance nor silence was out of character, his clothing drew my attention immediately. I’d seen him in many disguises over the years, but none so ragged or hanging so loosely about his frame. They seemed to belong to someone else.
He o%ered no response to my greeting, nor did he explain his location
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during the entire evening. He simply went to his chamber, closed the door, and didn’t emerge until much later that afternoon.
Equally, if not more, disturbing were accounts carried by the morning London newspapers regarding a gruesome attack in Whitechapel.
The headline read, “IS JACK BACK?”
I initially thought Holmes was tracking Jack the Ripper, that vile criminal who stalked the area only two years prior. When my friend appeared shortly after lunch, he went straight to the meal still waiting for him and feasted like a starving man, grabbing the food with his hands and shoving it into his mouth. He eschewed the vegetables, consuming only the sliced roast beef.
Holding up a paper with a gruesome depiction of the victim and the scene, I asked. “Are you involved in this?”
He turned to me and stared, his eyes wide, a bit of beef hanging out of his mouth. “Why? What does it say? Does it mention me?”
“No, your vanishing last evening caused me to speculate—”
He swallowed the remaining beef, wiped his mouth, and snatched the paper before I "nished the thought. After he examined the article, he stared at me, his "ngers gripping the paper’s edges.
“I must go there.”
Dropping the paper, he rushed to his room and returned dressed, if not shaved or groomed.
“I’ll come with you,” I said, grabbing my hat as I followed him out the door.
Locating the scene of the brutal attack proved rather simple. The paper had identi"ed the alley, and a large crowd pushed and shoved at its mouth to gain a view of the spot.
Holmes pushed his way through the gathering crowd, stopping at the alley’s entrance to scan the scene. His movements became almost predatory as if a primal instinct had taken over him, honing his senses to a razor’s edge.
After a cursory review, he stepped into the alley itself, and I followed. Behind us, onlookers speculated in animated whispers whether Jake the Ripper had returned. The thought settled like a rock in the pit of my stomach.
The iron scent of blood hung in the air as Holmes knelt at the site, his eyes "xed on the spot where the unfortunate man had met his end. Evidence remained of the awful assault, though the police had removed the victim during the night. Blood stained the ground, and I imagined the scene as shown in the paper.
After examining the bloodied spot, he turned his attention to an area on the wall and studied a claw mark etched deep into the bricks. He reached out and touched a patch of hair hanging from a nail protruding near the scratch. My
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breath caught in my throat as the pieces fell into place, painting a horrifying picture of what had transpired.
This was no Ripper attack.
An animal had done this.
The memory of the beast we’d encountered on the moors came "ooding back with biting intensity.
My friend sprang to his feet, his gaze searching the area and crowd. “We must leave. Now.”
I struggled to keep up with him as he stormed through the streets, muttering under his breath. My own thoughts whirled with the events in Dart‐ moor. Was his doing the same?
Once back at 221B, he rushed to his library and pulled a slim volume from the shelf. He held up the book. “Baring-Gould has documented speci$c cases of lycanthropy near Baskerville Hall.” After "ipping through the pages, he stopped and ran his $nger over the text as he read it aloud. “In Devonshire, they range the moors in the shape of black dogs...”
Continuing to peruse the text silently for a few paragraphs, he read the following aloud, “‘The publican shot a silver button over their heads, when they were instantly transformed into two ill-favored old ladies of his acquaintance.’”
Turning further into the book, he again read, “‘In the Périgord, the were-wolf is called louléerou. Certain men, especially bastards, are obliged at each full moon to transform themselves into these diabolic beasts.’” He paused and added more to himself than to me, “Last night was a full moon.”
My stomach roiled as I considered the carnage this creature could wreak upon an unsuspecting populace. “What do you propose?”
He faced the bookcase again, quickly choosing a book without glancing at its cover, this year’s almanac. After checking a page, he said, “If Baring-Gould is correct about the e%ect of the full moon, this is just the $rst of three days of the creature’s rampage.”
Dropping the book onto his desk, he strode to the mantle and prepared his pipe. He paced in front of the $replace, trailing smoke behind him like a train engine. I recognized his mood immediately and took a seat in my chair, waiting for him to work out the problem.
He spun on his heel and stared at me. “I’m going to patrol the streets these next two nights to catch this beast. Alone. And now, I must prepare for the hunt.”
After Holmes hurried from our "at, the full signi$cance of his proposed actions emboldened me to form my own plan. My friend could not face this
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monstrous threat unaccompanied, but it was useless to argue with him when he was in such a determined state. I, too, left to prepare for whatever confronted us this night.
I returned to our !at later in the day to "nd it still unoccupied. Holmes "nally returned shortly before evening, dressed in dark clothes, pocketed his revolver, and turned to leave.
At the door, he faced me. “If I don’t return by daylight, please have the police seek my body. I will have failed, and it will be up to you and Lestrade to continue my search.”
“At least tell me where you’re going, so we’ll know where to search.”
He paused, his hand on the doorknob, and tilted his head. “Whitechapel. The scent of blood is stronger there.”
After he departed, I found myself trembling at his last comment. My plans for that night gained an even greater imperative. Gathering my service revolver, I hastened on my way for a pursuit of my own.
Few people loitered about Whitechapel’s gaslit streets. Those that did scur‐ ried along, constantly moving their gazes left and right, warily scanning for danger. The possible return of Jack the Ripper or his disciple had forced most indoors. Every shadow seemed to hide some menace, and every sound set my nerves on end. I gripped my revolver, sweat dampening my palm, ready for any threat that might come my way.
As the night wore on, a heavy fog settled over Whitechapel’s streets, obscuring my view and mu%ing the sounds around me. I strained to catch any hint of movement in the swirling mist.
Turning a corner, I spied a "gure dart out from the shadows and move swiftly down a narrow passageway. Without hesitation, I gave chase. The "gure seemed to glide e&ortlessly through the darkness, disappearing around another corner before I could catch up.
When I did, I found myself in a short alley with no exit. A low growl came from its depths. My mouth dried as I recognized it as similar to the one from the creature we had encountered on the moors. Through the fog, a pair of eyes glowed dimly and grew as they came closer.
In that moment, instinct took over, and I raised my revolver, aiming at the beast with steady hands. As it lunged toward me, I "red. The bullet !ew just over its head, and the beast dropped to the ground, landing at my feet.
The transformation was faster than the one I witnessed in Grimpen Mire, but this one shook me to my core. Sherlock Holmes lay at my feet. Knowing the blast would call a constable, I quickly removed my coat and placed it over his naked form.
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He raised his head and squinted at me. “Watson?”
The events had stilled my tongue. I could only nod in response.
He glanced around him, then let a low moan. “Not again.”
“We must be quick,” I said, extending a hand. “I can hear the bobby’s whistle coming this way.”
He pulled my overcoat around him and searched the area with a hunted look I’d never seen in his eyes before.
“One of my bolt holes is not far from here,” he said. “I can change into spare clothes there.”
Given the fog and scarcity of others on the streets, we moved swiftly and silently to a tenement house without Holmes, dressed only in my overcoat, being stopped. Despite the seedy surroundings, I found his small room quite comfortable. He lit a single candle that cast shadows across the peeling wall‐ paper and worn furniture. A small bed piled high with blankets, a plush armchair by the window, and a small writing desk in the corner gave it a cozy feel.
While he retrieved a set of clothes from a small wardrobe, I settled into the armchair, #nding it surprisingly soft. When he sat down on the bed's edge to shove his feet into a pair of boots, I handed him the brandy $ask I carried with me for medical emergencies.
He took a long draught, then handed it back to me. Color immediately returned to his pale cheeks.
“What’s going on?” I asked after my own dose from the $ask.
“I think you know. That werewolf bit me and now….”
I forced the conclusion past the lump in my throat. “You are one.”
“Just how did you…change me?”
“You’re not the only one who can read Baring-Gould’s treatise. I #red a silver bullet over your head like the publican.”
“But what if it hadn’t worked?” He buried his head in his hands. “What if I…. What if I had attacked you?”
It grieved me to say so, but I whispered, “My revolver held extra rounds.” In a stronger voice, I added, “But I had no idea I was shooting you. I thought…. I thought…. I don’t know what I thought, other than it was some stranger.”
When he raised his head from his hands, I asked, “What are we going to do now?”
Without hesitating, he replied, “Find a cure, of course.”
“Tomorrow is the last full moon of the month.”
“I think I have a temporary solution.” He opened the door to the tenement hallway and said, “Let’s get back to Baker Street. We have work to do.”
261
Liese Sherwood-Fabre, BSI, Deck-Mate
As we made our way back, my scienti!c training grappled with the reality before me. We had stumbled into a world of darkness and monsters I’d only read about in the pages of folklore and legends. This present situation was beyond imagination, and yet I had experienced it and knew its truth.
I also struggled with how close I’d come to losing my friend. What would have happened if I had shot him in fear when he attacked? I needed to focus on !nding a cure, not just for Holmes, but for the innocent people he could poten‐ tially infect during his next transformation. I couldn’t even fathom the terror a legion of werewolves preying on London’s inhabitants would create.
When we returned to our #at, I opened Baring-Gould’s book for further consultation. “I’m afraid the information regarding treatments is rather scarce. In part because it is often considered a mental issue.”
He sco%ed. “We know di%erently, don’t we?”
“If it is a disease, then some sort of cure is possible.”
“For tomorrow night, however, I have a di%erent plan. As soon as it’s light, I’ll make arrangements. For now, I ask that you stand guard in case—” I swal‐ lowed as I waited for him to complete his thought. “If the e%ect of your silver bullet tonight is only temporary, I want you to keep watch, your revolver loaded. I’m going to my room now. Lock the door from the outside. I assume that once the moon sets, it will be safe to allow me to leave.”
All through that night, I sat in a chair facing his room, my !rearm at the ready. Inside the room, the man paced without ceasing. While the footsteps continued, however, I knew he remained in human form. With the !rst streaks of sunlight, I relaxed for the !rst time in many hours and unlocked the door.
Holmes emerged, shaven and ready for the day. “I’m o% now to prepare for tonight. I’ll see you this afternoon.” At the door, he turned to me. “Try and get some rest.”
I did retire to my bedroom, but sleep eluded me. Whenever I closed my eyes, I was once again faced with the terrible creature from Grimpen Mire. The matted fur, the large paws tipped with claws that could tear through #esh with ease, the glowing eyes. And the howls that echoed through the moors, chilling one’s blood to ice.
Finally, I rose and returned to our sitting room to re-read Baring-Gould’s treatise, hoping to !nd any information suggesting a cure for the condition. Regrettably, I discovered little useful beyond the “silver button” reference.
While the shot had ended that episode, had it o%ered a cure? Obviously, Holmes thought not. Why else would he be preparing for tonight? Somehow, I knew that silver would be involved in any reversal of the disease.
I weighed the most prevalent choices. Silver sutures had been found to
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avoid infection when used closing wounds, but they o!ered no help for Holmes’s situation.
Lunar caustic, or silver nitrate, was commonly used for infections, burns, ulcers, and the removal of warts. If a silver projectile, discharged overhead, reversed the illness, perhaps a topical treatment would prevent an occurrence. Unfortunately, if not used correctly, the substance could lead to burns, ulcera‐ tion, and permanent skin damage. While in medical school, I observed another student, in his inexperience, apply the substance with such vigor that the $esh surrounding a wart blackened and fell away.
Silver nitrate injections were common enough in medical facilities, particu‐ larly for certain infections. This would certainly send the silver into the blood‐ stream and might o!er an e!ective preventative if the dose remained low enough not to damage the body.
Colloidal silver, however….
Tonics of colloidal silver, used for intestinal in%rmities, were less corrosive but had their limitations. One of my patients, a lady of %ne birth, came to see me after taking a colloidal silver tonic daily for some months. The tonic had tinted her face a permanent bluish-grey, although it had not impaired her health. The change resulted in her becoming a recluse.
In late afternoon, I went out to gather some supplies and returned to await my friend’s arrival and prepare for the evening.
As the sun dipped lower in the sky, casting long shadows across Baker Street, I paced the room, trying to ignore a growing unease. My mind returned again and again to Holmes and his fate. The idea that he could transform back into that horrifying creature before he returned to Baker Street sent shivers down my spine.
The sound of the front door opening made me almost giddy. I turned to see Holmes entering, his face a mix of apprehension and determination.
“I’ve made the arrangements,” he said, his voice low and tense. “Come with me now. The moon will be rising soon.”
We moved through the gloomy evening, my senses on alert as I monitored my friend’s condition. Once again, the fog, a mix of smoke and decay, mu&ed our footsteps, and the chill air seeped into my bones. Would we reach our desti‐ nation before he transformed? I kept my hand in my pocket, wrapped around my service revolver.
He turned a corner into a dark alleyway and pointed to a dilapidated build‐ ing, a board across its door. “We’re here.”
At the entrance, he grasped the board, and it came o! without a sound in his hands. “I’ve prepared a special room for tonight. We’ll need this board.”
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Once inside, he lit a lantern on a small table. Its weak glow barely reached the edges of the room. Shadows and darkness swallowed the rest. A deep breath coated my lungs with dust and caused me to cough.
He checked his watch. “We must hurry to be prepared in time.”
Turning on his heel, he stepped purposefully to a door on the right. The hinges creaked slightly, setting my teeth on edge as he pulled it open. The lantern light showed a bare room. “I’ll be in here tonight.”
He pulled a bottle from his pocket. “Laudanum. I plan to keep myself in a stupor. Even if I transform, I’m hoping the beast will be as drugged as I am.”
“And if not?” I asked after forcing a swallow down my dry throat.
“There’s no exit to this room except for the door. You are to secure this board over it. There’s a hammer and nails on the chair over there.” He pointed to the right. “I’m afraid your seat is not a very comfortable one, but I need you to stay alert.”
Unable to put words to both my fears and worries, I could only nod. As a "nal gesture, he held out a key.
“Please lock me in now.”
In the doorway, he turned, and the shadow of an odd smile passed over his lips. “See you in the morning, Doctor.”
Again, I could only nod in response. He pulled the door shut, and I followed his instructions, sealing it with the locks and board. Taking a seat in front of the door, I pulled out my revolver, praying I wouldn’t have to use it.
On the other side of the door, I heard him pacing back and forth. As the minutes ticked on, his steps became less frantic, and at one point, he stumbled. The footfalls ended, and I assumed the laudanum had rendered him unconscious.
At one point, I leaned my ear close to the door, seeking to check his breath‐ ing. A mu$ed sound "ltered through to me, making me draw in my own breath. Panting emanated from the room. The laudanum hadn’t prevented the transformation, but had it drugged the beast?
The noise grew louder and more guttural. Dread coiled in my stomach. I gripped the revolver’s handle, ready to act if required. Minutes stretched into eternity, each heartbeat echoing in the room’s oppressive silence.
Claws scraped against the wooden %oor, inducing a paralysis in me. Then, silence. I strained to hear any indication of what was happening on the other side of the door. I jumped backward when the door resounded with a strong thud. Fear warred with concern for my friend. Would the door hold? And was I prepared to respond if it didn’t?
The creature now kept up a continual battering, growing more insistent
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with each blow. Low, menacing growls accompanied the pounding, making the hairs on the back of my neck rise. Over my booming heartbeat, I heard the !rst splintering of wood. When I aimed my revolver at the door, a center board fell with a sickening clatter. A second board followed, and the lantern light provided my !rst full examination of my friend’s transformed !gure.
I could !nd none of my friend’s familiar features in the twisted and distorted visage before me. The elongated jaw formed a snout holding sharp, glinting teeth. The eyes were a predator’s yellow slits. Dark fur covered the face and paws. Sharp claws pulled at the boards to free itself from Holmes’s self-imposed prison. I gagged at the musty odor of a trapped animal emanating from that room. My throat constricted as terror clamped my chest—this monster bore no trace of my friend.
The creature howled, a cry that pierced through bone and echoed in the depths of one's soul. Its eyes !xed on me, promising death. An arm reached through the hole, seeking purchase on the other side. I gritted my teeth and aimed. With a steadiness that came from years of practice, I pointed to a spot just above where I estimated the creature’s head (now hidden behind the door) stood.
A #ash of light erupted from my revolver’s barrel. The gun’s recoil jolted my arm, and a strong, acrid odor of burnt gunpowder !lled the room, overpow‐ ering even the animal’s stench.
I continued to aim at the door.
My world stopped, waiting for an unknown outcome.
The only sound: the gunshot ringing in my ears. I almost missed the mu%ed whisper. “Watson?”
Knowing that he had transformed again, I rushed to the door and peered through the hole. “Are you all right? Not harmed?”
His voice came through the door, shaky and unsure. “Very tired…the laudanum…is it morning?”
My heart grew heavy. He had no memory of the transformation. “I’m coming in to check on you.”
“Wait…”
Gripping the board, I readied myself to pry it free. A shu%ing sound echoed in the room, followed by a soft groan. “My heavens.” After a pause, he said, “Please, give me time to…to prepare myself.”
“I’ll remove the nails but wait for you to tell me I can enter.”
When he allowed me access, I found he’d wrapped himself in his overcoat, now in tatters. I shone the lantern around the rest of the room and discovered the rest of his clothes heaped into a pile of rags.
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When the light stopped there, he said, “We’ll have to include an extra set of clothing for the next full moon.” His voice took on a clinical tone. “I’ll continue to seek a cure, but it will require experimentation. I’m afraid I’ll have to ask you to assist, especially if….” His gaze shifted to the wall where the silver bullet was embedded in the wall.
Our return to Baker Street was similar to that of the previous night, skulking through the alleyways to avoid stares at Holmes’s disheveled appear‐ ance. Upon reaching our #at, he went straight to his bedroom, and once again, I took my place to guard his door. His deep, steady breathing told me he still had laudanum in his system and needed to sleep it o$.
In a fashion, I was relieved. I had managed to wean him from his cocaine habit and feared him becoming a victim of laudanum or opium addiction instead.
In the weeks that followed, few cases came to 221B, and those that did were dismissed as not being worthy of Holmes’s interest or time. This allowed us to research the topic more thoroughly.
Treatises on werewolves were available in various languages back to the 1500s, and descriptions of trials were found in Livonia, France, Eastern Europe, and Germany. While some dismissed lycanthropy as a mental prob‐ lem, others lumped it in with a discussion of witchcraft in general.
Cures, of course, depended upon the approach to the a%iction. Prayers or more serious treatments, including beatings or burnings, were o$ered for those considered under a witch’s spell. Many mentioned wolfsbane, but I discour‐ aged that one for its high toxicity. We both agreed that silver was the most promising, having already shown some e$ect by shooting a silver bullet over the creature’s head.
Having experience with the use of silver nitrate injections for certain infec‐ tions, particularly among soldiers, I proposed this method &rst.
With the decision reached, I secured the required supplies before the coming full moon. We also reinforced the small cell at the warehouse, installing a metal door with a small slit for observation, anchoring a chain and leg shackle to the #oor, and adding bars to the inside walls.
As the month continued, I again noticed a shift in my friend’s behavior again: irritation, anxiety, and a taste for meat (raw, if possible, or very rare, if not). Two days before the full moon, we decided to begin the injections. After some debate with myself, I chose a one-percent solution. Most patients were able to tolerate a two-percent solution, and the lower dose would allow for an increase if necessary.
The &rst night of the full moon, we shackled my friend inside his room, and
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I secured the door. As before, I took up my vigil outside and waited, praying for none of the horrors of the last time to return.
Through a dirt-streaked window, the full moon’s soft glow cast shadows across the "oor. As it rose over the rooftops, sounds from within the room broke the su#ocating silence around me. Metal grated on wood.
The chain securing Holmes’s leg dragged across the wooden "oor. A mu$ed howl echoed behind the door stopped my breath. Another followed, this one louder and more distinct. The chain rattled again. Holmes was attempting to break free.
I stepped cautiously to the door and slid back the cover on the observation window. Hunched on the "oor was a %gure. Not quite Holmes, but not a beast either. The clothing had been ripped and lay scattered about the room to reveal a distorted %gure of elongated limbs covered with fur.
It turned to me. The bright, yellow eyes stared at me and seemed to hold some recognition. Rising, it howled and lunged at me. The chain, however, kept it from reaching the door.
“I’m sorry, Holmes,” I said and aimed the revolver through the slit.
Its "ash lasted less than a breath, but the image of the distorted creature frozen in its blast seared itself onto my retinas.
The beast dropped immediately to the "oor, its fur receded, and my friend lay in a crumpled heap.
I cautiously opened the door and rushed to his side. Carefully, I checked for any wounds, relieved to %nd none. His breath remained uneven, yet he lived. I removed the leg shackle and helped him into a sitting position. He reached out and grabbed my forearm, his grip surprisingly strong for someone who had just undergone such a traumatic experience.
“Thank you,” he rasped, his eyes still glassy with confusion. “I...can’t remember much.”
He changed into the spare clothing we’d brought and returned to our "at. Only after we were in the privacy of our quarters did we compare experiences that night.
Sitting in his favorite armchair, still visibly shaken, he recounted what he recalled. His posture remained tense, and his gaze hunted. Despite his physical appearance returning to normal, it was clear that the psychological e#ects of his transformation lingered.
He described "eeting moments of consciousness amidst a haze of primal instincts. Hunger and aggression consumed him, punctuated by bouts of sheer terror as he fought against the beast within. The account was fragmented,
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pieces of a shattered mirror. Throughout, he felt trapped in his own body, a passenger to the monstrous transformation.
As I shared with him my observations of the creature that he’d become, a surge of admiration for his resilience passed through me. While his past trans‐ formations had consumed his body and mind, the silver nitrate had lessened the change but plunged him into some in-between state.
When we had #nished, he said, “Obviously, I need a stronger dosage.”
The next two nights, we followed the same routine: the room, the shackle, and most importantly, the silver nitrate—each time with an additional half-dosage increase. Each time, the transformation left him in a more human form, but not unchanged.
After the #nal night of the full moon, he sighed. “Next month, you will have to use a much higher dosage.”
“Any more and you can be permanently harmed,” I said with a shake of my head. “I’ll not be responsible for….” The word “death” stuck in my throat.
“This treatment works. I am willing to risk my life. I can’t continue my work without it.”
I knew then that there was no use arguing when he had already made up his mind. Despite my reservations, I could not deny him this chance to regain control over his own fate.
The following month, I prepared the highest dosage of silver nitrate yet and prepared him as we had the other nights. The lantern cast shadows across the empty spaces, and every sound seemed magni#ed tenfold in the stillness. Those coming from the locked room, however, were di$erent this time. No grating of metal on wood or rattling of chains. Instead, I heard labored breathing and soft muttering. Hesitantly, I slid back the cover on the observation window. Inside, Holmes was standing upright. His eyes met mine through the small slit in the door.
“Do you see any di$erence?” he asked.
Because he had not ripped o$ his clothes, my observations were limited to his hands and face, both devoid of fur.
“No changes I can observe.”
“I…feel di$erent. Or rather, not di$erent. The same as always.”
Before I could stop myself, I asked, “Do you wish to stay? In the room, I mean?”
Why had I asked that? The transformation could just be delayed rather than prevented.
“I think it is for the best,” he said. “But I would appreciate your keeping me company.”
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And so we passed the night there. Holmes paced back and forth in his small cell, the chain dragging over the wood. I tried to engage him in conversation to reduce his anxiety, but receiving only a few brief words or vague, mono-syllabic acknowledgments, I dropped the e!ort.
The question that haunted us both but dared not voice hung between us. If the silver nitrate injections kept his condition at bay, could he return to his previous pace as a consulting detective?
The next two months followed the same routine. For the three nights of the full moon, I explained to my wife Mary that Holmes needed me, and, saint that she was, would send me o! without even a question.
We spent the night at 221B, my keeping him company, the service revolver with the silver bullets at the ready. Not once did I have to raise it to my friend. He even returned to work, solving the mystery of the blue carbuncle.
At the same time, I observed subtle changes that concerned me greatly. On the third night of the full moon in January, he sat rigid in his chair, his lean #ngers clenched around the armrests as I administered the injection. Though he made no sound, I saw the way his breath hitched. While he would never admit to the pain, I knew it burned through his veins.
“You’re trembling.” I gestured to his hands, which quivered faintly as he reached for his discarded dressing gown. “And last night, you seized for nearly a minute. Do you even recall it?”
His jaw tightened from the memory. I’d held him down while his limbs jerked uncontrollably. This morning, I observed him reviewing old case notes, testing his mind to determine if it functioned as it should.
“What happens when your mind—your greatest weapon—is compromised beyond repair? How long before these tremors prevent you from handling your own revolver, or writing a simple note? Before you can no longer trust your own deductions?”
He faced me, his lips pursed as if to keep harsh words from escaping. “What alternative would you suggest?” He asked, his voice strangely calm. “That I allow the beast to take hold? That I cease treatment entirely and risk—”
“Colloidal silver,” I said, breaking into his argument. “Its toxicity is less than that of silver nitrate. You may still experience discomfort, but it won’t ravage your nervous system like this.” I gestured again at his trembling hands.
He was silent for a long moment, staring at me as though measuring the weight of my words. “We’d have to start all over again.”
“At least give this alternative a chance before you lose yourself entirely.”
Leaning back in his chair, he let his gaze drift to the window where the moon lay hidden behind thick clouds. A faint tremor ran through him, whether
269
Liese Sherwood-Fabre, BSI, Deck-Mate
from the treatment or something deeper, I couldn’t tell. Finally, he exhaled and rubbed a hand over his tired eyes.
“Very well,” he murmured. “Let’s see if your alternative is any kinder.”
I !opped into the nearest chair, tension !eeing my limbs only for it to return a moment later. What new challenges would this other possible cure present? We were still treading a precarious line between science and the unknown, between humanity and the monster lurking beneath the surface.
We again returned to the warehouse for the last of this full moon’s cycle and followed the old routine with the shackle and the locked metal door. I knew there was a chance that the silver nitrate was not yet out of his system, but I feared providing him another dose. Without the injection, any e#ect would come primarily from the teaspoon I poured from the vial of tiny silver particles suspended in water.
To our delight, no transformation occurred, but we both knew we would not have true results until the next month.
Despite February remaining mild and much warmer than December’s terrible cold, the drafty warehouse o#ered little protection from winter’s chill, and its walls little protection from any biting winds. Regardless, my friend relentlessly continued the experiments until we were both certain of the outcome, and I prayed we would both be satis$ed soon.
I was able to reduce the dosage each night, and as the months progressed, I noted a return to the “old Holmes.” He solved the identity of Miss Sutherland’s suitor with the same logical approach he always displayed.
I felt we had hit upon the appropriate dosage to combat the disease brought on in Grimpen Mire. Still, always in the back of my mind, I wondered whether this was truly a cure or merely a delay in the curse’s return or inevitable harm to his body?
The answer came in mid-1891. Holmes’s peculiar anxiety, the restlessness I had not observed in him for some time, returned. I understood the basis for his fretfulness when he announced his return to Dartmoor on another case. The thought curdled my stomach. What was this desire to return to the area where his personal nightmare had begun?
“I going with you,” I said without hesitation.
Meeting my gaze, he said in a quiet voice, “Thank you, old friend.” In the next moment, he clapped his hands as if the decision had solved a problem. “There are points about the case which promise to make it an absolutely unique one.”
Within the hour, we were on a train returning to the area I found no interest in seeing ever again. While not Grimpen Mire, the moors around
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King’s Pyland spread out in all directions. As we toured the training stables for the horse Silver Blaze, whose disappearance Holmes had been asked to investi‐ gate, a dog raced toward him, barking viciously.
Holmes turned toward the hound and stared at the #urry of teeth and fur. The two confronted each other for a breath before the dog whimpered and spun around, retreating to the stables.
While the others watched the dog race away, I observed my friend. For the briefest of moments, a mere blink of an eye, I saw his sharp, calculating eyes gleam with a feral light, and their pupils elongate into slits before they returned to their usual shape and color.
The dosage would be increased for the next full moon, or else... No. I would not let my thoughts carry me further. I had taken an oath, after all. To heal. To protect.
And to keep Sherlock Holmes human.
The next full moon occurred a week later. By this time, he’d taken the silver tonic for more than a year, and I’d noted no adverse e$ects. I saw no reason for a greater dosage.
He, however, had noticed subtle di$erences he shared later. He used his pursuit of Professor Moriarty as an opportunity to disappear and focus on the disease that now consumed him.
Only after his return to London three years after his supposed death, did I learn the truth. He %rst appeared to me as a bookseller whom I bumped while passing the site of a murder a few days earlier. Later that night, he returned to my residence, dropped his bookseller disguise, and gave me such a shock I fainted.
Of course, he still wore his disguise, and in the dim light of my study, I did not see how the disease and its cure had ravaged him. Neither did I have a chance to observe him until after he solved the murder and captured Colonel Moran, the second most dangerous man in England.
When he appeared at my residence for breakfast the next day, I realized he still wore make-up.
“You can tell, can’t you?” he asked.
“You’re hiding the argyria,” I said, unable to keep myself from studying the skin on his hands in the sunlight. “How bad is it?”
Taking the napkin from his lap, he wiped the back of his hand. Blue-gray skin appeared in the patch.
“I told you that I spent the time I was gone traveling to various places, including Tibet, where I visited with the Dalai Lama, and also France, where I experimented with coal tar derivatives. All in the hopes that I could %nd a cure
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or substitute for colloidal silver. I had hoped I might be able to use meditative trances deep enough not to succumb to transforming. I never achieved a deep enough state, I’m afraid, and after one transformation where I almost bit a young novice who had ventured too close to me while I was chained in my room, I was asked to leave.”
He shook his head and shuddered as if the memory was too much for him.
“The coal-tar derivatives seemed promising at "rst. They have been used to counteract cyanide poisoning and dissolve both colloidal silver and silver nitrate. If nothing else, I’d hope to counteract the argyria. But it appears the skin staining is either permanent or a part of what keeps the disease at bay.”
“What do you plan to do now?” I asked, fearing the answer.
Meeting my gaze, he said in a #at voice, “Continue. Take the colloidal silver, disguise my skin, and solve cases. Moriarty may be gone, but crime doesn’t take a holiday.”
And just like that, Sherlock Holmes returned to his detective work with the same thoroughness he’d always shown. Despite the physical changes he continued to hide, his mind was as sharp as ever, his deductive skills unparal‐ leled. My heart ached for my dearest companion, for the burden he now carried with him every day.
But there was no denying the "re that still burned in his eyes, the sharpness of his mind undimmed by the physical changes he had undergone. At that moment, I saw a determination in him that surpassed any I had witnessed before. Holmes was not one to back down from a challenge, even when it came in the form of a relentless disease.
For "fteen more years, he worked on some of his most complex and physi‐ cally demanding cases, but he never shirked away from the challenges. His a%iction, however, was taking its toll. Subtle lines etched his face, and weari‐ ness showed in his drooping shoulders. Yet, he persevered, driven by a "erce determination to continue his work.
In the fall of 1903, he faced a case that forced him to confront his own e&orts to keep the disease at bay. A Professor Presbury, in an e&ort to make himself more virile for a much younger bride, had undergone a series of injec‐ tions of Langur serum. The e&ect had been for the man to de-evolve into a more animalistic, simian form of himself.
Upon our return to Baker Street, Holmes was in his favorite chair, fingers steepled beneath his chin, eyes fixed on the flames dancing in the fireplace as if they held the answers to unspoken questions. He murmured, at last, his voice quieter than I had ever heard it. “I find myself at a crossroads.”
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I poured a measure of brandy and set it on the table beside him. “This case has troubled you more than most.”
He exhaled slowly, !ngers tapping against the armrest. “When one tries to rise above Nature, one is liable to fall below it,” he murmured. “Presbury’s folly is one I understand too well. He sought to restore his youth, to !ght against the inevitable decline. And in doing so, he surrendered to his baser instincts.”
I shifted uneasily in my chair. “You are not he. You have fought the e"ects of your a#iction with every ounce of reason and discipline.”
“For now. But how long until I, too, begin to slip?” He shook his head. “Until the man I once was is overtaken? Consider that the material, the sensual, the worldly would all prolong their worthless lives. The spiritual would not avoid the call to something higher. It would be the survival of the least !t. What sort of cesspool may not our poor world become?”
The weight of his words lingered in the air between us. The great Sherlock Holmes, always the master of logic and deduction, now found himself staring into the unknown.
Finally, he sat forward, his eyes locking onto mine with a determination I had not expected. “It is time to step away. The symptoms are becoming harder to conceal. And I am no longer the only one who notices.”
“You mean to retire?” I asked carefully.
Shifting his gaze to the window, he studied the London fog as it clung to the glass like ghosts of the past.
“Only forty-nine years old. I’d always envisioned an end to my career, but not like this. I had hoped to leave on my own terms. Now, it seems I am being forced into retreat. Sussex, I think, o"ers a most interesting alternative.”
“What would you do there?”
“Bees make for simpler company.” He studied the coals glowing in the !re‐ place. “It is preferable to the alternative. The last thing I wish is for Scotland Yard or my former adversaries to become aware of my condition. Or worse, face me in a dark alleyway.”
I joined my friend in contemplating the embers, knowing that this was not a decision he had reached lightly. The greatest mind of our time was withdraw‐ ing, not to triumph, but to survive.
As I considered his fate, I realized with a deep ache that the world would never truly understand the cost of Sherlock Holmes’s sacri!ce to preserve the facade of normalcy as he fought for justice. The set of his jaw, however, told me that he had made peace with his decision.
THE END
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The Strand Magazine
6 Wellington Street, Strand
London, WC2E 7DD
July 15, 1923
My dear Sir Arthur,
I trust this letter reaches you in good health, though I must confess, after perusing your most recent submission, “The Beast of Baker Street,” we at The Strand Magazine "nd ourselves quite concerned for both yours and Dr. Watson’s well-being. While we have all mourned the recent death of Mr. Holmes, we "nd the recently submitted account of his decision to retire to Sussex stretching the bounds of believability.
Describing the narrative as unexpected is an understatement. We frequently delve into certain tales of the supernatural, but this journey into lycanthropy and extraordinary metamorphosis exceeds expectation for Sher‐ lock Holmes! Surely, this must re$ect some fog of the mind brought on by extreme grief that has caused Dr. Watson to pen such a tale.
Similarly, could it be, Sir, that this great loss as well as attacks on your deep belief in Spiritualism, have inadvertently led you into the unreal also? The portrayal of Holmes succumbing to a beastly nature—while undeniably fasci‐ nating—seems so at odds with the meticulous, logical detective we have all come to love. To imply that the celebrated investigator, recognized for intellec‐ tual clarity, could succumb to such primitive a%iction, I fear, exceeds our ability to accept as truth.
We must, with great delicacy, wonder if both yours and Dr. Watson’s prolonged silence over the past several years indicates a deeper issue. We are ever mindful of the toll that relentless dedication to one’s craft can have on one’s constitution. Perhaps grief, in combination with such weariness, has led to a lapse in the clear-headed reasoning that has made these works so beloved across the globe?
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Please do not take o!ense, kind sirs. We merely wish for your well-being to return to its accustomed state, so that we may once again enjoy your delightful excursions into the rational and the sublime. We would be remiss not to mention that The Strand Magazine has a reputation to uphold, and while we welcome stories of mystery, suspense, and a touch of the eerie, this latest venture is one we fear we must set aside. As noted in the tale provided, to tarnish so great a mind and reputation as that of Sherlock Holmes would be a disservice on our part.
We do not doubt that, with a brief respite and a return to the more familiar terrain of deduction, Dr. Watson’s next o!ering will once again remind us all of Holmes’s extraordinary talent. We await with bated breath the moment when the inimitable Sherlock Holmes will again take center stage in a tale of reason and logic, free from the burden of fantastical a"iction.
In the meantime, do let us know how both you and the doctor are faring. Should you need assistance or a brief respite from your labors, please do not hesitate to reach out. Holmes is a national treasure, and it is our sincerest wish that his closest remaining friends recover fully—and soon.
With the deepest respect and warmest regards,
Herbert Greenhough Smith
Editor
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The Lost Treasure of the
Hindu Kush
Robert Stek, BSI, ASH, Deck-Mate
April 1, 1886
The Cornhill Magazine
Smith, Elder and Company
15 Waterloo Place
London
Doctor Arthur C. Doyle, MD
1 Bush Villa
Elm Grove
Southsea
Dear Doctor Doyle:
Thank you so much for the recent submission of your short story, “The Lost Treasure of the Hindu Kush,” but regretfully we cannot use it at this time as a penny dreadful is not appropriate for our Cornhill publication. We do have a backlog of stories and do not see the possibility of your submission being published in the near future. I do not mean to suggest that your story is not of the quality we desire for our readership. However I am aware that another publisher, Ward, Lock and Company, is presently looking for material in a longer format for publication in their end of year annual, and with some revi‐
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sion, your story may be appropriate for them. Further, if I may be so bold, I have some modest suggestions as to how your story may be expanded to !t their required length, as your e"orts as a writer are indicative of some talent.
If I might, some comments regarding your recent submission: detective stories continue to grow in popularity, so your basic premise is good. Setting a detective story completely during the Afghan war over a quarter of a century ago seems problematic for a modern readership, however. For example, reader‐ ship almost exclusively resides here in Britain – there are many picturesque locations in the British Isles, and a tie-in to London would be ideal since you note that your main character, Dr. Stranj, eventually becomes a Scotland Yard detective upon his return to England – are you considering a series of stories about this character? Not many authors have successfully blended an historical story with a detective story. I might o"er the advice to reset the story into present time; you could connect some historical narrative as an expanded section, giving you the opportunity to describe events in a very di"erent loca‐ tion, perhaps removed in time as in your submitted story. The history of the expansion of Empire into the East is very well known. Why not consider changing the location – perhaps to the America’s?
How a medical man during the Afghan war becomes involved in solving a mystery, seemingly changing his profession in order to do so, is very unlikely. His character is well described, but his eventual metamorphous into a Scotland Yard detective upon his return home seems questionable (though the similari‐ ties of logical thinking necessary to make a diagnosis or solve a mystery are noted). You describe some of his educational lacunae and unusual pre-occupa‐ tions outside the medical profession quite well, but you needn’t convince the reader that he is strange by explicitly naming him ‘Stranj,’ so please !nd a new name (it, after all, is not a British name). Since you are expanding the story, why not separate the characterizations and have a team of two protagonists? Your medical man could be accompanied by another character who also uses logic and precise reasoning as they uncover clues, and that character may become the detective.
Solving the disappearance of a fabulous treasure trove during war time is a plot that has possibilities, but it is not very sensational, and sensational stories increase circulation. I suggest that the plot be re-worked to revolve around a murder with no obvious suspects and with very few clues. Violent deaths can be gruesome, but if handled properly, they are exciting and, frankly, sell better. A stolen treasure in a foreign land could be used as the basis for a future story, should the revamped story prove popular.
Another possibility which would intrigue our readers and keep with your
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penchant for the exotic could combine a sub-plot involving the tension between a passionate love story and the strictures of a foreign or heathen religion, some‐ thing outside the bounds of our proper Church of England. I do not suggest that the protagonist(s) be so involved – that would muddy the waters. It is merely a possible mechanism to lengthen the story, even to have two stories in one!
I sincerely hope that you are not o#ended by my suggestions. You have talent as a writer and a revamped and revised story may be more saleable.
Sincerely yours,
James Payn
James Payn, editor
THE END
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The Adventure of the Giant Rat of
Sumatra
Dr. John H. Watson
As told by James Webb, BSI, Deck-Mate
Chapter I
It has long been my habit, when evening shadows lengthen upon Baker Street and the clamor of London retreats into a distant murmur, to turn over in my mind those singular incidents which, by the grace of Providence and the genius of my friend Mr. Sherlock Holmes, I have been privileged to witness. Many I have already set before the public; many more, despite persistent entreaty, remain locked within the heavy dispatch‑box that stands beneath my writ‐ ing‑desk. Of these latter none has weighed upon my conscience more than the grotesque a$air which Holmes himself, with a characteristic blend of mischief and gravity, was wont to style “the giant Rat of Sumatra—a story for which the world is not yet prepared.”
Years have passed since that dark episode. Those whose reputations lay in the balance are now beyond earthly censure, and the threat it posed has been long and thoroughly extinguished. I therefore take up my pen to chronicle, as faithfully as memory allows, the events of that spring in 1897 when terror stole from the steaming jungles of the Dutch East Indies to make its lair beneath the very streets of London.
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Chapter II
It was on the evening of the 17th of April. A "tful rain had settled into a steady drizzle, rattling against our sitting‑room window and lending an added melan‐ choly to the song of a solitary barrel‑organ in the mews below. Holmes was stretched at full length upon the sofa, his long, nervous "ngers steepled beneath his chin, his keen grey eyes half veiled yet restless, shifting from the ceiling cornice to the smoldering coal in the grate. Between us lay The Lancet, its columns abandoned after he had pronounced the leading article “a masterly defense of the obvious.”
For my own part I sat dozing above a medical monograph on tropical diseases, my thoughts drifting toward Mary and the quiet hearth at Kensington, when the door was %ung open and Mrs. Hudson ushered in a visitor so extraordinary that my fatigue fell away like a discarded cloak.
The newcomer—though young in years—was so withered and haggard that at "rst I took him for a man many decades older. His cheeks were sunken, his eyes blood‑shot, and the pallor of his skin stood in ghastly contrast to a livid weal that crossed his left temple. He clutched, as though his life depended upon it, a battered tin dispatch‑box secured by a sailor’s knot of coarse jute line. From his sodden coat issued a rank, musky odor such as I had once encoun‐ tered in the storerooms of the Calcutta docks.
“Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” he gasped, “I—I have come by the "rst steamer from Batavia. They said in Singapore, you were the only man—”
Holmes sprang to his feet with the quickness of a cat. “Pray compose your‐ self, sir. Sit here by the "re. Watson, a nip of brandy if you please.”
The stranger gratefully accepted the glass, though his hands trembled so violently that half its contents were spilled upon the hearthrug.
“My name is Ezra Weeks,” he continued once color had begun to creep back into his cheeks. “First mate of the Matilda Briggs, late of Southampton.”
I started at the mention of that ill‑fated vessel, for I remembered well the dispatch in The Times: HARBOUR TRAGEDY— CLIPPER MATIL‐ DA BRIGGS FOUND ADRIFT IN STRAITS OF SUNDA. CREW MUTI‐ NOUS OR DEAD.
Holmes’s eyes shone with the light I had learnt to recognize as the herald of battle. “I see, Mr. Weeks, that you have tasted more of horror upon the sea than most men endure upon a blasted "eld. You have something in that box which has cost blood already—and will cost more unless we act with dispatch.”
Weeks shuddered. “You know, then?”
“Enough to listen,” Holmes replied gently. “The particulars, if you please.”
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Chapter III
Over the next quarter‑hour our unexpected guest unfolded a tale so grotesque that, had I not beheld his physical ruin and the earnest gravity with which Holmes attended, I might well have dismissed it as the ravings of an opium‑eater.
The Matilda Briggs, it transpired, had put in at Padang, on the Sumatran west coast, to take aboard a consignment of rare zoological specimens for the private menagerie of a certain Professor Aloysius Vendermaere—a Dutch savant whose name I had encountered in connection with amphibious reptiles of outlandish size. Among snakes and hornbills there had been a cage draped in oil‑cloth, the bars of which were reinforced with thick bands of hammered brass.
“We were forbidden,” Weeks said, “on pain of instant dismissal, to approach that cage after nightfall. Yet each evening there came from beneath its covering a scratching—no, a scraping—and a squeal unlike any rat, bat, or beast I have heard in twenty years before the mast. Men crossed themselves, Mr. Holmes. Hardened lascars muttered prayers and refused to mount the midnight watch.”
Three nights out of Padang an able‑seaman named Rawson, emboldened by arrack and the taunts of his mates, slipped below with the intention of peering beneath the cloth. What he saw none could say, for a shriek rang through the fo’c’sle, and Rawson was found moments later sprawled upon the deck with two half‑circle wounds scoring his thigh to the bone. He died of fever within forty‑eight hours.
Weeks’s narrative continued through foul weather, mounting dread, and a steady toll of vanished seamen until, in the Straits of Sunda, mutiny #ared. The captain, one Gottlieb Tadros, disappeared amid a welter of blood, and the deck ran red from a shattered cask. In the chaos Weeks seized the dispatch‑box— containing, so he believed, the notes and voucher of the professor—and #ed by longboat to a passing mail‑steamer bound ultimately for Tilbury.
“And the creature?” I asked, scarcely daring to glance toward the box at my feet.
Weeks licked his cracked lips. “Loose, sir. Loose upon the high seas—or perhaps now in Batavia, God help them.”
Holmes paced the length of the hearth. “Yet you, Mr. Weeks, are pursued still.”
Weeks’s face whitened. “Yes!” he whispered. “There was a man at the wharf in Singapore—tall, lantern‑jawed, with a scar like a saber‑cut across his
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brow. He watched every gangplank. And last night, as we took on coal at Gravesend, I saw him again, though how he reached England before me I cannot fathom.”
Holmes halted beside the man and laid a hand upon his shoulder. “You have done wisely to come. The forces arrayed against you are no doubt formidable, but they will !nd us equally determined.”
He turned to me with that half‑whimsical smile which invariably presaged a command. “Watson, the weather is inclement for a stroll. Nevertheless, we must pay a visit to the docks. Lestrade is certain to be at Scotland Yard at this hour; send him a wire that he is wanted at once in Upper Swandam Lane. Tell him,” and here Holmes’s eyes kindled, “that it concerns rat‑catching of a most urgent variety.”
Chapter IV
During our cab‑ride the gas lamps smudged orange halos through the drizzle, and the reek of the river carried on the wind. We found the narrow arch of Upper Swandam Lane as I had remembered it from our earlier encounter with Jonathan Small: a dank, ill‑paved thoroughfare pressed upon by tall warehouses whose windows burned !tfully like lanterns of some half‑submerged Argus.
The building Holmes sought—Number 4, an abandoned cooperage—stood dark save for a sliver of light beneath its door. My friend produced a skeleton key from his pocket. “Quietly, Watson. If we are fortunate we may observe before we are observed.”
Inside, the cavernous chamber smelled of pitch and wet rope. Stacked barrels cast grotesque shadows upon the walls, and among them crouched three !gures. One held aloft a hurricane lamp whose glow fell upon a brass‑bound cage identical to that described by Weeks. The cloth lay folded to one side; within the cage a monstrous shape paced with stealthy menace. My heart lurched.
Imagine a common sewer‑rat and multiply its bulk tenfold. Its fur was sleek and black save for a ragged scar across the muzzle. The eyes, crimson in the lamplight, possessed an uncanny intelligence. Each clawed foot clicked upon the metal $oor like the tapping of a telegraph key. And, most horrible of all, the creature’s naked tail, thick as a child’s wrist, $exed and writhed as though endowed with a life apart.
At the lamp‑bearer’s elbow stood a second man whose height and saber‑scar marked him instantly as Weeks’s pursuer. The third, half concealed
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by shadows, was burly, red-faced, and bore a constable’s truncheon—an ex-dock‑policeman, I conjectured, turned to less savory employ.
“Vendermaere will pay double now the beast is proven,” the scarred man growled in an accent I could not place.
“Aye,” said the dock‑ru"an, drawing back as the rat rattled the bars, “if we can fetch it to Rotterdam alive.”
Holmes’s whisper brushed my ear. “Watson, note the nasal twang—Boston, or I am a Dutchman myself. Our American friend doubtless served with Vendermaere in the Philippines expedition. Now, when I raise my hand, present my compliments to the ru"an with your revolver.”
I nodded, feeling the familiar weight of my service‑Webley beneath my cloak.
Holmes advanced three paces, the sole of his boot deliberately scraping a loose stave. Instantly the lamp swung round, and the scarred man’s hand darted toward the pocket of his oil‑skin coat. But Holmes’s cool drawl arrested him.
“Gentlemen, I beg you do not trouble yourselves. The room is commanded and escape impossible. Allow me to suggest surrender as the more prudent course.”
At the sight of Holmes’s lean #gure and my pistol gleaming behind him, the dock‑ru"an hesitated. The American, however, emitted a curse of startling inventiveness and sprang for the cage. With one swift movement he $ung wide the latch.
Chaos! The bars $ew open, and the giant rat launched itself in a sinewy arc, alighting upon a barrel beneath the grimy skylight. The dock‑ru"an bolted, but Holmes tripped him neatly, sending him sprawling. I #red, but the creature had vanished among the shadows.
A guttural snarling issued from the rafters. Then came a splintering crash, and a section of decayed boarding surrendered to the brute’s weight. It dropped, tail whipping, teeth gnashing. I saw the $ash of those scarlet eyes and heard the American scream as it fastened upon his forearm. Blood spurted.
Holmes leapt forward, seizing a coil of hemp. In two looping throws he had ensnared the writhing monster, pinioning its hindquarters. Yet so tremendous was its strength that he was dragged half the length of the $oor before I emptied two more chambers of my revolver into its $ank. Lestrade burst through the door with a pair of constables just as the beast collapsed in a shuddering heap, the jute rope cinched about its throat.
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Chapter V
It required the combined e!orts of six men to secure the carcass in a makeshift crate. Lestrade, hat askew, surveyed the scene with mingled triumph and disgust.
“By George, Mr. Holmes, I have seen some queer sights in my time, but this beats the lot. You say there may be more of the brutes?”
Holmes, who had bound the bite on the American’s arm with a strip torn from my own handkerchief, straightened. “I fear so. Professor Vendermaere’s manifest speaks of a breeding pair. This”—he nudged the dead beast with his shoe—“is the female. Unless I miss my guess, her mate yet roams at large.”
Weeks, who had arrived breathless behind Lestrade, uttered a groan. “Then London is in mortal peril. The male is larger—a deal larger—and twice as cunning.”
“We must move swiftly,” Holmes said. “Lestrade, place a cordon along the sewers from Wapping to Lambeth. Post armed men at every outlet. Watson, I have need of your knowledge of bacilli.”
“My knowledge?” I exclaimed.
“Indeed. I shall explain on the way. Come, there is no time to lose.”
Chapter VI
Back in Baker Street Holmes produced from his chemical cupboard a #ask of crystalline carbolic acid and a small phial labelled B. Mallei.
“Glanders?” I cried in astonishment. “Surely you do not propose—”
He waved my objection aside. “The bacillus of glanders is deadly to equines and, as certain French experiments suggest, equally fatal to the genus Rattus. Diluted in solution it may serve where bullet and bludgeon prove inadequate. I mean to lace a haunch of horse‑flesh and lay our bait in the creature’s path.”
I shuddered, recalling the savage e%ciency with which Holmes had once employed curare in the a!air of Colonel Upwood. “But if an unwitting tramp— or a dog—”
Holmes’s eyes softened. “Your scruples do you credit, my dear Watson. Yet consider: a single bite from this beast could loose upon London a contagion beside which plague is a mere head‑cold. Observe.”
He opened Weeks’s dispatch‑box. Within lay not vouchers and tax stamps, but a sheaf of yellowing parchment and a glass vial sealed with red wax. The vial contained a grey powder. Holmes held it to the lamplight.
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“Villiers’s preservative?” I hazarded.
“Hardly. Potassium cyanide, mixed with native arrow‑poison. Vendermaere had no intention of shipping his pet without an insurance policy. A scratch could send the victim to kingdom come in minutes. So you perceive, time is against us.”
Working side by side, we prepared the toxic bait, wrapping it in greased muslin and sealing it in a stout leather satchel. Holmes donned his ulster and seized a length of stout bamboo which he had bored to accept a hypodermic syringe. I pocketed a fresh revolver. Thus accoutered we plunged once more into the dripping night.
Chapter VII
The Thames embankment lay cloaked in mist. At Westminster Bridge we met Lestrade, who reported glumly that three night‑watchmen at the Holborn Viaduct had been found torn to ribbons. Tracks—each print twice the span of a man’s hand—led into the Fleet Ditch.
Holmes’s jaw tightened. “It is hunting. And what better quarry than the rubbish‑heaps of Smith"eld, where o#al lies plentiful as hay in a barn? Gentle‐ men, to the market!”
Through deserted streets our hansom clattered, the horse snorting at the stench that rose from storm‑gratings. The arc‑lamps of Smith"eld cast eerie pools of light upon slick cobblestones. All else was silence.
Holmes indicated a shadowed archway. “There, Watson. Do you note the smear of blood against the brick?”
We dismounted. I saw a dark stain streaking downward and, below it, an iron grating bent outward as though pried by an immense lever. Holmes beck‐ oned. We descended stone steps into a vaulted tunnel, the ceiling so low we were forced to stoop. Our lantern revealed a channel of black water and, on the slick %agstones beside it, prints of unmistakable enormity.
A rasping squeal echoed down the corridor. Lestrade swallowed audibly.
Holmes whispered, “Watson, the satchel.”
I placed the bait upon a jutting ledge of masonry and withdrew into a niche opposite. Holmes, bamboo at the ready, knelt a dozen paces farther along. We waited. Moments stretched into torment. Then—a ripple, a gleam of wet fur, and the monster emerged.
If the slain female had inspired revulsion, the male bred unalloyed horror. Nearly four feet in length excluding the tail, its shoulders rippled with corded
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muscle, and its incisors !ashed like ivory daggers. It sni"ed the air, red eyes smoldering, then advanced upon the satchel.
Slowly, methodically, it began to gnaw. The muslin parted; the poisoned meat lay exposed. It tore a chunk free—then froze. A convulsive shudder racked its frame. The eyes rolled upward; froth bubbled at its jaws. It staggered, !ailed, and with one last spasmodic bound hurled itself into the watercourse, where it sank beneath a swirl of greasy foam.
Silence returned, broken only by our collective exhalation.
Holmes rose, wiping his brow. “Thus ends the reign of His Majesty the Rat.”
Lestrade o"ered a tremulous laugh. “I shall be content if his kingdom holds no heirs.”
Holmes shook his head gravely. “The female carried brood. But take heart, Inspector; her condition was too advanced for the young to have survived her death, and a ratling deprived of maternal warmth perishes within hours. None‐ theless, I recommend a thorough fumigation of these tunnels with carbolic vapor. See to it.”
Lestrade nodded, already assembling his men.
Chapter VIII
Dawn found Holmes and me upon Waterloo Bridge, watching the %rst shafts of sunlight pierce the clouds over St. Paul’s. The river, swollen by the night’s rain, carried away the debris of the city—chips of timber, a sodden bowler hat, and, somewhere beneath the leaden surface, the carcass of the mightiest rodent ever to haunt human imagination.
Holmes drew a long breath. “When I re!ected, Watson, upon that cryptic line in Ecclesiastes— ‘Surely the thing which is, it hath been named long ago; and it is known that it is man’—I did not foresee that man’s hubris would one day import a plague from Sumatra and loose it upon his neighbor’s doorstep. Yet here we stand.”
“You saved London, Holmes,” I said quietly.
He gave a dismissive shrug. “London has a knack for saving herself— frequently in spite of her inhabitants. Still, the matter is concluded, save for the small question of Professor Vendermaere.”
“Will he escape justice?”
Holmes’s eyes glittered. “Not if my cable to The Hague arrives before the Rotterdam steamer. The Dutch authorities possess an exhaustive code
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regarding the tra!c of harmful species. I fancy the good professor will "nd his menagerie considerably reduced—along with his liberty.”
We turned toward the Strand. The city was waking; costermongers cried their wares, and an omnibus rattled by, oblivious to the narrow margin by which civilization had evaded catastrophe.
At our door Mrs. Hudson met us with a relieved curtsey. “Oh, Doctor, I was that worried. Telegram came for you. From your lady wife.”
I opened it. “All well. Come home tea‑time. Mary.”
Holmes smiled. “Go, my dear fellow. Tell her the case demanded every ounce of your medical prowess. As for me, I possess an appointment with my violin and, later, the small matter of drafting a monograph entitled ‘On the Possible Survival of Pleistocene Rodentia in Insular Environments.’”
“And the public?” I ventured.
He paused upon the threshold of his room, the morning light edging his pro"le in gold. “Not yet prepared, Watson,” he said softly. “Not yet.”
Epilogue
I have set down the substance of this narrative with as much precision as space permits. In doing so, I am keenly aware that certain readers may dismiss it outright—or, worse, suspect me of embroidery. To such sceptics, I extend an invitation: consult the archives of the Metropolitan Police, Division D, wherein may be found a memorandum dated 19 April 1897, bearing the signatures of G. Lestrade and Sherlock Holmes and attesting to the destruction of two anom‐ alous specimens of Rattus giganteus sumatrensis.
The memorandum further notes that a small fortune’s worth of cyanide-laced venison was required for the operation, the account for which appears in the ledgers of Her Majesty’s Treasury under the discreet heading “Rodenti‐ cide, Special.”
As to the dispatch‑box that set these events in motion, it rests even now in my possession. The parchment within, when translated from archaic Dutch, proves to be a fragment of a seventeenth-century voyage chronicling an island o& the western Sumatran coast where rats attain unnatural size and "erceness. Whether that island yet exists—or whether its monstrous denizens now lie forever drowned in the uncharted depths of a volcanic tide—I cannot say.
But on winter nights, when the wind screams along the eaves and the pipes of the old house clatter like bones, I sometimes fancy I hear a scratching, faint yet insistent, beneath the (oorboards. In such moments, I pour myself a
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generous measure of brandy and raise a silent toast to my friend, Mr. Sherlock‐ Holmes, whose vigilance spared London a nightmare beyond imagining. And I pray that the world, at last, is indeed prepared.
THE END
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George Newnes LTD, 3-13, Southampton Street, and Exeter Street, Strand
15 June 1902
Dr. John H. Watson
221B Baker Street
London, NW1 6XE
Dear Dr. Watson:
We are in possession of your most recent manuscript, The Giant Rat of Sumatra.
We were very grateful for your submission of The Hound of the Baskervilles, as our reading public was clamoring for more Sherlock Holmes adventures. We were relieved that the hound in the story was revealed to have been a fabrication by Jack Stapleton as the result of a diabolical plot.
This maintains the realism in Sherlock Holmes’ adventures that they crave – plausible plot lines and deductive reasoning.
Giant rats are implausible at best, nonsensical at their worst. We do not look to you for science "ction; we expect articulate adventures re#ecting the exploits of Sherlock Holmes in realistic settings.
As we have recommended in the past, returning to writing well-crafted stories about Sherlock Holmes would make The Strand Magazine and our readers most satis"ed. We look forward to your next submission.
Regards,
Herbert Greenhough Smith
Herbert Greenhough Smith
Editor
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The Adventure of the Queen’s
Jewels
Leilehua Yuen
My Dear Miss Fevronia Watkins,
Regarding your enquiry as to unpublished articles on Mr. Holmes’ meth‐ ods, Here is one I thought you might "nd of especial interest, being that it concerns the recent visit of your Queen Kapiʻolani and Crown Princess Liliʻuokalani to the Golden Jubilee of our own monarch, Queen Victoria. Since you wish to make a career of documenting the adventures of your cousin, Miss Kamaka Holmes, who wishes to be Hawaii’s "rst consulting detective, I hope you "nd it useful. From my islands to yours, I wish you and your cousin the best of luck.
I also enclose the rejection notice.
John Watson
Sincerely,
John H. Watson
“Holmes,” said I as I stood one morning in our bow-window looking down the street, “here it is a "ne June morning, the $ower sellers are trundling their barrows "lled with blooming wares, young women as fresh as those $owers are dressed in all the colors of spring, and yet here we remain, shut up in the dim recesses of our crypt. Look, there are workmen setting out the bunting for the jubilee.”
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My friend sauntered to the window and stood with his hands in the pockets of his dressing-gown, looking over my shoulder. “Yes, well, we may not remain shut up much longer.”
A tall man, about !fty, strongly built and imposing, with a commanding !gure was walking rapidly northward, toward us. He was dressed in a sombre yet rich style, in black frock-coat, shining hat, neat brown gaiters, and well-cut pearl-grey trousers. He strode like a man used to covering great distances on foot, but not used to this level of urgency. His naturally dark features were su"used with agitation and worry.
“What on earth can be the matter with him?” I asked. “He is craning his neck all about and looking up at the numbers of the houses.”
“I believe that he is coming here,” said Holmes, rubbing his hands.
“Here?”
“Yes; I rather think he is coming to consult me professionally. I think that I recognise, though subtle, the symptoms. Ha! Did I not tell you?” As he spoke, the man stopped before our door and we next heard the urgent banging of his cane upon the wood.
Moments later he was in our room, a look of grief, anger, and despair in his eyes. Holmes’ smile of greeting turned in an instant to interest. The man stood, eyes darting back and forth between us, then he !xed upon Holmes. “You! You are the detective! Monsieur Lestrade told me that if anyone can solve this pilikia, this problem, before it becomes an international incident, it will be you.”
“Pray wait just a moment until you have recovered yourself, and then I shall be most happy to look into any little problem which you may submit to me.” Holmes motioned to a chair and reached for a glass and the bottle of brandy, poured a shot, and handed it over.
The man sat in silence for a minute or more, then drank the brandy in one toss. “I have allowed a hewa so great it could shame my aliʻi.”
“Hay-vah? Ah-lee-ee?” I asked.
“E kala mai, my apologies. Hewa. A terrible error. I have made a terrible error. It could be a great embarrassment for my Aliʻi, my Queen.”
“I see. Pray compose yourself, sir, and let us have a clear account of who you are and what it is that has befallen you,” said Holmes.
“I am Hoʻolanakekahi Kalaheo. I am a steward in the service of Her Royal Highness Kapiʻolani of Hawaiʻi, who is here to celebrate the Golden Jubilee of your Queen Victoria. There has been an incident which requires both the greatest of speed and the utmost of discretion.”
That the Queen of Hawaiʻi and her retinue were currently in London was
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in the papers, as was that they were staying at the Alexandra Hotel. I could walk the distance between the hotel and 221b Baker Street in about forty minutes. Judging by the length of Mr Kalaheo’s stride, and his steady breathing, I estimated he could make the trip in twenty.
“My Aliʻi recently was gifted an emerald parure which had been a gift of Empress Eugénie to Her Majesty Queen Victoria, who gave it to my Aliʻi. My Aliʻi had planned to wear it at a fête in the coming week, but now, you see. . .” The Hawaiian man’s voice trailed o" as he unrolled a quilted silk brocade case with an emerald necklace, one matching earring, hair comb, and indentations where other items in the set would have been. “I must #nd the missing pieces before the fête.”
“And,” Holmes responded, “You wish me to #nd the thief as well?”
“Monsieur Lestrade has the thief in custody. But she will not tell us where the missing pieces are. The thief, you see, is my own daughter.” Kalaheo sat back in the chair, hands on his knees, head bowed in grief.
“That is hard,” I said.
Holmes spoke, “And she will not tell you where the missing pieces are hidden?”
“No, not a word.” Mr Kalaheo sat up straight and gave a sigh that would wring any heart.
“Because my Aliʻi might have a whim to wear various pieces of the parure at any time, I decided to keep it with me. I have a traveling desk, and so I decided to lock it in a hidden drawer which is under the writing surface behind a decorative panel. My daughter knows where this is, as it is where I keep certain considerable important items, and as I have been training her to succeed me in my position, she must be able to access this drawer. She has often teased me that I should have a new lock put on, and made a game of showing me how quickly she can pick the lock with her hat pin. As only she and I know of the drawer’s existence, I have not done so.
“I explained to her the importance of this set, and that should Ke Aliʻi call for it at any time, it must be fetched immediately. If she were the one nearby, she was to fetch it and let me know as soon as possible. The only other person nearby was Kānoa, my secretary, a #ne young man who has courted my daughter many years. But she is headstrong and does not wish to marry. I would be glad to have him for a son. Other than those two, there was a hotel maid cleaning the #replace, but none close enough to know of the secret draw‐ er.” Kalaheo paused and drank from the glass I had re#lled.
Holmes spoke. “Please, tell us the layout of the rooms.”
“Her Majesty, Kapiʻolani, has a suite on the #rst 'oor. I am nearby, but not
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adjoining. My daughter’s room has a door which opens into mine. Kānoa’s room is across the hall from mine. My room has my desk and strongboxes in which I keep the various gifts of state given to Ke Aliʻi.” Kalaheo drew the outlines of the rooms in the air with his #ngertip as he spoke.
“And why did you not keep the parure in one of the strongboxes?” Holmes asked.
“So that I could get it out more easily. It is not her personal jewelry, but still part of the o$cial gifts, and so I have charge of it, rather than her lady’s maid. But it needs to be accessible to her. So it seemed my desk was the best solution.”
“I see. And your daughter is the only other person who can access that drawer.”
“Pololei. Correct. And she is the only person who can get into it without a key.”
“Well,” said Holmes, “As you can see, I am still in my dressing gown. Go back to the hotel, and Watson and I shall meet you there shortly. I would like to look the scene over. And, see if Kānoa can be there.” With that, our guest rose, thanked us, and left.
Kalaheo met us in the lobby and escorted us to his room. All was as he said, and Kānoa was waiting for us. “Mister Holmes, Uaaouli did not take the jewelry. She would not do such a thing.”
“Why do you say that?” Holmes asked.
“I just know. I have known her since we were children.”
“Her father has known her since infancy.”
“A parent sees a di%erent child than others do.”
“I shall consider your words.” Holmes then excused himself.
Holmes, as was his habit, examined the room, looked out the windows, looked out the doors, left us, and examined the exterior of the hotel, approaches to the building, and the exterior walls and windows. He then returned to us. Meanwhile, one of the hotel maids had come in and was cleaning the #replace. She was exchanging glances with Kānoa, which I could well understand. She was a comely young woman, and he, a well-made young man.
“Now,” said Holmes to Kalauhea, “tell us the events exactly as they happened.”
“I locked the parure in my desk and then undressed and washed. I turned out the lamp and went to bed. About two in the morning, I was awakened by some sound. It had ceased before I was fully awake, but it had left an impres‐ sion behind it of something falling or being knocked over, and then a door clos‐ ing. I lay with my eyes slitted open, hoping to catch a glimpse of anything, but not wanting light to re(ect o% of them and betray my wakefulness. Then I
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heard soft footsteps. I pulled aside the bed curtains and could not believe my eyes. Uaaouli! I cried out and she froze, the necklace in her hands and the other items you saw spilled out on the !oor.
“‘Kaikamahine!’ I yelled, ‘ʻHe Ino ʻoe! He ʻiwa? Daughter! How evil! A thief?’
“A dim light shone through the window, showing my child, holding the necklace. At my cry she dropped it and turned as pale as death. I snatched it up and collected the other pieces.
“‘What have you done with the rest!’ I shouted, beside myself with rage. ‘You have dishonoured me forever! Where are the jewels which you have stolen?’
“‘Stolen!’ she cried.
“‘Yes, thief!’ I roared, shaking her by the shoulders.
“‘There are none missing. There cannot be any missing,’ said she.
“‘There are pieces missing. And you know where they are. You are a liar as well as a thief! What have I raised in my own household?’
“‘Oh, you have called me enough names!’ she cried out, ‘I will not stand it any longer. I shall not say another word, since you chose to accuse me without hearing me $rst! I will make my own way in the world!’ With that she ran out of my room through the open door to hers.
“I called after her ‘You shall leave it in the hands of the police! I shall have this matter probed to the bottom!’ At that, she pulled her door shut and locked it.
“By this time Kānoa had come in, for the noise had awakened him, and this maid, here, followed soon after. I directed this young woman to take a chair and sit in front of my daughter’s door until the police should arrive. Then I went to our mutual door and implored with her to remember that not only my honour but that of our Aliʻi was at stake! All would be averted if she would but tell me what she had done with the missing pieces.
“‘You may as well face the matter,’ said I; ‘You have been caught in the act, and no confession could make your guilt more heinous. If you but make such reparation as is in your power, by telling us where the other pieces are, all shall be forgiven and forgotten.’
“‘Keep your forgiveness for those who ask for it,’ she answered through the locked door. I saw that she was too hardened for any words of mine to in!u‐ ence her. And so I called in the inspector and gave her into custody. A search was made at once not only of my daughter, but of her room and of this one. But no trace of the missing jewelry could be found, nor would the wretched girl
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speak. Remember, all of this was done in just a few hours, and without awak‐ ening Her Majesty!
“This morning she was removed to a cell, and I, after going through all the police formalities, have hurried round to you to implore you to use your skill in unravelling the matter. The police have openly confessed that they can at present make nothing of it. You may go to any expense which you think neces‐ sary. I have already o"ered a reward of £1000. What shall I do! I have lost my honour, the cherished gift to my Aliʻi, my position, and my beloved daughter in one night.”
He gathered himself and stood erect, as a man pulling together the remnants of dignity before execution might.
Sherlock Holmes sat silent for some few minutes, with his brows knitted and his eyes $xed upon the $replace.
“If your daughter were guilty, why did she not invent a lie? Her silence appears to me to cut both ways. There are several singular points about the case. What did the police think of the noise which awoke you from your sleep?”
“They considered that it might be caused by Uaaouli closing her bedroom door.”
“But, you said that she ran out through her open door. What did they say, then, of the disappearance of these gems?”
“They probed all the furniture in the hope of $nding them, but nothing, and they checked the hotel grounds.”
“Yes,” Holmes mused. “They have shown extraordinary energy. The whole garden has already been minutely examined.”
“Now, my dear sir,” said Holmes, “is it not obvious to you now that this matter Qreally strikes very much deeper than either you or the police were at first inclined to think? It appeared to you to be a simple case; to me it seems exceed‐ ingly complex. Consider what is involved by your theory. You suppose that your daughter came from her bed, went, at great risk, to your desk, opened the hidden drawer, took out the parure, unrolled the case on purpose or by accident, went off to some other place, removed some of the pieces, hid them, then returned with the rest into the room in which you were sleeping, exposing herself to the greatest chance of discovery. Do you truly believe such a theory is tenable?”
“But what other is there?” said the steward in a voice $lled with defeat. “If her motives were innocent, why does she not explain them?”
“It is our task to $nd that out,” replied Holmes. “If you please, I have need of the earring and comb.”
“I cannot sink lower. Take them.” Kalaheo withdrew the items from their
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case and handed them to Holmes who wrapped them in his handkerchief and tucked them securely away.
“I hope to have news for you by tomorrow afternoon,” Holmes told him.
“You know where the jewelry is?”
“Not yet.”
“My daughter?”
“She is innocent. But you must give me carte blanche to act for you, provided only that I get back the gems, and that you place no limit on the sum I may draw against your credit.”
“I would give anything to have my daughter and the Queen’s gift back.”
“Very good. I shall look into the matter now. I may be back. Or I may not.”
It was obvious to me that Holmes had made up his mind and needed now only to manifest the tangible evidence. But try as I might, he would not clarify matters for me. Once home, he entered his chamber and then exited a common ne'er-do-well in non-descript and none-too-clean seedy coat, dirty red cravat, and worn boots. All topped with a greasy cap.
He looked in the mirror with satisfaction. “That should do. I hope to be back in a few hours.” Taking a hard roll from the sideboard he sliced it open and pushed in a wedge of cheese. Dropping it in his pocket, he was out the door.
I had just "nished my tea when he returned, evidently in excellent spirits, and helped himself to a cup.
“I’m only looking in,” said he. “I am going right on after I change out of these disreputable clothes.”
“How are you getting on?”
“Oh, so so. Nothing to complain of. I have been out to Hyde Park since I saw you last, but I did not call at the hotel. It is a very sweet little problem, and I would not have missed it for a good deal. However, I must not sit gossiping here, but must return to my highly respectable self.”
I could see by his manner that he had stronger reasons for satisfaction than his words alone would imply. His eyes twinkled, and there was even a touch of colour upon his sallow cheeks. He hastened away, and a few minutes later I heard the slam of the hall door, which told me that he was o# once more upon his congenial hunt.
I waited until midnight, but there was no sign of his return, so I retired to my room. It was no uncommon thing for him to be away for days and nights on end when he was hot upon a scent, so that his lateness caused me no surprise. I do not know at what hour he came in, but when I came down to breakfast in
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the morning there he was with a cup of co!ee in one hand and the paper in the other, as fresh and trim as possible.
“You will excuse my beginning without you, Watson,” said he, “but we must hurry and meet Kalaheo and Lestrade.”
“Of course!” I replied. I ate my breakfast quickly, grabbed my hat, and we were out the door.
We arrived at the hotel just as Lestrade was helping a handsome young woman down from a cab. The resemblance to her father was immediately apparent, though she was more delicately featured and of lighter build. But the same deep complexion, straight carriage, proud set of the head, and uncompro‐ mising look of determination were unmistakable. A night in jail had not cowed Miss Kalaheo.
Mr. Kalaheo met us in the lobby. “Kānoa is gone. And the maid assigned to our wing. No one can $nd them.”
“And you will not,” Holmes replied. “Let us go to your rooms.”
Kalaheo unlocked the door and let us in. Lestrade held it for Miss Kalaheo, and then pulled out the chair to her father’s desk and held it for her as she sat.
Holmes unrolled his handkerchief on the desk. “Here are the missing pieces of the parure, along with those you lent me. It only cost what most workmen earn in a year to get them back.”
“How did you do it?” Kalaheo asked.
Lestrade spoke up. “He did it by helping us to collar a ring of jewel thieves weʻve been been after these past few years. If he knows what’s good for him, though, your boy Kānoa will make himself scarce. They think he’s the one who set them up.”
Holmes leaned on the desk and picked up the tiara, turning it in the light and watching it sparkle. “I played the role of a vagabond who had found some pieces of jewelry in the street, and was looking to pawn them. Well, these are certainly not the kind of thing that usually gets pawned around here, so word went out fast. The professional jewel thieves came looking for the rest of the set. I laid the bait. Lestrade and his boys were there to spring the trap.”
“Kānoa,” Kalaheo said, shaking his head. “I never would have thought it of Kānoa.”
“You thought it of your daughter!” Holmes remonstrated.
Kalaheo looked at the young woman. “Why didn’t you tell me?”
“You didn’t give me a chance. You accused me before I could say anything.”
“But why were you standing there holding the jewelry if you had nothing to do with it?”
“I was worried because Kānoa and that maid had been talking together and
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looking at your desk. I heard something fall, so I came into your room. I saw them by your desk, but when they saw me they ran out and slammed your door behind them. I went to your desk to see what had fallen and picked up the parure, that’s when you awoke. I would never steal, Father.”
“But how did it all come about?” Kalaheo continued to look confused.
“London has been beset by jewel thieves the past few years,” Holmes said. “Their targets have been wealthy women staying in hotels. It has been hard to catch them because their modus operandi has changed slightly with each theft. But the pattern "nally began to show.
“Corrupt sta# have gained employment in each hotel in London. They become friendly with a sta# member of some royal or magnate who is staying at the hotel. Your Kānoa was ripe for the picking because he decided to avenge himself for the rejection by your daughter by becoming attached to this woman who was pursuing him. Because of your daughter’s a#ection for you, how better to hurt her, than to hurt you?
“Once he was enamoured of the maid, she fed his sense of grievance until he felt that stealing the parure was only his just due for all his imagined wrongs. Once stolen, it would be taken to their fence. They were unrolling the case to remove the jewelry so they could replace the case. That would allow the theft to go undiscovered a little longer. But because your daughter startled them, they dropped some of the jewels. That allowed me to play the part of the lucky "nder. Since I insisted on being taken to the buyer, Lestrade’s men simply followed me. I sold the jewels, Lestrade’s men bought them back, and then arrested the salesmen.
“Unfortunately, they only have arrested the oxen plowing the "eld, not the laird who owns it. At any rate, Kānoa and his paramour shall have no peace, for these jewel thieves are part of an international organization and think that Kānoa and the maid have betrayed them. They will be hunted the rest of their lives.”
“Mr. Kalaheo, I am not a father. But I am a student of human nature. You cannot force a person to love another, or to be a good wife or husband. However much Kānoa may have wanted to marry your daughter, if she did not want to marry him, the idea should have simply been dropped,” said Holmes. “You owe your daughter an apology. Events have shown that she was right to refuse Kānoa.”
Kalaheo looked at his daughter as if seeing her as a person in her own right for the "rst time. “I am sorry. I should have trusted you. Things will be di#erent when we return home.”
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“Yes, Father. You should have. And I am not returning home. I am going to stay in England.”
“What? What will you do here?”
“I am going to attend the London School of Medicine for Women. When Elizabeth Blackwell received word that a woman was in jail, she came immedi‐ ately to learn my circumstance. She is not just a social reformer. She is a physi‐ cian. I am going to become a physician, too. And then I shall come home to Hawaiʻi and help Ke Aliʻi Kapiʻolani to help our people.”
THE END
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Dear Mr. Watson,
Thank you for your submission.
While we found the story interesting, entertaining, and elucidating as to Mr. Holmes’ methods, we are returning your manuscript because we have learned that as the Hawaiian Queen left London last month, the American businessmen were forcing her husband, the King of Hawaiʻi, to sign a new constitution costing many of the Native Hawaiians their right to vote.
We will be covering that story, instead.
Sincerely,
Agustus Penworthy
Agustus Penworthy, editor
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