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And Mademoiselle’s address? he asked.
Is Briony Lodge, Serpentine Avenue, St. John’s Wood.
Holmes took a note of it. “One other question,” said he.
“Was the photograph a cabinet?”
“It was.”
“Then, good night, your Majesty.”
— A Scandal in Bohemia
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Holmes & the Horsy Set
— April Curnow

In this notably successful Triple Crown year a discussion of Sherlock Holmes’s dealings
with the world of horses is in order. He must have had early and profitable contact with
the denizens of stable and racetrack to gain the knowledge he brings to bear in several of
his cases.

There is a wonderful sympathy and freemasonry among horsy men, notes Holmes in “A
Scandal in Bohemia.” He has just successfully passed himself off as a groom, not simply
by donning a convincing disguise but also by rubbing down horses with the ostlers of the
Serpentine Mews. We know Holmes as a resident of London, bohemian in his tastes yet
obviously well educated.

When and where did he learn a groom’s work? There are intimations that Holmes can even
drive a horse himself if necessary. Again in “Scandal,” Holmes relates how he took a cab
to tail Irene Adler and Godfrey Norton when they rushed off to be married. My cabby drove
fast, Holmes comments. I don’t think I ever drove faster. He speaks of driving a vehicle,
not riding in one, and the implication is substantiated by events in his later career.

In “The Solitary Cyclist” Sherlock leaps into an abandoned dog-cart and drives off in pursuit
of Woodley when that odious fortune-hunter kidnaps Violet Smith. Indeed, driving seems
to be a skill the Holmes brothers share: the large, well-wrapped cabby handling the
brougham that speeds Watson to Victoria Station in “The Final Problem” turns out to be
Mycroft. Where would two middle-class Londoners — one of them extremely sedentary
— have acquired such proficiency? If we accept Baring-Gould’s claim that the Holmeses
were descended from country squires (cf. Sherlock Holmes of Baker Street), their ability
to handle horses can be attributed to practice on the family estate in their youth.

In later cases we find evidence that Sherlock’s understanding of the horsy world extends to the
track. Though not generally a betting man himself, he can recognize the type by
observing the telltale signs. Witness his shrewd evaluation of the surly, “horsy-looking” goose
dealer Breckinridge in “The Blue Carbuncle.” The man’s dress and demeanor, plus a copy of
The Pink *Un sticking out of his pocket, speak of a fellow easily drawn by a wager. Holmes
proves his point and gains valuable information for his investigation by enticing Breckinridge
with a sovereign bet. And our detective is certainly wiser about the shady side horse racing
than Watson at the time of “The Blue Carbuncle” although that will change. Holmes knows
there are many ways to throw a race. The successful bettor, like the consulting
detective, needs reliable inside information.



When investigating the disappearance of Silver Blaze and the murder of his trainer, John
Straker, Holmes gets insider details a bookie could only dream of. He and Watson
successfully trail the missing thoroughbred to a rival stable, Holmes reasoning that even if let
loose to roam such a very gregarious creature would naturally make his way homeward unless
he were injured or diverted elsewhere. Equally aware that an old horse-faker has many a
dodge, Holmes confronts the Mapleton trainer Silas Brown and thwarts his attempt to disguise
and conceal the favored horse until after the running of the Wessex Cup. Knowledge
of both equine and human nature helps Holmes solve the mystery of Straker’s murder.
Because he knows what to look for in the way of dirty tricks, Holmes can piece together clues
at the crime scene and among the victim’s possessions — specifically a knife used for delicate
cataract surgery — which reveal that Straker tried to nick the favored horses tendon and lame
him before the big race. Not surprisingly, Silver Blaze retaliated by kicking his attacker, with
fatal results. Self-defense, Holmes concludes, arguing on behalf of the champion as he
reconstructs the crime. The untrustworthy trainer, an ex-jockey to boot, should have had more
respect for a horse’s hoofs.

With “Shoscombe Old Place” we come to the second racing adventure Watson has chosen to
recount. Here the case revolves around the capacity of a wealthy and titled family to pursue
the racing passion, even at the risk of losing both fortune and prestige. Watson had caught up
to Holmes’ horsy knowledge by 1902 when he confesses in “Shoscombe Old Place” to
devoting almost half of his wound pension to playing the ponies. Holmes ostensibly
defers to Watson’s greater knowledge for details concerning Shoscombe Prince and the colt’s
desperate owner, Sir Robert Norbertson. Watson describes Sir Robert as about the most
daredevil rider in England and a plunger on the turf. The head trainer at Shoscombe asserts
that Lady Beatrice, Sir Robert’s ailing sister, shares his tastes, and she adds to love of horses a
special pride in the Shoscombe spaniels, the most exclusive breed in England. Lady Beatrice
has seen fit to finance her brother’s exploits, which have driven him to the edge of
bankruptcy. Champion horses, purebred dogs, a moneyed world of fierce loves and
competitive instincts often lead to reckless, even desperate acts; Holmes views it all coolly as
he untangles the mystery of Sir Robert’s odd behavior and Lady Beatrice’s sudden
reclusiveness. Interesting in its own right as the investigation of a possible murder; this is a
portrait of a horse-mad aristocrat whose fortune hangs on the outcome of a single high-stakes
race. Horsy society has its own class structure, and to move in the highest circles as breeder
and owner its best to have a family pedigree and plenty of family money. Not for nothing is
horse racing called the sport of kings.

From lowly grooms to the racing aristocracy Holmes moves confidently among horsy men,
dealing with a few scoundrels along the way. Yet Watson mentions only one instance of
his friend betting on a race during the Wessex Cup competition. Sherlockians may never
agree upon which race he wagered nor how much inside information may have added to his
winnings. But on or off the track, we do tend to put our own money on Sherlock Holmes.
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Sir Arthur Conan Doyle Turns Detective in

The Strange Case of George Edal;ji
— Fred Glueckstein

In January 1907, Arthur Conan Doyle walked into the lobby of his hotel. He was there to
meet a man who was trying to clear his name of a crime for which he had served three
years in prison.

“The first sight which I ever had of Mr. George Edalji was enough in itself to convince
me both of the extreme improbability of his being guilty of the crime for which he
was condemned, and to suggest some at least of the reasons which had led to his
being suspected,” Conan Doyle later wrote.

“He had come to my hotel by appointment, but I had been delayed, and he was passing
the time by reading the paper,” added Conan Doyle, who, in addition to being a famous
author was a physician and ophthalmologist. “I recognized my man by his dark face, so |
stood and observed him. He held the paper close to his eyes and rather sideways, proving
not only a high degree of myopia, but marked astigmatism.”

Using the deductive ability of his famous fictional character, Sherlock Holmes,
Conan Doyle, would go on to attest that — based on these observations — George Edalji
could not have committed the crime for which he had been imprisoned.

Doyle had become interested in Edalji in 1906 after the death of Doyle’s wife, Louisa.
Her death after a 13-year illness caused him sleeplessness, and the return of an intestinal
illness from his time in South Africa. In fact Doyle stopped writing and months went by
as he grieved.

The case had come to Doyle’s attention in late 1906 when an article in an obscure paper,
The Umpire, caught his interest. It was about a young man named George Edalji, who had
been accused of a series of sheep and horse mutilations in 1903 in Great Wyrley (a village
in South Staffordshire near Birmingham.) Despite maintaining his innocence, Edalji
was convicted and sentenced to seven years imprisonment and hard labor on a charge of
injuring a pony. Edalji was released from Stafford Gaol in 1906 without explanation and
without a pardon.

Doyle was to take a strong personal interest in Edalji’s story. The case would offer a new
focus for him after what he described as the long personal “days of darkness™ after his



wife’s passing. “I realized that I was in the presence of an appalling tragedy, Doyle
wrote after meeting Edalji, and that I was called upon to do what I could to set it right.”

Edalji already had appealed to police and government officials but his pleas had
gone unanswered. Edalji then turned to the public press in an effort to clear his name,
which he hoped would allow him to return to his Birmingham practice as a solicitor.

George Edalji was a thirty-year-old solicitor living with his parents in Great Wryley near
Birmingham when he first met Conan Doyle. His father, the Reverend Shapurji Edalji,
was a Parsee Indian who had converted to the Church of England. The reverend and his
English wife had three children; George was the eldest.

An Indian vicar was unusual in Birmingham at that time and the Edalji family was the
focus of racial abuse including shouted insults, mean practical jokes, and trash scattered
in their yard.

In 1903 Edalji’s village experienced occurrences of horse and cattle mutilations. Over six
months some sixteen animals were found with long slits along the stomach that caused
massive bleeding and death. When an injured pony was discovered in a field near
the Edalji’s home George was taken into custody by Captain Anson, Chief Constable of
the local police.

Anson was familiar with the Edalji family. The family had received two series of threatening
letters that Anson believed came from George, the first in 1888 when George was 12 and
again in 1892 when George was 16. Anson was convinced that George was a gang leader
and was responsible for the letters, threats, hoaxes, and practical jokes perpetrated upon
the family. However, it was never explained or proved why George would have sent the
letters. Anson apparently had no interest in why a crime was committed, no
interest in the motivation. He only cared about who did it. His prejudice led him to go
far as to say, “I shall not pretend to believe any protestations of ignorance which your son
may make.

Following the pony’s mutilation, a police search of the Edalji house uncovered four bloody
razors, a pair of mud-cased boots, and clothing with suspicious stains and horsehairs. Anson
was convinced George Edalji was the perpetrator of the mutilations. Edalji was arrested
for the pony attack and for writing defamatory letters under his name. Again, it was never
explained what his motivation was to write defamatory letters to his own family.

In court at the county’s Quarter Sessions, the prosecution had presented its case despite
the fact that the razors would prove to have rust rather than blood on them, and the mud
on the boots had not come from where the dead pony was found. George Edalji was
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convicted and sent to a prison quarry where he spent each day breaking rocks. Meantime,
while George was working in the quarry, another animal was found slashed in Wyrley.
Officials would attribute the incident to Edalji, despite his being incarcerated, maintaining
the unknown culprits were members of his gang.

Doyle reviewed the trial transcripts and took an active role in investigating the pony’s
maiming. Doyle went to the crime scenes interviewed participants, and critiqued
the reliability of witnesses testimony. He learned that Edalji was a “frail, anxious young
man who had distinguished himself in law school and published a well-regarded book on
railway law by the age of twenty-five.

Finally, he decided to meet George Edalji himself.

When meeting the young man for the first time at his hotel, Conan Doyle knew that based,
on experience as a doctor, Edalji’s vision could not be fully corrected with eyeglasses.
Thus, he concluded it was unlikely that Edalji could locate a farm animal in a darkened
field, much less perform skillful knife work upon it.

Convinced that Edalji did not maim the pony or any animal, he was determined to find
out who had. Based on his investigation, Conan Doyle thought that he had identified the
guilty person as Royden Sharp; however, he could not prove it.

In support of George Edalji’s desire to clear his name, Conan Doyle wrote two articles. The
articles were published on January 11, and 12,1907 in The Daily Telegraph. The articles
were then reprinted in The New York Times on February 2, and 3,1907.

In Conan Doyle’s articles, he covered the case in depth. In his conclusion, he wrote: At the
end of his third year, out of seven, the young man, though in good health, was suddenly
released without pardon. Evidently the authorities were shaken, and compromised with their
conscience in this fashion. But this cannot be final. The man is guilty, or he is not. If he is
he deserves every day of his seven years. If he is not, then we must have apology, pardon,
and restitution. There can obviously be no middle ground between these extremes.

The Edalji case became well-known internationally and was widely discussed. Conan
Doyle’s articles in support of Edalji became a key factor in getting the authorities
to commission a three-man committee of inquiry in the case under the Home Office in
1907. The Edalji Committee led an official investigation and found Edalji innocent of the
animal attacks, but guilty of writing defamatory letters.



George Edalji was granted a pardon for the maiming conviction in May 1907, but received
no compensation. In November 1907, Edalji was accepted back on to the roll of solicitors
in good standing and allowed to practice.

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s involvement was essential in clearing Edalji’s name. His
persistence and belief in Edalji’s innocence was a reflection of his belief in justice and use
of deductive abilities made famous by his famous literary character. One newspaper headline
may have best captured the famous author’s contribution in the Edalji case. It read:
“Creator of Sherlock Holmes Turns Detective Himself.”

Note to the reader: Arthur Conan Doyle’s prominent role on behalf of George Edalji
helped establish a way to correct other miscarriages of justice. Specifically, the
difficulty in overturning the conviction of Edalji was cited as a need for a better system
for reviewing unsafe verdicts, and it became a factor in the 1907 creation of the Court of
Appeal in England.

Sources:
Conan Doyle, Arthur. Memories and Adventures. London: Wordsworth Editions, 2007.

Heydt, Bruce. The Case of George Edalji in TheHistoryNet.com. Article originally
published in British Heritage Magazine. (http://tinyurl.com/nré6wrmw)

Stashower, D. Teller of Tales: The Life of Arthur Conan Doyle. New York: Owl Books,
1999.

The New York Times. The Strange Case of George Edalji by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle was
printed on Saturday and Sunday, 2 and 5 February 1907.
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Sherlock Holmes: Pirate?
— Laura Sook Duncombe

I do not profess to be a Sherlock Holmes scholar by any stretch of the imagination, but I
do know quite a lot about pirates. It’s not often that one is called upon to demonstrate
piratical expertise, so I jumped at the chance to present a treatise on Sherlock Holmes and
pirates. So what is the connection between Sherlock Holmes and pirates, if there is one at
all? And could the world’s only consulting detective actually be a pirate himself?

In terms of connections to piracy, there are more than you might think. The most obvious
tie-in is the throwaway joke in BBC Sherlock. Mycroft tells John in Scandal in Belgravia
that as a child, Sherlock wanted to be a pirate. Despite the line’s comical nature, we know
that Mark Gatiss and Steven Moffatt are huge Sherlockians and love to sneak a ton of in-
jokes and canonical references into the show. Indeed, in the following episode, Sherlock
arrives home at 221B covered in blood carrying a harpoon, a reference to the opening of
Black Peter — which was the tale that spawned this paper. So, further canonical investigation
is required there.

In terms of scholarship, I was devastated to learn that Don Redmond’s “Sherlock Holmes
Among the Pirates” is not in fact a pastiche but instead a treatise on copyright law. It
appears, unsurprisingly, that I am the first scholar to tackle this topic.

Even if canonical discussions and scholarly work are rather thin on the ground, Sherlock
Holmes and piracy is alive in well in the world of pastiches. Laurie R. King’s Pirate King
gets Mary Russell and her beloved Holmes mixed up with some pirates — of both
the Penzance and actual variety! I would be remiss if I failed to mention the scores of fan
fiction stories and fan art on the internet that feature the boys from Baker Street getting into all
sorts of piratical mischief. Clearly the BBC Sherlock series holds the monopoly on
piratical leanings, which makes sense given the joke mentioned earlier. Imagining Jeremy
Brett with an eyepatch and bandanna strains credulity, although Basil Rathbone once
played a memorable pirate in Captain Blood, one of the most successful pirate films of
all time.

So far, it seems there are not a lot of explicit links between the world’s only consulting
detective and seafaring pirates. Let us now turn our investigation to the life of Sherlock’s
creator: Arthur Conan Doyle. Conan Doyle led a colorful life, but was not at any time, as
far as we know, a pirate himself. The closest he came was in 1880, when as a medical
student he spent 6 months on the Arctic whaler Hope as a ship’s surgeon. His journals
from that time have been released in a volume called Dangerous Work: Diary of an Arctic

Adventure. His short story written about his time in the Arctic, The Captain of the
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Polestar one of his earliest published works, from 1885 — four years before A Study in
Scarlet.

Seafaring piracy in Conan Doyle’s time had mostly shifted to North America with the rise
of the river pirates, who terrorized merchant ships sailing up and down the Hudson, East,
Ohio, and Mississippi Rivers. It’s possible that Conan Doyle heard news of Sadie the
Goat, the Conroy gang, and the Hook gang, but there’s no proof of that.

Conan Doyle’s main exposure to piracy was through a fictional account of the Golden Age of
Piracy — Robert Louis Stevenson’s Treasure Island, published in 1885. The two attended the
same college in Edinburgh and kept up a lively correspondence over the years, despite never
meeting in person. It was Stevenson who asked Conan Doyle if Sherlock Holmes was based
on the professor Dr. Joseph Bell, asking, can this be my old friend Joe Bell? We know for
sure that Conan Doyle read Treasure Island because he writes about it in his enchanting 1907
book Through the Magic Door, a memoir of the books in his library. Conan Doyle says
“There is no reason why Treasure Island should not be to the rising generation of the twenty-
first century what Robinson Crusoe has been to that of the nineteenth.” So the bulk of Conan
Doyle’s piratical knowledge most likely came from fictional sources such as Stevenson.'

There is a tantalizing literary connection too juicy to ignore — in March 1904, Black Peter
was published in the UK. In December of that same year, a fellow Scotsman premiered a
highly successful play about pirates, also starring a main character called Peter — Conan
Doyle’s cricket mate, JM Barrie, and his play, Peter Pan.

So, the million dollar question — is Sherlock a pirate? Well, according to whom? Piracy
has existed for as long as there have been seas to sail upon, from the Late Bronze Age to
present day. It has taken innumerable forms over the years as different peoples in different
regions became pirates. A definition is essential here. I looked to Conan Doyle’s own
definition of a pirate, in terms of his justly lesser known protagonist, Captain Sharkey.

Captain Sharkey is Conan Doyle’s pirate creation, star of a collection of stories that were
first published by Pearson and McClure’s magazines in 1897. Now his exploits are part of
a collection called Tales of Pirates and Blue Water in which The Captain of the Polestar,
his story based on his experiences in the Hope, is also included. Tales of Blue Water was
first published as a collection in 1922.

Sharkey is the pirate captain of the Happy Delivery who terrorizes the Caribbean with his
first mate/quartermaster Ned Galloway. Over the course of 4 stories he carries out a series

! Harold F. Watson describes similarities between Treasure Island and Doyle’s Sign of Four

in the March 1968 issue of the Baker Street Journal — Les
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of hijinks before finally being killed by Copley Banks — whose wife and children were
murdered by Sharkey years earlier. So, what defines Sharkey as a pirate? And does Sherlock
Holmes share any of his characteristics?

First, let us examine the physical. Both men are described as tall, pale, and thin
with prominent noses: Sherlock’s is hawk-like where Sharkey’s is a “great beak.” However,
Sharkey’s eyes are shifty and blue with red rims, while Holmes’s are described as grey.
Each man is a pipe smoker. Both men’s private quarters (221b for Sherlock Holmes, the
captain’s cabin for Sharkey) are described as messy and disorganized, with many curious
objects stuffed into a small space. So it seems at least physically, they share some
characteristics.

Mentally, both Sherlock and Sharkey are known to be, understating it a little, quite clever.
Sharkey is the engineer of several cunning and resourceful plots, including impersonating
a governor (whom he had actually murdered) and taking his berth on a ship from
the Caribbean to England, throwing off a trap laid for him by essentially replicating the
same trap for his would-be captors, and somehow escaping from a deserted island. Here
also the similarities are plain.

In the emotional realm, we find the most marked differences. Essentially, Captain Sharkey’s
blood runs a lot hotter than our favorite consulting detective. He is shown to be lustful
towards captured maidens, quick to shoot a crew member suspected of mutiny, and liable
to get roaring drunk while playing cards. He is a cruel and vicious man who murders
many people in cold blood — both on and off — screen. Holmes, in contrast, is sometimes
arrogant and other times aloof, but he is never described as vicious. BBC Sherlock plays
up his more mercurial nature, but canonically, Sherlock Holmes is not a violent man.

A final category for examination is moral codes. Holmes has a strict (if unconventional)
moral code — we see him release the wrongdoer in “Blue Carbuncle” and “Abbey Grange,”
among other stories because he believes they have learned their lesson or did the crime
for the right reasons — openly flouting the law. Also, he has contempt for the
blackmailer Milverton who is technically not a criminal and refuses to accost his
murderer or aid Lestrade in finding her, claiming to Watson that Milverton’s murder is
justice being done. He is not as concerned with what the law or Scotland Yard would say
as much as his own innate belief of “right and wrong.”

Sharkey is similarly morally inclined. Clearly he does not value the laws of the state — any
state. His idea of right and wrong is naturally very different from Holmes, but he does set
a prisoner free in his first story because of the prisoner’s unwillingness to beg for his life.
Sharkey values courage above all else, and leaves a witness behind rather than kill a man
who displays his favorite virtue. So, both men have complicated (but strong) moral codes.
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In conclusion, pirates, naturally, live outside the law. But they generally arise out of very
specific circumstances against a large tyrannical force that cannot meet the needs of the
population. In China, for example, pirates often scavenged rich towns near the capitol and left
the poor rural ones alone — sometimes going so far as to feed and employ these towns. It was
partly the British Navy’s treatment of sailors (restricting their ability to rise through the ranks
due to merit — requiring they pass for a gentleman and unemployment in peacetime)
that led to the spike in piracy during the Golden Age. When there is an unjust balance of
power pirates attempt to even the scales. They may not do it in a legal or entirely logical way,
but they do it. As Pirate King in Pirates of Penzance states, many a king on a first class
throne, if he wants to call his crown his own, must manage somehow to get through more
dirty work than ever I do. Pirates engage in statecraft, in a way ... they are just honest about
what they are doing.

Sherlock Holmes clearly does what pirates do — he evens the scales. He rights wrongs by
solving crimes and he does it in his own way. Unbeholden to the bureaucracy of Scotland
Yard, he 1s able to use his unorthodox but effective methods to sail through cases. He has
a crew of Irregulars that follow his commands. He even has a first mate “the loyal and
brave Dr. Watson.

Although he lacks a sword and peg leg, it is not too much of a stretch to say that Conan
Doyle did endow Sherlock Holmes with some strong piratical characteristics based on his
own definition of what a pirate should be. Perhaps BBC Sherlock’s childhood dreams did
come true after all — he grew up to be a pirate.
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Recreating 221B

— Denny Dobry

Welcome to Baker Street in Reading Pennsylvania

The premise of the Grand Game is that Sherlock Holmes and Doctor John Watson were real
persons and that Dr. Watson chronicled their adventures as represented in the Canon. It must
therefore be accepted that the flat (apartment) that the detective and his companion occupied
also existed. Sherlockian scholars and historians such as T. S. Blakeney, Gavin Brend,
William S. Baring-Gould, Vincent Starrett, Ernest H. Short, James Edward Holroyd, Dr.
Gray Chandler Briggs and Bernard Davies' have failed to identify to everyone’s concurrence
the physical location of 22 1B Baker Street, the address of the Holmes/Watson living quarters
as documented in the Canon. Given the good Doctor’s propensity for disguising names and
addresses, it 1s unlikely the actual location of the living quarters will ever be agreed upon.
Although we will likely continue to quibble about 221B’s location (was it actually on Baker
Street or elsewhere?), Sherlockians would generally agree on the interior appearance of the
sitting room and its contents; after all, Dr. Watson was quite descriptive of their
surroundings. Many Sherlockians have a fascination with collecting and displaying Victorian
household items, furniture, and artifacts from the Holmes/Watson adventures. One could
easily imagine that Christopher Morley owned a gasogene and a Persian slipper.

In 1950, noted Sherlockian scholar and author, James Edward Holroyd, suggested that the
St. Marylebone Public Library in London create a Sherlock Holmes exhibition to
be assembled for display during the upcoming Festival of Britain in 1951.

! Hammer, David L. The Game is Afoot. Dubuque, lowa: Gasogene Press, Ltd, 1985, p. 19.
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The Library Exhibition Committee received offers for support from many quarters.
Members of the Sir Arthur Conan Doyle family, the Sidney Paget family, and relatives of
Dr. Joseph Bell came forward to assist. In addition to room furnishings and artifacts, items
such as movie posters, original Paget drawings, and other Sherlockiana were loaned or
given to the Library for display. The exhibition gave rise to friendly disagreements about
the authenticity of the items in the display.

After the closing of the Festival, the Sherlock Holmes Exhibition toured the United
States. In 1957, the Sherlock Holmes Pub opened on Northumberland Street in London in
the building that once was the Northumberland Hotel, the hotel that Sir Henry Baskerville
patronized. The Pub owners dedicated space for a permanent display of the sitting room
re-creation using primarily items from the Exhibition and donations from supportive
Sherlockians.?

In addition to the sitting room re-creation at the Sherlock Holmes Pub in London, there are a
number of other commercial re-creations. Also in London, the Sherlock Holmes Museum
on Baker Street features two complete floors rendered to represent the sitting room,
Holmes’s bedroom, Watson’s bedroom and even the loo. Lifelike mannequins re-create
characters and scenes from some of the stories. The ground floor contains a gift shop.

Two re-creations can be found in Switzerland: one in Meiringen, the town near the
Reichenbach Falls and the other in Lucens. The latter contains artifacts and Doyle family
personal items and papers that belonged to Arthur Conan Doyle’s son, Adrian Conan
Doyle. There are also sitting room re-creations in Denmark and in France.

THE BAKER STREET BUILDERS

For years, Chuck Kovacic of southern California
traveled to various Sherlockian events around the
country; buying, selling, and trading all forms of
Sherlockiana. He often kept for himself the most
interesting items that he came across and soon amassed i
an impressive collection of Canonical and Victorian S
artifacts. Kovacic’s solution to effectively displaying '
his collection was to create the only full-scale sitting
room re-creation west of the Mississippi. Holmes’s Chemical Table

To ensure authenticity, Chuck meticulously studied the Canon and heavily researched
Victorian styles, customs, and items of everyday use. What pattern of wallpaper would

2 Green, Richard Lancelyn, ed. Sherlock Holmes Letters. Iowa City: University of lowa Press,

1986, 55.
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have been used? What furniture would be used year round or changed with seasons? What
kind of chemical apparatus would be correct for the period? What the heck is a pannikin,
a life-preserver, or a cannula? Kovacic elevated this tangential branch of Sherlockian
scholarship to new heights, independent of the Grand Game and based entirely on historical
facts.

During his travels around the country, Kovacic found other Sherlockians with the passion
for recreating authentic replicas of 221B. These kindred spirits began to share their research
and discoveries amongst themselves. In November of 2000, Kovacic founded The Baker
Street Builders (BSB) scion society for those Sherlockians interested in gathering
the research necessary to study and/or create the Baker Street townhouse and sitting room
of Mr. Sherlock Holmes. To date a total of 26 membership certificates have been issued,
but the number of active members has varied with collections being disassembled or
members passing beyond the Reichenbach. Gold lapel pins are presented to those members
who have actually built a full-sized recreation.

221B — READING, PENNSYLVANIA

My personal passion for creating a sitting room was kindled on February 27,1996, when I
was introduced to Paul Churchill at his home in Eldersburg, Maryland.’ Paul, who later
received his investiture into the Baker Street Irregulars as Corot, became one of the first
Baker Street Builders having turned his primary living and dining rooms into an authentic
replica of 221B. I was in awe at being able to see and touch the canonical items that I had
only been able to imagine while reading the stories. From that day until Paul’s untimely
death in 2008, Paul and I were close friends, and shared each other’s ideas, creations, and
little treasures that added to our sitting rooms.

I started to collect artifacts soon after meeting Paul, but my siting options for an actual
sitting room were limited. My long-suffering wife was anything but keen about converting
our small country-styled Cape Cod home into a 19th century bachelor’s sitting room.
However she had no objection to me using our basement for my project as long as I built a
large screened-in porch onto our home first. All good marriages are built on compromise.

Having been relegated to the basement, I was faced with how
to create the impression of a first floor flat (second floor S
American) when [ was starting two floors too low. My
solution was to paint a facade of the buildings on Baker Street gyytiies
on the back wall of the basement. I used a photograph in [l

3 See my note at the end of this article for an explanation of the events leading up to that

introduction — Les
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Michael Harrison’s The London of Sherlock Holmes as the model of the building’s features.*
Leaving a narrow dead space in front of the painting, I constructed a wall containing the
‘two board windows’ mentioned by Watson in A Study in Scarlet.

The illusion worked and coupled with a hidden tape-recorder playing London street sounds,
this feature has received the most comments from visitors. Construction of the walls, floor
and ceiling took about a year and were completed in late 1999. Furnishing the room and
adding artifacts continue to this day, as I discover new or better artifacts. Antique stores
and eBay have been the most productive sources for finding relevant items. In fact, as |
write this article, I am watching an auction on eBay for a ceramic pannikin, an item that
Watson found in the stone hut occupied by Holmes in The Hound of the Baskervilles.

When an item or document couldn’t be found, a little ingenuity in crafting skills
or Photoshop™ usually brought satisfactory results. One of the first artifacts I found was
a complete set of the calling cards mentioned in the Canon. The creation of the calling
cards was the spark that ignited a treasure trove of authentic faux documents that Paul and
I discovered. Paul was a talented artist and I possessed some crafting skills, and together
we formed a prolific team. Before his passing, Paul Churchill and I exchanged many ideas
and created many interesting artifacts.

The Canon of course provided the shopping list
of items that were coveted. Stephen Clarkson’s |
The Canonical Compendium, published in 1999, %
listed all of the physical items mentioned in the |
Canon in addition to character names and places, &
and became a valuable research resource.” The
sitting room contains at least one artifact from
each of the 60 Canonical stories and some stories £
have numerous representative items. Some of the &
more interesting items include: a gasogene and a &
seltzogene (most often Sherlockians erroneously
refer to a seltzogene as a gasogene), an authentic
Legion de honneur medal, dark lantern, a set of
burglars tools, a black and white ivory box, a tin
of Arcadia Tobacco, a gold watch with a

Seltzogene? Gasogene? And Tantalus

4 Harrison, Michael, The London of Sherlock Holmes. New York: Drake Publishing Inc. 1975,
p. 42.

Clarkson, Stephen. The Canonical Compendium. Ashcrolt, British Columbia: Calabash Press.
1999.
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sovereign as a watch fob, and a bust of Holmes with a bullet hole through the head. The
artifacts that I treasure most are an authentic Weiss & Company cataract knife from Silver
Blaze (a gift from Paul), a Penang Lawyer walking stick complete “with silver band
and dogteeth marks representing The Hound of the Baskervilles, and the 19" Century
gasogene. Most recently I found ‘the very tin box’ mentioned in The Musgrave Ritual
in which Holmes kept his mementoes from his early cases. The box’s authenticity is
validated by the fact that it looks exactly like the box depicted in the Sidney Paget
drawing in the original Strand publication of the story.

I have been very fortunate in locating the furniture and fixtures for the re-creation. Living
near Adamstown, Pennsylvania, known as the ‘Antique Capital of America’ hasn’t hurt.
My biggest one-day haul included Holmes’ chair, Watson’s chair, a cupboard, three bubble
backed chairs and a coal scuttle. On a visit to nearby New Jersey, I found Holmes’ desk,
the lighting fixture for over the dining table and a Victorian Wedding Basket (which my
wife confiscated and put in her curio cabinet).

One disappointment has been that I haven’t had as many visitors as I would have hoped.
Reading, Pennsylvania isn’t exactly a hotbed of Sherlockian activity. Since the room’s
completion there have been several hundred visitors mostly from nearby Harrisburg, York,
Philadelphia, and Baltimore. I have also hosted a few gatherings of the Scion Societies in
those cities. Although their primary purpose to be in the area wasn’t a visit to the sitting
room, I’ve entertained visitors from England, Denmark, Canada, and Australia.

One of my most satisfying moments came during a visit from my sister-in-law
from Nashville. When she walked into the room, she immediately turned around, came out
and wouldn’t go back in. When asked what was wrong, she said: “As soon as | walked in
I got a weird feeling that I had stepped back in time and I felt strange and had to leave.”
From that moment on, I knew I had accomplished what I had set out to do.

It was great fun building and furnishing the room, but I take great pleasure now when I can
share it with fellow Sherlockians. Visitors to the sitting room are welcome by appointment.
Contact information and additional photographs can be found at www.facebook.com/
221binReading.

This is an abridgement of an article was originally published in the Fall 2015 issue of The
Watsonian, the journal of the John H. Watson Society; the article has also appeared in the
Spring 2014 issue of The Baker Street Chronicle, the journal of the Sherlock Holmes
Society of Germany; and in the June 2014 issue of Proceedings of the Pondicherry Lodge,
the journal of the Sherlock Holmes Society of India.

Photos by: Sara Williams, Reading, Pennsylvania
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“I was introduced to Paul Churchill at his home” !
— Les Moskowitz

I was a member of The Hounds of the Internet and, in late January 1996, I posted the following
message to the mailing list:

Date: Mon, 22 Jan 1996
From: Les Moskowitz
Subject: Report on Watson's Tin Box — Mycroft Examination

There are many scion societies in the immediate Baltimore area, with a certain sameness to
the pattern of the meetings. One meeting, however, stands out and that meeting was held
yesterday.

Watson's Tin Box holds a meeting each month, at a local pub. The January meeting,
however is held at the Baltimore Sherlock Holmes Museum, which also serves as living
quarters for its owner. Unlike the normal monthly meetings, the quiz (and dinner) is based
on the stories from the prior February-December meetings. Yesterday's meeting covered
3GAB, MAZA, CREE, LION, LAST, GLOR, MUSG, STUD, SPEC, RESI and NOBL.

After the normal round of toasts we proceeded to our buffet meal, a list of which, (copied
from my illustrated souvenir menu) follows:

THE MUSGRAVE VICTUALS

Appetizers: Hudson's Deviled Eggs
Crown Diamond Walnuts
von Cheddar cut into pieces
Professor Presbury’s Aged cheese
Senior Trevor's Peanuts in the Shell Recalled’s
Club-Footed Crackers

Entree: Baron Von Pork Barbecue dutifully served on Kaiser's Rolls
Steve Dixie's Salmon Tie Loaf
Bull-Headed Gudgeon
John Bull Roast
Tangled Skein of Spaghetti
Salad with either Oil not soaked in cotton wool, or
Dangling Prussian Dressing

From the Sideboard:  Brook Street Mystery Vegetables
Suds and Whey Cottage Cheese served on Conic Sections
Bread and We-Can-But{e}Try
Cyanea Capillata Jelly

' This addendum was not included in the printed Irene’s Cabinet
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Desserts (delicious, sinfully fattening and loaded with cholesterol):
Ikey Sander's Peached Melba
Graham-a-phone Crackers
Fitzroy Mcpherson's Blueberry Overcoat Pie
A Chocolate and Silver Volume

Drinks from Brunton’s Whine Cellar:
Imperial Tokay
Dead Stoner’s Sister’s Brandy
Chequers Port (above mediocrity and serve on linen above reproach)
Dorak’s National Bohemian Beer, or tonight, tonight, let it be Lowenstein
A group of ancient and cobwebby bottles of soft drinks
Reginald’s Café Noir
Maberly’s Crown Derby Tea
Cream and Isadora Klein’s Dead Husband’s Sugar

We then proceeded to the Mycroft Examination, a sixty-question quiz composed by Steve
Clarkson, BSI, affectionately known to the group as “Torquemada.” Questions ranged in
difficulty from relatively simple (“I have no time for trifles”) to more difficult (“This is quite
a three-pipe problem”) to genuine posers (“Holmes raised his hand in horror and pity.”) The
difficulty of the quiz (accompanied by mutterings of “you cunning, cunning fiend”) was
such that there were a few questions for which not only were the answers elusive, but the
story to which they related was uncertain. The high scorer (with 28.9 out of 60) received a
very handsome trophy to be held for a year.

All in all, a very enjoyable afternoon.

scribbled by a drunken-looking groom, ill-kempt and side-whiskered,
with an inflamed face and disreputable clothes
AKA Les Moskowitz, http://www.bcpl.lib.md.us/~Imoskowi/holmes.html

Shortly after, I received an email from Denny Dobry (who I did not know), telling me
that he was unaware that there was a Sherlock Holmes Museum in Baltimore, and asking
for information about the museum. Although I no longer have a copy of his message or
of our further correspondence, I do remember telling Denny that the “museum” was not
open to the public, but that I would see if I could arrange a visit for him. Paul, of course,
was delighted to get a chance to show off his collection, so we set a date to coincide with
the next Tin Box dinner with Denny and me meeting at Paul’s house before the dinner.

I take pride in the fact that, in our conversations, Denny still refers to me as “my Stamford.”
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Another Point of View

— Karen Wilson, ASH
Presented to Watson’s Tin Box June 29, 2015

To Irene Adler he was always that man. She was seldom heard to mention him under any
other name. In her eyes he eclipsed and predominated the whole of his profession, yet stood
for (indeed, personified) some of the worst failings of his sex. It was not that she felt any
emotion akin to dislike nor, on the other hand, romantic longing for Sherlock Holmes. The
former emotion was as foreign to her kind nature as the latter would have been perverse
to her very sensible mind.

She admired him, certainly, and her admiration lent sweetness to her victory in
their confrontation. But there was frustration, too, at being underestimated and thus denied
an even sweeter triumph.

He was, it is said, the most perfect reasoning and observing machine that the world has
seen. But Irene dined out more than once in the tale of how, for an instant, she was able to
intrude into his delicate and finely adjusted temperament, introducing a distracting factor
which threw enough doubt upon his mental results as to allow her to win the day.

That he left uninvestigated the greatly exaggerated rumors of her death she took
as a concession to the injustice of her position; and the relative anonymity and freedom
from pursuit that this ultimately provided for her and Godfrey were worth the sting of the
good doctor’s “dubious and questionable memory.”

And so we lift our glasses to a figure who was for one, brief moment the grit in a sensitive

instrument, the crack in the high-power lens, and always “the Woman” to Sherlock Holmes
— I give you Irene Adler.
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Chair a Canon
— Andrew Solberg, ASH, BSI

Sherlock Holmes, Alice, and...
“Who reads ‘Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland?
Everybody knows Alice, but that is not the same thing.”"

While I was reading the article from which I just quoted, I was struck by the similarity
between what the author asked and our own situation with Sherlock Holmes. The Tin Box’s
Sherlock Holmes Essay Contest for Seventh Graders was, in part, initiated because my
daughter mused to me that “Everybody I know knows who Sherlock Holmes is, but none of
my friends have read any of the stories.” I decided that that should change. Appropriately,
Beth Austin has offered a presentation on Holmes as an Iconic Figure every year for the last
eleven years, at Holmes Honors (the awards ceremony for the Essay Contest.) While I suspect
that Holmes’ current popularity has led to more people reading the original stories than in the
past, I also suspect that there are more people who enjoy the movies and television
shows without the benefit of actually reading that the game is afoot.

So, I started wondering about what other literary figures have entered common parlance
despite the fact that few people actually read the books from which they emerge.

Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland (1865) by Lewis Carroll (pen name for Reverend Charles
Lutwidge Dodgson) has already been mentioned. As Anthony Lane wrote in the article |
cited, every one used to read Alice at one time. And Alice is not the only iconic figure to
arise from that book. I think that most people instantly recognize the Cheshire Cat,
Tweedledum and Tweedlee, and, perhaps, the Queen. The phrase “Alice in Wonderland”
is used to denote surrealism, as in, “It was an Alice in Wonderland sort of experience.”
The Cheshire Cat denotes the self-smug smile. Tweedledum and Tweedledee denote a
twin-like pair. But how many people alive today have actually read the stories?

' Lane, Anthony, “Go Ask Alice,” The New Yorker, June 8 &15, 2015, pp. 48-54.
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Another such book is The Wonderful Wizard of Oz (1899) by L. Frank Baum. Who doesn’t
know “the Wicked Witch of the West?”” Tin Man, Cowardly Lion, and Scarecrow are all
iconic figures. So are the Wizard, Dorothy, and Toto. Their iconic status was helped along
enormously by the movie, but that is something they share with Sherlock Holmes.? How
many people read the actual books today?

I think that another iconic figure whose book nobody actually reads is Moby Dick from
the book of the same name (or, rather, Moby-Dick; or, The Whale) (1851) by Herman
Melville. Moby Dick is an iconic figure, and Captain Ahab has come to represent the
obsessed person. But not many people read it. I actually do know people who have tried
to read it, but most have never finished it. I tried twice. Then I listened to the audiobook,
and I actually came to love it. The New Bedford Whaling Museum in Massachusetts has
a Moby Dick Marathon each year where they read the entire book, with different people
reading five minute stints. Those Moby Dick devotees probably comprise a surprisingly
high percentage of the people who have read the book. But who hasn’t heard of both Moby
Dick and Captain Ahab?

And, of course, there is Robinson Crusoe (1719) by Daniel Defoe. Crusoe has come to
represent the person lost on a desert isle, and Friday has entered our language as representing
the ultimate assistant. But, again, who reads the book?

Rip Van Winkle (Washington Irving, 1819) has certainly entered our parlance when we
feel like we are in a time warp. But when was the last time you met someone who actually
read this short story.

I loved Mary Poppins, both the books and the movie. I’'m sure that you know that there
was a series of Mary Poppins books (P. L. Travers, the first book was published in 1934.)
Have you read any of them? Mary Poppins has come to represent the all knowing nanny.
I had likened my daughter’s first child care provider to her many times. So, I decided that
I ought to read it. The series is great!

See https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The International Wizard of Oz Club for something
else shared with Sherlock Holmes. The story is told that, during a BSI dinner held in a hotel,
Julian Wolff wandered into a meeting of that club being held at the same hotel that evening.
He reported, increduously, back to the BSI, “these people actually believe that there really is
such a place.” — Les
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Peter Pan is now synonymous with a boy who never grows up (which is appropriate as
the actual title is Peter Pan, or The Boy Who Wouldn’t Grow Up,) and I loved the Mary
Martin version of the play that was shown on television annually when I was young.
However, I was in my fifties when I finally read the original Peter Pan (by Arthur Conan
Doyle’s friend J.M. Barrie, 1904). Did you know that Barrie first used Peter Pan as a
character in a section of an adult novel The Little White Bird (1902)?

Any three friends are called The Three Musketeers, but how many of you have ever read The
Three Musketeers (Alexandre Dumas, 1844)? It is a great series of books.

Likewise, any two friends are called Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn. Do schools still
include ecither The Adventures of Tom Sawyer (Mark Twain, 1876) or The Adventures of
Huckleberry Finn (1884) in their curriculum? They should. Kids can learn a lot about
people, history, racism, and independence from these books.

When a person seems to have two sides, we invoke Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde (more correctly,
The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, by Conan Doyle’s role model Robert Louis
Stevenson, 1886.) However, I would be surprised if many people have actually read this
great book. I hadn’t until recently, and I highly recommend it.

Speaking of monsters, how many have actually read Frankenstein; or, The Modern
Prometheus (Mary Shelley, 1818)? Certainly, this poor monster has become iconic, much
to his personal dismay. I still think of him wandering the arctic. Don’t know what I’'m
talking about? Read the story.

I am sure that you can think of others I have missed. Great characters often become iconic

and enter our language as figures of speech representing their main trait. Just don’t forget
that, behind every such figure of speech, there is a delicious story.
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Essay Contest
2015 Clarkson Prize Winning Essay

Watson’s Tin Box is celebrating its eleventh Annual Sherlock Holmes Essay Contest for
seventh graders in Howard County, Maryland this year. Once again, the Tin Box partnered
with Howard County Library System and Howard County Public Schools. Participating
students read the Adventure of the Speckled Band and wrote essays. English teachers in the
Public Schools voluntarily participated, and Howard County Library made the participation
possible for home schooled, private school, and public school students whose teachers do
not participate. Watson’s Tin Box is very grateful to its partners for making this contest
such a success. Over the last eleven years, the contest has reached more than 5,200 students,
honored 55 students, and bestowed more than $2,700 worth of prizes.

Each year, the Tin Box has awarded First, Second, and Third Place Prizes to the top three
essays. The First Prize in the contest is The Clarkson Prize, an award named after Tin Box
founder Steve Clarkson, BSI, who was a mentor to so many young Sherlockians. Steve
started a Sherlock Holmes literary society for young people in the late 1960s. It included
members from across the country. Before the advent of email, the young Sherlockians would
distribute their analyses of the Sherlock Holmes stories to each other in real envelopes.
Steve continued his mentoring of young Sherlockians until he passed away in 2004.

This year, the Essay Contest winners are:

First Prize — The Clarkson Prize
Zachary Pamukcoglu
Grade 7
Age 13
Bonnie Branch Middle School
Teacher: Ms. Nanni
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Second Prize Third Prize

Matthew Engelhaupt Nadine Meister
Grade 7 Grade 7
Age 13 Age 13
Bonnie Branch M S Burleigh Manor M S
Teacher: Ms. Nanni Teacher: Ms Manack

A hearty congratulations for a job well done goes to all three winners. With the approval
of The Clarkson Prizewinner, the winning essay is published in Irene’s Cabinet. It is with
great pride that we publish this years Clarkson Prize winning essay on The Speckled Band.
Mr. Pamukcoglu can be proud to be a young published author.
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“The Adventure of the Speckled Band”
— Zachary Pamukcoglu

It was an especially bright morning and the sunlight shone upon the lone manor house of
Stoke Moran. Julia, the stepdaughter of Dr. Roylott who was the owner of the manor, lay in
bed staring at the ceiling. Tomorrow was her wedding day, and the mere thought of the merry
event provoked feelings of nervousness and happiness. As these thoughts circulated in her
head, she got out of bed and began to get ready for the day. After eating a healthy breakfast
and avoiding her cruel and malicious stepfather, she went out for a morning walk. As she
traveled, she began to realize how run down she was. The past few nights had been tiresome.
Just before she would fall asleep, a high-pitched whistling sound would become present.
“Perhaps later tonight I’1l ask my sister,” she said to herself. She continued to walk and then
eventually decided to go back home.

As she stepped upon the walkway leading to the house, she noticed that great clouds
loomed in the distance. There must be a storm coming,” she whispered to herself, and,
with that, she proceeded to enter the house. Immediately, she smelled the sickly scent of a
Cuban cigar. With a smile, she sat down at the kitchen table with relief. Her father usually
smoked cigars when he was cooped up in his office working. As she sat at the table, her
mind began to wander and, soon, she began to fantasize of the upcoming wedding. Slowly,
the looming dark clouds began to creep closer, and a strong wind rustled the bushes.

Darkness soon fell, and the storm soon tore into the manor. In its state of decay, the house’s
cracks provided the wind a passage inside the small mansion. In the hallways, you could feel
the cold drafts of air as the wind howled outside with delight. Julia, feeling tired, retired to bed
early. A few minutes later, she heard her sister walking down the hallway to her room. She
was quickly followed by Dr. Roylott who returned to his study minutes later. Seconds later,
the smell of Cuban Cigars wafted through the ventilator from her stepfather’s room. With a
sigh of annoyance, she stood up, and unlocking her door, proceeded to her sister’s room. With
a soft knock, her sister came running to the door and silently opened it, allowing her sister in.
For a while, they talked and gossiped about the wedding. As the night dragged on, her eyelids
soon became heavy. As Julia turned to leave, a thought struck her...

Tell me,” she said, ‘Have you ever heard anyone whistle in the dead of the night?”
‘Never,” replied her sister.
1 suppose that you could not possibly whistle, yourself, in your sleep?”’

“Certainly not. But why?
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“Because during the last few nights, I have always, about three in the morning, heard a
low, clear whistle. I am a light sleeper, and it has awakened me. I cannot tell where it
came from perhaps from the next room, perhaps from the lawn. I thought that I would just
ask you whether you had heard it.

“No, I have not. It must be those wretched gypsies on the plantation.”

Very likely. And, yet, if it were on the lawn, I wonder that you did not hear it also.”
“Ah, but I sleep more heavily than you.”

“Well, it is of no great consequence, at any rate.”

Julia then smiled and headed back to her room locking the door behind her. Outside, the
storm began to worsen.

The howling of the wind and the pounding of the storm was reaching a climax and the noise
kept Julia awake. As her annoyance grew, she began to feel more and more restless. But with
a sudden clarity, a high-pitched whistle could be heard through the gale. Feeling sick to her
stomach, Julia sat up in bed. With a growing dread, she fumbled blindly for the matchbox,
which resided on the bed stand. The strange sound persisted and continued to frighten poor
Julia. Finally, her fingers located the matchbox. Striking a match, the room was quickly
bathed in light. Looking around, her room, she found it to be empty, but as her gaze
wandered, a quick movement caught her eye. Looking over at the bell rope underneath the
ventilator, there laid a coiled snake. Before Julia had time to react, the snake struck. It jumped
at her and instinctively; Julia raised her hand in defense. The snake’s fangs bit into her finger
beside her engagement ring. With a scream, she fell to the floor, and the snake retreated into
the ventilator. The room soon became blurry and indistinct. With a slam, the door to her room
was thrown open, and, in it, stood her horrified sister. It took all her effort, but Julia knew she
had to warn her sister. “Oh, my God! Helen! It was the band! The speckled band! Pointing at
the doctor’s room, she was about to continue, but a wave of agony washed over her, causing
her body to convulse on the ground. As the room faded to black, the last thing she heard the
splatter of the rain, and the screaming of the wind.
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Six Six-Sentence Ficlets
— Elinor Gray

Experience of Women
As the door closed behind our visitor, John Watson leveled a look at me over his notebook.

“Holmes,” he said, “you know you cannot speak to a lady that way. They are delicate and
they require gentle treatment, especially in situations such as this.”

I raised an eyebrow at him. “Lady Thomas comes to us with suspicions that her husband
is not faithful, begs us to confirm her theories so that she may terminate their
unhappy marriage, and assists us — in disguise — in the collection of proof, and you
believe her tears are evidence that she is of a weak constitution?”

Watson blushed.

Always The Woman
“What on earth,” Holmes demanded, when I returned home from the village with not

only the tobacco and tea I had gone in for, but with a puppy tucked under one arm, do you
propose to do with that creature?

I set the puppy down and watched with great amusement and pleasure as it dashed across the
floor to sniff at Holmes’s boots and then hop up to put its front paws on his knee.

“Down,” I said, crossing to them to give the dog a nudge off Holmes’s leg, whereupon it
jumped up to do the same to me, down, boy.

Really, Watson, Holmes said, his stern look doing absolutely no good.

“I was thinking of calling him Toby, said I, after the old hound that assisted us in the matter
of the creosote.

Holmes rolled his eyes skyward in surrender and crouched to allow the puppy to lick his
face, saying, An honor, I’m sure, but I dare say she might want a more ladylike moniker;
how do you feel about Irene?

Trying It Out
“I’m not sure it suits you, Watson” he said, trying his level best to keep the look of bland,
polite interest on his face. His expression wanted very badly to crumple into one of amused
horror, but he was too much of a gentleman to allow me to see it.
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I stroked the ends of my week-old moustache down with my fingertips. “But I find it makes
a fellow look very distinguished, very trustworthy, and very handsome.”

He gamely fought a smile and said, “Perhaps if I give it another fortnight, I shall come around
to it.”

“Never mind,” said I, “I will shave it off immediately, and have to content myself
with admiring yours from afar.”

Nearsighted
They make you look... intellectual, clever, distinguished I don’t need to look clever, you

ridiculous man.

I blame the magnifying glass, of course; you spent fifty years peering at details, and now you
can’t see the bigger picture.

To hell with you. I took my new wire-rimmed spectacles off, and the world beyond Watson
blurred and softened into irrelevance. That was how I preferred it anyway, these days.

Sixty Seconds
“That is not nearly enough time,” I puffed, the sweat already springing out upon my brow,

my arms aching and burning with the strain. Rugby for Blackheath, hundreds of Ghazi
troops, and intimate knowledge of what London looks like when taken at a run had not
prepared me for this.

Sherlock Holmes reclined in the prow of the punt, smoking a cigarette and regarding me
with undisguised smugness. He closed his pocket watch and tucked it away before turning
to look in the direction we were headed, which was admittedly not as cleanly down the
middle of the river as one would hope.

“Watson, really,” he said, “if the Inspector gets there first on foot, I will be very
disappointed.” “Well then you steer,” I grumbled, and promptly lost my pole in the mud.




“Stamford, Watson Died in Afghanistan!”

Being an account of certain imaginary conversations between some graduates of the University of London
medical faculty and Watson’s former dresser at “Barts™

— Peter H. Jacoby

London, Sunday evening, August 15, 1880

As had been their custom for the past two years, at sunset the three companions
had rendezvoused at the Criterion Bar over snifters of brandy. All were in their late twenties,
self-confident and prosperous medical men who were achieving precocious success in their
chosen profession, with consulting rooms adjacent to Cavendish Square where they practiced
their respective specialties. Beyond this, the three shared two other characteristics: all
were 1878 graduates of the Medical College of the University of London, whose affiliate
St Bartholomew’s Hospital is popularly known to both the profession and laymen simply
as Barts, and all had been friends there with their classmate John H Watson.
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St. Bartholomew’s Hospital, London (U.S.
National Library of Medicine)

As they engaged in desultory chit-chat about their recent patients, one of the trio noticed a
familiar face among the Criterion’s patrons.

“I say, isn’t that young Stamford? He was my dresser in the old days at Barts.”

Another of them exclaimed, “Shall we ask him to join us? Stand him to a drink and catch
up on the gossip at the old place?”

“I don’t know the fellow, but do so if you wish” said the third of their group. He was the
younger son of a peer, thus very conscious of class distinctions, and privately thought it
rather poor form for men of their stature to rub elbows with someone so clearly beneath
their station in the medical world.

The first doctor hailed the dresser and motioned him to the table.
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“Would you like to have a drink with us? We’d be pleased if you would let us pay.”
Stamford responded with alacrity “Yes, most certainly.”

Another brandy having been ordered, the doctors began to question Stamford about recent
matters at Barts, and reminiscences were exchanged about various lecturers under whom
the three had trained. But soon the conversation began to flag, and Stamford sought rather
desperately to fill the vacuum.

“Have any of you heard any recent news of good old Watson? He joined the Army
Medical Department, you know, after Barts. He and I were not especially close, but I did
receive a letter posted a couple of months ago from a place called Candahar,' saying that
he had reached there after a devilish hard journey.” The regiment he was supposed to join
up with —”

The atmosphere surrounding the quartet had suddenly taken on a grim pall. The physicians
with downcast eyes studied the contents of their snifters with an intensity that could have
been no greater if the glasses contained the cure for some dread disease.

“Did I say something wrong?”” Stamford injected into the group’s silence.

No answer was forthcoming.

He pressed further. “Surely it’s something you can tell me?”

“Won’t you drop it, for the Lord’s sake?” snarled the third of the physicians, now
bitterly regretting having acquiesced in the dresser’s joining their group.

“I am sorry, doctor, but I cannot and will not be silent. Whatever is the matter?”

The first physician, for whom Stamford had acted as a dresser when he had studied at Barts,
was more kindly disposed to his former assistant, but his voice broke when he replied.

The 19th century English spelling for the Afghan city and province now known as Kandahar.

After he arrived at Bombay in 1879, Watson’s travel into Afghanistan became a time-
consuming, arduous journey via steamer to Karachi, thence viarailroad to the interior of British
India, and thereafter by pack caravan for hundreds of miles through mountainous terrain. See
William S. Baring-Gould, The Annotated Sherlock Holmes (John Murray London 1967), Vol.
I pp. 76-77.
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“Stamford, Watson died in Afghanistan!”
The dresser was thunderstruck. “But... how? When? I mean, are you sure?”

The second physician answered. “Dr. Westerly told me he had heard of it, although he
didn’t tell me how. I passed him in the street last week, and he brought it up because he
knew that Watson and I were friends as well as fellow students at Barts. He didn’t give me
much else in the way of details, because he was hurrying to the Medical Society to attend
a lecture by Penrose Fisher on some tropical disease. As for when and how, surely it must
have been in that horrid affair at Maiwand that’s been all the news, where the Pathans®
gave the army such a trouncing.”

Now Stamford shared in the glumness of the group, as each mulled over his own private
recollections of their former colleague at Barts.

“I dare say that Watson was far from the best doctor Barts ever turned out,™ finally uttered
the second physician but I never met a more stolid fellow in my life. He would never
have ‘shown the white feather,” in battle, of that I’'m certain.” I’ll wager that he faced
those savages fearlessly, even if the Indian Army cavalry regiment he was assigned to ran
away, the cowards.”®

At this, Stamford’s head snapped up. “You said something about Watson being assigned to
an Indian Army cavalry regiment?”

Pathan, literally a reference to the Pashto-speaking people of northwestern Pakistan and
Afghanistan, was often used as an ethnic slur by 19th century Britons for all Afghani natives.

But modern Sherlockian scholarship has defended Watson’s skill as a physician. See, e.g.,
Robert S. Katz, MD (“Willow”) “Doctor Watson — A Man of Mediocre Qualifications?”” 30
Baker Street Journal No. 2 (June 1980), pp. 75 (“‘Watson was in fact far ahead of his time
in medical research” ); Robert S. Katz MD, John H. Watson, MD: Pioneer Neuropathologist,”
32 Baker Street Journal No. 3 (September 1982), pp. 114-117.

In fact, questions have been raised whether Watson behaved courageously in the British defeat
at Maiwand. See Peter H. Jacoby, “Jezail, or Tall Tale? Watson’s Account of Maiwand,” Vol.
IIT No. 1 The Watsonian (April 2015), pp. 185-200.

Although reported in newspapers of the day, this criticism of the Indian Army cavalry’s
performance at Maiwand was unjustified; its two regiments engaged there (the 3rd Queen’s
Own Bombay Cavalry and the 3rd Scind Horse) actually protected the Anglo-Indian force’s
retreat. See id.
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“I did,” the physician replied. Waverly said it was a macabre coincidence, too, that the
regiment he was assigned to is known in the Indian Army as ‘Watson’s Horse.” What of
1t?”

“Because,” Stamford brightened, “Watson isn’t assigned to a cavalry regiment. He said in
the letter he sent to me that he’s assigned to the 66th Berkshires, which is an infantry
regiment, because the regiment he was supposed to join with the 5™ Northumberlands,
was already out in the field when he got to Candahar.”

“I don’t see how that makes any difference. You said yourself the letter was two months
out of date. I’'m sure the Army Medical Department moves doctors around amongst the
troops as often as circumstances require.”

“Still,” said Stamford, “it’s a discrepancy worth looking into further, don’t you think?”

At this, the third physician could contain his temper no more. “No, it certainly does not bear
looking into further. Saddened as we all are about it, the simple and unalterable fact is that
Watson is dead, and our duty as practical medical men — and yours too, I might point out
—1s to succor the living. If you wish to waste your time chasing down idle speculation, you
may do so, but we three have better and more important tasks at hand.”

His companions nodded their agreement with the substance, if not the irate tone, of their
colleague’s pronouncement.

“Have it your own way then,” Stamford said. “But I’'m going to make the rounds at the War
Office. Be assured I will report to you whatever I may find out.”

Said the irascible doctor, “If you wish to undertake a fool’s errand, you may do so. We
meet here every Sunday evening at the stroke of 7:00 to discuss interesting cases
we have encountered, so if you wish to come to admit your mistake we will be here to
accept your apology for doubting Dr. Waverly’s information.”

London, Sunday evening, August 22,1880

The following Sunday the three physicians were again gathered at the Criterion,
but Stamford was nowhere to be seen. Then, at half past seven, he entered the bar and
strode to where the three Barts graduates were standing. Much as the third physician was
upset by Stamford’s temerity in approaching them unbidden, he decided to overlook it
given the opportunity it afforded for further humiliating the upstart dresser.

“Well, have you come to admit what a consummate dunce you were when we spoke last
week?”
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“Not in the least,” Stanford replied. “If you can spare me ten minutes from the discussion
of your cases, I’ll be only too pleased to tell you what I learned from my visit to the War
Office.”

“Why, you insolent lout,” the third physician began, intending to heap more insults on the
dresser, when one of his colleagues put his hand upon his arm to quiet him.

“Man, can’t you see he has important news? Out with it, Stamford!” And so the dresser
began to relate his inquiries about the fate of the three doctors’ classmate.

Stamford Gives His Account

It had been a long and frustrating day for a civilian like Stamford at the War Office, a
collection of buildings on the south side of Pall Mall. He was by turns met with indifference
and active hostility for attempting to take up the time of the army over the whereabouts of
one of its members. Finally, however, he was fobbed off on one of the more elderly clerks,
a kindly-looking man in his late fifties who felt some sympathy for the dresser’s attempt
to locate a friend in military service.

“You say that your old friend is an Assistant Surgeon for one of the Indian Army cavalry
regiments?”

“So I’ve been told; one that is known as ‘“Watson’s Horse.’”

13th Regiment of Bengal Cavalry
(http://tinyurl.com/ntsbs99)

“Ah, that would be the 13™ Bengal Lancers. It’s among the oldest regiments in the Indian
Army — formed from loyal Sikhs during the Mutiny — and the young officer who raised
and led them is now General John Watson, who won the Victoria Cross at Lucknow.
Naturally, they’re referred to as Watson’s Horse after him.””

The 13th Bengal Regiment of Horse (now the 6th Lancers, an armoured regiment in
the Pakistani Army) were raised in 1857 at Lahore as the 4th Sikh Irregular Cavalry, at the
height of the Great Mutiny of other native troops against the British East India Company. At
their formation, they were led by Lieutenants H Cattley and John Watson, later General Sir
John Watson VC, GCB (1829-1919), and the future general later became their commandant.
For this reason, the regiment was known throughout its existence in the Indian Army as
“Watson’s Horse.”
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“What a remarkable coincidence; my friend is Dr. Watson.”

“Well, it’s a common enough name. There’re a few medical officers from the Department
named Watson serving in Afghanistan.® If you don’t mind waiting a few minutes, I can
check the rosters and see if I can find your friend.”

Stamford seated himself by a window and gazed out upon the busy streetscape. It was the
better part of an hour, however, before the elderly clerk, now grim-faced, returned to the

room.

“I’m deeply sorry to inform you that your friend died of enteric fever, at Peiwar Kota, back
on July 25th.”

A groan of despair escaped Stamford’s lips. “I had feared as much, he said, but I prayed that
the news we’d heard was mistaken.”

“I’m sorry to have snuffed out your hope,” said the clerk. “Were you and he close friends?”
“Not really, but when I worked under him as a dresser at Barts he was always most kind

to me.”

At this, the clerk’s face twisted. “Oh, so you were his dresser, were you? What, in your
swaddling clothes? What the devil is your real game, young man?”

“No game” said Stamford, feeling rather hurt by this insult. “I’m a dresser at Barts, and
Doctor Watson trained there and graduated two years ago. I’d heard that he had died in
Afghanistan, so I came here hoping to find out if it was true.”

“What’s your friend’s full name?”

“John H Watson.”

“Not George Watson?”

“NO 29

®  These included Brigadier Surgeon George Alder Watson, in medical charge of the 19th Bengal

Lancers, who survived the war.
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“Well then,” said the clerk, with a slight smile, it seems that I had the wrong end of the
stick about your friend’s death. It was Dr. George Watson, an older man than your friend,
who was the Surgeon for the 13th Bengals. The climate where the 13th Lancers
has been stationed lately, the Kuram Valley, is an unhealthy one, and this poor Dr. Watson
suffered repeated attacks of fever, which took an enteric form and carried him off.”

“A terrible tragedy” Stamford said solemnly, but feeling a pang of guilt at the relief that
had overcome him on learning that the deceased physician was not his former superior at
Barts.

“Indeed,” murmured the clerk. “But I saw your friend’s name in our roster, and he is attached
to the 66th Berkshire regiment that is stationed in Candahar, clear across the country from
Kuram. Unless he was caught up in the defeat at Maiwand he ought to be safe enough for

29

now.

And so, giving thanks to the clerk as well as to an all-seeing Providence, Stamford hurried
back to his lodgings, looking forward to seeing the faces of the three classmates when he
imparted the welcome news of Watson’s survival.

London, Sunday evening, August 22, 1880
And, indeed, the faces of the trio of physicians were a mixture of wonder, happiness and
embarrassment as they listened to Stamford’s description of his visit to the War Office.

“Watson was always a serious fellow,” Stamford concluded. “But I am certain that when
he returns from Afghanistan even he will see the irony in learning of his having been
reported dead there.”

At this, there was consternation among the trio of doctors.

“I say,” remarked the one among them who had been most hostile to Stamford, “that’s
precisely what he must never know, and you must give us your solemn word that you will
not inform him of it.”

“Why ever not? Surely it can do no harm.”

“Man, consider it from our perspective! We relied on Waverly’s gossip and wrote
off Watson as dead without the least attempt to find out if he really was. He would be well
within his rights to dismiss us as false friends and cut us dead from then on.”

And you would richly deserve it, thought Stamford to himself. But to the doctors he put on
a more accommodating face.
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“If you insist, I give you my solemn word that Watson shall never hear of this episode from
my lips.”

“That’s all we can ask for” said one of the trio of doctors with relief. “What say we all
have a brandy — Stamford, we’ll pay for yours — and toast to the future health, long life
and success of good old Watson!”

Historical Afterward
The conversations and scenarios in this article are fanciful, but the existence of “the other
Dr. Watson™ 1s historical fact.

George Watson, born September 4, 1844, graduated from the University of Edinburgh in
1866 with a Bachelor of Medicine (M.B.) degree, and in 1868 received a Licentiate of the
Royal College of Surgeons (L.RC.S.) degree from the same institution. See Sydney H.
Shadbolt, The Afghan Campaigns of 1878-1880 (London, Sampson Lowe, Marston, Searle
and Rivington 1882) (“Shadbolt”), pp. 233-234.

The M.B. and L.R.C.S. were primary degrees in medicine, whereas the Doctor of Medicine
(M.D) degree that was conferred on John H. Watson by the University of London denoted
a holder of a higher doctorate reserved for medical practitioners who had conducted research
and submitted a thesis in the field of medicine. But holders of these primary degrees were
referred to with the courtesy title of Doctor, leading to potential confusion such as that
encountered by Stamford.

In 1872, George Watson passed the entrance for the Indian Medical Service, his name
appearing ninth in the list of successful candidates. He received his commission as
an Assistant Surgeon, equivalent to a lieutenant, in March, 1872, and after passing through the
usual Army medical training course at Netley embarked in the autumn for India. There he
passed through various assignments until in January, 1876 he was permanently appointed
to the 13th Bengal Lancers, with which he was serving in the field when he became fatally
ill. The deceased officer was buried, with military honours, in the cemetery at Fort Ruram.

Surgeon George Watson (Shadbolt page 66)
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Mrs Hudson’s Hotline
— Linnea Dodson

Mrs. Hudson has decided to set up a hotline for each of the canonical stories using the 4-
letter J. Christ code for each story name, for example: 3422 is 3GAB for The Adventure of
the Three Gables.'

Using the keypad and code list below, deduce the Christ code story title for each number.
1 2 ABC 3 DEF
4 GHI 5 JKL 6 MNO
7 PRS 8§ TUV 9 WXYZ

2223 6282 6477 4686 3788 7446 3384 7496 2766 2733 7334 4336
3462 7746 2379 5278 9355 3262 4653 2522 3427 2427 7384 2782
6292 4733 7732 5239 3483 8255 2273 7344 3946 7862 2677 7467
5466 6625 3647 7458 2583 7226 4558 8345 7326 2672 7883 6679
8947 7654 6874 4567 9478 2526 7877 7332 3678 7374 8467

As a reminder, here are the Christ abbreviations for the other 59 stories:

3GAR, 3STU, ABBE, BERY, BLAC, BLAN, BLUE, BOSC, BRUC, CARD, CHAS,
COPP, CREE, CROO, DANC, DEVI, DYIN, EMPT, ENGR, FINA, FIVE, GLOR, GOLD,
GREE, HOUN, IDEN, ILLU, LADY, LAST, LION, MAZA, MISS, MUSG, NAVA,
NOBL, NORW, PRIO, REDC, REDH, REIG, RESI, RETI, SCAN, SECO, SIGN, SHOS,
SILV, SIXN, SOLI, SPEC, STOC, STUD, SUSS, THOR, TWIS, VALL, VEIL, WIST,
YELL

YOHL ‘ISTY ‘LdINA ‘DATY ‘SSNS ‘NVT ‘LSIM “MOTO ‘OSNIN

‘I'TOS ‘SIAL ‘AAUON ‘dN.LS 2S04 ‘0DdS “TIAA ‘NTTI ‘NVIS ‘AN1d
‘ATIS “UONA “TAON ‘NOI'T ‘SOHS ‘dd0D ‘DO.LS NIAA ‘OIdY ‘adv)d
‘TIVA “AAI ‘AAVT ‘DAdS ‘AAYD ‘VZVIA ‘ONU4 ‘LLAY ‘SYHD “AVHE
‘OVIL ‘ATOD ONVA “TTAA ‘LSVT ‘AdAd ‘O1dd ‘VNIA ‘NAdI ‘HATAd
‘AU ‘00U ‘NXIS ‘IAAA ‘NOIS ‘LSS ‘NNOH ‘SSIN ‘VAVN ‘HddVv

The printed version gave an 800 area code and a 221 prefix for each telephone number.
I’ve eliminated both the 800 and 221. — Les
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Toast To “The Woman”’

— Greg Ruby
Presented to Watson’s Tin Box May 18, 2015

Hopefully, tonight I will not become a babbler

As I stand, here making my first toast to Irene Adler.
I apologize in advance for this sonnet

About the daintiest thing under a bonnet.

It will become apparent in no time

That this toast will struggle to keep up the rhyme.

At the opera in Warsaw she was admired

After performing at La Scala she retired.

Her relationship with the future King of Bohemia

Would have made headlines in today’s news media.
While trying to become married

Things for the future Mrs. Norton were somewhat harried.
Confused at first by Holmes dressed as a Pastor,

In the end she got the best of the Master.

Later some would consider her a hero

For being the mother of a Wolfe named Nero.

If only she had been named Shirley

This Adventuress from New Jersey.

I thought Irene was her name

Having not played the Game.

She was called Eh-Ray-Nah on the Granada series

I learned in response to my queries.

Many of you prefer to call her Irenie

When I Watched BBC’s Sherlock — she was not wearing a bikini.
Others think this whole thing is cockamamie

While on Elementary she is also called Jamie.

So I ask that you please raise your glass
As I finish the toast to this lass.

No matter how you say it

She is always the woman.
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Stuck in a Cupboard with You
— K. Patrick Glover

The Great Detective was locked in a cupboard.

It wouldn’t have been quite so embarrassing if it had happened in the course of
an investigation, while he “was searching for some vital clue that would unravel a complex
mystery and allow him to once again save the day.”

Instead, it had happened after a few too many brandies, and a few too many “Did I ever
tell you about the time Holmes and I...?” stories from Watson. He had left the parlor of
their host in search of a washroom, and had turned left instead of right, and the next thing
he knew, there he was amidst the linen, which he had to admit was quite comfortable.

He had only agreed to come to the wretched dinner party because he had heard that Irene
Adler was back in London after all these years, to perform at a musical gala being
sponsored by the host of this wretched dinner party (a phrase which he felt being seared
into his memory), and he had hoped that she might put in an appearance at this wretched
dinner party (The Adventure of the Wretched Dinner Party, as Watson might put it).

Not for any of the ridiculous romantic reasons that Watson hinted, at in his oddly passive-
aggressive musings, but simply to do her the public courtesy of acknowledging her as his
intellectual equal. Of course, that was off the table now. You can’t possibly refer to your
towering intellect after being locked in a cupboard for the better part of an hour.

She was there now (of course she was), he had heard her voice shortly after he had heard
the maid latch the cupboard door, while making a tetch, tetch noise at her falsely perceived
forgetfulness. The timing of that moment was remarkable. He had stumbled in, bumped his
knee of a shelf, realized that it “was both dark and not the washroom, turned to exit, heard
Irene’s voice ( Doctor Watson, so nice to finally meet you... ) and almost simultaneously,
heard the tetch, tetch and the click as the latch snapped into place.

He could have, at that very moment, simply had said something, anything, and the maid
would have heard him and let him out. But his ego held his tongue and the moment passed.
He listened as the maid walked away, sighed, and began thinking of ways to get out of the
cupboard on his own.

Forty-five minutes later, he sat, thinking about how remarkably effective a simple door
latch could be. His agile mind had worked through over seventy different ways of getting
out of his predicament, but unfortunately, none of them managed to do the trick with his
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dignity intact. He had been listening to the conversation in the parlor, and it had evolved
from the mundane (“Where is Mr. Holmes? He was just here, he’ll be back in a moment.)
to the ridiculous (Perhaps he’s been abducted. Should we send for Lestrade?) over the last
thirty odd minutes.

Now, from what he had heard, Watson was out searching the estate grounds. It was getting
worse by the moment, and he knew it. There was simply no alternative. He was going to
have to shout for help. And then change his name and move out of the country.

He was about to raise his voice when he heard footsteps padding softly toward the
cupboard. A hand fumbled with the latch and the door opened. Standing there, looking
ever so slightly startled, was the beautiful Irene Adler.

“Oh,” she said. “I was looking for the washroom.”

“Yes, so was I,” said Holmes.

“This isn’t it.”

“No, no it isn’t.”

“It looks comfortable, though.”

“It 1s, rather.”

Irene smiled and stepped into the cupboard. She sat next to Holmes and let the door close.
“Yes, you re right, it is.”

And then, inevitably, came the tetch, tetch noise, and the clicking of the latch. “Was that?”
Irene asked.

“The door being latched shut? Yes, it was.”

“Oh.”

“Yes, said Holmes, although for some reason he was no longer concerned with getting out
of the cupboard. In the distance, he could hear Watson calling his name, and beside him,
Irene laughing ever so softly in his ear.
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An Open Letter to My Daughter:

On the Occasion of Her Birth to a Sherlockian Parent
— Jaime N. Mahoney

My Darling Daughter,

I’m sorry that your father and I argued about you even before you were born, on the topic
of what you would wear to come home from the hospital. On that occasion, your father
prevailed and you arrived home in a very respectable navy blue floral ensemble, instead of
the onesie that I had chosen emblazoned with the silhouette of Sherlock Holmes, complete
with matching pants and socks. I’'m not sorry that I changed you into that onesie almost
the very minute we arrived home. It was adorable, and you grew out of it too quickly. I’'m
sorry that at the time you did not have the cognitive abilities to anticipate the oncoming
pattern of your childhood. Surely you deserved some sort of advanced warning.

I’m sorry that when you were two months old, I took a photo of you wearing a paper
mustache for Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s birthday, despite the fact that everyone thought it
was adorable. I’m sorry because in this digital age, that photo is probably out there forever.
Hopefully, it won’t come back to haunt you at your first job interview. I’'m not sorry,
however, for the photos of you wearing your very own handmade deerstalker on your tiny
head, or of you sleeping under your beautiful blue, purple and mouse-colored blanket —
both items dearly loved gifts.

I’m sorry that your bookshelf and its contents is mostly a variation on one theme — you
can probably guess which one. I do promise to diversify over the coming years. I’'m not
sorry that you already own four copies of the same sounds primer version of The Hound
of the Baskervilles, because your mother likes to be prepared, and. you never know when
you might be in need. A copy of that book is a critical element of your diaper bag (for both
of us.) I'm not sorry that you have already heard three versions of “The Adventure of the
Blue Carbuncle,” during your young life. I am sorry, however, that I started reading you
“The Man with the Twisted Lip” before I realized that it probably wasn’t age appropriate.
Ditto for “The Adventure of the Cardboard Box.”

I’m sorry that I already have photos of you looking enraptured by the performances of Basil
Rathbone, Jeremy Brett and Benedict Cumberbatch — mostly because I’'m sure someone
would have words with me about how much screen time you re getting at this age. I'm
not sorry that when Jeremy Brett comes on the television and executes his signature coat
twirl, you now laugh and clap your hands — because you know what? I do too.
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I’'m sorry that I probably won’t ever be able to help you with your math home-work, but
that I’1l be able expound at length about The Dynamics of an Asteroid or A Treatise on the
Binomial Theorem. I’m sorry that I will probably forget when it’s our turn to bring snacks
into your kindergarten class, but will remember that the Great Detective’s first words to Dr.
Watson were, “How are you? You have been in Afghanistan, I perceive.” I’'m sorry that at
times I will appear to speak in code (SIXN? Dakin? Bradshaw?), but have no doubt that
you will pay me back a thousand times over when you become enamored of boy bands or
Bubble Guppies or whatever terrifying thing will be popular when you come of age.

I’m sorry that you aren’t quite old enough to attend Sherlockian meetings with me, and that
when you are finally old enough, you’ll be just about the right age to roll your eyes at the
thought of doing anything with your mother. I’m not sorry, however, that when you are old
enough, I’'m going to bring you with me, because there are some people that you will just
have to meet. My life is better for having known them, and so will yours. I’m not sorry that
your home will probably always be filled with laughter, friendship and happiness because
as all Sherlockians know (and you will too), that a society is made of two Sherlockians
and a bottle. And perhaps on your mother’s more quiet evenings, just the bottle.

I’m sorry for a lot of things, because I have no doubt that having a Sherlockian for a mother
will make your life strange. However, I’m not sorry, my darling girl, for being a Sherlockian.
I can’t be, because it is really good news for you too. Your home will be filled with books
and an unending love of words. You’ll have a mother, who is perhaps a little bit odd and
single-minded and will never understand how Pinterest works, but who can help you to
find your own bliss. You will grow up amongst some of the best and wisest people I have
ever known. And one day, hopefully soon, you’ll understand that reference.

In fact, let’s read another story together. I know just the one.

All my love, always,
Your Mother
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Contributing Factors

Andrew Solberg, ASH, BSI, Gasogene VIII & XVIII, enjoys writing Sherlockian analysis
and verse. He is a frequent contributor to The Baker Street Journal and was the co-winner
of the BSJ’s Morley-Montgomery Award for 2004. After attending many Sherlockian
societies dinners he considers the monthly Tin Box dinner as his home.

April Curnow, Gasogene XXI, regards the Tin Box monthly meeting night as an especially
bright spot on her calendar. Between Sherlockian gatherings she sings madrigals, paints
watercolors, and works in children’s services for Howard County Library.

Denny Dobry is a retired Professional Civil Engineer and a member of WTB, The Denizens
of the Bar of Gold (Cambridge, MD), the Regency Irregulars (Phoenixville, PA), and is
Gasogene of the White Rose Irregulars (York, PA) as well as an irregular visitor to other
scions. He is a contributor to the BSI Manuscript Series (The Wrong Passage). A charter
member of the Baker Street Builders, he has re-created a full size replica of the 221B
sitting room in his home in Reading, Pennsylvania.

Elinor Gray writes fanfic as “mistyzeo” and can be found in various places around the
internet. Currently working on an MA in Human Geography at Queen Mary University of
London, she is writing a thesis on Sherlock Holmes and trains. She is also a co-founder of
the Brighton-based queer Holmes society The Retired Beekeepers of Sussex; the curious
are encouraged to visit retiredbeekeepers.tumblr.com for more information.

Fred Glueckstein, attended Queens College and New York University. Fred has been
published in several equestrian magazines, journals, and newsletters. He is a columnist for
PhelpsSports.com, a 24/7 all-equestrian sports service. Fred also writes about Winston
Churchill, and his articles appear in Finest Hour. The Journal of Winston Churchill; and The
Churchillian. The Magazine of the National Churchill Museum. Future articles on Sir
Winston will appear as part of the Churchill Project on the Hillsdale College website. Fred is
also the author of the following books: The 27 Yankees; Mickey Mantle; Rookie in
Pinstripes; Of Men, Women and Horses; and Mimi of Novy Bohumin, Czechoslovakia: A
Young Woman’s Survival of the Holocaust. Fred and his wife Eileen live on Long Island.
They have two children, Brian and Debra, and two grandchildren, Avery and Drew.
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Greg Ruby was born a small child and is now a person of girth. An independent meeting
and events planner, Greg was introduced to Holmes during the fifth grade. While spending
6 months recovering from an accident, he was reintroduced to Holmes — the Canon was one
of the few books he could reach on his bookshelf from his bed. Greg is now a member of 15
Sherlockian groups and is the founder of The Fourth Garrideb, a BSI scion that combines
Sherlock Holmes with coin collecting.

Jaime N. Mahoney is a proud member of Watson’s Tin Box and is also the proprietor of the
blog, “Better Holmes & Gardens” (betterholmesandgardens.blogspot.com), which updates
frequently on a variety of Sherlockian topics. She was a speaker at A Scintillation of Scions
V, in Maryland, and Gasogene XXIV of Watson’s Tin Box. She successfully avoided hitting
herself with the gavel during her tenure.

K. Patrick Glover is a lifelong fan of the Great Detective and takes very few things
seriously. Including bios. He does, however, take writing seriously, even when it’s done for
humorous effect. He hopes you laughed, both at the story and at this blurb.

Karen Wilson Gasogene XXV, “It all started at a 5000-watt radio station in Fresno,
California.” But seriously Karen is a philosophy teacher and avocational musician who can’t
quite believe it’s been forty years since “The Seven Percent Solution™ first attracted her to
the world of the Great Detective. Special Sherlockian interests include the music of Sherlock
Holmes (and his devotees).

Laura Sook Duncombe is a writer who lives in Alexandria, VA with her wonderful
husband Tom and their dog Indiana. She is a member of Watson’s Tin Box and the John H
Watson Society. This is her first Sherlockian publication and she is delighted to be included
in Irene’s Cabinet. When not Sherlocking, she can be found working on her history of
women in seafaring piracy or enjoying musical theater.

Linnea Dodson is a technical writer who was a member of the Red Circle in the early 1990s.
She returned to Holmes fandom due to BBC’s Sherlock, at which point she joined Watson’s
Tin Box (currently Tin Box Gasogene). Other Sherlockian publications include essays in
Irene’s Cabinet and The Watsonian.

Peter Jacoby, a retired attorney, lives in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. In addition to his
longtime membership of The Red-Headed League of Jersey, he is a member of The Sons of
the Copper Beeches of Philadelphia, in which he holds the rank of Master Copper
Beechsmith. This is his fourth article published in Irene’s Cabinet. In addition to the Canon,
his interests include military history and the lore of shipwrecks from the 18th century
through the modern era.
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