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Since the day an impoverished Southsea doctor
named Arthur Conan Doyle first put pen to paper
and created Sherlock Holmes, the congenial detective
has become acclaimed as one of the legendary figures
in world literature.

Read from one side of the world to the other for
nearly one hundred years, Holmes has attracted more
detailed study and inquiry than perhaps any other
single character in fiction and has also raised a band
of enthusiasts whose numbers now run into millions.

Over the past century, the “Great Detective,” as
he is popularly known, has been the subject of count-
less articles, newspaper reports, memoirs, letters to
the press, and illustrations—not to mention libraries
of books. These reflect not only the man, his cases,
and his faithful assistant Dr. Watson, but also the
people to whom he is not just a fictitious character—
but a criminal investigator to be analyzed, explained,
and compared. A far-ranging collection of such di-
verse material has been brought together in a unique
souvenir of the making of a legend. Herein the reader
will find some of the best, the most illuminating and
frequently most amusing items to appear about the
famous detective partnership.

‘The contributors include Sir Arthur Conan Doyle,
his wife, Lady Conan Doyle, Dorothy L. Sayers,
Frank Swinnerton, Edmund Pearson, Wyndham
Lewis, Irving Wallace, Ronald Knox, and Christo-
pher Morley.

The book will prove a delight to Sherlockian and
general reader alike, mirroring as it does one of the
most extraordinary literary phenomena of all time.

PeTER HAINING is a well-known anthologist and writer
whose work has appeared in the United States, Brit-
ain, Europe, and throughout much of the rest of the
world. His wide-ranging interests have led him to a
deep fascination with the phenomenon of Sherlock
Holmes.



















Foreword

“Everything comes in circles . . .
The old wheel turns and the same
spoke comes up. It has all been
done before and will be again ..’
Thus spake the Master to Inspector
Alec MacDonald in “The Valley of
Fear’’. Such a lot has been written
already about Sherlock Holmes
that some may be inclined to say —
surely not another volume? But the
old axiom “You cannot have too
much of a good thing’’ can be
applied with emphasis in this
particular case.

Peter Haining’s ‘““‘Scrapbook” is
a sheer delight for aficionados and
novices alike, and the uninitiated
(if, indeed, there are any) will soon
become enthusiasts once they clap
eyes upon this enchanting
compilation.

With the vast wealth of material
at his disposal it might be thought
that Mr. Haining’s task has been an
easy one; all he had to do was dip

PETER CUSHING, apart from being an expert on Sherlock Holmes, is
also widely recognised as the finest modern portrayer of the Master on
films and television. Indeed experts voted his recent performance in the
film of *“The Hound of the Baskervilles” as the second best of all time,
closely following that of the legendary Eille Norwood. Mr. Cushing has
been an enthusiastic devotee of the Great Detective since his youth and

now owns over sixty books on the subject, including many copies of the
rare “Strand Magazine” containing the original Holmes' serialisation.
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in with both hands, as it were, and
scatter his findings haphazardly
upon the following pages. But like
all things well done, the loving care
he has taken in selection and
connotation gives little indication
of the enormous amount of research
and hard work that has gone into
this collection, and it leaves the
reader hungry for more, which is
always the best way to leave the
table, looking forward to the next
meal after due digestion.

E. V. Knox once wrote an
Obituary Notice on the passing
of Sherlock Holmes, which was
originally published in the “Strand
Magazine’’, while his brother Father
Ronald A. Knox, suggested in his
“Essays in Satire’’, that one might
some day look about for Holmes
in Heaven, forgetting that he was
only a character in a book.

Be that as it may, the great
detective is immortal. Thanks to

Peter Haining “The Sherlock
Holmes Scrapbook’ will do much
to perpetuate this belief, bringing
pleasure to all who read it, and may
| hope that they will cling, as | do,
to the sentiment expressed by
Vincent Starrett —

“...there can be no grave for
Sherlock Holmes or Watson . . .
Shall they not always live in Baker
Street? Are they not there this
instant as one writes? . . . Outside,
the hansoms rattle through the rain,
and Moriarty plans his latest devilry.
Within, the sea-coal flames upon the
hearth, and Holmes and Watson
take their well-won ease . . . So
they still live for all that love them
well: in a romantic chamber of the
heart: in a nostalgic country of the
mind: where it is always 1895.”
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Peter Cushing
Whitstable, Kent
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Sherlock Holmes makes his debut.

Left: The cover of the now extremely rare edition of "'Beeton's
Christmas Annual'' for December 1887 which contained the first
adventure of the Great Detective. A copy of the magazine was

receptly sold at Sotheby's for £480, but Conan Doyle himself only
received an outright payment of £25 for the story!

Above: _This illustration from the '"Annual™ is the very first to depict
Holmes in action. It shows the Master examining a clue with Inspectors

Lestradg and Gregson — Watson is the top-hatted figure at the rear.
The artist was D.H. Friston.

Introduction

“Holmes was a drug addict without a single amiable
trait.”’ George Bernard Shaw

“Sherlock Holmes is the W.G. Grace of the Detective
story.”’ Julian Symons

Sherlock Holmes is without doubt the most famous
character in the literature of crime. He is the epitomy
of the man of reason, the archetypal investigator and
the master of detectives. It has been argued, with some
justification, that he stands with only two other
fictional characters — Hamlet and Robinson Crusoe —
in being familiar to readers all over the world.

Holmes is a true phenomenon; a man whose
adventures have delighted generation after generation
of readers, and whose modus operandi has become the
standard of achievement for perhaps the most widely
read genre in contemporary fiction. The novelist
Norman Collins has provided what is for me the most
succinct description of this amazing development:

“It is generally agreed that the detective story was
invented by an American, Edgar Allan Poe. But it was
an Englishman,(or rather an Irishman of Scottish birth)
Arthur Conan Doyle, who borrowed the formula,
mixed in a little Frenchman, Gaboriau, and set the
pattern for a whole host of imitators. What Conan
Doyle did was simply tremendous; he made his
principal character, Sherlock Holmes, into that
extraordinary thing, a household word. And indeed,
the fame of his character haunted him: throughout his
long life, Conan Doyle was in the strange position of
being a man pursued by his own detective.”

The basis for this legend lies in the fifty-six short
stories and four novels which Doyle wrote about
Holmes and his faithful assistant and chronicler, Dr.
Watson, between 1881 and the advent of the First
World War. The cult of Holmes, for such it soon was
and still is, was not long in developing; for no sooner
had the disenchanted author attempted to ‘rid himself
of the troublesome detective’ over the Reichenbach
Falls in 1893, than he was assaulted with such a
barrage of complaints that he was forced to restore
him to life.

The actual study of Holmes and his cases from an
analytical point of view followed not long after this
with an essay written by Father Ronald Knox in 1911.
A veritable library of papers, articles and treatises have
filled the intervening years until the present time,
when there would seem to be few obscure points in
any of the cases or debatable statements made by the
two men in conversation, which have not been probed
and analysed from every viewpoint. (Such is the



magnetism of Holmes, however, that there will
probably be found still more!)

Not every Doyle reader has been swept along in this
tide of adulation, though. Christopher Isherwood, for
one, found Holmes “‘one of the truly great comic
characters of our literature . . . he is the classic
caricature of the Amateur Detective in whose person
the whole art of detection is made ridiculous.” The
Sherlockian expert, Bernard Darwin, (how appropriate
a name!) was less scathing when writing in 1959, but
still found himself “tired of these ingenious games
clever people play with one another over Holmes.” He
wrote simply, “I have had enough of this great Holmes
joke. | want to go back to the simple and sublime jokes
which are the stories themselves.”

Whichever approach to the canon is to your taste,
there can be no denying that ‘The Great Detective’
figure emerged in this country in the shape of Sherlock
Holmes and having flourished until the 1930s,
declined with the Second World War. “It is a
remarkable fact,” the crime writer and critic, Julian
Symons has noted, ‘“‘that in the work of the British
crime novelists who have come into prominence since
the war there is not a single Great Detective to be
found.”

So what is the magic of this man who has attracted
such fervent and continuing admiration on a world-
wide scale? Who has been the subject of innumerable
films, stage plays, television serials, radio broadcasts,
records, advertisements, competitions, games,
crossword puzzles and even posthumous sequels? Is it,
as Edgar Smith, an American admirer and editor of the
“Baker Street Journal’ has put it, “the appeal of the
half-remembered, half-forgotten times of smug
Victorian illusion, of gaslit comfort and contentment,
of perfect dignity and grace’’? Or much more simply
the involvement with a kind of absorbing,
unselfconcious storytelling now sadly no longer
produced? Again, the answer is not a simple one and
writers of the stature of A.A. Milne, Anthony
Boucher, Frank Swinnerton, Dorothy L. Sayers, John
Dickson Carr and Irving Wallace are just a few of those
who have attempted solutions.

Perhaps | may venture to suggest that at least part of
the answer rests in what has been written about
Holmes and in those to whom ke has become, in truth,
a real person. With this in mind, THE SHERLOCK
HOLMES SCRAPBOOK has been assembled to mirror
the fascination with, and the fantastic appeal of, The
Great Detective of Baker Street.

This book, it should be stressed right from the
outset, does not pretend to be exhaustive nor to

A collection of Turf Cigarette Cards featuring Conan Doyle characters

contain material relevent to every tiny detail of the
adventures. It is merely an attempt to bring together a
wide-ranging amount of popular material from the
great years of a developing phenomenon which, if
anything, seems to be gaining still more strength today.

Pictorial matter has been given especial prominence
in the book, for this seems to me to have received least
attention in most other works on Holmes. (The
exception, of course, being the classic ‘“Annotated
Sherlock Holmes’’ compiled by William S.
Baring-Gould which contains all the illustrations from
the original publication of the stories and novels.) We
have also dug deeply to find forgotten news items,
obscure letters and amusing anecdotes to round out
the picture. This has, inevitably, led to the omission of
one or two of the noted Sherlockian writers, but may |
plead justification on the grounds that this is a book
aimed at the general reader as much, if not more, than
the devotee?

| feel it is also important to mention here to the
expert that | have tried not to unduly duplicate the
articles and illustrations already widely reprinted, and
to this end you will find only a handful of Sydney
Paget’s classic illustrations from the ““‘Strand Magazine”’
and little if anything from the English “Sherlock
Holmes Journal’ or the American ‘“Baker Street
Journal.”

In a nutshell, then, this book is an attempt to show
something of the extent of the Legend of Sherlock
Holmes. It has drawn on the popular media
(newspapers, magazines, journals and the broadcasting
publications) and it is my hope that for those who are
new to the Adventures, it will serve both as an
introduction to them and guide to those authorities
who can interpret their intricacies and dramas in still
more detail. For those who are already familiar with
the “wonder world”’; | hope it will prove an interesting
and, in the main, fresh look at Holmes and Dr. Watson.

Finally, may | close with a message by Ben
Abramson, the revered New York bookseller and
doyen among Sherlockians, which seems so appositely
to sum up the cordiality | have found among the’lovers
of Conan Doyle’s works: “My Irregular and sincere
greetings and best wishes that this will be for you a
Happy Holmesian year; that Dukes of Holdernesse will
pay you fat fees; that you will always find the missing
three-quarter and that there will always be both a Mary
Morstan and a Doctor Watson for you.”

PETER HAINING
Birch Green, Essex
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Sherlock Holmes-
a shortbiography

HOLMES, Sherlock, private consulting detective; b.
Jan. 1854, of family of English country squires; g.g.s.
of Carle Vernet, French painter. Educ.: public school;
Cambridge University; St. Bartholomew’s Hospital,
London. Discovered new test for bloodstains,
superseding old guaiacum test; in private consultative
practice from 1886, disappeared and erroneously
reported killed, Reichenbach Falls, Switzerland, 4 May
1891; explored Tibet, under the name of Sigerson,
1891-92, also the Far and Near East; returned to
professional practice in London, April 1894, and
completed destruction of Professor Moriarty’s criminal
organisation; retired to small farm near Eastbourne,
Sussex, 1903, devoting himself to bee-keeping and
philosophy; confidential mission to Shantung for the
Admiralty, 1914; undertook (under the name of
Altamont) a German espionage case, 1912—14,
instrumental in the capture of the international spy,
Von Bork; accounts of more celebrated cases edited by
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, the historical novelist, q.v.
from notes by Dr. John H. Watson: A Study in Scarlet,
1887; The Sign of the Four, 1890; The Adventures of
Sherlock Holmes, 1905; The Valley of Fear, 1915; His
Last Bow, 1917; The Case-Book of Sherlock Holmes,
1927. Publications: The Blanched Soldier, The Lion’s
Mane (accounts of cases); Practical Handbook of Bee
Culture with Some Observations on the Segregation of
the Queen; numerous technical monographs relating to
criminology, music, and scientific subjects; has been
working for many years upon a work to focus the
whole art of detection into one volume. Recreations:
criminology, sensational literature, chemistry, music,
the violin, boxing, fencing, baritsu, philosophy,
bee-keeping. Address: 221B Baker Street, NW1. Club:
Diogenes.

This entry for Who's Who appears with the kind collaboration of the
publishers, Messrs. Adam & Charles Black, and the Library Committee
for the Borough of St. Marylebone.

Sherlock Holmes as played on the stage by William Gillette and drawn in
1901 by “Spry’’ for “Vanity Fair”. Right: A composite picture of Holmes
and some of his most famous cases by Sidney Paget, his most famous illus-
trator, for “The Strand Magazine’'.
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How S--rl--k H----s solved
the Great Face Mystery.

“ My dear Watson,” said S--1l--k H----s, holding up
the little instrument with which he had shaved in less
than three minutes, “ you know I have received valuable
presents from reigning Sovereigns. But from one of
the principals in that case which you chronicled as
‘The Sprinkled Napkin’ I obtained a present which is
more useful and in some senses more valuable than any-
thing else I possess. With its help I have reduced my
shaving time from a quarter of an hour to three minutes,
and have changed a most troublesome and painful
business into as simple and pleasant an operation as
brushing one’s teeth.

“And it has been the key to a mystery that
baffled me ever since I dealt with that Stock
E xchange case. You will remember we
noticed that the men we dealt with were not
only well dressed, but that their faces were
well shaven and were free from those scratches
and cuts which so frequently disfigure the man
who shaves himself. I wondered liow they
managed. Of course, I thought of safety
razors,, but the only kind I knew were old-
fashioned and unsatisfactory — indeed, they
were just as bad as an ordinary razor because
it was impossible —or at least difficult—to strop
them properly. But this clever little Auto-
Strop Razor explains everything. The blade
of wafer steel is marvellously sharp, and the
automatic stropping device enables anyone to keep
it in perfect condition without the slightest trouble.
Morning after morning I shave myself with the
AutoStrop Razor — quickly, comfortably —never
cutting myself, never irritating my face or neck.
The man who perfected the AutoStrop Safety
Razor,” said my friend, with a smile, “has
rendered a service to his fellow men which can
scarcely be over-estimated.

“In going about I have observed that the Auto-
Strop Safety Razor, with one dozen AutoStrop
blades, special horse-hide strop, all fitted in neat
leather case, is on sale in all the shops at the price
of £1 1s.—a price which puts it within the reach
of every man who has occasion to shave himself
or be shaved. I came across it also onthe occasion
of my recent visit to the Franco-British
Exhibition at Stand No. 65, which, as
you no doubt know, is opposite the
Stadium. I was given to under-
stand also that it was to be seen in
the Canadian Building. The Auto-
Strop Safety Razor Co., Ltd., are
prepared to send their lllusuated
booklet to anyone, giving full parti-
culars of a special free trial offer
they make, so I would suggest,”
he conc luded “that you send a
postcard for a copy, addressing
Dept. R., AutoStrop  Safety
Razor Co., Ltd.,, 61, New
Oxford Street, London, W.”
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John O’London’s February 19 1954

BY FRANK SWINNERTON

Sherlock Holmes-world figure

| do not remember the first appearance of Sherlock
Holmes. When A Study in Scarlet was published in
Beeton’s Christmas Annual | was only three years old,
and was not six at the time The Sign of the Four (as it
was then called) appeared in Lippincott’s Magazine. In
July, 1891, when A Scandal in Bohemia, the first of
Holmes’s Adventures, made the Strand Magazine
essential reading for civilized men, | was just in sight of
a seventh birthday; and knew nothing of the furore.

How soon Holmes did knock me silly | cannot say;
probably The Hound of the Baskervilles was the
beginning of a lifelong enthusiasm. Nevertheless,
William Gillette’s play, and what | believe to have been
a parody of it at Terry’s Theatre, seem again to blaze
in electric lights in the Strand. There was somebody in
a boys’ paper called “‘Sheerluck Jones’’; somebody else
called “Chubblock Holmes’’; and | think a third
monster named something Gnomes. All helped in their
depraved way to advertise the original, despite rivalry,
as the eighteen nineties advanced, from Arthur
Morrison’s Martin Hewitt, Robert Barr’'s Eugene
Valmond, and — swamping in wide advertisement
every other fictional character of the hour — Guy
Boothby’s Dr. Nikola.

Dr. Nikola and his golden-eyed black cat could be
seen all over London, the cat giving its name to a brand
of popular cigarettes, and a long wisp of smoke
stretching upward past the doctor’s head across every
hoarding. Outwardly, then, Dr. Nikola was the great
invention; Sherlock Holmes only an occasion of
parody. How wrong this was, we now know; at the
time | was unaware of its wrongness. The Strand
Magazine must have been in innumerable houses; it was
not in ours. On the one side Chums and the Aldine
boys’ publications; on the other Stead’s Penny Poets
and Novelists. It is probable that through a circulating
library, | read The Refugees and Micah Clarke before
attaining the heights of The Man with the Twisted Lip.
Doyle’s romances, indeed, were part of the age, along
with The Prisoner of Zenda, A Gentleman of France,
and Gilbert Parker’s When Valmond came to Pontiac.
Every boy from twelve to ninety revelled in Rodney
Stone and The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard.

Yet what thrilling memories of delight return to me
at the thought of Sidney Paget’s illustrations to the
Holmes stories! That picture, recently so much
discussed because nobody can comprehend its
geography, which shows Holmes and Watson
recognizing the bearded villain in the hansom cab, is
ever in the mind’s eye. So are the scenes of Watson
shooting the hound in The Mystery of the Copper
Beeches, of Holmes in his dressing-gown, of Holmes

lashing at the speckled band with his stick, together
with dozens of others. They are as immortal as the
stories themselves.

It was Paget’s pictures which gave Holmes visual
reality for all, which carried him through the world
until he became the most universally familiar
imaginary figure in two hemispheres. Perhaps John
Bull and Uncle Sam, as national emblems, are as
recognizable in China; but not Shakespeare, not
Dickens, hardly even Cervantes, produced a man who
would be acclaimed at sight by so many people. He is
known all over the United States. He is known in
Russia. Only the other day | found in a Swiss
newspaper which came wrapped round some books a
story about Holmes solving a mystery — perhaps a
political mystery — in Prague; and the drawings
illustrating it, although they caricatured the great
detective were all based upon Paget’s portrait.

So much is Holmes the man depicted by Paget that
when a plaque to celebrate the meeting of Watson and
Stamford in the Criterion Bar (see A Study in Scarlet)
was recently unveiled, and Mr. Carleton Hobbs, the
actor impersonating Holmes, stepped in costume from
a hansom cab, two strangers who happened to be
passing glanced at him with interest, and one, quite
casually, as if he remarked “There’s Winston,” said
“Oh, it’s Sherlock Holmes.”

There was no incongruity in this. The man whose
words, “You know my methods, Watson,” or ‘““Let me
recommend your attention . . : to the curious incident
of the dog in the night,”” have passed into current
speech with an aura of magic, was, in fact, more than
life size. Doyle never fussed to produce an air of
strength or inscrutability. The strength, the skill, the
vanity were integral to his conception of Holmes. He
took from Dr. Bell, the Edinburgh professor, that
relish in mystification which was salt to Holmes’s
analysis. He made Holmes say, now and again, that it
might be well for Watson to bring his revolver; thereby
revealing his own ineffable courage. He boldly
attributed to Holmes statements and pamphlets which
besides being scientific were also amusing and
stimulating to the amateur. He was brief, direct, and a
story-teller. He created Holmes and Watson without
ever blurring either of them.

It is this fact of creation, rather than the novelty of
Holmes, which accounts for those raging outcries of
the public over the lamentable affair of the
Reichenbach Falls, and the siege of the book-stalls
when The Empty House brought Holmes to life again.
Plots as ingenious as those of the inferior Holmes
stories had been invented and have been invented ever
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since. What has not been equalled is the confident not thriftily re-read his old yarns. He did not care how
originality shown by such opening sentences as “‘It was many wives or wounds Watson might have had. He was
in the spring of the year 1894 or ““l had called upon  after big game. {

my friend Sherlock Holmes.”” These openings at once The game, fundamentally, was adventure. You can
announce that the two are embarked upon another see that in The Hound of the Baskervilles. It is
investigation. All the discussion about what part of sometimes said that Holmes had predecessors, that his

Watson’s body was damaged, or the number of times methods had been forestalled in the Apocrypha, by

he married, merely emphasizes the fact of creation. An  Voltaire in Zadig, by D'Artagnan in Le Vicomte de
inferior writer would have been scrupulously exact in Bragelonne, and by Edgar Allan Poe in The Murders in
such details. Doyle, with the wealth of a maker, did the Rue Morgue, The Purloined Letter, and The
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Mystery of Marie Roget. No doubt Doyle had read all
these instances of deduction, as he had read The
Moonstone and the tales of Gaboriau.

| have read Gaboriau’s Lecog the Detective, The
Gilded Clique, and a story concerning the murder of an
old woman, the name of which | forget. [It was The
Lerouge Case]. All very good. Wilkie Collins, but more
sO.

But his first inspirations had occurred long before.
He had been impressed and tickled by the “method”’

of Dr. Bell, in Edinburgh, who when Doyle was a
medical student enjoyed startling his pupils by
announcing at sight the trades of incoming patients. He
had also longed for a life of activity, which the need of
earning money had forced him to limit to the football
and cricket fields. Finally, he had an interest in
criminology and a grand natural gift for story-telling.

Take of these elements all that is fusible,

Melt them all down in a pipkin of crucible.

Set them to simmer and take off the scum;
And our great Sherlock Holmes is the residuum

“Elementary, my dear Watson,”’ as Holmes did not
say.

What Holmes really said to Watson was “You see;
but you do not observe.” Watson did not know how
many stairs led up from Baker Street to their rooms.
Holmes knew. The minutiae which Watson and (as a
man) Doyle missed were his joy. Holmes remarked
what Doyle scribbled hastily in an old notebook:

‘The coat-sleeves, the trouser-knee, the callosities of
the forefinger and thumb, the boot — any one of these
might tell us; but that all united should fail to
enlighten the trained observation is incredible.’

If it is true that Doyle himself was not observant,
the fact illustrates his genius in imagining himself
Holmes. This genius caused him to create, and not
merely invent, one who was destined to become a
world figure. Just so did Cervantes create Don
Quixote, or Dumas the three musketeers.

I learned from Mr. Hesketh Pearson’s book on Doyle
something which confirms the point. Where more
ingenious modern writers, of great talent, invent
idiosyncrasies for their great detectives, sometimes
small clownings, sometimes facetious mannerisms of
speech, Doyle, the originator, told us little but what
seemed to arise naturally from unlimited knowledge of
Holmes. Mr. Pearson quotes from an unpublished story
one more detail of a night journey by train which
proves this:

‘It was one of Holmes characteristics that he could
command sleep at will. Unfortunately he could resist it
at will also, and often and often have | had to
remonstrate with him on the harm he must be doing
himself when deeply engrossed in one of his strange or
baffling problems he would go for several consecutive
days and nights without one wink of sleep. He put the
shades over the lamps, leant back in his corner, and in
less than two minutes his regular breathing told me he
was fast asleep. Not being blessed with the same gift
myself, | lay back in my corner for some time nodding
to the rhythmical throb of the express as it hurled
itself forward through the darkness. Now and again as
we shot through some brilliantly illuminated station or
past a line of flaming furnaces, | caught for an instant a
glimpse of Holmes’ figure coiled up snugly in the far
corner with his head sunk upon his breast.’

Do you not see the scene? The anxious exasperation
of Watson at his friend’s willpower? The secret of his
loyalty? It is all in that description, so bare, so
undistinguished in style, yet so free from fanciful
adulteration. Having created Holmes, Doyle could not
go wrong. As for ourselves, that is why we cannot have
enough of him.
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The Fortnightly Review May 1 1931

BY J. S. COLTART

The many facets of Dr.Watson

“ ‘A middle-sized, strongly built man — square jaw —
thick neck. A mask over his eyes.’

““That’s rather vague,’ said Sherlock Holmes. ‘Why,
it might be a description of Watson.’

““‘It’s true,’ said the Inspector. ‘It might be a
description of Watson.”

And so it was, as a perusal of The Six Napoleons will
show. The unfolding of the inner man, the Watson
behind the mask, was only finished with the
completion of the series, and as a work of art it far
excelled the creation of Sherlock Holmes himself.
What a trusty old creature he was — Watson, who kept
a bull pup, who smoked ships’ tobacco, who enjoyed
Beaune with his lunch, who disliked getting up in the
morning, who used to play Rugby for Blackheath,
whom Holmes — in The Abbey Grange — summed up
with that ruthless terseness which is one of his chief
claims for our regard:

“See here, Captain Croker, we’ll do this in due form
of law. You are prisoner. Watson, you are a British
jury, and | never met a man who was more eminently
fitted to represent one.”

Yes, we know almost everything that there is to
know about Watson. How he took his degree of Doctor
of Medicine of the University of London, how he
became an Army Surgeon, how he was wounded in
Afghanistan and invalided out of the Army on pension,
and how there now lies ‘“‘somewhere in the vaults of
the bank of Cox and Co., at Charing Cross, a
travel-worn battered tin despatch box bearing the
name John H. Watson, M.D., late Indian Army.”” But
the fact that there was also a Mrs. Watson is not so
widely realised, though Holmes commented on her
existence somewhat acidly:

“The good Watson had at that time deserted me for
a wife, the only selfish action | can recall in our
association. | was alone.”

And it is in this that we begin to suspect less
transparent parts in the good doctor: that same
despatch box is one of the causes of our uneasiness.
Watson was the sort of person who would work the
“travel-worn battered tin despatch box’’ for all it was
worth: his service abroad was very short, and it is
extremely unlikely that he took the despatch box with
him to Afghanistan: one voyage to India and back
should not have made it so very travel-worn or
battered. He gave the information about it in Thor
Bridge, and, we ask, why “Indian Army”’? For in A
Study in Scarlet he described himself as “‘late of the
Army Medical Department,” and states that he was
attached to the Fifth Northumberland Fusiliers as
Assistant Surgeon, and afterwards was posted to the
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Berkshires, with whom he was wounded? And why
John? In The Man with the Twisted Lip, Mrs. Watson,
addressing an old school friend, said—

“. .. now you will have some wine and water, and
sit here comfortably and tell us all about it. Or would
you rather that | sent James off to bed?”

“James’’ was the Watson we know: how can he
explain this?

Sir A. Conan Doyle was guilty of two errors of
judgement, not only in attempting to finish off Holmes
at the Reichenbach Fall on 4th May, 1891, but also in
letting Watson get married. This was mere carelessness,
of course. Watson should not have been allowed to
entangle himself with a young woman when all his
time was dedicated to Holmes; the author should have
been much more firm with the young man. The only
excuse that can be made is that it was not then clear
how firm a hold the pair had taken on the public mind.
The attempted disposal of Holmes down the
Reichenbach was a serious and deliberate attempt by
his creator to rid himself of a fellow who had become a
menace to him, as well as being a frightful bore. But
when Holmes proved too slippery for his maker, and
the author decided to extricate him from the perilous
foothold on which he was lodged, Sir Arthur also
decided to be thoroughly ruthless and put Mrs. Watson
out of the way. It was brutal murder, but it had to be
done. It was no good pretending that Mrs. Watson
would sit by and see John — or James, as she called
him, poor woman — set out light-heartedly with his
Army revolver in his pocket, at any hour of the day or
night. This, for example, was a sample of what went
on, an extract from a conversation in a Portsmouth
train between Holmes and Watson, who was then a
practitioner in Paddington.

“ “To-day must be a day of enquiries.’

“‘My practice — ’ | began.

““‘Oh, if you find your own cases more interesting
than mine,’ said Holmes, with some asperity.

“‘l was going to say, my practice could get along
very well for a day or two.” ”’

And this “in the July succeeding my marriage’’!
Things got worse, of course, after such a beginning.
“One Sunday morning | received one of Holmes’
laconic messages: ‘Come if convenient — if
inconvenient come all the same. —S.H.” ”’

No woman, not even one who could marry Watson,
would put up with that. It was a choice between
Watson’s wife and Holmes, and Holmes, after all, was
the breadwinner, so poor Mrs. Watson had to go. We
are not told the details of her going. Watson was not
the kind to parade his grief in public: the only




reference to the matter is in April, 1894, when Holmes
reappeared (The Empty House).

“In some manner he nad learned of my own sad
bereavement, and his sympathy was shown in his
manner rather than in his words.

“‘Work is the best antidote for sorrow, my dear
Watson, and | have a piece of work for both of us
to-night— """

The man was incorrigible. So the partnership was
resumed without let or hindrance, and Holmes gave an
unexpected sign of generosity.

“At the time of which | speak Holmes had been

5TOP HIM HOLMES !
SMASH THE TEST

back some months and |, at his request, had sold my
practice and returned to share the old quarters at
Baker Street. A young doctor named Verner had
purchased my small Kensington practice, and given
with astonishingly little demur the highest price |
ventured to ask — an incident which only explained
itself some years later, when | found that Verner was a
distant relation of Holmes’, and that it was my friend
who really found the money. . ..”

How long the second partnership lasted we are not
told, nor what finally became of Watson. |n The Lion’s
Mane, Holmes, then a bee-tarmer, records—

“. .. my withdrawal to my Sussex home, when |
had given myself up entirely to that soothing life of
Nature for which | had so often yearned during the
long years spent in the gloom of London. At the
present period of my life, July, 1907, the good Watson
had passed almost beyond my ken. An occasional
week-end visit was the most | ever saw of him.”

After this brief outline of history we may turn back
for more details of the Watsons. While A Study in
Scarlet gives most of the biographical details about the
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doctor, The Sign of Four tells all that is known of his
wife. Watson met Mary Morstan in 1888. She was then
twenty-seven, an orphan, the daughter of a captain in
the Indian Army, she had been educated in Edinburgh,
and was then governess for the children of a Mrs. Cecil
Forrester; they appear to have been married in the
spring of 1889. Watson had shared the rooms at 221B
Baker Street with Holmes from 1888, but shortly
before his marriage he bought a practice in Paddington
from “old Mr. Farquhar” who, suffering from St. Vitus
Dance, had let the receipts drop from about £1,500 to
£300 a year; another doctor named Anstruther lived
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next door to the Watsons. There is some doubt about
Watson’s income during his residence with Holmes, for
he seems to have had no mieans apart from his half-pay
He emphasises the fact that Holmes frequently worked
for no remuneration, but some rich prizes are

recorded — he received one thousand pounds from the
King of Bohemia (£300 in gold, £700 in notes), six
thousand pounds from the Duke of Holdernesse, and
five hundred pounds from von Bork. Other large sums
must also have come to him by the nature ot his cases,
though Watson omits to mention them; probably he
was not told: but no part of this spoil comes to the
good Watson. Of course, if it is to be understood that
the profits of his memoirs are to be calculated at the
ordinary rates, his financial position would be
satisfactory, and as a writer Watson took himself
seriously. The unexpected touchiness he displays at
any criticism of his literary efforts was the legitimate
pride of an artist, for from the Study in Scarlet to the
Case Book the writing in the memoirs is on a
uniformly high standard. It is this quality, added to the
skilful revelation of the character of the narrator, that
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has made the series live through a revolution in the
science of the detection of crime and an ever-increasing
avalanche of detective fiction. Of these, the two
outstanding character-figures which the literature of
our time has produced, the personality of Watson
becomes all the more permanent as some of the gloss
falls from the figure of his patron. “Good old
Watson!” Holmes cried in his last recorded

words — August, 1914 — “You are the one fixed point
in a changing age.”

But Watson had much to suffer from Holmes before
he heard that compliment. There was an explosion in
The Copper Beeches about this matter of Watson’s
literary efforts.

“ ‘It seems to me | have done you full justice in the
matter,” | remarked with some coldness, for | was
repelled by the egotism which | had more than once
observed to be a strong factor in my friend’s singular
character.”’

In The Sign of Four he had already had much to
bear——

““You have attempted to tinge it with
romanticism,’” Holmes had said, referring to an earlier
memoir, ‘which produces much the same effect as if
you had worked a love-story or an elopement into the
fifth proposition of Euclid.’

“l was annoyed at this criticism of a work which
had been specially designed to please him. | confess,
too, that | was irritated by the egotism which seemed
to demand that every line of my pamphlet should be
devoted to his special doings.”

Holmes once remarked: “Watson’s reports are most
incriminating documents’’; but the final note in this
minor discord was struck when Holmes took up the
pen and wrote The Blanched Soldijer.

“The ideas of my friend Watson, though limited, are
extremely pertinacious. For a long time he has worried
me to write an experience of my own. Perhaps | have
rather invited this persecution, since | have often had
occasion to point out to him how superficial are his
own accounts and to accuse him of pandering to
popular taste instead of confining himself rigidly to
facts and figures.

“‘Try it yourself, Holmes,’ he has retorted, and |
am compelled to admit that, having taken my pen in
hand, | do begin to realise that the matter must be
presented in such a way as may interest the reader.”

In dealing with femininity Watson, of course, was
the tried and practised hand.

“In an experience of women which extends over
many nations and three separate continents, | have
never looked on a face that gave clearer promise of a
refined and sensitive nature.”

This refers to his future wife, and he further
describes her as ‘‘a blonde young lady, small, dainty,
well-gloved, and dressed in the most perfect taste.”
Holmes, being a misanthropist, was quite willing to
encourage Watson in this pet conceit.

“‘Now, Watson, the fair sex is your department,’
said Sherlock Holmes with a smile. ‘“You saw how she
manoeuvred to have the light on her back.’

“ “Yes, she chose the one chair in the room.’

“‘And yet the motives of women are inscrutable.
You remember the woman at Margate whom |
suspected for the same cause? No powder on her
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nose — that proved to be the correct solution. How can
you build on such a quicksand?’ "’

Some suspicion of Watson’s ideas for the home will
have been formed on realising that he was the kind of
man who would be really pleased to see his wife's old
school friends about the place; but he spares us
nothing.

“As we drove away | stole a glance back and | still
seem to see that little group on the step — the two
graceful clinging figures, the half-opened door, the hall
light shining through the stained glass, the barometer,
and the bright stair rods. It was soothing to catch even
that passing glimpse of a tranquil English home.”

The appeal of the stained glass and the barometer
must have been almost irresistible to Watson. And the
reality of connubial bliss quite came up to his
expectations——

“One night — it was June, '89 — there came a ring to
my bell, about the hour when a man gives his first
yawn and glances at the clock.”

This is all the undiluted Watson, but we fail to trace
any sign of the influence of Mrs. Watson in the
menage. Writing of this time, he says——

“1 had seen little of Holmes lately. My marriage had
drifted us away from each other. My own complete
happiness and the home-centered interests which rise
up around a man who finds himself master of his own
establishment were sufficient to absorb all my
attention.

‘“ ‘Wedlock suits you,’” Holmes noted too. ‘I think,
Watson, you have put on seven-and-a-half pounds since
| saw you.” "’

These are tributes to home and domesticity rather
than to Mrs. Watson personally; Conan Doyle must
take rank with Scott, Dickens, and many another, who
have been incapable of drawing real live women. The
slaying of Mrs. Watson is not a tragedy like Sinclair
Lewis’ cruel murder of Leora in Martin Arrowsmith, a
murder which was all the more wanton because it was
a purposeless crime, but when Mrs. Watson was so little
alive her death cannot have made very much difference
to her. It is for her life rather than for her death that
one would lament. The tragedy of a wife whose home
and happiness is wrecked by the drunkenness or
gambling of her husband is well known, but the plight
of a woman who pines at home while her always
devoted and respectable husband goes out on the tiles
at night with a six-shooter in his pocket, and in
company with a man whose influence with him is
stronger than her own, is forlorn indeed.

But at least one mark of Mrs. Watson remains. In
The Man with the Twisted Lip, John (or James) H.
Watson, M.D., utters the following astounding words:
“A little blonde woman stood in the opening, clad in
some sort of light mousseline-de-soie, with a touch of
fluffy pink chiffon at her neck and wrists.”

“Holmes looked at me thoughtfully and shook his
head.

“‘I never get your limits, Watson,” he said. ‘There are
untold possibilities about you. Take a wire down, like
a good fellow.” ”

This is a later comment, but it applies. Mrs. Watson,
her personality and her influence fade out of the
picture, and Watson after the fleeting exhibition of
individuality which the married state gave him,
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becomes more and more the willing puppet of Holmes.

“‘l am inclined to think,’ said I.

“‘I should do so,” Holmes remarked impatiently.

“I believe | am one of the most long-suffering of
mortals, but | admit | was annoyed at the sardonic
interruption.

“ ‘Really, Holmes,’ | said severely, ‘you are a little
trying at times.’ ”’

Yet Holmes, to do the fellow justice, knew his
Watson, and how far he could go with him.

“Speaking of my old friend and biographer,” he
says, in The Blanched Soldier, ‘‘l would take this
opportunity to remark that if | burden myself with a
companion on any of my various little enquiries, it is
not done out of sentiment or caprice, but it is that
Watson has some remarkable characteristics of his own,
to which, in his modesty, he has given little attention
amid exaggerated estimates of my own performances.
A confederate who foresees your conclusions and
course of action is always dangerous, but one to whom
each development is a perpetual surprise, and to whom
the future is a closed book, is indeed, an ideal
helpmate.”’

One of the few checks he got appears in The Valley
of Fear——
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““You have heard me speak of Professor Moriarty?’

“ ‘“The famous scientific criminal as famous among
crooks as——’

‘“‘My blushes, Watson,” Holmes murmured in a
deprecating voice.

“‘l was about to say, as unknown to the public.’
“‘A touch!” cried Holmes. ‘A distinct touch! You
are developing an unexpected pawky humour, Watson,

against which | must learn to guard myself.” ”’

Holmes’s wit resembled that of judges and
schoolmasters; it was tried when there was little chance
of repartee: a person of whom his friend said, ‘I have
not heard him laugh often, and it always boded ill for
somebody,” is better fitted for the company of bees
on the Sussex Downs than for the worthy Doctor, who
was really well quit of him. Poor old Watson! He had
to make many sacrifices for Holmes, he had to give up
wife and home, not to mention the bull pup, and what
more can be required of any man? But one suspects that
the thrills of the chase in the company of his hero, or
the pleasant evenings spent lounging over the fire, with
his pipe in his mouth, a decanter at his side, and his
feet in some favourite slippers of which an helpmeet
might disapprove, were greater rewards than home or
kindred had in their power to bestow on him.
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The Captain 1902

Villains:
Professor
Moriarty

BY WILLIAM VAUGHAN

It is somewhat difficult to decide
upon a character in which are ade-
quately displayed the qualities a
person must possess in order to
occupy the position of being a dis-
tinguished villain. First of all,
villains may be divided into two
classes — violent or brutal villains
being assigned to one, intellectual
or clever villains to the other; and
obviously in the latter class the
greatest villain will be found.

The villain who, in my opinion,
is the greatest | have read of is
Professor Moriarty, the person who
brought the career of Sherlock
Holmes, when in its zenith, to an
abrupt and deplorable end. A
character such as is depicted in the
last of those fascinating “Memoirs”
forms really a splendid end to an
entrancing series of absorbing tales,
the only fault of which is that this
character might have been deve-
loped a little more, and have been
the centre of other adventures.

Professor Moriarty was an extra-
ordinary man, being naturally
clever and with great faculties, and
it was only to be expected that the
education he received should have
developed them and have qualified
him for the highest position in
whatever career he followed.

However, when we find in him
hereditary tendencies to crime, the
diabolicalness of which increased as
his mental powers were unfolded
and extended, he becomes an
object capable of the most fearful
transgressions of all that is right or
lawful.

His career is indeed difficult to
describe, since he was never the
actor in the crimes he planned, but
was the centre of numerous
agencies, upon whom, if the crime
were unravelled, the punishment
was visited.

Until the investigations and
marvellous powers of Sherlock
Holmes were brought to bear upon
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Left: Professor Moriarty, Holmes’ great
adversary, as depicted by Sidney Paget in 1893.
Above: The arch-villain in one of his many
screen appearances as played by Gustav von
Seyffertitz in “Moriarty’’ (1922). The
dashingly handsome Holmes is none other

than John Barrymore! Right: This picture of
the Professor was drawn in 1902 by Walker
Ho_d%son to accompany William Vaughan'’s
article.

the matter, the existence of such a
person as this professor was never
thought of, which shows his genius.
He is compared to a spider in its
web, the numerous quivers and
vibrations of which are each known
and understood by that insect: but
a more appropriate comparison is, |
think, formed in likening him to
the brain of a man; like that he was
unseen, unheard and, in fact, un-
known, until the actions of the
various parts of the body show
that there must exist a central
governing force, and in this force
we find the greatest villain in
fiction — Professor Moriarty.
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The Strand Magazine December 1917

Some personalia
about
Sherlock Holmes

BY ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE

At the request of the Editor | have spent some days in
looking over an old letter-box in which from time to
time | have placed letters referring directly or
indirectly to the notorious Mr. Holmes. | wish now
that | had been more careful in preserving the
references to this gentleman and his little problems. A
great many have been lost or mislaid. His biographer
has beén fortunate enough to find readers in many
lands, and the reading has elicited the same sort of
response, though in many cases that response has been
in a tongue difficult to comprehend. Very often my
distant correspondent could neither spell my own
name nor that of my imaginary hero, as in a good
number of recent instances. Many such letters have
been from Russians. Where the Russian letters have
been in the vernacular | have been compelled, | am
afraid, to take them as read, but when they have been
in English they have been among the most curious in
my collection. There was one young lady who began
all her epistles with the words “Good Lord.”” Another
had a large amount of guile underlying her simplicity.
Writing from Warsaw she stated that she had been
bedridden for two years, and that my novels had been
her only, etc., etc. So touched was | by this flattering
statement that | at once prepared an autographed
parcel of them to complete the fair invalid’s collection.
By good luck, however, | met a brother author upon
the same day to whom | recounted the touching
incident. With a cynical smile he drew an identical
letter out of his pocket. His novels also had been for
two years her only, etc., etc. | do not know how many
more the lady had written to, but if, as | imagine, her
correspondence had extended to several countries, she
must have amassed a rather interesting library.

The young Russian’s habit of addressing me as
“Good Lord’ had an even stranger parallel at home,
which links it up with the subject of this article.
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Shortly after | received a knighthood | had a bill from
a tradesman which was quite correct and businesslike
in every detail save that it was made out to Sir
Sherlock Holmes. | hope that | can stand a joke as well
as my neighbours, but this particular piece of humour
seemed rather misapplied, and | wrote sharply upon
the subject. In response to my letter there arrived at
my hotel a very repentant clerk, who expressed his
sorrow at the incident, but kept on repeating the
phrase, ‘| assure you, sir, that it was bona fide.”
“What do you mean by bona fide?"’ | asked. “Well, sir,
my mates in the shop told me that you had been
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knighted, and that when a man was knighted he
changed his name, and that you had taken that one.” |
need not say that my annoyance vanished, and that |
laughed as heartily as his pals were probably doing
round the corner.

There are certain problems which are continually
recurring in these Sherlock Holmes letters. One of
them has exercised men’s minds in the most
out-of-the-way places, from Labrador to Tibet; indeed,
if a matter needs thought it is just the men in these
outlying stations who have the time and solitude for it.
| dare say | have had twenty letters upon the one point
alone. It arises in “The Adventure of the Priory
School,” where Holmes, glancing at the track of a
bicycle, says, “It is evidently going from us, not
towards us.” He did not give his reasoning, which my
correspondents resent, and all assert that the deduction
is impossible. As a matter of fact it is simple enough
upon soft undulating ground such as the moor in
question. The weight of the rider falls most upon the
hind wheel, and in soft soil it makes a perceptibly
deeper track. Where the machine goes up a slope this
hind mark would be very much deeper; where it goes
down a slope rapidly it would be hardly deeper at all.
Thus the depth of the mark of the hind wheel would
show which way the bike was travelling.

| never realized what an actual living personality Mr.
Holmes was to many people until | heard the very
pleasing story of the char-a-banc of French schoolboys
on a tour to London, who, when asked what they
wanted to see first, replied unanimously that they
wanted to see Mr. Holmes'’s lodgings in Baker Street.
Rather less pleasing, though flattering in their way,
were the letters of abuse which showered upon me
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when it was thought that | had killed him. ““You
brute!”’ was the promising opening of one lady’s
epistle. The most trenchant criticism of the stories as a
series came from a Cornish boatman, who remarked to
me: “When Mr. Holmes had that fall he may not have
been killed, but he was certainly injured, for he was
never the same man afterwards.” | hope the allegation
is not true — and, indeed, those who have read the
stories backward, from the latest to the first, assure me
that it is not so — but it was a shrewd thrust none the
less.

One of the quaintest proofs of his reality to many
people is that | have frequently received autograph
books by post, asking me to procure his signature.
When it was announced that he was retiring from
practice and intended to keep bees on the South
Downs | had several letters offering to help him in his
project. Two of them lie before me as | write. One
says: “Will Mr. Sherlock Holmes require a housekeeper
for his country cottage at Christmas? | know someone
who loves a quiet country life, and bees especially — an
old-fashioned, quiet woman.” The other, which is
addressed to Holmes himself, says: “‘l see by some of
the morning papers that you are about to retire and
take up bee-keeping. If correct | shall be pleased to
render you service by giving any advice you may
require. | trust you will read this letter in the same
spirit in which it is written, for | make this offer in
return for many pleasant hours.” Many other letters
have reached me in which | have been implored to put
my correspondents in touch with Mr. Holmes, in order
that he might elucidate some point in their private
affairs.

Occasionally | have been so far confused with my
own character that | have been asked to take up
professional work upon these lines. | had, | remember,
one offer, in the case of an aristocratic murder trial in
Poland some years ago, to go across and look into the
matter upon my own terms. | need not say that |
would not do such a thing for money, since | am
diffident as to how far my own services would be of
any value; but'| have several times as an amateur been
happy to have been of some assistance to people in
distress. | can say, though | touch wood as | say it, that
I have never entirely failed in any attempt which | have
made to reduce Holmes’s methods to practical use,
save in one instance to which | allude later. For the
case of Mr. Edalji | can claim little credit, for it did not
take any elaborate deduction to come to the
conclusion that a man who is practically blind did not
make a journey at night which involved crossing a main
line of railway, and would have tested a trained athlete
had he been called upon to do it in the time. The man
was obviously innocent, and it is a disgrace to this
country that he has never received a penny of
compensation for the three years which he spent in
jail. A more complex case is that of Oscar Slater, who
is still working out his sentence as a convict. | have
examined the evidence carefully, including the
supplementary evidence given at the very limited and
unsatisfactory commission appointed to inquire into
the matter, and | have not the faintest doubt that the
man is innocent. When the judge asked him at the trial
whether he had anything to say why the sentence of




death for the murder of Miss Gilchrist should not be
pronounced upon him, he cried aloud, “My Lord, | did
not know there was such a woman in the world.” | am
convinced that this was the literal truth. However, it is
proverbially impossible to prove a negative, so there
the matter must stand until the people of Scotland
insist upon a real investigation into all the
circumstances which surround this deplorable case.

A few of the problems which have come my way
have been very similar to some which ! had invented
for the exhibition of the reasoning of Mr. Holmes. |
might perhaps quote one in which that gentleman’s

method of thought was copied with complete success.
The case was as follows. A gentleman had disappeared.
He had drawn a bank balance of forty pounds, which
was known to be on him. It was feared that he had
been murdered for the sake of the money. He had last
been heard of stopping at a large hotel in London,
having come from the country that day. In the evening
he went to a music-hall performance, came out of it
about ten o’clock, returned to his hotel, changed his
evening clothes, which were found in his room next
day, and disappeared utterly. No one saw him leave the
hotel, but a man occupying a neighbouring room
declared that he had heard him moving during the
night. A week had elapsed at the time that | was
consulted, but the police had discovered nothing.
Where was the man?

These were the whole of the facts as communicated
to me by his relatives in the country. Endeavouring to
see the matter through the eyes of Mr. Holmes, |
answered by return of post that he was evidently either
in Glasgow or'in Edinburgh. It proved later that he had
as a fact gone to Edinburgh, though in the week that
had passed he had moved to another part of Scotland.

There | should leave the matter, for, as Dr. Watson
has often shown, a solution explained is a mystery
spoiled. However, at this state the reader can lay down
the book and show how simple it all is by working
out the problem for himself. He has all the data which
were ever given to me. For the sake of those, however,
who have no turn for such conundrums | will try to
indicate the links which make the chain. The one
advantage which | possessed was that | was familiar
with the routine of London hotels — though, | fancy,
it differs little from that of hotels elsewhere.

The first thing was to look at the facts and separate
what was certain from what was conjecture. It was a//
certain except the statement of the person who heard
the missing man in the night. How could he tell such a
sound from any other sound in a large hotel? That point
could be disregarded if it traversed the general
conclusions. The first clear deduction was that the man
had meant to disappear. Why else should he draw all
his money? He had got out of the hotel during the
night. But there is a night-porter in all hotels, and it is
impossible to get out without his knowledge when the
door is once shut. The door is shut after the
theatre-goers return — say at twelve o’clock. Therefore
the man left the hotel before twelve o’clock. He had
come from the music-hall at ten, had changed his
clothes, and had departed with his bag. No one had
seen him do so. The inference is that he had done it at
the moment when the hall was full of the returning
guests, which is from eleven to eleven-thirty. After that
hour, even if the door were still open, there are few
people coming and going; so that he with his bag
would certainly have been seen.

Having got so far upon firm ground we now ask
ourselves why a man who desires to hide himself
should go out at such an hour. If he intended to
conceal himself in London he need never have gone to
the hotel at all. Clearly, then, he was going to catch a
train which would carry him away. But a man who is
deposited by a train in any provincial station during
the night is likely to be noticed, and he might be sure
that when the alarm was raised and his description
given some guard or porter would remember him.
Therefore his destination would be some large town,
which he would reach in daylight hours, as a terminus,
where all his fellow-passengers would disembark and
where he would lose himself in the crowd. When one
turns up the time-table and sees that the great Scotch
expresses bound for Edinburgh and Glasgow start
about midnight, the goal is reached. As for his
dress-suit, the fact that he abandoned it proved that he
intended to adopt a line of life where there were no
social amenities. This deduction also proved to be
correct.

| quote such a case in order to show that the general
lines of reasoning advocated by Holmes have a real
practical application to life. In another case where a
girl had become engaged to a young foreigner who
suddenly disappeared | was able by a similar process of
deduction to show her very clearly both whither he
had gone and how unworthy he was of her affections.
On the other hand, these semi-scientific methods are
occasionally laboured and slow as compared with the
results of the rough-and-ready practical man. Lest |
should seem to have been throwing bouquets either to
myself or to Mr. Holmes, let me state that on the
occasion of a burglary of the village inn, within a
stone-throw of my house, the village constable, with
no theories at all, had seized the culprit, while | had
got no farther than that he was a left-handed man with
nails in his boots.

The unusual or dramatic effects which lead to the
invocation of Mr. Holmes in fiction are, of course,
great aids to him in reaching a conclusion. It is the case
where there is nothing to get hold of which is the




deadly one. | heard of such a one in America which
would certainly have presented a formidable problem.
A gentleman of blameless life, starting off for a Sunday
evening walk with his family, suddenly observed that
he had forgotten his stick. He went back into the
house, the door of which was still open, and he left his
people waiting for him outside. He never reappeared,
and from that day to this there has been no clue as to
what befell him. This was certainly one of the strangest
cases of which | have ever heard in real life.

Another very singular case came within my own
observation. It was sent to me by an eminent London
publisher. This gentleman had in his employment a
head of department whose name we shall take as
Musgrave. He was a hard-working person with no
special feature in his character. Mr. Musgrave died, and
several years after his death a letter was received
addressed to him, care of his employers. It bore the
postmark of a tourist resort in the West of Canada, and
had the note “Conf! films” upon the outside of the
envelope, with the words ‘“‘Report Sy” in one corner.
The publishers naturally opened the envelope, as they
had no note of the dead man’s relatives. Inside were
two blank sheets of paper. The letter, | may add, was
registered. The publisher, being unable to make
anything of this, sent it on to me, and | submitted the
blank sheets to every possible chemical and heat test,
with no result whatever. Beyond the fact that the
writing appeared to be that of a woman, there is
nothing to add to this account. The matter was, and
remains, an insoluble mystery. How the correspondent
could have something so secret to say to Mr. Musgrave
and yet not be aware that this person had been dead
for several years is very hard to understand — or why
blank sheets should be so carefully registered through
the post. | may add that | did not trust the sheets to
my own chemical tests, but had the best expert advice,
without getting any result. Considered as a case it was
a failure — and a very tantalizing one.

Mr. Sherlock Holmes has always been a fair mark for
practical jokers, and | have had numerous bogus cases
of various degrees of ingenuity, marked cards,
mysterious warnings, cipher messages, and other
curious communications. Upon one occasion, as | was
entering the hall to take part in an amateur billiard
competition, | was handed a small packet which had
been left for me. Upon opening it | found a piece of
ordinary green chalk such as is used in billiards. | was
amused by the incident, and I put the chalk into my
waistcoat pocket and used it during the game.
Afterwards | continued to use it until one day, some
months later, as | rubbed the tip of my cue, the face of
the chalk crumpled in, and | found it was hollow.
From the recess thus exposed | drew out a small slip of
paper with the words, “From Arsene Lupin to
Sherlock Holmes.”” Imagine the state of mind of the
joker who took such trouble to accomplish such a
result!

One of the mysteries submitted to Mr. Holmes was
rather upon the psychic plane, and therefore beyond
his powers. The facts as alleged are most remarkable,
though | have no proof of their truth save that the lady
wrote earnestly and gave both her name and address.
The person, whom we will call Mrs, Seagrave, had been
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given a curious second-hand ring, snake-shaped, and of
dull gold. This she took from her finger at night. One
night she slept in it, and had a fearsome dream in
which she seemed to be pushing off some furious
creature which fastened its teeth into her arm. On
awakening the pain in the arm continued, and next day
the imprint of a double set of teeth appeared upon the
arm, with one tooth of the lower jaw missing. The
marks were in the shape of blue-black bruises which
had not broken the skin. ““l do not know,” says my
correspondent, “what made me think the ring had
anything to do with the matter, but | took a dislike to
the thing and did not wear it for some months, when,
being on a visit, | took to wearing it again.” To make a
long story short, the same thing happened, and the
lady settled the matter for ever by dropping her ring
into the hottest corner of the kitchen-range. This
curious story, which | believe to be genuine, may not
be as supernatural as it seems. It is well known that in
some subjects a strong mental impression does produce:
a physical effect. Thus a very vivid nightmare-dream
with the impression of a bite might conceivably
produce the mark of a bite. Such cases are well
attested in medical annals. The second incident would,
of course, arise by unconscious suggestion from the
first. None the less, it is a very interesting little
problem, whether psychic or material.

Buried treasures are naturally among the problems
which have come to Mr. Holmes. One genuine case was
accompanied by the diagram here reproduced. It refers
to an Indiaman which was wrecked upon the South
African coast in the year 1782. If | were a younger
man | should be seriously inclined to go personally and
look into that matter. The ship contained a remarkable
treasure, including, | believe, the old crown regalia of
Delhi. It is surmised that they buried these near the
coast and that this chart is a note of the’spot. Each
Indiaman in those days had its own semaphore code,
and it is conjectured that the three marks upon the left
are signals from a three-armed semaphore. Some record
of their meaning might perhaps even now be found in
the old papers of the India Office. The circle upon the
right gives the compass bearings. The larger semicircle
may be the curved edge of a reef or of a rock. The
figures above are the indications how to reach the X
which marks the treasure. Possibly they may give the
bearings as 186 feet from the 4 upon the semicircle.
The scene of the wreck is a lonely part of the country,
but | shall be surprised if sooner or later someone does
not seriously set to work to solve the mystery.

One last word before | close these jottings about my
imaginary character. It is not given to every man to see
the child of his brain endowed with life through the
genius of a great sympathetic artist, but that was my
good fortune when Mr. Gillette turned his mind and
his great talents to putting Holmes upon the stage. |
cannot end my remarks more fittingly than by my
thanks to the man who changed a creature of thin air
into an absolutely convincing human being.
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Pearsons Magazine December 1934

BY LADY CONAN DOYLE

Conan Doyle was Sherlock Holmes

My husband was so versatile in his literary work that it
is difficult in a short space to describe the various sides
of his genius, and it would take many pages to tell at
all adequately of his remarkably noble and wonderful
character — each facet so striking that whoever came
near him at once sensed the inner greatness both of his
soul and mind.

He never believed in shoddy work, but was intensely
thorough in anything he undertook. He told me that
before he began to write “The White Company”’ (his
favourite book of all he ever wrote) he read over sixty
books all dealing with that period — books on
heraldry, falconry, armour, etc. He absorbed so much
knowledge of those days that he might actually have
lived in them, so true an atmosphere, so living a spirit
did he create in his romantic and finely-coloured story
“The White Company’ — a virile, living tale of those
days.

My husband trained himself to write when the flow
of inspiration came, anywhere and in any
circumstances. He had that rare faculty of being able
entirely to isolate his mind, as it were, from his
surroundings. He had no settled hours for work.
Sometimes he would be in the study before the
servants were up, or he would go in and write after a
game of golf. He would never force the work. He only
wrote when the inspiration was upon him, and when it
just flowed from his pen, so that he could hardly set it
down quickly enough. He was a tremendously hard
worker. The following must surely be a record. He
wrote and produced his play The Speckled Band in
three weeks, as well as dealing with an enormous
correspondence and many other matters during the
time!

He sometimes wrote his Sherlock Holmes stories in a
room full of people talking! He would write in a train
with the hum of conversation around him, orin a
cricket pavilion during the match, while waiting for the
rain to stop.

He used to feel that Sherlock Holmes tended to
obscure his other higher literary works, such as his
historical novels.

He had that rare gift of making a character so real
and human and so living a personality. Think of
Challenger, that great, gruff, lovable character with his
super-brain. Then the conceited but delightful
Brigadier Gerard; Sir Nigel, the chivalrous, adventurous
knight, the embodiment of all that is splendid in a
man; Sherlock Holmes with his rapier-like brain.

He loved building up his fictional characters with all
their little idiosyncrasies, their strengths and
weaknesses, so that they became like living

personalities to him, and that is why, in the minds of
so many of his readers also, they are like familiar
friends.

| have sometimes felt that one of the reasons why he
was able to make his characters so very real was that he
was able to imbue them, all unknown to himself, with
parts of his own character and personality.

Take, for instance, Sherlock Holmes and my
husband’s own extraordinary powers of deduction and
analysis! The public does not realise that my husband
had the Sherlock Holmes brain, and that sometimes he
privately solved mysteries that had non-plussed the
police. He was able, through his remarkable powers of
deduction and inference, to locate missing people
whose relatives had given them up as lost or murdered.

My husband often used the Sherlock Holmes line of
deduction in a most interesting way in determining the
profession or circumstances of people whom he
observed in public. On every occasion when the
opportunity arose, and we checked up with his
theories, we invariably found them to be correct.

Take, again, one of his other creations, Challenger,
that splendid brave scientist who had the courage of his
opinions, and who was in knowledge ahead of his time,
as my husband was in his psychic knowledge. Then Sir
Nigel, that most chivalrous old knight — no knight of
old was more full of the most perfect chivalry and
nobility of character than my husband, and a wife
knows better than all others the true character of a
man. Rodney Stone portrays the spirit of clean,
fearless English sport. My husband was full of it, and
sport in all directions was his great relaxation from the
responsibilities of life. Also the humorous Brigadier
Gerard — my husband’s sense of humour was boyish as
well as fine and scintillating.

His booklet “The Boer War, Its Cause and
Conduct,” changed the antagonistic attitude of nations
against us into a clearer understanding of the justice of
England’s cause. In the composition of his
monumental work — “The History of the Great War,”
his great spirit laboured against every conceivable
difficulty in obtaining correct information regarding
the part played by the British Army, in order that he
might hand down a record to posterity of the
magnificent bravery and sacrifice made by the men of
the Empire. The writing of the “History of the Boer
War,” and the colossal task that he undertook in
writing his “History of the Great War,” reflected the
patriotic soul of my husband and his intense love of his
country. That same spirit of his shows itself in the
characters of the tenacious fighters depicted in his
historical novels.
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It was his deep sense of justice which made him take
up the cudgels so indefatigably on behalf of Edalji and
Slater, in which he was instrumental in reversing two
serious miscarriages of justice. At all times he was a
fearless fighter on behalf of the oppressed and the
victims of injustice.

His style was wonderful in its simplicity — with
never a redundant word — surely the highest form of
art. People should write as they talk. An involved style
is not indicative of a profound mind, but rather of a
confused one.

Like all truly great men, my husband was innately
modest. | never heard a conceited word pass his lips; he
was also utterly without jealousy, and he loved to hear
of the success of others, and was the first to give his

praise and encouragement. He had great sympathy for
the struggles of young writers and did all he could to
help them. He used his genius to its highest in every
direction. In all his many and numerous writings on
varied subjects there is not one word which could leave
the tiniest smudge upon the mind or soul of any
reader, and the ideals and spirit of honesty, chivalry,
nobility and human loveliness running through his
books could only leave a subconscious desire in the
minds of the readers to be a better man or woman.

Left: Arthur Conan Doyle at his desk with a specimen of his signature
and an extract in his own handwriting from the manuscript of one of the
stories. Below: Doyle was a keen sportsman among his many interests
and is shown here about to set off for a ride with his wife.
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SHERLOCK HOLMES SAGA: HIS
“PRIVATE LIFE”

The Private Life of Sherlock
Holmes by Vincent Starrett (lvor
Nicholson and Watson.)

BY J. M. BULLOCH

When, after trying to fill up his
time and his empty purse by
writing magazine stories, Dr. Arthur
Conan Doyle produced “A Study in
Scarlet,”” he had not the slightest
idea that he was creating one of the
great figures of fiction. Indeed, half
a dozen publishers turned it down,
and when at last Ward Lock
offered him £25 for it, lock, stock,
and barrel for “‘Beeton’s Christmas
Annual’ in 1887, he took the fee
without hesitation, for he had to
live. To-day that copy of the annual
is a collector’s prize.

What Mr. Starrett, a devoted
(Chicago) disciple, who has been
writing on the subject for nearly 20
years, has done is to compile a
rough-and-ready guide to the
Sherlockian saga. It is not a very
satisfactory book, for it appears to

ED\NBURGH

A sketch made by Conan Doyle just before he
died in which he depicted his life — with him-
self as an old horse and his doctors as vets!
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fall between two stools; it is not
quite explanatory enough for the
beginner, or advanced enough for
the expert.

Literary detection

It may, however, tempt the

former to play the detective for
himself. Thus, though Mr. Starrett
inventories 90 miscellaneous items
about Sherlock Holmes, he remarks
that. the list does not attempt to
include “‘one-hundredth part” of
the many books, pamphlets,
articles, burlesques, and other
writings about him. Similarly, in
the bibliography of the editions of
Sherlock Holmes himself, a rough
attempt might have been made to
enumerate translations into foreign
languages.

Certainly, more might have been
given about Dr. Joseph Bell
(1837-1911), the prototype of
Sherlock, all the more as, strange to
say, he is not in such books of
reference as the Dictionary of
National Biography and the popular
encyclopaedias. Mr. Starrett has no
doubt that “the real Holmes was
Conan Doyle himself.” He scores a
point when he says:—
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‘In innumerable ways throughout
his life of extraordinary service, the
British novelist demonstrated the
truth of the assertion. From first to
last — as student, physician, writer,
spiritualist, and prophet of war —
he was always the private detective,
the seeker after hidden truth, the
fathomer of obscure mysteries, the
hound of justice upon the trail of
injustice and official apathy.’

Conan Doyle’s indifference

Sir Arthur’s indifference to his
detective displayed itself when
William Gillette, who made a
fortune by dramatising the stories
in an “absurd and preposterous
melodrama,”” wired him, “May |
marry Holmes?”’ Doyle, then
immensely preoccupied with the
South African war, wired back,
“You may marry or murder him or
do what you like with him.”” Amid
the olla — podrida of curious facts
collected by Mr. Starrett, we are
reminded that Professor Moriarty,
who gets the name of Robert in the
play and nowhere else, was
modelled on Adam Worth, who
stole the Gainsborough Duchess in
1876.
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The Bookman August 1932

BY EDMUND PEARSON

Holmes among the illustrators

Conan Doyle imagined Sherlock Holmes as a man with
a thin hawk-like nose, piercing eyes, and so excessively
lean that he seemed even taller than his actual six feet.
Thus the author described him in the first Holmes
story. A Study in Scarlet.

Later, Doyle emphasized his idea that Holmes had a
“razor-like face; a great hawk’s-bill of a nose; two small
eyes set close together’” and that he was powerful but
ugly. His first important illustrator, Sidney Paget,
made a Holmes who was tall, but not extremely tall,
and who was far from “‘ugly”. Dr. Doyle thought that
this was because Paget had used his brother Walter as a
model. He believed that the more comely detective was
perhaps fortunately drawn to please the ladies. The
writer of the sketch of Paget in the Dictionary of
National Biography, however, denies that the artist
used his brother or anyone else as a model. He leaves
you to suppose that Paget drew Holmes from his own
fancy, based on Doyle’s description as given in the
stories comprised in the Adventures.

One or two artists preceded Paget. Sherlock Holmes
appeared for the first time in printin 1887, when A
Study in Scarlet was published in that queer-looking
periodical, Beeton’s Christmas Annual. Despite many
excellencies, and one surprise never bettered in any of
the tales, this novel attracted little notice. For the
initial appearance of a detective whose exploits were to
be recorded for nearly forty years, a veteran illustrator
of that day, D. H. Friston, was called upon.

This first picture of Holmes would distress the
devotees. Friston’s Sherlock is neither handsome nor
intellectual; he wears undertaker’s side-whiskers, an
ulster with a cape, and a hat like nothing on sea or
land — a sort of bastard child of a bowler out of a
sombrero. With a magnifying glass as big as a
sunflower, he is examining the word RACHE written
in blood upon the wall. About him, in grotesque
attitudes, stand Watson — with a walrus’s
moustache — and the Scotland Yarders, Gregson and
Lestrade. Mr. Friston seems to have thought that the
scene was macabre, and that the characters should look
like gargoyles.

In the second edition of the story, in book form,
there are said to be six illustrations by the novelist’s
father, Charles Doyle. They should be interesting;
Conan Doyle thought his father the greatest and most
original of a family of artists.

The next Holmes story, another short novel, The
Sign of the Four, appeared in Lippincott’s Magazine,
February, 1890. There is one illustration, a scene in
India, in which Holmes does not appear.

Ten short stories which carried Holmes's fame

Holmes and Watson in Regent Street — one of the most famous of
Sidney Paget’s illustrations for “The Hound of the Baskervilles” (1901).

around the world, the Adventures, began in the Strand
Magazine, July, 1891, For these the already mentioned
Sidney Edward Paget, a young illustrator of about
thirty, began to draw the Holmes whose features
became familiar throughout the British Empire and to
some early enthusiasts in the United States. His
Holmes had a long nose, high forehead, rather bald
temples, and, when at home in Baker Street, usually
wore a frock coat.

One of the actors who impersonated Holmes in our
own time — Arthur Wontner, in the screen play,
Sherlock Holmes’s Fatal Hour — closely resembled the
detective of Paget’s pictures.

There is an impression that Mr. William Gillette, in
his play, first put Holmes in a deer-stalker’s cap with
visors fore and aft. In one of the early Strand stories,
however, The Boscombe Valley Mystery, Dr. Doyle
says that Holmes wore a “‘close-fitting cloth cap’’, and
Paget shows him with a fore-and-after. Watson, even in
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the country, sticks to his bowler. Mr. Gillette played
Holmes in one of these caps, on one evening in London
when he was headed for the Stepney gas chamber and
rough work.

American editors, in 1893, began to be interested in
Holmes, and the second series, the Memoirs, ran in
Harper’s Weekly, in addition to their English
publication in the Strand. The American artist, Mr. W,
H. Hyde, adorned the stories in Harper’s with some
striking pictures, but preferred to draw the actors in
the criminal events rather than Holmes and Watson.
The detective seldom appears, and when he does he is
Mr. Hyde’s own conception. One recognizes with
difficulty, in this youth of the nineties with his short,
light overcoat, either the cocaine addict of Baker
Street or the expert boxer who twice knocked down
Joseph Harrison, the thief of the Naval Treaty.

The Memoirs closed with The Final Problem and the
“death’’ of Sherlock Holmes, who went over the cliffs
of the Reichenbach, along with his enemy, Professor
Moriarty. Nevertheless, in the autumn of 1901, the
Strand began publication of the serial, The Hound of
the Baskervilles, with Mr. Paget again illustrating the
text. Dr. Doyle wisely made no reference to the fact
that for six or seven years we had supposed Holmes to
be lying on the Alpine mountains cold, but went on
with his hero as if nothing had happened. The novel
ran in both the English and American editions of the
Strand — the American always one instalment behind
the English. This caused one reader, who began the
serial in London and carried on in this country, the
agonizing experience of waiting two months for the
next instalment, after perusing the blood-curdling
words: “Mr. Holmes, they were the footprints of a
gigantic hound!”’

During the progress of this novel, and while
everyone was guessing at its plot, THE BOOKMAN
published some ingenious solutions contributed by
excited readers, of whom | was one. They were all far
astray. Mr, Arthur Bartlett Maurice told me that they
were read by Dr. Doyle, who intimated that they were
worthy of Gregson and Lestrade.

In this story, Paget presented Holmes and Watson in
their best-tailored moments. Look at them in their
glossy toppers, hot on the trail of the mysterious man
in the hansom cab. The people, the omnibus, and the
background of the Quadrant of Regent Street make it
redolent of London, and full of the spirit of these
tales.

Two years later, in 1903, Holmes’s loyal followers
were given satisfaction with a full explanation of his
supposed death, and an account of where he had been
and what he had been doing. On both sides of the
ocean he re-appeared in the series called The Return of
Sherlock Holmes, and in America, in Collier’s Weekly,
with the most interesting decorations of all time. Old
Sherlockians will always be fond of the Paget drawings,
but they must admit that the pictures made for this
new series, by Frederic Dorr Steele, were not only
satisfactory as portraits, but extremely attractive in
detail.

The features of Holmes as drawn by Mr. Steele were
clearly done under the William Gillette influence. Since
1899 Mr. Gillette had been playing Holmes, and to

thousands of playgoers he had become the perfect
embodiment of the detective. They had never seen any
other representation, and could not imagine one. The
Steele pictures had in their turn an influence on the
stage, or upon the screen, for it seems probable that
the enormous number of properties assembled for the
Baker Street scene in John Barrymore’s film play
(1922) originated in Mr. Steele’s fascinating pictures of
Holmes’s rooms and their accessories. Mr. Steele was
the first illustrator to suggest that Dr. Watson was a
simple Simon: he gave the Doctor an extremely blonde
moustache, and a good-natured face which verges on
silliness.

It was Mr. Arthur |. Keller, in the American edition
of The Valley of Fear (1915), who dealt the cruelest
blow at Watson. From merely the innocent Johnny of
Mr. Steele’s drawings, Watson emerges in Mr. Keller’s
picture as boobus Britannicus. The Valley of Fear had

Above: The most famous American illustrator of the adventures,
Frederic Dorr Steele, shows Holmes arresting Colonel Moran in “The
Adventure of the Empty House”, “Collier’s Magazine”, 1903.

Below: One of six pictures executed by Conan Doyle’s father, Charles

Doyle, for ““A Study In Scarlet” in 1888. Note the bearded Holmes!
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Left: Holmes and Inspector Lestrade arresting Jefferson Hope in George
Hutchinson’s illustration for the Ward Lock edition of ‘A Study In
Scarlet” (1891). Centre: Charles R. Macauley’s Holmes from “The
Return of Sherlock Holmes'’ published by McClure, Phillips & Co. in

been illustrated in the Strand by Frank Wiles; it is a
story of the Molly Maguires in Pennsylvania, and is one
of the lesser items of Sherlockiana.

When the stories in The Return were published as a
book in America, Mr. C. R. Macauley drew a few
pictures of Holmes. One of these, a curiously feathery
person, with some resemblance to William Gillette, is
reproduced here,

Paget continued his pictures in the Strand until his
death in 1908; four or five different artists followed
him in his work on the Holmes stories, which went on,
often at long intervals, for about seventeen years more.
H. M. Brock is probably the best known of these
illustrators, although he seems to have worked on one
story only. The last of the Strand illustrators was
Howard Elcock, who drew some vigorous pictures. He
followed the Paget tradition as to Holmes’s face.
Altogether, even in this incomplete record, | have
found the names of fifteen artists who have drawn
Sherlock Holmes.

The stories afterwards collected in His Last Bow
(1917) and The Case Book of Sherlock Holmes (1927)
came out in various periodicals, illustrated by different
artists. ‘It is with a heavy heart”, as Dr. Watson said in
beginning The Final Problem, that | record my opinion
that in these stories the old fire was flickering;
although, as in The Bruce-Partington Plans, it
sometimes blazed up with the warmth of the early
days.

It was chiefly in the stories contained in The Case
Boaok that Dr. Doyle made the contradictory
statements, and committed himself to the
anachronisms about his two heroes, which have given
Father Ronald Knox, Mr. S. C. Roberts, and other
serio-comic investigators the basis for their amusing
monographs on the early life of Dr. Watson, his
mysterious second marriage, and other esoteric
matters.

Mentioning William Gillette’s early appearance on
the stage as Holmes (revived in 1929) recalls that, in
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1905. Right: The much criticised Holmes and Watson picture by
Arthur |. Keller for the ‘““American Associated Saturday Magazine's”
“The Valley of Fear’ in 1914.

England, H. A. Saintsbury played Sherlock over 1400
times. Other English actors, chiefly in the cinema, who
have impersonated Holmes include Eille Norwood,
whose Hound of the Baskervilles was given here in
1922; Clive Brook; Arthur Wontner, whose screen play
was one of the best; Raymond Massey; and Dennis
Neilson-Terry. Mr. Massey brought Holmes up-to-date
and gave him an office with stenographers,
dictaphones, radio, and typewriters. This was much like
showing Washington crossing the Delaware in an
airplane — very pleasing to those who love to shatter
tradition into bits.

John Barrymore’s film (1922) was based on the
Gillette stage play and had a remarkable cast which
included Roland Young as Dr. Watson; Gustav von
Seyffertitz as Professor Moriarty; William Powell as
Forman Wells; and Louis Wolheim as Craigin.

Recalling these pictorial representations of the lean
detective brings back happy memories, and makes the
ancient Sherlockian murmur, in the words of Old
English: “Great Days! Great Days!”

Once more Holmes and Watson sit by the fire in the
rooms of that patient landlady: Mrs. Hudson. Once
more the dense yellow fog swirls around the window
panes, until Holmes chafes at his enforced inactivity.
Then Mrs. Hudson is heard toiling up the stairs; she
taps on the door, to announce — what mysterious

personage? The King of Bohemia, in his black mask? Mr.

Jabez Wilson, with his red hair and his curious story?
Brother Mycroft, puffing and wheezing, to say that the
Prime Minister is quite agitated, and that Sherlock
must come at once? Or some beautiful and distressed
lady, to tell of an unexplained and terrible death at
midnight? Perhaps this time they are really going to find
out what in Heaven’s name were the Singular
Adventures of the Grice Paterson in the Island of Uffa!
Anyhow, they will soon be in a hansom together;
Watson with his old service revolver in his pocket, and
the thrill of adventure in his heart. -
Great Days! Great Days!
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The Sunday Times October 30 1932

BY DESMOND MacCARTHY

The world of books: Sherlockismus!

“Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson.” By H.W. Bell.
(Constable.)
“Sherlock Holmes.” By Thomas Blakeney. (Murray.)

In no department of research have so many high
reputations been lost and won as in Sherlockology,
The fierce light of investigation which has been
directed upon No. 221B, Baker Street, during the
present'century, and upon the lives of the two friends
inhabiting it, has revealed problems nigh insoluable,
and of such intricacy as earlier readers of Dr. Watson’s
annals, even the most assiduous of them, never dreamt
of. The state of Watsonian scholarship today, when
compared with that of ten years ago is — it must be
admitted — bewildering to laymen. The investigations
of Knox, of Roberts, of ““‘Evoe,” and of others whose
names are less widely known, though hardly less
respected, of Vernon Rendall, Behrens of Corpus
Christi College, Cambridge, Alan Parsons, A. A. Milne
(whose plays and verses are unknown in the world
where he won his real laurels) have unfortunately
raised almost as many questions as they have laid to
rest.

The chronology of the incidents recorded in the
various books which constitute the canon from “The
Study in Scarlet” onwards, is at many points still as
doubtful as the order of some of Shakespeare’s plays.
Moreover, the misguided acumen of Knox has even
thrown doubt upon the authenticity of the latter
books of the canon itself. In “The Case Book’ and
“His Last Bow’’ he professed to have seen evidences of
the hand of a deutero- and — possibly — of a
trito-Watson. Whether in doing so he only yielded to
those fickle humours which sometimes prompt men to
literary frolics on the gravest subjects, or whether we
must impute to him those rankling jealousies and that
restless vanity which, alas, scholars of the brightest
intelligence have been known to indulge, | leave others
to decide.

A temperate reproof

Lack of space prevents me here from grappling with
Knox and giving him a fall, and, for my part, | will
never assert where | cannot persuade. Let it suffice to
say that such conclusions could have only been
reached by one deliberately bent on upsetting the
tranquillity of the public mind, and by employing to
that end a powerful intellect polluted by prejudice or a
wayward temperament which naturally delights in
giving an air of importance to trifles. Let me quote the
concluding words of Roberts’ rare pamphlet: “Note on
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the Watson Problem’’ (Cambridge University Press,
1929); they carry reproof not less formidable for being
temperate in expression: ‘“Trifles such as these (he
writes of ‘Studies in the Literature of Sherlock
Holmes’) may be of some interest to the amateur of
apocrypha, but it is to be hoped that serious students
will rather devote their energies to the elucidation of
the major problems of Watsonian chronology, the
complexity of which we have sought but to
adumbrate . . ."” There speaks the true scholar; clear,
simple, manly, rational, striking conviction in every
word, unlike the refined and fantastic nonsense of one
who, while pretending to be a friend to free-inquiry,
would lead us into the pathless wilds of conjecture and
keep us suspended over the bottomless gulfs of critical
scepticism.

The above books compared

To tamper with the canon is only to sow strife among
scholars and scatter the seeds of discord (though |
hesitate to say it) with wanton irresponsibility. Let us
face ‘‘the major problems’’ — heaven knows they
bristle with difficulties! — together. They can only
yield to collaboration and mutual help. It is in this
spirit that we welcome the work of extraordinarily
patient and minute research which stands first of the
books mentioned at the head of this column. Mr. H. W.
Bell’s “Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson’’ leads us
straight to the heart of these difficulties; while that of
Mr. Thomas Blakeney, though admirably sound as a
whole, is comparatively elementary. It is calculated to
whet the appetite of the public — if such
encouragement is necessary — for further investigation,
and it might very properly be placed in the hands of a
lad on leaving school who knows his texts well, but
whose studies have halted at the figure of the great
detective himself, and is as yet unaware of the deeper
significance and interest of Watson. Compared with
Mr. H. W. Bell’s book it is not an important
contribution to what the Germans denominate
“Watsonischechronologieprobleme.” Yet, on the
whole, it is the work of a more balanced judgment;
though where the young reader is concerned | must
enter one caveat with regard to it.

The general review of the character, opinions and
habits of Sherlock Holmes is painstaking and complete;
and high praise must be accorded to Mr. Blakeney for
the thorough way in which he has given his references
for every statement in it. But (and here comes what
the Americans call the knock of regret) he has inclined
to an error too common in such surveys, namely, that
of supposing that the characteristics which were so
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marked in Sherlock Holmes in 1881, when first he
shared “‘diggings” with his friend, necessarily persisted.
We have evidence that age and success considerably
tempered the Bohemianism of Holmes’s habits, while
long association with the commonplace culture of
Watson inevitably widened his interests. The surprising
list of the lacunae in his education given us in “A
Study in Scarlet’” does not apply to the later Holmes,
as is shown by his constant if never striking references
to literature. | will not go so far as to say that Mr.
Blakeney ignores this obvious truth, but | wish to
caution the beginner against the tendency to present
Sherlock Holmes as a static character even more
noticeable in other scholars.

The finances of Baker Street

And there is another point. In a popular but thorough
book of this description, in my opinion the finances of
Baker Street should have received more systematic
attention. For such treatment the student can be
referred to Behrens’s privately circulated monograph.
As everyone knows, it was economy that first
compelled the two men to keep house together.
Watson, with what may be called his superb normality,
had found it impossible to live independently on his
military pension of £209. 6s. a year. It was impossible,
that is to say, for a man of his habits, which included a
taste for betting, club-life, Turkish baths, and the
Criterion bar. When he arrived in London he was still
suffering from the effects of the Jezail bullet which at
the Battle of Maiwand had shattered his shoulder bone,
and the enteric fever which had laid him low in the
Base Hospital at Peshawar. The modern tendency in
biography to emphasise the regrettable side of human
nature may tempt many to read more than is
justifiable into that violent phrase which Watson
employs in describing London — he speaks of it as
“that great cesspool into which all the loungers and
idlers of the Empire are irresistibly drained”’ — but
there can be little doubt that during the first two
months of 1880, for the last time in his life, Watson
sowed a few wild oats.

Economy was equally necessary in the case of the
young Sherlock Holmes. We know that Mrs. Hudson’s
charges were extremely moderate, but it seems scarcely
possible that with food, light, and fuel they could
hardly, even in the eighties, have been less than £5 a
week. We know that Holmes’s clientele was at first by
no means wealthy, and that his artist’s devotion to his
profession often induced him to undertake cases which
left him out of pocket. However, fame came rapidly,
while Watson succeeded in placing his literary work.
By 1888, Behrens thinks, all financial troubles were
over.

Prosperity at Last

By that time Holmes, as is shown in “The Scandal in
Bohemia,” had already been of service to several of the
crowned heads of Europe; and Behrens is convinced
that, in spite of Holmes’s quixotism where money was
concerned (“My charges are on a fixed scale, | do not
vary them except to remit them altogether’’), Holmes
must have made by 1890 a considerable fortune. The
largest sum that we know him to have received is the
£6,000 cheque from the Duke of Holderness (“The

:-Iolmes effects a dramatic arrest in ‘“‘The Adventure of the Dancing Man”
1903).

Priory School Case”); but we know that he was able
after his “Return’’ to buy Watson’s practice in
Kensington on behalf of his cousin Verner (or Vernet?)
for a handsome sum. Nor could he have retired to his
bee-keeping in Sussex had he not accumulated a
private fortune. The conclusion is inevitable: the most
lucrative of his cases were those Watson never
chronicled; those in which large financial interests were
at stake, such as in '87 the problem of the
“Netherland-Sumatra Company and the colossal
schemes of Baron Maupertuis.” Mr. Blakeney in a
footnote ingeniously argues that Holmes might have
kept the £1,000 handed to him by the King of
Bohemia for expenses, but such a suggestion surely
rests upon a grave misapprehension of character.

As every schoolboy ought by this time to know
there is a curious difficulty connected with the date of
Watson’s first marriage. Was it 1886, '87, or 88?7 This
has led to the wildest surmises, even to the reckless.
suggestion that during one period he was keeping two
establishments. Apart from the necessity of clearing
the character of one of whom we are sure that
whatever record leaps to light he never will be shamed,
it is of the first importance to establish the date of
Watson’s marriage, because, characteristically, he used
that date as a sort of B.C. or A.D. in recording the
cases of his friend. Yet he often appears as a bachelor
in Baker Street when he might have been expected to
be living with his wife. It is, therefore, to the pages
dealing with ‘““The Sign of Four,” which gives us the
circumstances of Watson’s first marriage, that we
instinctively turn first on opening a new book on
Sherlockology. | rejoice to say that | am in agreement
with Mr. Bell: the marriage took place in October of
1887.
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Radio Times December 26 1952 BY S. C. ROBERTS President, Sherlock Holmes Society

The love storyof The Great Detective

In the Strand Magazine for December 1893, tens of But Alice is not interested in reasons. She gently
thousands of readers read with sorrow and places her right hand on Holmes’ breast and is shortly
exasperation of the death of Sherlock Holmes at the resting in his arms. And so, with lights fading and
foot of the Reichenbach Falls. Conan Doyle, his music swelling, the curtain falls.
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