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      Once again I am privileged to present to the world three tales of Sherlock Holmes that have long been locked in the deed box marked with the words “John H. Watson M.D.”. This box had been stored in the vaults of a London bank for nearly a century before I took possession of it.

      Written in the distinctive and almost illegible handwriting of Dr. Watson, these shed new light on this most famous of detectives. In several previously described cases, Holmes is content to let the suspect’s own conscience, rather than the full rigour of the law, be the punishment for the crime – if the offence be not altogether serious. Indeed, in one of the cases recounted here, he goes further – not only allowing and assisting the perpetrator to escape punishment at the hands of the judicial system, but encouraging the official arm of the law, in the shape of Inspector Tobias Gregson, to aid and abet this escape. No wonder that The Mystery of the Paradol Chamber has remained untold for so long – such an action would hardly have rebounded to the credit of the Inspector.

      Nor do these tales fail to shed light on the character of John H. Watson MD, late of the Indian Army. Far from being the passive observer and mere reflector of Holmes’ brilliance that some have made him out to be (and as he himself at times deprecatingly refers to his role), he comes to life in these pages as a courageous man. His bravery as recounted in one of these tales, The Giant Rat of Sumatra, in attending a sick man, dying of a little-understood and usually fatal disease, cannot be denied; and he appears as one who, through a mixture of his own ability and the experience he had gained from working alongside Holmes, was himself no mean practitioner of the detective arts. Indeed, the more I read of Watson’s writing, the more I come to wish that I had known him as a companion. And Holmes, to his credit, recognises Watson’s worth on a number of occasions.

      Each of the tales I have selected to recount here was mentioned by Watson in previous adventures, but only in passing, and the sketchy references have long been a source of curious speculation by students of the work of Sherlock Holmes.

      The Case of Colonel Warburton's Madness is one of the few cases recorded by Watson as being one that he introduced to Holmes (The Engineer's Thumb being the other). Taking place in a seemingly innocuous suburban setting, it is nonetheless a tale of dark secrets and hidden evil. Holmes’ skill at disguise is never seen to better advantage. Watson himself likewise shines as an investigator of more than average competence.

      The Mystery of the Paradol Chamber is strangely named, and the mystery itself is a strange one where Holmes' talents are needed to unravel a classic “locked room” murder puzzle. Religion plays a very minor role in most of the cases described by Watson – it is interesting to see here that Holmes claims to have memorised the churches and incumbents of all the Roman Catholic (at least) churches in the English Home Counties.

      Finally, the definitive story of The Giant Rat of Sumatra has come to light. There are obvious reasons why this story was withheld from the public for so long. Even with the pseudonyms that have been so obviously employed, this story could have shaken the respectable world of English politics to the core if released. The cooperation of the Royal Navy with Holmes in the solving of this bizarre mystery is another aspect that would also have been kept secret, possibly at the behest of Mycroft.

      These latest tales that I have unearthed will, I am confident, provide both enjoyment and instruction to all those who study and cherish the work of Sherlock Holmes. I hope to provide even more such tales, following further exploration of the contents of the deed box.

      Hugh Ashton

      Kamakura, 2012

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          The Case of Colonel Warburton’s Madness

        

      

    

    
      Editor’s Notes

      In The Engineer’s Thumb, Dr.  Watson refers to one other case that he introduced to Sherlock Holmes, that of Colonel Warburton’s madness.  This tale is one of those stored in the deed box, and we can only assume that Watson failed to include it in the published stories out of a sense of modesty.  In this tale Watson exhibits many of the traits of the great detective, examining evidence and coming to conclusions independently of Holmes.  Indeed, Holmes’ opinion of Watson’s value as an assistant is unequivocally stated here, and this tale, if no other, should give the lie to the idea that Watson was merely the dull foil to Holmes’ rapier-like intelligence.
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      My friend, the consulting detective Sherlock Holmes, was typically the recipient of direct requests for advice and help, which he provided according to his whims and fancies, usually dependent upon his opinion of whether the case was of sufficient interest to challenge his abilities.  On more than one occasion, however, I was the cause of introducing him to a problem.  One of these, an account of which I have already given in “The Case of the Engineer’s Thumb”, was of considerable interest to the authorities, concerning as it did a group of counterfeiters who were undermining the trust that the public places in the currency of this realm.  The other case, though of considerable interest to a detective, was of far less concern to the public interest, and concerned Colonel Warburton, the former commander of the regiment in which I had served in my time in India.

      The combination of my practice and my marriage had for some time deprived me of the company of Sherlock Holmes, and it appeared that I was settling into a domestic routine which was far removed from the days when he and I had tracked the malefactors of London and brought them to justice.  I was more than content with my marriage to Mary, which indeed had brought me all the happiness that I had foreseen when I made my original proposal to her.  My practice too, although routine, nonetheless presented enough interest for me to be content with my lot, and not to hanker after the days of excitement in the past.

      Since retiring from Army life, I had lost contact with most of my former comrades, so it was with a sense of surprise that I recognised Philip Purcell, whom I had known in Afghanistan as a young captain, when he walked into my consulting room.  His complaint was minor—a chill brought on by the sudden change of climate—and I swiftly prescribed him the appropriate medicines before we fell to chatting of old times.

      “I would have thought that you would have stayed in the service,”  said he.  “We all imagined that that old ‘ Death or Glory’ Watson was bound for a destiny greater than that of a mere general practitioner, if you will forgive my saying so.”

      I was flattered by this reminder of my old Army sobriquet—as who could not fail to be?—but explained that the wound I had received from an Afghan bullet had made it more difficult than I had at first imagined for me to keep up with the physical demands of army life.  “In any case,”  I went on, “it has been my great good fortune to encounter, and if I may say so, to have the friendship of one of the great men of the age, Mr. Sherlock Holmes.”

      “I have heard of the fellow,”  said Purcell.  “I must say, though, that the accounts I have read make him sound like some kind of fraudster or trickster.  Of course, one must always make allowances for the exaggeration of the journal­ist wallahs and the fellows who put about those stories regarding such people.  It would hardly surprise me to learn that the stories are for the most part exaggerations, if not outright fabrications.”

      Notwithstanding our old acquaintance, I spoke with some heat.  “You do my friend an injustice,”  I exclaimed.  “And, if I may be so bold as to say so, you also do me an injustice.  Were it not for my attempts to chronicle the adventures in which he has been involved, I venture to suggest that the name of Sherlock Holmes would be unknown to the public.  He does not seek notoriety or fame—in many cases, he has given credit to the police where by far the greater part of the work in the case has been his.  I can assure you in all sincerity that the accounts you have read of his exploits are nothing more nor less than the truth.”

      Purcell had the good grace to look somewhat abashed and to stammer an apology.  “I confess that I had never associated the sawbones whom I knew out East with the ‘ John Watson’ who was describing Sherlock Holmes.  Believe me, my dear fellow, I had no wish to cast doubts on your veracity, or the ability of your friend.  Indeed, if he is as remarkable as your accounts make him out to be, I might even wish to consult him on a matter close to me.  The problem is, if I may speak totally frankly to you about this, that I am short of money right now, and I am not convinced I could afford the fees that I am sure he charges for his services.”

      I laughed.  “You do not know Sherlock Holmes,”  I replied, still smiling.  “I will not say that he displays a complete indifference to money, but it is of less importance to him than you might perhaps imagine.  I have known many cases on which he has worked for their own sake, with no thought of reward, and some which he has taken on for prominent clients where he has received remuneration which might be considered exorbitant, considering the effort involved.  If your case is of interest to him, you might well expect him to take it up purely as presenting a challenge to his deductive abilities.”

      My friend appeared relieved.  “That is good to hear.  And I take it that he is discreet in his enquiries, and does not publicise matters that are best kept hidden?”

      I reassured him on that score.  “If you would care to tell me, in complete confidence of course, of the general nature of the problem, it may be that I can give you some indications as to how Sherlock Holmes will approach your case.  Indeed,”  I added, not without a touch of pride, “it may be that some of the methods that he has imparted to me in the course of our partnership, if I may term it so, could be applied by me in order to assist you.”

      “The matter concerns Alice Warburton.  Maybe you remember her?”

      “Indeed I do.  You refer to the daughter of the former Colonel of our regiment, do you not?”

      “The same.  I love her, Watson,”  he exclaimed.  “I love her more than life itself, and if that sounds extravagant, believe me I feel it to be true in my innermost heart.”

      “She cannot be more than a child,”  I protested.

      “You have been away from the Army for too long,”  he smiled.  “Maybe she was a mere child when you left us, but she is now a young woman, 23 years of age.”

      “She was a remarkably beautiful child, I recall.”

      “She has matured into the most beautiful of women,”  he replied.  “Not only beautiful in her appearance, but she has the most pure mind imaginable.  I am convinced also that she loves me in return.”

      I recognised the symptoms of infatuation, not having been immune to the malady myself in the past.  Even so, I forbore from smiling, and proceeded to question him further.  “I do not think from what you have told me so far, that you require the services of Sherlock Holmes merely to ensure the success of the upcoming nuptials.  There must be some problem preventing the successful completion of your wooing, or you would not be considering the employment of a consulting detective.”

      “I am sorry to say that you are correct.”  He sighed deeply, and his head hung on his breast.  “Now that I come to consider it, it may be that a doctor such as yourself will be more use than your friend.”  He paused, and I waited for his next words.  “It may not be not so much that there is a problem with Alice herself, as with her father.”

      “The Colonel?”

      “That is so.  He has given many signs recently when I visited their house that all is not well up here.”  He tapped the side of his head significantly.

      I was conscious that I was aping many of the mannerisms of my friend, but I sat back in my chair and placed my fingertips together while half closing my eyes.  “Can you be a little more precise as to the symptoms?”  I asked Purcell.

      “I have been visiting the house for about a year now,”  he replied.  “I go there perhaps once or twice in a month, and I stay for one or two nights each time as a guest of the family.  For the most part, Colonel Warburton could not be kinder to me than if I was already married to Alice, and his hospitality leaves me in no doubt that I am an approved suitor for her hand.  However, commencing about two months ago, there seemed to be a strange change in the Colonel’s behaviour.”  He paused briefly, and I encouraged him to go on.  “As it happens, Watson, I feel much less restraint in describing these peculiar happenings to you than I would to anyone else, given that you are both an old acquaintance of mine and a medical man.”

      “You intrigue me,”  I replied.  “Pray continue.”

      “You must understand,”  my friend said to me, “that the Colonel’s wife, that is to say, Alice’s mother, passed away some years ago, just before the Colonel’s return from India, and the household is accordingly a small one, consisting of the Colonel himself, Alice and two or three servants who live in.  They live very quietly in a secluded villa just outside Guildford.  I first observed the onset of the Colonel’s strange behaviour one morning at breakfast.  Alice was suffering from a headache and had elected to remain in her room, so only the Colonel and myself were partaking of the meal.  Imagine my surprise, when in the middle of his conversation, the Colonel suddenly broke off in mid-sentence, seizing the boiled egg that he had just started to eat, opened the window, and flung the egg out of the window into the garden with an expression of fury.  I was astounded, the more so because he quietly closed the window and returned to the table all smiles, continuing the conversation as if nothing untoward had occurred.”

      “Most singular,”  I observed.  “This was about two months ago, you say?”  making a note in my memorandum book.

      “That is correct, and since then his behaviour seems to have become more and more extreme.  Indeed, I fear for his sanity, and hence for the future sanity of my beloved Alice.  Though I adore her, I cannot conceive of marriage to someone whose mental state is potentially so precarious.  Tell me, Watson,”  and he leaned forward and almost whispered the next words in a confidential tone, “in your experience as a medical man, is insanity of this kind hereditary?”

      “I hardly consider myself to be an expert in such matters,”  I replied.  “It does appear, however, that disturbances of this kind are often passed from generation to generation.  But you have only described one such instance, which might be a trifling matter attendant on some temporary inconvenience.  For example, the egg may not have been boiled to his liking and he was suffering, maybe, from the effects of over-indulgence on the previous evening? I agree with you, however, that his reaction does seem extreme.”

      “If that were all,”  replied my friend, “I would not be so concerned, but events of a similar bizarre nature have continued to occur since then.  For example, only three weeks ago while I was staying at the house, an event occurred that almost caused me to quit the spot immediately.  Indeed, now that I come to reflect on it, I am amazed that I remained as a guest there.”

      “Pray continue.”

      “You should understand that the household retires to bed at an early hour—at about 10 o’clock.  This is much earlier than my usual time for bed, and accordingly I usually remain awake in my room for several hours, reading, or otherwise occupying my time until I fall asleep.  No doubt you, as a fellow old campaigner, pursue similar habits.  In any event, it must have been about midnight, and I was wide awake, when I heard an extraordinary noise outside my bed-room door.  It sounded like a kind of irregular shuffling, as if someone were dancing or skipping.  Naturally, I opened the door and looked out.  Imagine my surprise, not to mention my horror, when I beheld the Colonel in his night attire, positively skipping up and down the corridor with a fixed grin on his face.  The smile was not one of pleasure, but appeared to me to be that of a maniac.  I confess, Watson, I was completely at a loss as to what to do.  I had heard something of the strength possessed by lunatics, among whose number I had now no choice but to regard the Colonel, and since I was the only able-bodied man in the house, it did not seem wise to me to involve myself in a physical struggle with him.”

      “Was he aware that you were observing him?”  I asked.

      “Most certainly he was.  His eyes were actually fixed on mine while he was performing these extraordinary movements.  For about a minute, I suppose, I was mesmerised by the sight, and I was unable to move from the spot.  Eventually, I was able to tear myself away from the horrid spectacle and returned to my room, where I locked the door.  I must admit that I was actually worried for the safety of the others in the house, not to mention my own, and I seriously considered raising the alarm and attempting to apprehend and restrain the Colonel.  Again, given that I was the only man in the house, this course of action did not seem a wise one to me.  I cast around the room for some object I could use as a weapon in self-defence should the Colonel decide to enter the room and attack me.”

      “You believed that to be a genuine possibility, then?”

      “At the time I did.  I was also, as you can readily imagine, afraid for Alice.  I stood by the locked door, poker in hand, listening to the strange shuffling sounds as the Colonel continued his exertions.  At length, the sounds ceased, and I unlocked my door and stepped out.  The Colonel was walking along the corridor back to his own room, seemingly unaware of my presence.  Suddenly he appeared to notice me and he turned.

      “ ‘Hallo,’ he said to me.  ‘What on earth are you doing with that in your hand?’, pointing to the poker that I was gripping.  ‘Come to that, young man, what are you doing out of bed at this time of night?’ You may well believe that there was no answer that I could give him, especially considering that his face showed absolutely no trace of the exertion that his actions of only a few minutes before must have caused him.  I stammered out some reply of having heard a noise that I believed might have been burglars, upon which he patted me on the shoulder in the most friendly fashion and wished me a good night.”

      “Is there more?”

      “I am sorry to say that there is.  Though the incident of the egg has yet to be repeated, the nocturnal skipping has occurred, to the best of my knowledge, at least twice more.”

      “To the best of your knowledge? You cannot be sure?”

      “I felt after the previous occasion that it would not be wise to confront the Colonel while he was in one of these states of mind.  Even so, I can positively assert that I have heard the noise of the skipping twice more—both times at midnight.”

      I pondered this for a few seconds.  “And that is all?”

      He sighed.  “I would that it were all that I had to say in this regard, but there is more.  Yesterday afternoon, I was staying at the Colonel’s house.  Alice had gone up to Town on some feminine errand, it was the parlour-maid’s afternoon off, and the cook had gone to the local shops to order the provisions for that evening’s meal.  The Colonel and I were alone in the house, and I proposed to write some letters—I am a deucedly poor correspondent, so I felt that this would be an excellent opportunity for me to make amends.  The Colonel, for his part, announced that he would take a nap after luncheon, as is his usual habit.  I had finished the first letter and had barely started the second, when I heard a noise from the garden, and the sound somehow reminded me of the parade-ground.  I may add that the room I occupy while I am a guest there overlooks their garden.  Looking out of the window, I observed the Colonel, carrying a broomstick as though it were a rifle, barking out parade-ground drill commands and executing them himself—with some skill, I have to admit.  Naturally, I found this disturbing, particularly given the fatuous smile on his face, which gave him an appearance of crude vacancy, a rather different expression from the one which I had observed during his skipping exercises.  This last was more maniacal in nature, while on this occasion, the smile had more of idiocy to it.  The parade-ground performance must have lasted for somewhere in the region of ten minutes, when the front doorbell rang.  I remembered that the servants were absent, and was prepared to let the door go unanswered, lest the caller discover the Colonel in his present condition, when the Colonel himself appeared to hear the sound, and his whole demeanour changed.  The rifle on his shoulder reverted to being a broomstick once more, and the vacancy on his face vanished, to be replaced by the usual alert look of intelligence that I am sure you remember well.”

      “Extraordinary!”  I exclaimed.

      “I watched him hurry into the house, and heard the sound of the front door being opened, and the caller admitted.  In a minute or so, I heard the Colonel’s voice bidding me descend to meet the caller, Chelmy.”

      “Why would the Colonel desire you to meet this person?”  I inquired.

      “Maybe I should have explained to you earlier that this Guy Chelmy is a friend of the family.  He has always, as far as I can judge, lived in the area, and is therefore a neighbour of the Colonel.  Some time ago, I gather, he was of assistance to the Colonel in some matters concerning his financial affairs—I do not know the details, and I have never asked for them—in such a way that he acquired and has retained the friendship of the Colonel, and also of Alice.  He is in some ways a pleasant enough fellow, if a little strange at times, but is a frequent visitor to the Warburtons and appears to be always welcome there.  He and I generally get along well enough, and often play a frame or two of billiards together, at which I confess I almost always lose.  He is a player of considerable skill, whatever else he may be.”

      “Would you regard him as your rival for Alice’s hand?”

      Purcell laughed, somewhat unpleasantly.  “Hardly a rival, old man.  If you had seen the chap, you would not bother asking that question.  He is a little shrimp of a fellow.  He must be about fifty years old, and looks every minute of it.  Without wishing to boast, Watson, I think that if you were laying odds on the matter, I would be an odds-on favourite, and he would be an outsider.”

      It pained me a little to hear him talk of the state of holy matrimony as if it were a horse race, but determined to hold my peace on that score.

      “But there is more,”  he continued.  “I love Alice, and as I told you, I am sure—nay, I am certain—that she loves me.  Yet just two days ago, I asked her to marry me.”

      “And her response?”

      “She told me that she loves me with all her heart, but that she could not marry me.  These were her very words on the subject, ‘I cannot marry you’.  That, and no more.”

      “You fear that she likewise doubts the mental stability of her father, and wishes to dissuade you from marriage?”

      “It is the only conclusion open to me,”  he replied.  “There was no hint of unfriendliness towards me at the time or afterwards.  Her refusal, I am convinced, is not the result of anything I am or that I have done.”

      “To summarise what you have told me, then.”  I said, “you have observed Colonel Warburton behaving oddly on at least one occasion, and you fear this behaviour may be the symptom of some kind of derangement.  This derangement you fear to be hereditary, and you therefore have concerns—valid ones, I would say at this stage, judging by your account—about marriage to his daughter.  His daughter shares these concerns, and has therefore refused your offer of marriage.  Does that form an adequate account of the facts?”

      “It would seem to be so.  Do you suppose your friend Mr. Holmes will take the case?”

      “I can but ask him,”  I replied.  “Let me have an address where I can reach you, and I will let you know the answer in a few days.”

      [image: ]

      Purcell’s visit reminded me that I had not called upon Sherlock Holmes in some weeks, and I determined to remedy this omission.  Accordingly, the following day saw me mounting the well-known staircase at 221b Baker-street to the rooms formerly shared by Holmes and myself, and now occupied solely by the detective.  Mrs. Hudson had given me to understand that Holmes was in residence, but had added that he was “very busy these days”.

      I was confident, however, that Holmes would welcome my interruption, and my confidence was not misplaced.  Holmes opened the door in answer to my knock, and waved me wordlessly to my accustomed armchair.

      “Have the goodness, Watson, not to speak a word for a few minutes while I work out the details of this case,”  he said, but there was that in his face that bespoke some sort of pleasure at the prospect of my company which belied the seeming coldness of his tone.

      I silently took my place.  After about ten minutes, Holmes made a request of me to verify a biographical detail in “Who’s Who”, without even deigning to glance in my direction.  From any other person, I would have taken this as the height of rudeness, but in the case of Sherlock Holmes I accepted it as a matter of trust in my ability, and I was glad that he continued to regard my assistance to be of value to him in his work.

      At length he ceased making notes in his book, and sat back.

      “If you would pass me the Persian slipper upon the mantel, I would be grateful.”  I reached up and handed him the article in question, which was the accustomed, if decidedly eccentric, receptacle for his tobacco.  He thanked me and filled his pipe with the coarse shag that he affected, before regarding me quizzically.

      “I am delighted for your sake to see that both your marriage and your practice are flourishing,”  he remarked on an off-hand manner.  “Though I must confess to a selfish side of me that regrets the loss of my Watson as a confidant and aide.”

      “How do you know these things?”  I asked.

      “Come, Watson, these are simple matters.  Your hat and boots are immaculately maintained, as are all your garments.  They are in much better condition, if I may say so, than when you and I shared these rooms.  I am sure you have not yet attained the luxury of a personal valet, hence I conclude your wife is ensuring that you are turned out in such splendid style.  This, to me, argues a happy marriage.”

      “I follow you so far.  What of the medical practice?”

      “Though your garments are cared for splendidly, they are not in a condition that suggests you sit and wait idly for custom to present itself to you.  They bespeak a man of active habits, and given your profession, that would seem to argue a successful practice.  There are, of course, other little pointers, such as the stains of iodine on your fingers where you have no injury, and the tell-tale bulge in your hat where you secrete your stethoscope, as I have remarked previously.”

      I laughed.  “I must agree with you on both points regarding my happiness, and congratulate you once again on your perspicacity.”

      “Quite so, quite so,”  he replied, and busied himself in lighting his pipe.  “And you are here to consult me on some matter on behalf of a friend?”

      “Since I obviously have no troubles of my own, you mean?”  I laughed.  “Naturally, you are correct.”

      “Naturally,”  he repeated, with a slight smile.

      I explained the position of my friend Purcell.  During my recounting of the facts, Holmes said nothing, but gazed out of the window, while puffing at his pipe.  To those who did not know him, it would appear that he was uninterested in my account, but I knew from experience that he was often at his most attentive under such circumstances.  At length I concluded the tale of Colonel Warburton.

      “An excellent summary, Watson.  You have a gift on these occasions for presenting the necessary information in an order that makes it easy for me to examine the facts.  Would that you exercised the same restraint when chronicling my cases for the benefit of the public,”  he sighed.  “This Colonel Warburton was also your commanding officer in India? How would you characterise him?”

      “A fair man, well-liked by those he commanded.  He had a gift for keeping the regiment contented.”

      “Any weaknesses that you observed?”  asked Holmes sharply.

      “Other than the fact that he drank to excess at times, which was a fault to which the whole regiment, indeed, the whole of the Army at that time in that place, was prone, there is little, except perhaps a fondness for cards.”

      “Did he play for high stakes?”

      “I was not in those circles,”  I replied, a little stiffly.  “I never heard so, in any event.”

      “And the daughter?”  asked Holmes.

      “She was a mere girl when I left India.  She was extraordinarily beautiful as a child, and the pet of the regiment.  Other than that, I really cannot furnish any information.”

      “And your friend Purcell?”

      “A somewhat impetuous young man when I knew him.  He seems to have settled down a little since then, but I confess that he was more than a little disrespectful when it came to the subject of marriage.”

      “And your opinion of Colonel Warburton’s madness, if we may term it thus?”

      “ ‘Madness’ may be too strong a term.  It is certainly eccentric, to say the least.”

      “It is very odd,”  agreed Holmes.  “There are several very queer points about it, to me as a layman in these matters, at least.”

      “Will you help Purcell?”  I asked.

      “I will be delighted to give the matter my attention in a few days,”  he replied.  “At the minute, I am engaged in a rather delicate case which involves the Earl of Lincoln and his gamekeeper.  Although the case itself is simple, the matter of keeping it confidential is not.  After a few days, I am hopeful that I will be able to turn to something more interesting.”

      “You consider this interesting, then?”

      “Indeed I do.  I am of the opinion that there is much more to this case than either you or your friend believe.”

      “And as for—”

      “Ah, the question of money? I think your friend need lose no sleep on that score.  This promises to be one of those cases that brings its own reward.”

      I refrained from asking questions.  The problem, which at first sight had appeared to be one that had a solution that could be easily determined, seemed to Holmes to have depths unsuspected by me.

      “Can your practice and your wife spare you for a few days?”  he inquired of me.

      “I can always hand over my practice to Jackson for two or three days, and Mary is able to take care of herself for the same period.  Why do you ask?”

      “I am wondering whether you can manage to renew your acquaintance with Colonel Warburton, and arrange to have yourself invited as a guest for a short period, preferably together with Purcell.  Regular reports of your observations, addressed to me here at Baker-street, would be most valuable.  If you can start today, so much the better.”

      “That could probably be arranged without too much difficulty.  And what of you?”

      “I will make my own plans, and you will be made aware of them, never fear,”  he replied.
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      On leaving Baker-street, I hailed a cab and made my way to the address Purcell had given me—a lodging-house in Bloomsbury.  He greeted me in the parlour used by the lodgers, and listened to what I had to say.

      “I must thank you for this,”  he said, when I had explained the outcome of my conversation with Holmes.  “I feel we can send a wire to the old chap letting him know you are coming and travel down to Guildford without waiting for an answer.  He’s a perfectly decent old buffer, when he is not suffering from these queer fits.  And I remember once how you pulled him through a bout of dysentery when he’d almost given himself up for lost.  He’ll be delighted to see you again, Doctor, and you would surely like to renew his acquaintance?”  He spoke with the animation I have observed to be common to those of less ripe years when contemplating the meeting of old colleagues.

      “Maybe under slightly strained circumstances,”  I gently reminded him, “after what you have described to me.”

      “Quite so, but let us send that telegram, and we can be on our way.  I feel that I can speak for the Colonel when I say that you will be welcome in his house.”

      Nor, in the event, was Purcell’s confidence in Colonel Warburton’s hospitality misplaced.  Having been forewarned of my arrival by the telegram we had dispatched prior to our departure, his welcome was as warm as one could wish for.  As he shook my hand with every evidence of friendship, I scanned his face as unobtrusively as possible for signs of the illness that Purcell had described, but was unable to discern any trace of abnormality in his features.  He remained a fine figure of a man, tall and powerfully built, and still carried himself with a military bearing.  It was not hard to imagine his past as a successful and popular leader of men.

      On entering the drawing-room, we were greeted by Alice Warburton, who was acting as our hostess.  As Purcell had told me, she had matured into an extraordinarily beautiful young woman, with china-blue eyes set in a face framed by golden hair.  I was hardly surprised that Purcell was so strongly attracted to her, based on her appearance, but her conversation seemed to me to be somewhat lacking in vitality and character.  I ascribed this, however, to the fact that I was a stranger to her (remembering that she had been a mere girl when I saw her last in India) and her tongue was therefore somewhat constrained by my presence.

      The four of us, that is to say, the two Warburtons, Purcell, and myself, took tea, elegantly presided over by Alice.  Colonel Warburton proved to be as genial and hospitable as could be desired, and I could detect no trace of the derangement that Purcell had reported to me.  The topics ranged from our time together in India to the life of a general practitioner in London.  At my earnest request to Purcell, made as we were travelling down on the train, the name of Sherlock Holmes and my association with him were not mentioned.

      As we were finishing our repast, the parlourmaid announced the arrival of Mr. Guy Chelmy.  I was interested to see the man, given the account I had received of him from Purcell.  His appearance as he entered the room was not impressive.  Before I started to examine the man himself, I noted the reactions of the others in the room to his arrival—a trick I had observed Holmes use on past occasions.

      “You can often learn more about a man, Watson,”  he had remarked to me once, “by watching those around him than you can by watching the man himself.”

      Colonel Warburton, I saw, seemed to find Chelmy’s presence somewhat objectionable, and though he disguised his feelings well, it was apparent to me, at least, that there was something of disgust in the way he took Chelmy’s hand in greeting.  His daughter, on the other hand, seemed relatively at ease, though there was something in the way that she regarded the visitor that made me believe that all was not as it appeared at first sight.  Although Purcell had denigrated Chelmy as a rival suitor for Miss Warburton’s hand when he had described the man, it was plain he considered him as such.  A thinly veiled hostility underlay his every move and word directed towards Chelmy, belying his earlier statements to me about their relations.

      As to the man himself, it was difficult to make any definite opinion about him.  His dress was, if anything, a shade too immaculate and fashionable to be considered in good taste, though there was no one single item that could be judged to be so.  His manners were likewise somewhat too formal and elaborate for comfort, but there was nothing on which one could lay one’s finger precisely in order to justify such a judgement.

      As I was introduced to him, a flicker of recognition seemed to show in his eyes when my name was mentioned, but he made no comment.  I did, however, notice him occasionally glancing in my direction throughout the conversation in what might be taken as being a somewhat suspicious manner.

      After some small talk, chiefly about the difficulty of cultivating orchids, a hobby apparently shared by both Chelmy and our host, the Colonel announced that Chelmy would be joining us for dinner, which was to be served in a few hours, and the tea-party broke up.  Purcell announced that he would take a turn in the garden, and Alice Warburton proclaimed her intention of joining him.  The effect of this announcement on Chelmy was pronounced.  For a second or two his face contorted in a look of hideous jealousy, which passed as quickly as it had arrived.  Indeed, had I not been watching him closely, I would not have been able to swear that anything had occurred.  It was obvious that, whatever Purcell may have believed, he was indeed a suitor for the hand of the lovely Alice.

      However, Chelmy was all smiles as he turned to me and proposed a game of billiards.

      “I have hardly played the game since my return from India,”  I excused myself.  “I fear that I will prove a very poor opponent.”

      “No matter,”  he replied.  “I am sure some of your former skill will return once you hold a cue in your hands once again.”

      As it happens, I had never been a particularly skilful exponent of the game, though I had spent many hours in the Mess hunched over the green baize, but I assented to his importuning.

      As we retrieved the cues from the racks in the well-appointed billiard room, Chelmy suggested a wager.

      “Shall we say five guineas a hundred?”  he suggested.

      “I fear you somewhat overestimate the income of a general practitioner in medicine,”  I laughed.  “If we are to play for money, I would prefer that we play for somewhat lower stakes.”

      “Ah,”  he replied, his eyes twinkling.  “I had assumed that the chronicler of so many interesting adventures would have received suitable compensation for his labours.  My apologies for that mistaken assumption.”  So saying, he sketched a sort of half-bow, somewhat un-English in its execution.  It was obvious, therefore, that he was aware of my association with Holmes.

      We agreed on the terms on which we would play, and the game began.  As Chelmy had predicted, some of my original skill with the cue returned, but even had I played with the full dexterity of which I had been capable in my younger days, it was clear that I could never have been a match for my opponent, who was a master of the table.  Throughout the game, he persisted in making oblique allusions to my friendship with Sherlock Holmes, but I refused to enlarge on the subject.  My feelings were that this strange affair of Colonel Warburton’s behaviour was in some way connected with this man, and I had no wish to vouchsafe to him more than was necessary in order to maintain a semblance of politeness.

      At the end of the third frame, which ended as disastrously for me as had the previous two, I called a halt to the game.

      “No matter,”  he replied, pocketing the modest winnings that I had handed to him.  “I trust that the game was not too painful for you,”  he said, with a smile that had more of cruelty than humour to it.

      “Not at all,”  I replied.  I fear my own answering smile was rather forced, not so much at the financial loss I had just incurred, which I could easily afford, but at the insolence of the man, which had expressed itself in many little ways as we had played our game.  It is not often that I take a dislike to a man after so short an acquaintance, but there was something about Chelmy that I found distasteful, but whether it was his heavily pomaded hair, or his patent-leather pumps, or indeed, a combination of these and other factors, I was unable to decide.  I found it strange, however, that such a man should apparently be an intimate of the Colonel, who was of quite a different calibre.

      We parted, I to dress for dinner, and he to the drawing-room where, I have no doubt, he hoped to encounter Alice alone, since we came across Purcell on his way to his room, on the same errand as myself.

      I changed quickly, providing myself with sufficient time to write a few lines to Holmes concerning the events of the afternoon, and my impressions of the protagonists in the piece, which I slipped, together with a florin, to the house-maid as we went into dinner, with the request that she post it as soon as was convenient.

      Dinner consisted of a delicious mutton curry, of which the three Indian veterans partook with gusto, recalling similar dishes that had been served in Messes in the past as they did so.  I noticed that Miss Warburton appeared not to care for the dish, but that Chelmy ate as heartily as the Colonel, Purcell and myself, notwithstanding his lack of an Indian background.

      The atmosphere round the table was charged.  Chelmy definitely appeared as the odd man out, not merely on account of the fact that he was the only one never to have lived in the East, but because the other members of the party seemed to be bearing some sort of animosity towards him.  On Purcell’s part, this could well have been the jealousy I had noticed earlier, and Alice Warburton’s mysterious attitude still apparently prevailed.  I have already spoken of my own feelings, and Colonel Warburton, though remaining perfectly civil, nonetheless managed to convey a sense of displeasure at sitting at the same table as Chelmy.  The man himself behaved as if he were unaware of the others’ attitudes towards him, and remained unconcerned, continuing to laugh and tell stories, some of which in my opinion verged on being unsuitable for the ears of young ladies.

      Since Miss Warburton was the only lady, and she declared herself to be immune to the effects of cigar smoke, the whole party rose and proceeded to the drawing room, where the male members of the party enjoyed some fine cigars provided by the host while sipping a fine crusted port that the Colonel had decanted in honour of his guests.  I noticed that the Colonel limited his intake of this noble liquor to a single glass.  Alice Warburton provided us with entertainment in the form of a recital of songs, accompanying herself on the pianoforte.  To my mind, the choice of material was somewhat on the sentimental side, but it evidently met with the approval of the rival suitors (for so I felt I must now regard them) as well as that of the fond parent, who beat time with his cigar.  I continued to observe him, but could see nothing out of the ordinary that could account for the strange behaviour of which I had been informed.

      The music put an effective brake on any conversation, which may have been all to the good, given the potentially stormy atmosphere that had been building up during the meal, and very soon after the last song, Chelmy rose from his seat and with one of his over-courtly bows, announced his intention to quit our company.  Wishing him a good night and a safe return to his own house, the Colonel saw him to the door, and then returned to us.

      “I must retire to bed, Papa,”  Miss Warburton said to him.  “I am sure that you three Indians have much to talk about.  Please do not keep him up too long, Mr. Purcell and Dr.  Watson.  I know how you men can be when you start on your memories.”  She smiled a smile that would have melted the heart of a statue, and Purcell wilted visibly under its force.  “Good night to you all.”

      As she had predicted, the talk soon turned to our Indian adventures, and talk of comrades, some still alive, and some, sadly, now gone before.  Purcell had been applying himself to the port, which, truth to tell, was of a fine quality, and it was this, I fear, that led him to his next unfortunate observation.

      “But of all the acquaintances that we have made over the years, I venture to suggest that the doctor here has the most interesting friendship of any man in this room,”  he remarked to the Colonel, who said nothing, but merely raised his eyebrows in response.

      I looked at Purcell and silently mouthed a command to him to cease, but he appeared blind and deaf to all such hints.

      “Yes, our old sawbones is the John Watson who writes about the celebrated bloodhound in human form, his good friend Mr. Sherlock Holmes.”

      The effect on the older man was dramatic.  He turned to me and glared furiously.  “Upon my word, sir! I had no idea that you were some sort of police spy.  Were it not for the lateness of the hour, and the comradeship of the Regiment, I would have no hesitation, sir, in turning you out of doors this instant.  No hesitation, sir!”  he repeated.  There was certainly anger in his face, and I imagined also that I detected more than a trace of fear.

      I started to stammer some excuse.  “Sir, my friend Sherlock Holmes is far from being a police spy.  It is true that he has worked with the police on occasion, but he has never taken money from the police for his services, and far from being a spy, he is one of the most honest and law-abiding persons of my acquaintance.”  I was obliged to stretch the truth a little in my last utterance, as Holmes and I had been compelled to step outside the strict bounds of the law of the land on a number of occasions, but always in the interests of a higher Law.

      “Hmph,”  was the only answer I received, but it was followed by a long silence, during which the Colonel appeared to be lost in thought.  Eventually he came out with, “I know you of old, Watson, and know that you are a good man.  If you give me your word that Holmes is no spy, of course I will take your word for it.”

      “I give you my word that Sherlock Holmes is no spy, but is, on the contrary, one of the greatest and noblest men it has been my privilege of meeting.”

      “That’s good enough for me,”  replied the old soldier, extending his hand to me in a fraternal gesture.  “My apologies for the outburst, but you must admit,”  he chuckled, “that it is something of a surprise to me to discover such a connection so close at hand.  Please forgive any harsh words I may have spoken just now to you.”

      There was now nothing untoward in his appearance or his manner, and I was reminded of the sudden changes in mood that had been described to me by Purcell.  “Think nothing of it, Colonel.  Such news is always a surprise, even to those with nothing to hide.”

      “Indeed so,”  replied the Colonel, and busied himself with relighting his cigar, which had extinguished itself through being left unattended during the recent exchange.

      The incident had nonetheless cast somewhat of a shadow over the previously convivial evening, and soon afterwards, Purcell and I both proposed retiring for the night.

      “I will stay up for a while longer,”  said the Colonel.  “At my age, you no longer need the sleep to which you were accustomed when younger.”

      We bade him good night, and proceeded up the stairs.  As I was about to enter my room, Purcell tapped me on the arm and gripped my sleeve fast.  “I say, old man,”  he said to me.  The effects of the port on his speech were still obvious.  “dreadfully sorry and all that about mentioning your friend.  I had no idea it would take the old man that way.”

      “No lasting harm done, I believe,”  I replied.  “But it is somewhat strange that it should affect him in that fashion.”

      “Good night, then,”  he replied, releasing my arm from his grasp.

      I wished him a good night and retired to my room.  I determined to keep as accurate a record as possible of the events in order to aid Holmes when he arrived.  Certainly the sudden flush of anger, together with the fear that I fancied was present at the mention of Holmes’ name gave me pause for considerable thought.  It was hard to conceive of any reason why my connection with such a well-known defender of justice should provoke such a reaction, other than in an evil-doer, and it was hard for me to cast the Colonel in such a role.

      If it had been Chelmy who had exhibited such a reaction, it would have been more comprehensible to me, given what I had seen of the man, but on the contrary, Chelmy had not seemed to shy away from the subject, but had rather appeared anxious to engage me in conversation about Sherlock Holmes.

      I changed into my night attire, and threw my dressing gown, a fine garment adorned with bright Oriental dragons and other decorations, a present from my dear wife, around me as I sat at the small table in my room to write my account of the events of the evening, and my impressions of them.  It did not appear to me that Colonel Warburton was deranged, despite his earlier flash of anger, but the more I considered matters, the more it appeared to me that there was something strangely unhealthy in the relationship between Chelmy and the Warburton household.  As I was pondering the reasons for my suspicions which, if I were honest with myself, were based on little more than my personal dislike of the man, I heard a strange shuffling sound in the passageway outside my room.  Almost certainly, I felt, this was the strange skipping that Purcell had described to me.

      Unlike Purcell, I felt myself up to the task of confronting the Colonel unarmed, and I accordingly opened my bed-room door and stepped out into the passageway.  As my friend had described to me, Colonel Warburton, clad in a maroon silk dressing gown, was positively skipping down the passageway, with his back towards me.  I moved to the middle of the passage and waited for him to reach the end and turn round.

      However, some five yards before the end of the passage, he whirled round abruptly, a wide and somewhat aimless grin covering his face.  As he bent his legs, presumably to resume his exercise, I rushed forward and laid a hand on his shoulder.

      “Colonel,”  I said.  “Is it not time that you retired to your bed?”  I spoke in a calm quiet voice, though I was somewhat horrified by what I had just witnessed.  However, at the first touch of my hand on his shoulder, he seemed to relax.  The tenseness of his muscles visibly departed, and the expression on his face returned to normality.

      “Watson, I thank you,”  he said to me in a perfectly calm voice.  “I believe I was having one of my nightmares.  They come on me from time to time, and I have found myself in very strange situations, having been sleepwalking while being visited by these nocturnal visions.”

      “If I were your doctor,”  I replied, “I would prescribe a mild sedative to be taken before retiring.  I am confident you would not suffer in this way if you were to drink chloral or some such before going to bed.  May I, as a friend, suggest that you consult your usual physician on the matter at an early opportunity?”

      He smiled at me.  “Most thoughtful of you, Doctor.  I shall do as you suggest tomorrow morning.  A very good night to you and my profound thanks and apologies for having disturbed you in this way.”

      “And a very good night to you,”  I replied, returning to my room.  I recorded the last events while they were still fresh in my mind, adding them as a postscript to my previous writing.  Somehow the Colonel’s story of nightmares did not ring altogether true.  The look on his face had not been one of a somnambulist, and I had never experienced, or heard described in the literature, such a skipping action performed by a sleepwalker.  Nor, despite what had been said to me, could I agree with the diagnosis of mental derangement, tempting as it might be as an explanation of the Colonel’s extraordinary conduct.  More puzzling still, I could not account for the fact that the Colonel was able to sense my presence while his back was turned to me.  I had been wearing soft slippers on a carpet, and I had taken great care to make my movements as silent and unobtrusive as possible.  After finishing my report, I extinguished the gas, and composed myself for sleep, but lay awake listening for further sounds.  After what was probably about an hour of lying awake I had heard nothing, and eventually entered the land of dreams.

      [image: ]

      The next morning saw me awake bright and early.  The events of the previous evening now seemed like a nocturnal fancy, but I had my written account to convince me of their reality.

      Breakfast was a cheery meal.  The Colonel and his daughter were both in high spirits, and Purcell seemed to have been infected by their gaiety.  There was no sign by the Colonel that last night’s events had in any way affected him, until he reached the end of the meal, and threw down his napkin with a satisfied sigh, declaring to Miss Warburton, “I will be going to Dr.  Henderson this morning, my dear, but will return in time for luncheon.”

      “Is anything wrong, Papa?”  she asked, with a note of tender concern.

      “By no means, my dear.  It is merely that I have had a little trouble sleeping recently, and it occurs to me that chloral drops might be of benefit to me.”  He turned to me and winked deliberately, but in such a way that I was the only one to observe the gesture.

      “Very good, Papa.  I shall go to the kitchen now, and give Cook her orders for luncheon?”

      “Yes, yes, my dear.  Please do that.”

      “Excuse me, gentlemen.”  And with a charming smile bestowed on all of us, Alice Warburton left the room.

      “Doctor,”  the Colonel addressed me.  “It is not my place to tell you what to do with your time while you are visiting, but I would strongly recommend that you walk to the top of the rise and admire the view of the town from there.  It is very fine.  I am sure that young Purcell will be happy to set you on the right path.”

      “I will do more than that,”  Purcell readily assented.  “I am in the mood for some exercise myself, and I will be happy to walk all the way with you.”

      “Very good,”  beamed the Colonel.  “Please ensure you return in time for luncheon.  I am afraid our cook becomes a trifle autocratic at times, and she tends to exercise her dictatorial nature if we are late for our meals.”

      About thirty minutes later, Purcell and I were walking through the woods at the back of the house.  It was a splendid autumn morning, of the kind only experienced in England.  I swung my stick with abandon as I strode along the path, glad to be free of the confines of London for a few days.

      Purcell burst upon my peaceful musings with, “I heard the old man again last night.”

      “So did I.  I confronted him, and caused him to return to his bed.  He explained that he had been suffering from bad dreams, and was sleepwalking.  I advised him to seek the advice of his doctor, and told him that I would prescribe chloral in such a case.”

      “Hence the visit to the doctor this morning?”  asked Purcell.  I nodded in reply.  “And do you believe that he is indeed suffering from these bad dreams?”

      “I confess I have my doubts, but this did not appear as derangement or insanity to me.”

      My companion let out a sigh of relief.  “That is good news,”  he exclaimed.  “But there is still the matter of the egg that I described to you, and also of the parade-ground antics.”

      “I had not forgotten those, and of course, they would hardly be connected with the dreams.  As matters stand, I am unable to form any opinion on those incidents.”

      We walked on a little further, and Purcell asked me abruptly, “I wonder when your friend Holmes is going to arrive? I rather fear for his reception when he makes himself known.”

      “He can be a master of tact, never fear.”

      The view from the top of the rise, when we reached it, was indeed magnificent.  Surrey does not contain the most dramatic landscapes of our isles, but it has its own charms.  We admired the vista in silence for a few minutes, and then by common accord turned to retrace our steps.

      We entered the grounds of Colonel Warburton’s house through the back entrance.  As we were closing the gate, Purcell gave a cry.

      “Hey there! Who’s that? Stop there, my man!”

      I caught a glimpse of a ragged grey coat disappearing behind a herbaceous border.  “Stop!”  I echoed, brandishing my stick.

      We caught up with the tramp without over-much exertion.  He proved to be a tall man, but put up no resistance as Purcell and I laid hold of him.

      “Beggin’ your pardon, sirs, but I was told to be here.”

      “Told? By whom?”  I asked, relaxing my grip on the rogue’s collar.

      “By the gardener, sir.  I’m just an old soldier workin’ my passage, as you might put it, doing odd jobs here and there to earn a few coppers.”

      “And Colonel Warburton’s gardener said you could work here?”

      “That’s right, sir.  He told me to be weeding this flower-bed here.”  And indeed, the flower-bed to which he pointed did seem to have been attended to recently, and there was a gardening-basket with weeds in it.
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