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        When I look at the three massive manuscript volumes which contain our work for the year 1894 I confess that it is very difficult for me, out of such a wealth of material, to select the cases which are most interesting in themselves and at the same time most conducive to a display of those peculiar powers for which my friend was famous. As I turn over the pages I see my notes upon the repulsive story of the red leech and the terrible death of Crosby the banker. Here also I find an account of the Addleton tragedy and the singular contents of the ancient British barrow. The famous Smith-Mortimer succession case comes also within this period, and so does the tracking and arrest of Huret, the Boulevard assassin.”

        John H. Watson M.D. (The Adventure of the Golden Pince-Nez)

        

      

      [image: ]

      Though thick in terms of the number of pages, this memorandum book of Watson’s could not be described as “massive”, and it is to be feared that his memory failed him somewhat in this respect when he came to pen the adventure of Willoughby Smith and his untimely death.

      However, the accounts in this book all correspond to those mentioned in the published tale. There has been some debate, based on Watson’s lack of punctuation, and the use of the “Oxford comma”, as to whether the leech and Crosby are the same adventure, or two separate cases. They are, as I discovered, one and the same case.

      Likewise, the Addleton tragedy and the barrow – one or two cases? I discovered that here, there were two separate cases involved.

      In addition to these cases, there is one more, that of the two Coptic patriarchs, which is written in a slightly different hand, though still unmistakably that of Watson, and using a different pen and ink from the other adventures. We must therefore conclude that Watson used blank pages in the book to pen this tale at a later date. However, I have included it in this collection, since it was located between the same covers as the others.

      Here, then, are some of Holmes’ adventures in 1894, the year in which most biographers agree he returned to London from his apparent death, to defeat Colonel Sebastian Moran, and to once again confound the wiles of the criminals and evil-doers of the realm.

      
        	
The Adventure of the Red Leech: Though Lestrade brings the case to Holmes’ attention, he plays a relatively small part in the unmasking of the villain. Watson’s skills as a physician are evident here, though with his usual modesty he fails to draw attention to them.

      

      
        	
The Adventure of the Addleton Tragedy: Though not a tragedy in the usual sense of the word, both Holmes and Watson describe the events set down here as a tragedy, though each man ascribes a different meaning here.

      

      
        	
The Adventure of the Ancient British Barrow: Holmes and Watson leave London to explore the past. This adventure is set in the East Anglian countryside. Holmes’ deductive skills and his scientific expertise are shown here, as is his interest in history and archeology.

        	
The Adventure of the Smith-Mortimer Succession: Holmes as a gambler is an unusual depiction of the great detective, but the result of Holmes’ efforts in this case rests on a throw of the dice.

        	
The Adventure of the Boulevard Assassin: More of a police adventure than a criminal investigation, Holmes and Watson act as special constables assisting Inspector Stanley Hopkins in his pursuit of an international terrorist.

        	
The Adventure of the Two Coptic Patriarchs: Mentioned in the Adventure of the Retired Colourman, Holmes uncovers a most ingenious attempt at a crime.

      

      In my opinion, these cases are as interesting as those that were published by Watson through Sir Arthur, and it must have been fear of exposure of the principals that prevented them from being published in Watson’s lifetime. In the case of Addleton, it is an interesting irony that Holmes demolishes the idea of Spiritualism, given Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s later espousal of it.

      
        Hugh Ashton

        Kamakura and Lichfield

        January 2016
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          The Adventure of the Red Leech

        

      

    

    
      Of all the cases with which I assisted my friend Sherlock Holmes, none was more repulsive in its minutiae than the affair of Crosby the banker, and his death, the full details of which were never made public.

      It began on a November afternoon.  Dusk was falling, and the thick fog that wrapped itself around London made the room so dark that we were forced to light the gas before three o’clock.  I had dropped in earlier to visit Holmes at the rooms in Baker-street, and found myself trapped by the darkness and fog.  No cabs were on the streets, and I had no wish to navigate London in the dark mists that made it impossible to determine one’s location.  Happily my old bedroom was still available, and I was prepared to spend the night there, and resume my journey home the next day.

      I was engaged in a study of the day’s newspapers, and Holmes was sawing away idly on his violin, producing tones which, to my ear, were discordant, but appeared to find favour with him.

      “It is strange,” he remarked, in the intervals of his fiddling, “that the criminal classes do not make use of the fog as much as one would imagine.  Were I that way inclined, I would use the cover provided by the inclement weather to work my wicked way upon the good citizens of this great city.”

      “Then it is lucky for them that you are not of that nature,” I replied, laughing.

      “Do you know, I was tempted at one time to make my living that way,” he told me, with an air of great seriousness.  “I realised early on that I had gifts that are denied to the majority, and that those gifts could be used for good or ill.”

      I had never heard him talk in this way before, and I was curious.  “What prevented you from taking the low road of crime? The fear of capture and punishment?”

      “By no means.  You have seen the average police agent in action, have you not? Can you seriously bring yourself to believe that any of them would have any chance at all of capturing me? Why, even at that early stage of my career, I could plan crimes which were so subtle and ingenious that they might not even be recognised as crimes.  What turned me from a potential life of crime? you ask me.  That is a speculative question of metaphysics, a branch of enquiry which does not attract me.  I cannot say that I have an answer to your question, other than that the challenge of unlocking  puzzles is more pleasurable to me than that of setting puzzles for others to unlock.” He smiled.

      I pondered this, forbearing from further comment, and Holmes resumed his scrapings upon the fiddle.  He stopped abruptly in mid-phrase.

      “What is that?” he asked.  “A client, on a day like this?” His keen hearing had detected a sound that my dull senses had overlooked.

      There was a knock on the door, and Inspector Lestrade entered in answer to Holmes’ invitation.

      “By Jove, it is cold out there,” he said.  Droplets of moisture clung to his overcoat, and to his muffler wound around his face.

      “Come, remove your outer garments and warm yourself by the fire,” Holmes urged him, laying down his violin.  “Mrs.  Hudson will dry them for you.”

      “And as a medical man, I strongly recommend a good stiff dose of brandy and soda,” I told him.  In truth, Lestrade appeared unwell, though whether this was the result of the inclement weather, or from another cause, I was unable to tell.

      “Thank you,” Lestrade said, gratefully accepting the glass I held out to him.  “I am glad to see you here today, Doctor.  It is a case that may need your expertise, as well as that of Mr.  Holmes here.”

      “You have a case, then?” said Sherlock Holmes, his attention now fixed on Lestrade.

      “We do indeed, Mr.  Holmes, and nothing other than a case which appears of no solution would induce me to stir outside on an evening such as this.  You have been good enough to provide us with one or two hints in the past, Mr.  Holmes, and we would very much appreciate your assistance in this matter, as well as your opinions, Doctor.”

      “The case concerns a senior partner in the banking firm of Lightfoot and Co., of Charing-cross.”

      “I am familiar with the name,” replied Holmes.

      “Sir Earnest Crosby is a well-respected member of the banking world, and received his knighthood recently.  His wife, Lady Margaret, was a well-known society beauty in the days when she was known as Margaret Locke.  They reside, with their three children, in Wimbledon.” He took a pull at his drink before proceeding.  “The household also contains Lady Margaret’s younger brother, Thomas, and Sir Earnest’s elderly mother, in addition to the usual domestic staff.”

      “I seem to recall the name of Thomas Locke in connection with some scandal related to gaming,” mused Holmes.

      “Indeed so.  He was named as one of the parties in a conspiracy to defraud bookmakers at an Epsom race meeting some three years back.  Though I personally believe that there was a conspiracy, and that Locke formed a part of it, albeit a small part, the case was thrown out for lack of firm evidence.”

      “I recall it now,” said Holmes.  “The case hinged on the similarity of the handwriting on a betting slip with that of one of the accused, and the officer in charge made a sad bungle of the affair, did he not?”

      “I would reluctantly accept your opinion of the police in that case,” admitted Lestrade.  “However, the case on which I am involved appears to be a little more perplexing.  Sir Earnest has enjoyed robust health all his life, and it has been a source of pride to him that he has never missed a day at the office in all his years with Lightfoot & Co.  Two months ago, however, he rose, prepared himself for the day, and fell to the ground while shaving himself.  Although he was not hurt in the fall, he complained of weakness and dizziness.”

      “This does not sound like a case for the police,” I said.  “Surely one for a doctor?”

      “Naturally, this seemed to be the case,” said Lestrade.  “Lady Margaret immediately sent for the family physician, who proceeded to examine Sir Earnest, but was unable to discover any immediate cause of this sudden weakness.  One singular point presented itself, though.  On the pillow of the bed where Sir Earnest had spent the night, there was a small circular bloodstain, and though the doctor examined the patient thoroughly, there was no obvious source from which the blood might have been emitted.”

      “These country doctors are sometimes less than thorough in their methods,” I said.  “I do not claim that I would be any more discerning, but I am sure that a Harley-street specialist would be able to make an accurate diagnosis in a very short space of time.”

      Lestrade smiled at me.  “In the case of the Crosby household, the family physician is Sir James Mackenzie, a name with which you may be familiar.”

      “Indeed so.  One of the foremost names in the land in the field of general medicine.  I withdraw my comments regarding country physicians.”

      “I have warned you before,” Sherlock Holmes told me, with a not unfriendly smile, “of the danger of forming opinions before all the facts are in.”

      “Be that as it may,” Lestrade continued, “Sir James was of the opinion that the trouble might be nervous or cerebral, and the same day referred his patient to a specialist in these matters.  However, the specialist likewise failed to determine any definite cause.  A few days’ rest saw Sir Earnest seemingly restored to health, and he returned to his work as usual.  However, very much the same thing occurred within a week.  Sir Earnest collapsed while dressing, and once more, the bloodstain, with no obvious source of the blood, was discovered on the pillow.”

      “There were no bloodstains to be discovered in the time that Sir Earnest was attending to his duties at the bank?” asked Holmes.

      “That is correct.  The bloodstains only appeared on the days when Sir Earnest was taken with these fits of weakness in the morning.”

      “And there have been other incidents, I take it?”

      “Several, at intervals of approximately one week.  As I mentioned, the first occurred some two months ago, and he has been seized with these symptoms some six times in all since then.  In every case, bloodstains have been discovered on the pillow on those mornings, and only on those mornings.”

      “And how do the police come to be involved with this?”

      “The local Chief Inspector is a friend of the family.  Lady Margaret enlisted his support following the third incident, and the case was referred to us about one week ago.  However, it was felt that there was little we could do in the case, and accordingly little progress has been made.  Indeed, I must confess that there has been no progress or action taken by us.”

      “And you have come to us,” said Holmes, “on such an evening as this.  I take it there is some urgency?”

      “We received a telegram from Chief Inspector Hollander not two hours ago, informing us that Sir Earnest had been taken ill this morning, and his condition, unlike on previous occasions, was critical.  I therefore judged it best to enlist your assistance on this case, since the circumstances are such that our usual lines of enquiry might well prove fruitless.  Your methods, Mr.  Holmes, though unorthodox, have nonetheless proved to be useful on occasion.  Doctor Watson’s opinions would likewise seem to be of value to us here.”

      “It is a case that would seem to provide a certain amount of interest.  When do we start?”

      “You propose visiting the house? Now?”

      “Naturally,” said Holmes.  “You have been informed that Sir Earnest is in critical condition.  What better time to investigate the case? The District Railway will take us there, I am sure, even in this foul weather.”

      “I will bring my medical supplies,” I announced.  The prospect of action of this kind was welcome to me.

      Holmes rang for Mrs.  Hudson, and requested her to bring Lestrade’s coat and hat.

      “I hope you’ll dress up warm, gentlemen,” she told us, handing over the requested garments.  “It’s not a night to be out.  Do take care of yourself, sir,” she addressed Sherlock.  “And you, Doctor, and you, sir.”

      “She concerns herself too much about me,” Sherlock Holmes half-grumbled as we made our way to the Baker-street Underground station.

      On arrival at Wimbledon, although it was by now dark, the thick fog that had enveloped central London had thinned to a mist, and it was an easy walk to The Yews, the house occupied by Crosby and his family.

      On arrival at the large modern red-brick house, close to the Common, the door was opened to us by a young smartly dressed maid, who took our cards, and ushered us into a drawing-room.

      Lady Margaret entered a few minutes later.  It was clear that in her day she had been a great beauty.  She was still a very handsome woman, but her face was marked by lines of worry, and her expression was one of sadness.

      “It is good of you to come here, Inspector,” she said to Lestrade, “especially on a night such as this.  And you, Mr.  Holmes and Dr.  Watson.  I am most grateful to you for your concern.”

      “How is he?” asked Holmes.

      She shook her head sadly.  “He is still very weak, and unable to rise from his bed.  Sir James Mackenzie is with him now.”

      “Perhaps I might be permitted to see him?” I ventured.  “It may be that my understanding of the symptoms will be of assistance to Holmes when he makes his investigation.”

      “By all means.  You may find, however,” she added with a wry smile, “that Sir James has a way with outsiders that is not altogether welcoming.”

      “I can understand his feelings in the matter.  I wish only to observe,” I answered.

      “Sarah will show you the way,” she told me, ringing the bell and directing the maid who had admitted us to escort me to Sir Earnest’s room.

      The room itself was a large, airy chamber.  Sir Earnest was lying there, his eyes closed, and a face as pale as any I had ever seen on any living man.  Sir James Mackenzie, whom I recognised from public lectures that I had attended, was standing by the bedside.  I introduced myself, and we shook hands.

      “I have no intention of interfering with your patient or your treatment of him,” I explained.  “I am here with Sherlock Holmes, of whom you may have heard, and wish to ascertain the medical facts of the case.”

      “Before your friend begins to treat this as a criminal matter, eh?” he asked.  “Well, I see no harm in that.  What have you heard so far?”

      I repeated to him the facts as they had been told to us by Lestrade, and he nodded in confirmation.  “Yes, that is so, as far as it goes,” he said when I had finished.

      “There is more?”

      “You can see for yourself how pale the patient is.  He would have appeared to have lost a significant quantity of blood.  The bloodstains on the pillow would seem to point to the same conclusion.”

      “How big were these stains?”

      He shook his head.  “Their size hardly correlates with the amount of blood I estimate to have been lost.  The largest such was the size of a florin, and the smallest that of a threepenny piece.  Each was circular, and the pillowcase alone was stained heavily – the blood had not penetrated to the pillow itself in any significant quantity.”

      “You would conclude, then, that the blood had been extracted by persons unknown, and stored in some container before its removal from the room?”

      He stared at me.  “I can tell that your association with Sherlock Holmes has led you to make fanciful conclusions at a moment’s notice.”

      “I am sorry—“ I began, but he held up a hand.

      “No, no.  I meant no criticism.  You have reached the same conclusion as have I, except that it took me as many weeks as it has taken you minutes.”

      “And you have not been able to detect any mark on the patient that would account for such a loss of blood?”

      “There would be nothing visible, would there, were a hypodermic needle to be used?”

      I was flattered that the famous physician appeared to be treating me as an equal in the discussion.  “It would certainly meet the facts of the case,” I said.  “However, it would seem to require a certain amount of medical skill to accomplish.  It is not a procedure I would care to undertake lightly.”

      “Nor I,” he agreed.  “However, if I may be permitted to tread in the ground of your friend Holmes, it may be of some significance to note that Lady Margaret’s brother, Thomas, studied medicine at Guy’s for two or three years before deciding that the profession was not, after all, for him.”

      “That is a fact well worth knowing,” I said.  “How did you discover that, if I may ask?”

      “He was a student of mine.  Not the worst of the class by any manner of means.  He certainly possessed a certain skill at dissection in the anatomy classes.”

      “And what is your prognosis for the patient?” I asked, indicating the recumbent form of Sir Earnest, whose eyes were still closed.

      “Not good, I am afraid,” Sir James informed me.  “Listen to his heart for yourself.” He passed his stethoscope to me, and I adjusted it and listened.

      “The heartbeat is disturbingly irregular, is it not?” I asked “And weak into the bargain.”

      He nodded.  “That is not consistent with the apparent loss of blood, but is due to some other factor, I believe.  The breathing is irregular and laboured, but that is a consequence of the problems with the heart, I think we may safely assume.”

      “So we must take it that there is an assailant, as yet unknown, who is removing blood from Sir Earnest, at the same time as administering some drug that is affecting his heart?”

      “Indeed.  A potentially fatal combination.  Especially on this occasion, when the blood loss seems to be greater than before, and the dosage of the drug also greater.  I believe in this case, though I have not informed Lady Margaret of this, and I beg you also to keep it a secret from her, that Sir Earnest will not live to see tomorrow’s dawn.”

      “You will be here all night?”

      “Or until the end, whichever comes the soonest.  I know that we of the medical profession are not expected to display an emotional side, but Sir Earnest and I were firm friends, and it is sad for me to see him in this pitiable state.”

      “Should you desire some relief in your vigil...?” I suggested.

      Sir James shook his head.  “No, but I thank you for the generous thought.  This is one I must bear alone.”

      I left him, and rejoined the others in the drawing-room.

      “How is he?” Lady Margaret asked me anxiously.

      “I cannot say with the authority of Sir James, but I am sorry to say that I fear he is far from well.”

      “You will not give me a prediction?” There was fear and sadness in her face as she looked into my eyes.

      I found it hard to meet her gaze, and looked away.  “It is not for me to do that, Lady Margaret.  You must ask Sir James for that.”

      “I fear for my beloved Earnest.  Excuse me, gentlemen.” She held a handkerchief before her face and rose.  “I must see him now, and talk with Sir James.  No, do not stir,” she requested us.

      “Have you learned anything interesting?” Holmes asked, when the door had closed behind our hostess, and we had heard the sound of her footsteps ascending the stairs.

      I repeated the gist of my conversation with Sir James.

      Lestrade let out a low whistle.  “Then it’s the brother.  I do not know if you remember the Epsom case in detail, but there is a connection.”

      “By George, yes,” said Holmes quietly.  “The ring of conspirators was accused of conspiring to inject the favourites with a solution of opium.  The man who was appointed to carry out the deed was Thomas Locke.”

      “The case against him begins to look very clear, then,” I said.

      “There is definitely evidence that seems to point in his direction,” Holmes agreed.

      Lestrade yawned.  “Gentlemen, I believe that I must leave you at this point.  A telegram to the Yard will fetch me should you discover anything that needs my attention.  Make my apologies to our charming hostess, if you would.” So saying, he left us, and we heard the front door opening and closing as he quitted the house.

      “Well! ” I said to Holmes.  “What do you make of Lestrade’s behaviour? Walking out on a case like that?”

      Holmes laughed.  “He is doing the right thing for once in his life,” he said.  “Rather than charging at the problem like a bull at a gate, and making an arrest that could be a cause of subsequent embarrassment, he has decided to let me gather further data with which he knows I will present him later, and he will then be enabled to present himself as the detective who solved the Crosby murder.”

      “And us?”

      “Your plans were to spend the night at Baker-street, were they not? I suggest you amend them to a sojourn here in Wimbledon.”

      “Very well.”

      Our hostess returned at this point, a sombre look on her face.  “He is not at all well, Sir James tells me.  He will not say, but I fear he suspects that my poor husband will not survive the night.” She appeared ready to sob, but controlled herself with a visible effort.  “Do you suspect foul play, Mr.  Holmes?”

      “I cannot make a pronouncement at this stage,” he told her.

      “And you, Doctor Watson?” she appealed to me.

      “For myself, I am sorry to say that I can see little other alternative,” I told her.  She looked crest-fallen at this news.

      “Where is the police inspector?” she asked, as if noticing his absence for the first time.

      “He left for London, Lady Margaret,” Holmes replied.  “He told us that he wished to consult some documents there that might have a bearing on the case.”

      Lady Margaret’s eyes flashed fire.  “If he was referring to the case in which my poor brother was involved a few years back, he is wasting his time,” she said, in a passionate tone.  “Thomas was young and foolish, and maybe some would still judge him as such, but he would never hurt any­one, least of all Earnest.  My husband, you should know, retained the finest legal counsel in the case, and assisted Thomas on his release by providing him with a place in the bank.  Thomas owes so much to Earnest.  He would never do anything to harm him.  Never! ”

      “No-one has accused your brother of anything, Lady Margaret,” Holmes gently reminded her.  “Least of all, of injuring your husband.”

      “But they will, I know it,” she said to us, distraught.  Her face cleared, and her voice changed.  “May we expect the pleasure of your company at dinner tonight? Under the circumstances, I think you may dispense with dressing for dinner.  My mother-in-law and my brother will be dining with us, as well as Sir James, if Earnest’s condition permits.”

      “We would be honoured to accept,” said Holmes.  “Many thanks.”

      “And you will lodge here tonight?”

      “If you permit it,” said Holmes, “we will stay here, even if we do not actually go to bed.”

      “You anticipate some sort of trouble tonight? Some new developments?”

      “Not at all, but we have arrived late on the scene of this mystery, and I am keen to make up for lost time.  I propose working through the night.”

      “I see.  How original.” She smiled faintly.  “Now, if you will excuse me, I must prepare myself for dinner.”

      “The lady doth protest too much,” I said to Holmes when we were alone together once more.  “No-one even mentioned her brother, and she was quick to defend him as soon as we mentioned that Lestrade had returned to the Yard.”

      “It does seem as though she is over-jealous of the family honour.”

      “You think it to be no more than that?”

      Holmes shrugged.  “Who can say? It is as likely as any other reason, do you not think? In any event, it seems we will meet the brother soon, and be able to form some sort of opinion for ourselves.”

      Dinner was served with Sir James absent.  The physician had expressed his resolve to remain with the patient, and his meal was sent up on a tray.  Thomas, the brother, met the impression I had formed of him from his history and reputation.  He was, I estimated, some ten years younger than his sister, and though he was dressed immaculately, there was something of the young “swell” about him.  He appeared fascinated by my friend, and continually asked him questions about some of the cases in which Holmes had been involved, to which Holmes generally provided courteous and non-committal answers.

      By contrast, Mrs.  Elvira Crosby, Sir Earnest’s mother, sat silently and morosely throughout the meal.  The only words that I heard her address were to the servants, demanding that food or drink be served to her.  The servants, when addressing her, spoke in loud tones, and I gathered that she was somewhat deaf.  Before the meal, Lady Margaret gave thanks, and I noticed her mother-in-law making the sign of the Cross.  Given her name, her general appearance, and this last-mentioned action, I judged her to be of Hispanic descent.

      After the meal, the ladies withdrew, and Thomas Locke was left with Holmes and myself.

      “You are here, I take it, to discover the truth of poor Earnest’s condition?” he asked.  “I did not want to raise the subject in front of Margaret, my sister, for I know how devoted she is to him.”

      “That is why we are here,” Holmes confirmed.

      “And may I be of assistance?” he asked, eagerly.

      I was about to deny him his request, indignant that a man who had been accused of such a crime as had he should even consider that he might be considered as a helper in this matter, but Holmes forestalled me.

      “We would be more than grateful, Mr.  Locke, if you could answer a few questions to the best of your ability, as frankly as possible.  Some of these questions may seem to you to invade on your family’s private feelings, but it is important to me to ascertain the facts, just as much as it is Watson’s task to ask questions that may seem impertinent in the cause of diagnosing a sickness.”

      “I understand, and I will do my best.”

      “Very well, then.  You say that your sister is devoted to your brother-in-law.  In your opinion, is that devotion returned?”

      Locke twisted uncomfortably in his chair.  “Your first question is uncomfortably near the mark.  I have to say that her devotion is not returned.  Earnest is a good man, and he has been of great assistance to me in my troubles, of which you have no doubt heard, but I have to say that my sister’s devotion is not fully returned.  Please do not ask me to expound further on this matter, I beg you.”

      “I see.  What of your mother-in-law?”

      “Oh, the Señora.  She is from Venezuela, originally, with all the pride of one from that nation.  Her husband met and married her while he was on business in that country.  She is devoted to her son, and worships the ground that he treads on.  Some would call her love almost obsessive.”

      “You have no liking for her, then? Remember, you told me you would be frank with me.”

      Locke shrugged.  “I have no special liking for her, it is true, but then I have no strong dislike of her, either.  The reverse is not true.  She sees me as a ne’er-do-well and wastrel, and the Epsom business only strengthened her feelings against me.  She felt I had brought disgrace on the family name.” He smiled ruefully.  “If I am to look at myself and my actions, I suppose I must admit that there is a certain justice in her accusations.”

      “Let us return to that Epsom business, if you do not mind.”

      Locke shrugged.  “It is in the past.  I will talk about it if you wish, though I would prefer not to do so.”

      “What was your role in the business?”

      “I was a medical student at Guy’s for a number of years.  Accordingly, I was deputed to administer a dose of opium to the favourite in the races on which the bets were to be laid.”

      “How was this to be administered?” I asked.

      “I was to inject the horses with a hypodermic needle.” He shuddered.  “I am happy that I never had to perform the operation.  I was confident enough in the dissecting room,” he explained, “but the idea of inserting a knife or a needle into living flesh terrified me, and it was that, in fact, that caused me to give up the idea of medicine as a profession.”

      “And now work for Lightfoot & Co.?”

      “Thanks to Earnest, yes.  It is a relatively lowly position but it is a living, and there is room for promotion.  I do not use Earnest’s name to gain any advantages, and he has been scrupulous in not providing any such.  I am very grateful to him for the post, as well as for his permitting me to live in his house as he does.”

      “Do you still correspond with those who were accused along with you?”

      “Are you asking me if I still wager on the horses?” Locke smiled.  “At least one of those accused with me was a good friend, and has remained a friend, through it all.  Yes, I am in regular contact with two of these people, and yes, we visit the racecourses together from time to time.  I have learned my lesson, I think, and my bets are small, and I ensure that I never wager more than I can afford to lose.”

      “An honest enough answer,” said Holmes.  “One last question before we join the ladies.  Do you know the contents of Sir Earnest’s will?”

      “I have no idea.  I would assume that the estate would pass to my sister in its entirety.”

      “You do not know if you stand to gain by his death?”

      “I do not know.  I would consider it to be extremely unlikely.  Is he likely to die, do you think? I believed him to be merely sick.”

      “He is seriously ill,” I said.  “For a more detailed prognosis and diagnosis, you must consult Sir James Mackenzie.”

      “Let us join the ladies,” Holmes said, rising.

      I attempted to divert Lady Margaret’s attention, but I fear I was sorry company for her.  Holmes applied himself to old Mrs.  Crosby, speaking in Spanish.  Lady Margaret left us to visit her husband, and returned, red-eyed, a few minutes later.

      “It is the end, Mama,” she said to her mother-in-law.  “I know it.  You should make your farewells.  You too, Thomas.”

      “Nonsense,” said the old lady.  “It is merely a touch of the fever that is going around.  He will be better in the morning, you see.” She made no move to stir from her chair.  Thomas Locke appeared to be distraught.  “I will go to him now, sister,” he said softly, and slipped out of the room.

      There was an embarrassed silence, broken only by the wheezing of a Pekinese that was sitting by the fire.  I glanced at it, and Lady Margaret followed my gaze.

      “Yes, poor little Pin-pon is all alone now.  Chin-chon left us for a happier land about three months ago.”

      “I am sorry to hear that,” I said.

      “We have no idea what happened,” she told me.  “One morning we came down to breakfast, and there was poor little Chin-chon lying cold and stiff in his basket.”

      “He was old,” said the old woman sharply, “and old dogs die.”

      “Yes, Mama,” said Lady Margaret, and silence reigned once more.

      Suddenly, Lady Margaret stood up and shouted at the top of her voice, “I cannot abide this any longer! ” and rushed out of the room, slamming the door behind her.

      “Hysterical,” commented the old lady.

      I could not restrain myself any longer.  “Madam,” I said in as firm a tone as I could manage, “Lady Margaret’s husband – your son – is possibly dying upstairs.  Your attitude is markedly less than that I would expect from a woman of your breeding.”

      “We all get what we deserve,” she retorted coldly.  “And I do not ever remember being addressed like that in my own house, young man.”

      “I was not aware that it was your house,” I answered hotly.  “I was under the impression that it belonged to your son.”

      “I wish you a very good night, Mr.  Holmes,” she said in a frosty tone of voice, pointedly ignoring me, and rising.

      Holmes refrained from reply, and remained seated, though she glared at him as if willing him to rise and open the door for her.  At length she left us, opening the door herself.

      I looked at Holmes, who was laughing silently.

      “Bravo, Watson! ” he said.  “I will wager that no-one has spoken like that to that old dragon in decades.  She deserved all that you said, and more.”

      “But what did she mean when she said that we all get what we deserve?”

      “I wish I knew,” he answered me.

      “And what were you discussing with her?”

      “I had to endure a long disquisition on the nobility of her family’s antecedents.  However, once we had put that behind us, she started to discourse on her other passion, which is natural history, specifically the flora and fauna of her native Venezuela.  She claims to have reproduced some of the features of the country in the garden here in a caged-off area, and she offered to guide me around her creation tomorrow morning.  I think,” he chuckled, “that after tonight’s exchange, you will not be included in the invitation.”

      “I believe I will find that no hardship,” I answered.

      A maid entered to take away the coffee cups.

      “May I ask you a few questions?” Holmes asked her.

      “If you must, sir.  I have things to do, and Cook will be angry if I do not return to the kitchen soon.”

      “I will explain things to Cook if necessary,” said Holmes, “and I will be as brief as possible.  First, do Sir Earnest and Lady Margaret share a bedroom?”

      “Lord bless you, no, sir.  Not these last ten years or more.  He sleeps in the room where he is now, if you know where that is, sir, and she sleeps at the other end of the passageway.”

      “And Mr.  Thomas and Mrs.  Crosby?”

      Mr.  Thomas has a small room and a sitting-room of his own on the floor above Sir Earnest and Lady Margaret.  The old lady – beg pardon, sir – Mrs.  Crosby, she sleeps in the room next to Sir Earnest that used to be the dressing-room when he and Lady Margaret both used the same bedroom.”

      “That is most interesting.  Thank you very much.  Oh, one last thing.  I believe this is Pin-pon,” gesturing to the Pekinese.

      Her face softened.  “Yes, sir.  She misses Chin-chon still, though, sir.  We all do.”

      “I had heard about that.”

      “It was me, sir, who discovered him.  All cold and stiff he was in his little basket, sir.”

      “Tell me, did Mrs.  Crosby have anything to do with the dogs?”

      “Not as a rule, sir.  She prefers the parrots and monkeys and things she keeps in the garden.  But come to think of it, she started making a fuss of Chin-chon before he died.  He was getting old, though, and he had trouble walking the past few weeks he was with us.  Now if you’ll excuse me, sir?”

      “Of course.  And here is half a sovereign for your help.”

      “Why, thank you, sir.”

      “What do we do now?” I asked when the maid had departed.

      “We follow the example of the rest of the house.  Sir James, Lady Margaret, and Thomas Locke.  We wait.”

      “And Mrs.  Crosby?”

      “She is also waiting – maybe for the same event, but for a different end.”

      The maid re-entered.  “Sir James Mackenzie’s compliments, Doctor Watson, but he would welcome your attendance at Sir Earnest’s sickbed.  You too, sir,” addressing Sherlock Holmes.

      I took up my medical bag and we hurried upstairs.

      “It is a matter of minutes only,” said Sir James.  Mr.  Holmes, I am sorry to ask you to do these things, but I would appreciate it if you could support the family when they arrive here.  Watson, we are entering the stage of Cheyne-Stokes breathing pattern.  I would be grateful for your assistance in making Sir Earnest’s passage from this life as painless and as comfortable as possible.”

      I recognised the all-too-familiar breaths that are characteristic of those about to pass away, and, being all too familiar with death, was able to help Sir James in his work.  There was none of the ill-temper about which I had been warned, and I saw tears in his eyes at more than one point as we carried out our duties.  I was vaguely aware that Lady Margaret and her brother were in the room, but continued to administer what attentions I could.

      At length, “It is over,” said Sir James, and closed Sir Earnest’s eyes.

      Lady Margaret, weeping, bent to kiss her husband on the lips, and her brother reverently touched the dead man’s forehead.

      “But where is the mother?” asked Sir James in surprise.

      “I do not think you will find her in this room tonight.  At least, not when anyone else is in the chamber,” Holmes told him quietly.  Sir James looked at him sharply, but refrained from any questions.

      “Come, Lady Margaret, and you, Locke.  Assist your sister,” Holmes said, as gently as I have ever heard him speak, offering his arm to the widow and leading her from the death-chamber.

      He returned a few minutes later.  “Her maid is taking care of her, and her brother is proving to be a tower of strength.  Now, where is Sir Earnest’s private correspondence? I would guess in this bureau here.”

      “You cannot do that,” exclaimed Sir James, horrified, as Holmes bent to the desk in question.

      “Believe me, Sir James, I do not do this lightly or for trivial reasons.  You were Sir Earnest’s friend, were you not?”

      “I was.”

      “Treasure that friendship.  I fear that if you were to see what I believe is in here, your faith in a good man might be shattered.  Ah, this drawer is locked.  No matter.” He brought out his set of picklocks before the scandalised eyes of the physician.  “Believe me, Sir James.”

      “If you find what you are seeking, I demand the right to see it for myself,” replied the other.  “I know of your reputation, but I do not feel that I can give you free rein to rifle my late friend’s personal papers.”

      “You are sure?” asked Holmes, who by this time had opened the drawer.

      “I am sure.”

      “Then here you are,” said Holmes handing over a packet of papers tied with a pink ribbon.  “As you can see, I have not even read them, but I know that these are what I have been seeking.  There is a photograph, too.” He handed it, unseen, to Sir James, who was examining the papers with a look of horror.

      “I see what you are saying, Holmes.  The existence of this woman and her children – good God!  it seems that he actually married her.” Sir James Mackenzie turned pale and sank into a chair.  “You are right – the existence of these papers must never come to light.  Take them and destroy them.” He thrust the bundle back at Holmes, who secreted them in his breast pocket.

      “I will do exactly that,” said my friend, closing and relocking the now-empty drawer where he had discovered the papers.  “There is one last job to perform, and that is to catch the murderer.  Watson has already told me of your suspicions – you know that Sir Earnest’s death was not due to natural causes, whatever you may choose to write on the death certificate.”

      “Holmes, you frighten me beyond belief.  I cannot countenance such doings.”

      “Nonetheless, will you do as I ask you for the rest of the night? For your friend, Sir James?”

      The doctor looked at Holmes with a frightened gaze, and held out his hand, which Holmes grasped.  “I do not know why I trust you, Holmes, but yes, I will do what you say.”

      “Good.” Holmes raised his voice.  “Let us leave Sir Earnest to his rest, and we shall mourn his memory downstairs.”

      “Yes, let us go,” I said loudly, taking my cue from Holmes.

      We left the room, Holmes and I making as much noise about the business as we could, and Sir James gamely joining, us, though with a bemused expression on his face.

      “Now,” whispered Holmes when we had reached the bottom of the stairs.  “Remove your boots.” He opened and closed the drawing-room door loudly before removing his own boots.  “Up the stairs, as quietly as you can.” He led the way back into the death chamber.  “And now we wait,” he whispered.

      An hour passed, two hours.  I heard the hall clock strike, and then.  A gleam of light as the connecting door to the next room – the former dressing-room that was now the bedroom of the old harridan – was slowly and cautiously opened.

      Holmes had positioned us so that we were invisible to anyone entering the room through that door, and so we were able to observe old Mrs.  Crosby, muttering to herself, lamp in hand, as she made her way to the bureau.  She inserted a key into the very drawer from which Holmes had removed the papers, which opened with a click.

      On discovering the drawer was empty, she let out a snarl, more animal than human.  Holmes stepped forward into the light of the lamp, and she let out a startled gasp.

      “I have the papers,” said Holmes.

      “They are mine! ” she hissed at him.  “My son’s, and therefore mine.”

      “You have forfeited all rights to motherhood.  You lost them when you killed your son.”

      “What?” gasped Sir James.

      “He deserved to die,” she said.  “No son of mine would bring dishonour to our family in that way.  I demanded, time and again, that he break off his liaison with that woman, but he refused.  There was only one path left for me to take, and I took it.”

      “But how did you extract the blood from Sir Earnest and introduce the poison into his system?” I asked.

      “I did nothing of the sort,” she replied.  “I had assistance.  Come, young man.” As if hypnotised, I followed her beckoning finger, Holmes and Mackenzie in my wake as we passed through the connecting door.

      “Look! ” She flung wide a cabinet door, revealing a glass tank in which were suspended some loathsome red forms.

      “The giant red leech of Venezuela,” breathed Holmes.  “Hellobdella rufens gigans.  A leech that attacks its prey, not with jaws, but with a small needle-like proboscis, and a secretion that renders the skin porous, allowing a greater flow of blood, while injecting a poisonous drug into its victims.”

      “They are the only specimens in this country,” the old lady told us proudly.  “I applied them to Earnest as he slept, and retrieved them before he awoke, and before they could do any lasting damage.  I warned him that if he did not mend his ways, he would die.  He did not mend his ways.  He died.”

      “And you, madam, will also die, but at the end of a rope,” snarled Mackenzie.

      “Not so,” said the old woman, and thrust her bare arm into the tank, where a dozen of the repulsive creatures immediately fastened themselves to her.  “This is painless.  I shall no longer be with you in an hour or two...” Her voice trailed off, and she sank to the floor, the vile pulsating red lumps still attached to her arm.

      “Shall we not save her?” asked Mackenzie.

      “And bring the whole business before the public gaze? No, let us let her go her own way.  It will be better.  She is known for her love of exotic fauna.  If some of them turn out to be dangerous – what is that to us?”

      “Even so...” muttered Mackenzie, but he watched with Holmes and myself as the horrors sucked the life from the old woman.

      The emotions roused in me as we observed the old woman slip away from us were mixed, and have never entirely left me.  My natural humanity and my Hippocratic oath did battle with my disgust and hatred of the hag who was determined to cheat the hangman of his rightful due.

      Before it was over, Holmes turned away.  “Come,” he ordered us, and we followed.

      “It was elementary,” said Holmes to me as we returned on the District Railway to Baker-street, back to the fogs of London.  “Once it was clear that Sir Earnest’s condition was not natural, Thomas was, of course, my first object of suspicion, but he soon cleared his name, as far as I am concerned, at any rate.  The dog, of course, was the first experiment with the leeches, giving us the means, though I was unsure of the exact method she had used until I saw the leeches.”

      “You had heard of them?”

      “I had read of them in a book written by a traveller to that region.  They are reputed to be one of the greatest hazards to travellers in that area.  A horse may die within the hour if enough of these vile monsters attack.”

      “The connecting door between Sir Earnest’s room and that of his mother was a clear opportunity, of course, but how did you come to know that Sir Earnest had contracted a bigamous marriage? The motive for his mother’s actions?”

      “I had guessed that there was some shameful secret, when his mother made the comment about those who deserve to die, and from her comments about her family and her pride in it.  I did not know what that secret might be, however, but was almost certain that if proof existed, it would be in the one locked drawer of the bureau.  And so it was.” We journeyed on in silence for a little while.  “Well, Watson,” he said smiling.  “I now have to think how I shall report all this to Lestrade.  Sir James and I must put our heads together on this.”
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