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      Many thanks to all who have assisted in making this latest collection of stories available in their present form:

      To all my readers, and my Facebook and Twitter friends. These books came into being through the Internet, and it is hard to imagine how this could have happened without the benefit of this technology, which Holmes himself would have welcomed and employed enthusiastically. The support and encouragement I have received from all over the world have served as an inspiration and a spur.

      Once more my thanks to all those at Inknbeans Press, and the memory of Jo, the late Boss Bean, for their sharp eyes and ears, helping to smooth out the roughnesses and the infelicities of my writing.

      And to Yoshiko, my patient wife, who is slowly learning to live with an author who seems to be always living in the past, and is continually putting himself in the position of a fictional detective who lived and worked over a century ago.
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          Foreword

        

        by Linda Rae Blair Author of  The Preston Andrews Mysteries series & 100 Years of Brotherly Love

      

    

    
      Ashton is a master at getting into Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s head. He has ingeniously finished these cases with a hand equal to the original tales of Holmes and Watson. His language is authentic to the sleuth and his dear Watson, his characters are true to the 221b Baker Street gang and his solutions leave nothing uncovered. His Holmes is typically brilliant and unfathomable; Watson is even more capable than we suspected. He pleases his dear friend by showing an astuteness that we always suspected was there.

      If you see Ashton and Holmes working together, you’d better buy the book—you won’t want to miss it!
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      The deed box of Dr Watson, presented to me some time ago by a friend who rescued it from the archives of a London bank, continues to produce treasures. The four stories in this collection, which I have entitled Secrets from the Deed Box of John H Watson MD, all represent some aspect of Holmes and his adventures that has previously been undiscovered. In many ways these are (with the possible exception of  The Bradfield Push, which Watson left unpublished for personal reasons) somewhat darker in tone than the stories that he did release to the public and publish in The Strand magazine.

      For some reason, Watson failed to date most of Holmes’ adventures, and we must therefore make a guess at the chronology of these stories through their allusions to other cases.

      The first of these tales, The Conk-Singleton Forgery Case, is mentioned by Watson. He gives no other details in The Adventure of the Six Napoleons, and the story was presumably withheld from the public on account of Holmes’ brush with the police as described here. The story provides excellent examples of Holmes’ skill in deduction from seemingly trivial observations, as well as details of his methods of working a case.

      The next story, The Strange Case of James Phillimore, is likewise mentioned in passing by Watson. James Phillimore is described as stepping into his house to retrieve his umbrella, never to be seen more in this world. This brief description implies a somewhat supernatural twist to things, but the truth of the matter is even more intriguing. The open antagonism between Sherlock Holmes and some officers of the Metropolitan Police Force may come as somewhat of a surprise to those who have always regarded him as an unflagging ally of the official guardians of law and order.

      In The Enfield Rope, we enter unknown territory. Watson never alluded to this case. The principals here were far too well-known to Watson’s public to allow of the publication of these details, even with pseudonyms, and respect for the British Establishment would have restrained Watson in this instance. Holmes’ sense of the dramatic is shown here, and his admiration and liking for a member of a part of society that was often shunned at that time shows a human, more attractive side to Holmes than is often portrayed by Watson.

      Finally, The Bradfield Push was presumably locked in the deed box by Dr Watson because it showed a side of his emotional life prior to his marriage that he would sooner have kept hidden from Mary. An entertaining story of detection, with Holmes displaying his characteristic powers of observation and deduction.

      One of the joys of the exploration of the Holmes papers has been the increasing knowledge I have gained of the character and accomplishments of John Watson. Often regarded as little more than a sidekick to his more illustrious companion, it is interesting to see how often he serves as an accomplished investigator in his own right, while remaining modest about his abilities. Indeed, Holmes very often seems to rely on Watson’s work in order to achieve the solution of a case.

      In the Hound of the Baskervilles, Holmes remarks to Watson, “It may be that you are not yourself luminous, but you are a conductor of light”. I would contradict Holmes’ opinion here, and maintain that Watson, though by no means the shining beacon exemplified by Holmes, nonetheless still manages to provide sufficient illumination to shed light on the mysteries presented to his more famous friend.

      There are still more sealed envelopes in the deed box awaiting perusal, but the papers are becoming brittle in the Japanese climate, and Watson’s handwriting seems to have deteriorated over time. It may be a matter of a few months before I am able to decipher more of the stories lurking at the bottom of the box.

      
        Hugh Ashton

        Kamakura, 2012

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          The Adventure of the Conk-Singleton Forgery Case

        

      

    

    
      Editor’s Note

      At the end of  The Adventure of the Six Napoleons, Holmes asks Watson to “get out the papers of the Conk-Singleton forgery case”. We may assume that the investigative portion of the case had been completed at the time of the adventure of the Napoleons, and the “papers” to which Holmes referred were notes from which he was to present evidence as a witness in the trials resulting from his investigations, and from which John Watson faithfully chronicled the exploits of his illustrious friend.

      Few readers of the accounts of Sherlock Holmes as originally presented by Dr Watson will be aware of the fact that the great detective actually spent a night in the cells as a guest of Her Majesty while under arrest. This may well be the reason why the account of this case was not originally published, and remained locked in the deed box. Despite his seeming fall from grace, Holmes shines in this case, and it is good to see that his past assistance to the Metropolitan Police here bears fruit in the form of Inspector Gregson’s goodwill and cooperation.

      [image: ]

      I had been married for some years when this singular adventure occurred, which involved a series of extraordinary events in connection with the City of London and with the world of finance, far from Holmes’ usual area of activity.

      For myself, I had some personal interest in the area of stocks and shares and investments. My Army pension, though not in any way an excessive amount of money, nonetheless provided me, when combined with the income from my growing practice, with enough money for my dear wife and myself to live comfortably.

      Indeed, there was more than enough for our immediate requirements, and I had invested in the City, using some of the surplus that we been able to save. As I had no reason to flatter myself with regard to my expertise in these matters, and there was no cause for any observer to single me out as a shrewd investor, I had availed myself of the services of a broker in whose hands I had placed myself. I had visited his offices close to Leadenhall Market, when I found myself passing Baker-street on my return to my home, and determined to call upon Sherlock Holmes.

      It had been some time since I had paid a visit to my old haunts, but Mrs. Hudson welcomed me as an old friend, and after enquiring after my wife, informed me that Holmes was in residence, and would, she assured me, be glad of my visit.

      “He’s been busy these past days,” she told me, “going in and out at all hours, but he seems to have stayed indoors all day today.”

      I mounted the stairs and knocked on the well-remembered door.

      “Enter,” came the familiar voice from within, and I opened the door, to discover my friend lying on his back at full length on the hearth-rug, with his feet propped on the seat of a dining chair. His eyes, which had apparently been closed, opened slowly, and his head turned to face me.

      “Well, Watson,” he remarked, removing his feet from the chair and slowly returning to a more normal upright posture, “you have been quite a stranger these past weeks. I trust that the demands of managing a portfolio of investments in addition to those of your practice are not proving to be too onerous for you. By the by, I do not recommend moving out of Imperial & Colonial and into Baxter’s Patent Bicycles, no matter how the former may have fallen in the past few days. But do not let these merely financial matters depress you. Take a seat, fill your pipe, and make yourself at home.”

      “You never fail to amaze me,” I replied. “I have indeed been to visit my broker, and my holdings of Imperial & Colonial have suffered losses recently. And he was recommending Baxter’s as an alternative, advising me to clear out of my I&C, as he refers to them, and to re-invest. But how do you come to know all this about me, and about the Exchange? I had not figured you for an expert in business and financial matters of this kind.”

      “Nor am I, in the usual way of things,” Holmes answered. “In answer to your first question, when I see you with the pink of the Financial Times emerging from your pocket, which was never your everyday reading fare when you lodged here, I must conclude that you have taken an interest in the world of the City. I see that you are carrying that parcel containing a small cheese, a Wensleydale, if the shape, size and odour do not lead me astray. Such a cheese is one of the specialities of Crompton’s, the cheesemonger in Leadenhall Market, so I deduce you have visited the City, on a professional financial matter which you combined with the pleasure of indulging in a little luxury. I do remember your telling me once that you had invested in Imperial & Colonial, and when I see the prospectus of Baxter’s Patent Bicycle Co. protruding from within the folds of the Financial Times, I must therefore infer, given the precipitous fall of Imperial & Colonial, that you are considering transferring your financial affections elsewhere.”

      “All this is absolutely true. My wife and I are both extremely partial to Wensleydale cheese, and as you say, Crompton’s carries the best in London. Though how you can identify it as such, given the smell of tobacco in here, is beyond my understanding.” Indeed, the atmosphere in the room was close, and reeked of the strong shag tobacco that Holmes affected. “And, naturally, you are correct in your financial deductions.”

      “Naturally,” he smiled, refilling his pipe. “And your next question to me will be how I come to know about these things?” I nodded. “I have been engaged in work for one of the financial houses in the City. There seems to be a conspiracy, if that is not too strong a word, to manipulate the Exchange in such a way as to benefit one party alone.”

      “Surely that is the usual way of such things?” I retorted. “Such manipulations of the market are hardly a novelty, I feel. They hardly call for the services of a specialist in criminal investigation, such as yourself.”

      “In this case, Watson, it would appear that there is a definite criminal element involved. Many of the shares offered for sale recently on the exchange have been forgeries. For example, the fall of Imperial & Colonial stock we have been discussing is largely due to this very fact. The majority of bearer certificates, if not all of them, as you no doubt are aware, are unregistered and the transactions of these securities remain unrecorded. Many such have been exchanged recently, with the purchasers being unaware of the fact that they have given good money for worthless paper. That in itself is not surprising, perhaps, but the sellers also seem to be genuinely ignorant of the fact that their shares are valueless.”

      “I have heard nothing of this,” I protested. “I take it that this is not common knowledge.”

      “It is certainly not bruited abroad,” confirmed my friend. “Imagine the panic that would spread throughout the City – nay, throughout the whole nation – were it to be generally known that shares being bought and sold in the heart of London ran the risk of being discovered to be fraudulent and quite literally, not worth the paper on which they are printed.”

      “Indeed, I shudder to think of the results. It could lead to a run on the banks, and to many other undesirable consequences. Is this the diabolical scheme of an overseas power attempting to subvert the commerce of the realm?” I asked.

      Holmes shook his head. “It would be tempting to imagine that to be the case,” he replied. “It seems from my investigations so far, such as they are, that we have here a villain of the native variety, and we are denied the luxury of a foreign plot. Simple greed, rather than politics, would appear to be the driving force here.”

      “And who is this person?” I asked. “Have your researches revealed his identity?”

      “As yet that is not the case, I fear. I am expecting the manager of one of the larger City houses to visit me shortly, who will be expecting greater things from me than I am presently unable to provide.” He sighed.

      “In which case, I should leave you,” I said, rising to my feet.

      “Stay here, Watson,” he protested. “Surely you and I have worked together in the past often enough for you to know that you are always welcome as my partner and colleague in these little adventures, no matter what the current circumstances may be.” There was, it seemed to me, more than a hint of subtle malice in the allusion to my marriage, but I was determined not to let that stand in the way of my regard and friendship towards Holmes. “And indeed, I fancy I hear the good Mrs. Hudson admitting our visitor now.”

      About a minute later, there was a knock at the door, and Holmes rose to answer it, admitting a grossly corpulent gentleman, who was breathing heavily, seemingly from the exertion of climbing the stairs. He was closely followed by another, who presented an almost comical contrast in terms of his figure and overall appearance, which was of one who appeared to have seen better days, if his attire and the general cleanliness of his person were to be taken as a clue as to his status. The larger man was expensively and well-dressed, though I could not help but remark that some dead leaves seemed to have adhered to the soles of his boots.

      He noticed me almost immediately upon entering the room. “Who is this?” he asked, almost accusingly, looking at me with eyes that seemingly twinkled, but at the same time had an air of suspicion about them.

      “This is my friend and colleague, Doctor Watson,” replied Holmes. “Anything you say to me may also be safely said before him. And my visitor,” indicating the large man to me, “is Mr. Charles Conk-Singleton, the senior partner of Knight and Conk-Singleton, the well-known City brokers. I have not as yet had the pleasure of being introduced to...?”

      “Edward Masters,” replied the other, withdrawing a business card and presenting it to Holmes, who read it and raised his eyebrows.

      “It would appear, Mr. Masters, that you and I are in the same line of business,” he remarked, returning the court­esy and handing one of his own cards to the man who, now I was able to observe him more closely, appeared to have a shifty look about him, seemingly avoiding Holmes’ eye.

      “I would say so,” replied the other. “I am regularly employed by Knight and Conk-Singleton in the event that there is any business that smacks of illegality.”

      “I understand,” said Holmes reflectively. “Pray take a seat, both of you. Mr. Conk-Singleton, when you came to me a few days ago to request my services, was Mr. Masters already engaged by you in regard to this matter?” The large man nodded silently, smiling. His air of geniality seemed unchanged. “I am accustomed to being the only hound on the trail,” continued Holmes, “unless it is a matter of cooperation with the official police force. Meaning no disrespect to you, Mr. Masters, but I cannot proceed further with the case unless I am to pursue it alone.”

      “I understand your meaning,” said the large man. “You place me in a difficult position, however, given that my partner, Gerald Knight, has already engaged Mr. Masters to investigate this matter on behalf of the firm.” He mopped his brow with a large handkerchief drawn from an inside pocket. Though the room was not excessively warm, he was perspiring heavily, while breathing hard, and his face was flushed. Whether these symptoms were the result of embarrassment, exertion, or were due to some other cause, it was impossible for me to determine with any degree of certainty, but they seemed to indicate some constitutional dysfunction.

      “If you are referring to the deposit that you advanced me for my expenses, then you need not worry yourself over the matter,” replied Holmes. “I will return the cheque for the full amount – two hundred guineas, was it not? –  in full.” He opened a drawer in his bureau and extended an envelope to the other. I noticed Masters’ eyes grow wide as Holmes mentioned the sum of money.

      A little to my surprise, Conk-Singleton waved the money away. “That was not the object to which I was referring,” he said. “The meaning I intended to impart is the fact that Mr. Masters here has been of great service to our firm on a number of occasions and we are accustomed to working with him. We would like to maintain this arrangement as far as possible, and would therefore suggest that he would lead the investigation, and you would act as his junior, if I may use an analogy from the law-courts.”

      “That would be totally unacceptable,” replied Holmes resolutely. “If you wish to retain my services, then you must dispense with those of Mr. Masters here. Who knows what damage he may do to my investigations by pursuing an independent line of enquiry completely antithetical to my methods? No, sir. You must make a decision as to which of the two of us you will employ on this case. For my part, I am indifferent as to whatever decision you make. I have other clients who will no doubt wish to engage my services in the near future.”

      “Really,” exclaimed the broker, “this is all extremely embarrassing for me. If I had known this situation would ever arise... There is no compromise possible?”

      “For my part, there is none,” answered Holmes.

      All this time, I had been watching the face of the other detective, which had assumed an expression of increasing hostility during the exchange.

      At length, the big man sighed, and turned to his companion. “I am sorry, Masters, but I have determined to engage Mr. Holmes in this matter. I will speak to Mr. Knight about the issue and all will be settled in good order. You may rest assured that Knight and Conk-Singleton will certainly be retaining your services in the future with regard to other business, and all expenses you have incurred so far in this affair will naturally be repaid to you on the presentation of your account.”

      “I see,” was the other’s response, delivered in a cold unemotional tone. “So it is to be Mr. Sherlock Holmes who will receive the fees promised to me, as well as the fame and publicity? Yes, Mr. Conk-Singleton, be sure that my account will be forthcoming to you. A good day to you. And to you and you,” he added to Holmes and myself. He let himself out of the door, closing it behind him.

      “I am sorry about this,” our visitor said to Holmes. “I had no idea that he would take it in this way. Nor did I expect you to wish to take sole credit.”

      “I must admit that I am not entirely surprised by his reaction. As to my taking sole credit—” He paused and cocked his ear. “Mr. Conk-Singleton, I fear I am neglecting my duties as a host. Would you care for tea?”

      “Why, indeed—” replied the other, but Holmes had stepped swiftly and noiselessly to the door and flung it open, to reveal Masters, who had obviously been standing with his ear pressed to the keyhole, as evidenced by his falling into the room before recovering his balance, and looking about him with an amazed expression on his face.

      “Off with you!” ordered Holmes. “I will refrain from comment on your actions, and leave Mr. Conk-Singleton to draw his own conclusions.” Conk-Singleton, for his part, wore an expression of almost comical surprise on his face as Masters turned away and started to descend the stairs. Holmes re-closed the door, and crossed to the window, where he remained for a few minutes. “He has truly departed now,” he remarked, turning back to face us. “I mentioned tea,” he added, ringing the bell for Mrs. Hudson as if there had been no interruption of any kind. “Now, Mr. Conk-Singleton,” he continued, “please understand that it is not a matter of vanity or cupidity on my part that caused my request. I apologise for having placed you in an awkward position just now, but I think this last development may in a way provide some justification.”

      The other nodded. “Indeed it may. I am surprised at him stooping to such a trick.”

      “It is not the morality of listening at keyholes,” continued Holmes, “as this, after all, is one of the stocks in trade of detectives of a lower level of ability than myself, such as Masters would appear to be. However, the noise of his breathing as he stooped to listen, and the sound of his hat falling on the floor – you failed to remark those sounds, Watson? ah, well – provided sufficient evidence to my mind that my decision not to work with such a bungler was the correct one. Mrs. Hudson,” he broke off as our landlady appeared in answer to the bell. “Tea for Mr. Conk-Singleton, Doctor Watson and myself, if you would be so kind, Mrs. Hudson, and if there is anything left of that delicious seed-cake that you baked yesterday, it would be most welcome.” She departed on her errand.

      “There is another aspect to the matter,” Holmes went on. “This is obviously not something that I wished to bring up in front of him, but when I last saw that man, he was using a name other than that of Edward Masters.”

      “You have met him before?” asked Conk-Singleton. “In a professional capacity?” Holmes nodded his assent. “In which case, would it not be natural for him to employ an alias to avoid recognition by those villains on whose trail he was set? I can hardly see that in itself as a reason to cease an association with him.”

      “There would certainly be some truth in that assumption,” agreed Holmes, but knowing him and his moods as I did, I felt that his words lacked a certain conviction, and I determined to ask him more after our visitor had departed.

      “But to return to our business,” went on Conk-Singleton. “Have you advanced any further since our last meeting?”

      “If you are asking whether I have any more definite suspicions as to the identity of the culprit, I fear my answer must be in the negative,” Holmes answered him. “Ah, the tea and the seed-cake. Excellent, Mrs. Hudson, thank you.” The business of distributing the refreshments fell to my lot, as Holmes continued. “As to the counterfeits themselves, it would appear that these are presently restricted to the stock issue of three companies alone. These are the Imperial & Colonial Preferred A certificates, of which you are already aware, of course, as well as the shares of the Eastern Union Railway, and those of the Cobden Alkali Manufactory.”

      “Bless me!” exclaimed Conk-Singleton. “These are all shares in which our firm has dealt extensively over the past few months.” The broker took out his handkerchief once more and fanned himself with it.

      “Not your firm alone,” remarked Holmes. “Watson, I believe your broker has also dealt in the I & C Preferred A stocks?”

      “Indeed he has done so on my behalf.”

      “The name of your broker?” enquired Conk-Singleton. On my informing him, he smiled broadly. “An excellent firm,” he announced. “I would rate them almost as highly as our own, but if you ever decided you were in need of a change, Doctor, be assured that you will find a warm welcome at Knight and Conk-Singleton in the event of your crossing our threshold and putting your business our way.”

      “Furthermore,” Holmes went on, “it is obvious to me that these counterfeit certificates are being produced in this country, and are not, as you assumed in our earlier meeting, originating from overseas. Whether the perpetrator does or does not share our nationality I have, of course, no way of knowing, but you may regard it as an established fact that the actual operation is being carried out in this country. There are too many clues as regards the paper and other physical properties of the counterfeits for it to be otherwise.”

      “And to what end is all this taking place?” I could not restrain myself from asking.

      “That, Watson, is a question best answered by Mr. Conk-Singleton, since he spends his days dealing with these things.” He turned to our visitor, who seemed a little embarrassed by the attention.

      “It is perhaps difficult to explain to a layman,” Conk-Singleton said to me. “Believe me, this is a complex and delicate business in which we are engaged, and there are, perhaps, too many ways in which an unscrupulous rogue could profit from this sort of business. But when I come to consider it some more, maybe there is no definite profit that could be made from these actions. The mere disruption of the markets caused by the lack of trust is sufficient reason for us to engage Mr. Holmes’ services. There is no more to report?” he turned back to Holmes.

      “I have nothing on which I wish to make an announcement at present,” he replied. “I expect results from my enquiries in the near future, though.”

      The other appeared disappointed. “I had expected, from your reputation, and also from the fee I have already remitted to you, that you would have some opinions on the matter by this time. Believe me, this is more than a mere abstract puzzle to my partners and me. This is a matter of more than slight concern to us, and I was convinced that you would have some more information to offer me by this time.” His heavy jowls shook as he wagged his head. “Do remember that there will be an additional reward should you discover the perpetrator of these deeds.”

      “I prefer,” said Holmes, obviously a little irritated by this reaction, “to have all my facts in front of me before expressing an opinion. Detection is more of a precise science than some of the business activities carried out in the City, I believe.”

      Conk-Singleton took the hit without flinching. “Very good, Mr. Holmes. I shall expect a report in a few days, mark you.” He rose from his seat. “My thanks to your housekeeper for her cake, which, as you claimed, was excellent. I trust that your future findings and opinions will prove to be of equal excellence.” So saying, he let himself out of our door, and we heard the sound of his heavy footsteps descending the stairs.
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      “Well, Watson,” said Holmes to me, following the departure of our visitor, “And what would you make of that, pray?”

      “What a rogue!” I exclaimed.

      “To which of our visitors do you refer?” asked Holmes, laughing.

      “I mean the detective Masters, who sets himself up as your competitor.”

      “Maybe you have hit upon the correct term for him,” agreed Holmes. “I believe that possibly he failed to recognise me, but I certainly remember him well. We have indeed met professionally, as I mentioned, but we were then on opposite sides of the law. His true name, as I am sure you surmised, is not Edward Masters. I was once of assistance to Inspector Bradstreet in assuring his arrest and conviction when he was using the name of Edgar Mading­ley. I find it a little strange that he should have wanted to renew my acquaintance by coming here, though. My name is hardly unknown to the criminal classes of this country, and I would have assumed that he would recognise it on Conk-Singleton’s proposal that he pay a visit to me.”

      “On what charges was he convicted?” I asked. “It is interesting that the poacher should have turned gamekeeper, so to speak.”

      “I fear that the poacher is still a poacher,” was my friend’s reply. “The world of detection in this country is a small one, and I am aware of all the competent practitioners of the science currently in London. And Mr. Masters or Madingley, or whatever he chooses to call himself at this time, is not among their number. He was convicted, under a third name, that of Eric Morden, which I believe to be his real name, on charges of uttering fraudulent cheques and sentenced to eighteen months’ imprisonment. That was nearly three years ago, and he has had time since then to re-establish himself in some way, since he is now obviously in the good graces of Mr. Charles Conk-Singleton and Mr. Gerald Knight. I wonder though, Watson. Birds of a feather, would you guess?”

      “I cannot be certain. I am, however, unsure exactly why I say this,”  I replied, “but I have no intention of moving my investments into the hands of Knight and Conk-Singleton. Something about Mr. Conk-Singleton has failed to fill me with trust, despite his seeming friendliness and good nature.”

      “Your instincts are often in perfect working order, fear not, Watson. Apart from any other consideration, recall the response he gave to your question regarding the possible use of the counterfeit certificates.”

      I racked my brains to recall the answer I had been given. “I cannot recall that he gave any definite information.”

      “In a sense, you are correct,” said Holmes. “But if we are to be strictly accurate, he provided you with three answers – each one of which contradicted the other two. First he told us that it was too complex for those of us not engaged in his trade to understand. Then he told us that there were too many ways in which the counterfeits could be used. Lastly he changed his tale yet again to tell us that the counterfeits were of no possible use to a criminal. Would you say that these were the responses of an honest man?”

      “I would say there was something very strange about them, now that you mention it.”

      “Indeed. And furthermore, maybe you noted his boots?”

      “I did. They were speckled with mud and leaves. One of which, I perceive, he has left here on the carpet.” I bent to pick up the object, and was about to toss it on the fire when Holmes stayed my arm.

      “I wish to examine that,” he informed me, taking the leaf from my hand, and placing it on the table by the window where he proceeded to examine it with a high-powered lens. “As I thought. Do you recognise this leaf, Watson?”

      “I confess that botany is hardly one of my special interests,” I replied. “I take it that this is somewhat out of the ordinary?”

      “That it is,” replied Holmes. “This would appear to be the leaf of a eucalyptus tree, which is not a native of this country. The climate of the City of London would hardly appear to be one conducive to its flourishing. And the soil from his boots, if you will have the goodness to place that small deposit by the hearthrug on a sheet of paper, Watson?” I collected the sample as requested, whereupon Holmes subjected it to the same intense scrutiny as he had earlier given to the leaf. “The provenance of this grey clay is slightly more difficult to ascertain, but I think we can be certain that this did not come from the City any more than did the leaf.”

      “And the conclusions you draw from this?”

      “As with the counterfeit share certificate, there is nothing of a definite nature to be learned as yet. I would merely remark that it is strange that a senior partner in a brokerage such as Knight and Conk-Singleton would be roaming the suburbs – for I can recall no location in the centre of this city where a tree such as this grows – on a business day such as this.”
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      It was a bright clear afternoon on the day following these events that one of the most extraordinary incidents to take place in the course of my friendship with Sherlock Holmes occurred. I had once again called on Holmes, and he and I were walking in the park, enjoying the fresh air, and the song of the birds. Holmes, as was his wont on such occasions, appeared to be noticing everything going on around him, while apparently merely strolling idly. As we turned towards the Serpentine, I had occasion to remark a strange occurrence.

      “Holmes,”  I remarked to my companion. “Do not look now, but it appears to me that we are being followed by the man in the dark overcoat wearing a bowler hat.”

      Without turning his head, Holmes answered me. “Have you only just remarked him, Watson? He has been following us since we left Baker-street, and he, or one of his companions, has been standing outside my window since this morning.”

      “Who is he then?” I asked. “Is this not a matter of some concern to you?”

      “I believe he is one of Gregson’s or Lestrade’s minions,” answered Holmes, “and I freely confess to you that I am unsure as to his reasons for following me.”

      As it turned out, we were not long in doubt. We had stopped to view the wildfowl congregating on the surface of the water, when our follower caught up with us and addressed himself to my friend. “I take it that you are Mr. Sherlock Holmes?” he enquired.

      “Yes” replied Holmes.

      “In which case, sir, I am sorry to inform you that I have a warrant for your arrest,” displaying a piece of paper bearing an official heading.

      “But this is outrageous!” I exclaimed angrily. “On what charge?”

      “Assault and battery occasioning grievous bodily harm,” replied the plain-clothes man. “The offence was committed last night upon the person of a certain Michael Frignall.”

      “Absurd!” I exclaimed. “Do you know the person whom you are arresting?”

      “I do indeed, sir, and it gives me no pleasure to be carrying out my duty, I can assure you. You, I take it,” and he actually tipped his hat to me, “are Doctor Watson, I assume?”

      “I am indeed. May I be permitted to accompany you and Mr. Holmes to the station?”

      “In the normal way of things, I would have to refuse, but given your reputation and that of Mr. Holmes, I will allow it this time.”

      Holmes had remained silent and impassive throughout this exchange, and showed no emotion on his face. “Shall we go, then, McKenzie?” he asked the detective.

      “You know me, Mr. Holmes?” The policeman was taken aback.

      “Of course,” replied Holmes genially. “You were assisting Inspector Gregson in one of the cases where I offered a little assistance. The Drebber murder, if you recall.” This case is one of which I have recorded the details elsewhere, under the title of A Study in Scarlet.

      The detective flushed. “Fancy you remembering me, sir! I’d only just started out in the Force then, and it was a real treat to watch you at work. That’s what makes it such a blooming shame that we have to bring you in today, sir.” His regret seemed unfeigned.

      “Who is this Michael Frignall who is supposed to have been assaulted?” I asked. “What manner of man is he?”

      “I am afraid I cannot answer that, sir. He’s just a name on the charge-sheet to me. You and I will take a cab to the Yard, Mr. Holmes. If you don’t mind, Dr Watson, you will have to follow in a separate vehicle. I’ll let them know you are arriving, and there’ll be no problem with your coming in.” So saying, he hailed a passing hansom, which he and Holmes entered before clattering off in the general direction of Scotland Yard. A minute or so later, I hailed a cab of my own, and was soon trotting after them.
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      I was admitted without any difficulty, and was shown to the room where Holmes was seated at a table facing Inspector Gregson.

      “Ah, Doctor Watson,” the Inspector greeted me. “I am sorry to see you under these circumstances.”

      “Maybe you can tell us more about this offence of which I am accused,” suggested Holmes. “I fear the good McKenzie has not been taken into your full confidence regarding this matter.”

      “That last is true,” admitted Gregson. “Well, Mr. Holmes, it is a strange business, as I am sure you need no telling. About ten o’clock last night, a man who gave his name as Michael Frignall presented himself at the Pentonville police station, complaining that he had been violently assaulted. He was suffering from a broken nose, and there were severe contusions to the upper body. His story was that he had just left a public house in the area when a tall figure stepped from the alleyway beside the hostelry, and fell upon him, causing the injuries that he had sustained.”

      “Was any weapon involved, according to this man?” asked Holmes.

      “No. The assault was carried out using fists alone, according to the victim.”

      “And what links me to this assault?” Holmes’ tone was relaxed, even amused, but there was an undercurrent of seriousness beneath his words.

      “Apparently the assailant muttered something along the lines of ‘That will teach you to meddle with Sherlock Holmes’ as he left his victim, and dropped this at his feet.” He pointed to a small pasteboard square lying on the table – one of Holmes’ calling cards. “This is one of your cards, I believe, Mr. Holmes?” asked Gregson. “I have seen them often enough.”

      “I cannot deny that it is my card,” replied Sherlock Holmes. “Though I deny being in that area at that time last night, and it would hence have been impossible for me to have committed the offence complained of.”

      “So you say,” replied Gregson. “I assume you have an alibi?”

      “Alas,” replied Holmes. “I spent the evening in my rooms in Baker-street, bringing my records up to date. I saw no-one.”

      “Doctor Watson was not with you, then?” asked Gregson. His voice betrayed some worry.

      “I saw no-one after seven o’clock in the evening, when Mrs. Hudson brought in my dinner,” repeated Holmes, “until seven o’clock this morning when she came to clear away the remains of that meal – by my request, I had asked her not to disturb me after dinner – and to bring in my breakfast.”

      “How very unfortunate,” said Gregson. “I suppose that there is no possibility that she could vouch for your not having left the house during the course of the evening?”

      “Inspector, I appreciate the effort you are making to establish my innocence, but I cannot in all honesty assist you further by providing an alibi. I would remind you that this is not the first time that my name has been misappropriated by the criminal classes, many of whom, as I am sure you are aware, would like nothing better than to see me removed from the-streets of London.”

      “I am aware of that,” replied Gregson, “and believe me, we are taking this into account. There are two other points that I have to take into consideration, however. The first is your undoubted skill in pugilism. It would appear that the assailant was likewise some sort of boxer, as evidenced that the assault was carried out with fists alone. The other is that the victim gave a description of his attacker that is a remarkably good description of you, Mr. Holmes. Perhaps you would care to read the statement taken at Pentonville police station last night.” He passed another piece of paper to Holmes, who perused it.

      “Indeed, it is a very detailed description,” he commented, raising his eyebrows, “even if a little flattering to my personal vanity in places.”

      “Who is this Michael Frignall, anyway?” I asked Gregson.

      “No-one of importance,” replied the policeman. “He works as a clerk in some firm in the City – Knight and Conk-Singleton, stockbrokers, I believe.”

      Holmes and I exchanged glances. “You are sure of his employers?” asked Holmes.

      “They are given at the top of the statement you hold in your hands,” said Gregson. “Is the matter of any significance?”

      “Quite possibly, Inspector. Forgive me if I prefer to play my cards close to my chest at present, though.”

      Gregson chuckled. “I know you too well, Mr. Holmes, than to pry into matters where you have no wish to have me pry. But,” and his voice became serious once more, “you are under arrest at present, and though I can offer you the best cell on the premises as accommodation, it will still be a cell while you await trial at the Bailey, unless the magistrate will grant bail at tomorrow’s hearing. Believe me, I will do what I can to make your stay with us as comfortable as possible, but I warn you that unless you can come up with some alibi, I fear the worst.”

      I was struck with a certain horror. The penalty that would be levied upon Holmes was not likely to be a light one. Worse, perhaps, would be the damage to his reputation. It would be hard for Holmes to advertise his services as a bringer of miscreants to justice were he to be punished for a common crime such as this. Despite Gregson’s obvious goodwill towards my friend, my heart sank somewhat at the thought of what lay in store for Sherlock Holmes.

      “I have a request, Inspector,” said Holmes, looking the policeman in the eye. “It may be that you would exceed your powers a little in granting it, but for old times’ sake, eh?”

      “Tell me what it is that you want of me, and I will give you an answer to the best of my ability.”

      “I wish your permission for me to visit the scene of the alleged crime tonight at the hour when you were told it occurred last night. Naturally, I would expect you and some of your men to accompany me. Escape is the last matter on my mind at present, I can assure you.”

      “It would be most irregular,” replied Gregson, “but I am in a position to grant your request. If we depart at a quarter past nine, that should allow us to reach Pentonville about a quarter before ten, which was when Michael Frignall was assaulted.”

      “Shall we say ‘claims to have been assaulted’?” said Holmes, quizzically. “By the by, I assume there is no problem with Watson’s joining us on our little trip? Assuming, that is, Doctor, that you wish to accompany us on our excursion.”

      “How can you doubt my intentions on the matter?” I responded, more than a little nettled by his words.

      “I should never have doubted my Watson. I apologise,” replied Sherlock Holmes.

      “By no means do I have any objection,” said Gregson. “I will make arrangements to have you admitted to the Yard and shown to my office at around nine this evening, Doctor.”

      I thanked Gregson, and bade farewell to him and my friend, who seemed to be remarkably unconcerned about his sojourn in the jaws of justice, and the possible consequences that might ensue.
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      As Gregson had promised, my way was prepared for me when I came to Scotland Yard that evening. He greeted me heartily. “Mr. Holmes is in his cell. Would you like to visit him there, or will you wait until he is brought to us?”

      “I would prefer to wait,” I answered. Truth to tell, I would have been embarrassed to see my friend in those circumstances, and I am certain that he, too, would have suffered from a crisis of humiliation had I seen him there. “How is he behaving? What is he doing?” I asked.

      Gregson chuckled. “He is behaving as if he were at his rooms in Baker-street,” he replied. “He has called for pens and paper, with which I have supplied him, and he has sent out for some tobacco for his pipe. When I visited his cell two hours ago, he was stretched at full length on his bed, with his eyes closed, but he was not asleep, for he greeted me by name, without even opening his eyes.”

      “No doubt he recognised your step,” I remarked.

      “No doubt. Tell me, Doctor, in strict confidence, do you believe he is guilty?”

      I was torn. All the evidence, such as the calling card, and the minutely detailed description, coupled with the inability of Sherlock Holmes to provide an alibi, pointed in the direction of his guilt. But my loyalty to my friend, not to mention my knowledge of his upright and honest nature that would not allow him to deny such a thing, led me to believe in his innocence. I explained this to the Inspector, who listened to me thoughtfully.

      “Your thoughts and mine, Doctor, run along similar lines. As a policeman, I cannot ignore the evidence in front of my own eyes. As a sometime colleague and, I hope it is not presumptuous of me to say so, a friend of Sherlock Holmes, I am somewhat at a loss, since I cannot believe him to have committed such a crime. If he had performed these actions, I am sure that he would have had an excellent reason for doing so.”

      “And he would have told us those reasons, I am sure,” I replied.

      At that moment, there was a knock on the door, and Sherlock Holmes entered, escorted by two uniformed policemen.

      “Excellent,” said Gregson, pulling out and examining his watch. “We have a growler waiting, I believe, which should let us arrive at the time you requested, Mr. Holmes.”

      The journey to Pentonville was a silent one. The uniformed policemen sat like unmoving wooden statues on either side of the prisoner, who sat wrapped in his own thoughts, which neither Gregson nor I would have dreamed for a minute of interrupting.

      “We are here,” announced Gregson, as the carriage drew to a halt. “The public house from which Frignall made his way is over there,” gesturing with his stick. “The alleyway from which his attacker emerged is here,” pointing to a dark entrance on the other side of the road, “and this spot here,” striding to a spot midway between two-streetlights, “is where the attack took place, according to Frignall.”

      “As I thought,” said Holmes, whose voice had taken on a strong resonance, which I recognised as a sign that one of his theories had just been vindicated. “Tell me, Inspector, how tall is the man who was attacked?”

      “Smaller than you or I, Mr. Holmes. He would just about come up to your chin, I guess.”

      “So he was about this height?” replied my friend, pointing to one of the constables. “Excellent. Now, the attack took place here, you say?” standing at the spot previously indicated by Gregson.

      “Precisely so.”

      “Now, Constable,” went on Holmes, addressing the policeman whose height had been established as that of the victim. “I want you to tell me the colour of my eyes.”

      The constable looked puzzled. “I don’t know that. I never noticed.”

      “Then come closer, man, and look for yourself.”

      The perplexed policeman stepped closer to Holmes. “I can’t see in this light,” he complained.

      “Then perhaps I am facing in the wrong direction,” said Holmes. He slowly revolved through a full circle, the policeman presenting a comical spectacle as he followed Holmes’ face, peering closely.

      “It’s no good. I couldn’t tell you whether they’re blue or green or brown or what,” he announced at length.

      “Very good, constable,” replied Holmes. “And now, if you would, name the stone that decorates my scarf-pin.”

      “Same again. Not enough light for me to say,” replied the puzzled officer.

      “Let me revolve once again. Maybe the light shining from another angle will be able to help you discern it more clearly.” Once again, Holmes spun slowly round, the constable fixing his eyes on the scarf-pin in question.

      “I wouldn’t swear to it, but I think that’s one of those orange stones – a topaz, I think they call these things.”

      “Excellent!” replied Holmes, obviously in high spirits. “Thank you for your invaluable assistance, Constable.”

      Gregson appeared to be completely baffled by these actions, but I was beginning to have some ideas of my own regarding my friend’s motives.

      “We may return,” Holmes said to Gregson, using the same tone of voice to the police officer as if he were the captor and not the captive. Holmes and the policemen, including Gregson, made their way to Scotland Yard in the carriage that had brought them, and once again I was permitted to share the vehicle with them.

      “I know it is late, Inspector,” said Holmes, “but I would impose on your kindness for perhaps twenty minutes more.”

      “Very well,” replied Gregson. “This whole business brings me no pleasure, I am sure you are aware, and I am happy to lend you what assistance I am able. I am still somewhat in the dark, I confess.”

      “Then let me be the bearer of light,” smiled Holmes. “Be so good as to read the description of the attacker that Mr. Frignall provided.”

      “Six feet and two inches in height, dark hair, long aquiline nose, grey eyes...” Gregson’s voice trailed off. “Now I begin to understand what you were doing back there. There is no way that he could know the colour of your eyes, given the light at that time and that place.”

      “Precisely. Especially since he was supposedly being attacked by me at the time.” Holmes smiled a thin smile. “Pray continue.”

      “Wearing a dark topcoat, silk hat, and white scarf fastened at the throat with an amethyst pin. I see. It was impossible for Robinson, who, by the by, is one of our more observant constables, to determine the type of stone in your pin.”

      Holmes’ smile was still in place. “I think you see my point now, Inspector?”

      “I do indeed.”

      “Maybe I can add one more item to the list? You have my card that was discovered at the scene of the attack?” Gregson opened the file on the desk, and retrieved it. “No, no, do not give it to me. I would ask you to examine the right edge of the card. Do you discern any dents or nicks in it?”

      “Indeed so,” replied Gregson, after a close examination of the article in question. “There are marks as if a thumbnail had scored marks in the pasteboard.”

      “It was indeed a thumbnail,” replied Holmes. “The nail of my right thumb, to be precise. I have developed the habit, when passing out one of my cards, of marking it in this way to show the date on which I presented it. It is simple to do, takes very little effort on my part, and is a practice that has proved of value in the past, as I have no doubt it will in this instance. Count the marks, if you would, Inspector.”

      Gregson bent over the card again. “There are two here, then a gap, and then ... seven together.”

      “Precisely. And today’s date?”

      “The twenty-eighth.”

      “Correct. Two and eight.”

      The policeman considered this for a few seconds. “So that would indicate that you presented the card yesterday?”

      “Correct, my dear Gregson. In this way, should one of my cards be misused, as this one has been, I have only to refer to my records to discover those to whom I have been introduced recently, or at any rate, on the twenty-seventh day of a month at some time in the past. In that way, I am able to establish the identity of the culprit in a very short space of time.”

      I was struck by the simplicity, as well as by the ingenuity of Holmes’ device, the existence of which came as a complete surprise to me, even after all the time that I had known him.

      “So, Mr. Holmes, to whom did you pass out cards yesterday?” asked Gregson.

      “There was only one, to the man who appeared with Charles Conk-Singleton at my rooms in Baker-street yesterday. The man who now calls himself Edward Masters, but is known to Inspector Bradstreet here at Scotland Yard as Edgar Madingley, or alternatively as Eric Morden.”

      Gregson frowned. “I have some recollection of that name. The confidence trickster and forger? Bradstreet took the case, with some assistance from you?” Holmes nodded. “And what was he doing visiting you?”

      Holmes, confident of the other’s attention, proceeded to relate the circumstances that had led to the visit. Gregson frowned, and tapped his teeth with the end of his pencil.

      “It seems obvious to me that this was an attempt to blacken your name by this man Morden,” he remarked.

      “I think there is something more to it than this, though,” replied Holmes. “I would be greatly obliged, Doctor, if you could send word to your wife that you will be absent from home tonight, and if you could return to Baker-street and keep watch there, that would be highly appreciated. Gregson, if you could spare a couple of your plain-clothes men to remain in the vicinity, ready to assist Watson should he whistle for help, I would expect some interesting results. I myself, having been subject to arrest, will have to remain here, out of sight of those who are no doubt watching Baker-street in my absence.”

      “What do you mean, Holmes?” I asked, curious as to what he had in mind.

      “I am sure that Inspector Gregson is correct as far as one of the motives for this little comedy is concerned. My reputation would no doubt have suffered were I to be convicted and sentenced—”

      “An outcome which I can promise you will not take place, since the police will withdraw charges in the magistrate’s court tomorrow,” broke in Gregson. “You have proved to my satisfaction that the charges against you are demonstrably false.”

      “Thank you.” Holmes inclined his head. “There is a secondary purpose to all this, though, I am sure, and that is to keep me away from Baker-street while Morden, or Masters as I suppose we must call him now, or those close to him, enter and search for any evidence I may have uncovered with regard to this business.”

      “I had already informed my wife before I came here this evening that I might very well be absent for the whole night,” I told Holmes. “I will be happy to act as the watchdog of your interests in this regard.”

      “That shows an excellent sense of foresight,” he replied. “I knew I could rely on you. Good old Watson.” This simple phrase, delivered in a tone of the utmost sincerity, showed the human side of Holmes’ nature that he typically kept hidden, and indeed, few suspected its very existence.

      “And I will be happy to help in any way within my power,” added Gregson. “It has been a long day, but I dare say I could provide assistance if there is to be a chance of setting this business straight.”

      “Excellent!” said Holmes. He leaned forward, his elbows on the table, and his eyes shone. “Do you, Watson, stay in the unlit room. Leave the front door and the door to my rooms unlocked. I have no wish to cause Mrs. Hudson unnecessary trouble as a result of the thieves having to break down any barriers. You will find my revolver in the middle drawer of the bureau, and cartridges in the drawer below that, but I do not think you will require their use. The lead-weighted riding crop should prove a sufficient deterrent should you need one. On the entry of our visitor – which I expect to take place around two or three o’clock in the morning – give three sharp blasts on your whistle. Gregson, that will be the signal for you and your men to apprehend the villains.” He yawned. “And now, if I may, I will avail myself of the hospitality of the Metropolitan Police, and return to my cell.”

      Gregson pulled at a bell-rope that hung behind his desk, and a uniformed constable knocked at the door and was admitted. “Take the prisoner to his cell,” he commanded. It was hard for us to realise that Holmes was indeed a prisoner in the eyes of the law, and when he had departed, after bidding us a good night, Gregson and I looked at each other and burst out laughing.

      “He is a rare one, to be sure,” said Gregson. “It is as if he were in a hotel, the way he behaves, demanding to be taken to his cell in that way, and ordering us about as if we were his servants.” There was no malice in his words, and his face creased in a broad smile beneath his moustache. “Do you believe that he is correct in his guess?”

      “I have no way of knowing the answer with any certainty, of course, but in my experience, when Sherlock Holmes makes guesses of this nature, they are usually correct.”

      “We must be off, then. You to Baker-street, and I to procure the services of two of our plain-clothes men. You have a whistle? Mr. Holmes seemed to assume that you had such a thing in your possession.”

      “I do indeed. I will bid you farewell – a temporary farewell, I hope, since we expect to see each other in a matter of a few hours.”

      “I hope so,” replied Gregson, pleasantly.
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      I returned to Baker-street to find all lights extinguished, Mrs. Hudson having retired. Mindful of Holmes’ instructions, I left the front door unlocked, and mounted the stairs to Holmes’ rooms, which I unlocked using the key with which Holmes had permanently entrusted me, and quietly closed the door after me. I refrained from lighting the gas, but made my way to the bureau, relying on the light from the window, whose curtains remained open. I was in two minds as to whether to take the revolver, but eventually decided to leave it in its resting place, but had no hesitation in taking the riding crop to which Holmes had alluded. It was a more formidable weapon than its appearance would suggest, with the hollow handle being filled with lead, allowing it to be reversed and used as a life-preserver.

      Nonetheless, I had no desire to be placed in a situation where I would be forced to use it. I settled myself in an armchair from which I could observe the door of the room, but where I would initially be hidden by the door itself from the view of anyone entering the room.

      It was a long wait, and a cold one. The fire had not been lit, or even laid, it appeared, and the absence of any light combined with the events of the day conspired to produce a sense of fatigue. More than once I found myself awaking with a start as a cab or some tradesman’s wagon clattered along the otherwise deserted-street. On the last of these occasions I started awake, but could hear nothing outside the window. I listened more carefully, and was rewarded by the sound of at least one pair of feet climbing the stairs outside the door slowly and carefully. My nerves on edge, I watched the handle of the door turning in the moonlight streaming through the window, and the door slowly opening.

      I strained my ears to catch a faint whisper. “This door’s open as well,” I heard. “This is too blooming easy, George.”

      “Just be thankful there’s no Sherlock Holmes about tonight, then,” came another voice.

      I reached for the riding crop, and fingered the whistle that hung from a lanyard around my neck. Two dark shapes entered the room.

      “Where do you think it would be?” came the whisper.

      “Search me, Bill. There’s too many papers for my liking.”

      “We can start with the desk. Open the lantern. Carefully, mark you.” I had already smelled the hot metal that informed me a dark-lantern was being carried by the housebreakers, but before they could fully open the slide, I had blown three sharp blasts on my whistle. The effect was instant – the two criminals froze in their tracks, illuminated by the half-open lantern, while a thunder of boots up the stairs told me that Gregson and his men were arriving on the scene, as previously arranged.

      I was informed by the flash of light through the doorway that the police had arrived, with Gregson at their head.

      “We’re nabbed, Bill,” said one of the burglars, seemingly resigned to his fate. “Seems like you was expecting us, sir,” he nodded to me, having observed my presence with the aid of the police lanterns. “I take it you’re Mr. Sherlock Holmes himself?”

      “I am not,” I replied. “But it is Sherlock Holmes who is responsible for your arrest, even though he is not present in this room. Who sent you here?” I asked him.

      “I’ll make my statement at the station, if you don’t mind,” was the reply, delivered with a certain degree of dignity.

      “You’ll be there soon enough, my lad,” Gregson said to him good-humouredly. “You’ll be joining us, Doctor?” he said to me.

      “I will come along as soon as I have finished calming Mrs. Hudson, whom I fear we have woken,” I replied. I went downstairs, and called through the door leading to Mrs. Hudson’s apartments, reassuring her that no damage had been occasioned, and that she was in no danger. She seemed reassured by my words, and I returned to the now empty room and locked the door, remembering the old proverb about stable doors and bolting horses, before leaving the house and locking that door as well. The police four-wheeler was waiting for me in the-street outside, and we were soon on our way to Scotland Yard.
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      On arrival at Scotland Yard, the two criminals were led to a room for questioning by the plain-clothes men who had arrested them, and Gregson and I entered his office to confer.

      “I think,” said Gregson, smiling, “that we will not disturb Mr. Holmes’ sleep. I intend to bring these two into court tomorrow, to face the music before Holmes appears and we drop the charges. If what Sherlock Holmes suspects is true, there may be some friends of theirs in court to see him, and it will be interesting to observe their faces when these men appear.”

      “That would seem to be an excellent plan,” I said, “and I concur with your idea of leaving it as a surprise.”

      “And now,” he added, yawning widely, “I suggest that we attempt to sleep. I have a camp-bed in the next room which I use on such occasions. You are welcome to it, should you wish. Alternatively, we could offer you a cell for the night.”

      “I am an old campaigner,” I assured him. “I would have no difficulty sleeping on the floor, if that were all that were available. However, I will not deprive you of your cot. A cell will provide me with the shelter I need for the night. I trust you will be able to provide me with hot water and a razor in the morning?”

      “Of course.” There was a knock on the door, and one of the plain-clothes men who had been questioning the burglars entered.

      “We found out that our precious pair, whom we’ve seen several times before in court, were employed by a Mr. Edward Masters to search for any documents belonging to Mr. Holmes relating to the City brokers Knight and Conk-Singleton.”

      Gregson and I exchanged glances. “Our friend Morden makes another entrance,” commented Gregson drily. “Very good, Saunders. Ensure that they appear at Bow-street tomorrow immediately before Mr. Holmes makes his appearance.”

      The officer left us, and Gregson rose to his feet. “I will show you to your cell, Doctor. Believe me, our cells are less inhospitable than you might imagine from the name alone.”

      As he said, the bed, although hard, was clean. Truth to tell, I was sufficiently fatigued to have passed the night comfortably on a bed of nails, such as those used by Indian faqirs to demonstrate their supposed spiritual powers.

      I was awakened by a uniformed constable bearing a mug of hot water, some soap and a razor, along with a towel. “Inspector Gregson’s compliments,” he smilingly informed me as he handed me the shaving tackle, “and he would like to invite you to share his breakfast when you are ready.”

      “Thank you. Please inform the Inspector that I shall be ready in a few minutes.” I discovered a small hand-mirror wrapped in the towel, and I made a hasty toilet before meeting Gregson.

      “Ah, Doctor,” he greeted me. “I trust your night was not too uncomfortable?” I reassured him on that score, and he hospitably waved me towards a steaming pot of coffee, accompanied by porridge and kippers.

      “I have taken the liberty of sending portions to Mr. Holmes in his cell. Hardly standard fare under the circumstances, but I feel I can do no less.”

      “He has suffered worse in his time, I can assure you,” I told him, and fell to with a good appetite.

      “The hearing of the two beauties we bagged last night should begin at 9:15. Mr. Holmes appears immediately following their hearing,” he informed me. Gregson looked me up and down. “I have a clean collar here, should you feel in need.”

      I accepted gratefully. Although I do not consider myself to be overly concerned with my appearance, I feel that it is somewhat incumbent upon me to set some sort of example, especially in official business of such a nature as was to be transacted in a few hours.

      On finishing our repast, I accepted the proffered collar, and we went to see Holmes.

      “I have a surprise for you this morning,” remarked Gregson to Holmes, his eyes twinkling. “I will not tell you about it, but I think it will amuse you. As regards your own trial, of course, you need have no fears. Speaking on behalf of the police, I will drop all charges against you. Will you be laying any counter-charge against your accuser for laying false information against you?”

      “I think that will probably be unnecessary. I am almost certain that I can procure evidence that will allow you to arrest him on a somewhat more serious charge.”

      “As you wish,” replied Gregson. “Do you wish to shave and make yourself look a little more presentable prior to your appearance before the magistrates?” he enquired solicitously.

      “I will do so, though I do realise that my chances of conviction or otherwise are not dependent upon my appearance. Thank you.”

      “Doctor,” Gregson said to me, as Holmes left the room. “You can be of great assistance to us by going to the court early, and keeping your eyes open for familiar faces, especially for Eric Morden. My guess is that he will be there in order to observe the fruits of his labours – that is, he will wish to see Holmes remanded until the next Assize sessions. If you see Morden, I would like you to observe him as closely as you can during today’s proceedings, and note his reactions to today’s events. It is likely that he suspects that his hired guns have misfired, to use a metaphor, but I am almost certain he will not expect to see them in the dock today.”

      “I will be happy to do this,” I replied. “The more so, as I believe it will add to the evidence that Holmes needs to solve this case involving the City.”

      “Good man,” said the policeman. “Let us meet after Holmes’ case has been dismissed, and you can report to us then.”

      I made my way to Bow-street Magistrates’ Court, an institution with which I was happily unfamiliar, and ascertained from one of the porters there which courtroom would be used for Holmes’ hearing, and hence that of Morden’ two accomplices. On arrival, I took a seat near the back of the almost empty room, commanding a view of the whole area. I had not long to wait before a man whom I recognised as Morden entered, and took his seat two rows directly in front of me. I had my hat pulled well down, and my coat collar turned up in order to avoid his recognising me, but in any case, he appeared not to be interested in me or any others in the courtroom, but sat back in his seat, almost with the air of a theatre-goer awaiting the rise of the curtain on a favourite drama.
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