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Chronology of Events

(Events particular to Watson’s last chronicle are in italics)

1878
Watson graduates as Doctor of Medicine—London University
Second Afghan war begins
Watson travels to Bombay
Date uncertain—events of “The Adventure of the Gloria Scott”—Holmes’ first case, while still in college.

1880
Battle of Maiwand—Watson received his wound in the shoulder (which later became a wounded leg)
Two unnamed cases while Holmes was living in Montague Street.
Year uncertain—the events of “The Adventure of The Musgrave Ritual”—third case in Montague Street.

1881
Watson returns to London, meets Sherlock Holmes, and together they move into 221B Baker Street.
October—the events of “The Adventure of the Resident Patient.”

1882
March 4 (year imprecise)—events of “A Study in Scarlet,” Watson’s first introduction to Holmes’ work.
Events of the Trepoff Murder case in Odessa—a case mentioned in passing by Watson.
Events of the case of the Atkinson Brothers at Trincomalee—a case mentioned in passing by Watson.
Events of the Case concerning the Royal family of Holland—a case mentioned in passing by Watson.

1883
Early April—the events of “The Adventure of the Speckled Band.”
Date uncertain—the events of “The Adventure of Silver Blaze”—Watson living at Baker Street.
Early spring (year uncertain—the events of “The Adventure of the Yellow Face”—Watson living at Baker Street.
August (year uncertain)—the events of “The Adventure of the Cardboard Box”—Watson living at Baker Street
Summer (year uncertain)—the events of “The Adventure of the Greek Interpreter.”
October (year uncertain)—the events of The Hound of the Baskervilles.

1887
February (year uncertain—Watson still living at Baker Street)—the events of “The Adventure of the Beryl Coronet.”
April 14—Holmes falls ill in Lyon, from overwork. Watson summoned.
April—the events of “The Adventure of the Reigate Squire.”
July 7/September (both months are mentioned.) Year uncertain, might be 1886—the events of “The Sign of Four.”
Autumn—the events of “The Adventure of the Noble Bachelor.”
(Month uncertain)—Watson’s marriage to Mary Morston
Late September—the events of “The Five Orange Pips,”—in the story Watson says his wife is visiting her mother, yet his wife (Mary Morston, who he met in the case of “The Sign of Four”) is an orphan.
Events of the Adventure of the Paradol Chamber—a case referred to by Watson, but never written up.
Events of the British barque “Sophy Anderson”—a case referred to by Watson, but never written up.
Events of the Camberwell poisoning—a case referred to by Watson, but never written up.

1888
March (year uncertain)—Watson buys medical practice in Paddington.
July—first of two possible dates for the events of “The Adventure of the Norwood Builder”—Hilton Cubitt refers to the Jubilee of the previous year, and Watson is living at Baker Street (which is anachronistic for both possible dates—see 1889). Logically this is the more likely year, for if Cubitt had been referring to the second Jubilee, it would have been natural for him to qualify that he meant the second Jubilee, not the first.
20th March—events of “A Scandal in Bohemia.”
Summer—the events of “The Adventure of the Crooked Man”—shortly after Watson’s marriage.
June 3, Monday (year uncertain)—the events of “The Boscombe Valley Mystery.”
June (year uncertain)—the events of “The Adventure of the Stockbroker’s Clerk”—Watson dates this case three months after the purchase of his private practice.
July—the events of “The Adventure of the Naval Treaty,”—occurs in “the July which immediately succeeded my marriage” (Watson).
July—the events of “The Adventure of the Second Stain”—in this story, Watson state that the case’s international ramifications mean that the year and date should remain vague. Yet he states the year and the month in passing reference in an earlier story as July, 1888. This is contradicted in the actual story, in which Watson states the events occur in autumn. Assumed that Watson is attempting to misdirect.
July—the events of “The Adventure of the Tired Captain.”

1889
Early Spring (year uncertain)—the events of “The Adventure of the Copper Beeches”—In this case, Watson appears to be living at Baker Street, which would place the date as pre-1887, yet Holmes talks about the cases of “A Scandal in Bohemia” and “A Case of Identity.” Assumed Watson is a temporary guest.
Friday, June 19th—the events of “The Man with the Twisted Lip”—Watson’s wife calls him “James”. It is from the slip that it has been established that John Watson’s second initial must stand for Hamish, which is Scottish for James.
Summer—the events of “The Adventure of the Engineer’s Thumb.”
December 27 (year uncertain)—the events of “The Adventure of the Blue Carbuncle.”
November—the events of “The Adventure of the Dying Detective”—occurred in the second year of Watson’s marriage.
Year uncertain—events of “The Valley of Fear”—Watson states it is the end of the ‘eighties.

1890
Month uncertain—events of “A Case of Identity.”
June—Events of “The Red-Headed League.”

1891
Holmes in France working for French Government
January 4—Holmes “crossed swords” with Moriarty.
January 23—Holmes “incommoded” Moriarty.
Mid February—Moriarty “seriously inconvenienced” by Holmes.
Friday April 24—the events of “The Adventure of the Final Problem*”: 
- (a.m.) Moriarty visits Holmes
- (p.m.) Holmes visits Watson
- Saturday April 25: Moriarty visits Homes—a.m.
- Sunday April 26: Travel to Brussels
- Monday April 27: Brussels—Holmes telegraphs London police
- Travel to Strasbourg
- Evening—away reply
- Move on toward Geneva
- Tuesday April 28—Sunday May 3
- Travel up the Rhone Valley to Leuk
- Across the Gemmi Pass (in snow) along the Daubensee, through Interlaken to Meirengen
- Sunday May 3: Stay at Englischer Hof., Meirengen
- Monday May 4: Intend to cross the hill and spend the night at Rosenlaui
- Stop off at the Reichenbach Falls. There the Swiss boy delivers the message which sends Watson back down the hill to Meirengen.
- Moriarty confronts Holmes.
The events related in The Chronicles of the Lost Years begin.

1892
Late March—the events of “The Singular Experience of Mr. John Scott Eccles (‘A Reminiscence of Mr. Sherlock Holmes’).” Perhaps because it was reminiscence, Holmes can be forgiven for getting his dates wrong—he was in Tibet at the time he claims this case took place.

1893
December—Colonel James Moriarty writes a report which causes Watson to respond with his story of Holmes’ confrontation with Moriarty at Reichenbach—publication of “The Adventure of the Final Problem.”

1894
March 30th—the events of “The Adventure of the Empty House*.”
Date uncertain—the events of the case of the Papers of the ex—resident Murillo—a case merely referred to in passing, but not written up.
Date uncertain—the events of the case of the Steamship “Friesland”—a case merely referred to in passing, but not written up.
Summer (?)—date uncertain—the events of “The Adventure of the Norwood Builder”—Watson writes that “Holmes had been back for some months” and refers to the above two cases.
Late November—the events of “The Adventure of the Golden Pince-Nez.”

1895
February (year uncertain)—the events of “The Adventure of the Missing Three—Quarter.”
Saturday April 23—the events of “The Adventure of the Solitary Cyclist.”
Month uncertain, but prior to July—events of the case of the death of Cardinal Tosca—referred to by Watson, but not written up.
Month uncertain, but prior to July—events of the case of Wilson, the Canary trainer—referred to by Watson, but not written up.
July (1st week)—the events of “The Adventure of Black Peter.”
November, 3rd week—the events of “The Adventure of the Bruce-Partington Plans.”
Date uncertain—winter—the events of “The Adventure of Charles Augustus Milverton.”
Month uncertain—the events of “The Adventure of the Six Napoleons.”
Date uncertain—the events of “The Adventure of the Three Students.”

1896
Early in year—the events of “The Adventure of the Veiled Lodger.”

1897
March—events of “The Adventure of the Devil’s Foot”—Holmes is forced to take a holiday in Cornwall because of ill health.
Winter (month uncertain)—the events of “The Adventure of the Abbey Grange.”

1898
Tuesday May 14 (year uncertain)—the events of “The Adventure of the Priory School”—This is the earliest possible date, for Lord Holderness was married in 1888 and his son, the subject of the case, was ten years old.
July—second of two possible dates for the events of “The Adventure of the Norwood Builder” (See 1888).

1899
Summer—month uncertain—events of “The Adventure of the Retired Colourman.”

1902
Late June—the events of “The Adventure of the Three Garridebs.”
September 3—the events of “The Adventure of the Illustrious Client.”
Early September—the events of “The Adventure of the Creeping Man.”

1903
January—the events of “The Adventure of the Blanched Soldier.” Holmes himself related this tale, although it wasn’t published in The Strand until over a decade later.
Month uncertain—Holmes retires to the Sussex Downs to study and indulge in bee-keeping.

1907
July—events of “The Adventure of the Lion’s Mane” (after retirement, in Sussex). This is the second case Holmes narrates himself.

1915
August 2—the eve of World War I—the events of “His Last Bow.” The reunion of two old friends.
Watson joins old service (Fifth Northumberland Fusiliers), shortly after this case.

____

Undated cases:
“The Adventure of Shoscombe Old Place” (Watson at Baker Street)
“The Adventure of the Red Circle”
“The Disappearance of Lady Frances Carfax” (After Crimean war)
“The Adventure of the Three Gables”
(Summer)—”The Mazarin Stone” (Watson not at Baker Street)
November—”The Adventure of the Sussex Vampire”
October—”The Problem of Thor Bridge” (Watson at Baker Street)


*Both “The Adventure of The Final Problem” and “The Adventure of The Empty House” are included in this book as a bonus.  Continue reading at the end of Chronicles of the Lost Years.


 

Chapter One

Queen Anne Street, December 1903

It will come as a considerable shock to readers who know Sherlock Holmes only through my writings in The Strand magazine that my assertion that he was unique and certainly the most fascinating of subjects was fraudulent. There was another I knew—as equally as fascinating an individual. Her name was Elizabeth Sigerson.

It would seem appropriate that these two highly individual people should meet and indeed they did, in the spring of 1891 when Holmes was expending nearly all his energy in the final battle of wits with Moriarty.

Because of the omission of facts I have given the public concerning my very singular friend Sherlock Holmes, I feel I should complete the record here and if by some chance this memoir comes to light in a distant time, then so be it.

To begin at the beginning and include all the facts I must go back to the winter of the year 1891.

Winter of that year was unruly and unpredictable and I cannot recall another season that was so out of character as that year’s. Experts spoke of magnetic fluxes about the globe and the more common folk pondered the unusual arrays of temperature and the truly remarkable extremes. Record levels of snow would fall for two days, then unseasonable days of sunshine would turn the falls to floods.

The weather appeared to affect every person’s temperament and the number of crimes rose to an astonishing level. Sherlock Holmes was busy investigating numerous mysteries and would often of an evening arrive at my fireplace to bemoan the sheer quantity of his work and its correspondingly poor quality. Always he remarked on the common underlying cause of each motivation.

“Always it is the weather that is blamed, Watson.”

“Impossible! In every single circumstance?”

“I admit the little puzzle I was asked to solve today was not a result of the weather, but the weather did cause me to become acquainted with it sooner than some person anticipated.” He stretched his feet out to the fire.

“What puzzle was that?”

“A set of clothes found upon Dartmoor.”

I felt a small disappointment. “That seems a little ordinary,” I ventured to remark. “Clothing is abandoned and lost every day.”

“Not clothing like this,” Holmes replied. He stood and removed a cloth bag from the hat rack and emptied the contents onto the table. I moved closer and examined the clothing, trying to utilize my powers of observation as Holmes did.

I fingered the items, separating them. A shirt. A pair of trousers, waistcoat and a jacket, collar and cuffs and their pins. All were cut in small proportions. On the shirt, waistcoat and jacket there was a small tear in correspondingly identical positions. It was obvious that whatever instrument had caused the tear had passed through the material of all three garments in one pass. It would have to have been exceedingly sharp.

Holmes was watching me and I shrugged. “Perhaps the suit belongs to a youth. It is a peculiar size. Beyond that, I cannot guess.”

“These clothes were made for a woman,” he told me. He held up the trousers, displaying the length of leg. “The size of the waist is disproportionate to the leg for a man, but for a tall female, these would suit. The woman that owned these clothes was in her late twenties to early thirties and a liberal thinker. Unmarried, red-headed and neat. If it were she who secreted them, she is forward planner and in trouble of some sort. She is in hiding from some person or agency and these clothes would distinguish her too readily if found in her possession. My general impression is that she is highly intelligent and uses her mind logically. A unique woman I would very much like to meet, but I am afraid that is out of the question.”

I looked again at the clothes. “How on earth…?”

Holmes smiled good naturedly and threw himself into the chair. “I had a slight advantage, Watson, for I saw where this cloth bag had been secreted and well hidden it was, too. It was sheer unfortunate chance they were discovered. They were buried out on the moor, beneath a stone that was well covered with snow. Whoever it was that buried them—and I strongly suspect that it was the owner of the clothes, for she would not be the sort to let them fall into a stranger’s hands—she obviously intended that the clothes remain safely hidden under the snow, but the weather has undone her plans.”

“But to conclude she is red headed and unmarried….” I prompted him with disbelief tingeing my voice.

He moved his hand toward the clothing. “I gave you a clue, Watson. I drew attention to the proportion of waist size to leg. The neatness of the waist indicates she is young and has had no children yet. A married woman’s husband typically would not allow the frivolous activities indicated by these clothes, so she is unmarried. She is a liberal thinker and that is indicated by the styling of the clothes. Whatever their purpose, it would take a woman of rare talent to exploit them. Recall Irene Adler, if you will.

“She is neat, because the clothing has been cared for and was folded carefully inside the bag. This also indicates they have not been entirely abandoned. She is a redhead, as several long strands of hair about the collar of the jacket indicate.

“That she is a forward planner is indicated by the removal of any identifying tags at the neck and waist of each garment and their careful hiding place, which also indicates her desire to keep their owner’s identity a mystery. She thought she might need to retrieve the garments one day and did not throw them in the river or down the sewers. Hence my impression that she is intelligent and in trouble.”

“And the logical thinking?” I asked, allowing my admiration to reveal itself upon my face.

“She has carefully obliterated any possible evidence I might have seen near the hiding place and has managed to successfully disappear into the city and remain hidden for the two days I have been searching for her. The trail is cold now and I won’t find her without considerable effort.” Holmes leaned back in the chair, stretching out his legs.

“No, she is a very clever woman, Watson, who is hiding very successfully. It is a pity we will never have a chance to unravel the mystery, but my time is too limited.”

It would have been the end of the affair. I was concentrating on my practice and there were many cases of the elderly, frail and infirm succumbing to the rigors of this peculiar winter and I was busy.

For the greater part of January Holmes was in Europe, going about his mysterious affairs. Just as the winter deepened its hold in February, I received a new client. The lady’s name meant nothing to me, so it was with something of a shock that I found myself facing a tall, red-headed woman. A quick glance at her left hand confirmed her status as an unmarried woman.

She complained of a series of headaches. These were easily remedied with an application of salicylic powders, which I prescribed for her. Throughout the short interview I found my mind engaged instead on wondering if she was Holmes’ mystery lady.

However, by the time I showed her to the door I had convinced myself that coincidence does not stretch that far. There would be a good many red-headed ladies in London—even tall, neat and beautiful ones. The chances that Holmes’ redhead had actually called on me professionally were too slim.

Again, I all but forgot the incident. Holmes returned from Europe in March for a short sojourn before taking up his activities in France once more. I called to see him on one of the nights that he was not out and about on his business and we shared a companionable meal before settling in front of the fire and exchanging the considerable amount of news of each other’s lives since Christmas.

It is here that my story departs from that other I have previously related. For as I was searching my memory for any other scraps of news that Holmes would find interesting, I recalled my red-headed patient.

“Do you remember that mysterious redhead you were trying to trace…the one with the male costume?”

Holmes nodded, his eyes closed and his pipe jutting out aggressively.

“Last month I had a new patient who could have doubled as your mystery lady. It surprised me. I thought your redhead herself had appeared.”

Holmes sat abruptly upright, dropping his pipe into his hand. “Describe her,” he commanded.

“That’s just it, Holmes. Her description tallies almost exactly with your conclusions. Redhead, tall, trim, neat. It’s difficult to judge forward planning and intelligence with a quick ten minute interview, but she certainly wasn’t a fool.”

Holmes stood up and moved to the mantelshelf. “And her name?”

“Miss Elizabeth Sigerson.” I felt a little bewildered by his reaction. “You don’t think it was your redhead, surely?”

“Why not? It makes a certain kind of sense. Quite apart from an inner certainty I have had that we would one day meet.”

“But it is stretching coincidence a tad, isn’t it?”

Holmes rubbed his brow. “I wish you had told me earlier. As it is, I’ll have to hurry the arrangements. Would you be able to arrange for her to meet you at your consulting rooms on a professional basis?”

“Well, yes, certainly, if you require it. But why, Holmes?”

“For some reason she is afraid of me. She wants her clothes back, Watson, and she is making an indirect approach through you. She fears that if I see or speak to her I will deduct some truth she is keeping secret. So, we must woo her cautiously and time is limited. I’m due back in Paris tomorrow, so it will have to wait until I return. I will send you a cable when I know the date and you can arrange for the appointment.”

I felt a bit winded. I had related my trivial story only to amuse Holmes. “Yes, of course,” I agreed slowly.

“Good. Now, tell me all about her, Watson. Every detail…every nuance.”

* * * * *

On April the 20th, a Monday as I recall, I received a cable from Holmes informing me he would be arriving back in London on the Thursday. That was all the cable stated, but I had not forgotten his instructions and set about arranging the interview with Miss Sigerson. I sent her a note stating I wished to review the effectiveness of the treatment I had prescribed for her and requesting her presence on Thursday afternoon.

I received a prettily worded letter back asking to change the time to seven o’clock in the evening for she was working as a typewriter and could not leave earlier. On Holmes’ arrival I informed him of the interview and invited him to share our supper before Miss Sigerson arrived.

Accordingly, he appeared on my doorstep in the late afternoon, looking tired and much used, yet with the same keen look in his eyes that I remembered from whenever he was on the scent of another mystery. I questioned him at the time concerning his health and confessed my curiosity over his doings in Europe, but apart from hinting heavily about the gravity of his deeds, he would say nothing more.

“It is all settled now, Watson. In four days it will be over. I wish to forget it for now and enjoy myself with this lighter, more unusual mystery.”

At seven o’clock we descended the stairs to my consulting room and I pushed the door open to enter, only to fall back in confusion. I held onto the doorknob, preventing Holmes from following me into the room. ``Miss Sigerson,” I said, both in greeting to her and a warning to Holmes.

“Doctor.” She stood. “I suppose I must apologize for waiting in your room, but it is late and I preferred not to wait in the street.”

“Yes, of course. That is quite all right.” I was unsure of whether to enter and close the door, thus risk exposing Holmes, or to back out on some pretense. I had been caught completely by surprise. All the investigative tasks Holmes had coached me to complete during the interview fled my mind.

Miss Sigerson studied me carefully with her candid green eyes and I saw her glance thoughtfully at the door. Then she put her head to one side. “Doctor Watson, you have asked me here under a falsehood.”

I stared at her blankly.

She shook her head. “Never mind. I will see to it myself.” She moved to the door, stepped around me and into the corridor. I saw Holmes straighten from his resting place against the wall. “Mr. Holmes, why don’t you come inside?” she asked him. “It is cold out here.”

“Miss Sigerson.” He walked into the room and patted my shoulder. “Never mind, Watson.”

Elizabeth looked at me kindly. “Your face gave you away, Doctor Watson. Do you ever play whist?”

Holmes sat against the edge of my desk. “Yes, and he loses—quite badly.” He studied Elizabeth. “Red hair, trim, neat….”

Elizabeth allowed him time to scrutinize her properly. She held out her hands. “My sleeves, Mr. Holmes. You find a woman’s sleeves most revealing, I believe.”

He leaned forward to examine them. “Thank you,” he said gravely. “Why did you not want me to see you?”

“I believed you to be in Europe.”

Holmes examined her face closely. “You are not denying you consulted Watson as a means of regaining your clothes?”

“I had genuine reason for seeking a doctor. I merely combined the two. Are you prepared to return my clothes to me? They are very difficult to replace. Understanding seamstresses are hard to find.”

Holmes smiled. “Yes, I sympathize. You may have them back. They are in my rooms at Baker Street.”

“Thank you.” She turned to pick up her gloves.

“Where is the knife that cut them, now?” Holmes asked, addressing her back.

Elizabeth slowly turned back to face him. Her face was quite still. “I beg your pardon?”

“The knife. It was a knife that caused that very neat tear. Through so many layers, too. Aimed right here—” and he touched his breast pocket. “Whoever was wielding it was in deadly earnest. I was wondering what became of the knife. It wasn’t with the clothes.”

“I’m sure I don’t know what you’re talking about. The clothes were not torn when I left them.”

Holmes straightened from his slouch. “Of all the very small mistakes you have made, that is the most telling. To me, a man trained in the observation of minutiae, the complete absence of such details about your person shouts of secret purpose.”

Elizabeth bit her lip. “This is what I feared,” she confessed. “That if we ever met face to face you would detect my covert motivations.”

“There is no need to fear me if your intentions are good,” Holmes replied. “Covert or overt. But you must explain, now, these discrepancies.”

Elizabeth visibly wavered.

“Come, Miss Sigerson, explain. I have about me at this very moment some of the most dangerous, desperate criminals of the century. I cannot afford to play loosely with even the slightest of suspicions. Tell me.”

Elizabeth shook her head. “I cannot. Please believe me when I say I wish I could. I have nothing to do with these criminals you fear and would clear myself if I could. My intentions were benign. I have nothing but deep admiration and respect for your abilities, as reported by Doctor Watson.”

“Yes, that is clear by the length you went to avoid my scrutiny.”

Elizabeth sighed. “I want my clothes back. That is my chief aim. I believed you to be in Europe and thought it would be an ideal time to approach Doctor Watson, establish contact and eventually ask his help in reclaiming them, thus staying out of your way and creating the minimum of disturbance.”

“That was most considerate of you,” Holmes replied dryly. “It must have dismayed you to learn the police had asked me to examine the clothes when they found them.”

“Considerably, at first, but then I realized that they would have appealed to you sooner or later. It was inevitable. I knew they would find no answers.”

“Yes, you made quite certain of that. However, you fear I might and that is why you want them back.”

“I blame myself entirely for this mess. At the time I was dazed and sick and not thinking clearly. I should have destroyed them utterly.” She finished quietly, almost to herself, “It is a mistake I won’t make again.”

Holmes frowned. “The person whom you were hiding from, they are no longer a threat?”

“I have solved that problem,” she replied.

Holmes walked up and down the room once, thinking. “If you would care to accompany us, Miss Sigerson, you can collect your clothes now.”

“And then?”

“And then you are free to go.”

“I would believe that only when you replace the safety catch on the revolver you are holding in your pocket,” Elizabeth replied.

Holmes glanced at her sharply, then with a short amused laugh he pulled out the revolver and ostentatiously replaced the safety catch before dropping it back in his pocket. “Come Watson, let us collect Miss Sigerson’s cherished possessions.”

Holmes called up a hansom and handed Elizabeth in. He gave his address, then settled back into the seat and closed his eyes. Elizabeth kept her gaze on the passing scenery. The entire trip was silent. On our arrival, Holmes opened the door, hurried up the stairs and threw open the door of his sitting room while I paid off the cabby. I climbed upstairs and found him removing the cloth bag from the top drawer of a bureau. Elizabeth stood just inside the door.

He tossed the bag on the sofa.

Elizabeth picked it up. “Thank you,” she replied.

“I’ve not solved your mystery, Miss Sigerson,” Holmes said suddenly. “I have other more pressing matters on hand that prevent me from following up your puzzle. You should consider yourself fortunate, for it is clear you fear my discovering the truth.”

“No, I do not fear you, Mr. Holmes,” Elizabeth replied, her voice mellow and I detected a hint of amusement. Evidently Holmes did, too, for he fixed her with his keen gaze, but a sudden shout out on the street made him whirl toward the window. His gun was withdrawn from the pocket and he carefully pulled the curtain aside by a small fraction to peer out.

“I suggest you leave, Miss Sigerson,” he said shortly.

Elizabeth studied his tall motionless figure and the gun in his hand. Wordlessly she turned and left.

I moved to the other window and peered out, too, but there was nothing remarkable to be seen. Holmes dropped the curtain and looked about the room. With a shrug he pocketed his revolver and looked at me. “I shouldn’t have returned here. This place is not safe for me at the moment.”

“Then come home with me,” I insisted.

“I will remain here for the night, now. I need to think and I prefer my own hearth for that.”

“Then I will remain here, too,” I replied.

He was pleased. “Thank you. That would be a great comfort to me.”

“Holmes, won’t you tell me what this is all about?” I burst out. The thing had been pressing on my mind. “You’ve dealt with Miss Sigerson now and had your leisure. It is clear you consider yourself in danger. I would be of more assistance to you if I knew what was happening.”

It was then he told me of Moriarty and his gang and the plans Holmes had been painstakingly following for nearly twelve months in an effort to outwit the most dangerous criminal in England. He explained to me the details of his expected coup in four days’ time and the waiting game he was playing now.

I spent an uneasy night in front of the fire after that and it was with some relief I watched the sun rise outside the windows. Holmes read my thoughts easily.

“It is not a sign to relax our vigilance,” he warned me. “Moriarty is a clever man and he understands that night fears disappear in daylight and will use it to his advantage. But there is no need to starve while we wait. I will scare up Mrs. Hudson and request a large breakfast.”

We were almost through the excellent meal when there was a knock on the door and Moriarty himself entered. I have written elsewhere about this extraordinary interview and the repugnance the man created in one. In my public account of the event, I omitted the fact that I was there. In this account I am free to describe the conversation as I saw and felt it.

Moriarty and Holmes exchanged words that held the form of politeness, but they were really taking the measure of each other as part of their preparations for the final combat due in three days’ time. From my observations I deduced that I was right to be as uneasy as Moriarty made me feel. Menace radiated from him even though he spoke civilly.

I also omitted Moriarty’s very last parting words from my account. For he turned at the door and looked back. “There is one other thing we share, Holmes.”

“Oh?” Holmes replied coolly.

“Our taste in redheads. She is very beautiful.” He laughed and slipped out the door.

Holmes’ face held a momentary shock, then his eyes narrowed thoughtfully. I fell back into my chair. “I didn’t believe we would come out of that alive,” I confessed.

Holmes threw off his dressing gown and reached for his jacket, dropping the revolver into the pocket.

“Quick, Watson! We haven’t a moment to lose.” He grabbed his coat and rushed out the back door, where he hailed a passing hansom. He rattled out the address as he climbed in and I recognized it immediately;

“Why, that’s Miss Sigerson’s address!”

“Exactly,” Holmes agreed. He remained silent for the remainder of the short trip and sprang to the pavement as the cab slowed. “Pay the driver to wait, Watson!” he called over his shoulder.

I hurriedly dispensed coins and instructions and followed Holmes up the steps into the house. It contained an extraordinary amount of activity for the time of morning. Holmes was asking rapid questions of a matron in dressing gown and night cap, and her answers were shrill.

“Screaming, hysterical screams and thumps and yells and deep voices,” she was saying. “Then heavy bootsteps on the stairs and muffled noises. I just froze to my bed.”

Holmes turned to me. “Get the police, Watson, if someone hasn’t already.” He turned toward the stairs and climbed rapidly.

I in turn looked at the matron.

“We have already sent for the police,” she said primly.

I followed Holmes up the staircase. On the first floor a door stood ajar. Holmes had placed himself in the middle of the room it served and was carefully observing the furniture.

“We’re too late, Watson,” he said softly.

“I don’t understand, Holmes. Miss Sigerson said she was no longer in trouble.”

“Moriarty,” Holmes replied shortly. He straightened from his examination of the bed and picked up an envelope on the bureau. It was addressed to him. Rapidly opening and reading it, he gave a snort of disgust, crumpled the note up and threw it on the floor. I picked it up and smoothed it out.

 

I doubt this note is necessary, but I will trouble myself with explaining the obvious to ensure the situation is perfectly clear. If you insist on continuing with your plans, Miss Sigerson will be delivered to your door—one piece at a time.

 

Moriarty


 

Chapter Two

I read the note once more, appalled. “Holmes, we’ve got to get her from him.”

“Possibly,” Holmes said absently, examining the carpet.

I felt myself spluttering indignantly. “We must!”

Holmes straightened and placed his lens back in his pocket. “There is no point rushing in heroically until we have established that Miss Sigerson needs saving.”

I was still puzzled and he added patiently, “It could be a bluff, Watson.”

“You mean, she is a part of Moriarty’s gang?”

“It would certainly explain some of the mystery surrounding her, wouldn’t it?”

I considered the matter. “I find it hard to believe,” I admitted.

“That is because you have been charmed by her looks.” Holmes glanced around the room once more, then closed and locked the door. “I could be wrong about her. I will put the Baker Street Irregulars onto it. I certainly cannot move about the city freely and they will soon discover where she is.”

Our return to Baker Street was uneventful and the wait long and tedious. As Holmes had pointed out, there was little he could actively do. He had put in motion the only avenues of inquiry open to him and any public movement by him would threaten both his life and Elizabeth’s.

“I cannot jeopardize the plans, Watson. Three more days is all I need.”

Finally, about two o’clock that afternoon, one of the leaders of Holmes’ squad of street urchins appeared in our doorway. He tipped his hat at Holmes. “Guv.” He handed Holmes a scrap of paper and Holmes dug into his pocket and extracted several coins. The boy accepted them and scampered from the room.

I pushed my notes aside as Holmes read the scrap.

“A warehouse, dockside. Appropriate enough,” he said briefly. “The boys were attracted by a woman’s screams for help.”

I felt the beginnings of horror. “Holmes, surely that must tell you she is innocent.”

“I refuse to speculate where Moriarty is concerned. I will accept only facts. Let us go and observe.”

Forty minutes later we found ourselves scaling a large expanse of roof shingles. Our object was a skylight that Holmes had spied on his first inspection of the front of the warehouse we had been directed to. His initial intention was to scout the top floor of the building the skylight served and if unoccupied, to enter, and use this indirect approach to the warehouse next door.

I lagged somewhat behind on account of my leg and Holmes reached the skylight and peered through the glass before me. He pulled back instantly as though the glass had been hot and waved me to silence and caution. I approached him over the final feet of shingle very carefully.

“The Irregulars seem to have made a mistake concerning which building Moriarty is in control of,” he said quietly, “Unless he has both. Look – very carefully, Watson.”

I peered into the skylight cautiously. Almost immediately below me was what appeared to be an empty room, dusty and disused, the floorboards dark with age and possibly discolored with oil. There were outlines here and there that seemed to suggest machinery. The machines had all gone and the only furniture in the room was a low divan. Elizabeth lay on the divan, resting on her side.

I pulled back carefully. “We appear to be in luck,” I commented quietly.

“It seems a little too easy,” Holmes replied, looking about the roof.

I felt a tiny flame of irritation. “Oh come, Holmes. You’re really carrying this a bit far. You are entitled to a piece of luck every now and again.”

He smiled at my irritation. “I will keep that in mind.”

I took another long look through the window. “She is either asleep or unconscious.”

“Asleep,” Holmes said shortly. “I imagine she is sleeping off the effects of the concussion she received from the blow to her head.” He was busy uncoiling rope from around his waist. “Did you notice the bruise on her forehead? Or the handcuffs? Or the guard by the door?”

I hadn’t and looked through the pane yet again, confirming Holmes’ observations.

“It appears she has been caught up in this adventure against her will,” Holmes continued. “Moriarty may have read more into our relationship than was there, but her innocence ensures I am as tied as Moriarty intended. So we must save her as you wished, Watson.” He loosened the final twist and piled the rope onto the roof. “Are you comfortable?”

“Comfortable enough.”

“Good. We may be here until nightfall. If you would be so good as to check through the skylight regularly and let me know when she wakes?” He settled himself full length against the pitch of the roof and closed his eyes. I suspect it was the only uninterrupted sleep he’d had for the last few days. Only Holmes could manage to relax so completely, right in the very heart of his enemy’s lair.

Just on sunset, I saw Elizabeth begin to stir. I pushed at Holmes with my foot to wake him and we both watched her rouse from sleep.

Holmes looked about him again. “There is nothing we can use for a lever or pivot,” he said. “Unfortunate. Still, I don’t believe Miss Sigerson will prove to be an impossible weight.” He coiled the rope carefully. “We cannot open the skylight until the last moment, for the change of air pressure will alert the guard. On my word, Watson, I want you to lift the frame open as fast as you can and then wait until I have hauled the rope up. You will help Miss Sigerson out.”

“Do you think she will understand what is required of her?”

“I have no doubt she will. Ready? Now!”

I hauled the skylight open, throwing back the pane. Holmes tossed the rope down into the gap and settled himself into a stance that would give him maximum purchase on the shingles, the rope in his hands.

I peered into the room. The rope had landed right in front of Elizabeth and she glanced up quickly. I waved her on encouragingly and she lifted her cuffed hands and caught the rope between them. “Now,” I told Holmes, but he was already hauling on the rope, hand over hand, his eyes glittering with concentration and his jaw clenched with effort.

I watched Elizabeth’s ascent anxiously. The guard was racing toward her and she was barely out of his reach. However, Elizabeth remained clear-headed enough to wait until he was within range, then she kicked out with her boot and caught him a well-calculated and powerful blow in the face. It was enough to keep him occupied with his own miseries for the few seconds she needed to be drawn high out of his grasp.

When her hands reached the lip of the skylight Holmes stopped hauling and by the expedient of reaching down and grasping her waist in one arm, I managed to lift her up onto the roof. She lay full length, her eyes closed and I could well imagine the fear and relief mixing in her blood.

Holmes dropped the rope and crouched beside her. With one of his fine metal instruments he unlocked the cuffs about her wrists. “How bad is your concussion, Miss Sigerson?” he asked.

Elizabeth sat up, rubbing her wrists. “For goodness’ sake, call me Elizabeth. Miss Sigerson is such an awkward mouthful.” She was smiling.

Holmes looked at me inquiringly.

“Very mild, I’d say,” I judged quickly, studying her eyes. “She is coherent enough.”

Holmes looked amused. “Very well…Elizabeth. We must hurry.”

* * * * *

We reached my consulting rooms two hours later, after completing a tortuous route to throw off any pursuers. Our escape from the roof of the warehouse had been dogged by several guards, whom we fought off before escaping into the alleys and subways of the London dockside. Holmes’ familiarity with the myriad little ways and paths was our saving, I believe. The trouble we had reaching safety did quell Holmes’ concern that the rescue had been suspiciously easy.

I locked the door behind me and sat Elizabeth in a chair to examine her injuries. There was some bruising about a small cut on her forehead. “Did it bleed much?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she replied. “It knocked me unconscious. When I came to, somebody had already dressed it.”

“So you were unconscious for a while,” I concluded.

She nodded. “They attacked me outside my room last night. That’s not when I received this—” and she touched her temple. “I tried to raise as much noise as I could, but they held a rag to my face. It smelt…would that have been chloroform?”

Both Holmes and I nodded.

“When I woke I was quite ill and I found myself in that room in which you found me. My hands were cuffed. There were two guards, who took turns watching me. I could hear traffic somewhere nearby and decided I would attempt to draw attention to myself again. I began shouting and calling for help.” She looked up at Holmes. “I am aware of what you call your Baker Street Irregulars. Is that how you found me?”

“Yes.”

“Then this blow has been worth the pain.”

“The guards hit you?” I asked, appalled.

“To keep me quiet, yes.” She smiled at my expression. “They warned me several times to stay silent, but I persisted.”

I reached for my medical bag. “I have something for the headache. How do you feel, otherwise?”

“I don’t feel either weak or ill, now. The fresh air and the exercise have done me the world of good.”

I turned to Holmes. “Let me look at your hand, Holmes.”

“It is nothing,” he said absently, examining the broken skin about his knuckles briefly before sliding his hand into his pocket. He was leaning against my tall bureau, frowning. “Perhaps you will explain to Elizabeth the events she has become involved in while I consider our next move?”

I nodded and proceeded to give her the facts as Holmes had related them to me. She listened quietly and without interruption, her eyes on my face. Finally, she turned to Holmes and said soberly; “I appear to have been a nuisance to you, Mr. Holmes. I do hope I haven’t spoiled your plans?”

“Not now we have retrieved you. Did you see Moriarty at all?”

“I saw no-one that resembled Watson’s description. I believe I was being held by employees. It puzzled me, the attack, for I could fathom no reason for it, but now I understand.”

“You are both going to have to travel with me,” Holmes said, his mind apparently settled. “Moriarty has introduced a new twist to the match and I haven’t the time to shore up my defense. Everything I have planned will come to fruition in three days’ time, so for three days I must keep myself and both of you out of harm’s way. We must leave England.”

“Just like that?” I queried.

“Do you wish to die?” Holmes asked me harshly. “For obvious reasons I cannot leave Elizabeth here. For those same reasons I will not leave you behind. Come, Watson, you’re always looking for adventure. Here is one for you, filled with genuine danger and difficulty.”

“Well, of course I will come,” I replied. “If only to keep your neck firmly attached to your shoulders.”

“Thank you,” he said. He turned to Elizabeth. “I am afraid I must insist, Elizabeth. For your own safety.”

“I concur,” she agreed simply. I was delighted to see Holmes’ disconcerted expression. He had not expected such a commonsense response. “When are we to leave?”

Holmes outlined his plan.

* * * * *

The next day at dawn, we began to execute our individual roles in Holmes’ carefully coordinated escape from London. My own part I have already related elsewhere and I have indicated Holmes’ task. Elizabeth was warned not to return to her room, which she had readily agreed upon. Both Holmes and I were puzzling on how to protect her for the rest of the night when she said simply; “Provide me with ten pounds and I will look after myself. It is clear we cannot remain together. I will meet you tomorrow on the train.”

Holmes gave her the funds without demur and she bid us goodnight before slipping from the room and disappearing through the tradesmen’s entrance at the back of my house. That was the last I saw of her until I arrived breathlessly at Victoria Station the next morning. I had just tussled with an Italian priest who had insisted on my services as translator and was heading for the train when I collided with a Sister of Mercy. The thought occurred to me that I was beset by the church when I focused on the startling green eyes beneath the wimple. “Elizabeth?” I breathed softly.

She nodded a little and picked up her carpet bag again. “Let me help you, Sister,” I said more loudly for the benefit of eavesdroppers. I assisted her onto the train. “I didn’t know you,” I said quietly as we made our way to our compartment.

“It was the only way I could think of to disguise my hair. Holmes hasn’t arrived?”

“No.” I made a small sound of annoyance as we reached the compartment, for the Italian priest was sitting quietly on the seat, his cane between his knees. “I have just had the most infuriating conversation with that silly priest. I don’t speak a word of Italian.”

Elizabeth put her fingers to her lips, suppressing a smile. “Oh,” she murmured simply, examining the priest through the glass.

I strode into the compartment and attempted to explain to the man that he was in the wrong seat. I found both my voice and my temper rising. After a moment, Elizabeth put a calming hand on my arm. “Leave him. He seems harmless enough.”
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